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An omega who needs freedom. 

A pack that demands everything. 

Two alphas who will do anything to help him.

––––––––
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Devlin is an omega, a male werewolf that can carry as well as father children. But that is not all Devlin is. He has spent the last six years away from his pack in Scotland studying to become a research biologist. On his own, Devlin has grown hopeful, but now his luck has run out.

When he gets called back to England by his new Dominant Alpha, the news is even worse than he expected: the pack’s territory is expanding and, with more land, the pack itself must grow. Every omega is to have a child to ensure the next generation is large enough.

Including Devlin.

He is given one choice that is no choice at all: between two young alphas who have come to the pack for the promise of an omega to mate. Rami and Naveen are keen to help and ready to back off, but Devlin's alpha brother has made it clear he will only return to Scotland once he's fulfilled his duty.

Devlin is trapped, but for once, he isn’t alone: can he learn to rely on the two men fate has delivered before he gives up on his dream forever?

––––––––
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An arranged marriage story featuring first time, consent issues, mpreg, partial feminization, a ménage relationship, and tons of angst.

***
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NOTES: Despite this being the third cover, the book remains the same except for small corrections.
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Chapter One: Home

[image: ]




It had only been five months, but when I saw Brennan that day, I knew he wasn’t the same brother I had known my whole life. 

He didn’t look any different than he had last Christmas, but there was a Dominant’s power to him now that he was head of the pack. My wolf knew it so abruptly and absolutely that I found myself slowing down—like the world as I knew it was getting redrawn in front of my eyes. 

It was like that really messed up image of the young maid who turns into an old lady with a hooked nose. There was my little brother in front of me, but there was also my Alpha: the man who held my fate in his hands. 

He didn’t hesitate, scooping me up in his arms and crushing me close. He buried his face in my neck, breathing me in, and murmured, “I miss his smell.” 

Then he let me go and as though his voice had released me from a spell, I could see my brother again through the haze. The boy I had grown up with, played with, fought with. He had been bossy, sure, but he had been funny as well, and protective as all hell. He loved me and he was the only one that got how much I missed my dad at that moment. In that room where his smell was fading—an absence so physical it felt like I might fall into the void if I stumbled—Brennan was there, holding me steady. I got over my ridiculous shyness and pulled him into another embrace. 

And then my mum was there. I felt her before she even spoke. “Devlin,” she murmured, and it was like her heart was breaking in her voice. Or maybe it was mine. 

I let go of Brennan and enveloped her in my arms. She wasn’t a small woman and she was a wolf besides, so she gripped me back hard enough to hurt and I just thought, Good. Nobody had hugged me hard enough for months. I returned the embrace equally hard, unafraid of hurting her with the strength of my emotions.

Brennan came closer and put his arms around us both with some difficulty. But it didn’t need to be easy to be right. These were my people, and suddenly I didn’t know how I had spent so much time so far away from them. From my dad.

Maybe they were right, and wolves weren’t meant to live away from their packs. 

Of course, wolves weren’t meant to die in their fifties either. It didn’t matter how strong or loved you were, not even how powerful. Nobody was really safe. 

***
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I WOKE THE NEXT MORNING feeling like I had travelled back in time: my room smelled just like it always had. Except for how my scent had faded from the clothes and the bedding, I could have been seventeen and waking up with the sun to go for a run before school. Or twelve and so ravenously hungry that I had woken in the middle of the night again to go for some of the leftovers my mother always left for me. 

But if it had been, my dad would have been downstairs or in his room, not in a box somewhere in town. 

I washed my face, but I didn’t bother with clothes, too desperate to be on the move, as if I could outrun the turmoil of my own mind. As if my father’s absence could be filled with activity.

My mother, unchanged through the years—still as blonde and rosy as she had been on her wedding day—seemed to feel the same way. She was busy cooking breakfast with her impressive methodical multitasking so as to have everything piping hot simultaneously. Her smile was a poor imitation of true joy, but I didn’t doubt she was pleased to see me enter her kitchen, looking more zombie than werewolf, just like I had most mornings of my life.

She set a plate in front of me without speaking and I started to eat, half waiting for my dad to walk in and ask for a cup of strong tea. 

After a while, I realised I had put my fork down at some point and my eggs had gone cold and the bacon had solidified into a lump of fat covered leather. 

My plate was still half-full but when I checked to see if my mother would get annoyed that I had wasted food, she just shook her head at me. “It’s fine, Devlin. I haven’t had much of an appetite myself. Just make sure you eat more later. You need your strength.”

I wished she could have been mad, or even bothered enough to give me a speech about those less fortunate than us needing the food I wasn’t eating. Then I would have known everything would be okay; that normal or something of the sort was still possible.

***
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BY DINNER TIME, THE world was starting to look less like a scenario for my memories to play out and more like a place I inhabited. 

Of course, shock wearing off feels like abruptly noticing one of your limbs is missing. You understand the fact, but that does nothing to dull the pain or distract from the phantom ache that is the last clinging hold of what’s gone. There seemed to be reminders of my father everywhere: both his existence and his lack thereof. From random books left lying about in various rooms to an ashtray he had got from a Welsh pack when I was a kid and treasured ever since even though he didn’t smoke. 

When the pain starts setting in, the body pushes you to curl up, to protect yourself from further attack. But there was nothing I could do to protect myself from it, so the next logical step was finding somewhere safe to heal. I wanted more than anything in the world besides a miracle (And why the hell not? I ask you. Wasn’t I a real-life werewolf?) to hole up in my childhood room. I thought I could survive the day if I got to call my boyfriend and talk about anything other than what was happening around me. I was ready to listen to him go on about cricket if it got me out of my head or, alternatively, put me to sleep.

But death isn’t like other types of pain and I couldn’t miss dinner with the family on my first night. It wasn’t an unreasonable expectation, I suppose. We had not only lost my father, but we had also lost our Dominant and the pack was feeling uneasy over it. It was up to Brennan to show that he could take care of us now, and this was the first time he had gathered the whole pack together since becoming Dominant a fortnight earlier.

“This is a hard time for all of us,” my brother started, his voice quieter than I had ever heard it and everybody in the room went silent at once. “Some loss is expected. It’s only part of life that the old should die and even though it is a terrible loss, we understand... We know, nature intended it that way.” He trailed off. Anybody who knew him must have been able to tell he had prepared the speech and just as I thought it, Brennan exhaled and stumbled on, “I mean, it isn’t a surprise and that helps...a little...but my dad...” He swallowed thickly. “This isn’t supposed to happen! We are stronger than most people on this planet, we are meant for more...we heal! I never thought I would be here,” he confessed, looking at us like he had unexpectedly found himself in our midst and couldn’t quite understand how.

“I thought I would have more time... But life is always a surprise, isn’t it?” he added, picking up his speech again. “And when you receive a blow, you have two choices: you can stay on the ground and whimper, or you can get up and push through and become stronger for it. We,” he insisted, looking around and meeting my eyes across the room, “are going to become stronger. Just like my dad would have wanted, just like we are meant to.” I saw my cousin Ian lean close and clap him on the shoulder, saying something too low for me to distinguish across the crowded room of cheering people. But I was glad Brennan wasn’t alone.

“For that purpose,” his voice easily overwhelmed the last of the excited whispers, “I have purchased the Davidson farm. We are expanding!” 

Not surprisingly, there was some cheering. It’s simple math: you take a bunch of territorial people and put them together, territory becomes a goal per excellence.  Every eye in the room was on him, even the children’s. He smiled winningly at his wife and Adora returned the smile with all the candour of a young girl in love. He had met her at the Winter Shifter Summit and brought her back with him, aglow and so enamoured that it was sickening to watch. “We are expecting a child!” Brennan said into the silence, grinning like a madman. 

I smiled reflexively. His happiness was spreading through the pack like a wave, so intense it was almost a physical sensation. The congratulations seemed to go on for hours and grow more intense by the minute. I was about to get up from where I had snatched a place between Kirby and Clara—two of the other omegas I had grown up with—when my brother raised a hand to hush everybody again. 

“The next generation of the Hilliard Pack will be twice the size of ours,” he continued in his booming voice, “and that’s why I have decided that every fertile omega in the pack will bear a child this year.”

Kirby dropped her napkin, and Clara’s fists clenched right on the table where she had been tapping her fingers. The other omegas were all around the table, sitting comfortably with friends and family. But in that instant, I knew where every single one of them was because all of us had stopped, our thoughts grinding to a sudden halt in perfect sync. With all the pack in the same room, the pack sense was so strong as to almost constitute telepathy. I felt their shock adding to my own, like a mounting wave growing bigger with the push of the wave that follows it. Even Jason and Evangeline, both pregnant already, seemed shocked by the news.

Dominant Alphas nudged omegas to reproduce when they thought they were ready and so the pack’s children would be in the same age range and would grow up together. It made the pack stronger to have members who were close to each other. But none of us had ever heard of a mass breeding like this, and an announcement at dinner no less! And then I realised something else: it wasn’t all omegas who were in shock, just the younger ones. The older generation—my mother, my aunts and uncles, and cousins—were all conspicuously calm at the news.

They had known. My mother had known and she had let me come back without even a warning. I tried to meet her eyes where she sat at the other end of the table—the place of honour for the Dominant’s mate. She must have felt the weight of my gaze, but she didn’t look up. Not at me, and not at anybody else. She was looking down at her food, methodically cutting the meat on her plate in small, even pieces that would cool down too fast for her to eat. The concern for starving people was over. What did that say about how badly we ourselves were doing?

***
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I HADN’T PAID ANY ATTENTION to the alphas before, but it was hard to miss their joyous excitement. Now that I cared to look, it wasn’t hard to see that some of my cousins were missing from the celebration, and alphas I didn’t know were there instead.

“Where’s Kenneth?” I asked Clara in a furious whisper.

She exhaled slowly. “He went to the Blackson Pack down in Liverpool. They sent Tonio in exchange.” She licked her lips and tilted her head in the direction of a man with an afro that sat grinning across us. “There’s been a lot of socializing with other packs the last year and a half and now it makes sense. New blood.”

“Oh, God,” Kirby murmured, leaning in. “He’s been planning this.”

Planning... but my dad wouldn’t have done this, I knew that. Had the swapping been some sort of compromise between them? And now Brennan... but how could Brennan do this?

I didn’t say anything for a moment and missed whatever they were whispering over my head. I couldn’t stop thinking of my flat in St Andrews, of my boyfriend Dan, of my thesis, of my friends, of my goddamn life! It was all there, but it wasn’t mine anymore. Just like that, Brennan had taken it all away.

It hadn’t even crossed my mind he could, not when my father had given me the freedom to study all the way in Scotland, when...

“...too many alphas,” Clara was saying when I zoned back in.

“What?” 

She looked pityingly at me. “There’s too many alphas and he can’t get more omegas...” 

She was right. Omegas only left their birth pack to follow an alpha—either a close relative or a partner they had met and been courted by at a Summit. An omega couldn’t walk out of their pack any more than a child could because as far as alphas were concerned, they would be just as vulnerable. 

And all it took was for an alpha to forbid it.

“Maybe he’ll let us choose,” Kirby suggested, sounding like she found the thought comforting. Like she thought that if we could decide which of the men in this room got to fuck and breed us, then it wouldn’t be so bad.

***
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I CORNERED BRENNAN as soon as the room started emptying and Clara and Kirby followed me to his study. They were both wary, but confident that I could speak freely with our Dominant.

“What the fuck is this?” I spat the moment the door closed.

He turned to me, looking genuinely surprised. “I just told you.”

“You just told us?” I repeated. “Like that? In front of everybody? Like we are just animals to be fucking bred?”

He frowned at me, like I was being ridiculous. Like I was being hysterical just like omegas were said to be. “You are not animals, not any more than I am. You are omegas.”

“We are people, Brennan!” I shouted. “We deserve to be fucking asked.”

“Oh,” he nodded, “but I am going to ask you. You can choose.”

“We can choose?” Kirby squealed from behind me. I turned on her, almost as angry with her as with my brother. But she seemed perfectly happy to ignore me in favour of the alpha who held her fate in his hands. Surprising, isn’t it? 

“Yes,” Brennan nodded enthusiastically, like he was finally being understood properly. I could tell he thought he was being kind, but I was too furious to care about his delusions of magnanimity. “I have done some research for you, but within reason it’s your decision who you mate with.”

Kirby relaxed at this concession. I was about to snap that I didn’t care to choose who got to use me as a fucking incubator when Clara volunteered, “I don’t think I’m ready.” 

She said it quietly but not timidly.

Brennan nodded at her and put a hand on her arm, even though he had to sidestep me to get close enough. “I know how you’re feeling. When Adora told me...” He smiled nervously, “Well, I was not feeling ready, believe me, Clar. But that’s life for you. It turns out we are a lot stronger than we think.”

The message was clear: we were not getting out of it.

I wasn’t going to take it lying down, though. “I don’t want to do it,” I said, enunciating clearly. 

Brennan turned to me in surprise, and the edge of anger in his expression sent my wolf cowering. I locked my muscles to keep myself from backing away. “I have made plans for the pack, Dev. I can’t change them just because of you.”

“I have made plans for my life, Bren,” I said, using a diminutive like the alphas always did to us. But Brennan didn’t care. He was an alpha and he was my Dominant. He didn’t need posturing, he had me by the balls and he knew it.

He sighed. “You’re going to have to adjust,” he told me gently. “We will all do our best to help you.” 

Then he turned his back on us, so secure in his invincibility that I wanted to rip his spine out. I couldn’t have, of course. My wolf wouldn’t have attacked its Dominant any more than it would have allowed me to jump off a cliff. And I wouldn’t have hurt him, even if he didn’t seem to care that he was hurting me. I wasn’t... Oh, goddess, how could my father have left us like this?

Brennan wasn’t ready, not just to be a father himself but to be Dominant.

He shuffled some papers. I thought, it was a gesture to put us in our place, but it turned out he was looking for something. When he found it, he turned back to face us. 

He handed a piece of paper to each of us. It was some sort of diagram, and I couldn’t help but look. I was used to diagrams. I loved diagrams. Not this one, though. Clara’s breath hitched a second before it hit me what they were: family lines and breeding characteristics. He had made a study of each of us and each of the alphas he thought would be suitable to breed us, rating them according to the dominant and recessive characteristics he wanted in the next generation of the pack. 

“I’m willing to let you choose between the top three,” he explained, then hesitated and snatched the paper I was holding loosely in my hand. “No, top two for you. It’s too much of a difference.” He tried to give me the paper back, but I backed away, swallowing hard and breathing shallowly. 

I needed to get out of there. “Devlin...” he started, but I was gone before he could add anything else. He had said more than enough for me to know I didn’t want to hear it.

***
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TRANSFORMING WAS THE only thing I could do not to go crazy right then. I dropped my clothes behind the porch and shifted faster than I could ever remember doing, before or since. 

I would be a terrible parent too, I thought. As a human I would have cried, but wolves don’t really cry and, as the animal mind took over, I felt better. Wolves don’t really care about the future either. All that mattered to the wolf was that we were in pack territory again. We were home and there was no danger anywhere in the vicinity—not even if we decided to run for days. The human part of me liked that too, so we took off, faster and faster. 

Soon I was panting with the effort, but I didn’t care and neither did the wolf; it understood my need to get away even if it didn’t understand what I was running from.

***
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BRENNAN HAD TO COME and get me himself. It had been at least a day, perhaps more, but I didn’t care. When you are a wolf for long enough, time becomes immaterial. Pretty much everything but food, water and mating does. As long as I stayed away from other wolves, only the first two mattered. But when Brennan howled for me, my paws moved without conscious thought on my part; I went because my Dominant was calling. 

He waited until I had shown him my belly before he caught me by the neck and dragged me into the house. He shifted first and I followed instinctively. We were both naked, and I was smudged with mud and covered in loose bits of grass. 

“Have you had enough of an angsty fit?” he asked, sounding annoyed. I tried to speak but found myself coughing instead. Hair—I had shifted back too fast and it’d got in my mouth. 

My brother knelt and rubbed my back, then stayed there next to me. He wasn’t that much larger than me, physically speaking, but it didn’t matter. I felt dwarfed. His hand on me was like a steel buckle I could never shake. I couldn’t even think to shake it. He started carding his fingers through my hair and I tilted my head back. I didn’t mean to; I just did. “You’re a grown man, Dev, you can’t let your emotions get the better of you.” 

I swallowed in lieu of nodding, and he rubbed my ear in what he must have thought a consoling manner and got to his feet. “Go up to your room and get cleaned up. It’s time you met Rami and Naveen.” 

And that was the first time I heard their names. Not the way one hears new names and nods, mostly assuming one will forget them until reminded a couple of times or until the person does something exceptionally good or bad. Their names were an announcement. One of those names, I knew, I would never forget. I would never be allowed to forget.
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Chapter Two: Myself
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You will imagine me naive when I tell you this; but it wasn’t innocence: it was hope. And distance, too, perhaps. You see, an omega is only an omega when alphas are around, the rest of the time he’s just a guy. I was just a guy, truly and sincerely; I had a career I was passionate about and, even if I was pretty quiet, I made friends easily. There was nothing about me personally that explained the blow fate had dealt me with my very particular biology. At eighteen, I had left home to study in Scotland in a university prestigious enough for its connections to royalty and academic excellence that it was still hard to get into. I pretended not to notice that most of my family was too concerned about having me far away from them to be proud about my achievement. I pretended it was normal to be driven there by my younger brother so he could make sure I was safe in my single dorm room. 

Safe from what? You might ask. Other shifters. As a werewolf, I have the strength, speed and resilience of two men my age and health, but as an omega I am vulnerable to alphas like no puny human man could be. 

Like most shifters, I grew up in a pack. My father led it, the alpha of alphas, what we call a Dominant. And had I been born an alpha, I would have followed in his footsteps. Nobody was crass enough to tell me any such thing, but children have an instinctive understanding of power. 

But by the time the hormonal shifts of my teenage years came around, it became obvious I would never lead the pack. Omegas served a very different function: they kept the pack alive. Unlike humans, shifters who could bear children were born as both girls and boys. Omega males were rare and so were alpha females, which, according to historical records, had not even existed for the first five hundred years of the history of the packs of the isles, even if they were common in other countries. 

So I beat the statistics and believe me, they whooped me right back. It wasn’t just the leadership of the pack that I had lost, but any right to decide about my own future. As an omega, I had to wait for an alpha’s decision on anything. I didn’t know it then, of course.

Two years later, my brother Brennan killed a wild coyote without even shifting completely and we knew who would become alpha after my father. Nothing much had changed when my omega status became obvious: I was just a boy, after all, and boys get told what to do no matter what they will be one day  when they are grown. But when Brennan proved himself an alpha, he also proved himself my superior in the hierarchy of the pack. He would inherit and control every single alpha and omega shifter that was part of it. Imagine you take a ten-year-old and tell him he will one day command every adult and child he knows; would you fault him for trying to do just that?

I had always been quiet and shown little interest in the roughhousing of boys, preferring the company of adults of either sex or denomination. I wanted to learn, to understand. And nobody begrudged me that. My father had enrolled me in a private academy when I had reached secondary school age instead of making me go with the other children of the pack to the local school. 

There had been a single other shifter there, an alpha girl from a pack of fliers who avoided me as devoutly as any bird would a wolf, so I had spent my teenage years feeling normal. Well, some people would have probably taken issue with me being gay, but I wasn’t allowed to date. In all honesty, I don’t think I had the social skills to manage it in any case, so that particular prohibition passed me by without much angst on my part. So I didn’t say anything, and at some point, I think I forgot that being intimate with another person was even a possibility. 

In my world, where every person in my family would know immediately if someone’s smell was on me and how much they had touched me by how intense their scent was... maybe it is only fair to say it wasn’t.

In theory, I could have made out with a boy at recess, even had actual sex somewhere secluded. But I knew almost instinctively that any behaviour that even appeared suspicious would result in the end of my academic career. I couldn’t live without that, so I kept all my impure thoughts for the solitude of my bed and ignored my friends’ bafflement at my complete lack of interest in dating.

By the time I arrived at my first party in St Andrews, I remembered all at once that the world I had only caught glimpses of actually existed. I had spent my first year secreted away in the university library trying to somehow absorb what seemed like the entirety of the biological knowledge humanity currently possessed, visiting home on alternating weekends. 

But after my visits had been discontinued to festive occasions, I started to have time to feel lonely for the first time in my life. 

At first, I had enjoyed my newfound freedom: my wild adventures including a number of museums specializing in animal biology and a spa. Just what my pack might have expected of me. No wonder they had become convinced I was too boring to be in any danger, to go by what I did at home on weekends: read a fuckload for school and listen to music as loud as I could bear with ear plugs on just to feel like I had some modicum of privacy in a house too old to have soundproofing.

But for Intro to Chemistry, I’d had to form a study group, and it turned out Sean lived in the single two doors down from mine. Sean was a smart guy, but he made it clear he also knew how to have fun. He reminded me of Tomy from secondary school, sweet and with a certain way with words that gave his jokes an edge that made them stand out from classic teenage humour. And yeah, like Tomy, Sean was pretty good looking too. But because I had to wait until my phone charged (The Moon forbid I failed to answer if somebody thought to check on me), I had told him that I would meet him there. 

So I was alone at a party, and as lost as a new-born pup. The low light and smoke didn’t do much to stop my supernaturally good eyes from finding all the attractive guys in the room at a glance, and the smell of barely repressed sexual tension in the room wasn’t helping either. Teenagers were bad, but young adults without any type of supervision, confident their IDs allowed them to indulge as they wished... well, the repressive mechanisms were failing, to put it politely. Or to be blunt, there were people making out against every conceivable surface: couches,  walls, the floor and a piano that was probably too expensive to be making the sounds it was under that guy’s arse.

With the smells of sex, smoke and alcohol I also discovered something even more freeing: there was not a single person in that room who wasn’t human. I let myself grin, feeling my spine straighten and my body thrum with power I always had but was rarely allowed to enjoy. I was a top predator in this room. I could do whatever I wanted, and nobody would dispute my right to do it. I approached the first guy that caught my eye: he was leaning against the back of a sofa with a half empty cup of not-that-cheap beer. A posh lad, then, I thought. He looked up at me, eyes the bluest of purples, and seemed surprised to find me there.

“Hello, there,” I told him, smiling with a confidence I hadn’t known I had in me. I didn’t even know if he went for... oh, and then I did. His body language telegraphed welcome, legs parting and head tilting back in involuntary submission. He wasn’t shorter than me, he was just positioning himself that way. 

“You’re drinking something nicer than that shit they have in the kitchen, aren’t you?” I asked him. I hadn’t even bothered to check what was on offer, but I could tell the difference between what was in his glass and what had been in the ones on the table next to me like a human might be able to tell apart a telephone and a television. Shifters metabolize alcohol faster than humans, and beer could never get a shifter drunk before he had to piss it all away, so there was little point in drinking shitty ethanol. 

He licked his lips. “Yeah, couldn’t stomach that.” He glanced at my eyes, a little nervous. “Do you want some?”

I grinned and took the glass from his hand, feeling him startle and ignoring it. I took a sip, savoured it. It was okay, if not brilliant. Then I looked back at him and took another. “Thanks,” I told him, passing it back. 

And that’s how I met Jiang. It wasn’t the most romantic, maybe, but he made out with me before the night was over, leaving me feeling like I would melt right there (or rub myself off against his leg like a horny dog). 

And then I went back to my room without needing to be afraid that my brother or my cousins would rat me out and I would end up having to drop out of school. Some might say the freedom went to my head when I tell them that after two months Jiang and I weren’t just dating but spending most nights together, and that at the six month mark I went and got myself a double bed. My dad asked me about it when it showed up on his credit card statement, but easily believed my carefully prepared spiel about being a big guy and needing space to stretch with my books. I wasn’t lying, technically, since I did study in bed, and with the shitty sound quality of a mobile connection ‘technically’ more than did the trick.

As an omega, sticking to the facts is a skill you learn early and learn well, no matter how good you are, nobody can be good enough to be as good as an omega is meant to be. 

So, for example, I’m not really a big guy by my standards. I’m just 5.9 and I grew up surrounded by alphas, who tend to average around 6.3 and often go over it, but technically I am pretty tall for a bed designed for humans. Of course, it’s not much good if the alpha interrogating you decides to order you to tell the truth outright, or if you can’t come up with the right facts quick enough. But it’s something. When you have little, you have to take something.

It didn’t last with Jiang, no hard feelings between us. In fact, feelings of all types were missing, except for the goodwill one naturally develops towards the generous provider of one’s orgasms. We had fallen in lust with each other and in love with the freedom being away from home gave us both. 

Jiang because his parents were really traditional and couldn’t have coped with him being gay. Me because omegas were supposed to be chaste until they mated so the pack knew whose children they bore. Of course, even when I knew very little about my own biology, I knew a human male couldn’t get me pregnant. I still never let Jiang fuck me, which in the lust department might have been something of a deal breaker. I just couldn’t disconnect the act from the uncomfortable prospect of getting bred. It was something that on most days I managed to forget was in my future.

Maybe because our parting had been amiable, Jiang would sometimes invite me to party with him and his friends. I didn’t much like the loud party scene: I had never been good at filtering out excess noise, but most werewolves find noisy places distressing, so it’d never been an issue. But I was happy to drink some wine in good company in the flat Jiang shared with four other guys. 

And that’s how I met Dan.

He was slouching on a couch, dressed in tight jeans and wearing more than a hint of eyeliner. But that wasn’t what made me look twice as he sipped at what was certainly the cheap beer people who were not Jiang’s boyfriend got at these parties. His eyes were glued to the back of a paperback from the pile on the coffee table. 

It takes a special kind of addict to do something like that at a party. He was an English literature student and it turned out he had got an invite to a science-heavy party by virtue (or lack thereof) of having made out with the right guy at an LGBT social.

“Me too,” I told him. He laughed and my fate was sealed.

***
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I WAS AT THE COMPUTER when Brennan called me, and I hadn’t spoken to my father for over a week. That’s what I always remember: my brother saying my name and then his voice breaking over the word Dad... and immediately searching back in my memory for the last time I had spoken to him. As if, somehow, I could assess the extent of the damage by how long it had been since he had talked to me.

“Tell me,” I barked at poor Brennan.

“There was an accident...” he said but trailed off before explaining anything useful.

“And?”

“And it was really bad... he... he couldn’t... he couldn’t heal, Devlin,” he said, begging me to understand.

But it didn’t matter how much he begged, I couldn’t. “What?” I asked. “That’s not possible, the rate of healing is...”

“Devlin,” Brennan interrupted, “He didn’t.”

“He is... he is...” I couldn’t say it, I thought, but I forced myself to finish. “He’s dead?”

“Yes,” Brennan said, and I thought he was probably crying, somewhere secluded where nobody could see the mighty alpha falling apart as if he was just as fragile as the rest of us.

I didn’t mean to, but I put the mobile down on the desk in front of me. I would have dropped it down an elevator shaft if that’s where I had been, my fingers going numb with shock.

“Devlin?” Dan was there, touching my cheek and forcing me to turn my head to look at him. I didn’t know how long I had been sitting at the table. The phone was silent now. “God, Devlin, what happened?”

I opened my mouth to respond and felt my eyes fill with tears and had to close it again to keep in the sob that wanted to escape me. Dan pushed the computer aside and dragged my chair sideways so he could put his arms around me. 

“Shhhh...” he soothed, leaning close, his smell enveloping me like a layer of peace and calm. I breathed him in, helpless to resist the offer of comfort and once my lips had parted, I started to cry. Tears and snot, and I was shaking so hard that Dan climbed onto my lap to keep hold of me. 

I clung to him, digging my fingertips into his clothes because I was afraid of pressing too hard on his skin. But I held on and he let me hold on, until it seemed like I could breathe again, even if it was still a little hard, a little wrong. What else was it supposed to be but wrong?

Dan got up long enough to get me tissues and then knelt at my feet and met my eyes. 

“Do you think you can tell me now?” he asked me, soft but steady.

I nodded, then exhaled. “My dad,” I said, and stopped, closing my eyes. Dan didn’t need more than that, though. 

“Oh, Devlin, I’m so sorry.” He sounded like he was about to cry. He surged to his feet and got his arms around me again. “I... do you want to come to the sofa?”

I did. I got up and followed him to our tiny living area and let him curl himself around me, as if he could truly protect me from the world with his body. It was beyond him, but he tried anyway.

***
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BRENNAN CALLED ME BACK the next day to talk about funeral arrangements and ask if I wanted him to book my flight for me. He didn’t phrase it as an order or anything. I had been away from home for months at a time for the last six years, and although we both knew that he was technically my Dominant, neither of us felt it that way. 

Or maybe that was just me.

But there was no way for me to know. All we talked about was my dad and how crazy it was that he was gone, and how I needed to be there to say goodbye, and so our mum wouldn’t completely collapse.

Pheromones don’t go over the phone, you see, and I had never seen Brennan when he was my Dominant, and I had been away so long... it just felt normal. Awful, heart wrenching, but normal: the conversation anybody would have with their brother at a time like that. 

I told him I needed to stay a little longer for my thesis, so used to lying it felt natural to use that as a reason for staying with Dan a little longer.

He was kind, confident, told me he could handle things for a couple more days, but to come on Saturday because mum would be freaking out pretty bad by then.

“I’ll be there,” I promised, and proceeded to cry myself to sleep. 

Dan was a sweetheart about the whole thing, woke me up with breakfast and made me speak through it until I started crying again. He held me close with all the power of his average-sized future professor’s body. He was beautiful, a little shorter than me and lean. The only person I wanted close, the only one I could bear to have this close at all.

I had turned my thesis in early so I could take Dan on a hike in Sky, as an anniversary present of sorts. The only schoolwork I had left was defending my thesis and that wouldn’t be for another month. I just needed more time. More time with my dad, really, but also more time to process what had happened, what life would be like now, how in my mind I would reach for him and find nothing. 
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Chapter Three: Alphas
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I followed the smell of freshly baked bread and frying bacon to the kitchen. Although the whole pack lived together in the same area, this was the house my father and mother had shared, the one where Brennan and I had grown up. The place I had always called home until I had made my own flat back in St Andrews.

The kitchen had changed little, as had my mom. But it wasn’t my dad and brother at the table partaking of a late breakfast. Instead, two men I had never seen before sat across Brennan. 

Brennan had taken the seat my dad had favoured; not an obvious position like the head of the table, just a spot from where he could watch the field and houses through the window and have a view of my mother at the counter. 

For as long as I could remember, he had been as besotted with her as any kid with his first love, and she had brightened under his gaze like he was the sun to her. Nobody had arranged their match; they had simply fallen in love along the perfect lines the pack had outlined for each of them when she’d visited the pack with her older alpha sister. An unimaginable stroke of good fortune. Unimaginable for me, at least.

The two men had their backs to the door, but I could tell they both perceived my presence instantly. Unsurprising, as no werewolf would miss another in their midst, and no alpha would miss an omega. 

They got to their feet as if the Queen herself had walked in, turning to me with transparently eager expressions. I didn’t know them, but I could tell by their scents that they had been around my pack for longer than a few hours. It was odd, like finding a stranger wearing familiar clothes. My sense of smell told me they were pack, but I didn’t recognize the scent underneath, or their faces. 

The smaller man was maybe a little taller than me, his skin a dark bronze and his features speaking of Indian descent. He had the blackest eyes I had ever seen, not just dark, but like no light could ever touch them. His gaze was uncomfortably intense, though his posture was unthreatening, almost too eager. He is really young, I remember thinking.

The other man was the first to extend a hand to me. “Rami,” he said, and I took his hand before I had consciously decided to. English politeness, maybe. An alpha’s command, more likely. 

I swallowed. “Devlin.” His hand was warm and a little rough from work. He had looked big from across the room, but he dwarfed me from up close, making me look up to meet his steady brown gaze. I only noticed he had been holding my hand for too long when the younger man came up to us and nudged him softly.

“You think I get to shake Devlin’s hand sometime today?” he asked Rami, but his mischievous eyes were on me.

Rami blinked and stepped back, taking his hand with him. 

“Naveen,” the other alpha told me with a disproportionate grin. He is happy to meet me, I thought. He took my hand in his and slid his fingers between mine slowly—more a caress than a greeting, and his smile turned into a smirk when he saw me react to the sensuality of the move.

Instantaneously, Brennan was on his feet as well and walking towards us. “I need to check on Adora, so now that you guys have met...”

I grit my teeth, swallowing my objections.

Naveen nodded at Brennan, letting my hand go perhaps a little too hastily under my Dominant Alpha’s gaze. “Of course.”

And then we were alone, with my mother. Now, don’t get me wrong, I love my mother. But she’s a quintessential omega: she loves all the traditions and thinks the restrictions are only for our protection, and she is genuinely grateful to alphas for keeping us safe.

When I was little, I believed it too. My dad made it easy to see alphas as benevolent dictators, a steadying presence one could rely upon...

And then I grew up.

For a long time I was really angry with her about it. She was an omega too, but she refused to side with me, to admit the submission demanded of us wasn’t natural or right, just a tradition enforced by alphas who wanted to remain in control.

Breaking away from the stories she’d told me and insisted she believed had been hard, but once I had, I realized I wasn’t that much of a freak.

What I felt wasn’t so rare, Clara did not like to be ordered around either, and neither did many other omegas...

But that only made my mother’s betrayal all the harder. She’d made me feel like there must have been something wrong with me when the reason I felt bad was that I hadn’t chosen to be this way. That because I was this way, I didn’t get to choose anything else.

“So, Naveen,” she started cheerily, setting a cup of freshly brewed tea in front of me. “You come from the North London pack, don’t you? I always thought big cities were such a crazy place for werewolves to settle!”

I took a sip without even thinking, immediately comforted at the perfect brew even as I couldn’t quite forgive my mother for the ambush. Could I have not come back? I wondered. I hadn’t even considered it, Brennan had already been my Dominant. The wolf had known his voice even from afar, of course, but before I had entered pack territory...

Naveen shrugged, retaking his place at the table. I set my cup down, a heaviness settling over me. 

“Well, you learn young to block out sounds and smells,” I heard him explain from my dazed state. “But London has a lot of parks, and a lot of squirrels and foxes, too,” he added with that grin that said, Aren’t I ridiculous? You totally find me charming.

I didn’t. I’d have probably remained indifferent to actual squirrels and diverse cute animals in my intense and sudden apathy. But my mum seemed to, at least: she laughed a little at that before turning to Rami. 

“What about you, dear? I have completely forgotten where your pack is from.”

“Not far, Yorkshire,” he said, not that anybody with ears needed to be told that’s what the twang in his voice was.

It wasn’t that I didn’t care where they came from or how big their packs were, but I couldn’t help tuning out and just watching them. After all, I was attracted to men and I was being given a choice between these two. And not just that, I wanted to know them. 

No, I needed to know them: whoever I chose would have immense power over me, and I would never forgive myself if I fucked up the only choice I was being given. It was absurd; I could fix nothing by choosing one of them over the other. No matter how kind he was to me, it was the power he would have that would crush me. 

But people reduced to making insignificant choices tend to give them bigger significance than they actually have. You can be so desperate for some control over your fate that you end up convincing yourself that if you just go for butter over marmalade on your toast it will guarantee an auspicious day. 

I wanted to be happy. I wanted to believe I could be, even under my new restricted circumstances. So I tried to make the right choice. I tried to believe there was one. 

Despite how different from each other they were physically and personality wise, it wasn’t a choice I was finding easy. Naveen was closer to my ‘type’—leaner, strong but not muscled and extroverted in a way I, as a fundamentally quiet person, found captivating.

But in a different way it was Rami who fit my ideal more closely: his body was larger than I favoured, but he had incredibly well-formed lips and eyes, eyelashes that were longer than they appeared and darker than anybody that blonde should have without mascara. And he was quiet, yes, but there was a solidity to every word he did utter, a certainty that was clearly missing from Naveen, even though my mum made sure to ask their ages and he was only a year older. 

Both of them were younger than me, of course. I could just imagine Brennan’s answer if I objected on such grounds: what else could I expect when I had spent my ‘youth’ wasting away in a library? Alphas my age had families by now, he would have said.

***
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“WOULD YOU LIKE TO HAVE dinner tonight?” Rami asked almost casually. He even put some cake into his mouth after saying it and chewed it. 

After her extensive interrogation, my mum had fled the kitchen, having forgotten to pay some bills that were due. Strangely, she had only remembered the date the moment Rami had been coaxed to tell her his birthday was on the 5th of December. Knowing how organized she was about household affairs, I had a hard time believing it, but it wasn’t like I could hide behind her skirt forever. 

I was an adult and sooner rather than later I would have to deal with one of these men very personally. There wasn’t much I got to decide but I certainly wasn’t going to give up the little choice I did have to someone else. I glanced at Naveen, who smiled at me.

“Sure,” I said, mostly to Rami. I wasn’t sure of anything. For starters, it kind of seemed like it was both of them asking me, and wasn’t that odd? “Where should we meet?”

“I have a car,” Rami explained. “We’ll pick you up at seven, if that’s cool?”

I was apparently the only one surprised by the double dinner invitation. Later, when Rami showed up in a black Peugeot 208, Naveen jumped out of the front passenger’s seat and invited me to take his place with a dramatic bow, only belied by his self-deprecating smile.

He then immediately got going about the rib restaurant the pack had introduced him to. I knew it well. The pack had been going to Benny’s for as long as they have lived in Windermere. I think the place wouldn’t have done as well against fancier competition without the custom of the hungriest carnivores in the area. But I didn’t tell Naveen; otherwise I would have had to come up with a new topic of conversation.

Of course this turned out to be a mistake; the moment I walked in, the owner’s son spotted me and freaked out a little. 

“Devlin?” he almost squeaked and before I knew it, I found myself enveloped in Bernardo’s arms. Bernardo, never ever Benny, had been one of the only friends I had had outside school growing up. I never quite knew why we were friends—we had little in common besides an obsession with well-cooked meat (which for us meant barely cooked meat), inherited by tradition and genetics respectively, and a knack for finding seldom used paths in the wilderness. “I haven’t seen you in, what, two years?”

I nodded, smiling. I couldn’t help it. Bernardo was the happiest guy I knew. “I think so. I think we missed each other last couple times I was down from uni.” I became aware of Naveen and Rami again; I gave Bernardo a half smile and pointed my thumb at them. “I’m kinda in the middle of something... but we should definitely catch up sometime.”

Bernardo glanced at them and his eyes widened. “Oh, sure.” He seemed to have trouble keeping his eyes on me, but I didn’t follow his gaze. In my human form I couldn’t tell much of what the alphas were feeling, and I wanted to keep it that way. If I didn’t know what they wanted, I couldn’t be forced to give it to them. 

He led us to a table by the back window, looking directly onto the lake. I thanked him and asked for a beer. Bernardo turned to Rami, who simply put up two fingers.

“Me, too,” Naveen added, smiling too wide at him.

And then we were alone and the silence was all the heavier for the background noise of happy dinners. I decided to try. “We always come here. And they love us because we order a lot.”

“You could have told me.” Naveen had taken the seat across from me, leaving Rami to choose sides. Rami sat next to him. I didn’t know if that was odd, I had only even dated one guy at once, who knew what was the protocol for two? Especially because it isn’t a date, I reminded myself, if it was a date, you could walk out of here alone.

I shrugged. “You seemed like you were putting yourself in the mood by talking about it,” I explained, and it wasn’t quite an excuse: he did get awfully excited about things he liked, and he was right, it was kind of hard not to be charmed by it.

Rami snorted. “Well, now I am starving.” He glanced at Naveen. “Thanks a lot, man,” he told him and turned directly to a returning Bernardo like he had already known he was there. 

Here is something you need to know about werewolf senses: they aren’t magical or mean that you are omniscient. We can perceive more in the spectrum than humans do, but that doesn’t necessarily mean we will pay attention to what we smell or hear, or that we will be able to filter out background noise.

My ears and Naveen’s had probably picked up Bernardo’s heartbeat, but neither of us had been listening for it and so it hadn’t stood out from any of the other heartbeats that were going around the room, our own included. Rami, for some reason, had been listening. And that was odd—in the 21st century, there weren’t that many reasons for a werewolf to be paying that much attention in a restaurant. Life simply wasn’t dangerous enough to warrant such caution. 

Maybe he’s just that hungry.

Rami proceeded to order a whole rack before turning to me. “Would you like something else?”

I hesitated. “Chips,” I said and raised my eyes to Bernardo. “The garlic ones?”

He nodded, obviously trying not to let his curiosity show. I couldn’t blame him. Both Rami and I were wearing dress shirts and although Naveen hadn’t gone that far, the collar of his navy-blue sport shirt was popped and he smelled like cologne. Nobody could mistake this for a casual outing. 

“Cheers, mate,” I told him and took my first sip of beer. It was excellent. Not that it was such good quality, really—it was just that it was the beer I had learned to like.

Bernardo nodded. “No problem. Be right back.”

“I really hate that word,” Rami commented, raising his glass to me before drinking. I shifted on my chair, confused and feeling like I had messed up just by drinking. It was completely ridiculous, but I felt like I hadn’t followed his lead properly and was now in uncertain territory.

Naveen wasn’t as self-conscious, though, he just went ahead and asked, “What word?”

“Mate,” Rami explained, half sneering.

Naveen gave him an incredulous look. “Is this a Yorkshire thing? Are you guys not British? Coz ‘mate’ is like... I don’t know, basic English.”

“That’s not all it means, though, is it?” Rami replied, frowning.

“Oh, you mean...” Naveen’s eyes wandered to me for a moment. “Well, yeah, that’s something else. But that’s different: that’s my mate.”

Rami was quiet, and I wondered if I was supposed to say something. But I had never thought of the word’s pack meaning. I knew it, but I didn’t like to think about all that mates implied. So I could call my friends that with no remorse or confusion.

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Rami admitted, and drank some more.

Naveen winked at him. “That’s okay, mate.”

I laughed and Rami’s lips curved up and for a moment it felt like we were just that, mates out for a meal and a good time.

The familiar food, long missed, calmed something in me. Animals are fundamentally suspicious of new places. Humans are, too, but they like to ignore their better instincts for the thrill of it. Werewolves take after the wolves in that sense, though, and that’s why we all get too attached to each other and to wherever we live. It must have been a tough world out there when homo lupus decided to immigrate: most werewolves I know don’t even much like to go on holiday. The biggest moves of a werewolf’s life tended to be changing packs, and the only reason alphas left packs at all was to gain power or to go somewhere where they wouldn’t have to mate with their first cousin.

This tendency had kept me apart from my pack except when I myself made the journey back. It was only natural—wolves get antsy out of their territory and there’s always the danger of crossing a line the local pack thinks is more important than not shedding blood. As an omega I was pretty safe from threatening anybody. I was especially safe in the Scottish Highlands, where the packs had either fled or been summarily decimated by the combined might of the Scottish clans in the early Middle Ages. 

I didn’t tell them about staying away intentionally, but Naveen kept asking questions about the Scottish extinction, and wolves is one of the few topics you can get me started on and be sure I will not know when to stop.

“Or maybe I’m projecting my research about real wolves onto us. It’s hard to tell, sometimes, do I see myself in them, or am I being objective enough? The scientific protocols of Animal Biology are not designed for people who are also animals, nobody is as worried about bias as when a human population is studied. Everybody just assumes you will be able to tell animals don’t have human motivations, which is just silly even if the researcher doesn’t spend part of his time in four legs. I mean, look at Diane Fossey and the gorillas!”

Rami smiled when I said that. “She looked pretty batty in the movie,” he commented.

I nodded. “Precisely. If you read her writing you can see she lost track of where the line between researcher and research was...”

“But is that so bad?” Naveen asked. He had finished all the meat on his plate and was now going through the chips I had pushed away. I had an appetite on me, like any healthy werewolf, but I had finished my growing and neither Rami nor Naveen had. Bernardo would surely appreciate the tips he’d get with all the refills they were demanding.

“Well, if it’s not objective, it can’t help us make predictions,” I explained, shrugging. “So it’s pretty much just a nice story. Stories are great, but it’s not what you want to do when you do science.”

He made an agreeing noise, sucking the ketchup off a chip with a distracted air. In contrast to his dark skin, his lips were really red. It was an absurd thing to notice under the circumstances. Could Brennan’s demands actually redirect my attention? “I guess it makes sense,” he admitted, and finally ate the damn potato. “So what have you figured out with real objective science?”

I wasn’t sure how serious he was being, but I went on anyway, if I had to be stuck in Windermere, away from my life, playing a role I hated, I would well damn lecture to my heart’s content. “Well, this is obvious but real wolves don’t have omega males. The hierarchies within the packs are movable.”

“Except for how male wolves are dominant,” Rami pointed out.

“Well, not always. Female wolves dominate packs if there are no strong males. They will still mate with weaker males, but they won’t follow them or kowtow to them.”

“Kowtow... is that how you see it?” Naveen asked with a worried frown.

I raised my eyebrows at him. “Isn’t that how it is?”

“No!” He seemed genuinely upset. “Of course not, it’s an exchange. A fair exchange: protection for procreation.”

“It’s funny how protection includes telling omegas what to do.” I met his eyes, and my wolf tensed, understanding it as defiance without needing to understand the words. I had to look away before I could see his reaction.

“Well, you can’t protect someone if they won’t listen to you,” he replied, his voice rising just a fraction, but all the same I found my throat closing up. I pushed my hands against the tabletop, trying to keep myself from showing any obvious signs of submissiveness. 

“Devlin, are you okay?” Rami asked, soft and measured, undemanding. But because there was no demand, I still felt the pull from Naveen keeping me quiet. “Naveen, tell him to look at us,” Rami ordered in the same tone.

“Devlin, please look at me,” he said, voice still a bit high, but now more controlled. I looked up—I couldn’t have done anything but. His face fell. “I did that, didn’t I? Fuck... I... I want you to talk to me. Say anything.”

“I know that,” I gritted out and took full advantage of the authorization, telling the wolf I was obeying. “But all the wolf knows is that you are angry!”

“It’s not the anger,” Rami interrupted, apparently as unaffected by my feelings as by Naveen’s. Not that any person not subjected to the slightest of Naveen’s moods would have thought it worrying that he was getting into a debate. “Naveen’s using his alpha voice, that’s why it stopped you so suddenly. If he was angry, you could fight back, argue till your voice ran out.” He turned to Naveen. “Has nobody taught you how to separate your feelings from your wolf?”

Naveen looked blankly back, then shook his head. Rami’s frown spoke volumes as to his opinion. 

“That’s really dangerous, you could really hurt him if you don’t know he can’t say no.”

“I’m sorry,” Naveen said immediately, he glanced at me pleadingly. “I didn’t know.”

“Yes, well,” said Rami. He sounded annoyed and my wolf was paying attention to him, but I didn’t feel like I had to throw myself at his feet and beg for forgiveness. It wasn’t like every interaction with an alpha had been so fraught for me, but I had thought it was about them as individuals, not... a technique. Another choice they could make, and I couldn’t.

“We have to fix this,” Rami declared.

*** 
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AFTER THAT, DINNER wasn’t so bad. Rami took to training Naveen on how to use his alpha power by means of elbowing him when he did it by accident. And the banana split cake I got for dessert gave me a good rush of sugar and a feeling of wellbeing that I might have known was artificial but couldn’t deny felt damn good anyway. 

Things got awkward again when we got outside, and I announced. “Ah, guys, I don’t need a ride. It’s a nice night, I’ll walk home.”

Naveen frowned at me. “Are you sure? Do you want us to come with?” He glanced at Rami’s car. “Or I could come...” At this he looked at Rami, as if to check he wasn’t crossing any lines by proposing to spend time with me alone. 

Rami gave no sign he had seen the look, which made it easier for me not to be angry. It made sense he was being considerate of everybody involved. 

“I’m sure. I’ve been away for a long time. I miss my forest.”

And at this I gave them both a final smile and turned on my heels to head that way. A few seconds later the car’s alarm was disengaged, then the doors clicked shut. I was alone.

I thought of just walking to the bus station and taking the first bus getting out of Windermere I came across. I had my wallet on me, and some cash (Unsurprisingly, they hadn’t let me pay for dinner) and more importantly, a credit card I could clean out at a random cash machine.

I couldn’t do it, though. And the worst thing was not that I couldn’t do it, but that I couldn’t even tell if I wanted to. Most of the time I could tell the wolf’s instincts to submit to alphas from my own thoughts, but not then: a big part of me wanted to stay, to be part of my family, to spend time with Bernardo and Clara and Kirby and even my mum, annoying as I found her opinions. 

And I had so little to leave for, too. I couldn’t possibly go back to Scotland and Dan and my thesis and expect to be left alone. Running would have meant to start and never stop. Maybe to Europe, maybe as far as Australia, and to only be free if I kept away from every other shifter for the rest of my days. Maybe the wolf wasn’t letting me run from its pack—maybe I just couldn’t bear the idea of a life in which nobody ever truly understood me. A life where nobody could even get the chance to.

I didn’t want the submission that was my lot as an omega, but I couldn’t imagine not being a wolf. It was an impossible choice: lose the part of me that was human and wanted something other than to have all choices made for me. Or lose the part of me that was wolf and cut myself off from my pack and my land.

In a way, I was glad I couldn’t make it. It hurt, but it was easier to be in a cage. As long as the door was closed, I didn’t have to find out if I was too weak to walk out of it.
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​​Chapter Four: Not a Choice
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I couldn’t really choose, so I wouldn’t. I got a coin out of my pocket: heads for Naveen, tails for Rami. Couldn’t get fairer than alphabetical order, could I? 

I flipped, watching the coin fly like I watched my own life, unable to do more than accept what it threw at me. It went far up, too far, I realised. I almost reached for it, but something stopped me. It was like I couldn’t move to catch it, even though it would have been easy to. I let it fall instead, I let it happen. It felt right that way. True. 

The coin hit the side of a drainage rail, spinning wildly, and the angle must have been perfectly straight because it didn’t stop spinning. I watched, entranced, holding my breath as if a coin could really tell me the future—and maybe it could, because, after all, who am I to deny magic? My whole life is magical. I am magical. And something magical was happening. It was a long time since my physics classes in secondary school, but I knew there wasn’t enough energy to keep that coin going as long as this. And then, maybe pushed by an undetectable breeze, it fell through the drain, still spinning. 

I stared at the floor like it was a murder scene I was trying to solve. Except a murder scene would have been easier—in a murder scene there would have been a million clues in the form of prints and smells. There was nothing here. I walked up to the grill and squinted. The sunlight spilling into it was plenty for me to see the pavement at the bottom. There was no water or refuse, but the coin was gone. 

The answer I’d asked it couldn’t be neither. It was the answer in my heart, but I knew the wolf would listen to Brennan instead. But if it couldn’t be neither and it wasn’t either Rami or Naveen...then... it was both.

Both, I thought. Both Naveen and Rami. Maybe it made more sense than anything else, except not doing this at all. Something couldn’t really belong to two people. If Naveen believed I wasn’t truly his because I was also Rami’s and Rami believed a part of me was always out of his control because it belonged to Naveen... maybe in the space in between I could belong to myself. I could be myself.

And it wasn’t forever, nobody had spoken of bonding and Brennan had plenty of other omegas in his pack. Just one mating, I thought, keeping the specific details far from my mind. And then I could go back to St Andrews and talk about genetic variation in wolf populations in Canada and be just a guy. A smart guy, just be myself.

I don’t think even then I believed it. But I think at that moment I needed to believe it, which was what mattered.

***
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“I WANT BOTH OF YOU,” I said looking straight at the space between their heads. On the sofa, Naveen startled, and Rami froze.

“You want to mate with both of us?” Naveen asked finally, a little breathless. I bet if I could have focused enough, his heart would have been racing too.

“Yes,” I replied, and didn’t explain. What was there to explain? That I had been so terrified of choosing either of them, of making a choice that was even worse than the one I didn’t have the right to make, that I had flipped a coin for it? That the gods had answered by sending that coin down the drain? It was insane, but how can one respond to an insane situation except by going a little crazy, too?

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Naveen turn to Rami. Rami felt it, I could tell by the way his arms flexed, but he didn’t return Naveen’s look. He nodded at me, instead. “Of course, it’s your choice.”

It wasn’t, not really, but he was giving me as much as he had to give. I wondered if they had been given any choice about this before agreeing to come from their packs to ours. Technically, alphas always had the choice but if your Dominant Alpha wanted you out of their pack and ordered you to another, you went or ended up packless. Not even I, after spending years away, could contemplate such a fate with anything but horror. Even if it would mean freedom. 

It didn’t take threatening most alphas to get them to go, just the promise of fertile omegas did the trick most of the time. 

“Did you... did you want to come over to our pack?” I asked.

Naveen nodded. “Yeah, my pack is all family and the South London pack...” he grimaced, rolling his eyes. “Let’s say I was happy to get away.”

I looked at Rami next and he nodded. “I was asked. I could have said no.” He didn’t give me any further details, but the phrasing made it clear he was aware I couldn’t refuse. 

Except... I got to my feet and circled the sofa, clutching at the headboard before I managed to get it out. 

“What about me? You didn’t know me when you agreed to come over.”

And that was the first time I saw Rami lose his cool. “I...” He was blushing.

Naveen interrupted the awkward moment by hacking out a laugh. “Are you asking us if we want you?” he asked me incredulously, he was lounging back against the other arm of the sofa like it was his throne.

But I nodded. Maybe I didn’t have a choice, but if one of them didn’t really want to mate me... Naveen’s sultry smile put that notion to rest as far as he was concerned. “Yes, I want you.” He saw me open my mouth and continued, determined and unashamed, “I want to mate you.”

And the way he said it must have turned him on because my cock started filling at those words. I barely managed to keep back a gasp at the feeling. An alpha’s arousal would trigger an omega’s if they are focusing on him, which is why omegas are said to be made to fulfil alphas’ sexual needs; why everybody thinks there’s nothing an omega can wish for except for an alpha’s attention and care. I knew I could feel arousal on my own, but with an alpha around, I would never be able to tell because my body’s priority was to be ready for his.

Rami got to his feet, putting the bulk of his body between me and Naveen. Then he took a step closer still and put his hand on top of mine on the sofa arm where I was digging my fingers. “I’m sorry, but I do.” 

I flinched. Not because he wanted me—I had known that, deep down. Because he knew I had wanted someone to be reluctant besides me. He knew I was weak and I wanted someone to share the burden with. I tried to pull back, but he wouldn’t let me, curling his fingers around mine and keeping me in place as securely as if he had put a stake through it. 

“That doesn’t mean we won’t help you any way we can.”  I nodded tightly, and Naveen came around to stand next to me behind the sofa, crossing the invisible line I had created like it wasn’t even there. His hand was soft on my upper arm. His arousal, and mine, had evaporated. “Anything you need, just tell us.”

I thought of telling him: just take me back to Scotland. I will submit, I won’t complain, even... but I couldn’t beg. Rami, at least, knew I didn’t want to mate with them and he seemed willing to go ahead with it anyway. But what if I complained enough and he did go away? I was a little scared of Naveen’s almost overflowing sexuality. He wouldn’t hurt me, I thought, but then again, he wouldn’t need to: I would let him do whatever he wanted. And worse still, he wouldn’t know the difference.

***
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TO SAY I WASN’T LOOKING forward to telling Brennan of my choice was quite an understatement. I felt oddly displaced by our new dynamic. The wolf understood perfectly how any alpha could order him around, but growing up, it had followed my lead and taken my father’s opinion as the only relevant one. On top of that, because Brennan was two years younger than me and also subject to our father’s authority, he had never really tried to order me around, seemingly satisfied with the knowledge that he could.

I missed my father, but because the accident had been bad enough that we hadn’t been able to have an open casket funeral, I didn’t quite believe he was truly gone. I had lived far enough from him for long enough that I thought of him more as a presence in my ear than a physical being. The voice of reason and comfort, the person who was always excited to hear about my professional plans. The one I had always suspected would have been, if only our circumstances had been different, equally excited about my personal life. 

I had told Dan, my dad would never understand our relationship and apologized to him for it but refused to discuss it. Dan was the kind of person who could take no for an answer, he just let it go even as he introduced me to his own family. He never asked about Brennan, either, and I knew he thought my whole family was homophobic. He was almost right, of course. In spirit, refusing me the right to date a human wasn’t that much different than someone rejecting the idea of two men together. It was all about the belief that you could make someone’s choices better than they could and that you had the right to do it.

My father had never brought up alphas to me, but for me, the knowledge of the future that awaited me when I returned home shadowed our every interaction. Sometimes we would be on the phone and Dan would call out to me from another room. I had explained Dan away as a flatmate, saying I didn’t like to live alone even if my father didn’t mind paying for a whole flat, and he had seemed pleased that I had someone to keep an eye on me. Same as any father would have, not because I was an omega and incapable of living on my own.

It had been a nice illusion, at least. Except that now that Brennan had so forcefully taken over, I wondered if it had been an illusion after all; what if my father had been protecting me? Allowing me a space in which I could grow to be strong enough to be myself? Maybe even making sure I postponed my return until I was strong enough that no alpha... but that couldn’t be, could it? My father had been an alpha and he had believed in mating.

And I had been an omega stupid enough to believe in freedom once, but not twice.

My hand twitched with the need for my phone. But it was useless, I could never call him again. He couldn’t tell me if I was fucking up. He couldn’t fix it if I was. I was on my own.

I had to tell Brennan alone and bear whatever he did alone. And I would be alone as well when it came to Naveen and Rami. My shield was gone and I was exposed to the world, the harsh light breaking through and showing me all the things I had been trying so long to ignore.

“I have decided,” I told my brother and he looked up from his computer with a smile.

I suppose he had reason to smile: in truth, the one who had decided was him.

***

[image: ]


ONE OMEGA STEREOTYPE I do fit is that I love cooking, but that night I just wasn’t feeling it. I was too twitchy to go with the flow of cutting, frying and kneading naturally. I kept snapping out of thoughts I didn’t want to have and realising I had forgotten a step. But even with all my missteps I eventually got the pie in the oven. I set the timer and went to get one of the journals I had dropped in my bag when I had packed.

I hadn’t even unpacked in my childhood bedroom before Brennan had revealed he’d opened up one of the guest houses for me to take. The implication that I would need the privacy had turned my stomach but the idea of not seeing my brother, or the monster he was underneath the boy I’d taught how to write, had been enough to get me to accept.

The pie would take a whole forty minutes and I had the veggies boiling away, but I didn’t want to be in the main bedroom, which had been chosen for me when Brennan had had the house opened up and prepared for my return. I would rather have had one of the smaller bedrooms and no expectations to share my bed. 

I would have rather gone back to my own bed. My own bed, where Dan would have been sleeping without me for a week longer than we had planned.

Where he’d be sleeping alone from now on.

I’d picked up when he’d called me, spoke to him about the funeral, let my pain bleed through my voice and listened to the sound of his voice, a balm for everything that was wrong in the world, not just my dad’s absence.

But I hadn’t told him. Not even when he’d asked when I was going back. Pathetically, I had claimed it was complicated and he’d kindly let it go, told me he missed me. A statement to which I could finally return with complete honesty.

I couldn’t imagine a way to tell him that wouldn’t hurt him. Not that there was a way your lover of three years could pack up and leave without breaking your heart; but I imagine for most people doing the leaving, their reasons to do so make it at least a little easier to go through with it. I knew he would ask me why and I knew I couldn’t tell him the truth now. Not only because werewolves are a secretive bunch, but because telling him now would be like confessing that not only was I ending our relationship, but that it had been based on a lie all along. 

It had been a price I had been willing to pay.

To call it a lie because I hid my wolf side from him wasn’t accurate, anyway. It was a partial truth; Dan knew my human side. He knew more about me than anybody else in the world, just not that I had a keener sense of smell than any human or strength enough to lift a car off the ground one-handed. But now and again, I had thought, what could those things matter compared to the things about me he did know? My obsessive interest in evolution, that I liked fucking hard and cuddling afterwards, my passionate dislike of cheese and love of meat. We all choose to show some parts of ourselves to the world and hide others, I had thought. And it wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t all the truth, either. 

I had felt his lack of knowledge of my dual nature keenly. I had held back opinions that only being a wolf allowed me to have. And I had never shifted in the space we shared so that not only had Dan never met the wolf; the wolf had never met Dan. It’s hard to explain to someone who can’t shift how subtly different the world is when you are an animal, but I suppose everybody knows the weight of secrets. Let’s put it this way: it was a bit like never telling someone where you come from, never speaking of the food or the language or the weather of the place that marked your earliest memories. The place that never leaves you no matter how far you run or how high you ascend.

But Dan was the place I had chosen to go to. He was the home I had made for the person I longed to be. I shook my head, sat at the kitchen table with a view of the cooking area, and forced myself to start reading the article on gene activation I had bookmarked.

“Dev, can I open the oven?” Naveen had wandered into the kitchen.

I swallowed and firmly told the wolf that human alphas liked knowing things about omegas. “Can you call me Devlin?”

“Oh, it’s not like I’m calling you ‘baby’ or something.”

I shrugged. “I know, but just...” Nobody had called me that before I had turned out to be an omega.

“No problem, Devlin,” he agreed easily. I waved for him to go ahead and open the oven, the smell of pie wafted out. Naveen moaned dramatically. I laughed a little, it was so obvious sometimes how young he was. He gave me an intense but playful look in return.

“It smells great,” Rami told me, stepping into the kitchen. “Would you like help with something?”

“No, I’m good,” I answered. “It’ll be half an hour till it’s done so...” 

I didn’t want to kick them out outright, but I would have liked some quiet time to myself before dinner. This didn’t seem to occur to Naveen, who enthusiastically decided to set the table.

***
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AND THEN IT WAS DONE, no more dishes to dry, no counters to wipe. I stood there, hesitating, until Naveen asked me, “Do you want to wait? We can totally wait. Or, like, make out, we could make out a little?” he proposed, sounding hopeful.

My voice seemed frozen inside my throat, so I just turned around to face him and offered him the best smile I could find. 

He came closer, putting a hand to my face before leaning in to press our lips together. My first thought was of Dan, the only person I had kissed for the last three years. The only person I wanted to kiss. But I parted my lips when Naveen flickered his tongue and he plunged right in, licking at me a little desperately, like a flavour in my mouth was just out of his reach and he needed more of it. He pushed his whole body against mine and I realised we were hard, my body following his lead without me noticing. 

When he pulled back a little to nip at my lower lip, I kissed him back, licking into his mouth. He moaned and penetrated my mouth with his tongue again, pushing my tongue down as if he... he wanted me to be still, I realised, he didn’t want me to kiss him back, just stay and be kissed. 

I opened my mouth and parted my legs a little, then closed my eyes, and stayed still for him. Naveen started humping my leg, sucking on my tongue for a moment before getting bored with it and moving to mapping my palate once again. I just stood there and let him, and he was happy. I should have been happy too, but there was a pressure in my head that... I concentrated on breathing, trying to will my mind elsewhere. But I didn’t have to try long, before an extra pair of hands came between us. My eyes snapped open and I saw Rami was standing behind Naveen. Naveen tensed a little, and Rami’s hands slowly encircled his waist, travelling slowly up his chest until Naveen was pressed against Rami and not me. Rami’s eyes flickered to mine, but he spoke to Naveen. 

“Did you look at his face?”

I saw Naveen swallow, trying and failing to catch sight of Rami behind him. He felt threatened, I realised, but he was trying to avoid a fight. He didn’t look scared, just wary, a predator whose territory is being circled by another. 

“Pretty hard to do when you’re kissing someone,” Naveen pointed out calmly, but from him it sounded almost chilly, the absence of his usual bonhomie startling. 

Rami shook his head slowly, eyes flickering to mine for a moment. “Mmm... not that hard, you just take a second to see if the other guy is having a good time. Give you both time to catch your breath, even.”

Naveen’s shoulders stiffened and he pushed Rami off him, not hard enough to hurt but hard enough that Rami had to let go or turn it into a struggle. Then he stepped aside to face us both, forming a triangle of our bodies I expected to become familiar with. 

“Couldn’t you smell how hard he was?” he snapped at Rami, giving me a quick glance as if waiting for me to defend him.

I kept silent. I wanted to tell him the truth now that Rami had brought it up, but the wolf was too terrified of offending an alpha to let me form words. 

Rami shook his head, looking annoyed. “Try not to be a dick, he can’t help that.”

“So? Neither can I!”

“Not the same. He will get hard if you are, no matter what he wants.”

“What?” Naveen seemed to lose control of his voice and let it go too high. But he wasn’t angry anymore, and that loosened the muscles in my throat a little.

“It’s true,” I offered.

He turned to me, wide eyed and openly hurt. “So you didn’t like that?”

I swallowed and kept my eyes firmly lowered, hoping my submissive posture would trick the wolf. “I haven’t moved at all for the last few minutes. I thought... the wolf thought it was what you wanted.”

“But did you like it?”

“I...” I gulped, trying to get my words and my breathing under control. “When I think of having sex, it’s something I do.”

“But you shouldn’t have to!” Naveen insisted. “It’s your right to be taken care of.”

Forgetting the pretence, I raised my head to stare at him. How did one get to be an adult with such naiveté? I managed to shake my head. And something in the gesture got to him; I felt the tension dissipate between the three of us. 

“I’m sorry, Devlin,” he told me. I didn’t think it was by accident that he used my name. He stepped away even further, looking thoroughly ashamed of himself. “I can leave...”

“Stop,” Rami told him firmly. “You can’t expect him to make a decision when you’re this upset.” 

And he was right: the wolf wanted me to go over to the alpha I had offended and lick his face. I could stop myself from doing that, but no way could I do anything more that would worsen the situation.

“Just give me a second,” Naveen asked and closed his eyes. As I watched, he took a deep breath and didn’t let it out. A werewolf can hold his breath for way longer than a human being—my friends and I had managed a record of eleven minutes as children and Naveen’s lungs were much larger. But he didn’t wait that long, after a couple of eerily silent minutes, he exhaled at last and opened his eyes. “Is that better?” he asked me, eyes flickering between me and Rami.

And it was. I could no longer feel anything from him, but I didn’t think he had used the time to calm himself down. No, his face still betrayed his nerves; he had done something so he wasn’t projecting his emotions onto me.

“Can you go wait in my bedroom?” I said at last. Now that the alpha wasn’t upset, the wolf didn’t much care about words, and it was pretty sold on the concept of submitting to a mounting. It knew I thought of the bedroom as the place for sex. 

“You have been teaching him how to control it?” I asked Rami when Naveen had closed the door behind himself.

Rami nodded. “I told you I would,” he assured me. “He says in his pack they teach alphas about control in this class they have to prepare them for mating.”

“Oh,” I said. “When did they teach you?” I asked, leaning against the counter. I wanted to know, but if I also wanted a little time, who could blame me?

“When I presented, my grandpa sat me down and made me go through the breathing techniques. It’s not complicated, and I wanted to please him so I practiced a lot,” Rami explained. “Then I went and tried to order my cousin Paula around... I was a jerk, and I made her cry... she was only twelve and she had only presented a month earlier so I scared the shit out of her.”

I shuddered. “What did you tell her to do?”

“Dance.”

“Dance?”

“I was thirteen, I thought it would be like...” He huffed. “Like a magical remote control.”

I didn’t say anything, my throat tight. “I’m not telling you this to make you hate me,” Rami added. “I just... I wanted you to know I have experience with alpha power and fucking up with alpha power and that I try my hardest not to. Naveen will get it, too. He’s a good guy.”

“Thank you,” I told Rami, not sure if I was talking about the story or the lessons he had apparently been giving Naveen behind my back.

He shook his head. “It’s nothing. He’s a kid,” he said, either missing or ignoring the other possible reason I had to thank him.

“I thought you were only a year older than him.”

“It’s not in the years, though, he’s the youngest. It just... it shows.”

I nodded. Wondering how well he knew Naveen. I hadn’t known he was the youngest kid in his family. Not that birth order really affected everybody equally—one only had to look at Brennan. My mother had started to miscarry after he had been born and my father had eventually decided they had to stop trying for more children. It was the greatest tragedy of their life. For a moment I got lost in that idea: what if I was infertile? Or if I miscarried? Those things did run in families, although I didn’t know enough of the omega male reproductive system to tell if there was any relationship, genetically or developmentally, with that of omega females. Still, it was a little hope.

I took a step towards Rami, unsure of my welcome, but I wanted to say thank you. And I wanted the pleasure, the release from thought I could find in sex and little else. Rami didn’t come to me—instead he extended a hand in invitation. I took it and leaned up to kiss his lips softly. His strong arms enveloped me and held me close as he responded, soft and playful, pulling back and making me give chase. It was almost a game. What if I sent Naveen away? I thought about it for a moment, but then Rami’s hand found its way under my shirt and his arousal flared, pushing mine from ‘vague interest’ to ‘horny as hell’ in three seconds flat. It was dizzying, just like he had imagined—it was like being remote controlled by someone. 

If that someone couldn’t see what I was doing and kept crashing me into things. Rami did notice me going loose in his arms, and he looked sorry for the change of pace. 

“I’m not that old, either. I guess,” he offered, stepping back from me with obvious effort.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Chapter Five: Voiceless 

[image: ]




The bed was a super king size, but in my pack we call them ‘omega beds’, no explanation needed. We lived in the countryside and we had money, but even so I had never had a bed this large growing up, and I had thought I only needed a queen to share with Dan. 

The wooden monstrosity in the main bedroom of the guest house looked too big, although considering it now had to fit three grown men, maybe it was just big enough.

By that point I was starting to suspect Naveen’s sexual experience was rather limited. I didn’t think he had meant to be rough, but he hadn’t seemed to understand my arousal was not consent or even enjoyment. If somebody was going to be remote controlling me, at least I wanted it to be someone who knew a little more about what he was doing. Of course, Rami was right, he wasn’t that mature either, but it was the best I had to work with.

I sat down on the bed, not looking up at them. I had to be able to get through what I wanted to say without letting their expressions change my mind. 

“I know you have never slept with an omega before. And I haven’t done this before, either, but...” I hesitated, then went ahead. “But I have had sex,” I said, glancing at them for their reaction. Neither of them seemed even slightly surprised.

Naveen even rolled his eyes at me. “You were at university for six years, Devlin. We didn’t think you were made of stone. You know? You’re a virgin with alphas, that’s all that matters.”

I nodded, feeling too relieved to pick that statement apart. I licked my lips and got it out, “I liked it, and I want to... I don’t want to do this now, but I’m going to and I want to like it. So, I thought...” I clenched my fists. “I don’t think I will be able to say anything while...” I waved my hand. “If you are enjoying it, and I’m not, I don’t know if I can say it.”

After I stopped, Naveen spoke up, “What do you want us to do then?”

“Just... I thought, there’s two of you. And you can speak.” That was all I managed. I couldn’t ask them to speak for me. It wasn’t simply insane, it was the most humiliating request I had ever had to make to another person. But Rami had seen that Naveen was making me uncomfortable—somehow he had known I wasn’t enjoying it and stopped him. “I’m trusting you to speak,” I added, glancing up so quickly I didn’t actually see either of them. I looked back down, waiting.

“We will,” Rami assured me. “I will keep an eye on Naveen, and Naveen will keep an eye on me.”

“Yeah, I won’t let him get away with not doing it properly,” Naveen agreed, half-joking. I didn’t imagine he meant it disrespectfully, but it wasn’t reassuring. Maybe he knew it wasn’t his forte because the words were hardly out of his mouth and he was pulling his shirt over his head, exposing his toned chest to my eyes. I heard Rami swallow at the sight and, amused, tried and failed to meet his gaze. Naveen, who was barefooted already, didn’t slow down before pulling down his zip, but he did stop and raise his eyebrows as he hooked his fingers on his waistband. 

“Devlin?”

I nodded and pulled my shirt off quickly, not wanting them out of my sight for long. Rami had apparently also caught on because he was shirtless by the time I got my eyes on him again. Shirtless and pressing himself close to Naveen’s naked back. There was an appealing contrast of skin tones and sizes, Rami almost a head taller, Naveen so much darker it looked like Rami’s larger frame was a light behind him. They were close enough that I barely had to shift my gaze to look between them. It was odd for two alphas to be that close, wasn’t it? But...

“Ready?” Naveen asked and I nodded, sitting back down at the foot of the bed, this time completely exposed. My skin itched under the weight of their gazes.

“Go,” I heard Rami say, and Naveen came forward and stepped between my knees. One of his hands tangled in the hair at my nape and tilted my head up to his kiss. I opened my mouth and he kissed me hard and deep, like he wanted me to feel him there after he stopped. 

“Slow down,” Rami ordered from behind him. Naveen paused, then exhaled slowly and licked at my lips, then gave me a peck, a teasing invitation. 

That’s better, I thought, and put my hands on his hips to pull him onto my lap as he let me put my tongue in his mouth without trying to take over. He came easily, and planted his folded knees on either side of me on the bed, grinding his arse against my cock, hard again.

He sped up again, taking hold of my wrists and leaning until I was on my back. His hands were keeping mine immobilized and he was laying himself on top of me. He wasn’t a big guy, but he was muscled enough to be heavy on top of me. I didn’t mind, exactly, especially when he tangled our legs and started rubbing himself against me from nipples to hips. 

But I wanted to touch him back and he wasn’t letting go of my hands. I thought of pulling but the wolf could read the order in his hold all too clearly to allow me to move against it.

Rami wasn’t saying anything about it, and I couldn’t. I took a deep breath and went limp under him, the wolf having no objection to that. Naveen kept kissing my open mouth, then moved to my neck, still softly humping my leg.

“Don’t bite his neck,” I heard Rami tell him, and Naveen grumbled, but neither of them seemed to notice I wasn’t moving. 

I shoved back a little, hoping the abruptness... and Naveen looked up from my neck and gave me a reassuring smile, “Don’t worry, I won’t forget.” The sad thing was, I was grateful to them for remembering they shouldn’t mark me up. It probably would have taken more than that to bond me—at least all the folklore and most of the literature seemed convinced bonding required an omega to voluntarily submit. But, after all, wasn’t I willingly on their bed?

When he let go of my right hand, I tried to reach for him, but he came back up and kissed my hand, then ordered, “Keep them here for me, baby,” and let go. 

He might have as well chained me to the bed, my arms had lost all strength. I breathed through it, clinging to the wolf’s complete submission not to freak out about my rather poor imitation. His route down my body sped up and he lifted my left knee, folding it carefully against my chest and exposing... everything. My hard cock bounced against my hip, but I was so uncomfortable with the enforced immobility that it didn’t feel like sex as much as it felt like an inconvenient moment of arousal. Nevertheless, I couldn’t help but arch into Naveen’s skilful mouth when he licked a line from my perineum down to my hole. Rimming wasn’t something I had much experience of, considering that I had always refused to let my lovers fuck me and it was such an obvious prelude to that activity, but the one time Dan had insisted I had to know what I was missing hadn’t been quite like this. With Dan I could have stopped at any time if I didn’t like it, but Naveen wasn’t even looking at me as his licks got rougher and went deeper. 

When the tip of his tongue pushed through into me, I distantly heard both myself and Rami whimper. My body was seized tight and abruptly thrumming with need that was all my own. At least, I thought I could tell it was my own, because it was so intensely centred on that tiny portion of my anatomy that it didn’t seem possible it could come from anyone else. 

Naveen took his mouth away for a moment to turn to Rami. “Get on the bed, I want you to hold him open for me.”

Rami complied at speed, resettling me carefully in the open V of his legs so that he could hold my knees to my chest, obviously to leave Naveen’s own hand free to cup and part my buttocks even further. Rami was hard under me, but I hardly had time to worry about the smear of precome on my back because Naveen set back to his task with a passion that bordered on violence. I squirmed madly against both their grips, moaning and not sure if I wanted more, or less of it. 

“Please,” I asked, desperation breaking me out of the wolf’s quiet acceptance. “Please, touch me.” My cock felt so painfully untouched I wanted to weep.

“He will get hard again,” Rami told Naveen, incongruously, and let go of my right knee to take hold of my dick. The sensation of his thick fingers closing around me brought a gasp out of my parched throat and when Naveen went right back to work pushing his tongue into me, it was but a few strokes and I was spending all over Rami’s hand. 

When I blinked my eyes open again, Naveen was leaning forward to taste it from Rami’s offering hand. He allowed Naveen to consume about half of it under my spellbound gaze before putting the rest to his own mouth. I turned my head uncomfortably to watch him suck on his fingers to get the rest of my essence. They had been right: I was getting hard again. 

It was fortunate, too, since while I had been distracted by the spectacle, Naveen had retrieved the lube from somewhere and now the tip of his finger was pushing against my sensitized flesh. Rami, still busy cleaning himself like a cat, pulled my left leg higher up to give him access, and Naveen immediately pushed in. The sensation was so utterly foreign I froze while he pulled the finger out and then in, hopelessly trying to understand the messages my body was sending my brain. I hadn’t quite managed when Naveen took the finger out and added a second, slowly burying them in me with little resistance from my body. Rami’s sticky hand returned to pull my hanging right leg back up as well. 

Naveen hummed his approval, so focused on his task he hadn’t looked at either of us the whole time. Two fingers weren’t too bad, but I was worried about more, and about Naveen’s cock. It was darkly red against his thigh and even though I knew his pleasure would overwhelm my pain, I couldn’t fight my instinctive recoil thinking he’d put it inside me. 

“Keep your leg up,” Rami told me, and slid his still slick hand down my thigh, groping until his fingers found Naveen’s. They didn’t speak about it at all, but Naveen’s fingers slid out and when they slid back in there was a third finger there: Rami’s. I shifted, keeping my leg up without even having to think about it even though with Rami leaning forward over me, it was bending me uncomfortably in half. 

“This isn’t working, you need to let go of him if you want to open him up,” Naveen grumbled at Rami. Rami huffed in frustration and I felt the pressure decrease. He leaned back, letting me stretch on top of him before rolling me to the side to get out from under me. Naveen hadn’t removed his own fingers and the way they moved inside me made me queasy, but the wolf was happy to be moved around by the alphas and I was still mellow enough from my orgasm that I didn’t mind a little discomfort too much. Breathing properly was also nice. Rami left the bed completely and I heard the lube splutter out as he squeezed it too hard.

I remembered being too impatient one time and breaking a lubricant container. I’d had to make an excuse to get out of the room with the fancy glass lube Yan had given me for my birthday—both to hide broken glass and my rapidly healing but still bloody fingers.

“Give me some more,” I heard Naveen tell him, and then his fingers went back in, three this time. I clenched on them in surprise and he moaned. Then Rami’s strong hand was lifting my leg once again and the first of his fingers started pushing against the rim. Naveen didn’t seem willing to pull his out to coordinate so Rami pulled my leg wider until he could get the tip in, and then he kept going. And going, and going forever, it seemed, stretching me so full even Naveen stopped wiggling about. 

“He’s so hot,” one of them murmured, but I was too gone to be able to tell who. I felt hot, hot and heavy and sore and tired and loose for all I was tight. Their arousal was keeping mine burning despite the pain, and then Naveen’s manoeuvring succeeded and he found the spot: pleasure shot through me and my leg jerked in Rami’s hand.

“I think he’s ready,” Rami said, and then all of their fingers came out, leaving me almost gapingly empty, relieved but equally uncomfortable. It was only a moment until I felt the hot, smooth cockhead press against my now empty hole. 

Naveen pushed the head in before I even realised that I didn’t want something back in me, and then... then he kept pushing, there was so much lube that it wasn’t difficult, and it felt so good to Naveen, so completely right even as the stretch pulled uncomfortably at my insides. 

I took deep breaths and thought, it’s not so bad. It wasn’t, really, except then Naveen seemed to keep going, like he was going to go right through me, and I thought, Oh, stop, one sec... I knew exactly what he was feeling, and not because it was his ecstasy leaving me unable to talk; I remembered fucking a man for first time and it was overwhelming, unbelievably intimate and almost too much pleasure to focus on the fact that someone was letting you inside their body.

The difference was that I’d had someone to tell me if I was going too fast or too hard. And I couldn’t do that for Naveen now. And even though I had told them I couldn’t do it, that didn’t mean they could read my mind. That thing Rami had done in the kitchen had been a fluke because it wasn’t working now—he was just as glassy eyed kneeling next to me as Naveen lay on top of me. Naveen moved out of me, slowly, which still wasn’t slow enough. 

He thrust in again, grunting with the effort of not slamming in and it still hurt a little, for me because it was too soon and for him because it wasn’t soon enough. I whimpered, as much sound as I could manage to get out, and Rami pulled my sweaty hair off my face with a gentle caress. 

“You’re not getting his prostate,” he told Naveen, eyes locked on mine. Naveen’s eyes followed his, and I found myself looked at as if he wanted to get as deep in my head as he was in my body. I almost wished he could, then he would know what I needed. At that point I wasn’t sure I could have told him even if I had been able to speak.

He nodded at me, as if he had seen something he recognised and started pulling out a little too fast. 

“Sorry, sorry,” he told me, and then his dick was all out, and I was, confusingly, empty once again, hole twitching where it was left exposed. He helped me sit up and took my face between his hands, kissing my lips softly before speaking slowly. “Goddess Moon, you look high. Rami, look at his pupils, they are fucking blown.”

“It’s the hormones, and the feedback from us. If you’re turned on and I’m harder than granite... just imagine what Devlin is feeling right now with all of that and whatever he’s feeling himself.”

Naveen looked doubtful for a moment, then nodded decisively. “Okay, sweetheart, I know it looks uglier, but it will feel better if you get on your hands and knees.” 

And I did. With barely any guidance from them, I flipped over and positioned myself for mounting. The wolf was ecstatic, and Naveen was so desperate to get back in me that I found my hips instinctively tilting up. He lined up and slid halfway inside in a move so smooth it had him moaning and me squirming. It was then that I had a sudden moment of clarity. Is this what I was meant for? I looked at my hands tangled in the sheets, my insides melting with pleasure and I thought... I’d thought it’d be more. I thought it would feel like I wasn’t alone. 

But I was—it didn’t matter that Naveen was inside me, it didn’t matter that Rami was holding me up. Naveen sped up, and I felt his orgasm rise in me, inevitable and foreign, my balls tightened in readiness. And then he was pressing close and discharging, still thrusting hard into me, and my cock, untouched, started to spill my own release. Naveen half collapsed on top of me, having lost control of his left arm. 

Rami gently helped get us both on our sides. Naveen’s cock was still hard and heavy inside me but Rami’s hand on my shoulder reminded me that he was still aroused and that he expected to take his turn soon. I shifted, trying to dislodge the member still in me and Naveen whimpered. “Stop fidgeting...”

“I need...” 

Rami’s hand came down on my arm, soothing. “Just rest now, there’s time,” he told me. 

I tried—the wolf was quiet, but I was too anxious. I wanted it over with so I could go and find some peace. I wanted to be alone so badly I was about to cry and having them both pressed close was only making it worse. 

Naveen must have been unhappy with all the twisting I couldn’t quite help because he took hold of my hips and pulled his dick out of me. He hissed in what I knew intimately wasn’t only pain but pleasure. It was odd because I had always found pulling out too uncomfortable, even if I was still hard. I stayed like that, not offering to get up for Rami. I thought perhaps not being on my hands and knees would help, would make it a little less like being taken and a little more like what I had done with Dan: an exchange. But the moment Naveen moved away, and Rami came closer, his arousal invaded my senses, spiking in my own belly and hardening my still painfully sensitive cock, and I knew it was in vain to hope. How could there be an exchange if he was the only one allowed to feel? 

Rami lifted my left leg up and positioned himself. The head went right in, the pain of the penetration my body felt drowned by the wave of pleasure that followed from his. The discomfort was mutual, he wanted to move, and I wanted it out. 

He put his hand on my hip and whispered in my ear, “Breathe out now.” I obeyed and felt his girth slowly opening me up again. He was bigger than Naveen and my passage was sore from taking him first, but the pressure felt so good on his cock that mine stayed rock hard even as I winced at the stretch. 

“You are so wet,” he said, and I realised he was moving in me through Naveen’s semen. I shuddered; I had never had sex without a condom before and even though I knew I was immune to most diseases that affected humans, it still felt dirty... wrong.

When the last part of his cock, the thicker base, started to stretch my hole, I whimpered in pain. Rami froze, then rubbed my hip conciliatorily. I just tried to breathe through it, keep the tears that were stinging my eyes at bay. 

“Naveen,” Rami called. Naveen hadn’t left, I remembered then, and he came around to sit on my other side, looking between Rami and me expectantly.

“I need you to distract him,” Rami instructed. 

Naveen nodded, then bent over and kissed me, soft this time, but I shook my head. He moved back to look at me and seemed to remember what had happened earlier. “Tell me what you want,” he ordered. 

“Touch me,” I said. His hands went down to my nipples to tweak, which helped but wasn’t much compared to the feeling of Rami’s huge cocked rammed into my arse. I sighed, irritated, but Naveen seemed to assume it was a good sign. I needed my wolf with me if I wanted to have any chance of asking. I concentrated on my cock, how hard it was, how much it ached with the need to come and I let the sound the wolf made come out of my lips. “Touch my cock,” I gasped. Naveen seemed startled by the suggestion and looked beyond me, as if he was asking Rami. 

Had I been in less of a tangle of limbs, I would have socked him one for it. Well, I would have if Naveen hadn’t been an alpha and hitting him hadn’t been completely impossible in the first place. Rami must have given some sort of assent because Naveen hesitantly put his hand on my dick, so soft it was almost more frustrating than arousing. But it was distracting and that’s what mattered. 

A minute of his light caresses and I didn’t flinch when Rami started pushing forward. Not until he hit rock bottom and pressed his cock against what could only be my prostate. I buckled, pleasure shooting through me, and almost dislodging Naveen’s hand, making him finally tighten his grip. Rami’s hand on my hip held me back against him, stretched on his cock as far as I would go. My own ragged breathing resonated in my ears. 

“Let go now,” Rami said, and I thought he was speaking to me, but then I felt Naveen’s hand leave me. I whimpered in frustration and Rami pulled back, promising, “You are not going to need a hand.”

He was right, of course. I didn’t need anything; he could have masturbated on the bed next to me and I would have reached orgasm when he did. But if the climax I had achieved when Naveen had fucked me was anything to go by, I didn’t much like being punched out by someone else’s orgasm when mine hadn’t been allowed to build. I tried to say something, but Rami had started moving in earnest, and the confusing combination of his pleasure and my pain had me too turned around to form complete syllables, let alone words. He pushed into me until I felt I would burst, sometimes catching my prostate and sometimes just stretching me painfully. He was panting wetly against my neck and his leg was over my hip to help him move in and out. I wanted him to finish but I didn’t think he was going particularly slow when suddenly he let out a frustrated growl and pushed me face down on the bed, rolling with me so his cock didn’t completely leave my body and using his weight to slam it back in when he fell on top of me. That hurt, somehow going deeper than he had managed before, but my cry got muffled against the pillow under my face, and Rami was too lost in it for subtleties. 

He got his knees under him and started pumping faster, and harder too. The angle was hurting my neck and he could no longer reach my prostate at all, so the staticky bursts of pleasure I got were all from him. His cock was hardening further, making me both grit my teeth at what it did to my arse, and forcing my own cock to stiffen against the bedspread. I got a moment of relief when Naveen came over and slid the pillow from beneath my face, but then I had to cross my arms under myself to avoid getting my mouth and nose pushed into the bedding. I tried to lift my arse to help it be done with, and Rami kept going through it all, faster and slower at times, like he was trying to last. I closed my eyes and tried not to get angry at him for it: he knew I didn’t want it, so why would he try to make it longer? But then, I knew he wanted it and I had offered, hadn’t I?

I felt his hands on my hips and I tried to help by pushing with my hands, but he put a hand on my upper back and pushed me back down. 

“Just your hips,” he explained, and pulled, lifting my arse with his cock still buried deep. It moved inside me, making me queasy at the same time the amazing sensation of moving inside a warm body shot ecstasy through him. I clenched, trying to get him to come but he had a will of iron. He stilled both of us to wait it through and then started pushing in me again. To my surprise, the angle was right again. I had fucked Dan and I knew how to find his sweet spot, but from this side of the equation I had no idea what was going on, especially since I couldn’t see anything to flip things over in my mind. The push of his hot cock against my insides sent a thrilling rush through me directly to my dick, and I shuddered violently, desperate for some contact on my cock. 

In the position I was in, though, it wasn’t going to happen, I needed both my arms to keep the hand Rami had on my back from sending me face first into the duvet. 

“Touch me,” I pleaded.

“With pleasure,” he said, a certain roughness to his voice, and penetrated me again, and then again. 

“Rami,” I complained. My orgasm was building, but I wasn’t going to peak without direct contact.

“I am touching you,” he told me, almost like he was begging me to understand, “just concentrate on that.” It was simply that it was him who didn’t understand, and it was my body he thought he could explain to me. “You can come like this,” he told me, and the words were slammed out of my mouth by his next thrust, so good I clenched on him, but still not enough. It was driving me crazy: I could see the shore, but I was drowning all the same. 

Another thrust, and another and Rami was coming, burying himself as deep as he could go in me, his cock big enough that I felt it pulse as it emptied itself in my arse. My dick followed, of course, and I had been close enough to orgasm that it didn’t feel too disjointed, but it wasn’t the same as actually coming. I dropped my forehead in my folded arms, exhausted and sticky and with the adrenaline fading, increasingly pained in my well-used behind.

I thought of pretending to be asleep, which I’m ashamed to say I had done sometimes with Dan, when sharing a room got a bit much and going out seemed impossible. But then I realised I couldn’t fake asleep with werewolves. That got me so hard, it was such a surprise, that I felt myself start to shake, like my limbs had lost it and my mind wasn’t far behind. Naveen had got back on the bed so I was between them and I couldn’t see a way to get out of the bed without a fuss. Maybe if I could fall asleep... I thought, and, to avoid thinking of Dan, I started counting digits of Pi. 

At some point I must have drifted off because when the light of the moon woke me later, I was alone.

Maybe if I hadn’t been it would have been different, but I think it might have been worse. I rolled out of bed, feeling disgusting: sticky and sweaty and wrong in a way that was nothing like the well-satisfied feeling I associated with waking up from sex. I walked into the ensuite bathroom. Even pissing felt weird, but I figured it was part of the soreness of getting fucked for the first time and coming without orgasming. My mind was such a jumble that it only seemed right for my body to be as well, but I dragged myself into the shower, needing to be clean more than I needed to torture myself. 

The water was bliss, hot enough to burn anybody without supernaturally resistant skin, but just right for someone who did. It had been a long time without proper showering facilities in the human world, and while it was a small price to pay... I pointed the shower head between my legs, wanting to get all the residual come out, but the moment the water hit me there I experienced a new wave of dizziness. I couldn’t... it didn’t. I clenched my buttocks, expecting the familiar counterweight of my balls but felt nothing. I tried hooking the showerhead back on the stand but failed so it hit my side and I overbalanced. I fell on my back, the showerhead spraying water all over the bathroom as I lay there in shock. It’s not possible, I told myself firmly, it’s not. And I reached between my legs, took hold of my flaccid dick and moved it aside. The skin behind was smooth, no hair, no... I slid my hand even further but all I could find was my hole. 

I don’t remember getting out of the shower, just landing on four feet outside it, fur wet and heart rabbiting in a panic. The bedroom door had been left ajar and I scurried through like the devil was on my heels. But, if anything, it had caught up with me already.
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