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“and she embraced the chaos as it painted her life with purpose.”

- JF Hard
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What is Omegaverse, and how does it work in the Hallie Grace world?

Unlike the shifter stories you may be familiar with, in my omegaverse the characters are humans and do not shift! This will be a universal fact in the Hallie Grace omegaverse world. OV characters are just regular humans who also happen to have a few (physical and non-physical) shifter qualities like knots, scents, mating marks, bonds, growls, and purrs. The omegaverse is made up of three different types of people who are classified into Designations, which I’ll explain below:

Alphas are considered to be the top of the metaphorical food chain, and because of this and their innate dominance, they’re often in positions of leadership. They’re typically stronger, faster, and bigger than the other two designations. Alpha males have a ring of flesh at the base of their penises called a knot that hardens and grows when they’re aroused, and the knot will “lock” inside of an omega (this is a biological evolutionary trait to assist in getting the omega pregnant during a heat). Alphas can form a mating bond by biting or being bitten by their chosen partner.

Omegas, instead of having a regular menstruation cycle that happens every month, in the HG universe, (both male and female) go through a heat every 3 months. During this heat, they essentially are in a hyper-sexual frenzy for anywhere from 2-7 days where they are insatiable and crave an alpha’s knot. During this time, omegas produce copious amounts of slick (arousal fluid that can be produced at any time, but is produced in excess during a heat to aid in…well…fucking), and without getting a knot, they are in incredible pain (think period cramps on super-steroids) and they need to be sedated to satiate the heat enough to get by. Not all omegas want to go through a heat, so they take hormone based suppressants to put it off or avoid it altogether. As you’ll read in my books, this is not recommended as a long-term solution as it can cause more harm than good, and may eventually become non-effective. Omegas are considered precious and incredibly valuable as they are much more rare than alphas. For every four Alpha births, there is one Omega birth. Omegas can form a bond by biting or being bitten by their chosen partner.

Betas are the closest to humans you’ll find in omegaverse! Their natural scents are lighter than alphas and omegas (though not absent) and they don’t have any physical attributes that separate them from the average human. Betas cannot form a mating bond on their own, however they can be added to a bond by being bitten by an alpha or omega.

This is a very broad overview of the Hallie Grace omegaverse guide, but if you have any specific questions please feel free to reach out to me on Instagram (@authorhalliegrace) or by email (authorhalliegrace@gmail.com)!

Happy reading!
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This story is still mostly cozy, but it has much heavier content than book 1 in the trilogy. Lainey’s backstory showed itself before I even started writing and it changed the entire trajectory of the book from the first time her mother came on the scene. That being said, the main relationship is still very sweet and you have nothing to worry about from Pack Daire. (Almost) all of the angst and hurt comes from outside the pack, namely from Lainey’s mother. I know how sensitive this topic is, so if you choose not to read, I understand, and I hope I see you again in book 3.

If you would still like to venture back to Sunday Harbor, a comprehensive list of trigger warnings is on the next page. And as always, take care of yourself first, shortcake.
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Child abuse (verbal and one physical altercation, past reference, described on page), pregnancy (on page, described in detail), verbal and physical assault (on page periodically throughout the last half of the story), near fall while pregnant (no harm to mother or baby), death of parents (past, referenced on page), parental neglect (past, referenced on page), parental abandonment (past, mentioned on page), birth (on page, but not described in detail after the initial water breaking and contractions), prenatal care (ultrasounds and doctors appointments, on page), explicit sexual content
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“Mom, come on!” I whine, hating the sound as soon as it comes out of my mouth. I try so hard to suppress the brattier side of my omega instincts, but they tend to slip out when my emotions are high. And right now? They’re rapidly becoming one with the stratosphere. “You can’t do this. This store is our baby. My baby for the last three years. And you’re just going to up and sell to the highest bidder so you can flit off to Florida and spend the rest of your life sunburned and sweaty with your latest flavor of the month?” I’m well aware my words are harsh, but I couldn’t stop them if I wanted to.

Which I most certainly do not.

My dad started our eclectic little home goods store, aptly named Whimsy, more than a decade ago and left it to my mom when he took off. I’ve been working here with her since I was just a kid because she hated all things whimsical and didn’t understand why he would leave the place to her or why he and I bonded over such silly things. And since I was homeschooled, she even allowed me to take over ordering and day to day operations when I turned sixteen. Now I’m nineteen, starting college, and she’s decided to sell the store and follow her shitty wannabe-alpha boyfriend to Florida, of all places. It’s asinine, but reasoning with Laura Ryan is like reasoning with a toddler on a nap strike. Or a brick wall.

“Magdalene Olivia Ryan,” mom hisses, ignoring my flinch when she uses my full name. She knows I hate the fact that I’m named after the man who abandoned us, but she’s too busy glaring daggers at me from across the two-person dinette table to notice or care. This tiny apartment above the store has been our home since we moved in after Pops and Jude left ten years ago, and though it’s barely big enough to fit the two of us, it works for now. The space is warm and inviting, with the kitchen painted a cheery yellow to complement the white shaker-style cabinets. “Contrary to what you seem to believe, you do not get to tell me what to do with my life. You are a grown woman, and this little tantrum you’re throwing isn’t doing you any favors.”

My shoulders slump, defeat pinning them down like a weighted blanket that’s ten pounds too heavy. My mother had made it no secret she was disappointed when my designation came in. As if being an omega is something to be ashamed of. My biological dad found his scent match — an omega — and took off when I was just a baby, abandoning Mom and Pops without a single glance backward. I know it hurt her more than she let on, but ever since I presented as an omega at sixteen, she’s forced her resentment on me and made it my problem.

The worst part of it is knowing her feelings have tainted my own about my designation. I want to be comfortable being an omega. But when you live with someone who is constantly criticizing you for being too soft, too emotional, and too much, you learn to silence the natural urges that come with the designation. I take suppressants so I don’t have a heat, compartmentalize my emotions, and carefully make sure every instinct it shoved into a locked box inside my mind so she can’t use it against me.

Choking back the frustrated words that are aching to be spilled, I silently rise from my chair and glance at my mom with the world’s most brittle smile. “You’re right. I think I’ll go downstairs and get a head start on inventory for the week.”

Her frown transforms to a smile that is so saccharine it makes me nauseous, and that’s before I hear what she says next. “Oh, but honey, maybe you should get a head start on packing instead? You seem to have accumulated quite a lot of… things, in that closet of yours.”

Nest. She means the closet that I had to turn into a makeshift nest because she refused to give up the small office space on the other side of the apartment from our bedrooms. I’m so annoyed that for a moment, her words don’t register. My heart beats so hard in my chest I think it might climb up my throat to strangle me as I struggle to process what she’s saying. “Pack? Why would I…”

She cuts me off with a cruel laugh. “Oh, Mags. You didn’t think I would sell the store and you would just get to keep living here, did you?” I gape, and that smile turns a little sharper. “How silly. No, dear. I have an offer for the shop and the apartment, and I’ve already said yes.”

And just like that, my world crumbled around me for the third time in my life. Spinning on my heel, I speed walk to my bedroom and barely manage not to slam the door as I throw myself straight into my nest. What the hell am I going to do for housing? Thanks to several generous scholarships I won’t have to worry about paying for school, but I might have to leave anyway if I can’t find housing.

There’s only one other person I can turn to for help, and despite the complications that come with asking for help, she’s exactly the lifeline I need right now.

Me


I hate to ask, but I need a favor.




Posey


Anything for you, Lainey Loo! What’s up?




Me


Can you help me poke around and see if there are any dorms available last minute for a single omega?




Posey


…




Three dots pop up and disappear more times than I can count, and I know my best friend is deciding just how much she can get away with prying before I shut down. She also knows I have a phobia of phone calls and won’t answer or she would likely be calling me endlessly right now.

Posey


Asking around now. Are you safe?




That’s it. She doesn’t ask me if I’m okay, because she knows if I’m asking for help then I am most certainly not okay. But she asked the question only she would think to ask. She’s probably the only person who cares, aside from my half brother, who’s currently somewhere on campus likely grumbling about teaching a bunch of first year students.

Me


I’m safe. Will explain another day, but going to need a place to stay very soon and no offense, but I don’t want to live with you.




Posey


*crying laughing emoji*




None taken, I wouldn’t either. My nest has exploded and now trails out into the living room. Kinda smells like someone painted the walls with honey and then doused the carpet in apple juice.




I snort a laugh, not at all surprised. Posey’s scent is potent, even for an omega. I met Posey only a few weeks ago at the start of the term and we became instant best friends. I almost wondered if we were scent matches with how fast we clicked, but I think she’s just my platonic soulmate. And I have no doubt a great pack will snatch her up faster than she can blink. As for me? Well, what pack would want an omega with abandonment issues who is ashamed of her designation?

Something tickles my cheeks, and I groan when I find a few rogue tears have escaped. I refuse to sit around and mope about losing another thing I love, and when I spot the sparkly orange fabric hanging off the back of my closet door, an idea hits me.

Screw being sad, and screw staying in with the woman who loves that she’s hurting me.

If I can’t stop my life from falling into chaos, maybe I should make a little chaos of my own instead.
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“Congratulations on the win tonight, boys! Practice resumes on Tuesday, so enjoy your break. And whatever you do?” Coach asks, holding a tanned hand to his ear. His post game speech is always the same, but significantly less pissy with another win under our belts.

“Don’t break any bones or get anyone pregnant!” A chorus of masculine voices rings out around the locker room, immediately followed by raucous cheers and laughter.

Coach Deacon’s mantra hasn’t changed once in the four years I’ve been playing football at Harbor University, and thus far it’s worked out well for me. Aside from a couple of broken noses from an errant helmet or jealous boyfriend, I haven’t broken any bones that would prevent me from playing. And I sure as hell haven’t gotten anyone pregnant.

I’d have to hook up with an omega to end up with a baby, and I refuse to do that until I meet my scent match. Sure, as an alpha I could theoretically get a beta pregnant, but it’s incredibly rare and I’m always extremely diligent about using protection. It’s been drilled into my head to wrap it since I was still playing in juniors so I didn’t end up trapped by a cleat chaser, and I’m not about to fuck it up now. Not when I’m so close to the draft I can practically taste it.

“Hey man, you going to Crash tonight?” Wyatt slaps a hand on my shoulder pad, smirking down at me as the scent of warm hot chocolate wafts around us. He hasn’t showered yet, so his natural scent even stronger than usual.

I punch him lightly in the gut, smirking back at how well he knows me. There’s exactly one night club in Sunday Harbor, and even that’s too much for the town council. Most of the team goes after a home game, win or lose, including the disgustingly sweaty man in front of me. Wyatt Hanna is my best friend, pack mate, and the center to my quarterback for the Harbor U football team. “You know it. Think we can convince Law or Rhys to come out with us?”

Wyatt rolls his eyes at the mention of our other pack mates. My brother Lawson and his best friend Rhys are a few years older than us and both extremely responsible adults, definitely not ones to go out and party on a Saturday night. Even if their favorite pack mates did just clinch our team’s spot in the playoffs. “It’ll be a cold day in hell before either of those two grumpy old bastards join you at a night club.”

My heart drops, and I know my peppermint scent has sharpened with distress. “Join me? Are you not going out?”

His smile drops, replaced with a look of guilt. “I’m sorry, Luck. My bio grade is shit and I really need to stay home and study or I won’t be able to play next week.”

Now I feel like an asshole. My bio grade is also shit, but I have a sneaking suspicion it’s at least partly because our professor doesn’t like my friendship with the omega he has the hots for. Befriending Posey Hale was sort of an accident, but I don’t regret it. That omega is funny as fuck and the first true female friend I’ve ever had.

Her almost-pack isn’t half bad either.

I have had a front row seat to their love story the last few weeks, and I’ll admit it’s been cute as hell watching those four grown ass men follow her around like lost puppies. I can’t imagine ever feeling that way about someone.

Fuck and duck is my motto, and as long as I stay away from omegas and anyone that has crazy eyes, it works great. Unfortunately I’m not great at spotting the crazy eyes before a hookup, much to the chagrin of my older brother Lawson, who just so happens to be the Sunday Harbor sheriff. He’s had to remove more than one stalker from my room at the football house, which was affectionately dubbed the ball box by our last captain.

It’s probably good none of them have found the pack house, or Law would’ve thrown my ass in jail by now for disturbing the peace or some shit.

Turning back to Wyatt, I offer a sympathetic grimace. “No, I’m sorry. I knew that and shouldn’t have assumed you were coming out. Are you staying at the pack house then?”

He nods, relief evident in the drop of his shoulders. Wy and I have been friends since freshman year when we were randomly placed together as roommates in the worst athletic dorm on campus, and even I can admit the torture we endured while climbing the ranks on the team turned us into a pair of codependent assholes. Not an hour goes by when we aren’t updating each other by text. I don’t even talk to Lawson this much, and we share DNA. “Yeah, it’s too hard to study at the box.”

I finish tying my shoes and stand, clamping a hand down on his shoulder. “Don’t wait up and don’t work too hard, yeah?”

He snorts, shoving me into the bench hard enough that my knees buckle, and flicks my nose. “Don’t get arrested or knock anyone up, yeah?”

I roll my eyes and throw on my best Cher Horowitz expression. “As if.”

The club, which looks half-torn apart by a supposed meteor and is aptly named Crash, is just on the edge of town. And with Sunday Harbor being approximately the size of a postage stamp, walking only takes about ten minutes. The music inside is so loud it vibrates the sidewalk out front, just the way I like it. Don’t have to play the ‘get to know you’ game if you can barely hear your own thoughts, let alone someone else’s voice.

Donny, the bouncer, nods at me in greeting and waves me through. I’m here often enough to be friendly with the massive beta, and he comes to quite a few of our games each season.

Unlike any other time I’ve been to Crash, there’s a strange buzz in my veins the second I step through the club doors. An uncomfortable awareness skitters along my skin, like an itch I can’t scratch, or a persistent sense of deja vu.

Maybe I just need a drink.

The truth is, I’ve been feeling restless since before the first day of term. Lawson thinks it has something to do with the fact that I’m graduating this year and still haven’t decided if I’m entering the draft, but that’s not it. It’s more like I’m missing something. Like misplacing your keys that you swear you just had in your hand, or leaving for a trip and wondering if you left the stove on. There’s a tug in my center that comes and goes at random, but it’s only when I’m on campus. Or it was, until tonight. Tonight, that tug is back and more insistent than ever, leading me deeper into the neon recesses of the club.

The bartender spots me right away and tilts his head. I nod in response, and he grabs a beer, sliding it down the counter towards me. There’s an exasperated huff to my right, and then I’m hit with a gust of huckleberries and something rich, like pie crust. There’s also an odd chemical tang to it that makes it smell not quite right, but my body doesn’t care. Honest to God, my knees wobble when the scent hits. I’ve never smelled anything like it, and when I turn to find the source, my entire body turns to jelly.

Glaring back at me with the heat of a thousand suns is the most stunning woman I have ever seen in my life. She stands maybe five-and-a-half feet tall, with a body worth salivating over. It’s so dark in here I can’t tell the exact color of her eyes or hair, but I’m awestruck all the same. She waves a hand in front of my face, sending another waft of that delicious scent my way, and this time my cock thickens in my jeans.

I want to eat her.

“Hello? Earth to jockstrap!” She snaps her fingers, drawing my attention to her fingernails. One of the lights flashes on them just right, letting me see their vibrant neon hue. Each nail is long, sharp, and painted a different color with a halo of darker color around the edges. I’ve never cared to notice a girls nails before, but these are hot as fuck.

Remembering she said something, my eyes snap to her face. If I thought she looked angry before, it has nothing on the death stare I’m getting now after checking her out. “Sorry, kitten.” I smirk. “Guess my reaction to meeting an angel is forgetting every word I’ve ever learned.”

Her eyes roll so far back her body actually tilts with them. “All ten of them?” She snarks. I bark out a laugh, appreciating the bite in her tone.

No one has ever spoken to me like this, and it’s turning me on in a way that a therapist would have a field day with. If little miss huckleberry isn’t careful, I’m going to come in my jeans and end this night before it even begins. “I’d use at least eight of them to tell you how pretty you are,” I flirt shamelessly.

She rolls her pretty eyes again, cocking that hip out again with the sassiest look I’ve ever seen aimed my way as she scans the jersey covering my chest. It’s one of my old ones that I cropped to wear out, and I know it shows off the v of my hips in a way that drives women wild. When her eyes skim over the tattoos there, her gaze darkens, desire-tinged scent blossoming around us. My dick is hard enough to cut glass from that look alone, but throw in her scent? I might be in real trouble. “Careful, ball boy. I could walk you like a fucking dog and you’d thank me after.”

Did I say I was hard before? That was nothing compared to now.

I fist my hand in the front of the scrap of fabric she’s wearing as a dress and haul her up so she’s flush with my front and I can grind my erection into her soft lower belly. It takes considerable effort to stay focused when all I want to do is moan at the sensation. “Is handing you my leash enough, or do I need to get on my knees and bark for you, too?” I’m practically panting, heart thundering so loud behind my rib cage I wonder if she can hear it over the music.

Her eyes widen slightly with shock before a dirty smirk tilts her lips, heat replacing the surprise in her expression. I know what she’s going to say before she even parts those sultry lips, and hell if my cock doesn’t leak at the thought. “Bark for me, Alpha.”
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Now normally if one of my friends was going home with a man they just met, a football player no less, I’d stage an intervention and have a three-page speech ready to tell them how dumb they were. So tell me why I’m following this idiot out of the club without even asking his name? Blame it on the way his sweet peppermint scent scrambles my senses, or those sexy as hell matching lightning strikes tattooed on either side of his hips. They’re perfectly aligned with the ‘v’ of his muscles and draw the eyes downward to where I’m pretty sure I felt an impressive erection straining against his jeans.

And out here under the moonlight, the man is even more gorgeous than he looked in the club. He’s got at least a head on me in height and though he’s lean, every inch of visible skin is tight with corded muscle and covered in a patchwork of tattoos that are impossible to make out at a glance. Curly brown hair and piercings in his ears and nose top off the hot alt jock look that would likely turn me into a simpering mess if I weren’t so jaded.

Nothing about him has shocked me, since he gives off playboy vibes all over the place. What was surprising? The way he reacted to my bitchiness. It’s my first line of defense against a man, but this man didn’t just ignore it or walk away like so many others before him, he liked it. Played into it like he was the instrument and I, the musician.

It rattled me.

I’m so used to men backing off or throwing the word “bitch” at me like it’s some kind of live grenade, that I have no idea what to make of this walking contradiction. Is he always like this? How far can I push before he decides one night isn’t worth dealing with my attitude problem?

Because regardless of the way my pulse flutters when he looks at me, that’s all this can be. One night of letting myself get wrapped up in hard muscles and a scent that makes slick drip down my thighs. One night of fun before it’s back to reality and the painful truth of everything collapsing around me faster than I can stop it.

Large, warm hands cup my face, dragging me out of what was sure to be an impressive spiral. It’s still too dark to tell for sure, but the light shining above us shows glittering hazel eyes peering down at me, concern echoing in their depths. In the few moments I was zoned out, ball boy has led us to the football house. I’m pretty sure they have some gross name for it, but I don’t particularly care to ask. “You alright, kitten?” He asks softly.

I step back out of his embrace, adopting my usual persona. “I didn’t follow you all the way back here for a therapy session, ball boy. Are we doing this or what?” My tone comes out a little shakier than I’d like, and he notices.

Lucky for me, he lets it slide and opens the door before holding his arm out with a flourish. “Up the stairs and last door on your left, m’lady.”

That draws a snort out of me that I barely manage to stifle. The last thing this guys ego needs is me laughing at his antics.

God forbid I let a man think he’s funny.

I don’t stop to take in any details of the house since I don’t plan to stay longer than absolutely necessary, instead making a beeline up the stairs and to the last room on the left. I’m not sure what I expected to find from a cocky jock, but an immaculately clean room with two perfectly made matching beds was not it. Quirking a brow behind me, ball boy chuckles. “My roommate has a thing for organization. You should see his locker.”

“Thanks, but I’ll take a hard pass on that little adventure.”

He laughs again, louder this time, before stripping off his shirt and dropping to his knees in front of me.

My eyes nearly pop out of my head. “What the hell are you doing?”

He feigns confusion, and if it weren’t for the amused twinkle in his eyes I might buy it. “You told me to get on my knees and bark for you.” He bites down hard on his bottom lip to stifle a grin before letting it free and winking at me. “Woof.”

A genuine laugh escapes before I can stop it, but I wasn’t expecting him to actually follow through. I decide then to see just how far he’s willing to let me push. An alpha letting an omega take control in the bedroom is practically unheard of, but I want to try, anyway.

He’s close enough to me that it only takes one step for me to be standing between his spread legs, and without giving myself time to think it through, I spear one hand through his beautiful curls and tug sharply until his eyes meet mine. The whimper he lets out is better than poetry, and with the way his eyes darken with lust? It really is too bad this can only be one night, because I think this alpha would be so much fun to play with.

I plan to make the most of the time we do have.

“Look at you, following instructions,” I coo. His jaw goes slack, showcasing perfectly straight teeth. The tiny dress I’m wearing is a-line, so when I push the pencil-thin straps off my shoulders, it drops to the ground with no resistance, leaving me in a minuscule pair of neon orange panties and a pair of heart shaped pasties that say “Eat me” on them.

What can I say? I was manifesting.

I watch, amused, as his eyes widen and a startled giggle leaves his plush lips. He looks like he has no idea what to make of me, which is exactly how I like it. Those hazel eyes darken with need as his scent explodes around us. His hands move to the band of my panties, but he pauses, looking to me for permission. “I’m already on my knees, and I think I’d like to stay here a while,” he rasps, toying with my panties.

My breath stalls, a sudden bout of nerves striking me. I’ve never had someone go down on me before. Sure, I’ve had sex, but it was always a quick fuck in a bathroom stall or an assisted heat spike between suppressant packs where I was nothing more than a glorified sex toy for some horny alpha that had been “vetted” by the clinic staff.

“O-okay,” I stammer, momentarily breaking my cool facade. If he notices at all, he’s polite enough to ignore the lapse. Instead, he tears the panties down so fast I swear I hear them tear, but before I can be adequately upset about losing one of my favorite pairs of panties, his tongue swipes straight through my soaked core, making me moan loudly.

He doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t wait for me to direct him, this man, who looks like he would only ever think about his own pleasure, devours me. His tongue is all over the place, lapping up the slick from my thighs and pussy before nipping at my clit. It takes no time at all for my thighs to start shaking around his head, and as soon as he slips a finger inside me, I’m done. My orgasm crests over me in a wave, leaving me weak-kneed and breathless.

But he doesn’t stop there. No, no. This alpha gives me no time to recover before diving back in for more. The stimulation is too much for my overly sensitive clit, so as soon as he guides me back to sit on the edge of his bed, I flip the script.

Literally.

I use surprise to my advantage and flip us so he’s on his back, staring up at me like he might be dreaming. I’ve somehow landed so one leg straddles either side of one of his muscular thighs, and I immediately moan when my clit brushes the dusting of hair over the thick muscles there.

The urge to find out what this alpha tastes like hits me hard and before I realize my body is moving, my mouth is brushing his. He groans, licking into my mouth like he’s desperate to taste as much of me as he can. Sweet mint explodes across my tongue, making me mewl pathetically. My omega really likes this alpha’s scent and it’s making me act irrationally. This was supposed to be just a quick fuck, but here I am letting him kiss me like we’re long lost lovers.

He breaks away with a gasp, and I feel his cock twitching against my stomach. “If you don’t stop grinding that sweet little body against me, I’m going to come and end this night before we get to the really good part.”

The gravelly words bring me back from the cliff that is my omega impulses and I readjust myself, straddling his waist instead so his cock sits flush with my soaked slit. “You’ll be lucky if I let you come at all, ball boy. Maybe I’ll use your pretty dick to get myself off and leave you high and dry.”

He chuckles low. “Oh, kitten. Bold of you to assume I’ll last long enough for you to get off again.”

I raise a disbelieving brow and he shrugs, biting down on his kiss-swollen bottom lip in a way that makes my stomach flip. “Apparently I have a thing for hot, mean blondes.”

It takes considerable effort to force away the shiver that his words cause, but I refuse to allow him the upper hand here. I pat his cheek, my expression dripping with as much condescension as I can muster. “Oh, come on. You can be a good boy for me and wait to come until I say, can’t you?”

His pupils, which had returned to normal with our banter, blow wide again at my words. The black nearly overtakes the green and brown of his irises as he nods frantically. “I can. I can be so good for you, kitten.”

That should not be so fucking hot.

Something about the way he says that trips the impulses in my brain and sends me into full blown needy omega mode, which is the only excuse for what I do next. I grind down on his erection, whining when my clit rocks over the tip. The alpha chokes beneath me, and stops breathing altogether when I align him with my center and drop down, crying out at the stretch. I’ve never been with an alpha before and I’m terrified of being knotted, which is part of the reason I made sure I was on top.

His brain must come back on line finally, because he takes over, thrusting hard enough to bottom out every single time. We’re being so loud I can only pray his housemates are gone or they’re going to get one hell of a concert.

My hips slam down to meet his, and on one of the thrusts my hips tilt back a fraction of an inch, but it’s enough that the tip of his cock hits my g-spot with each thrust and has me clenching around him. He growls, hands gripping my hips so tightly I know there will be bruises tomorrow. “Kitten…” the word is clawed out of his throat behind gritted teeth.

“I’m going to come,” I moan. “Come with me. Come for me.”

That’s all it takes. With a primal roar that damn near shakes the room around us, the alpha comes inside of me, barely stopping himself before his knot breaches my entrance. It’s the consideration that finally takes me over the edge, and before I know it I’m falling into my third orgasm of the night.

Strong arms wrap around my back and flip us so we’re lying face-to-face, but he keeps his eyes closed, a dopey smile on those plush lips that almost makes me want to kiss him again.

But I can’t. Because I know that no matter how much I enjoyed my time with this alpha, this is all it can ever be.

So when he falls asleep a short time later, I admire him and inhale his scent for a few more seconds before silently redressing and slipping out of the house into the cold early-morning air, all the while wondering why I feel a deep sense of loss over never seeing this man again.
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Three months later…

“I swear to god, Pose. If I have to smell one more case of B.O…” I trail off, fighting desperately to hold back a gag as I think about the particularly rancid scent of the alpha standing in line in front of me at the campus coffee shop this morning.

Posey looks up from arranging her desk with a concerned frown. “Lainey, you haven’t been feeling well for weeks now. Do you think maybe it’s time to see a doctor?”

My head shakes, the thought sending anxiety skittering down my spine. When my mom closed our store last fall, just a couple of short weeks after informing me of the sale, I lost my health insurance. And in her words, “I’m legally an adult now, so I should figure it out myself.”

Meaning I still don’t have health insurance. There aren’t a ton of options for unbonded omegas out there, unless I want to live at an Omega Care Center and be subjected to weekly mixers where hundreds of plucky hopeful omegas wait with bated breath to find their perfect pack.

Gag me with a spoon.

“I’m fine, Posey. It’s just stress. Between the store closing, moving into the dorm, my god-awful roommate… it’s just been a lot and my omega isn’t handling it well.”

Her expression drops into a sympathetic grimace. “I’m sorry. Are you sure you don’t want to move into my old apartment? It’s empty now and I think⁠—”

I cut her off, slicing a hand through the air. “Thank you, but no. You literally met your scent matched pack because the building has such poor ventilation that they could scent you through the vents. And I think the last thing either of us needs is my scent all over yours and your packs stuff.”

She pouts, but she knows I’m right. Posey met her pack shortly after I met her and their courtship was a whirlwind. My best friend being packed up so soon into our college career might have made me sad, but she didn’t just bond into any pack, she bonded into my half brother’s pack. Which means for all intents and purposes, Posey Hale is my new sister and I couldn’t be more thrilled with that plot twist.

The door to our first class of the day swings open and brings with it a wash of potent onion scent. My hand flies up to cover my mouth and nose, but it’s not enough. I spring out of my seat and practically dive out of the classroom, beelining to the nearest bathroom. Luckily this building is small and only used for a couple of classrooms, so the restroom is blessedly empty. I flick the tap on as cold as it will go and thrust my wrists under the freezing water as I take deep breaths, trying desperately not to hurl.

The door crashes open behind me, admitting a wide eyed Posey. “What happened?”

I shake my head, mouth filling with saliva as I recall the stench coming off that beta in waves. “You didn’t smell that guy?” I mutter the question through the corner of my mouth. My teeth dig into the flesh of my cheek in a bid to distract my mind from the churning sensation in my stomach.

Posey shakes her head slowly, confusion etched onto her features. “He was a beta. I couldn’t have scented him unless he was right next to us. How did you…” Something dawns across her expression, and I watch as confusion drops into concern. “Lainey… when was the last time you had your cycle?”

It takes longer than I care to admit to understand her question, and when I finally do, I lose the battle with my stomach and throw myself down in front of the toilet just in time for the meager coffee and muffin I ate before class to make a reappearance. Blinking watery eyes up at my best friend, I swallow hard. “My cycle has always been irregular, and I take suppressants to stop my heats.”

She crouches down next to me with a wet wipe she produces from who knows where. I take it gratefully and wipe my mouth, knowing there’s nothing that can be done about my breath at the moment. “When was your last cycle, Lainey?”

“Before fall term,” I whisper.

Posey sucks in a sharp breath, pulling out her phone. I space out as she dials someone, most likely one of her alphas, but I’m aware enough to catch the words “hurry” and “bathroom”.

What feels like hours, but is probably only fifteen minutes later, there’s a tentative knock on the door. “Everybody decent?” A soft voice calls.

I heave a sigh of relief when I realize it’s Posey’s alpha Paxton and not my brother, Jude. The last thing I need right now is my older brother going all alpha and threatening violence on every man who’s ever touched me. Not that I think he would do that, but, well. I don’t really know. We’ve become closer since Jude bonded Posey, but not that close.

Paxton sighs when he walks in and finds us huddled on the floor next to the toilet. I’m not sure when Posey joined me on the floor, but I’m eternally grateful to have her at my side. “Alright you two. I bought five different brands, a plastic cup, hand sanitizer, mouthwash, ginger candies, and some lollipops that claim to be good for nausea.” He hands Posey the bag and places a soft kiss on her forehead before bending at the waist to meet my eyes. Paxton is the gentlest of Posey’s alphas, and he has always been kind to me. “How are you doing?”

I shrug, not sure I have the energy for much more than that yet. He just nods in understanding. “I have to get to class, but Mack and Parker are just outside if you need them, okay?” This he aims at Posey, and she nods.

As soon as the door closes, Posey flips the lock and hauls me up with a determined look. She starts ripping plastic off boxes and carefully reads the instructions on each different test, handing them to me as she does. On any other day I might feel weird about peeing in a cup in front of my friend, but I think I’m too in shock to care.

The test wait times vary from three to five minutes, so we set a timer for five and decide to wait it out and read them all at once. Those minutes go by way too fast and not fast enough all at once, and before I know it Posey’s phone dings.

“Alright,” she turns to me. “You ready?”

I shake my head, nausea rearing up again, but grab a test anyway. Taking a deep breath, I flip it. My brain refuses to accept what my eyes are seeing, so I flip the next one. And the next, and the next. As soon as the last one is facing up, mocking me with its shiny little plus sign, my knees give out and I drop to the floor as tears stream down my cheeks.

“Lainey!” Posey cries, dropping to her knees next to me. The door crashes open seconds later, admitting two very large, very panicked alphas.

“What the fuck happened?” Parker barks. He’s Paxton’s identical twin in everything but attitude. Where Paxton is kind and gentle, Parker can be abrasive and doesn’t really like anyone outside of his pack. Well, and me I guess.

“Hush! You’ll scare Lainey,” Mack shushes his pack mate. His eyes have strayed to the multitude of positive pregnancy tests lined up on the bathroom counter, so he isn’t even looking at Parker as he issues the command. McKenzie Madden is our school’s star pitcher for the baseball team and absolutely massive at over six and a half feet tall, but he’s all marshmallow. He’s probably the alpha I get along with best in Posey’s pack, so I know what he’s going to say before he even says it. “Who do we need to kill?”

That finally knocks me out of my stupor, and I snort a laugh that quickly turns into a hiccuped sob. “What am I going to do? I don’t even know…”

“Ball boy?” Posey asks quietly.

I nod, sniffling. “Ball boy.” Of course I told my best friend about my night with the football player, but what I didn’t tell her is that I still dream about him every night despite going out of my way to avoid the jock spaces on campus. Something about his scent hooked my omega that night, and despite my best efforts, I haven’t been able to get him off my mind.

“What’s ball boy?” Mack asks.

Posey pats his chest, not batting an eye at his nosiness because that’s just who he is, but she still looks to me for permission to explain. I nod faintly, my energy having been zapped for the day. “Our Lainey had a one night stand at the beginning of fall term and all we know is that he is an alpha, probably a football player, and according to Lainey, stupid hot.”

Parker growls, probably hating that his omega called another alpha hot, but we all ignore him.

Mack tilts his head. “And you didn’t get his name?”

I shake my head. “He has a bunch of tattoos that include lightning bolts on either side of his lower abdomen, that’s all I know for sure.”

Mack and Parker glance to each other, suspicion lining their features before Mack shrugs. “I can ask around for you if you want? Obviously I won’t say why, but maybe we can find this guy.”

My own eyes widen. “What?” I screech. “Why would we try to find him?” The question is hysterical, but the thought of this guy thinking I’m lying or worse, trying to baby trap him, makes me want to puke all over my friends.

“Are you keeping it?” Parker asks bluntly.

I find myself nodding without conscious thought. I am all for women having the freedom to choose, but I’ve known about this baby for ten minutes and I am already attached.

“Then hon, he deserves to know, doesn’t he? Even if he wants nothing to do with this baby, doesn’t he deserve the choice?” Posey asks carefully.

Well, when she puts it like that. “I feel like an asshole for not thinking of how he might feel.”

Posey just smiles and offers me a sideways hug. “Take a few days to process, and then we’ll do what we can to try and find ball boy, alright?”

Taking a deep breath, I place my hand on my stomach and nod, bracing myself for whatever comes next. “Alright.”
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Slamming the front door shut with a groan, I scrub my hands down my face when I hear the shitty sad boy music coming from upstairs. After pulling a nearly seventy-two-hour shift at the station, I barely have enough energy to take off my shoes, let alone deal with more of Lucky’s emo bullshit. But it’s been nearly three months of this and it’s so unlike my energizer bunny little brother that I’m worried, meaning I need to drag my exhausted ass up there and find out once and for all what’s going on with him.

When I reach his bedroom, I nearly groan out loud. He’s on his bed, facedown in a pillow, with his sad boy playlist blasting through the room loud enough to shake the walls.

The first thing I do is turn off the music and when he doesn’t so much as flinch, I wonder if he fell asleep like that. But then one hazel eye peeks out to glare at me and I know he’s just choosing to ignore my presence. Naturally, I ignore the nonverbal warning and sit my tired ass down on the edge of his mattress. “Alright, out with it, Luck. What the fuck is going on with you lately?”

He groans, flipping me off and turning his head just enough to speak out of the corner of his mouth. “Fuck off, Law. I’m not in any legal trouble, so it’s not your problem.”

The blow hits center mass, exactly where he intended it to, and guilt turns my already stressed gingerbread scent so spicy it hurts to breathe in. We’re chronically understaffed since losing the sheriff and two deputies to retirement last year, so the only time I see my brother lately is when he’s in some shit and I have to go bail him out or play big bad sheriff to one of his latest conquests.

Lucky turns over fully, guilt written across his face along with lines from the pillow. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t fair. I know you guys have been slammed at the station and they need you more than I do.”

I’m already shaking my head before he finishes speaking. “No one is more important to me than this pack, Lucky. I’m sorry I haven’t made that more clear.” What makes it worse is that I don’t have to work. The life insurance payout we got after our parents passed, plus residuals from the sportswear company our dads founded, have set us up so that we never have to work again if we don’t want to. But I love my job. Or I did, before I was elected to replace Sheriff Johnson when he retired. But now instead of helping people, I’m stuck behind a damn desk and babysitting my employees when I could be spending time with my family. Or hell, going on a date. I can’t remember the last time I actually had the company of more than just my hand.

Lucky drags his hands through his hair, leaving it sticking up everywhere. “I’m sorry I’ve been a mopey asshole lately.” He sighs. “But…”

I see the look in his eyes and don’t know whether to groan or laugh.

“Who are they?” I ask curiously. For my playboy brother to be this tangled up over anyone is both deeply concerning and amusing as all hell.

He groans a guttural sound that morphs into a growl. “I have no idea.”

I’m honestly taken aback. “What do you mean?”

“I mean she refused to give me her name, wouldn’t ask for mine, and she smelled like nothing I’ve ever scented before in my life.”

My body jolts, a sudden awareness making tingles spread down my arms. “What did she smell like, Luck?”

“Remember those huckleberry hand pies Mom used to make for special occasions?”

I nod, mouth watering at the thought of something we haven’t had in years. Our mom was an incredible baker, and she used to make those hand pies for every birthday, holiday, and big event up until she passed two years ago.

“Yeah, well, she smelled like that. My entire body practically liquefied when I caught her scent and then I saw her and fuck, Law. Her picture could be in magazines across the world and I wouldn’t be surprised. She’s the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“Lucky…” I don’t want to scare him off, but it sounds like he’s describing a scent match. “Have you ever heard anyone describe what a scent match feels like?”

He nods. “Of course, Dads described it enough times that I feel like…” his head turns sharply. “No. You don’t think?”

Shrugging, I drag a hand down my face. “I can’t know for sure without scenting her, and if you don’t even know her name…”

I watch as guilt and a bit of shame fill his eyes before he reaches under his pillow and pulls out a scrap of neon orange fabric. My eyes widen in disbelief. “Are those?”

“Her panties?” He barks a sharp laugh. “Yup.”

He waves them in front of my face and I swear to god I almost pass out. There’s a distinct chemical tinge that tells me the wearer is likely on suppressants, but the scent itself? Fucking hell. “Holy shit,” I gasp, ripping the panties from his palm and bringing them to my nose for as deep of an inhale as I can possibly manage. I don’t even care that this would be considered disgusting to most rational people. My alpha is on the verge of going feral from a hint of scent that is months old.

I’m positive my pupils are blown and I must look out of my damn mind, but I feel it. My alpha is absolutely unhinged demanding we track down the omega and lock her up until we can convince her to let us brand her throat with our teeth.

A hand reaches out to grab the fabric out of mine and I growl, snapping my teeth like an animal. “Woah, okay there, killer. Wanna come back from omega-land and not murder your only brother?”

Lucky’s words snap the reins back from my instincts and I shake my head, trying to dispel the haze that has clouded my vision. “Sorry,” I rasp. “Got lost for a second there.”

He nods solemnly. “Now you know why I’ve been so off the last few months.”

Desperation claws at my chest, sharp and sudden. “Do you know anything about her? Any identifying information that could help us find her?”

I watch as he rolls his eyes. “Yes, I’ve been sitting on that information all this time and purposefully haven’t tried to find her. No, you idiot, I don’t know anything. It’s like she is a goddamn ghost. I have searched every single inch of campus, the surrounding stores, other than that home decor place that closed recently. So either she’s actively avoiding me, or she was just visiting.”

I’m not sure which thought is more disheartening. The last thing I want is for this girl to slip away, but if she knows Lucky is a scent match and is avoiding him, then…

“She’s on suppressants!” The lightbulb goes off, and with it, a beacon of hope. “She wouldn’t have clocked you as a scent match because suppressants can mess with the olfactory center of the brain and change how you process scents.”

He sits up, his scent brightening considerably. “So she might not be avoiding me at all? She just doesn’t know what we are to each other?”

I laugh. “To be fair, neither did you until about five minutes ago."

Just then, my radio goes off. Normally I would ignore it, but the words have my blood running cold.

Dispatch this is engine seven, we have a large structure fire at the Anderson dorm at Harbor University. Requesting additional units and RA’s on scene. Multiple injuries and at least four female students still trapped inside.

Lucky pushes me off the bed, face set in grim determination. “Go. They need you, and I’ll be here when you get back. We can talk about this later.”

I nod, already sprinting out of the room. My department-issued truck is parked outside so I’m at the scene in less than ten minutes. The fire is still raging on the top floors, but the thing that has my heart racing frantically in my chest is the two girls being loaded on to stretchers by the dorm entrance.

My steps are quick but controlled as I rush over to the EMT’s. It seems as though there’s only these two injuries, but I would really like to make sure before I start interviewing bystanders. The closer I get, the more my heart pounds, which doesn’t really make sense when I’ve attended a dozen or more emergencies in my time as sheriff. But each new step towards the stretchers has something twisting so tight in my chest I can barely breathe.

Ryan, the senior EMT, is someone I’ve crossed paths with on numerous occasions so he nods to me as I approach. “Hey, Lawson. Got two female students, ages unknown, vitals stable on that one,” he points to another gurney where a female medic I haven’t met before is running a few tests on a young beta. The girl looks to be functioning and coherent, but the girl in front of me is a different story. Her breathing is labored even through the mask, and my alpha is going absolutely wild in my chest, demanding we fix whatever is wrong or find someone who can.

What the hell?

Ryan continues speaking, ignorant to my internal freak out. “This one, however, was trapped the longest and took in quite a bit of smoke. I’d like to take her to the hospital, but wanted to try and stabilize her here first.”

Just then a loud, wracking cough escapes the omega in front of us, and as she comes back to consciousness her acrid scent begins to rise under the suffocating layer of smoke wafting off of her.

Huckleberry pie.

It feels like a punch to the gut. This scent isn’t months old, it’s fresh. My entire world rearranges itself all at once to revolve around this little omega, and I don’t even know her name. The EMT moves quickly, adjusting the flow of oxygen and asking her a barrage of questions she can barely answer. The whisper of her voice is another shock to my system, settling deep into my bones like she was always meant to be there. “Lainey,” she coughs. “My name is Lainey Ryan.”

Her gaze flicks from me to Ryan, fear swirling in the depths of her brown eyes. There’s soot all over her face and hair, but it doesn’t detract from her beauty one bit. Lucky wasn’t even remotely exaggerating, she is stunning. I try to focus on her answers to the EMT’s questions, but it’s not until she goes into another coughing fit and gasps out a question of her own that changes everything that I am finally able to focus.

“Is my baby okay?”
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“There’s no fucking way. Maybe she has a pet or something that got stuck in the dorm? People call their pets their babies all the time, right? She can’t be pregnant. She wasn’t in heat and we only hooked up one time!” Lucky is pacing back and forth across the small hospital waiting room, running his hands through his hair frantically.

Rhys sighs in exasperation, rolling his eyes at our youngest pack mate. “Did you use protection?” His southern accent is thick, betraying his frustration. Rhys moved here from Georgia when we were in high school, but the accent stuck around and though it’s faded some, it tends to get thicker when his emotions are running high.

Lucky’s cheeks heat, which is answer enough. I groan. “Goddamnit, Luck. She’s an omega. You should know better!”

He cringes, flopping down into one of the uncomfortable chairs across from us. “I know that!” He snaps. “Her scent did crazy fucking things to my head and I obviously wasn’t thinking rationally.”

Rhys sighs, exchanging a loaded glance with me. I should be furious with my brother for possibly getting someone pregnant, especially an omega, but when we first arrived I told the nurses she’s my omega and they had me lay with her to calm her breathing so she wouldn’t wake up and start coughing again. After seeing it work in real time, there’s no denying she’s our scent match. Maybe this is all happening fast, but nothing about it feels wrong. I haven’t even had a chance to fill Rhys or Wyatt in on what’s happened today. When I asked my pack mates and brother to meet me at the hospital, they all came no questions asked.

Similar to Wyatt and Lucky, Rhys has been my best friend since we were teenagers. The three of us lived on the same street throughout high school and then when Rhys and I moved in together after graduation, the knowledge that we would become pack one day was always in the back of our minds. But then Lucky met Wyatt his freshman year and the pack bond finally snapped into place.

“The girl, Lainey…” I trail off, partly to savor the way her name feels on my tongue, but also because I’m unsure how to broach the next part. I decide to just rip the bandaid off. “She’s our scent match.”

Wyatt’s jaw drops, while Rhys just raises an eyebrow. He’s used to chaos, having grown up in a home with twelve brothers and sisters, but even so I expect him to fully grill me later after he’s had a chance to let the information settle. “What do you mean?”

Lucky turns to Wyatt, gripping his hand for support. Those two have always been physically affectionate with each other, and while I don’t know if it has ever been more than that, I also don’t really care. It is just reassuring to see them still acting like themselves despite having this bomb dropped on them. Even though Lucky knew, he didn’t know it was this girl or that she’s currently in the hospital and pregnant. “Remember the girl I told you about last month?” Lucky mutters to Wyatt.

Wyatt nods immediately, his eyes widening. “The dog walker?”

A smirk steals across my brothers face, and he bites his lip as Wyatt barks a laugh. “Oh man, I should have known.”

I aim a questioning look their way, and Wyatt smiles. “The girl is feisty as hell. Ran circles around our resident playboy and took off before he even woke up.”

That stuns me. My brother, for all his prowess, is not one to let a girl talk him in circles. The fact that this slip of an omega was able to send him into this much of a tailspin has me curious about who she is as a person. What makes her tick? Would she submit to my particular brand of care, or would she buck against it like the pretty brat she played with Lucky?

“Is there anyone here for a Lainey Ryan?” A tall alpha clad in a white coat strides into the waiting room, his face a mask of polite concern.

I don’t know what comes over me, but I stand without hesitation and stride over with a hand out. “We’re her pack.” The lie rolls off my tongue easily, a continuation of my earlier lie to the nurses.

I can feel echoes of shock through our pack bond, but I don’t have time to explain my impulses or the insanity that has been circling my brain since I caught her scent at the fire. Knowing she was hurt, that she had been in danger and I wasn’t there? It’s doing wild shit to my impulses and my alpha is absolutely rabid at the thought of being kept away from her a moment longer than strictly necessary.

The doctor looks hesitant when the rest of my pack joins us, likely since not one of us has a visible bond mark, but he leads us down the long hall anyway. The smell of disinfectant is overpowering back here, like someone recently cleaned every flat surface. “My name is Doctor Franklin and I have been the primary on Ms. Ryan’s case. She was incredibly lucky and seems to have only suffered minor smoke inhalation. It should have been much worse, but once she came around she informed us she wrapped a wet t-shirt around her face since she was not able to exit the building. She had been passed out when firemen finally extracted her from the fourth floor window.”

Anxiety and sheer terror wrap around my throat like a vice as my stomach churns. Just a few more minutes inside that building could have taken her from us and we would have never known. I don’t pray, but I am thanking every deity I can name she made it out alive.

“What about the baby?” Wyatt asks. Lucky looks both concerned and nauseous, a look I see reflected on our other pack mates as well. I am not surprised Wyatt is the one who asked, seeing as he’s the pragmatist to Lucky’s free spirit.

“Your baby is healthy from what we can see. He or she is measuring right on track at twelve weeks.” The doctors expression lifts the barest fraction, his reassurance allowing me to breathe for the first time in what feels like hours.

We stop at room 777, which feels like another of fate’s twisted machinations. First, bringing me right to the girl my brother has been searching for for months and finding out she’s likely pregnant with his baby, and now her room number is his lucky number and jersey number?

It feels like fate is laughing at us.

The doctor leaves us to it and the moment we enter the room, Lainey’s eyes widen and her heart monitor goes crazy. I stride to her side, knowing she might punch me but desperate to calm her down. I grip her chin carefully between my thumb and forefinger, lowering my body so my eyes are level with hers. “Lainey, breathe.” The bark is no more than a whisper, but still has the echo of a true alpha bark. As an omega, her body will demand she obey. I hate that this is her first true impression of me, but I couldn’t supersede the instincts controlling me right now if I tried.

Her breathing immediately slows, a short cough escaping as she gasps for air. There’s a small cup of water with a straw on the table next to her bed, so I slip it between her lips and heave a sigh of relief when she drinks greedily. Before she can finish the glass I pull it away. “Not too much, I don’t want you to get sick.”

Confused brown eyes follow every move I make and only widen when I crouch down next to the shitty hospital bed. My alpha is begging me to get her on a soft mattress, or better yet, a nest that smells like the pack. I shake the thought away, knowing if I have any say, she’ll be coming home with us as soon as she’s discharged. “I know you’re confused and probably pretty scared right now, so why don’t I tell you what I know?”

She nods, hands fisted tightly in the thin blanket. I toss a sideways glance at Rhys and then look to the blanket and back, grateful when he nods and immediately leaves the room. Lainey looks cold, and I won’t be able to focus properly until she’s warm.

“I suppose I’ll start with introductions. My name is Lawson Daire. I’m the Sunday Harbor sheriff, and I was one of the people on scene tonight after the fire was reported. Do you remember being in the fire?”

A nod.

“Do you know how it started?”

Tears immediately spring to her eyes, and I panic. “I, I th-think it was m-my fault,” she cries. Great, wracking sobs shake her fragile body, and all I want to do is pull her into my arms.

So I do.

As gently as I possibly can, I slide Lainey over on the bed and settle in next to her. Half my ass is off the mattress, but with how distracted I am by the way she burrows into my arms, I honestly couldn’t give a fuck. I’ll move when she kicks me out and not a second before.

I rub my cheek across her hair in what I hope is a soothing gesture. It also might be soothing my alpha to have my scent on her when she’s in distress, but that feels selfish so I’ll say it’s only for her comfort. “How on earth was it your fault, angel?”

If she notices my slip of the tongue, she doesn’t comment on it. Using a nickname on someone I just met might be forward, but even with her scent muted by smoke, it has embedded itself permanently in my senses. Add that to the way she so readily accepted my care and it’s doing wild fucking stuff to my impulses.

She shudders, burrowing even further into my hold. Another cough ekes out and Wyatt hands me her water so she can take another sip. “The dorm rooms are really small and they didn’t have any omega rooms left this late in the semester, so when I started feeling overwhelmed and needed a nest, I made one under my bunk.”

We all nod along, but it’s Rhys who interrupts her. “How does you nesting under your bed, which never should have been allowed to happen, by the way, equate to the dorm catching on fire?”

Lainey flinches like she’s been struck, and I glare at my pack mate for not softening his tone while simultaneously starting up my rusty purr. I’ve never used it for anyone but Lucky after our parents died, so it’s a little rough with disuse. Rhys is a total teddy bear, but with his tattoos, piercings, large frame, and general surly attitude, he can be intimidating to even the most steady of people, let alone a traumatized omega. He catches my look and instantly grimaces. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong. I meant that they should have set you up in one of the apartments or omega-only floors. Not relegated you to nesting on the floor under a fucking bunk bed.”

Her next breath is calmer, but she shivers against me. “I have a thing against big lights,” she starts, and all four of us nod in agreement because fuck a big light. “So I have these cute little star shaped fairy lights that I hung under my bed and would plug in only when I was actually in the nest. I swear! I never left them unattended or plugged in for longer than a few hours at a time. But… I fell asleep in the nest and the next thing I know I’m waking up in a firefighter’s arms and there are flames everywhere. So it had to have been my fault. I was selfish and couldn’t just deal with the big light, and I put everyone in danger!” I watch on helplessly as she collapses into breathless sobs interspersed with raspy, wracking coughs.

I need to get ahold of the fire chief and investigator, but I can’t bring myself to move away yet. Not when I don’t know when or if I will get the chance to hold my omega like this again.

Because whether she knows it or not, Lainey Ryan is my omega.
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I’m not sure if it’s smoke inhalation, exhaustion, or some sort of stress-induced breakdown, but being held by this virtual stranger who smells like spicy gingerbread is the most safe I have felt since I was a little girl. The embarrassment I should be feeling is nowhere to be found, instead I find myself burrowing into this alpha’s, Lawson’s, chest. There’s a ragged purr sputtering through his chest that nearly triggers my own, but I choke it back at the last second, not wanting to embarrass myself more than I already am.

There’s so much going on I can’t even bring myself to focus on my one night stand turned baby daddy is somehow also in this room and bears a striking resemblance to the man holding me.

My emotional word vomit slash confession has drained the last dregs of energy left in my body after the trauma of tonight, and I find my eyes unable to stay open a moment longer. A strong hand strokes down my matted hair, bringing the scent of smoke and sugar cookies with it. I am dying to see which one of these men smells so sweet, but everything hurts and all I want to do is rest.
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There is no way to tell how much time has passed when I finally wake up again, but the hushed voices around me have me keeping my eyes closed for a while longer.

“The hospital is asking about our health insurance because they couldn’t find any for Lainey. Can we add her to ours without a bond?” The one I think is Lawson asks.

“Sure, if we want to be arrested for committing insurance fraud.” Someone snorts, but the sound is not at all amused.

“She’s pregnant with my baby. That has to count for something, doesn’t it?” I barely hold in my gasp. So they know I’m pregnant and somehow figured out it’s the football players. But what does that have to do with my insurance - or lack thereof? Why would the hospital even ask them?

“Unfortunately no,” the man that commented on my nest situation starts. “It would be one thing if the baby were already here, but they aren’t and the government doesn’t really give a shit about pregnant women.”

With those words, I decide I have eavesdropped enough and groan, squirming in the uncomfortable hospital bed. The groan isn’t exaggerated, I’m really sore and my lungs are on fire. I can tell someone put the oxygen mask back on me at some point, and the constant airflow is making my nose itch.

I try to sit up, but gentle hands grip my shoulders and keep me from moving too far. “Woah there, little mama. Try not to move too fast. The doctor said you might be dizzy or nauseous when you wake up, in addition to being in pain. How are you feeling? Want me to grab a nurse?”

My eyes are irritated and watery meaning my vision is blurry when I first open them, which has to be the reason I open my eyes and see a literal adonis standing at my bedside with my shoulders still encased in his careful grasp. There’s no way someone as beautiful as him is here for me.

Messy, sandy blond hair and deep brown eyes are the first things I see, quickly followed by a breathtaking smile bracketed by the most devastatingly hot dimples I have ever seen in my life. It’s impossible to tell what his body looks like under the baggy sweatshirt and joggers, but he’s tall and broad in a way that makes my mouth water.

After a thorough perusal that makes my cheeks warm, my eyes land back on his mouth, which is now quirked in an adorably shy grin. “I’m Wyatt Hanna, Law’s pack mate. Along with these other two buffoons that failed to introduce themselves. I’m guessing you aren’t feeling too terrible?”

His teasing tone is enough to knock me out of my stupefied stare but as I clear my throat, another coughing fit takes over and all four men converge on me, hovering like they’re worried. Which makes sense, I guess, if I’m carrying the tattooed one’s baby. Which reminds me…

“What’s your name?” The question comes out like an accusation, which is unfair of me, but it’s too late to change it now.

He looks terrified, but there’s another emotion swimming in his eyes I can’t name. Relief, maybe? But he quickly shakes it off and aims a cocky smirk at me. “Lucky Daire. The younger, much hotter brother.”

I raise a single brow at the brooding sheriff perched at the end of my bed. “Is he serious?”

Lawson chuckles, shaking his head. “Unfortunately.”

Lucky scoffs, opening his mouth to retort, but the final alpha in the room cuffs him upside the head and steps forward, holding out a hand and introducing himself in a deep southern drawl. “Rhys Rivers. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Lainey.”

Rhys is the one who scared me earlier with his sudden question about my nest, and it makes sense why my instinctual reaction was fear. Rhys is scary. He’s definitely over six feet, maybe about the same height as Lawson, but every visible inch of skin is covered in tattoos. If I thought Lucky had a lot, Rhys is a completely covered canvas. Add that to his black, shaggy hair, the piercings in his ears, eyebrow, lip, and the general ‘fuck you’ air he radiates, he looks like someone you would never want to meet in a dark alley.

I reach out to return his handshake, but instead he turns our hands over and kisses the back of mine with a playful wink.

Oh, hell.

There’s a quick knock on the door and then a doctor steps in, looking delighted when he spots me sitting up. “Miss Ryan! You have no idea how good it is to see you up and talking. You gave us quite a scare for a moment, there.”

My eyes dart to the other men in the room, confused, and Lawson places a warm hand over my ankle. “You were struggling to breathe without coughing when you first got here. Your oxygen dropped dangerously low and they nearly had to intubate you.”

“Yes, it was very lucky your alpha came in with you and was able to soothe you enough for the supplemental oxygen to work. We try to avoid intubating pregnant patients as much as possible.” The doctor continues mindlessly as he checks the machines around me, writing something on a clipboard before clipping it back on the end of the bed. “Well, everything looks good, so a nurse will be in to check on you soon. Just press the call button if you need anything, and we should have you out of here tonight!”

He leaves without another word, leaving the room blanketed in a silence so thick it could be cut with a butter knife. Lucky clears his throat, looking at me with no shortage of questions in those gorgeous hazel eyes. They are even prettier than I remember. Green and gold with flecks of brown around the irises. “So… you’re pregnant?”

I nod, cheeks hot with shame. I’m not ashamed of the pregnancy, but maybe a little ashamed of my actions that led to it. “I am.”

He mimics my nod, not a drop of doubt in his expression, despite his next question. “And is it…?”

I grimace. “It had been six months before you, and there hasn’t been anyone since, so…” I pause, and then realize why he would be asking. “Oh, I’m happy to do a paternity test. Or whatever you need. I’m not asking for anything from you.” My tone is panicked by the end, the fear that he will think I’m trying to use him taking root. Years of my mother telling me omegas are nothing but decorations, finding the richest alphas they can so they don’t have to work, circling in my head.

“Woah, nobody said anything about DNA tests or accused you of anything. We believe you.” Wyatt interrupts my spiral, sliding his hand off my shoulder to hold my hand instead. I didn’t even realize he still had a hand on me, but I’m grateful for it. This is all a lot to process, and I’m still so tired. The dizziness Wyatt mentioned earlier is starting to affect me, too.

“You do?” I ask pathetically.

Lucky nods frantically, but they all echo with some form of affirmation. “Of course we do!” Lucky nearly shouts. “I was there, too. We didn’t use protection, and the timing lines up. And I’m not angry, if you were worried about that.”

A relieved sigh gusts out of me, because, yeah, I was. Lucky is a jock and from all of my experiences with them, they wouldn’t usually be cool with a random hookup turning up pregnant. Which reminds me… “Why have the staff let you back here? I didn’t even know your name before today.”

They all look to Lawson, whose cheeks are faintly pink. “I, uh.” He clears his throat. “I may have told them we were your pack so they would let us see you. I didn’t know who to call and⁠—”

My hand slices through the air, cutting him off. “There isn’t anyone to call. Maybe my best friend, but otherwise it’s just me.”

Lawson nods slowly with a contemplative look. “Look, I don’t mean to pry because at the end of the day I’m nothing more than a stranger right now, but do you have a place to stay? A way to replace the things you lost in the fire?”

My heart drops to the floor. Everything has been so hectic I didn’t even consider the fact that my room was on fire and I may have lost all of my things. “I—” my hands cup my belly protectively as panicked tears spring to my eyes. There isn’t a bump to feel yet, but I know there will be soon if I’m already three months along. “No, I don’t. I guess I could stay with my best friend and her pack,” the rest of what I was saying gets cut off by four aggressive growls that send fear skittering down my spine. My body curls into itself on instinct. The need to protect my baby from any potential threat comes as natural as breathing, which gives me a sliver of hope that I won’t be as bad of a mother as… nope. Not going there right now.

Lawson scoots the barest few inches further up the bed, placing a hand on top of mine. I catch another whiff of his spicy gingerbread scent and the heart monitor, which had been going wild in time with my racing heart, instantly slows. There’s something about these alphas’ scents that puts my omega on alert, but I can’t for the life of me figure out what she’s trying to say through the suppressants that are still wearing off. I only stopped taking them a few days ago, and my doctor said it would be at least a week if not more before my senses and scent began to return to normal. “Sorry,” he whispers gruffly. The weight of his big hand on mine is soothing in a way that should concern me, but I think I have finally reached my limit for what my mind can handle, because it feels a little like everything is underwater.

“Okay - pause. Why did you all growl?” At least my brain is functioning enough to ask the semi-important questions.

All four alphas look bashful, which is as amusing as it is concerning. Finally, Rhys meets my eyes, determination painted across his sharp features. “We growled because none of us like the idea of you living with some random alphas,” he remarks flatly.

I shake my head, confusion weighing my addled brain down even further. “But they aren’t random, they’re my friends.”

Rhys’s expression doesn’t change. “Don’t matter. They’re alphas, yes?”

I nod.

“Then our alphas won’t be okay with you staying there.”

A scoff escapes without a hope of me stopping it. “And who are you to tell me who I can and cannot stay with?”

A tiny smirk quirks the corner of his mouth as his sugar cookie scent brightens with hints of almond that make my mouth water. “Your scent matches, darlin’.”
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The little omega is everything Lawson promised and more. I have to admit when he first told us Lainey was a scent match, I assumed he was bullshitting. Or maybe not bullshitting, but definitely lost in the sauce of learning she’s pregnant with Lucky’s baby. But sure as anything, the second I crossed the threshold to her hospital room it felt like I had been hit by a twenty ton combine.

And liked it.

Her delicious berry pie scent filled my nostrils before wrapping around my lungs like a vice. I swear I haven’t taken a full breath since the moment I locked eyes on her soot streaked face. There’s no way to tell if she has a baby belly with the baggy hospital gown and half a dozen blankets Law piled over the little darling in his quest to comfort her, but suddenly every instinct I have is begging me to shove all that shit aside and find out if her body is showing any outward signs that she’s carrying my baby.

Because regardless of DNA, that baby is mine. My mama would tan my hide black and blue if I treated a pack baby like anything other than my own blood.

Lainey scoffs when I inform her she won’t be staying with her friend, and I think it is supposed to be intimidating, but she’s like an angry little kitten puffing up her fur to look menacing. The overall effect is cute as all hell. “And who are you to tell me who I can and cannot stay with?”

I’m sure the guys are going to kick my ass for this later, but I think this little girl could use a dose of the truth. Smirking, I stare down at her with nothing but challenge in my eyes. “Your scent matches, darlin’.”

Her eyes go wide as she gasps. Wyatt groans, Lucky snickers under his breath, and Law pinches the bridge of his nose, breathing deeply like he’s contemplating my untimely demise. “What the hell are you talking about?” she snaps.

My eyes roll, but I almost smile at her precious murderous glare. “Come on, darlin’,” I drawl. “Don’t tell me our scents haven’t been soothing you from the minute you opened those gorgeous brown eyes. We can all see the heart monitor up there.” I point vaguely to the little square screen on the wall next to her bed. “As soon as you caught Law’s scent during your existential crisis earlier, your heart slowed right down. He is a stranger to you. Your omega would likely have clawed his eyes out if he wasn’t your scent match. And Lucky? You have a one night stand outside of a heat on suppressants and somehow end up pregnant? Unheard of… outside of a scent match. Scent matches supersede everything. Modern medicine, logic, instincts, laws, all of it. I mean, hell, Lucky even…”

“Shut the fuck up, Rhys!” Lucky barks. His pale cheeks are tomato red and even though the tips of his ears are covered by hair I have no doubt they are as well. He turns to Lainey, a nervous smile plastered on his lips. “Don’t listen to him. Lucky was looking for you, but he didn’t do anything weird. All totally normal, asking around, pining alpha shit. Nothing weird.”

Lainey’s eyes are like saucers as her gaze darts between us. Lucky is an idiot, but he’s right. I shouldn’t be spilling his secrets like that.

“Anyway,” I continue. “You’ll come and stay with us.”

I watch a million emotions fly across her face before she finally settles on resignation. I can see why Lucky has been so obsessed with her; she’s surprised me at every turn thus far. This little omega is going to keep us on our toes, I already know it.
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Lainey’s dorm is still under investigation after the fire when she’s discharged a few hours later, so we bundle her up and take her straight to the pack house. I was raised in an upper middle class family in Georgia, but Law and Luck were on another level. Their dad was a successful real estate developer and their mom was a nurse practitioner with old family money, so they were very well off when they passed, and our pack house reflects that.

It isn’t ostentatious, but it is a six bedroom, seven bathroom, New England style “cottage” with a pack bedroom overlooking the harbor, a home theater, hot tub, like four fireplaces, and a fully stocked library with floor to ceiling shelves.

Okay, so it might be ostentatious. But it’s our home. The place we’re bringing our omega home to and where we will hopefully bring our baby home to, as well.

We all took separate cars to the hospital and I got the honor of driving her home, which means I get to sneak peeks at her expression as we pull into the wraparound driveway. Her jaw drops and draws my attention to a little mole on her neck. The thought of kissing it makes my lips tingle and I turn away before she catches me staring like a creep. Putting the car in park, I turn with the gentlest smile I can muster. Which likely isn’t all too gentle given the piercings and tattoos. “You ready to see your new home?”

She nods and takes a deep breath, drawing my attention to the swell of her breasts beneath the hospital branded t-shirt we bought at the gift shop when we realized she didn’t have any clothes to wear home from the hospital. I feel like a bastard for looking when she’s so vulnerable so I turn away and exit the car as fast as I can, rounding the hood to open Lainey’s door for her.

“Oh! You don’t have to⁠—”

“I want to,” I interrupt her.

She doesn’t say anything else, and I lead her up the stairs to the front door, where Lucky is waiting with a stupid grin that takes up his entire face. I’m mentally writing my speech about him scaring her off when Lainey pipes up from beside me.

“Wow ball boy, kinda thought you would get lost on the way back. Not sure if I’m happy or disappointed you didn’t.”

I choke on a laugh, coughing into my fist as Lucky’s grin gets impossibly bigger. Now I’m starting to understand what Wyatt meant when he called her the dog walker. My pack mate is panting after her like a hungry puppy and Lainey looks all too reluctant to be the one holding the leash. Clearing my throat, I lead the sassy little thing past Luck and into the foyer. She’s looking around like she can’t believe what she’s seeing before she turns to me with wide eyes. “This is like… a real house.”

“As opposed to a doll house?”

She laughs quietly, eyes flicking around the space like they can’t decide what to settle on first. “No, smart ass. I just mean I thought you guys would be in an apartment or maybe the dorms. I thought Lucky lived in the football house…” she trails off and looks to him for confirmation.

He blushes as soon as her eyes land on him and shoves his hands in his pockets. “I do have a room there if I need to crash after a night out or a late game and don’t want to drive home, but no, we all live here.”

Lawson clomps down the stairs in his heavy work boots, drawing our attention. I can practically smell the stress coming off him in waves, turning his gingerbread scent so spicy it burns my nose and throat. I watch as his green eyes scan Lainey from head to toe once, then twice, before finally settling into something calmer. “Hey,” he murmurs. I’m not used to my best friend being so soft, but it makes sense. He has to make decisions all day, every day, some of which are in high stress, life or death situations. I hope Lainey can give him a soft place to land and be a source of comfort eventually. “Your room is ready upstairs. Double doors down at the very end. Tomorrow when you’re feeling a little more settled we can take you into town and get you everything you’ll need to stay here for a while, if that’s alright with you.”

The last bit is added almost as an afterthought, and I have to fight not to laugh. Law isn’t used to asking. At work he just barks orders and people hop to, but I think he knows as well as we do this omega is skittish and wouldn’t allow any of us to boss her around.

I wonder if that’ll change when we’re naked.

The thought of Lainey submitting to me sends a shiver down my spine, but I shove it away. Now is not the time to think about getting my omega naked. “Should we go see if we can scrounge up some soft blankets for your room until you can get a few tomorrow, darlin’?”

She nods reluctantly, but as soon as we’re halfway up the stairs and away from the prying eyes of our pack, her hand lands on my arm, squeezing so tight I think it might actually bruise. My wide eyes find hers only to see panic filling those pretty brown eyes. “Rhys, I can’t afford to go out and buy a whole new wardrobe! Not to mention replacing all of my nesting materials, textbooks, supplies, my phone, laptop. Oh my god, how am I going to⁠—”

My omega is spiraling, and the acrid scent of rancid berries drives my alpha to do something stupid. I slant my mouth over hers and seal our lips together, desperate to distract her and stem the flow of terrified pheromones seeping from her body. I keep it short, but it does the trick anyway. Her body melts into mine with the familiarity of two lovers that have been together for decades rather than two strangers who fell into a scent match less than forty-eight hours ago. Her lips are soft against mine, breath sweet like her scent, and it takes everything in me to pull away and be the steady presence she so desperately needs in this moment. “Listen to me very carefully, Lainey.” The use of her real name gets her attention, eyes snapping to mine even as her chest heaves. “First of all, the phone is a nonissue. Law found it at the scene and snuck it out for you in case you needed to get ahold of anyone.” I hand her the shitty little brick phone which somehow came out of the fire completely unscathed. “Second, Lawson and Lucky are very well off. I won’t go into specifics because that’s tacky and not my story to tell, but know that they could buy you a damned house in the Bahamas and it would be less than a drop in the bucket of their combined net worth. We aren’t asking you to pay for a damn thing. In fact, I will personally make sure you don’t. You don’t know us yet, and I know it’s scary to rely on strangers. But you said it yourself, you don’t have anyone else close enough to help, and you’re carrying our baby. Let us do this. Let us help you, help this little bean.” I place my hand on her belly, immensely pleased when she melts into me. “Please, darlin’.” I’m practically begging, but I couldn’t care less. The need to care for her is a driving force behind everything right now. Every single one of us would rather walk across a parking lot full of angry rattlers before letting her lift a single finger right now.

It feels like I’ve won a battle when she quietly agrees and leans into me, allowing me to wrap my arms around her waist in a gesture that’s soothing me as much as it is her. God, it’s almost unbelievable how well she’s handling everything. We’ll have to keep an eye on her the next few days and make sure she isn’t repressing her emotions about it all. It seems like our little darlin’ has been on her own longer than we know, and she won’t ever have to be again. Lainey Ryan is our omega, and I’ll make damn sure she knows it.
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I should be feeling something bad, right? I mean, there’s obviously the metric ton of guilt for even the thought of allowing this pack to buy me things. But what about everything else I should be feeling? Devastation over my dorm burning down and losing all of my worldly possessions and my nest. Suspicion over this pack of strange alphas that showed up and claimed to be my scent matches. Being “invited”, but actually ordered, to live in their home with no end date in sight. Any one of those things would send an omega into a full blown meltdown, so why am I following Rhys around like a lost puppy with butterflies in my tummy after that kiss?

Maybe I have finally cracked. All the stuff with my mom, losing the store and my home, and now all of this? My brain has just decided we don’t have the capacity to be process any of it so I’m coasting along like a perfect little trophy omega for them to pose as they please.

But that’s not true either, is it? Because I was mean to Lucky — again — and they just laughed like I was being funny. Not a hint of disappointment or irritation at me being rude to one of their pack mates. Just genuine amusement, like my ire was cute.

It’s kind of irritating, if I let myself think too much about it.

But I don’t, because Rhys is opening a set of double doors to the most beautiful bedroom I’ve ever seen in my life, and I forget all about my budding irritation. On the back wall in the middle of the room is a massive rattan bed that looks like it could fit five or six grown alphas comfortably, outfitted in plush bedding that’s the most gorgeous soft butter yellow. There are just enough pillows that the bed looks like a cloud, but not so many I couldn’t hop in for a nap right now. And on either side are matching rattan nightstands in a beautiful light oak.

The walls are white, but not offensively so. More of a gentle cream color than a true white that would hurt sleepy eyes in the morning. Massive picture windows line said walls and behind the gauzy curtains is a view better than any painting I could imagine. The house sits at the edge of a private beach, meaning this room looks out over the ocean, with a large lighthouse just visible from the edge of the window.

Further into the room is a cozy seating area and when my eyes land on the couch, I gasp, hurrying over to it. That’s my couch. I turn to Rhys with wide eyes to find him already watching me. There’s a quirk to his brow and a small smile on his lips, but I have no idea what he’s thinking. “This is my couch.”

He cocks his head, that brow inching higher and making his piercing glint against the afternoon sunlight. “What do you mean, darlin’?”

I sink down into the plush pink cushion, squealing in delight. Rhys follows me over, taking a seat next to me and groaning as he does. “Holy shit, is this thing made of clouds?”

I shake my head, amused but also confused. “Didn't you sit on it before you bought it?”

“Nah, Lucky furnished this entire room himself. I know Wyatt helped him get some of the heavier things up here, but he got a bug up his ass a few months ago about finishing this room and wouldn’t let any of us in here before now.”

If my mouth was open any wider my jaw would probably hit my knees. I try to speak, but he continues. “I guess now we know why he was so insistent. He spent enough at that little home decor shop in town that it probably paid several month’s of their rent.”

My eyes fill with tears, and Rhys sits up straight, immediately pulling me into his lap and cuddling me close. His deliciously sweet sugar cookie scent fills my nostrils and it relaxes me exactly the way it did in the hospital. “Woah, hey! I’m sorry. I’m sure it really wasn’t that much money. I was exaggerating because Lucky tends to go overboard.”

A hesitant, rattling purr starts in his chest and my body sags into it involuntarily. No one has ever purred for me before these men. Not even my dad when he was still around. “It’s not that,” I hiccup. “That was my store.”

There’s a break in the purr before it kicks up again twice as loud. Rhys soothes one large hand up and down my back, which does wonders to distract my system from the sudden deluge of sadness. “What do you mean when you say it was your store?”

I feel pathetic crying in his arms like this when he’s still little more than a stranger, but nothing about it feels wrong. I just feel like a needy omega, and being a needy omega was unacceptable in my house. “My mom opened that store after my dad left. I was maybe eight? I helped out from day one, but when I turned sixteen my mom gave me free reign to do as I pleased, and I all but took over. I did the ordering, inventory, I worked every day and did school right there at the front counter between customers. I was even set to take over after graduation. And I was obsessed with this stupid pink couch that felt like a cloud.” I glance up to gauge Rhys’s reaction, but he’s stoic. “That is actually how I ended up in the dorms in the first place,” I sigh heavily, turning my face into his neck for a less than subtle hit of his scent. Talking about my mom sends my anxiety through the roof, and I worry these alphas are going to agree with her. I’m too much, too needy, too omega. “She sold the store with no warning so she could retire to Florida with her latest shitty boyfriend. Only she didn’t just sell the store. She sold the apartment above it, too. The apartment we had lived in for the last eleven years. I had to move into the dorms and take whatever convenient last minute room they could find mid-semester.”

Rhys’s jaw is clenched when I finally gain the courage to look him in the eye again. There’s a muscle ticking there too, but his hand is still so gentle on my back. He clears his throat roughly, taking a deep breath. I know my scent is probably acrid right now, but being this close to him has it sweetening by the second. “So let me get this straight.” He grumbles angrily. “Your mother sold your future out from under you, sold your home, and you had to move into communal housing—all so she could chase some tail?”

I snort a laugh, but his expression doesn’t change. He looks truly angry. But not at me—for me. I nod slowly, placing one hand on his chest and rubbing small circles over the center. His purr has stopped, but his scent swells around us with each breath. “She did do all of that. And I was really angry, but…”

His head whips up, expression guarded. “But what?”

I sigh, not sure if I’m ready to admit this is probably the best case scenario in my current situation. “But, if none of that had happened, I wouldn’t have met Lucky. And if I hadn’t met Lucky…” I trail off, but place a hand on my bloated lower stomach. I don’t have a true bump yet, but it doesn’t stop Rhys from catching my meaning.

His blue eyes blaze as his tattooed hand covers mine. “So I guess I should be thanking your mom?”

“Oh god no,” I laugh, lightening the mood. “Don’t thank that woman for anything. She’s a nightmare on the best day. We haven’t even spoken since she left.”

Understanding dawns. “That’s why you don’t have health insurance.”

Oh, fuck.

Rhys must see my panic because those big hands immediately move up to cup my face. “We’ve got you, darlin’. You aren’t alone in this anymore. We’ll figure it out. Okay?”

I nod, and he smiles. “Good. Enough of the heavy shit. Ready to see the rest of your room?”

I nearly choke. “There’s more?”

He just laughs like I’m being cute again. I’m not sure how I feel about all of this amusement at my expense. I’m not cute, damn it. I’m a strong, intimidating, independent woman. Though that idea is almost proven false when he scoops me up like I weigh nothing and carries me across the room to two closed doors. Just as he reaches for the handle on the first one closest to the front of the room, a tentative knock sounds and Wyatt pokes his head in. When he sees Rhys’s hand outstretched, he grins shyly. “Oh good, I didn’t miss it.”

Rhys looks as confused as I feel. “Miss what?”

Wyatt’s teeth sink into his bottom lip, exposing a small gap between his front teeth I somehow didn’t notice in the hospital. “I wanted to be here for this part. It’s the one thing I didn’t let Lucky touch in here.”

Rhys steps back to let his packmate lead the way, and it makes me smile. I’ve seen too many alphas get territorial once an omega enters the picture, and the fact that Rhys is willingly stepping aside to give Wyatt the spotlight endears me to him even more. Maybe he’s not so scary, after all.

Wyatt nearly bounces on his toes, but I can’t tell if it’s from nerves or excitement. He opens the door to what I can only describe as paradise. A massive freestanding bathtub sits inside of a fully tiled open shower that could fit the entire pack easily. Where the bedroom is light and airy with bright colors everywhere, the bathroom is a serene mix of sage greens and light wood tones that match the rattan furniture in the bedroom.

I’m so busy gaping at the bathroom of my dreams that I don’t notice Wyatt until he’s right in front of me with a hand held out cautiously like he’s afraid I might bite.

Which, to be fair, I probably would if it was Lucky in front of me.

His sheepish smile is everything, and I can’t help but smile back as I place my hand in his. They’re not as big as Rhys’s, but they’re warm and calloused which makes sense if he works out a lot for football. “Come on, I’ve been dying to show you this.”

My curiosity is only piqued further when he leads me to the vanity and opens the doors beneath. “Lucky described your scent to me, so I tried to only get things I thought might complement it rather than clash. Plus all the usual scent canceling things for when you’re overwhelmed and need to be scent-free.”

He seems to be a nervous rambler, which is just another adorable piece to the puzzle that is Wyatt Hanna. “You did all this for me?” I can’t even pretend to hide the surprise in my tone. “You didn’t even know me. Or if Lucky would ever see me again.”

Wyatt shrugs, like this is no big deal. Like there isn’t an entire pharmacy’s worth of luxury bath products he bought based on the description of my scent. “Lucky has never cared about a hookup before,” he grimaces. “That sounds bad. He isn’t a total douche, I swear. He just always made sure they knew the score and never went back for a repeat. I have never seen him as twisted up as he’s been the last few months, since the night you shared. Lucky is basically my other half so I knew without having met you that you were special.”

“But what if he hadn’t found me?” My mind simply cannot wrap itself around the fact that Lucky created this space for me without even knowing if he would find me again, let alone bringing his best friend and pack mate into it. And for Wyatt to just jump in? No questions asked? It’s rewriting everything I thought I knew about alphas.

Again, Wyatt just shrugs. “Didn’t matter. I had a good feeling he would, because Luck is a persistent bastard, but if he hadn’t, this room still would have been yours. Lucky picked everything out there based on the only outfit he had ever seen you in. And I picked everything in here based on his version of your scent. This space is yours Lainey.” He glances at my stomach, eyes going soft. “Yours and theirs. Regardless of what happens between any of us.”

My eyes mist over, and the alphas share a look before Rhys places a gentle kiss on my forehead. “We’ll give you some time to settle in, and then later we can go shopping. Okay?”

I nod, sure that if I open my mouth the floodgates will open and I’ll lose what little composure I have left.

As soon as the door snicks shut and I’m left alone in the silence of my perfect new room, I lose the battle with my willpower and sink onto the bed before I break down, tears soaking the duvet for a long time before sleep pulls me under.
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The persistent buzzing of my phone wakes me what feels like minutes later, but when I look at the clock I’m shocked to find several hours have passed. The door to my room is still firmly shut, but that doesn’t mean one or more of the alphas didn’t check on me during my nap. I find I don’t hate the idea nearly as much as I should.

Posey’s name lights up the little screen again and I realize she’s calling me. Guilt sluices through me when I realize she must have heard about the fire, so I’m quick to answer.

“Lainey Ryan why haven’t you been answering your phone?! Are you okay? What happened? It’s all over campus that Anderson Dorm burned down and then you go MIA? I’ve been calling you for hours!” My best friend screeches into the phone, making me cringe at the tinny rattle it causes in my crappy speakers. My phone is older than dirt, but it’s served me well the last decade despite having none of the amenities of current technology. Hell, the thing survived a literal fire. Surely that deserves some credit, if nothing else.

“Okay, can you slow down? And maybe turn the volume down a notch or ten? My head is killing me.” It’s a known fact that I’m almost always grouchy when I first wake up, but I think the smoke inhalation side effects are finally hitting me, too. At least I’m not nauseous all the time anymore.

There’s a deep breath on the other end of the line, and then a more rational Posey comes back on. “I’m sorry. Are you and baby okay?”

I nod even though she can’t see me. “I suffered from smoke inhalation, but all things considered, it could have been much worse. Baby is fine, too.”

A relieved gust of breath. “Okay, good. That’s good. Where are you?”

Looking around, I am in awe again that Lucky and Wyatt did all of this for me. “It’s kind of a long story,” I start. And for the next half hour, I run my friend through every detail of the last 72 hours, not leaving a single thing out. By the time I’m done explaining my saga, Posey’s whole pack, including my brother, are listening raptly and chiming in often with commentary that’s far funnier than it should be. “And that’s how I ended up alone in my scent matched pack’s house laying on a bed softer than clouds with dried drool on my cheek and eyes swollen from crying.”

“Well shit,” Jude sighs. “You sure know how to keep people on their toes, Lain.” Only my brother has ever called me Lain, and hearing it now makes me smile. I’m hopeful for our relationship now that he’s bonded to my best friend. It wasn’t bad before, we just didn’t really have one. It would be nice to have my big brother back.

“You aren’t mad?” I ask tentatively. Unless Posey told him, he is just now finding out I’m pregnant.

“Why would I be mad, Lain? Do I think you’re a little young to be getting bonded and having babies? Sure. But it’s your life. I’m just here to support you through it.”

That is exactly what I needed to hear, but… “Nobody said anything about bonding!” I nearly screech.

Somebody, probably Parker, snorts. My theory is confirmed when he speaks. “10 bucks and a cinnamon roll from Sugar & Spice says you’ll be bonded before the year is out, friend.”

I sputter. That’s barely two months away. A knock on my door saves me from answering and instead I say a quick goodbye before hanging up just in time for Lucky to bound into the room like he’s spring-loaded. “Hey sleepy kitten. Have a nice nap?”

Looks like he’s over his quietness from the hospital. I glare at him, and he chuckles. “Oh, got it. So we’re not a morning person. I wouldn’t know since I’ve never actually seen you wake up before,” the ass says with a wink.

I wish I had something to throw at him. “Careful ball boy,” I warn. “If you thought I was mean earlier, you don’t want to see me overtired and under-caffeinated.”

Lucky just smirks, excitement dancing in his hazel eyes. He looks truly thrilled by the prospect of me being even meaner. This silly man doesn’t seem to be afraid of my attitude. Not even one little bit. A greek fucking tragedy if you ask me considering I was kind of hoping it would scare him away.

“Don’t tempt me with a good time, gorgeous.” He slaps my ass, making me squeak. “But we don’t have time to play right now. It’s time to take you shopping.”
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Lainey’s scent is all over the pack house, and I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy, or horny, in my life. When Lawson sent me to fetch her for our little shopping adventure, I honestly thought he was crazy. It’s clear she isn’t all that comfortable with me right now, but maybe he knows that and is playing mediator. Wyatt is usually the one to settle disputes in our pack, but everything is changing now that we have Lainey, so maybe that is too.

I bound up the stairs three at a time, the knowledge that I actually found my scent match making me feel like I chased three lines with a Red Bull. I have spent the last three months looking for this girl, and now she’s here. In my house. It doesn’t feel real. And not only that, but she’s pregnant. We created an actual human life together. If that doesn’t prove scent theory I don’t know what does.

So yeah, maybe my kitten isn’t super comfortable with me yet, but I plan to do everything in my power to change that, starting with getting her everything she and the baby could possibly need.

Knocking on the door, I don’t wait before barging in like I own the place. “Hey sleepy kitten. Have a nice nap?” I can’t know for sure that she slept, but based on the lines on her face and sleepy flush to her cheeks, I would be willing to bet she did.

Those brown eyes immediately glare daggers at me, making me laugh. She’s so goddamn cute when she’s in angry kitten mode. “Oh, got it. So we’re not a morning person. I wouldn’t know since I’ve never actually seen you wake up before.” I wink at her so she knows I’m just kidding, but it only makes her lips pucker in a pout.

Fuck, that’s almost as cute as her glare.

“Careful, ball boy,” she warns in a raspy voice that has my dick jumping to attention. She tosses another warning out, something about seeing her tired, but she called me ball boy and now all my mind can focus on is the last time she called me that.

Clearing my throat, I shift to the side and pray my erection isn’t too obvious. The last thing she needs in this moment is me panting after her like a horny dog. I can wait to do that until after I am back in her good graces. “Don’t tempt me with a good time, gorgeous.” Moving closer to the bed, I get within arms reach and because I just cannot resist, I smack her on the ass. She squeaks, and it takes considerable effort to bite back another chuckle. “But we don’t have time to play right now. It’s time to take you shopping!”

She groans, burying her head in the pillow like she can’t believe this is happening. Everything she does is my new favorite thing, and I absently wonder if this level of obsession is healthy. I just want to squeeze her. That’s a thing, right? Cuteness aggression? I will have to be extra careful to not actually squeeze her in case it hurts her or the baby.

“Unless you would like me to carry your fine ass out to the car I suggest you get a move on, kitten.”

There’s some muffled grumbling but otherwise she doesn’t move. I shrug even though she can’t see me. “Alright, up you go!” Before she realizes what I’m doing, I toss her over my shoulder, careful to not put pressure on her belly. Her scent is absurdly strong this close, but there’s a tinge to it that wasn’t there before. Almost a minty scent that’s a little like mine, but not quite. But I get distracted when she wiggles.

“Hey!” Lainey screeches, pounding on my back and the top of my butt with her small fists. I would laugh, but I really don’t want to jostle her too much more. Now that she’s up there, it doesn’t seem like one of my smartest ideas.

“I warned you, and you chose to ignore it. Can’t blame a guy for following through.”

She harrumphs, like I’ve made a point and she isn’t happy about it. It sends a thrill through me. I have a feeling my girl doesn’t miss the chance to retort very often, so I plan to enjoy each time I manage to stump her. Her elbows dig into my shoulder blades as she props herself up, twisting to face me as much as she can as we descend the stairs. “Where are we going, anyway?”

I bite my lip to contain my stupid grin at her acquiescence and pray she can’t hear the smugness in my voice when I respond. “There’s a huge mall a couple of towns over, so I figure we will start there and see how much we can find there. Then we can hit up the large nesting store in Ellsworth and get you properly outfitted.”

Her scent dips slightly before growing somehow even sweeter. “I get a nest?”

My lips seal themselves shut as my scent takes a nosedive, the peppermint going stale with distress. I wait until we’re outside next to the car before sliding her off my shoulder and cupping her soft cheeks in my hands. “Lainey, why wouldn’t you get a nest?”

She shakes her head, but I firm my grip and hold her gaze until she relents. The start of what I think is a whine ekes out before it’s swallowed back. “I’ve never had a real nest before,” she whispers, scent darkening with shame. “In our old apartment, it was a windowless closet that was so tiny I had to sleep curled in a ball. And then in the dorm, it was the space beneath my bunk. I just… I wasn’t expecting you all to give me a nest. Not when you barely know me and don’t know how long I will be here.”

I don’t even know where to begin. She’s breaking my heart with each new thing I discover about her. How could anyone not adore this sweet omega? “Kitten, a nest is one of the most important things an omega can possibly have.” I watch her mouth open, likely to argue, but Wyatt cuts her off by brushing a few strands of hair out of her face.

“He’s right, honey. A nest is vital to an omega’s wellbeing. Not only because they are often used as a safe place to ride out heats, but also because they assist with emotional regulation, can lower your heart rate, and decrease stress hormone levels that can harm you and the baby. The fact that you have been all but deprived of an actual nest until now is abhorrent, but you won’t be ever again if we have a say.”

Wide brown eyes stare at him in surprise, and he just huffs bashfully. His cheeks are turning that adorable shade of pink they always do when he’s embarrassed or put on the spot, and Lainey practically has heart eyes watching it happen. “I’m pre-med. We just did a unit on omega health. And I may have read a little further ahead than we were supposed to so I could ensure we can properly care for you.”

Well damn. I figured he would do something like that, but Lainey is looking at my best friend like he hung the moon. I didn’t think I would ever be jealous of one of my pack mates, but in this moment I kind of am. I want her to look at me like that.

“We need to get on the road if we are going to get everything done today,” Law shouts from the driver’s seat of our massive SUV. When he first bought this thing, I thought he was an idiot. Now that there are five of us, soon to be six, I’m grateful for my older brother’s forethought.

We pile into the car, Law and Rhys in the front, while Wyatt and I squish Lainey into the middle seat between us. Could one or both of us have climbed into the third row to give her space? Sure. Was I about to miss an opportunity to have my omega plastered to my side for thirty minutes? Absolutely not.

Wanting to push my luck, I thread my fingers through Laineys as Wy buckles her seatbelt for her. I can tell she’s a little taken aback by the gesture, but she doesn’t stop him. He seems to realize what he’s doing too late and blushes again. “S-sorry,” he stutters. “Was that okay?”

Lainey bites down on her plush bottom lip and nods, drawing my attention to the way her perfume fills the car. She also hasn’t let go of my hand, which feels like a major win right now.

The drive to the mall is over all too soon and before Lainey has the chance to let go, I tug her out through my side, keeping a solid hold on her fingers. She shakes her head but doesn’t argue, letting me hold her hand all the way to the massive entrance until she gets too distracted looking around us to keep up with my long strides. Rhys hangs back so she doesn’t end up alone, watching her with a soft look on his face I have never seen before.

Normally when we go shopping as a pack, we all split up and kind of wander off to do our own thing. Or Wyatt follows me around as I spend way too long trying on clothes. Not today. Today, the four of us stick within touching distance of our omega, orbiting around her like she has her own gravitational pull designed specifically for her alphas.

If this is how intense we all are on day one, I can’t imagine how much worse we’ll be if she ever lets us bond her.
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We make it about two hours into our outing before Lainey’s stomach is growling loud enough to be heard throughout the department store and Lawson freaks out, demanding we feed her. I toss an arm around her shoulder and pull her into my side, and a thrill rushes through me when she gives me a side-eye. I love it when she’s mean to me. Yeah, I want her to want my affection, but it’s also pretty hot when she gets all fired up. I love her sassy mouth, and no matter how many barbs she aims my way, my dick doesn’t get the memo that she isn’t trying to turn us on. It seems like she has a ten foot wall up around her heart, and every attempt to poke at it is met with irritation. Like she’s wearing a security blanket of hostility. It only makes me more determined to tear it apart. Then she can be mean to me all she wants while also being my girlfriend and accepting my affection without a fight.

I push my luck even further and nuzzle my nose into the top of her head, taking in the deliciously rich scent of huckleberry pie and that puzzling touch of mint. Lainey cuddles further into my side, and my heart soars. “Are you having any cravings yet? That’s a pregnancy thing, right?”

Her nose wrinkles. “I think so. And it would make sense as to why I feel like throwing a tantrum for a cinnamon roll is a perfectly valid thing to do as a grown adult woman.”

I bark a laugh, not bothering to hide it. “You’re right. That is a perfectly valid emotional response to cinnamon rolls.”

Lawson growls, crossing his arms. “You need to eat real food, omega.”

Lainey turns a vicious glare on my brother, and it’s a wonder his balls don’t shrivel up on the spot. “Did you not just hear me say I want a cinnamon roll?” I know now that despite all the ways she has sniped at me, Lainey was never truly irritated with me. This tone that she’s taking with my brother? That tone would send a lesser alpha to his knees to beg for forgiveness despite having done nothing wrong.

Rhys, sensing our head alpha is in dangerous waters, steps in like the Dom he is. One hand caresses her hair before cupping her cheek and drawing her eyes up to meet his, while the other lands flat on her belly. “Darlin’,” he drawls in a tone so smooth butter wouldn’t melt. “Your body is building an entire human from scratch right now. This little love needs more than just sugar to grow, don’t you think?” She immediately offers a dazed nod that makes him smile. “Is there something else we can get to fill your belly before all that sugar hits it?”

A heavy sigh. “I guess I could go for some dumplings.”

Rhys beams, pecking her on the nose. “Atta girl.”

Lainey’s scent sweetens infinitely, and my cock thickens behind my jeans. Maybe I should have worn underwear today for an extra layer between my skin and the cold metal zipper, but that would also have been an extra layer between me and my omega. One thing is for sure, if our girl is going to keep smelling like my favorite dessert and greatest wish all rolled into one, I am going to need to learn to get ahold of my hormones.

Ha, as if.
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Shopping with the guys has been an experience. Between Lucky’s constant touching, Wyatt checking in with me, Lawson’s endless stare, and Rhys flexing his dominance, I haven’t had a moment to breathe. We had dumplings for lunch and then got my promised cinnamon roll, which I will never admit made me feel a bit sick, before getting back in the car and making the short drive to the nesting superstore.

Nestful is the largest nesting supply store on the East Coast according to Wyatt. The man has been a walking fact fountain all day, and I kind of love it. He’s knowledgeable on just about every subject, and not once has he made me feel silly for the omega and baby related questions I slip in when I think none of the others are listening. Of all four of the alphas, I can see myself being the most comfortable with him.

Which is why, when all of the others are distracted, I ask Wyatt to come with me down the personal care aisle. “Uh, Lainey?” He chokes, cheeks blazing as his perfectly rich cocoa scent swirls around us. He smells like hot chocolate; the really good stuff, not the little packets that are ninety percent powdered milk. “Is there a reason we’re standing in front of a wall of sex toys?”

My throat is thick with embarrassment, but I’m really starting to trust Wyatt. “My doctor said pregnancy for omegas can be… uncomfortable. All of the extra hormones flowing through our bodies, potential heat spikes, and general need for skin contact and closeness. I already know I’m going to be needy, and I don’t want to assume you and the others will…”

Wyatt’s hands bracket my hips and push until my back hits the shelf behind me. “Lainey,” he murmurs huskily. “Can I kiss you?”

His scent is doing crazy things to my head, and my clit throbs hearing the raw need in his voice. “Yes,” I whisper back.

Soft lips land on mine, unhurried and sweet. The kiss is over far too soon, which is probably for the best as I feel like I want to drop to my knees in front of him right this second. His breath fans across my face when he pulls away, only going far enough so we can lock eyes. “Please assume. I am begging you, honey. I know I speak for myself and Lucky at the very least when I tell you to consider us your personal sex toys. Anything you need, it’s yours. Anything you want. All you have to do is say the word.”

I open my mouth to ask for I don’t know what, but my phone rings, saving me from any potential embarrassment in the form of a pathetic omega whine. “Hello?”

“Hello, is this Magdalene Ryan?” A tinny female voice asks.

I can’t help but cringe at the use of my full name. It’s so rare that I hear anyone but my mother use it that it’s always a bit of an unwelcome shock to the system. “This is she,” I utter suspiciously. Calls like this only ever mean two things: spam, or someone wants money.

“My name is Anna and I am calling from the billing department at Sunday Harbor Hospital. I see here you had a short stay with us recently, but it looks like we failed to verify your insurance information before you left. I have Lawson Daire down as point of contact for insurance, is that correct?”

My heart is in my throat, and everything gets fuzzy around me as I struggle to regulate my breathing. I don’t have insurance, what the hell was Lawson thinking? Before I can properly formulate a response, the phone is pried out of my shaking hand. Lawson’s gingerbread scent is subdued but slightly spicy, like he’s nervous. “I’m so sorry, Lainey had to step away from the phone for a moment. This is Lawson Daire, may I ask who I am speaking to?”

The next few moments are a blur, but I’m cognizant of the alpha giving his full name, social security number, date of birth, as well as some other letter and number combinations I don’t quite understand. He rattles them off so quickly this can’t be his first time at this kind of rodeo.

Wyatt catches my eye with a small but reassuring smile, though it doesn’t mask the concern in his pretty brown eyes. Lucky and Rhys joined us at some point, but while Rhys is paying rapt attention to whatever Lawson is saying to the hospital, Lucky is making stupid faces at me like I’m an infant in need of distraction.

I hate that it’s working.

He must be able to tell because a brilliant grin takes over his face. It isn’t smug, just genuine happiness that he was able to pull me out of my own head. By the time I turn my attention back to Lawson, his mouth is set in a line that expresses grim determination.

“I don’t have insurance,” I blurt. “My mom closed our store down at the beginning of the year and when she did, I lost my job, home, and health insurance all in one fell swoop.”

Rhys already knows this, though maybe not the insurance part, but the other three look stunned. “That’s why you were in the dorms?” Lucky asks tentatively. It’s strange to see him without his particular brand of cocky confidence I was growing reluctantly fond of, but I nod anyway. My earlier words and actions towards him have been weighing heavily on me, and I know I need to apologize for being a jerk when he was only trying to get to know me. He sighs. “You can’t be without health insurance, kitten. It wouldn’t be okay if it was just you, but you are also growing a baby. Our baby. That increases the risk of something going wrong tenfold.”

Wyatt nods frantically, his hands wringing together. “The maternal mortality rate in this country is abysmal, and that is with the advancements of a developed country and modern medicine. You don’t have to see an OB/GYN. It could be a midwife, a nurse practitioner, or a holistic birthing center. But to do any of that you will need health insurance.”

Lucky cuts in, slicing a hand through the air. “She doesn’t. We can pay out of pocket. Not like we can’t afford it.” He isn’t bragging, just very matter of fact.

I balk. “A simple doctors appointment used to be several hundred dollars and that was with the crappy insurance we already had. But monthly appointments, ultrasounds, the birth itself. It would be astronomical."

Lawson grunts, crossing his arms. “I have a solution, but I don’t think you’re going to like it.”

I raise a brow, already skeptical. My arms cross in a mirror image of his, while the others watch on in amusement, their worry temporarily forgotten. It must look pretty comical. A five and a half feet tall omega squaring up to an alpha almost a foot taller than her. A sheriff, no less. But my mother raised me to believe I should be fiercely independent, which comes with a less than healthy dose of stubborn resolve. Add in the raging pregnancy hormones and it’s a recipe for a moody, mean, disaster of an omega.

He doesn’t blink, delivering words that rock my world on its axis with a sort of detached calm I would expect to see in Sheriff Daire, but not my potential alpha. “We need to bond.”
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When our parents died, Lucky and I sat through hours of upon hours of people offering their condolences after the funeral. The event had such a large turnout the church couldn’t fit everyone that showed, so they spilled out onto the lawn in droves. Every single person had a kind word to say or an apology to offer. By the end of the first hour I wanted to crawl out of my skin, but that discomfort was nothing compared to the car ride home after telling Lainey my idea.

I didn’t even have a chance to explain before she outright laughed in my face. And then she turned on her heel and left the damn mall. Lucky and Wyatt scrambled after her so she wouldn’t be alone, but Rhys hung back, staring at me like I had three heads. Eventually he reached the same conclusion I did: that I am currently committing insurance fraud because despite what I told the hospital in order to have Lainey’s care run through our insurance, we are in fact not bonded.

No matter how hard I tried, I could not find the words to accurately express how worried I am about Lainey. About the baby. Lucky might not remember because he was probably only six at the time, but our mom was pregnant and lost the baby. I don’t think she was very far along, but I remember her and our dads crying about it a lot for a while. I was only ten, but I tried to shield my little brother the best I could. And now Lainey is here, and she’s pregnant. And she doesn’t have health insurance. I know she has already seen a doctor, because she told us, but will she stop going because she’s worried about the cost?

I saw the look on her face every time we checked out at a store. These were things she needed desperately. Basics like clothes, toiletries, nesting supplies. She fought us on every single thing she didn’t see as absolute necessities, and yet still the look of guilt on her face with each new transaction gutted me.

From the moment I scented her on those panties, Lainey Ryan was mine. Seeing her for the first time at the dorms, even sweaty and covered in soot, only solidified it. Every single alpha instinct I possess drives me to care for her, protect her, satisfy her every need and want. If it weren’t for the fact that I was positive she’d put an I.V. needle through my eye, I would have bonded her in that goddamn hospital room.

So no, she might not be ready. And she might not like it all that much. But come hell or high water, that omega will be wearing my bite by the end of the evening.

“Hello! Earth to crazy alpha?” Lainey’s growl brings me back to the present, and it takes considerable effort to maintain my blank mask in the face of her wrath.

“I apologize. What were you saying?”

My pack mates groan, which almost makes me cringe. If they think I fucked up by spacing out, then I must have missed the majority of her angry explanation as to why we shouldn’t bond.

I shrug. “Listen, if you really think about it, you know I’m right. The hospital already thinks we’re bonded, I listed myself as your bond mate in all of the insurance paperwork, and it will make things a hell of a lot easier when that tiny human comes along if you have at least one bonded alpha. The legal benefits alone are numerous.”

Her mouth pops open, and I pray she can’t read the crazy thoughts running through my head. Because while everything I just said is technically true, what I really want to say is that my instincts are demanding I tie her down so she can’t get away, before giving her so many orgasms and snacks she won’t want to get away.

But that sounds a touch unhinged, so I lock it away.

“Lawson…” her voice is raspy, and it’s hard to tell if that is from the smoke, all the talking today, or if she’s fighting back tears. God I hope it isn’t the latter. The thought that just the idea of bonding with me could make her cry is enough to make me want to puke and scream all at once. “We barely know each other. We just met!”

I nod in agreement, as if I haven’t had my mind made up since the very first second I saw her. “You’re right. But Lainey, you are pregnant with Lucky’s baby. We’re already tied for life. And one day, when you’re ready, I am confident we will all want to bond you and make you part of this pack officially. Maybe this is happening sooner than any of us are ready for,” I almost snort at the blatant lie, but choke it back. “But frankly, none of us will allow you and our little one to go with anything but the best care. If there was another solution, I would be offering it. I truly believe this to be the best option, and it is something I am happy to do.”

That’s the understatement of the century, but the goal is to get her to agree to this bond, not scare her off.

After a few very tense moments of silence where it feels like every man in the room is holding his breath, she sighs. Her head hangs, dark blonde hair cascading down to cover her face until she finally looks up to meet my eyes. “How do we do this?”

My heart stutters to a stop in my chest. Did she just agree? I glance around to the rest of my pack to find them gawping at us like we’re a brand new exhibit at the zoo.

Clearing my throat, I sit forward, steepling my hands in front of me. Lainey is sitting in a plush chair across from the couch I share with Wyatt and Rhys, while Lucky claimed the arm of her chair and has been absently twirling strands of her hair around his fingers. “We can do it now,” I offer before thinking better of it. I quickly backtrack. “Or we can go up to my room, or yours. The nest if you want it, though none of your new things are in there yet. I don’t know if you…”

“Let’s just do it now. Bite the bullet and get the awkwardness out of the way fast, yeah?”

Ouch. I knew she wasn’t thrilled about bonding so soon, but I had hoped she would be even just a little bit excited by the idea of tying herself to our pack. To me. I slide my professional expression back in place, the one I use at work so people can’t tell what I’m thinking, and pat the space next to me on the couch. Wyatt scoots over to make space for her which isn’t necessary. Despite being a little on the tall side for an omega, she’s teeny. I can’t wait to see what she looks like a few months from now.

“Where do you want my bite?” I have never really given much thought to where I would want my bond mark on a partner before, so I’m content to let her decide.

She pulls her hair to the side, baring the left side of her neck and the smooth, soft skin there. “Here,” she whispers. “Then there won’t be any doubt.”

She might be thinking practically, but it sends a jolt of pride through me all the same. She wants my bite front and center where everyone will be able to see it. It doesn’t matter that I will have to go back to pulling double shifts tomorrow, or that people at her school won’t know she’s mine. With one glance, they will be able to see this omega is claimed, and that’s enough to keep my alpha at bay. For now.

I don’t hesitate. Leaning in, I press the gentlest kiss against her neck and bite down to the sound of her quiet gasp. Instantly, everything that is Lainey floods the center of my chest. At first she’s all fiery passion and righteous fury, but as I lap at the bond to soothe the angry skin, it begins to settle into something softer and more vulnerable. Beneath all that sass and sarcasm there is a darling girl that aches to be loved as she is, to be understood in a way that doesn’t require explanation.

We lock eyes as I pull back, and I trace a finger down my neck, mirroring the spot her fresh bond now sits. Her brown eyes are as dark as I’ve seen them yet, so brown they could almost be black. She leans in, hesitating only slightly, and the moment her teeth pierce my skin it feels like a thousand lightning bolts have hit me, one from each point of connection in her mouth all the way down to my rigid cock. Bonding is an intimate act that is typically done during a heat, or if not in heat then during a different moment of closeness between the alpha and their partner, so it’s no surprise my dick feels like it is about to bust through the seam of my jeans. And when her tongue peeks out to tend to the bond? Each lick feels like a hand on me, stroking. If I don’t get out of here fast, I am going to come in my pants like a pathetic school boy.

As soon as Lainey pulls back, I grunt, placing a kiss on her cheek. “Welcome to the pack, angel.” Then I haul ass upstairs, barely making it to my bathroom before my pants hit the floor. I flick on the shower and step in, not giving a damn that it’s ice cold. My knot is throbbing, demanding attention from the perfect little omega I just left downstairs with our pack. One hand wraps around my shaft as the other hits the tiles to hold me up. My legs are shaking, adrenaline coursing through me like I’ve never felt before. Images of my omega run through my head like a highlight reel. Things I haven’t seen in real life but would give absolutely anything to.

Lainey on her knees in front of me, arms crossed and pushing up those perky tits.

Lainey on her back, getting herself off exactly how she likes as I watch with rapt fascination.

My hand strokes over the head of my cock, using the dripping precum as lube so I can stroke faster, imagining it’s my omega’s hand, mouth, anything.

Lainey handcuffed to my headboard while I lick her through so many orgasms she cries.

Lainey laying naked next to me with our hands on her belly as she calls me daddy.

It’s the last thought that finally tips me over the edge as I come, covering my hand and the wall in pulse after pulse until I collapse backwards, completely spent and only feeling slightly guilty.

If Lainey truly doesn’t want this bond, it’s going to hurt like hell. But I would rather live a lifetime bonded to someone that doesn’t want me back than live a single moment without protecting her in any way I can.

I just hope eventually she feels the same way.
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Lainey is shaking like a leaf. Lawson just hauled ass up the stairs like his feet were on fire and left our omega, his brand new bonded mate, in the dust. I have to believe he has a reason for it, but my instincts do not give a shit what that reason might be. All I know now is our girl is shaking and dealing with this alone.

I place a hand on her back between her shoulder blades, and she gasps quietly. One hand grasps her chin, tilting her face up so I can see her eyes. The brown of her iris is barely visible with how wide her pupils are blown, and her face is bright red. A single breath in confirms my suspicions.

Bonding, even during pregnancy, can often trigger heat spikes if done outside of an actual heat. Since pregnant women can’t have heats, heat spikes are the body’s way of naturally cycling through excess hormones. Bonding Lawson sent Lainey into a heat spike, and the way her syrupy sweet berry pie scent is practically smothering me only confirms it.

“Lainey, do you want to go up to your bed?” I ask softly. We haven’t even started setting up her nest yet, and I’m kicking myself for that now. Lucky and Rhys both make angry sounds of protest behind me, but I glare at them and fan my face, grateful when they seem to understand.

Lainey nods, clutching at her lower abdomen with a sad little whimper. Not wanting to risk her becoming any more uncomfortable, I stand, scooping her up in my arms bridal style as I do. “Alright, up we go beautiful.”

I hear Rhys mutter something about electrolytes while Lucky sighs heavily, but I keep my attention focused solely on the stairs. I know she probably would have had a hard time making it all the way up, but I also didn’t think about how scary carrying her would be. I have my omega cradled in my arms and while that normally wouldn’t phase me, she’s pregnant. If anything happens and I dropped her, I would never forgive myself.

Which is why walking up the single flight of stairs takes several minutes when it would normally only take about thirty seconds. “Wyatt?” Lainey pants.

I pause to I can meet her eyes, not willing to climb without watching my step. “Yeah, honey?”

“Why are you moving like a turtle through clay?”

A snort escapes, and I can’t even cover my mouth when embarrassment heats my face. “I’m holding precious cargo. Don’t want to risk anything happening to you.” My lips land on her forehead in a gentle press.

Her perfume explodes around us, and it’s so strong my head feels foggy. I move up the stairs a little quicker than before, still careful to watch every single step. By the time we reach her room at the top, my heart is beating like a drum in my chest and it sounds a hell of a lot like Lainey’s name.

Her bed is slightly rumpled from her nap earlier, but one of the guys must have brought her bags when we got home, because all of her new clothes and nesting supplies are piled up between the closet and nest doors. “Bed or nest, honey?”

Lainey’s eyes are wide and glassy as they dart around the room. I can tell her omega is at least partially in the driver’s seat, but since she’s not in full blown heat she’s still coherent. “Bed.” She whispers. “Not ready for the nest.”

I file that away to dissect later, because the way she phrased that gave me questions. Striding to the bed, I set her on the edge and squat so we are eye level. The last thing I want is for her to feel like I’m looming over her. Or like I expect anything from her because she’s in a spike. “Do you want some of the toys you got from Nestful?”

Her eyes fill with tears instantly, making me panic. I cup her face, kissing every inch of skin I can reach. I have no idea why I do it, but my instincts demand I fix whatever I did and this was the logical solution. “Hey, hey. Did I upset you? Are you not in a spike? I shouldn’t have assumed, I just…”

Lainey cuts me off by pressing her lips to mine, stunning me silent. It’s just a quick peck and when she pulls back, I gape. “Want you. Your scent, your skin, your weight.”

My head tilts. “My weight?”

She nods shyly. “Can you just, like, lay on me? Like one of those weighted blankets.”

A lightbulb goes off, one of the pages from our textbook coming back with startling clarity.

When omegas are particularly stressed or anxious, they may seek a confined space or choose to lie on/under their chosen alpha to soothe their nervous systems. It is very important these instincts not be ignored, as…

My mental gymnastics trying to remember the full passage are cut off when tiny, cold fingers skirt along the hem of my shirt and tug. I lift wide, startled eyes to my omega, who is still impatiently tugging at my sweater. “Want you naked.” She states plainly.

Not wanting to make her wait any longer, I stand up and grab at the back of my sweater with one hand, tugging it off over my head. Somehow in the seconds my eyes were covered, Lainey has shucked the hospital sweatshirt and sweats and now sits before me buck naked. I choked on my own spit and drag my eyes to the ceiling, but not before I catch a glimpse of dusky pink nipples and a small strip of trimmed blonde hair. “Lainey, I am not expecting anything, but are you clear enough to consent? Even just to me seeing you naked.”

She scoffs, flopping back on the bed with a dramatic sigh that catches on a hint of a whine at the end. “I’m not in heat, Wyatt. My mind is perfectly clear, I just want you to get naked and squish me a little bit.”

I almost laugh because she’s so goddamn cute, but now all I can think of is how being naked will result in me being covered in her incredible scent. Blowing out a breath, I drop my jeans and boxers with one push. I expect Lainey to be adjusting the bed to her liking but when I finally work up the nerve to glance up I find her watching me intently, her gorgeous brown eyes blazing with desire. My own warm chocolatey scent swells, mixing with hers in a way that shouldn’t work but makes my mouth water.

But then she does the thing I least expect. She throws herself backwards until she’s flat on her back, pats her boob, and says “Come on then, get over here and get to squishing.”

I chuckle under my breath, but do as she asks. You would think it would be awkward, getting fully naked with an omega I barely know and just laying on her, but it’s not. I have known Lainey for a total of about 48 hours and she has already embedded herself into my very soul. I already knew she was my scent match from the hospital, but it’s everything else that has really sealed it for me.

Lainey Ryan is funny, smart, kind, and sassy as fuck. My best friend loves the hell out of her already despite barely knowing her, she submits to Rhys’s dominance like it’s second nature, and now she’s bonded to my pack lead. She feels like the piece I didn’t even know was missing, but now that I have it, I feel whole.

Too soon? Maybe. Do I care? Absolutely not. That’s just how things go between scent matches. One day you’re living your life like usual, and the next your soul has rearranged itself to align perfectly with someone else’s.

I try to be gentle as I lay down on top of my omega, but she is not having it. Her hands grip either side of my waist and yank me down so every inch of my body is flush with hers. I can feel the scrape of her peaked nipples against my abs, and my erection, which I’ve been desperately trying to ignore, nestles between her supple thighs. I can feel how slick she is, and it’s damn near impossible to keep down the growl fighting its way up my throat. I manage to turn it into a strangled purr, and Lainey absolutely melts beneath me. If I didn’t know any better I might think she became one with the mattress.

A muffled groan and gust of hot breath caresses the skin of my collarbones, making me shiver. Her scent is all around me, seeping into every pore and mingling with mine in a way that tells me I won’t be the same Wyatt when I leave this room.

Lainey’s hands tighten on my waist, trying to drag me closer even though I’m already as close as physically possible. She grunts, her nails digging into my skin as she rocks her hips up. “Need you closer.”

I huff a laugh. “I can’t get any closer without being inside of you, honey.” It doesn’t register what just came out of my mouth until Lainey begins nodding frantically beneath me, her hair tickling my chin. “Yes, let’s do that.”

Every muscle in my body locks up tight. I pull back, meeting her hooded eyes. I expect them to be glossy with the heat spike or at the very least for her pupils to be massive, but neither signs are there. My omega is lucid and she’s asking me to… well I’m actually not sure. “I need you to be explicitly clear with me, Lainey. What do you want me to do?”

Her cheeks pink slightly. “Did you mean it when you said you would do anything?”

I nod slowly, relishing in her answering sigh while also ignoring the chanting of my alpha in my chest. He is demanding we rut, claim, and cover her in our scent. The dichotomy of his feelings versus mine are confusing sometimes. I can’t believe this incredible omega is actually considering using me for anything. She could have anyone, especially in our pack. But she’s choosing me? The thought alone has my alpha soaring with pride. “Absolutely anything. If it helps to just think of me as an inanimate, emotionless sex toy, then go right ahead.”

I don’t even get all the words out before she interrupts me with a hand over my mouth. My first instinct is to do to her what I would do to Lucky in this situation and lick her palm, but then I remember I am almost twenty-two years old and her alpha and stop myself. “I don’t want to view you as a sex toy Wy. I want you. Inside of me, preferably. As long as you’re comfortable being there. It can be sex if you want it to be, but it doesn’t need to be.”

The emphasis she places confuses me for a moment until it finally clicks what she’s asking for. My cock kicks against her abdomen, the idea so hot it’s a chore not to come before I even get inside her. My nose trails down her neck, tongue darting out to lick at her pulse point. “Does my sweet girl want to keep her alpha’s cock warm?” I coo. “It’s not enough to have me surrounding you, you also want me filling you up so there’s no part of you left untouched? So it becomes impossible to tell where you end and I begin?”

“Yes,” she pants. “That’s what I need.”

My lips meet her neck in a lingering kiss. “What my honey wants, she gets.” The words are whispered against her skin, lingering between us for a moment. “I’m clean. And I haven’t been with anyone in over a year.”

Lainey’s eyes are wide but there’s an undercurrent of gratefulness to the surprise. Maybe because even while naked and about to slip inside of her I’m still thinking about her safety? I can’t be sure.

“Omegas aren’t susceptible to sexually transmitted diseases or infections,” she starts. And I nod, because I knew that from my reading. “But either way, Lucky is the only person I’ve been with in the last year.”

That pleases me more than it has any right to, but I try not to show it. I must not do a very good job, because she huffs quietly. “Men,” she mutters. There’s so much exasperation in the single word, and it amuses me to no end.

She wiggles her hips, eyebrow raising. “Well? I’m not getting any drier here, Alpha.”
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Wyatt barks a laugh at my joke that wasn’t actually a joke, but wastes no time in lining himself up with my entrance. His cock is long and thick, which seems to be typical of an alpha, or at least my alphas, and when the blunt head nudges against me, a gush of wetness slicks out over him making him groan obscenely. I had gotten used to Wyatt being the soft, sweet one of the group, and he still is, but the filthy mouth on him is something I did not expect and am so on board with.

I throw my arms around his neck, hugging him to me as he breaches my entrance. My moans are aimed right at his ear, and he shudders against me when he’s finally fully seated. I feel so full and it is exactly what my omega needed to settle. A pitiful whimper escapes, but I can’t find it in me to be embarrassed by the wholly omega sound at this moment. Not when one of my scent matched alphas is playing the part of both a human weighted blanket and a dildo with zero expectations of pleasure for himself.

Except while I thought I would feel sleepy, it’s only making me hornier. Admitting that out loud when he’s being so sweet feels too mortifying, so instead I roll my hips, hoping he gets the idea. A choked gasp gusts out from between his lips, drawing my attention. His mouth isn’t as model perfect as Lucky’s, but it’s perfect on his face. Wide-set lips that thin out to almost nothing whenever he gives me that giant sweet smile of his, and that goddamn gap in his teeth that is so adorable I don’t know what to do with myself when I see it.

“Wh-what are you doing, honey?” Wyatt stutters.

It’s nearly impossible to hold back my smirk, but what’s the point in having alphas if I can’t mess with them sometimes? My hips roll again, but this time my clit drags across the stubble on his lower abdomen. It feels so good I lose all pretense of being cool about this. “I think I need you to move.”

Wyatt bites his lip before rolling his hips in an experimental thrust that feels so good I can’t help but moan out loud. “Oh my god.”

“Fuck, honey. You keep doing that and I won’t last two minutes. I was already dangerously close just laying on top of you. Feeling your slick dripping down my thighs was enough to have me right on the edge.”

Stretching my neck up as far as I can, I crash my lips to his. “Don’t worry about lasting, Wy. Just fuck me.”

He doesn’t hesitate. The hesitation in his thrusts melts away as his hips rock into mine. Each thrust is slow and deep and his tongue matches each stroke in my mouth. He somehow tastes exactly like his scent and I decide we’ll need to do the warming thing again, only with him in my mouth.

I wonder what he and Lucky would taste like mixed together…

The thought makes me moan and clutch Wyatt even closer. My core clenches around him, and he swears roughly. “I’m so close, alpha.” I whine.

Wyatt growls, shoving his hands under my back and hauling me up until I’m sitting in his lap. He sits back on his heels and moves his hands to my hips. “Ride me, honey. Help me make you feel good.”

Holy shit. Who knew my quiet alpha had such a dirty mouth?

My mouth latches on to his neck, licking and sucking with a fervor that I’ll dissect later, probably with a therapist. Wyatt’s big hands squeeze my hips, moving me up and down over his cock until we’re both panting and sweaty. My orgasm is so close but just out of reach and I find myself whining until his teeth dig into my shoulder. It’s not hard enough to break the skin, but the action alone is enough to send me hurtling headfirst into an orgasm that has my whole body trembling in his arms.

Wyatt follows immediately, his eyes rolling into the back of his head as his own orgasm overtakes him. I can feel the warmth of his cum flooding my pussy and it settles something deep down, allowing me to relax fully for the first time since before the fire. He drops us down to the bed again without breaking contact, me on my back and him firmly on top of me exactly how I want him. “Wow,” I sigh.

He chuckles, placing tender kisses all over my face and hair. “That’s an understatement. Do you feel better now?”

From anyone else I would think the question was gloating, but from this alpha I can tell it’s genuine concern. I snuggle further into his embrace, taking in deep lungfuls of our combined scents. My room is drenched in huckleberries and hot cocoa, but the combination is heavenly. “I really do, thank you. The last few months have been really stressful, but then the fire on top everything else… my omega was ready to go into full meltdown mode.” I pause, unsure if I want to admit the next part. Ultimately it’s the safety Wyatt exudes that makes my decision. “I didn’t want to risk that happening and have you guys change your mind about me when you see how much my omega can be,” I whisper into his chest.

Wyatt’s purr, which has been steady this whole time, stops abruptly before picking up twice as hard. “Lainey,” he whispers softly. “You could quite literally spend every dime we have, use one of our cars to run us over, and then lock us out of the damn house and we still wouldn’t think you were too much. Your omega is part of you, just as much as this baby and now Lawson because of the bond. Be loud, be needy, be emotional. We won’t want you any less.”

My eyes water and a few tears escape before I can stop them. “But what if⁠—”

His lips meet mine in a soft caress. “But nothing. You’re ours, honey. But more importantly, we’re yours. Nothing in the world could ever change that.”

With his reassuring words whispering through my heart and his warm body weighing me down into the cloud-like bed, I drift off to sleep feeling completely safe.
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“Call me when you get out of class and I’ll meet you here, okay?” Wyatt asks carefully.

I cock my hip, placing a hand on it so he knows I mean business. “I do not need an escort to and from every class, Wyatt Hanna.”

He shrugs, grinning that shy boy grin that makes it impossible to stay annoyed with him. “I know you don’t. But you’ve got precious cargo and you never know what could be lurking around the corner.” Just as he says that, Lucky rounds the corner with his usual cocky swagger firmly in place. “Hey, little mama. Ready for English?”

My eyes bug out of my head. “What do you mean?”

Lucky shrugs, checking his smart watch. “We have English in about five minutes, so I was asking if you were ready.”

Wyatt just chuckles and kisses my temple before walking away, a shouted “text me!” thrown over his shoulder. The whole pack approached me with a brand new smart phone this morning before the three of us left for campus and despite my many protests, it’s now burning a hole in my pocket and programmed with all four of their phone numbers, plus Lawson and Rhys’ work numbers and the number for the boys’ football coach. I asked why I would possibly need that and Wyatt very calmly explained it was in case something happened and I needed to get ahold of them during a game or practice when they didn’t have their phones. I had to stop Wyatt after that when he tried to add the dang water boy.

After that thoughtful point, I begrudgingly agreed to keep the phone.

“No, Lucky. I mean why are you acting like you have this class, too? It’s a freshman English class and you’re a senior.”

He tosses an arm over my shoulder and leads me into the packed classroom. This also happens to be the one class I share with Posey, who I can see gaping at us from the back of the room. Our other shared class has two of her alphas in it, so we never get any good girl talk done in there. And now it’s looking like we won’t in this one, either. “Oh, well that’s easy. I had a free hour and wanted to spend it with you.”

The sweet gesture startles me and when I get spooked, I get mean. Probably a byproduct of growing up with a mother that constantly throws barbs at you when you least expect it. I throw his arm off my shoulder and glare at him. “The last thing I need is my jock baby daddy coming in and distracting me from learning. You know, the thing I have to do to graduate?”

He just grins. “I love it when you get all righteous. Makes my dick hard.”

I groan in exasperation and stomp up the stairs while intentionally ignoring all of the eyes on us. I spot more than a few hateful glares from some of the students, both men and women. I knew Lucky got around, but knowing it and seeing the effects of it are two different beasts. I have a feeling my omega is going to get extremely territorial, especially since I’m pregnant with his baby.

My best friend’s eyes are wide as saucers when I collapse into my seat next to her, but I pretend I don’t notice, instead focusing on getting out my book and notebook for today’s lesson. Unfortunately, my efforts do nothing to distract her. “Lainey,” she hisses, poking me with her pen.

“What?” I keep my tone calm, hoping she’ll drop if it I act like nothing weird is happening.

That hope is shot to hell when my baby daddy appears next to me, leaning on the seat and smiling this sexy little grin at the guy on my other side. “Hey, man, you don’t mind if I sit next to my girlfriend, do you?” He winks, and I watch the beta practically swoon. “Gotta keep an eye on her, ya know?”

The beta nods frantically, vacating his seat and moving a few rows down. He instantly starts whispering with the girls on either side of him, a chorus of giggles breaking out. I drag my hands down my face with a groan and turn to the alpha next to me. “Why do you have to be such a goddamn nuisance?” I hiss.

Lucky smirks, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear. “You say nuisance, I say man obsessed.”

Something pokes my arm hard. I whip around to glare at Posey, rubbing the sore spot. “Hey! What was that for?”

She glares right back, which is completely at odds with her cotton candy hair and sweet demeanor. “Don’t you “hey” me, Lainey Ryan. You have a lot of explaining to do.” Then she turns to Lucky and points a finger at his face. “Don’t think you’re getting out of an explanation either, Lucky.”

I have no idea how she knows my baby daddy, but I nod anyway, deflating. She’s right. The last time I saw her I was crying over a positive pregnancy test on the bathroom floor and now I’m showing up to class with an alpha claiming he’s my boyfriend. “Coffee later?”

She nods, reaching out to squeeze my hand. That’s the thing with me and Posey; we fight like sisters but make up just as quick. And I know she’s just worried. I’m sure she has drawn the conclusion that Lucky is ball boy, but she obviously doesn’t know that I’m bonded to Lawson or that things have progressed with the rest of the pack beyond what I initially told her. I just have to make it through the next two hours, and then I can get her opinion on all of this insanity.
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Class is unbearably long. Between Lucky pretending to be a perfect student (when he’s actually just staring at me and occasionally glancing at his notes) on one side and Posey constantly looking at us from the other, I catch maybe thirty percent of what the professor is saying. By the time the hour is up, I’m cranky and ready for a nap.

They both follow me down the stairs like lost puppies but when I get to the bottom, I pass the same guy from last week with the onion scent. My stomach roils, mouth watering in a warning of what’s coming. I slap a hand over my mouth and sprint to the same bathroom, barely making it to the toilet before the eggs Lawson made me eat make a reappearance. I hear a hushed argument and light footsteps before someone pulls my hair away from my face while another warm hand rubs my back in soothing strokes. “It’s alright, kitten. Let it out.” Lucky’s deep voice is quiet and now that I know it’s him, my nose finally registers his scent filling the stall. I grab his wrist and drag it to my nose, pulling in deep huffs of air like his scent is oxygen and I’ve been holding my breath. Something about the sweet peppermint is settling my stomach, and I desperately need that right now.

Lucky uses his other hand to sweep sweaty strands of hair off my forehead and the sweet gesture makes me whine. The sound is pathetically omega but I didn’t have a chance at holding it back. “I’m sorry,” I whimper pathetically. “Everything I read said the morning sickness typically ends after the first trimester, so I don’t know why I keep getting sick.”

“Shh,” Lucky soothes me, cupping my head in his big hand and pulling me to his chest. “I’m so sorry you aren’t feeling well, kitten. If I could take it from you I would in a heartbeat. But since I can’t, what can I do to help?”

I blink bleary eyes at my alpha, slightly confused as to where this caretaker side of him came from. Although, maybe it’s not all that surprising. Lucky has been taking care of me in his own way since the day they found me in that hospital room. He cracks jokes when things get too heavy, he tries to make me laugh, and now he’s taking care of me when I don’t feel good. Maybe Lucky Daire is more than just a dumb jock, and I’m not sure I know how to handle that. “I want to spend some time with my best friend and drink tea far away from any other scents.”

He cocks his head to the side, but there’s no hurt in his expression over me asking to be with someone else right now. Lucky simply cleans me up, uses my phone to text Posey, and carries me bridal style to a remote bench on the far side of campus near where my store used to be. He cups my cheeks before leaning down to brush his cheek against mine, scent marking me. “Posey is on her way with ginger tea and there shouldn’t be anyone else over here this time of day. But if you need anything you call me, okay?”

I nod, but then panic grips my throat. “But I have class in like, fifteen minutes. I can’t just⁠—”

He waves me off, pulling out his cell. “What room?”

“A305.”

Posey rounds the bend, worry visible in her eyes even from here. Lucky waves at her and then ducks down, kissing my forehead. “I’ve got you, little mama. You rest here and talk through it with your friend. I’ll talk to your professor and grab anything you might need if it isn’t in the online portal.”

With one last lingering kiss, he jogs off, leaving me alone to face the pastel inquisition. “Okay, did we not just catch up a few days ago after the fire? What the heck else have I missed since then and how did it not come up that Lucky freaking Daire is baby daddy? Also, sorry I didn’t follow you into the bathroom, ball boy asked me to let him handle it as part of his fatherly duties. Stupid man had a point so I let him.” Posey grumbles, sounding as disgruntled as I’ve ever heard her. I know she’s not truly irritated with me, but the girl has major FOMO, even for morning sickness, apparently.

Better to just rip the bandaid off and let her freak out now when there’s no one else around. With a deep sigh, I move my hair to one side of my neck exposing my bond mark, and wait. I thought my scent would change more after bonding Lawson, but supposedly I’ll carry more of the babies scent first and then his will develop after I deliver. Some weird biology thing about an alpha needing to recognize their offspring’s scent. I don’t know. Wyatt tried to explain it to me but I was half asleep and nauseous so most of it didn’t register.

It doesn’t take long. Posey shrieks, covering her mouth as her eyes fly so wide I’m worried they might actually fall out. “Ohmigod. Holy shit. Lainey! I can’t, I don’t, but… when? How? Who?”

I snort, but that quickly turns into tears. “It’s another long story.”

She nods resolutely, handing me my slightly lukewarm tea and taking a seat on the bench next to me. “I’ve got time.”

I dive into the story, starting with the hospital and ending with my time spent under Wyatt, not sparing a single detail. Posey is an omega, too, so she understands some of the weird urges we have with our designation and I know she would never judge me. By the time I finish, my tea is ice cold, we’ve both cried at least twice, and I can feel Lawson poking at my mind for the first time. He has kept his side of the bond so firmly locked down that I haven’t felt him at all until now, and I won’t lie and say it doesn’t hurt.

“So you bonded the grumpy sheriff so they could put you on their health insurance?”

I nod.

“But he hasn’t so much as kissed you yet?”

A shrug. Because technically he kissed my neck before he bit me. But I don’t think that counts.

Posey gapes. “Wow, Lainey loo. I know I said you should put yourself out there this semester, but I didn’t mean like this.”

That startles a laugh out of me, and then I can’t stop. Hysterical giggles escape untamed, but they feel good. Like a release of pressure I needed desperately. Though not nearly as good as my session with Wyatt felt. A ding distracts me enough that I can finally catch my breath, but Posey frowns down at her cell. “Something wrong?” She shakes her head, but there’s a guilty look in her eyes I know all too well. “Late for a date?”

“Sorta. But it’s fine! Jude will understand, and you need me here.”

“Posey, I’m fine. In fact I think I’ll go for a walk, maybe see if Sugar and Spice has any of those chai rolls I love so much.” I pat my belly. “This kid is going to give me a cavity or three with the way I’m craving sweets.”

She laughs breathlessly. “I can’t believe you’re going to have a baby. God, you’re going to be the best mom, Lainey.”

My eyes water. “You really think so?”

She hugs me tight, enveloping me in her sweet apples and honey scent. It doesn’t soothe me the way my alphas’ scents do, but it doesn’t repulse me like other omegas’ scents do, either. I’m so grateful for her friendship. “I know so.”

As soon as she leaves and I’m alone with my thoughts, her words spin through my mind with an echo that’s more terrifying than it is comforting. I had the worst example of a mother growing up, what if I turn out to be just like her?

But then I think about some of the things my mom has said and done to me. I would never relegate my omega daughter to a supply closet for her nest. I would never tell her she was too much or wrong for following the instincts that make her who she is. Logically, I know my mother was devastated when my father left and she took it out on me in the worst way, but it doesn’t feel like a valid excuse. If Lucky left me one day I would never take it out on our child, regardless of his reasons.

I’m so lost in my thoughts I don’t realize where I’ve walked until I look up and see Whimsy. Or what used to be Whimsy, I guess. All of the items in the store have been removed and shoved into a storage container somewhere or sold off to the highest bidder, and it looks so… lifeless. Nothing like the home I knew and loved.

In a way, that makes it easier to deal with. Sure it still feels like a piece of my soul has been ripped away, but this isn’t the place I dedicated so many formative years of my life to. It’s simply an empty shell. Seeing something else there in a few weeks or months will likely undo any of the chill I have about it, but for now I can push it away and focus on other things, like this baby.

I rest my hand on the barely-there swell of my lower belly as I meander down the quiet street. I’m almost thirteen weeks along now so I know it will be a while before I feel them move, but part of me can’t wait. Right now it doesn’t feel real. My body is changing and my hormones are all out of wack, but there’s still a huge part of me that can’t believe this is real. That I’m now pregnant and bonded and scent matched to four of the hottest alphas I have ever seen.

Speaking of hot alphas… my feet freeze in their tracks when I spot the shop two doors down from Whimsy. Right there in the middle of town stands a building called Ink and Obedience, which upon first glance is very obviously a tattoo shop. The part that has me completely frozen? Rhys freaking Rivers is standing behind the front desk chatting with another guy who looks to be about my age. Is this what he does for work? The idea of the sexy alpha with a tattoo machine in his hands is hotter than sin, but the thought of his hands all over his clients, especially if those clients are omegas? A reddish haze clouds my vision and before I even know what I’m doing my hands are on the heavy door, shoving it inwards with much more force than was probably necessary.

The redhead in front of Rhys jumps a foot in the air, whirling around with wide, terrified eyes. “Take whatever you want! I just work here!”

Rhys snorts but bites his lip to contain any further amusement. “Shep, relax. She’s not here to rob us.”

The man, who I can tell now is an alpha, glares at Rhys. “How could you possibly know that?”

Rhys shrugs, the corner of his mouth twitching. “Shep, this is my omega Lainey. Lainey, this is our shop boy, Shepard.”

Shep’s posture finally relaxes as he sags into the desk. “Oh thank god. I like you, boss, but not enough to step in front of a pissed-off omega.”

Rhys bites down on that damn lip again, drawing my attention to the holes on either side of his bottom lip. Is he pierced there? He finally cracks a smirk, making me wonder if he can read my thoughts. “Come on, darlin’,” he drawls playfully. “Let’s go have a chat. Shep, lock up when you leave?”

Shep nods, making a hasty exit out the same door I just came through, though this time, there’s an audible click when the lock latches. I don’t even register the pitiful growl shaking my throat until Rhys’s tattooed finger crooks under my chin, lifting until my eyes clash with his piercing blues. “Enough of that now, omega.” The bark is subtle, but the power behind it is clear as a bell when my omega releases her hold and clarity drops down my spine like a bucket of cold water.

Panic slithers after it, so much I’m nearly shaking. “I am so sorry, Rhys. I have no idea what came over me. I was just watching you through the window and thinking about…” I trail off, too ashamed and embarrassed to admit the truth. I was jealous, horribly so, at the idea of him touching anyone but me. I have never been jealous over a man in my life. Why now?

A large hand press against mine as my alpha twines our fingers together and leads me up a small set of stairs at the back of the shop. Later I want to come back down and study all the art on the walls, but right now it’s all I can do to stop myself from having a panic attack. My mother’s cruel words echo in my ears, calling me needy, dramatic, pathetic leech of an omega, and each new word makes me itch to run and hide.

At the top of the stairs is a small studio space with one black tattoo chair, a little rolling stool, and lots of storage along the back wall painted a pretty light blue. The whole room gives a very soothing vibe, which is somehow not what I expected from this larger-than-life man with his delicious scent. Though I can tell he probably wears blockers when he’s with clients, since that’s the professional thing to do in an enclosed space like this, hints of his sugar cookie scent are everywhere in this room. “This is my private studio space,” he reads my mind again, answering my unspoken question. “Perks of owning the place.”

My head whips sideways, shock parting my lips. I kind of assumed he worked here, not that he owned the damn studio. He doesn’t seem offended by my surprise, just smiles and guides me to sit on the large black chair.

“Now, you wanna tell me what all that,” he points downstairs, “was about?”
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I have never been so confused, turned on, and concerned all at once. Lainey showing up at my shop was a wonderful surprise, but then I heard her precious little growl and despite my dick not getting the memo, I was concerned. Omegas rarely, if ever, growl. Only when them, their mates, or children are being threatened, or… if they’re feeling jealous or territorial.

A lightbulb flicks on above my head, and now I feel like an idiot for not thinking about this sooner. I never explicitly told Lainey what I did for work, but now that she knows, I can’t imagine her omega enjoys the thought of me touching people all day long. Fuck. I would still like to hear her side of things just to make sure I’m on the right track, so I sit her down on my bench and take a seat on the little rolling stool so we’re face to face. “Now, you wanna tell me what all that,” I point in the general direction of the door downstairs, “was about?”

Lainey chews on her thumbnail anxiously, her scent souring so much it makes my jaw clench. “Not really.” Her voice is small and sad and it makes my chest clench. She almost seems afraid to tell me what she was feeling, which guts me. I never want her to be afraid of me for any reason, especially not because of something like this.

“Darlin’.” I soften my voice as much as possible and cup her face, bringing her eyes to mine again. “Whatever it is, it’s okay. I know we still don’t know each other all that well, but it’s important to me that you know you can tell me anythin’. In fact, tell me everything. Every single thought that crosses that pretty little mind can bypass your filter and come right out when you’re with me. And if it’s too much to say out loud, whisper it in my ear. Text me. Write a note. Hell, send a fuckin’ carrier pigeon. I don’t care how you do it, but tell me. You can’t say, feel, or do a single thing that’ll send me running.”

Her pretty eyes fill with tears and before I can brace myself, she throws her body into my chest, nearly knocking me off the stool and rolling us back a few feet. I grunt when her elbow hits my abs, but instead of saying anything I let my girl curl herself into a ball on my lap, wrap my arms around her, and just hold on. Her warm breath hits my chest through the fabric of my muscle tee, and it’s enough to have my cock thickening in my pants and my scent leaking through the blockers I put on this morning. My omega is seeking comfort from her alpha and here I am acting like a horny teen. It makes me feel like a total knot head.

But Lainey doesn’t recoil from my arousal like I expect her to. Instead she starts to squirm in my lap, her scent ballooning around us and turning the room into a pie shop.

Fuck she smells good.

The more she squirms, the more off-balance I feel on this ridiculous little stool, so I pick her up and move us both to the bench I use for clients, settling her between my legs with her back against my chest. It takes a conscious effort, but within a few seconds I’m able to kickstart my purr. She melts into my chest, her scent sweetening into something syrupy and so thick I feel like I could take a bite out of the air and all I would taste is Lainey fucking Ryan. “I’m sorry,” she whispers.

I shake my head, pressing kisses against her crown. “What for?”

She releases a shuddered sigh. “I don’t know what happened. One minute I was excited to see you and surprised your shop was so close to mine, and then I started thinking about what your job actually entails, and…” she trails off.

I stroke the silky strands of her hair. “And you got territorial?” I hazard a guess, wanting to know if my initial instinct was correct.

She barely nods, turning her face to peek up at me. Her cheeks are pink, and there’s something that looks a hell of a lot like shame lurking in her eyes. “It didn’t feel like me. I don’t get jealous. I never have. But I’ve also never had a bonded alpha and scent matches… or been pregnant. It was like this tidal wave of possession I couldn’t control and then I was growling and, yeah.”

“Thank you for telling me,” I whisper. “What a sweet, perfect girl you are. Trusting your alpha with your feelings.” Lainey sniffles, but I keep going, needing to erase all of those negative things she’s likely thinking about her reaction. “Darlin’, your feelings and reaction were all perfectly normal. I knew my job would likely have to change a bit once I met my scent match, and maybe I didn’t expect to so soon, but I am so incredibly happy we found you. The fact that your omega, that you are feeling possessive over me is both reassuring and hot as fuck.”

That startles a laugh out of her. “It’s hot that I wanted to scratch the eyes out of every person you touch that isn’t me?”

I nod, more serious than ever. “My alpha is doin’ a fuckin’ jig in my chest knowing your omega sees us as hers.” She looks at me questioningly, and I shrug. “You’re pregnant with Lucky’s baby, bonded to Lawson, and it’s clear you’re sweet on Wyatt. It feels good to see there’s room for me, too.”

“Oh, Rhys.” She sighs softly, turning herself in my lap to straddle my thighs. Her legging-covered pussy rests directly over my still painfully hard dick, but I try to focus on the way her hands cup my cheeks and the fierce look in her eyes. “I know I was hesitant at first, and maybe I’m still scared. But there was never any doubt in my mind that all four of you are perfect for me. My attraction to you isn’t dependent on your pack mates. I was attracted to you from the very first moment I saw you in the hospital, before I ever caught your scent.”

I raise my eyebrows and she giggles. “Okay so maybe I was intimidated for like, a second. But then it was all thoughts about your sexy, bad-boy, emo rockstar thing you have going on.”

That makes me laugh. A true, full laugh. “Sexy bad boy emo rockstar, huh?”

She nods, mock seriousness lacing her features. “The worst kind of bad boy. That’s the kind that sings sad love songs but then breaks hearts and leaves ruined panties everywhere they go.”

“Well then I have great news. I sound worse than a dying barn cat when I sing, I have never broken any hearts that I know of, and I don’t talk to enough people to ruin any panties.”

“Well now I know you’re lying because you didn’t say a single word to me and I was already wet. And that was in a damned hospital bed.”

I bite my lip, sucking in silent but desperate breaths of her scent as I trail my fingers across her inner thigh. “So if I were to reach my hand inside of these sinfully tight leggings you have on?”

Her tongue snakes across her bottom lip. “You’ll find out exactly how wet you make me.”

I groan, rocking my head back against the bench’s headrest. “You’re killing me here, Darlin’. I’m trying my best to be a gentleman, but my instincts are screaming at me to make you feel good and reassure you.”

Her hands splay across my chest, drawing my attention to her fingernails. They’re shaped like almonds and tipped in different neon colors with little white clouds painted across each one. I appreciate the artistic talent it takes to create designs on a manicure, and I wonder vaguely if Lainey would let me try my hand at it sometime. “My jealousy was an unfounded overreaction. You don’t have to worry about reassuring me when you haven’t done anything wrong.”

My head tilts. “What if I want to?”

That pretty blush creeps further down her cheeks, spreading to her neck and what little I can see of her chest behind the thick sweatshirt she has on. “I guess if you really want to…”

That’s all the permission I need. Flipping her back around, I bring her back flush to my chest and part her legs so one rests on either side of mine, spreading her wide in the chair. This brings a fresh wave of her scent to my nose, making my cock jerk. I know she feels it against her back, because she whimpers quietly. Her leggings are black, depriving me of the view of her slick soaking through them. I vow to buy her some lighter pairs so I can see exactly what I do to her any time I want. “Are you aching, darlin’?”

“Since the minute I saw you through the front window,” she confesses.

A growl rips out of my throat, and Lainey bares her neck to me. I grunt, unable to resist biting down on the thin skin just below where her neck meets her jaw. I can’t wait to bond her, and I think this spot is exactly where I’ll do it.

My hand slips into her leggings and I don’t waste any time bringing my fingers to her soaked center. She’s dripping slick and my mouth waters wondering what she tastes like. Then I realize I don’t have to wonder. I slide two fingers through her core, scooping up as much slick as I can before bringing those fingers to my mouth and sucking them clean. An obscene moan escapes my lips when her tart but sweet flavor hits my tongue and I am struck by the sudden, feral need to taste it directly from the source.

I slip out from behind Lainey with the sound of her protests following me, at least until I drop to my knees at the end of the bench and grip her ankles, dragging her down until her ass hits the end. Her leggings slide off with ease, taking her barely-there panties with them. “Rhys!” She squeals, trying to shut her legs. I hold them open, ignore her embarrassment because I am too distracted when my eyes catch a glimpse of neon yellow. Only my mind goes blank because in front of me is the most perfect pussy I have ever seen. Pink, glistening, and practically begging to be worshipped.

“God damn, Lainey.” My mouth waters, but I have a burning desire to see if she’s receptive to my brand of kink. “Hands on the bench above your head. I want you to keep them there, can you do that for me?”

Her brown eyes are wide, but she nods. I smirk, fascinated by this sweet, quiet side of our omega. “Have you heard of a pleasure Dom, darlin’?”

She shakes her head this time, and I nod. “It’s different for every couple and every encounter, but for me in this moment, it means I want to eat this pretty pussy,” I swipe my fingers through her slick to accentuate my words, “until you come. But then I want to keep going until I’m ready to stop. Until you’re shaking and crying and have had so many orgasms your body physically cannot give me another one.” I place a lingering kiss on each of her thighs. “Can I do that, Lainey? Will you let me devour you until I’ve had my fill?”

Her lips part, and I wait. I need verbal confirmation from her before I take this any further. Her whispered “yes” is music to my ears, and I do exactly what I promised her I would.

I devour her.
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Work has been fucking awful. I came in thinking the huge case we’ve been working on would distract me from the constant revolving door of thoughts involving Lainey, but in reality I’ve been on edge all day feeling the riot of her emotions through our bond. We’ve only been bonded for a short time, and they feel way stronger than they should. When she got sick earlier, I actually had to leave the break room at the station so I didn’t vomit when someone microwaved their leftovers.

“Ready for the meeting, Sheriff?” My assistant, Colt, knocks on my office door hesitantly, like he’s expecting to be yelled at. He’s a great kid, moved here a couple of years ago and has worked for me since I started as Sheriff. He actually goes to Harbor U with the guys, but he’s a couple of years behind them.

Closing my eyes, I lean my head back against my desk chair with a sigh. “Yeah. Let’s get this over with.”

When I open my eyes again, Colt is staring at me with concern written all over his face. “You doing okay?”

I chuckle, but I’m touched he would ask. Colt’s pretty quiet and keeps to himself a lot, but there’s this sad aura to him that is part of the reason I hired him. Reminded me of Lucky at his age, and I couldn’t deny him the job. “I’m alright, Colt. I appreciate you checking.” I look at him again, noting the dark circles under his eyes. “Are you okay?”

He grins, but it’s forced. “Never better.”

He disappears before I can question him some more, but it’s probably for the best. This meeting should solve at least a few of our recent problems and take one more headache off my plate, so the sooner I start it, the better.

“Alright, everybody here?”

A chorus of agreements ring out, but I do a visual inspection anyway. One of the pros of a small town is that I can count the number of employees in the Sheriff’s department on two hands. That’s also one of the cons, since we always seem to be understaffed.

“Excellent. I know we’ve all been waiting for this meeting, so I won’t keep you in suspense. Last month I met with the County Commissioner, and after deliberating with the board he has agreed to grant us additional funding to bring on two new deputies.”

The room erupts in cheers, and it’s enough to make me smile. We have been severely overworked with the influx of new residents over the past year and I have spent at least half of that fighting the County Commissioners Board for more funding. Now as long as I can get a couple of reliable people hired in the next few weeks, I might actually be able to take some time off when the baby is born.

As murmured chatter continues to fill the room, a foreign sensation bowls me over and makes me growl. All noise comes to a halt as wide eyes stare back at me. My mouth opens and closes, but nothing comes out for way too many seconds. “I’m so sorry. If you’ll excuse me for a moment.” I rush out of the room, ignoring the way their voices pick up immediately after the door closes. I’m too focused on the overwhelming mixture of jealousy, panic, and fear warping all the rational thoughts in my head.

As soon as I get to my office, I slam the door shut and call Wyatt. He might be in class, but I don’t care. I don’t want to go to the emergency room if it’s nothing, and Wyatt is the closest thing I know to a doctor and one of the only people I trust.

He picks up on the first ring. “Law? What’s wrong?”

He knows if I’m calling him while at work, something catastrophic must have happened. “I can’t breathe,” I gasp, clutching the phone so tight I worry it might crack.

He snaps into caretaker mode, and the strength in his words stills the frantic energy in my body just enough that I can sit down without vibrating right off the couch. “Explain in detail exactly what’s going on. If you really can’t breathe, get someone to drive you to the hospital and I’ll round up the pack so we can meet you there.”

“No!” I snap, then take a breath and lower my tone. “I got this crushing feeling of jealousy during our staff meeting. So strong I literally growled mid-meeting. It was completely out of my control. And then a minute or so later the jealousy was replaced with bone-deep panic. The kind that stems from fear. What if my body is telling me something happened to Lainey? After what happened to my mom, I couldn’t…” I trail off, struggling to catch my breath.

Wyatt hums, and it’s a concerned sound. “And now?”

“Huh?”

“What are you feeling right now?” he asks calmly.

I steady my breathing and take stock of my emotions. I am just about to say I’m not feeling anything weird when a wave of arousal crashes over me, turning my cock to stone in an instant and making me bite my fist to muffle a moan. “Still a bit of panic, but I just got hit with arousal. A lot of it.” I grit out.

There’s silence on the other end of the phone for a long moment, and then I hear the telltale hiss of breath that tells me my pack mate is trying not to laugh. “The fuck are you laughing for?” I bark. “It isn’t funny.”

He snorts, finally breaking out into breathless laughter. “Law,” he gasps, laughing even harder now. “Did you stop to consider the emotions you’re feeling aren’t actually yours?”

I stop, because… I had not considered that. I spent the entire morning worrying about Lainey and the second I snapped into work mode it completely slipped my mind that her emotions could feel even stronger than my own at times. “Oh.”

“Yeah, oh.” He teases. “She was clearly feeling jealous, then freaked out because she felt jealous, and now either Rhys or Luck is taking care of her with a little… reassurance. You are Lainey’s scent match and her first and only bond, so it’s natural that you would be feeling her emotions pretty intensely. Especially the strong ones.”

You could knock me over with a feather, I am so relieved. “Cool. So neither of us are dying, I just have to deal with an inconvenient erection for the rest of the day?”

“Got it in one, sugar tits.” He laughs, and I roll my eyes. We have all picked up some of Rhys’s southernisms the last few years, but that one is a favorite with my brother and Wyatt.

I sigh, sitting back while also glaring at the outline of my dick behind my uniform pants. “Well, thanks for answering my call. Sorry it turned out to be nothing.”

“You call, we answer, Law. You know that.”

That finally gets a smile out of me. “Yeah. I know.”

We hang up and I groan loudly, dragging my hands through my hair and dislodging it from its slicked back style. The one time my obsession with scanning Lainey’s emotions should have come in handy, and instead it sent me spiraling into a state of panic so bad I had to call my pack mate.

I wouldn’t trade this bond for anything, but god damn, this woman is going to turn me grey by thirty. Whatever she’s doing, I hope she’s having enough fun for the both of us.
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Rhys’s explanation of what a pleasure Dom is and the knowledge that he is one has not even begun to process in my mind before he starts eating my pussy like a man starved. He sucks on my clit until my legs shake before dipping his tongue inside of me, swirling it like he’s trying to get every last drop of slick before it even leaves my core. “Oh my god!” I cry out. My nails are digging into the seat so hard I worry I’m going to rip the leather, but I also can’t find it in myself to care when Rhys is so thoroughly devouring me I feel like my soul might actually leave my body before he’s through.

“You taste un-fucking-real,” he groans into me. His tongue and teeth are everywhere, no part of me untouched by this talented alpha. Unlike my times with Lucky and Wyatt, there is no pheromone fog or imminent meltdown. This is just me and my alpha and his wickedly talented tongue.

My first orgasm hits like a freight train, making my whole body quiver, but Rhys doesn’t stop. If anything, my pleasure seems to encourage him, and he redoubles his efforts, licking and sucking my oversensitive clit. “Such a good fucking girl, coming so sweet for me,” he groans. My feet are planted on the edge of the bench, but he tosses them over his shoulder and pulls me even closer, which I didn’t know was possible. My hands are firmly gripped above my head, but I can’t stop my hips from rolling to meet each thrust of his tongue. “Rhys,” I moan. “That feels so good.”

He pulls back slightly, licking his lips. “Good. But it’s about to feel a whole lot better,” he rumbles before plunging two fingers inside me, curling them inside me in a way that has me seeing stars. I don’t know how many more orgasms I have before my body taps out because I lost count at six, but Rhys wasn’t kidding earlier. When I finally come back to myself I’m a sweating, shaking, crying puddle of omega. Rhys scoops me up, kissing the tears off my cheeks before guiding us back to the same position we were in before, my back to his chest and his hands on my belly. It’s starting to look more like a bump and less like period bloat, which is why I wore leggings today. Nothing else fits comfortably right now.

I know I should get up and offer to return the favor, but any time I try to move Rhys shushes me and guides me back down against him. By the third time, my omega is starting to get a little bit twitchy. She’s pissed we haven’t taken care of our alpha yet after he treated us so well. I tilt my face up to his only to find his cheeks turning a fascinating shade of pink. “Why won’t you let me touch you?” I ask.

Okay, maybe it’s a little bit more whine than question, but my omega is firmly in the driver’s seat right now while my forebrain relaxes in a pool of bliss.

Rhys cheeks only get darker, which is adorable. I never thought I would see this bad boy blush, but now I have and it is everything. He clears his throat, shifting slightly underneath me. “Let’s just say I really liked your taste.”

It takes longer than I would like to admit, but when I finally catch his meaning I gasp, whirling my jellied body around to face him fully. Sure enough, when I glance down there’s a large wet spot on the front of his gray joggers. My perfume, which had just started to settle down, explodes again. The room is filled with the intoxicating combination of warm huckleberry pie and freshly-baked sugar cookies. I point. “Did you..?”

“Come in my pants while eating you out?” He nods. “Yep.”

My grin is so wide it could probably be seen from space. “Wow. I’m flattered.”

“You should be. You taste better than any dessert I’ve ever had. You’ll be lucky if I don’t start demanding to start my days with my face between your gorgeous thighs.”

I bite my lip, not hating the thought of that at all, and Rhys groans. “You’re gonna kill me.”

My lips tip up as I trail a finger down his slightly damp chest. “But what a way to go, right?”

Before he can respond, his phone dings. And then it dings again, and again, and several more times in rapid succession. Rhys groans, dragging a hand down his face. “My phone is constantly on Do Not Disturb. The only people that can get through are the guys, my parents, three of my siblings, and now you. I should check that.”

My mind gets caught on the three of his siblings part. How many siblings does this alpha have? I know Lawson and Lucky’s parents passed away, but I don’t know anything about Rhys or Wyatt’s families. I haven’t even tried to get to know them, and it makes me feel like the world’s worst omega and pack mate.

Suddenly Rhys barks out a laugh and turns his phone so I can see the text thread he’s pulled up. I can’t help but laugh too when I see the name of their chat.

Four Men and a Baby

Lucky


where the HELL is Lainey?




Wyatt


What do you mean?! I thought her last class was with you?




Lucky


It was, but she got sick after and then she wanted to see Posey. I left them sitting on a bench maybe two hours ago thinking I would meet her after her last class but she’s NOT HERE!




What the fuck do I DO




Law, can you send out an amber alert? That’s a thing, right?




Lawson


Yes, for missing children.




Lucky


Great, send one out. Right now. Offer a reward. We need to fucking find her




Wyatt


I can’t believe you lost our omega




Lucky


I DIDN’T MEAN TO




I was just trying to be a good alpha and give her friend time!




Lawson


We’re not putting out an amber alert for Lainey. I can feel her and she’s perfectly fine. If I had to guess, I’d say she’s with Rhys at the shop or at home. Not sure what his schedule is like today.




Rhys finally gives in and starts typing, keeping the phone held aloft so I can see it all in real time. He exits out of the thread and starts a new one, and this name makes me huff.

Four Men and a Baby (Mama)

Rhys


For the love of god, do not send out an amber alert or offer anyone reward money. I have our omega and she is more than fine




Lucky


What does that mean?




Rhys kisses the side of my head and pulls up the camera, snapping a photo of my flushed, slightly sweaty face and his smug smirk.

Rhys


Exhibit A:




*image attached*




Wyatt


I miss all the good stuff with this insane course load




Lucky


Looks like you’re not the only one who had an insane load today ;)




I choke on a laugh and grab my own phone, which slipped out of my pocket and onto the bench at some point.

Lainey


Unfortunately he is :(




Lucky


What does THAT mean??




Lainey


Lets just say I didn’t need to return the favor after Rhys spent god knows how long going down on me :)




Rhys growls playfully and nips at my neck. “You’re such a little troublemaker. I love it.”

And these men are trouble for my heart. So much more than I ever expected.
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“It is colder than a witches tit in a brass bra out there, darlin’. Go put on a coat before I spank your ass.” I walk upstairs to find Rhys and Lainey locked in a heated standoff. She’s been living with us for almost a month now, and other than some sharp barbs thrown at a smiling Lucky and my persistent blue balls, it’s going really well.

“What’s going on in here?” I ask curiously as I lean my side against the door frame. Lainey’s emotions are a riot in the bond, and I find myself grateful once again that she hasn’t shut down her side. Keeping my side of the bond locked down has been hell, but I don’t want to influence her feelings about us in any way when I’m sure the baby is doing enough of that for me.

There’s also the little thing about my alpha being an obsessive feral psycho, but that’s neither here nor there.

Rhys rolls his eyes at me while our omega continues to shoot daggers at him with her eyes. “Lainey is refusing to wear a coat to her appointment. Even though it’s thirty-two degrees and snowing.”

I raise an eyebrow at our omega, surprised she’s being so adamant about this. The stubbornness doesn’t surprise me. No, what surprises me is that she’s being irrational about something so practical when she’s normally very careful with her body. I poke at her mind with mine, letting my wall down just enough to get a read on what she’s feeling and allowing her to feel my concern in return.

I can’t read her mind or anything like that, it’s more of a feeling, but supposedly the stronger the bond is, the more clearly you are able to read your partner. Some say it is as close to mind reading as you can get. Bonds are weird, but I kind of love it.

Lainey’s mind is a riot of emotions, as it has been every day since we first bonded, but the one eclipsing all the other in this moment is embarrassment. I’m across the room in two steps, my hand on the side of her neck in a grip that is just firm enough to hold her attention. “Angel, what are you embarrassed about?” I ask gently.

She lets out a squeak. “It’s nothing!”

Rhys sighs, earning himself a mean side-eye.

I keep one hand on her neck but take one of hers in the other, pulling her close so my body shields her from the rest of the room. I read that omegas tend to handle negative emotions better in confined spaces and this is the best I can do when we’re short on time. “Tell me.” The command is soft, but it is still a command and she knows it, if I go by the narrowing of her eyes. But then she releases a huge sigh, her body sagging into mine.

My purr comes easier this time since for once my alpha and I are in complete agreement that this is what she needs. His solution to everything so far has been nest and knots, but I think the bond has softened his crazy. Just a little bit.

Lainey’s face is buried in my chest, making her next words harder to understand but not impossible. “None of my coats fit right now.”

I see Rhys stiffen in my peripheral, but I ignore him and focus on keeping my purr steady and scent free of any of the distress I feel. How did we not consider this when we took her shopping last month? Sure, Lainey’s bump was half the size then and she’s growing faster than any of us anticipated, but even still, at sixteen weeks we should have assumed she would be getting close to needing a pregnancy-friendly winter coat.

My lips meet the crown of her head as I hum in understanding. “I’m sorry we didn’t think about that, angel. For now, are you comfortable wearing one of our coats until we can get you a proper one?”

She nods, but her scent is still sour with anxiety. “I just don’t want to be an inconvenience or make you feel like I’m taking advantage.”

Twin growls rocket through the room, startling the omega in my arms. “Lainey, I’m going to need you to stop right there before I say something that pisses you off. You’re our omega. You’re carrying our child. You could ask for the goddamn moon and we would do everything in our power to get it for you because that is our privilege as your alphas. Asking for a winter coat that fits is not some frivolous ask. It’s a fucking necessity so you don’t freeze your pretty ass off. Got it?”

Her eyes are wide and I would be worried I took it too far, but her scent has sweetened into that syrupy, freshly baked huckleberry pie scent that brings me right back to my childhood in the best way. I smile in response, lightly squeezing her neck before I let go and step back. “Glad that’s settled. Now let’s go before we’re late.”

The drive to Lainey’s new doctor is only about fifteen minutes since they are based out of the local hospital, but it feels like thirty with how tense and quiet the car is. Lucky and Wyatt had conditioning this morning and opted to meet us there rather than make us wait, so there was no levity to break up mine and Rhys’s quiet intensity as we focused solely on Lainey and wondered if she was warm enough in his puffy coat.

The thing is so large it’s practically drowning her. Her cheeks were flushed the whole drive, so I told myself she was fine, though my alpha demanded I shove my hand inside the jacket to see for myself more than once. Keeping him in line took up most of the drive.

The second Rhys puts the car in park, Lainey’s door is ripped open. She screeches, and I bark out a “Stop!” Before I realize it’s just my brother. Lucky is frozen just outside the car with our omega half in his arms and half on the seat. I can see him fighting off my bark and while I could help him out by releasing it, I figure he deserves to struggle after scaring the hell out of us.

“The fuck were you thinkin’?” Rhys barks. “You could have hurt her and I doubt scaring the shit out of our pregnant omega is good for her or the baby.”

Wyatt steps slightly in front of Lucky to scoop Lainey up and out of the car, but he cuts a glare at Rhys. “You know he didn’t mean anything by it, he was just excited. Chill out, daddy doom.”

At this, Lainey snorts, which turns into a high pitched giggle. After a few seconds of this, she gasps and smacks Wyatts arm. “Let me down, I gotta pee!”

It breaks the tension, and the rest of us chuckle as she speed walks into the clinic. Lucky finally breaks out of my bark and has the decency to look contrite. “I really am sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you or her. I just haven’t seen her since last night, and I’m so damn excited to see the baby today. I just didn’t think.”

I toss an arm around his shoulders and ruffle his hair. “You’re forgiven. Our alphas are just on edge after this morning.”

Wyatt’s head whips sideways, concern etched into his features. “What happened this morning?”

Rhys looks around to make sure Lainey isn’t in the lobby when we enter before lowering his voice. “She was refusing to put on a coat and Law figured out she was embarrassed because none of her stuff fits. She didn’t want us to think she was taking advantage off us by asking for a new one when we just took her shopping last month.”

Their eyes go wide with horrified realization. “Fuck. How did we not think of that?” Lucky asks.

Wyatt frowns. “She’s bigger than I expected for this stage in her pregnancy. I was going to ask her doctor about it today anyway but now I feel like it’s really important we do. We’re big guys, so maybe it’s just a big baby, but…” he shakes his head. “I don’t know. It’s probably nothing.”

“What are we whispering about over here?” Lainey’s equally whispered question startles me as she squeezes herself into the gap between Lucky and Wyatt. They immediately find some way to touch her, with Wyatt tossing an arm over her shoulder and Lucky lacing their hands together in a possessive hold.

Lucky smirks, kissing her nose. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

She frowns, flicking him. “Duh. That’s why I asked. Did you get sacked during conditioning?”

He chuckles, shrugging.

“Lainey Ryan?” A nurse calls from a small doorway at the back of the clinic. Lainey’s scent goes sour with anxiety again and it sets my alpha on edge. Wyatt’s concern had already made me nervous for this appointment, but feeling her nerves down the bond is making it all so much worse. My worry continues to grow as she gets her weight and vitals taken, and I’m so lightheaded by the time we enter the exam room I feel like I could pass out.

“Knock knock!” A bright voice calls as a tall brunette woman enters the room. She turns to Lainey. “I’m Doctor Melodie Smith and I’ll be taking over your care for the duration of your pregnancy and postpartum. You can call me Doctor Smith, Melodie, or Mel. I’m not big on formalities. I see we have dads here as well?” She waits until Lainey nods and her smile grows. “Excellent. It’s always nice when the whole pack can be present for these appointments. Now, I think we’re going to take a peek at baby today, but if you have any questions let me know. Okay?”

Lainey nods, smiling slightly. “It’s nice to meet you, Mel.” Her voice is calm and her posture has relaxed significantly. I check her in the bond just to be sure, but she seems instantly at ease with this doctor, which relaxes me the smallest bit.

“Now your chart shows you’re sixteen weeks, is that correct, or is it possible they we’re a bit off in their estimation?”

Lainey nods. “We know the exact date of conception, so they definitely weren’t wrong.” She pauses, worry clouding her eyes. “Why? Is something wrong?”

The doctor shakes her head, but I see an equal amount of concern that she quickly hides. “Not necessarily. I’d like to measure you, take some blood, and then do an ultrasound just to make sure baby is growing on track and you have a normal amount of amniotic fluid.”

The worry in the room is palpable, not just from Lainey and the doctor but also from my pack mates. Rhys has his arms crossed with a murderous look on his face, though that isn’t unusual. Lucky is bouncing on his toes and making faces at Lainey. Wyatt is twirling locks of our omega’s hair between his fingers and purring softly, but me? I’m sweating profusely and about two seconds away from dropping like a sack of potatoes.

My fingers drum mindlessly on my thigh as I stand behind Lainey’s head and watch them do all the things. She barely flinches when they take her blood but a wash of nerves floods the bond when she has to lift her shirt so Doctor Melodie can measure her belly. As soon as I feel it my hand drops to her head, brushing the hair away from her face in a pathetic effort to soothe her all while my alpha beats on his metaphorical chest with pride knowing she’s growing round with our baby.

“Alrighty, everything looks good so far, Lainey. Are you ready to see your baby?” The doctor asks as a tech joins us in the room.

Lainey nods, nerves and excitement clear in the bond as the ultrasound tech squirts gel over her skin. Everything is quiet for a few moments as the tech looks at the things she needs to, but then she lets out a quiet “oh!” that sets my teeth on edge. “What is it? What’s wrong?” I growl.

The tech tilts her head my way but her wide eyes stay locked on the doctor, who has a huge smile on her face.

It can’t be bad news if she’s smiling, right?

My heart is racing so fast I think I might be sick. I’ve seen some scary things in my job, but an ultrasound is going to be the thing that finally makes my heart give out.

“Well we don’t see this very often,” Doctor Mel laughs brightly and turns to Lainey. “The reason you’re measuring so far ahead for one baby is because it isn’t just one baby.” She turns to the rest of us, face alight with excitement. “Congratulations, mom and dads! You’re having twins.”

Lainey’s gasp is the last thing I hear before the world tilts and everything goes black.
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“Oh shit!” I dive forward to catch Law before his head hits the tile floor. Lainey is in shock and stuck on the bed while the tech finishes the ultrasound, but Lucky and Wyatt are doing a terrible job at holding back their hysterics over Lawson’s fainting.

I turn to glare at them, but Lainey beats me to it. “Stop it!” She hisses. “Lawson faints and you two are giggling about it? At least wait until you find out if he’s okay before you start with your nonsense.” She shakes her head. “For fuck’s sake.”

The doctor and tech are the ones snickering now, and the doc nods at my omega. “I wish I could say this is a first for me, but it’s not. I’ve had three alphas pass out in here this week alone.”

Lainey shrugs, glancing my way. She’s rubbing at her sternum, and I wonder what she’s feeling through her bond with Law. With him being passed out, I doubt he would be able to hide his feelings if she were to go digging. Though Lainey doesn’t really seem like the type to take advantage of a situation like that. “Is he alright? Did he hit his head?”

I sigh, feeling around his head for bumps. I’m fairly certain I caught him before he hit the ground, but if my omega asks me to check, then I’m damn well going to check. “From what I can tell he did not hit his head. I caught him before he hit the deck.”

She looks at my younger two pack members and smirks. “Now you can laugh.”

And laugh they do. The idiots cackle like hyenas as the doctor and tech lady exit the room stifling their own laughter.

Lawson is stock still in my lap, so I do what I would do for any of my pack members that were in distress. I purr. It doesn’t wake him, but it does make him tuck his head instinctually closer to me. “If any of you give him shit for this, I will put hair remover in your shampoo and pierce things you absolutely do not want pierced in your sleep. Are we clear?”

Lucky and Wyatt nod frantically with wide eyes, likely because they know I’m serious, but Lainey just tilts her head to the side. “You do piercings too?”

I nod, and her eyes narrow. “What kind?”

Oh shit. “Um…” the guys start snickering again so I shoot them a glare. The last thing we need to add to this insane appointment is a jealous omega. Although her jealousy worked out really well for me last time… “You know. The normal stuff. Noses, ears, faces, that type of thing.”

“Don’t let him be modest, kitten. Rhys’s shop is also the go-to for genital piercings. He’s done dozens if not hundreds of them in the three years they’ve been open.”

I’m going to jail for murdering my pack mate. I just know it. I turn to Lainey with a frown. “How attached are you to your baby daddy?”

She looks him up and down then offers a mild shrug, canting her hand side to side in a ‘so so’ gesture. “Meh.”

Lucky’s jaw drops as he brings a hand to his chest dramatically. “I think that’s the most hurtful thing you’ve ever said to me, little mama.”

“Then stop saying shit to try and make me jealous and get your pack mate in trouble, ball boy.”

“I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck,” Lawson groans, making all of our attention snap to him. It takes him several seconds to open his eyes but when he finally does and sees where he is, he bolts upright only to moan and clutch his head. “What the hell happened? The last thing I remember is the…” he trails off, jaw dropping as the color drains from his face again. “Oh, holy fuck.”

Lainey nods, lips mashed together to hold back laughter. “Mhmm. Two babies. Turns out my incubator works really well.”

Even I snicker at that, but Law looks woozy again. “Right, well, maybe we go home and process this? Free up this room for the next patient?”

Lucky, Lainey, and Wyatt don’t hesitate to leave the room, giggling to themselves at our pack leads’ expense. I hang back with my best friend, waiting silently until he lifts his head from his hands. He hits me with a desperate, pleading expression. “What the fuck am I going to do?” He croaks.

I cock my head to the side, confusion sliding through me. “What do you mean?”

He yanks at his hair, knocking it from ‘artful disarray’ to ‘electric shock’. “I was already worried about how to keep her safe and healthy when it was just one baby, but now there are two? Multiples pregnancies carry significantly more risk than singletons, you know how I know that? I have spent every single night since we found out about Lainey poring over every single medical journal, expecting parents book, and online article I could find about pregnancy in the United States. We have the highest maternal mortality rate of the developed world, and nobody does fuck all about it. So tell me how the hell I’m supposed to keep our omega safe when it seems like the odds are stacked against her just for being pregnant in the first place, let alone with twins?!”

We’ve been friends a long time, but I have never seen him spiral like this. Not even after he drove his first truck into a ditch the same week his parents bought it for him. I wrap an arm around his shoulder and pull him into a loose hug, breathing deep to get my purr going again. He might hate it now that he’s conscious, but maybe it will settle him knowing he isn’t alone. Relief crashes over me when he sinks into the embrace. “First of all,” I start. “You aren’t in this alone. It’s important to me that you know that. You have me, you have your brother, and we all have Wyatt to keep us in line when shit goes sideways.”

He lets out an amused huff, which gives me hope. “Second, you don’t have to do anything. We can make sure Lainey eats well, gets plenty of rest, and stays comfortable. We’ll follow any instructions and come back as often as they tell us to, but otherwise, it really is just about letting nature take its course. Lainey’s an omega. Her body is made for this. And we’ll be right here ready to support her if something happens. But living in the ‘what if’ of it all is only going to give you an ulcer and drive a wedge between you two.”

He sighs, dragging his hands down his face. “Yeah, I know.”

I’m not sure if he’s processing my words, but at least I know I said them. I’ll have to remember to check in with him every now and then to make sure he hasn’t researched himself into a mental pit.

“Alright.” My hand slaps his shoulder. “Let’s go get our girl.”

On the way out to the car, my phone pings. I grunt, already knowing who it is.

Mama


My baby boy! Papa, Daddy and me were thinking about coming out for a visit next week. Does that work for y’all?




My teeth dig into my bottom lip, eyes sliding to Law. “The parents want to come visit next week.”

Lawson tenses. “Is that a good idea?”

I shrug. “I haven’t seen them in almost eight months. Not since my brother’s wedding. I know they would love Lainey.”

“Which brother got married again?”

I can’t fault him for asking. I have eight brothers and four sisters, and I’m one of the oldest. But it was the actual oldest who got married. “Barrett. Married his longtime boyfriend finally. The whole fam was thrilled.”

“Guess we better warn Lainey she’s about to meet the parents, huh?”

Something like butterflies riot in my stomach at the thought of my omega meeting my parents. I have no doubt she’s about to be the new favorite child, and I dread the day my sisters get her into their group chat.

Ready or not, it’s time for Lainey to meet the Rivers clan.
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“I’m going to throw up.”

Lucky’s head whips around so fast I’m concerned for the stability of his neck. “Actually?”

I shrug, because I’m really not sure. Could go either way at this point.

Rhys cups my chin in his hand and crashes his lips to mine for a deep, licking kiss that has me dripping slick into my scent blocking panties. When we break apart, we’re both breathing heavily. “Nauseous to horny in under a minute. That’s a new one.” I mutter to myself. They’re all close enough to hear, but they offer me the dignity of not laughing at my insanity.

Ever since Rhys dropped the parental bomb on me last week, I’ve been a nervous wreck. I’m almost eighteen weeks along now and my body is not trying to hide these babies. My belly looks like I swallowed a small soccer ball already, and we aren’t even halfway through. I dread to think what his parents will think of a pregnant omega only bonded to one member of this pack. Especially since that member is not their son.

“What if they hate me or think I’m using you?” I blurt.

Four sets of eyes lock on me instantly. “That won’t happen.” Rhys assures me.

Lawson nods in agreement, but otherwise stays silent. He’s been distant since my appointment last week, and I don’t know what to make of it. Maybe he regrets bonding me now that he knows it’s two babies? Like the alpha version of cold feet? His bond is almost always locked down, but I catch the occasional snippet of emotions and they’re never good ones.

Wyatt tucks a lock of hair behind my ear, smiling indulgently. “The Rivers family are some of the nicest people I’ve ever met. They met me one time after Rhys announced I was joining the pack and immediately took me in as their own. Not a week has gone by without a text or call from Mama Jane checking in on me. She’s going to take one look at you and try to steal you right out from under us.”

My hands shake all throughout his speech, but not for the reason I thought they would. Rather than being nervous about meeting my scent matched alpha’s parents for the first time, now I’m petrified his mom is going to see what my mom does and hate me for it, too.

A loud knock precedes several cheerful dings of the doorbell, and my stomach drops through the floor. “I don’t know if I can do this!” I whisper hiss to Lucky. I am not sure why, but I feel like if anyone will understand my thought process in this moment, it’s him.

He tucks my hair back behind my ears, and having the heavy strands out of my face settles a tiny bit of the irritated panic racing through my veins. “Say the word and I’ll get you out of here, kitten. Even if I have to fake an alpha-emergency.”

My eyes cut to his, curiosity and begrudging amusement warring for the top spot in my emotional melting pot. “What would constitute an ‘alpha emergency’?” I ask quietly, no shortage of suspicion in my tone. Though I can’t deny he is once again proving to be a wonderful distraction from hard, scary things. He’s like my emotional support Saint Bernard. Not quite as sweet as a golden but just as playful and happy to be wherever their owner is.

And I think I might be this puppy’s owner.

He smirks, biting into that plush bottom lip. “Oh, you know. Jealousy, insane possessiveness, a persistent ache to keep you from all harm, incurable erections. Take your pick, I’ve got it all.” The words are delivered with humor but an undertone of vulnerability that assures me he is most certainly not joking. Every day I spend with this man brings a new facet of him to light, each one more confusing and endearing than the last.

Gods help me, I think I’m starting to like him. I gulp, unable to drag my gaze away from his distractingly perfect face. At least until a boisterous female voice pops our bubble. “Oh, my boy! Have you gotten taller? My word, what have you been eating down here? You’re rail thin.” I hear several soft slaps, leading me to believe Rhys’s mom is patting his chest. “Don’t you worry, Mama will get you fed and you’ll be right as rain in no time.”

Rhys sighs in exasperation, but it’s a different sound than he normally lets out around the guys. Almost affectionate. Which would make sense if his mom is as wonderful as all the guys say she is.

There’s masculine murmuring coming from the foyer, but I’m too distracted by the surprisingly tall woman barreling her way into the family room. “My other boys! Oh my heavens, y’all have grown like weeds! Alphas, I tell you. Y’all eat your parents out of house and home as teenagers to support your growth spurts and you just never stop growing.”

Lucky, Wyatt, and even Lawson have formed a sort of protective barrier in front of me, so I can only see Mrs. Rivers by peeking through two very firm biceps. I know the very nanosecond she notices me because her steps slow in front of Law as her hands rise to cover her gaping mouth. The room is silent for several very awkward seconds before she clears her throat, cutting her gaze back to where Rhys stands in the entry. His beefy, tattooed arms are crossed over his chest, but there’s a relaxed smile on his face. “Ma, Pops, Daddy, this is Lainey.” He pauses to wink at me. “Our omega.”

The room is so quiet you could hear a pin drop before it explodes.

“What!”

“But when?”

“Why didn’t you tell us?”

“Rhys Remington Rivers, you are in so much trouble.”

The last statement, coming from his mother, is what finally breaks the tension. A startled giggle escapes me, which makes the men in front of me laugh, which then in turn sets off everyone else. I nudge Wyatt and Lucky apart so I can sneak through the gap between their bodies and put myself in front of Mrs. Rivers. The moment I do, I catch her vanilla frosting scent and know where Rhys got his sweet scent from. She’s definitely an omega, though I don’t recall ever meeting one so tall. She has to be at least five-foot-nine and has every bit of her son’s coloring in both hair and skin. Though where his eyes are a beautiful blue, hers are a startling green.

I clear my throat, holding out a hand. “Hi, I’m Lainey.”

She knocks my hand away with a scoff but before terror can adequately take hold, she hauls me into her embrace. My body is stiff as a board, but I can’t seem to make myself relax enough to enjoy her motherly affection. I can’t remember the last time my own mom hugged me, if she ever has. I like to assume she wasn’t always a narcissist and terrible mother, but if there were any good years, my memory fails to produce them.

“I cannot tell you how happy I am to meet you, sweet pea. This is the best surprise!” She turns to her son, giving him a dirty look. “I cannot believe you withheld my daughter-in-law from me. If you were any younger I’d be sending you out back with the roosters, boy.”

Rhys’s dads’ chuckle, moving closer to their omega who still has me trapped in the surprisingly strong circle of her arms. The shorter of the two places a tentative hand on my shoulder. “It’s lovely to meet you, Miss Lainey. My name is Bowen, and this is my pack mate, Tyler. Our wife failed to introduce herself, but her name is June.”

June scoffs, rocking me back and forth slowly. “You’ll call me Mama, just like all my babies do.” She pulls back, studying me carefully. “If you’re comfortable with that, of course.”

Rhys groans, stealing me away and into the safety of his broad chest. “Mama, chill. You’re gonna scare her away. We have enough going on without adding suffocation to it.”

She squints, trying to parse out the hidden meaning in her son’s words. I sigh, because apparently none of the alphas are going to be the first to fess up about our current situation. Smiling nervously, I flatten my sweater across my belly, pulling it taut so the ball I’m smuggling in there is perfectly obvious. June gasps loudly, one hand clutching honest-to-god pearls, the other covering her mouth.

Tyler, who until now had been silent, hoots before slapping Rhys on his shoulder. “Well I’ll be! A new daughter and a grand baby all in one day.”

My teeth dig into my bottom lip. “Not quite,” I mutter.

Rhys bands an arm across my body, huge hand splayed on my belly. I can’t see his expression from my position in front of him, but I can hear the smug satisfaction in his voice when he tells his parents, “It’s twins.”

June bursts into tears, throwing her arms around me and her son and rocking us back and forth as much as she can when he’s several inches taller than her. “My baby is having babies! This is the best day of my life.”

Rhys laughs, wrapping his long arms around his mom, squishing me in the process. I have to say, I don’t hate it. “You have twelve children and two bonded mates, Mama.”

She nods, sniffling. “I said what I said.”

Bowen is smiling, but he looks a little more reserved than the other two. It makes me nervous. “Are y’all going to have a DNA test done?”

I feel Rhys stiffen behind me, and even June stills. “We don’t need to,” he says, voice low and more than a little irritated.

“I mean no offense. Honest.” Bowen holds his hands up in a placating gesture. “I only ask because it can be beneficial to know if any health concerns crop up down the line, or if there are questions of legality if you aren’t all bonded.”

Four growls echo through the room, but Rhys’s is the loudest. “That’s enough, Pops. Not that it’s any of your business, but we don’t need a DNA test because the babies are biologically Lucky’s. I don’t need to check with the rest of my pack to know it doesn’t matter. These babies are ours and biology isn’t going to change that.”

I feel something hit my chin and swipe at it only to find tears dripping down my face. I didn’t even realize I was crying, but his words were something I needed to hear desperately. I have been so worried that Wyatt, Lawson, and Rhys felt obligated to be with me because their pack mate is the father of our babies, so to hear him boldly claim them as his, in front of his parents? It alleviates a fear that I have been trying to ignore.

Rhys sees my tears and sighs, swiping them away before turning back to his dad. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to get defensive.”

Bowen yanks Rhys into a hug, rocking him back and forth like he’s a child. When they pull apart, Bowen’s eyes are misty. “I was just like that every time your mama was pregnant. No apology necessary. It’s none of my business and even if it was I could have had a helluva lot more tact.”

June sniffs, crossing her arms and glaring at her alpha, who stares at her like a kicked puppy.

The rest of the afternoon passes by smoothly after that, but I can’t seem to focus enough to truly enjoy the Rivers company. The only thing penetrating my mind is I am in so much trouble.
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I love my parents, but goddamn they can be exhausting. They hung out at the house for more than six hours before heading back to their hotel for the night, and most of that time was spent fielding questions about baby things none of us had answers to.

Do you know the genders?

“No it’s still too early.”

Will Lainey breastfeed?

“No clue.”

Do you have any names picked out?

“Frankly we’re still wrapping our heads around there being two babies.”

Will you all bond before the babies are born?

God I hope so.

That last one certainly made things awkward and I think my parents could tell because they left shortly after that. I know it isn’t likely Lainey will want to bond us before the babies are born but shit, I would bite her cute ass right now if she gave me the green light.

Collapsing onto my bed with a groan, I stare at the ceiling fan. The house has central air and is usually cold as fuck, but there’s something about a ceiling fan that reminds me of home. Law put one in for me as soon as we closed on this place. The lazy rotations are enough to help me get lost in my thoughts, and I have no idea how much time passes before a tentative knock on my door jolts me out of them.

“Hey,” Lainey whispers. “I didn’t wake you, did I?”

I shake my head, but a yawn slips out. I was so nervous for my parents to meet her I barely slept last night. “Naw. I was zonin’ out but not sleeping.”

She nods, entering the room on quiet feet and closing the door behind her. I raise a brow, but she doesn’t say a word, instead coming to stand at the end of the bed and between my spread knees. I sit up, my hands going to the backs of her thighs automatically. “You alright, darlin’?”

I watch her fingers twine together, nervous energy radiating off of her through her scent. The huckleberry is sour enough that my mouth waters, hands squeezing her thighs. She lets out a quiet whimper, eyes glazing over for a moment before her head tilts, searching for something on my face.

Whatever it is, she must find it because the nerves slide off her body like silk. She squares her shoulders and looks me straight on as she says, “I want to bond with you.”

My jaw drops, shock rendering me speechless for long enough that she starts to fidget again. “If you want to! I mean, I shouldn’t assume that just because we did stuff and you claimed the babies means you also want to claim me, so it’s okay if you don’t. I just have all of these feelings and⁠—”

My brain finally jumps back online so as she rambles I curl my fingers further around her thighs and pull sideways and forward until she lands on top of me, straddling my lap. I smirk when she shrieks but decide to cut her off with a kiss that I feel all the way down to my toes. “Darlin’.” The word is barely more than a breath. “I’ve been sitting here daydreaming about you asking to bond. I can’t possibly expect you to understand just how much I want this.”

Her sigh is full of relief as her scent sweetens to that warm, syrupy berry pie scent I have come to rely on as much as oxygen. She’s short enough that her neck is within reach from this angle, so I press my lips just below her jaw, lingering much longer than necessary for the chaste kiss.

“How do you want to do this?” I ask through the hint of growl that slips into my voice.

“What do you mean?” She responds breathlessly.

My hands trail from her thighs, over her delicious ass, to her hips. My grip is firm, and the way she rocks against me in return is heaven and hell wrapped up in syrupy sweetness. “Well,” I place another kiss on her neck, licking at the soft skin there. “We can do this nice and easy, soft and sweet like you deserve…” I trail off.

“Or?” She gasps, making me chuckle.

“Or,” I lick a stripe down her neck to the hollow of her throat. “We can play. Like we did at the studio, only with less clothes.”

“That,” she pants out. “I want the second one.”

I bite my lip to hold back a groan. “Your safe words are red and yellow. Yellow means slow down for a check-in and we can talk things out if you need to. Red is a hard stop, no questions asked. You will never be punished or faulted for calling a safe word. Okay?”

“Yes, sir.”

An insane urge to hear her calling me daddy instead of sir hits hard, knocking me off balance. She hasn’t made me feel weird for anything so far, so… “how would you feel about calling me daddy instead?”

Lainey’s breath hitches, but her scent gives her away. Thick perfume fills my room so completely I know I’ll never be able to get the scent of her arousal out.

Thank fuck.

“You like that?”

“I fuckin’ love it.”

“Okay, daddy.”

The word sends a jolt to my cock that damn near makes me come on the spot. “Strip and get on the bed, darlin’.”

Her compliance is a beautiful sight to behold. She’s so goddamn stubborn and watching her with Lucky is like watching gasoline on a match, but his nickname for her is more appropriate when she’s with me. The Lainey that thrives with my instructions is a docile little kitten, eager for affection that I love to give.

In other words, she’s perfect for me.

My hand presses hard on my erection through my jeans as I watch her hips sway while she crawls up my massive bed. The friction is good but not nearly enough. “Goddamn, Lainey. I could watch this ass move all day and never get bored.”

A pink flush spreads from her cheeks all the way down to her décolletage, and I ache to trace the path with my tongue. So I do. I crawl over her, not bothering to shed my own clothes just yet, and drag my tongue in a jagged ‘V’ from her jaw to a spot over her sternum and between those glorious tits. I didn’t have the pleasure of seeing them before she got pregnant, but they are an alpha’s wet dream now.

Each swipe of my tongue drives her scent further into my brain until all I know is the omega in front of me. I never want to move from this spot, but her hips buck, impatience evident in the move. “Is my omega aching again?” My voice is thick with arousal.

A pained whimper is her only response, so I slap the inside of her thigh. Not hard, but enough to get her attention. “I asked you a question, darlin’.”

“Yes!” She cries. “It hurts. Please, daddy, make it stop.”

Those words on her lips give my alpha all he needs to take over, relegating my consciousness to the backseat. He’s practically salivating, eager for the chance to prove himself to our omega. My clothes come off so fast I hear fabric tear, and then my bare cock is lined up against her core as she rocks against me frantically. “Holy shit. You’re pierced?”

I forgot she hasn’t seen me fully naked until now, and my alpha cedes enough control to allow me to respond in more than grunts. “For about a year. Jacob’s ladder. Seven of ‘em. You’re the only person who’s ever seen it.”

Her eyes widen before they go hazy, her pupils expanding to nearly fill the outer ring of color. I’ve heard omegas can have heat spikes while pregnant to make up for not having an actual heat, and I think I might have just set one off. Her rocking gets faster, slick coating every inch of my dick and dripping down my swollen knot. I’m glad now I asked her doctor whether knotting was safe during a twin pregnancy, because I’m sorely tempted to fill her up and lock us together for the next three to five business days.

“Need you inside me, alpha.” The plea is moaned into my ear, making my knot throb. She’s so fucking hot and I’m so damn close to the edge already.

“No,” I growl harshly, dragging my fingers through her slick before plunging them inside of her in one rough thrust. She’s soaked, so I slip right in despite it being a bit of a tight fit. “You’re going to come twice first. Once on my fingers, the other on my tongue. If you can be a good omega and do that for me, then I’ll fill you up with my cock.” My thrusting fingers punctuate every word, dragging a symphony of moans from her perfect throat. It only takes a couple of circles around her swollen clit before she’s clenching around those fingers and soaking my hand with her slick.

“Atta girl. That’s one.”

She whimpers, and the sound is music to my ears. I withdraw my hand, licking and sucking off every bit of slick. But I don’t swallow it. Instead, I hold it in my mouth and rise up on my knees to hover over her. “Open,” I demand. She does, and I let the combination of my saliva and her slick drip into her open mouth, relishing in the fresh burst of perfume I get in response. My lips meet hers, no less aggressive than before. “Can you give me one more, darlin’?”

“Yes, daddy,” the words are throaty and accompanied by a whine that is purely omega, and it sends my alpha into a frenzy. Gripping her hips, I flip her over until she’s face down with that luscious ass in the air. I want to bite it, but I wait, wanting to be inside her before I do. I settle between her legs, shoulders against her thighs and pushing them just to the point of discomfort, and dive in, lapping at her swollen pussy like a starving dog.

The noises coming from my throat are obscene, and yet each one seems to drive my omega wild. She’s fisting the sheets as pleading, whining, begging moans fall from her pretty pink lips. I nip at her lower lips with my teeth before making my way back to her clit and sucking hard. Her back arches, belly touching the bed as enough slick to drown me soaks my face. But if this is the way I go, then I’ll die a happy alpha. “Goddamn,” I mutter, tracing the finger-shaped bruises I left on her thighs and butt. “What a fuckin’ sight that is.”

I can barely see Lainey’s eyes with the way she’s buried herself in the pillows, but I sure as shit see her lips move when she asks, “was that two?”

“That was two, beautiful girl. Now you’re gonna take daddy’s cock and scream for me one more time before I let you rest. Can you do that for me, darlin’?”

“I don’t know if I can,” she whimpers.

“Shh, you can.” I soothe as I run my hands down her back. I waste no time slipping inside her, but the pressure on my dick is unlike anything I’ve ever felt. It takes considerable effort not to blow my load right away. “You’re going to take this hand,” I grab her right hand and drag it to her clit. “And you’re going to edge yourself, but do not come.”

She lets out a whiny moan, but I shush her again. “You’ll come with me or not at all, do you understand?” I infuse the tiniest echo of bark into the command.

It’s the most firm I’ve been with her yet, and her reaction is exactly what I hoped it would be. Her pussy clenches around me, trying to pull me in deeper, but the rest of her body relaxes like I’ve taken the burden of decision off her shoulders. “Just relax and play with that clit,” I whisper the words into her back. “I’ve got you.”

The first thrust is nirvana. When people say ‘better than sex’ they don’t mean this. This is a brand of heaven all its own and one I pray I get to experience every day for the rest of my life.

Slick fingers bump my knot with each circle around her clit, making me thrust faster and harder. I’m still conscious not to be too rough because of the babies, but I take her right to the edge, only pulling back when one of us gets too close to coming. After several rounds of this, my muscles are coiled tight and I’m ready to explode.

Yanking her up so her back is against my chest, I take over pressure on her clit and rub it hard and fast, desperate to get her there before I come. “I can feel how close you are,” I murmur with a nip to her earlobe. “Gonna come for me?”

She nods frantically, nonsensical begging cries punctuating each thrust, and before either one of us has the chance to chase our release, I pull out, bend down, and sink my teeth into her ass, sealing my end of the bond. I tend to it for a few seconds before thrusting back inside her and as soon as I feel her tighten around me for the final time, it’s all over. I press as deep as I can inside of her, my knot slipping into place like her body was made to fit mine. Before I know what’s happening her sharp teeth dig into the inside of my bicep, the one place I don’t have ink on that arm. “FUCK!” I shout, releasing into her again. I didn’t even know I could come multiple times like that, but I guess what they say about scent matches is true. They change your whole damn life in the best way possible, in every single way.


[image: ]


My brother and one of my best friends are bonded to my pregnant omega, and my alpha is on the verge of losing his ever-loving shit. I cannot count the number of times I have snapped at people in the last day that weren’t doing anything wrong, they were just in the wrong place at the wrong time and an easy target for my ire.

For once I’m grateful our team is scheduled to play against our fiercest rivals today, since it should give me a chance to work out some of this aggression before I kill one of my pack mates. I have always been the laid-back party boy in our pack, never taking anything too seriously. But that was before Lainey came along. One night with her rewired my entire system and though I wouldn’t change it for anything, this seething anger is new and I have no fucking clue how to handle it in a productive way. My alpha demands we beat the shit out of anyone that has ever touched our omega, and I don’t completely disagree.

Which is a fucking problem.

A heavy hand lands on my shoulder, scaring me so much that I jump and spin, coming face to face with my best friend. Wyatt’s head tilts. “Hey, you okay? Coach called us out a few minutes ago and you’ve just kinda been standing here.”

I shrug, knowing he would see right through me if I tried to lie. “I’m struggling with not being bonded to Lainey when the other two are.” It sucks to admit but if there’s one person in the world who won’t judge me for my feelings, it’s Wyatt. He’s my twin flame in every way and has been for four years.

Sometimes I wish we had a romantic or sexual attraction as well, but we have tried on several occasions and while it was good, it just didn’t feel right. We love each other, but we aren’t in love. Some people are meant to be platonic soulmates and Wyatt Hanna is mine.

He nods, nothing but understanding in his expressive brown eyes. “Yeah.” I watch a myriad of emotions pass over his face before a frown creases his brows. “If I’m being honest, I am too. It’s like, I know she’ll eventually bond me too but in the meantime I am missing out on this huge part of her. It almost feels like…” he trails off with a huff.

“Like you’re being left out?”

“Exactly,” he growls. The sound shocks me since I’m not sure I have ever heard him growl before.

“Hanna, Daire, get your asses to the tunnel before I bench you!” Coach screams from just outside the locker room. We jump into action, quickly snatching up helmets before jogging to the players entrance. Harbor University has some major donors for just about every sport since it’s a Division 1 school, but the football program is on another level. We have the best stadium on the East Coast, highest rate of ticket sales per game, and they churn out pro players like they are getting paid to do it. Hell, isn’t that what the multi-million dollar donations are for?

All of that to say, when the coach tells you to get your ass in gear, you get your ass in gear.

The roar of the crowd is an addiction I haven’t kicked in four years, and if I go pro I won’t have to for at least a few more. We exit the long tunnel, me in the lead carrying our school flag, to the sound of over one hundred thousand screaming fans. Adrenaline rushes over my body like a tidal wave, sharpening my focus like it always does when I step on the field.

Only this time, everything is different. For most of my life I have lived and breathed by the game. Nothing else mattered except the field and my team. But now that attention is split, with Lainey and our babies taking the majority. It’s jarring, realizing my life doesn’t revolve around this sport anymore, but it’s also invigorating. Freeing in a way I never thought I would experience after my parents died.

Turning to my right, I catch Wyatt’s eye. I grip his helmet, my glove sticking to the hard plastic exactly how it will grip the ball in twenty minutes. I lean forward and he follows, our helmets meeting with an audible clack. “Eyes on the ball.”

He nods, a feral grin darkening his features. “Eyes on the ball.”

I grin back, letting the adrenaline of the crowd and the thought of my omega at home fill me until I’m damn near bursting at the seams. “Let’s fucking go!” I shout. The team choruses my words, our collective screaming barely audible over the roar of the fans.

Time to bring home the win for my girl.
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“I smell like the back side of a fucking barn,” Wyatt complains a few hours later. We’re back in the locker room after annihilating the Boston Bantams forty-nine to six. The game was a complete clusterfuck on their end, but you won’t catch me complaining when it made us look so damn good.

I huff something that resembles a laugh but it’s hard to do much more than that when I’m tired down to my very bones. I’ve barely slept since Lainey moved in because all I can think about is that my scent-matched omega is pregnant with my babies and sleeping two doors down but I can’t go to her. My alpha is pissed, I’m pissed, and it’s making sleep practically impossible. Too much longer like this and I am going to either have to come clean to Lainey and beg her to let me sleep on her floor, or ask the team doc for some sleeping pills.

Wyatt is the only one who knows how much I’ve been struggling, but like me, he has no clue what to do about it. Sure she’s been warming up to me, but I’m too afraid to undo our progress by doing something as dumb as asking to share her bed.

“Quick showers and then we get the hell out of here? I am dying to see our girl.”

Wyatt grins, slapping my back. “Took the words right out of my mouth.”

I may have fallen asleep standing under the warm spray, because next thing I know Wyatt is shaking me awake with a sympathetic look on his face. “Come on, man. If we take much longer she might already be asleep by the time we get home.”

Those words do exactly what he intended them to, and I rush through the rest of my shower with a smile on my face. The level of attachment I feel about Lainey might be slightly unhealthy, but ask me if I fucking care.

By the time we’re both dressed and out the door into the friends and family area, it’s after nine p.m. and I’m slightly less dead on my feet knowing in twenty minutes I get to see my girl and our babies.

Only, when we step into the friends and family waiting area outside the players entrance, absolute chaos descends. Someone let a bunch of fans back here and from what I can tell nearly every damn one is female and a student here.

Wyatt whistles under his breath, taking in the mob forming in front of us. “Someone is so getting fired for this.”

I nod, in complete agreement. This is fucking ridiculous. Not only is it frustrating, it’s not safe. None of these people have passes to be back here, and after Shepard Kennedy was assaulted outside of the baseball locker rooms last year, security really cracked down on allowing people access to players. If Coach doesn’t file a complaint to the board, I will.

Two thin, tan arms wrap around me from the side, bringing with them the cloying smell of vanilla. It’s not the natural kind either, more like an old vanilla candle you would find buried on some forgotten shelf at a discount store. The kind that supposedly comes from a beavers ass. “Hey there, sexy,” the woman purrs. I know she’s trying to be seductive, but her touch on my body is making me feel kind of sick. I’m desperately trying not to meet her gaze as I untangle myself from her grasp, but she’s twisting around like a snake trying to catch my eye.

My eyes flick to Wyatt, praying for some intervention, but I see him in the exact situation with a redhead wearing his jersey. Resigning myself to the confrontation, I place my hands on her wrists and tug her off. “Please don’t touch me.”

She rolls blue eyes at me. “No need to play coy. Everyone on campus knows you’ll fuck anything on two legs.” She shrugs. “Figured it could be my turn tonight. I know you have to be riding a high after that win and I am more than happy to help you work some of that energy off.”

A grimace twists my lips, nausea pulsing in my gut. It’s not that her words are offensive, because there is more truth to them than I care to admit, but me being a bit of a slut in the past doesn't mean I can’t say no now.

When she tries to move in again, I sidestep, feeling only slightly guilty when she falls into the concrete wall nose first. “I’ve asked you not to touch me. I will call security and have you barred from the stadium if you can’t respect that I’m telling you no.” I can’t remember the last time I had to implement such firm boundaries with someone, but it doesn’t feel great. It’s not that I am attracted to her or want her touching me, but any negative attention makes my skin crawl and turns my stomach into a pretzel. That feeling only gets worse when she pulls out a cell phone and starts snapping pictures of me. I can only imagine what my expression looks like right now.

Another hand slides across my lower abdomen between my cropped muscle tee and my joggers, but this one is warm and familiar. One deep inhale and my body settles out of panic mode, relaxing for the first time since leaving the locker room. “I’m pretty sure I heard my alpha tell you no. Are you hard of hearing?” Lainey asks calmly. Her huckleberry pie scent is charred and I can’t tell if it’s from something I did or if she is just pissed at this chick and hiding it really well.

I’m hoping against all hope it’s the latter.

The chick scoffs, stomping her foot like a two year old. “Who the hell are you to tell me who I can and can’t touch? Last I checked, Lucky is single and free to sleep with whoever he wants.”

Lainey grins viciously, and the look makes my cock thicken in my pants. It’s the same feeling I get when she’s being mean to me, only this time I have a feeling she’s about to be mean on my behalf, which makes it ten times hotter. “Okay so not deaf, just dumb. Got it. In case you didn’t hear me, my alpha told you no. Back the fuck off my man before I convince him to press sexual assault charges against you.” She spins around, pointing to the girl still hanging on Wyatt. “And you. Has he told you not to touch him?” The girl’s eyes are wide, but she nods hesitantly. “Then why the hell are your hands still on him? I swear to all things holy, the fact that I am standing here teaching two women that it’s not okay to touch someone just because they are sorta famous or maybe a little slutty. Act your age and fuck all the way off before I start biting.”

The girls scurry away and before I even process my actions I have yanked the three of us into the locker room, backed Lainey up against the heavy door, and crashed my mouth to hers with all the gentleness of a semi truck. “Fuck me,” I groan against her lips. My hips grind against her thigh shamelessly. It would normally be her belly, but for obvious reasons that won’t work right now. The reminder that she’s pregnant with my babies only makes me more desperate for her. “You are so goddamn sexy when you’re all territorial over us.”

Wyatt nudges me out of the way so he can take her mouth, meaning I get full access to her neck. My lips, tongue, and teeth work in tandem to leave little love bites all over her neck that I know she will yell at me for tomorrow.

And I can’t fucking wait.

“I wasn’t jealous, in case that’s what you thought,” Lainey pants when Wyatt finally lets her up for air. Her perfume soaks the space, rivaled by peppermint and hot cocoa. It’s like post Christmas dessert at the Rivers house, only more arousing. Kind of a mind fuck if I think about it too hard, so I don’t, instead focusing on forming a response that’s more than the pathetic whimper my body wants me to set free.

“So you don’t want me to tattoo ‘Property of Lainey’ somewhere on my body?” I ask teasingly. Though I don’t hate the idea. Hmm… “Or maybe we should get t-shirts with your face on them so people know we’re taken?”

“No!” She blurts, face blushing all kinds of pink. Wyatt is edging his way down her throat to her exposed cleavage. I didn’t notice until now, but she’s wearing a thick v-neck sweater in navy blue and a hot as hell pair of white skinny jeans. It’s not my jersey, but the fact that she went out of her way to wear Harbor U colors sends a thrill through me anyway.

This self proclaimed player hater showed up to our game repping school spirit and came to find us afterwards. I’m wondering if Lainey Ryan isn’t actually as indifferent as she would like us to believe.
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I did not have a goal in mind when I asked Rhys to bring me to the guys’ game tonight. I figured I would get bored ten minutes in and then resort to my latest smutty forbidden romance I downloaded just in case. What I didn’t expect was to love the game so much. Sure it’s not as violent as hockey or as easy to follow as baseball, but I had a really good time. The girl next to me took pity when she saw my confused expression and explained the bare bones basics of the rules to me, and after that I really got into it.

Lucky is a phenomenal quarterback, and it’s easy to see why he’s gearing up for a pro career. Wyatt is a center, and he reads the field and his opponents like a dang book every play. He could easily go pro if he wanted to, but I know he doesn’t. My seat neighbor told me all about their positions and how while Lucky is the star of the show being actual quarterback, Wyatt is basically the quarterback of the offensive line. His Center position isn’t as glamorous or celebrated as Lucky’s, but still incredibly important and demanding. He basically needs to have eyes on the field at all times and be ready to call a change to the line if they need it.

I’ll admit a lot of what she said went over my head, but what I did understand is that Wyatt is observant in every aspect of his life, and the protection he has for his loved ones also stems to his team on the field. He sees these guys like family, and it makes him a hell of a player.

That attentiveness also makes him a hell of a lover. His teeth scrape against a particularly sensitive spot just under my ear and shivers wrack my body. He smiles, but it’s not cocky. More like he’s just happy he gets to make me feel good.

Seeing those women all over my alphas had me feeling a little feral so of course I didn’t object when Lucky led us to this locker room, but now that it’s just the three of us in this big empty space with those god-awful LED’s and all of their attention focused on me, my heart thunders with nerves.

I haven’t had sex with Lucky since our one night together months ago, and he is the only one of the guys who knew my body pre-pregnancy. What if he isn’t attracted to me anymore once he gets a look at all the changes my body has gone through?

“Hey,” Wyatt lifts my chin. “Where’d you go just now?”

Lucky has also pulled back, worry in his beautiful hazel eyes. In this light the green is much more pronounce, making his irises glow against his dark lashes. “You know we would never do anything to hurt you or jeopardize our relationship, right? I swear we had both told those girls no multiple times and we had no idea you were here, so they caught us as we were trying to rush out the door to get home. But I have never been good with confrontation or boundaries and she caught me off guard and then you were there and my body just,” I wrap my arms around his waist and squeeze, hoping to reassure him. “relaxed.” He sighs.

“I know, Alpha. I watched you tell them no and only stepped in when it seemed like they weren’t getting the message. No one deserves to be touched against their will, regardless of their talent or celebrity status.”

Wyatt chuckles, nuzzling his nose into my neck. “Luck is the celebrity here. I am just hot by association.”

My brows furrow and I pull back to look at my quiet alpha. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He shrugs, embarrassment tingeing his scent with spoiled milk. It almost makes me gag, but I fight it back with everything I have. The last thing I want is Wyatt hiding his emotions from me. It’s not like we have a bond I could use to pry them out of his cute head.

Lucky growls, spearing his fingers through the hair at the back of my head and pulling my gaze to his. “Our boy occasionally needs reminders that he is not the ugly duckling of our pack, no matter how much his head tries to tell him he is.”

My lips part, shock lighting up every cell in my body. How the hell does Wyatt not know just how attractive he is? He could light my panties on fire with a single look.

A tug on my hair brings everything back in focus and I find Lucky smirking wickedly my way. He leans in close enough his lips brush my ear when he whispers “Why don’t you remind Wy just how hot you think he is?”

He doesn’t have to ask me twice. Wyatt chokes when I instantly start to lower to my knees, only to be stopped by Lucky so he can place a thick pad down to cover the concrete. I look at him curiously, but he just winks so I decide to go with it.

My teeth dig into my lower lip when Wyatt’s sweet cocoa scent hits me, and this close I can pick out individual notes of cocoa, vanilla, and whipped cream. I have to know if he tastes as good as he smells, so I hook my fingers into the waistband of his loose sweats. Glancing up at him through my lashes, I grin through a sudden bout of shyness. “Okay?”

He nods slowly, something like awe in his expression. It barely takes any pressure from my fingers and his sweats slide off, pooling at his feet. He’s wearing a pair of tight black boxer briefs and the bulge behind them makes my mouth water. He’s probably the smallest of my alphas, but still well above average compared to any beta I was with before them. Slick drips into my panties, my entire body heating as I run my hand lovingly over his bulge.

The man is fuck-hot and I hate that he doesn’t see it. It’s now my goal in life to make sure Wyatt knows just how damn hot he is and how attracted I am to him. Stretching up on my knees, I run my tongue across the skin just above his waistband, loving the goosebumps that pop up. My teeth scrape against that sensitive skin when I hook them into the waistband of his underwear, pulling down and getting a lungful of rich hot chocolate for my effort. His scent is so thick with desire I can practically feel it sliding down my throat, and I hope I get to feel something else sliding down my throat soon.

“God, Wy. Do you have any idea how much you turn me on? From that very first day in the hospital, I was annoyed because you were so stupid hot, but then you had to go and be sweet, too? It’s a lethal combination, Hanna.”

He groans, shuddering when I use his last name. These boys and their last name fetishes. I’ll never understand, but anything that gets that noise out of my alpha is an immediate yes in my book.

His cock springs free, thick and veiny and smelling like the perfect treat for this frigid winter night. I wrap a hand around the base, noting his knot has already started to swell. Knowing I can get these men so turned on with so little effort is a high I’ll be riding the rest of my life.

A rolling wave of heat suffuses my limbs, and suddenly the only thing in the world I want is this alpha’s cum in my belly. And maybe Lucky’s inside of me. A quick peek back shows him on his knees behind me, eyes totally focused on my ass as he strokes over the tent in his joggers. I decide to ignore him for now and turn all of my focus to our pack mate. My tongue pokes out, lapping up the line of precum about to drip off his head, moaning quietly when his flavor hits my tongue.

Whatever deity or act of evolution allowed arousal fluid to taste like a person’s scent has my eternal gratitude. I still want to taste him and Lucky together, but right now I know he needs all my attention. Lucky can wait a bit.

I suck Wyatt’s cock into my mouth with no preamble, flattening my tongue under the head to work that one spot I know drives men crazy, and he doesn’t disappoint. His hips buck so hard I gag around him, making him growl. His eyes darken almost to black, a feral edge slipping in that makes me want to play a dangerous game and see just how far I can go before he snaps. “Play with our girl,” he snaps at Lucky, threading his fingers through the hair at the back of my head. He looks down at me, licking his lips hungrily. “I’m not coming without you, honey.”

My body trembles. I can feel the slick dripping down my thighs and flutters in my belly as excitement drives me even higher. “Goddamn, Wy. Didn’t know you had such a dirty mouth.” The smirk in Lucky’s voice is more than obvious, but Wyatt doesn’t take the bait, too focused on the way I gag when his tip hits the back of my throat. I panic for a moment, worried I’ll puke since my gag reflex has been so sensitive, but I think his scent actually helps suppress that the same way Lucky’s did in the bathroom a few weeks ago.

Warm, calloused fingers curl in the waistband of my leggings, pulling them and my panties down hastily. I almost groan at the relief of pressure on my growing belly. I’ve been avoiding maternity clothes out of sheer stubbornness and vanity, but I don’t think I can get away with it for much longer if I want to be able to breathe.

A surprised moan vibrates around Wyatt’s dick when Lucky’s tongue swipes through my folds, and the sound is echoed by my alpha’s. Wy’s fingers tighten in my hair and pull me back until only his tip rests in my mouth. His knot is throbbing and the sight sends a shiver down my spine. There are so many sensations running through my body and I can feel tendrils of interest down my bond with Rhys. I almost think I feel something in my bond with Lawson, but it’s gone quicker than I can put a name to the emotion.

Every time he shuts me down it hurts, but I won’t force someone to be with me that doesn’t want to. Our bond was one borne out of convenience and I knew that, so I have no right to be upset by him shutting me out.

Pushing thoughts of my mysterious bond mate out of my head, I focus on the task in front of me. My hand comes up to clasp around Wyatt’s knot as Lucky continues to devour me from behind. He guides me to bend over which makes the angle kind of uncomfortable to keep sucking Wyatt, but they make it easier on me when he sits down on the bench and Lucky twists me around to follow. My free hand lands on Wyatt’s thigh as the other works his knot with firm pressure. His responding groan is obscene, but the look in his eyes is pure reverence.

The ends of my hair are tugged gently as fingers dig into my hip. “We’re in a locker room so I can’t knot you here, but will you let me fuck you, kitten? Please?” Lucky’s question borders on begging, and it makes me feel ten feet tall that this superstar alpha has his pick of partners and yet he’s here, begging to fuck me.

I pull off Wyatt, gasping when I realize how short of breath I feel. Breathing doesn’t seem so important when you’re knot-deep on an alpha’s dick and having two growing babies pressing on your lungs doesn’t help. It takes me a few seconds of deep breathing to fix the lightheadedness, but once I feel steady again I glance over my shoulder with a grin. “Yes. Please fuck me, alpha.”

“Never have to beg when you’re with us, pretty mama.” He replies.

The head of his cock breaches my entrance, and the stretch is immediate. I turn my attention back to Wyatt, taking him back in my mouth with the same enthusiasm Lucky is showing me. “Fuck, honey. You’re so good at that,” he pants. The backs of his fingers brush my cheek, swiping away a stray tear leftover from my earlier gagging. “I’m going to come if you keep that up.”

I double my efforts, working his knot and sucking him in slow, deep pulls that end when my lips meet my fingers. “Pull off if you don’t want me to come down your throat, Lainey,” Wyatt breathes.

That is literally my entire goal. I keep sucking, twisting my fist around his knot and curling my tongue along the underside of his shaft each time I pull back. It doesn’t take more than three strokes until Wyatt’s knot and cock are throbbing, ribbons of his release hitting the back of my throat with enough force to make me cough. I moan when his taste hits my tongue, my system settling after earlier’s events.

He gently pulls me off but rests my head on his thighs and when I tune back into my own body, I realize Lucky is still inside of me, but he’s stopped moving to allow me to focus on his friend’s pleasure. There are layers to this boy and each new one revealed makes me like him a little bit more.

It’s unsettling.

His hand strokes my back in soothing motions, which is at complete odds with the way his cock throbs inside me. “Back with me, kitten?”

I nod, incapable of forming words at the moment.

“Good, then I can do this,” he punctuates his words with a thrust that rocks me forward further into Wyatt’s lap.

“Oh god,” I whimper.

He keeps his thrusts slow and measured even as one of his hands snakes around to rub my clit in steady circles. My body jolts, all of the pleasure catching up to me at once and sending me hurtling headfirst into a powerful orgasm that leaves me shaking. “Fuuuck.” Lucky groans as he picks up speed, chasing his own pleasure.

The thought of him using me for his own pleasure is so hot it sends aftershocks through me, my core squeezing Lucky’s cock until he curses roughly and stills. Hot pulses of his release coat my cervix and the feeling is unreal.

The room is silent for several awkward moments until Lucky pulls out with a huff, breaking the tension. “Well this is a first for me.”

Wyatt chuckles. “Me, too.”

I lean back on my heels and both men are staring at me, likely waiting for me to agree, but I can’t. My teeth dig into my bottom lip to contain my grin and I shrug. Both of their eyes widen, making me laugh. “I plead the fifth.”

Lucky groans, resting his head on my shoulder. “That’s so hot but I also kind of want you to tell me their name so I can break their hands.”

I raise a brow incredulously. “Why on earth would you do that?”

Twin growls sound, their hands simultaneously gripping my waist. Lucky’s just above my ass, Wyatt’s below my ribs. “Because,” Lucky snarls. “They touched what’s mine.”
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“Remind me again why you’re doin’ this?” Rhys asks skeptically.

I roll my eyes, stretching my arms high before lacing them behind my head in a casual position that hopefully hides my nerves. Is getting a tattoo for Lainey my smartest decision? Maybe not. But is it my best decision? Without a doubt. Well, my pack mates have some doubt.

Okay, a lot of doubt.

But I trust that Lainey is going to bond me and Wyatt too someday and until then, I need people to know in no uncertain terms that I am a taken man. If she thinks I’m crazy in the meantime well then that’s not really any different than usual now is it?

“Just admit you’re jealous you didn’t think of it first,” I taunt.

He shrugs, which has me barking a laugh. I love when my pack mates admit I’m right, even if it is inadvertently.

He sighs, donning gloves and going through the pre-appointment spiel he knows I know by heart, but I feel like he is giving me time to change my mind. It’s not going to happen, but I appreciate the thoughtfulness. “Alright, you know the drill. Try not to flinch and if it hurts keep it to yourself.”

I bite back the chuckle that wants to escape because he already has the needle on my skin, and settle in for the ride. It shouldn’t take all that long since it’s a simple design, but this area is extra spicy so each second feels three times as long.

Wyatt saunters in when Rhys is about halfway through and stops in his tracks when he finds me in the chair. I did not inform him I would be doing this today, so he is as surprised as Lainey is going to be. “What the hell is that?” His question is full of exasperation, which kind of irritates me. He was there when I brought up the idea of a tattoo to Lainey, why is he acting like he’s surprised?

“It’s a puppy.” I deadpan.

He narrows his eyes, taking a seat in the extra chair against the wall. “She’s going to freak when she sees it.”

I shrug again, not really seeing the problem. “Worst case scenario she yells at me. And in that scenario I still get what I want because a mad Lainey is a hot Lainey.”

He nods slowly, the skepticism in his expression lightening to something like amusement. “I hate to validate your insanity, but I’m almost jealous I didn’t think of it first.”

“I know.” I answer smugly.

Rhys has been quiet most of the appointment but finally lets loose a deep laugh that hits me right in the chest. He doesn’t laugh often, and it always strikes me dumb when he does. The sound is rich and full, even when he’s trying to be quiet about it. “I also hate to agree, but I really do. Maybe we should all get tattoos for her in some way or another. I would give anything to ink her perfect skin but since I can’t, inkin' someone in her honor feels like the next best thing.” He nods decisively, wiping away some excess ink on my abs.

One wipe with some diluted Green Soap and a few photos later, the skin just above my waistband is officially branded for my girl, and it turned out exactly how I pictured in my head. He covers it with a thin layer of ointment and a sterile bandage, careful to seal the edges with tape so nothing can get in for the next few hours. I grin brightly at him when he finishes. “Thanks man,” I stand and give him a hug, careful not to disturb my fresh ink as he pats my back.

“If she hates it, I had nothin’ to do with it,” he grumbles in my ear.

I give a sarcastic salute and rush out before he can hit me with anything. Wyatt follows close on my heels. My smirk is pure trouble when I look at him over my shoulder. “I have one more stop planned, wanna join me?”
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“She is actually going to murder us. Why did I let you talk me into this?” Wyatt complains the next day as we walk on to campus. Normally we would come in with Lainey but since neither of us had a class until several hours after her first, we decided to let Rhys drive her and come in late so we can surprise her with my incredible idea.

“She’s going to act like she hates it but pay attention to her scent. Bet ya ten bucks she gets all sweet and syrupy like she does any time we do something nice for her.” I don’t think our omega has known a lot of kindness in her life, and we have been determined to change that. Something as simple as remembering her coffee order (an iced americano with peach and vanilla), or bringing her a snack when she’s sitting on the couch just because we worry she might be hungry will send her scent spiraling dangerously close to perfume territory. It’s heaven and hell and only serves to remind me that we have never been through a heat with her and won’t for at least another year because of the babies.

Lainey is just over halfway through her pregnancy now and every day the babies grow a little more. She says she hasn’t felt them move yet which seems really strange, but Doctor Mel assured us first time moms don’t always recognize the feeling at first because it can feel like bubbles or butterflies and be pretty subtle, especially if the twins are on the small side.

I am dying to feel them for myself, but I know it could be a few more weeks before that happens. After our tryst in the locker room, we have been slowly getting closer and I no longer have to worry about not sleeping since Wyatt spilled the beans and she all but forced me into her bed at night.

Not like I was fighting it too hard. Or at all.

Most nights she ends up squished between me and Rhys or Wyatt, but there have been occasions where I’ve woken up to both of them puppy piled on the bed with us and I even caught Law sleeping on the end of the bed once.

I don’t know what the hell his deal is, but if he doesn’t pull his head out of his ass and fix things with our omega soon, he and I are going to have a talk. I’m not used to being the grown up between the two of us, and I am man enough to admit I don’t love it. I want my bossy, overbearing brother back. Not whatever this ghost is that he’s turned into since he bonded Lainey.

“If this goes sideways I’m throwing you under the bus,” Wyatt mutters under his breath. He knows I can hear him, he just doesn’t want anyone else to. He has to maintain that good guy persona somehow, and casual murder would really harsh his vibe.

A flash of bright yellow catches my eye, and I spot her sweat suit before I actually spot my girl. She has the best taste in clothing and decor, often choosing bright colors and patterns that draw your eye. This outfit is no exception. Her sweatshirt and sweats are two different shades of yellow, and she’s sporting a hot pink headband and matching slipper boots that I always forget the name of. But I tried them on one time and they’re comfy as hell, so I am going to have her help me pick out my own pair to wear after games and practice when my feet are killing me from being in cleats for hours at a time.

“Lainey!” I shout. She’s standing outside the library talking to who I am guessing is Posey, based on the pink hair, but she turns an icy glare on me as her eyes dart around, likely embarrassed I’m drawing so much attention to her.

Pregnant omega’s aren’t a rarity on campus, but a pregnancy being claimed by two of the most popular guys on campus? Yeah, that’s stirring up some shit. We have tried to shield her from as much of it as we can, but neither of us can be with her 24/7 and I know she has been catching some shit from some of the girls on campus. Probably some of the guys, too. Though those comments tend to lean more towards the lewd side and I can usually solve it with a fist to their face.

Not that I’ve done that. I can’t risk my throwing arm when the draft is so close, so I drop a photo to Rhys and he comes to campus to put the fear of god in anyone with the audacity to badmouth our omega.

Thankfully, it hasn’t been many people. Mostly they’re just curious and want to know everything they can about Lainey, the babies, and our relationship. The last thing I am more than happy to answer questions about, because getting to tell people I fell in love at first sight and found her again by accident is fun and makes for a pretty kick ass love story.

“Lucky,” she hisses the moment we’re within hearing range. “What have I said about inviting unnecessary attention to us?”

I draw a blank. “Umm…” I glance to Wyatt, but he’s too busy chuckling to be of any help.

Lainey huffs, crossing her arms and resting them on top of her bump that is now visible through her hoodie. “I said don’t fucking do it. I’m already the size of the Goodyear blimp, I really do not need even more people staring at me.”

“First of all,” I boop her nose, grinning when she smacks my hand away. “You are beautiful. Your body is incredible and the fact that you are creating not one, but two human beings from scratch right now? These looky-loos should be putting you on a literal pedestal and offering cinnamon rolls of praise for the sheer magnificence of what your body is doing right now.”

Her lips part, but no words come out so I take that as my sign to keep talking. “But since that probably won’t happen because I would scare off any person that came near you with mystery food, we have a little surprise to show you just how proud we are to have you as our omega.”

Wyatt and I whip open our jackets in sync and wait for her to process everything we’re showing her. I made our pack matching t-shirts with Lainey’s face on them and under that are the words, “don’t get too close, my omega bites.” I had the idea before I scheduled my tattoo and realistically I could have just done the shirt thing, but I have always been a firm believer in the “go big or go home” ideology. Doubly so when it comes to my omega.

Naturally, my shirt is cropped to show off the lower half of my stomach, and my jeans today are low-slung to appropriately show off my new tattoo. The words “Lainey’s Luck” are emblazoned in bold font just above the waistband of my boxer briefs, which sit ever so slightly higher than my jeans. She told me not to get “property of Lainey” so I did the next best thing.

“Oh. My. God.” Her hand fly up to cover her mouth in shock, but I wait, subtly nudging Wyatt with my elbow when the breeze shifts and wafts her sweetening scent our way. He owes me ten bucks.

Posey giggles, placing a hand on Lainey’s shoulder. “On that note, I’m gonna go. Maybe see if I can convince my alphas to get a tattoo for me,” she winks at me, and I feel like a king. Lainey’s best friend, my friend approves of my decision, which feels like a battle won. I know my omega holds her opinion in the highest regard and she’s been nothing but kind to me when she could have been awful and made this whole situation harder than it needed to be, but she hasn’t. She’s been a total gem and even though we only share the one class together this semester, she has gone out of her way to make me feel included in their friend group. More so than I already was. It probably helps that Jude, Posey’s alpha and our professor last semester, has lightened up significantly since it came out that I’m the father of Lainey’s babies and no longer a threat to his omega.

I have known since the night we first met that Lainey was it for me, but hopefully now everyone else will know what I have known for months. Lainey Ryan owns me.
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Lucky, Wyatt, and Rhys are leaving for the weekend, and my omega is about to throw a whole dang fit about it. “Remind me again where you’re all going?” I’m not proud of the whine in my voice, but I’m choosing to blame it on the hormones.

Wyatt kisses the side of my head while Lucky scoots closer on my other side and Rhys slides forward until his knees touch mine from his spot on the coffee table. He pushes reassurance through our bond and it helps, but not enough. My omega is convinced if we also had bonds with Lucky and Wyatt them leaving for the weekend wouldn’t feel so catastrophic.

There’s also the teeny tiny fact that I will be alone with Lawson. I have barely seen him since I moved in since he is almost always coming or going from work, but he took the entire weekend off so I wouldn’t be alone in the house and hearing that gave me stupid butterflies. I go back and forth between lusting over the broody sheriff and being incredibly hurt that he seems to want nothing to do with me outside of our arrangement.

And really, now that I am bonded to Rhys there’s no reason for us to interact at all if he doesn’t want to.

I rub at my chest, trying to soothe away the ache of the silent bond, and the guys notice. They don’t say anything, but based on the way their scents nosedive they know exactly what I’m feeling and why I seem quieter than usual.

“I have an expo in Seattle,” Rhys starts, taking one of my hands in his and stroking his thumb along the back. He sends so much emotion down the bond it’s hard to pick out individual feelings, but the overall gist is affection and concern. “If I hadn’t signed a contract last year I would have cancelled. But people made appointments and this event is the largest one I have ever been invited to, so…”

I smile, hoping he can read the sincerity I shove at him through our link. “You have to go, Rhys. It’s going to be so fun and it sounds like a huge opportunity. Maybe it’s weird, but I’m really proud of you.”

And then Rhys Rivers does something I never thought I would see. He blushes. “Thanks, darlin’. Means a lot.”

With that settled, I glance back and forth between my ball boys. Lucky surprises me by speaking first. “We have back to back games in Boston and Providence. So we won’t be nearly as far away as Rhys, but we also can’t really be on our phones during games and practice unless it’s an absolute emergency.” He peeks at Wyatt. “You gave her all the important numbers?”

Wyatt nods, and I snort. “And several I will likely never need. I’m covered in case of an emergency, and Lawson will be here. Logically, I know I will be absolutely fine. I have spent a lot of time alone in my life and it never bothered me before. But my instincts are screaming at me saying I shouldn’t let you guys be so far away.”

Wyatt smoothes my hair back, a concerned frown tipping his lips. “It’s most likely the pregnancy. Your omega knows we’re your scent-matched, and in Rhys’s case bonded, alphas and you will probably want to keep us close to you the further your pregnancy progresses. The fact that you have two babies only amps up that instinct to protect what’s yours.”

I nod slowly. His words make sense, but logic isn’t helping to make that ache go away. The guys exchange another look. “Maybe I should stay back.” Wyatt says hesitantly. “I’m not the one going pro, and Rhys cannot miss his expo, so that leaves me as the most logical choice. I don’t know that leaving her with Law is the best idea right now. Not when he’s⁠—”

“She is right here.” I snap. “And I don’t need a babysitter.” I also don’t need to hear their insider knowledge of Lawson’s distaste for me. I am imagining enough with how distant he’s been, but hearing them confirm it would be like a knife to the heart. Bonds are for life, and the idea of being bonded to someone that hates me is more than I can handle right now.

Sighing, I drag my hands through my hair and use the tie on my wrist to throw it up into a messy bun. They normally keep the house pretty cool but it is sweltering today and this pregnancy has been making me run extra hot pretty much all the time. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to snap, I’m just not used to feeling so many feelings and it’s making me cranky. Not to mention the heartburn, lack of sleep, changing body, and knowing I am going to have two tiny humans to keep alive in the next four months.”

Wyatt at least has the decency to look chagrined, but Lucky puts a hand on his arm. “We’re sorry. We don’t mean to speak for you or at you, but I think I speak for both myself and Wyatt when I say our alphas are just freaking the fuck out about leaving you. It’s seventy-two hours at most and yet it feels like we might never see you again.”

Taking a chance, I stand up and turn slightly sideways before plopping myself into Lucky’s lap. I don’t need a bond to know he’s thinking about the last time I ducked out without a word, and for the first time I feel guilty leaving him the way I did that night. I couldn’t have known then what I know now, but the guilt eats at me all the same. “I promise I will be right here when you get back. Lawson and I will either figure our stuff out or we won’t, but I swear it won’t affect my relationship with the three of you. And I’ll text you the whole time you’re gone, even if it’s just a string of complaints about the woes of pregnancy. After all, I was promised a glow, and so far the only glow I’ve gotten is from sweat.”

He grins and the other two put their hands on me as well. “Don’t worry, we like you sweaty.” He says this with an exaggerated wink. “And don’t worry, we’ll probably texting you like obsessed psychos the whole time. Plus, we’re taking our Lainey t-shirts with us so everyone knows me and Wy are off limits.”

A feral snarl cracks the quiet comfort of the room, and it takes a minute to realize the sound came out of me. “Woah.” I blink, trying to clear the red haze from my vision. “I’m sorry, I have no idea what just happened. I have never made that sound before.”

All three of the guys grin like idiots. “I do.” Rhys says smugly. “Your omega just laid her claim on us. Which means you like us.”

I roll my eyes, desperate to get this train back on the tracks before they trap me into admitting my feelings. “Don’t you all have somewhere to be?”

They laugh but heed my warning, standing to gather the last items they’ll need for a weekend away. My chest gets tight watching them, but I channel the Lainey from a year ago and shove down every omega instinct that is screaming at me to beg them to stay and scent mark them until they all smell unmistakably like me.

They all leave at the same time and my heart thuds painfully as I watch the cars pull out. They’re barely out of the driveway when my phone pings, momentarily distracting me. I expect it to be Posey, but my heart starts racing for a whole new reason when I see my mom’s name pop up with a link below it.

Laura Ryan


*link*



What the hell is this, Magdalene? When did you get so fat, and why does it look like you’re standing with an alpha? A famous one, no less?




The link she has attached is a sports article featuring photos of me, Lucky, and Wyatt the night of their game that the girl hitting on Lucky must have taken. The whole thing is a speculative piece on whether football’s next big thing is ready to settle down. Wyatt is mentioned briefly but only as Lucky’s right hand. No mention of pack and they don’t mention me by name, which is a relief.

My mom’s words sting, but it’s no different than the things she said when I was growing up. Only this time on the heels of the hurt is anger. A hot, poisonous rage that is twofold. One side is fueled by wanting to protect my babies because I know she would have nothing kind to say about them, and the other is for my alphas. Lucky, because she sees him as nothing but a payout, and Wyatt, because she ignored him altogether in her assumption I would only be with the famous one.

Me


Pretty sure they call it the freshman fifteen, mother. And I also have this other thing, it’s new. Some people call them friends.




Laura Ryan


You don’t have to be so bitchy, Mags. You need to use what you have and snare an alpha or pack before you graduate. God knows you can’t do anything else.




The earlier rage intensifies, sending fiery tendrils of fury through my veins. It’s nothing I haven’t heard before, but again she’s talking about using my alphas like they aren’t people, just a wallet and potential while simultaneously diminishing every accomplishment I have ever had. I fucking hate it. Hate that she has had so much power over me and still thinks she can wield it. My phone dings again, and I seriously contemplate blocking her.

Laura Ryan


What kind of mother would I be if I didn’t look out for my only child? I’m just trying to help and you’re being an ungrateful brat.




And there it is. Horrible insults followed up with a half-assed attempt at a guilt trip. I click the button to lock my phone, deciding it will be in my best interest to keep my stress levels low and ignore her. Her words can’t do anything but leave tiny little paper cuts on my heart. Sure they hurt like hell and I’m all too aware of them for weeks, if not months, after a verbal attack. But it is a hell of a lot better that than her showing up and ruining my life again.

It’s not until hours later, after her words have settled and the house is quiet, that I let the first tears fall.
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I never realized how empty this house feels until now. It isn’t the first time I have been here alone since we moved in, but it’s the first time I’ve been alone with my bonded omega that I’ve barely spoken to in weeks. Rhys has been not so subtly trying to convince me to pull me head out of my ass and talk to her about all the fears I have regarding her life and pregnancy, but it’s like every time I see her the words get stuck in my throat.

Now we’re alone together for the next two days. There are no jobs, no school, nothing to distract from the painful realization that I bonded my scent match and then essentially abandoned her because I was too in my head to be a good partner. I owe her a hell of an apology and at the very least, my honesty.

Problem is, I have not a single damn clue how to broach this conversation.

I’ve sequestered myself in my office on the first floor so I can try to come up with a game plan when a knock startles me so much I knock a paperweight off my desk. “Shit. Yeah?” I call, trying to pick up the offending marble orb before it rolls under a shelf and is lost forever.

Lainey pokes her head in. “Hey, do you have a minute?” Her eyes are slightly red and puffy, and I wonder if she cried when the guys left.

I nod immediately and wave her into the room without hesitation. I may be terrible at expressing my feelings, but I’m not such a monster that I would ever deprive my omega when she wants to talk. Maybe this will be exactly the opportunity I need to give her the first of many apologies to come.

“I know you’re busy so I don’t want to take up too much of your time, but I didn’t want this weekend to pass by without saying something.”

Her grave tone has my heart rate skyrocketing and that lump that always seems to form in my throat around her lately makes it feel like I’m choking. “Okay.” The word is barely more than a rasp, but if she notices she doesn’t let on.

Her scent is sour but not with distress. It’s more like she’s fraught with nerves. Maybe full blown anxiety if the way her fingers wring together is any indication. “Would it be easier for you if I left?” She blurts.

My jaw drops, but she carries on like if she doesn’t get it all out now she never will. “I just mean, I know you bonded me so I could get health insurance, and you have no idea how grateful I am for that even if I didn’t act like it at the time. But since then it feels like you’ve been actively avoiding me, and I just wanted to tell you I don’t expect anything from you. These babies are biologically your nieces or nephews and even though we’re bonded I won’t coerce you into a relationship you clearly don’t want. I guess what I’m saying is, I hope we can find a way to be friends? Cordial, if nothing else.”

It didn’t register in my mind just how much I have fucked this up until now. In this moment when my goddamn omega, the mother of my children, is here offering to let me out of something she thinks I view as a favor, or worse, an obligation.

Lainey nods resolutely, one hand on her belly and one on the arm of the chair to haul herself up, when I rush her. She squeaks but I ignore it, dragging her to the back of my office to the oversized lounge chair there. I bought it when she moved in with us. I was hoping someday she might want to hang out in here with me and read while I work or something, but I never thought I would be using it to convince her I want her and our babies.

I collapse back into the chair as carefully as I can and position her in my lap facing me with her legs on either side of mine. My hands move to cup her face, relief sluicing through me when she doesn’t push me away. I sigh, coasting my thumbs along her cheekbones. “I owe you an apology. Hell, angel, I probably owe you a thousand apologies. But let me start by saying I’m so sorry I ever made you feel unwanted, because you aren’t.”

Her eyes well, and the sight flays me. “I’m not?”

“Not in the slightest.” I assure her. “I have wanted you from the very first moment I scented you.” The admission comes easily and loosens the knot in my throat. “The truth is, I’ve been panicking and I couldn’t talk myself down long enough to explain it in a way that made my behavior seem reasonable. I know now it’s because my behavior wasn’t okay. Bonding you and leaving like that only to avoid you for weeks after? It makes me the worst kind of alpha and I wouldn’t blame you if you want nothing to do with me after this.”

“Why did you pull away?” The question is quiet, hesitant, like she isn’t sure if she has the right to ask or not. Little does she know she could ask for my heart on a silver platter and I would rip the beating organ out of my own chest with no hesitation.

My body sags, the familiar weight of expectation and fear settling on my shoulders because I still can’t seem to let it go. “I was afraid. Meeting you the way I did, cuddling you in the hospital while you were struggling to regulate your heart rate and breathe without coughing. Then learning about the baby, and then suddenly there were two. I realized I was powerless to keep you safe and it took me back to when I was a kid and watching my mom lose my younger sibling to complications pretty early on in her pregnancy. It all caught up with me at once and I’m ashamed to admit it, but I spiraled into a depth of panic like I have never experienced before. I’ve spent every night since you moved in barely sleeping and immersing myself in every piece of literature I could find on pregnancy and that just made me feel more helpless. It was a vicious cycle.”

“Lawson…” those beautiful brown eyes fill with tears and I kiss away each one that falls. “I am so sorry you felt like you had to go through all of this alone.”

Pulling her to my chest, I take the opportunity to just breathe her in. Her pheromones are settling me more than any statistic or success story I’ve seen, and it dawns on me that this whole time, maybe all I needed was this. A chance to reassure me she’s still here, still whole, still breathing. And that the babies are safely growing in that belly I can’t seem to get enough of. “I wasn’t completely alone.” I tell her. “I confided in Rhys that day at your doctors, when we found out about our second little surprise bee.

She sniffles, but it almost sounds like a laugh. “Bee?”

I nod, smiling down at her. Even flushed with red-rimmed eyes, she is still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. “I read that some women say the early kicks can feel like bees buzzing or bubbles popping. I didn’t want to call the babies bubbles, so I have been calling them bees in my head.”

Her smile softens, a look of adoration on her face that nearly takes me out at the damn knees. “I love that,” she places both hands on her belly. “Baby bees.”

My hands clench into fists, and I finally ask what I have been dying to since the day of the fire. “Can I feel?”

Her eyes pop wide, flying to mine as she takes her own hands off her stomach. “Of course you can. You’re part of this pack, Lawson. My bonded alpha. I know I was kind of a brat at first and I know we have some things to figure out, but we’re yours if you want us.” The last words are whispered and the uncertainty in them breaks my heart.

I place both hands on her belly and lean in slow, giving her every chance to pull away. When she doesn’t, I brush my nose across hers once, twice, before kissing her with every ounce of sweetness I can manage. There will be time for her to realize the depths of my obsession later, but for now I just want to enjoy this time with my omega. Finally.

I don’t know how long I kiss her for, but it never intensifies despite our scents competing to see which can be the strongest in the air around us. Neither of us rushes anything, it’s just the sliding of lips against lips and our scents intertwining through the room like they should have from the start. Something moves under my palm and I back away with a gasp, staring down at her belly in shock. “Was that?” I whisper the half question, almost afraid to finish it.

Her shocked expression echoes mine but she nods. “They’re crazy active right now. You felt that?”

I nod, at a loss for words.

She gapes silently. “You’re the first one to feel them from the outside. I’ve been feeling little flitters and stuff for weeks but by the time I realized what they were it had turned into actual kicks.” Those tears are back again, though I’m not sure if it’s hormones or the enormity of the moment. My own eyes are misty and I can’t blame it on anything but the magic happening under my palm right now.

“Hi babies,” I choke out. “I’m your dad.”
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I was feeling a little antsy after my talk with Lawson earlier so I decided to text Lucky with the hope that he would offer some levity. Not only did he not do that, he sent me several shirtless pictures of him and Wyatt with their sweats riding so low I could see the start of their knots.

Ball Boys Anonymous

Lucky


*photos attached*




Missing us already kitten?




Wyatt


The photoshoot was Lucky’s idea




Lucky


Don’t pretend you weren’t completely on board




Wyatt


…




Miss you, honey.




I had absolutely no idea how to respond to the photos, so I did what I do best and pretended they didn’t send me headfirst into a heat spike while also quietly saving them to a new folder on my phone.

Me


Miss you guys too




Now my body is throbbing and I’m debating on the ethics of masturbating in the same house as my other alpha who I am only just starting to make amends with. I mean he’s on the first floor and I’m on the third. There’s no way he would know, right?

Even if he did know, would he care? Sure I could track him down and ask to sit on his knot but it feels kind of scummy to do that after being turned on by his younger brother and pack mate.

Toys it is.

My old collection was lost in the dorm fire, but Wyatt ended up surprising me with an array of them just a few days after our first time. He said something about wanting me to have options if I was feeling needy when they weren’t around. Turns out he knew exactly what he was doing. I would put money on him having thought of this very moment in advance and wanting to make sure I was well prepared.

I pull out a small purple vibe that claims to have life changing suction and set it on my bedside table. I have never been someone who can just stop what I’m doing and masturbate to a quick orgasm. I always have to set the mood, and even then there’s no guarantee I will be able to get out of my head enough to get there. It’s way easier for me to come with a partner, but I’m hoping having those photos from Lucky and Wyatt will help quiet the noise.

I turn off the overhead light in my room and flick on the lamp, mentally thanking the guys for having the foresight to install a dimmer. I consider taking a shower but I still have Law’s spicy gingerbread scent all over me. The last thing I want is to wash that off my body when I spent the last couple of months deprived of it.

Instead, I head to my closet and slip on the large t-shirt of his I may have somewhat, not so accidentally, stolen from the laundry room a few weeks ago. Two candles get lit on either side of my bed, and I finally feel like I’m ready.

“Okay, you can do this.” The pep talk only serves to make me think about it more, and I already have a bad feeling about how this is going to go. But I have to try anyway. I’m desperate to get rid of some of this tension and sexual frustration. Doctor Mel warned me the second trimester might lead to an increase in libido, but I thought that was just something women say so you aren’t completely terrified of pregnancy.

Based on the number of panties I have had to wash this week alone, it’s safe to say she was not just saying it to make me feel better.

Lying back on the bed, I take a mental inventory of my “self-care checklist” determining that I have set myself up for success as much as I possibly can, and now it’s time to walk the walk, so to speak.

I nearly groan at my never ending inner monologue, but that would only frustrate me more. I turn the toy on, waiting for the little buzz the instructions said would happen, and when I feel it, I position it over my clit. This is one of the ones that has suction but also a little piece that looks like a tongue, so it’s kind of a dual sensation. But that also means there are like three different buttons and that alone is almost enough to make me say forget it, but I know I can’t do that. I deserve an orgasm, damn it!

It doesn’t take too long to figure out the buttons and the immediacy with which the vibrations hit my clit has me gasping a surprised moan. I position it where it feels best and then hold it in one hand, slipping the other under Lawson’s t-shirt to play with my nipples. They are insanely sensitive lately and it feels like a direct line to my clit when someone plays with them.

I moan into the room, my hips rising and falling against the movement of the silicone tongue, but it’s not enough. I can feel the orgasm building, but it feels like no matter what I do I just can’t get there. Dropping the toy, I let out a frustrated scream and slap my hand down on the mattress just as the door flies open, emitting a frantic Lawson.

I shriek, using my hands to cover myself even though the t-shirt does most of the work for me. But still, my bed faces the door, so he probably just got an eyeful of my vagina. “Are you okay?”he sounds out of breath like maybe he ran up here.

“I’m fine!” I squeak.

“I heard you scream…” he’s less frantic now and more confused, at least until his eyes land on the still-sucking toy. “Oh.”

My face flames like never before, blood rushing to my cheeks so fast I feel a little dizzy. Not only did Lawson and I just make up, but now he’s caught me trying, and failing, to masturbate because his stupid pack mates got me all worked up when they’re in another state.

“It isn’t what you’re thinking.” I blurt.

He raises a brow, a slight curl tilting the corner of his lips. “You sure about that?”

A pathetic excuse for a growl rattles out of my throat, and I can see Lawson trying not to laugh. “If you must know, your stupid brother and Wyatt decided to send sexy selfies when I was already feeling antsy and out of sorts and I thought maybe I could use one of the toys Wyatt got me, but I guess that’s too much to ask because no matter what I tried I couldn’t get there. So the scream you heard was one of frustration, not pleasure.”

He doesn’t say anything for several excruciating seconds and just when I’m ready to hide in my unfinished nest for the rest of the weekend, he moves. He slams my bedroom door shut and stalks to the bed, stripping his clothes off on the way. My jaw is on the floor by the time he’s down to his boxers. This is the first time I’ve seen Lawson shirtless and the man is a walking Adonis. If I thought Lucky and Wyatt were ripped, Law is a goddamn statue carved by Michelangelo himself.

Before I have a chance to collect the pieces of my dignity scattered about the bed, he’s on top of me. Knees on either side of my hips and hands pinning my wrists down by my head. The toy is still making noise down by his knees, and that somehow feels more mortifying than my pack lead catching me masturbating. “Let’s get one thing straight, angel.” He growls. His breath smells like cinnamon and I vaguely wonder if he uses cinnamon toothpaste to complement his scent.

“I don’t care which one of my pack mates caused it, if you were feeling needy you should have come to me. There’s no reason for you to rely on a piece of silicone when you have a warm, willing alpha right here.” His tongue snakes out to flick over my throat and he groans, grinding his hips to mine with pressure that’s too much and also not enough.

A gasp slips out at the feeling. “But we just⁠—”

Another growl, this one deeper. “I don’t care. We could be in the fight of the century, but if my omega needs something, she’s going to come to me. Do we understand each other?”

My teeth dig into my bottom lip, perfume spinning out of control as heady want drapes over me like silk. “We do.”

He smirks, which is a look I don’t think I have seen on him yet but is so freaking hot I may spontaneously combust. The similarities between him and his brother are even more evident with that expression. “Good.” His hands slide down my arms and skim my ribs before they come to rest on my waist. “Now, why don’t you tell me what this toy is supposed to do?”

I lick my lips, fighting the urge to hide myself from him now that my arms are free. “It, um. It has suction that goes on your clit, and then that silicone piece is supposed to be a tongue. It mimics oral, basically.”

He nods, picking up the offending purple toy and turning it over in his hands like he’s conducting a quality inspection. “I see.” My perfume is so thick in the air it would be embarrassing if Lawson’s wasn’t equally as strong. The spicy gingerbread fills my lungs on each inhale, turning me into a molten puddle of horny omega once again. I haven’t had nearly enough of this alpha’s scent, and my body knows it. His green eyes blaze with fiery determination. “I can do better.”

My omega is the one who shoves herself to the forefront and forces me to throw down the gauntlet. “Do it.”
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“Do it.”

The taunting dare out of Lainey’s mouth is like a red flag to a bull. She’s already naked from the waist down, so I waste no time wedging my shoulders between her sexy thighs. It isn’t until I’m up close and personal with her covered torso that I notice something that has my alpha doing cartwheels in my damn chest. “Is this my shirt, angel?”

She flushes again but doesn’t shy away. “Maybe.”

I’m pretty sure I have butterflies, which is a little mortifying to have as a grown man, but whatever. “Where’d ya find it?”

I watch her throat work as she clears it. “I may have stolen it out of the laundry room a few weeks ago. It’s starting to lose your scent though.” I don’t even think she realizes she’s pouting, but she is and it’s so fucking cute. Might even be cuter than her angry kitten face.

A feral sound drags out of my throat, half growl-half moan. “I’ll give you another one.” And then I dive in, wasting no time in acquainting myself with her perfect pussy. Everything about Lainey is utter perfection and I don’t know how I got so lucky. Her scent is even sweeter directly from the source and my mouth waters to taste her, so I do. One long swipe of my tongue from her hole to her clit has me groaning into the crease of her thigh. “Fucking hell. You taste like home.”

“Law,” she moans. Her hips buck trying to get my tongue back on her clit, but I slap her thigh.

“Impatient omega,” I chastise. “You’ll come when I say, and right now my focus is on learning every inch of you.”

My tongue spears back into her, fucking in and out like I am desperate to do with my cock, but we have time. Right now my focus is on finding out what makes my omega tick and just how far I can push her. Though it’s hard not to get lost in her flavor and just devour her until she screams. I can’t stop my hips from grinding into the mattress, my cock thick and aching in my boxer briefs.

Lainey is still during my ministrations until I add my fingers to the mix and then her hips start rocking again, desperate for friction on her neglected clit. I pull back with a growl and grip her hips firm enough to bruise before flipping us and lifting her until her knees hit the pillows on either side of my head.

A squeak leaves her parted lips, and those gorgeous but hazy brown eyes glance down at me in shock. It’s a battle to keep my expression neutral. “If you wanna ride my face so bad then sit that pretty pussy down and fucking ride. If my mustache isn’t soaked by the time you come I’ll spank that perfect ass and we’ll do this all over again.”

Lainey moans, following my instruction beautifully. She doesn’t hover or hesitate, she drops her hips down until the bottom half of my face is smothered in the scent and taste of huckleberry pie. My hands grip her ass, helping her keep steady as her hips rock against my face. My knot is throbbing but I ignore it, determined to keep this all about her. After all, my hand and I are already very well acquainted after the last couple of months. “Oh my god, Lawson.”

An idea comes to me and it takes all the restraint I have to halt her grinding. “No! I was so close,” she whines.

Her hips move back just far enough to free my lips, which are lifted into a smirk. “You said Lucky and Wyatt are the ones who got you all riled up?”

She nods, obviously confused.

My smirk widens. “Give me your phone.” She does, and I pull up her texts, clicking on her thread with my little brother. “Are you comfortable with them seeing you like this?” I think she is, but I would be a dick if I didn’t ask.

Her eyes widen with understanding and she nods, her scent brightening with excitement. I hit the button to video call Lucky and set the phone up against the bedside lamp. My hands are right back on Lainey’s ass, encouraging her to grind herself on my tongue just as Lucky answers. “Hey, little mama. Me and Wy were just… oh. Well well well, I see we’re already late to the party.”

I can’t see his face, but I can hear the smugness in his voice and it triggers my alpha’s natural competitive drive. We may be brothers and pack mates, but right now Lainey is about to come on my tongue. Not his. Tucking my chin, I keep my tongue on Lainey’s clit but lift my head so I can see the screen over the top of her thigh. Lucky and Wyatt are both in frame now, shirtless and flushed. A peek at Lainey shows she’s lost in her pleasure, eyes closed and nails digging into my chest. Moving as slowly as I can so I don’t draw her attention, I take my left hand off her ass and flip off the camera, internally taunting my younger pack mates.

I may be our pack lead, but at the end of the day I’m still a man.

My tongue slips into Lainey’s soaked cunt, lapping up every drop of slick I can get as her thighs tighten around my ears. “I’m close,” she pants.

It’s Wyatt who answers, surprising all of us. “Come on our alpha’s tongue, honey. Soak him in your slick so he smells like you for the rest of the weekend.”

That’s enough to tip her over the edge and she comes with a cry, doing exactly as she was told and soaking my face. My mustache is going to smell like her for days and I can’t fucking wait.

Rather than riding out the aftershocks on my face like I would have preferred, Lainey slides off of me but then curls herself into my side. I turn us both so we can see the phone and our amused pack mates who somehow managed to conference in Rhys without me noticing. He looks both pissed off and also like he’s trying not to laugh. “I was fully prepared to sit in my hotel room and count down the hours until my return flight but look what I got instead. Dinner and a show,” he muses.

Lainey giggles, swiping sweaty pieces of hair off of her face. “For the record, it was not my idea to call you. That was all Lawson.”

I huff, nuzzling my nose into her hair and taking deep breaths of her satisfied scent. “Would you like to tell them how we ended up here, angel? If not, I am more than happy to paint the whole picture.”

The interest on their faces is plain to see, but I wouldn’t ever intentionally embarrass her. If she tells me not to say anything about what I caught her doing, I won’t. But as usual, my omega surprises me. “Those pictures you sent got me all worked up, but apparently since I have four hot alphas at my beck and call, toys no longer cut it. Law busted in when he heard me throwing a fit about not being able to orgasm.”

The stunned silence on the other end of the line is hilariously loaded, but Rhys just snorts when Wyatt and Lucky break out into an argument over whose bare chest is the one that turned her on most. I stay quiet and let them argue because I am right where I want to be — covered in my girl.
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“What do you want to do today, angel? We have the whole day to ourselves and I would like to take you out if you’re feeling up to it.” After we hung up with the guys and I gave my precious little omega two more orgasms, we crashed hard and slept all night. Waking up with Lainey in my arms was one of the best experiences of my life. During the day she’s a badass independent omega who doesn’t need or want a man around but at night she turns into an absolute fiend for cuddles and babying.

Currently she’s burrowed into our softest blanket on the family room couch with a halloween movie playing, even though it’s almost Christmas. I think it’s one I’ve seen before but not since I was a kid. “Will I have to change?” She asks hesitantly.

My head tilts to the side as I run through options of what we could do. An idea hits, making me grin. “Wear that, but add an extra layer or two and grab your favorite blanket.”

She hurries off to find her things and while she does that, I get to researching. There isn’t a lot of actual planning involved with my idea, but it does require a bit of research and some secrecy. I know this pregnancy hasn’t been the easiest on her so the last thing she will want is to be dragged out in public for a fancy dinner or even a movie where she’s going to have to get up to pee every ten minutes, which is why the winter wonderland drive in movie is perfect for us.

While she’s bundling up, I pack the back of my personal truck with blankets, pillows, and a large foam pad we have in the garage for camping. It should be enough to support her back and belly, but I have a stop planned in case it isn’t.

Lainey pops up next to my truck, grinning brightly. “Ready when you are, boss man.”

I just shake my head and help her into the truck, frowning when she struggles to get herself up into the seat. Maybe I should look into a different vehicle. Something to think about later.

“Where are we going?” She’s practically bouncing in her seat and the excitement down our bond is making me feel lighter than air. I also realized last night my end of the bond was still firmly shut down so as soon as I woke up with her in my arms I opened the floodgates, overloading her with the full scope of my suppressed emotions from the last couple of months. It’s strange, allowing another person unfettered access to my mind, but Lainey isn’t pushy and she doesn’t pry. She allows me to feel whatever I want and smiles at me anytime I push those feelings to her through the bond.

I smile indulgently at her. The side of me that feels the need to constantly be in control is still there, but since our heart to heart yesterday it’s a little easier to balance, especially with Lainey sending me her confidence and reassurance through the bond. “If I told you that it wouldn’t be a surprise. But I will tell you we have two stops before the actual date begins.”

Just as I say that, the GPS tells me to make a right turn and then we arrive at our first stop. Lainey turns to me, hearts in her eyes and scent sweet as ever. “A bakery?”

I’m pretty proud of myself for this find. Seoul Buns is a local bakery that specializes in these cinnamon rolls made with Tangzhong milk bread, and according to several online forums I found, they are life changing. They also have savory options so I figured we could grab dinner and a sweet treat here for the movie. “Come on, you have got to see their selection.” My hand reaches for hers and when she doesn’t hesitate to lace her fingers with mine, I feel something settle inside my chest.

Our bond may not have begun in the most traditional way, but I’m ready to prove to Lainey I am in this for all the right reasons, no matter how long it takes.
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If Lawson is trying to get into my pants, it’s working. First he brought me to this incredible bakery that I would have moved into if the owners let me, and now we’re wandering the aisles of Nestful, in search of some magical pregnancy pillow Lawson insists I need. It’s probably a regular pillow marketed specifically to pregnant people so they can jack the price up, but he is going through so much trouble I don’t want to hurt his feelings by saying that out loud.

“Aha! Okay so they all look pretty much the same, but they do have different colors and fabrics. Do you want to come pick your favorite? I know your omega is a little extra sensitive about sensory stuff right now.”

I love that he remembered that, but I’m also not quiet sure how. Sure I told the guys I was having some issues with certain fabrics and textures at the moment, but I don’t think Law was there for any of those conversations. “How’d you know that?”

He freezes with his hand on a particularly furry pillow and clears his throat. “Oh, uh. Well I kind of overheard that meltdown you had over a tulle skirt touching your bare legs, and then Rhys told me you had been favoring certain fabrics and stuff for your room that were different from your usual picks.”

I’m stunned. I guess I still assumed that this whole time he had been ignoring me in his quest to keep his spiral to himself, but I guess that seems silly when I actually think about it. Law is the sheriff, of course he notices every little thing.

In an effort to distract myself from the sudden overwhelming urge to cry, I stand next to Lawson and start feeling fabrics. The one he was petting is way too furry and would tickle my itchy stomach. And the one next to it is woven but much too rough. The third one I try, though, is exquisite. Soft, short pile in a beautiful light blue color. Lawson sees me pause and inspects the pillow, grinning when he feels it for himself. “That one is really nice. Tag says it’s microfiber. Water resistant, easy to clean, and fully machine washable.”

Well that settles it. “Can we get this one?”

His lips meet my forehead as a rush of affection warms me from the bond. “Anything you want, angel.”

After purchasing the pregnancy pillow, which turned out to be large and u-shaped and not at all like a regular pillow, a random folding step-stool, plus an otherworldly soft sweat set in bright yellow Law insisted I needed, we’re back in his truck and pulling into a busy vacant lot. He parks backwards so the bed of his truck faces a brick wall and then forces me to stay put while he hops into the back and bumps around. I have no idea what he’s doing and the bed is covered so I can’t turn around and peek, either.

I’m startled by my door opening, but it’s just Lawson grinning like a kid in a candy store. “Come on, everything is ready for you.”

My curiosity is officially piqued and it’s enough of a distraction that I don’t even get embarrassed when he has to practically haul me out of the truck because I can’t get down on my own. But when we round the back of the truck, I gasp. The bed is piled high with blankets, pillows, a thick foam pad, my new pregnancy pillow, and all the food we got at Seoul Buns.

“Are we having a truck picnic?” It’s cold as all hell out here, but with the space heaters scattered around the lot, it isn’t so bad. And now I know why he told me to dress in layers.

“Not quite,” he smirks. “Sunday Harbor City Council puts on an outdoor movie twice each winter. Once just before Christmas, and once on New Years Eve. I thought we could do this for our date.” He points to a squat building behind us I hadn’t noticed when we pulled in. “Those are the restrooms, so you can go as often as you need without having to worry about disturbing anyone.”

He’s right. I would have hated being in a traditional movie theater and having to haul my ass up two flights of stairs every ten to fifteen minutes when one of the babies inevitably kicked my bladder and I had to pee.

“Lawson.” His name comes out choked, but I can’t help it. I cannot believe he did all of this for me, and on such short notice. “You figured out everything I like and made sure I had it tonight.”

His eyes burn into mine, the emotion in the bond frazzled but scalding hot. “Haven’t you figured it out yet, Lainey? I notice every single thing about you.”

My cheeks flush as my scent fills the enclosed truck bed. “It feels good to be noticed.”

His head tilts but before he can voice any of the questions lingering behind his eyes, I see a flash of brown hair in my periphery that has me doing a double take. “You okay?” Lawson asks, clearly concerned by the way I completely tuned him out.

I nod slowly, but I am honestly not sure if that’s the truth. “I thought I saw my mom.”

Lawson’s expression immediately goes thunderous. “What? Where?”

I point vaguely to our left. “It was just a flash of hair and her profile, but I could swear it was her. Which makes no sense since she’s supposed to be in Florida.”

“Have you spoken to her since she left? Does she know about the fire, us, or the babies?” He doesn’t look at me when he asks because his eyes are too busy scanning the crowd, searching for any sign of Laura. It’s easy to forget what Lawson does for a living until he slips into work mode. And the man sitting next to me right now is very much Sheriff Daire.

I cringe, realizing I never did tell them about her strange text. “Actually she texted me a few days ago when I was with Lucky and Wyatt after their game. She sent me a link to some sports article about Lucky and his new “mystery girl” and threw around some insults but then made a comment asking when I had gotten so fat and why I was being photographed with a famous alpha. I have no idea how she got that article or how she knows who Lucky is since last I was aware, she doesn’t follow sports. The whole thing just left a strange taste in my mouth.”

“That didn’t answer whether or not she knows about the fire or the babies.”

I shake my head, nervous about how he’ll react. After all, what kind of daughter doesn’t tell her mom about her only grandchildren?

He gives a firm nod. “Good. Until we know better what her motives are for reaching out, especially when a quick internet search will tell you Lucky’s net worth, I say you keep it quiet. Keep her out of your life as much as you can. From everything you’ve told us, she hasn’t earned a place in your life anyway, and my job is to keep you and the babies safe. Even from family.” Thick arms band around my waist and then I’m sitting sideways in Lawson’s lap with my face buried in his neck.

“I feel like I’m supposed to feel guilty about shutting her out, you know?” I murmur the words against his skin, letting his deliciously spicy gingerbread scent soothe my frayed emotions. “But that woman has made my life hell from the day my dad left and the thought of her being anywhere near our babies sets off instincts I didn’t even know I possessed.”

I feel him nod against my head. “It was bound to happen. Pregnant omegas are known to be extremely protective over their bonded mates and children. Hell, there are even laws that protect omegas from prosecution should they commit a crime in the name of protecting their loved ones. It’s the same for alphas but less common, since omegas are inherently peacekeepers.” I peek up at his face and he’s giving me a sexy side-eye. “Well, some omegas.”

I shrug. He’s not wrong, and there’s no use in pretending he is. The proof is growing inside me, after all. “I have no problem keeping my mom in the dark about the most important things in my life. After all, she knew about the most important thing in my life before and then sold it right out from under me.”

He stiffens slightly. I’m not totally sure why, but everything else leaves my head when his big calloused hands cup my cheeks, tilting my face so we’re eye to eye. “If you could do anything in the world, what would it be?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you want to finish school? If so, what do you want to do after? Do you want to stay home with the babies? Work from home? Work outside the house? Take a few years off to travel while they’re young?”

I hadn’t really thought about it before, but I do know one thing for sure. “I’m not cut out to be a stay at home mom,” I say with certainty. “That’s what Posey wants to do and I admire her for it, but I don’t think I’m built for it. I loved working at the store and building my inventory and being part of the community. I’m passionate about finding unique pieces for unique people and giving them a taste of whimsy in a harsh world.”

He smiles, a proud gleam in his eyes. “So if you had the chance, would you want to do it again? Build a store in your own vision and be there every day as both an owner and employee?”

“Honestly I think it’s the only thing I can see myself doing after I finish school. I know it will be harder with the babies in tow, but I know it isn’t impossible to work with kids. My mom obviously isn’t a good example, but she was a single mom for nine years before I left for college. And even then I still worked at the store until it closed.”

“You’re forgetting these babies have four dads. You are not and never will be doing it on your own. We all know Lucky’s schedule will be crazy if he chooses to enter the draft and go pro, but you have me, Rhys, and Wyatt right here ready to help you any way we can.”

A small smile tilts my lips and I lean up to place a lingering kiss at the corner of his mouth. “You’re right. No matter what happens with our careers, I know I have my pack.”
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“Okay but what if she walks by on her way to Ink & Obedience one day and gets curious. You don’t think she’s going to press her adorable face right up against these windows and realize all the things she chose are somehow magically back?”

Lucky is right to be skeptical, but he also clearly forgets we have two Dom’s in this pack that notice everything and think of things before we have a chance to.

My thought is proven right when Lawson scoffs, heaving a heavy as hell chair across the space. “You don’t think we thought of that exact scenario already? That’s why we bought that,” he points to three large rolls of brown paper and painters tape. “We’ll completely cover the front windows so she can’t be nosy even if she tries. And we all know she will try.”

When Law came to us a few weeks ago about purchasing Whimsy back for Lainey, not a single one of us hesitated. Making the decision to buy the building back was as easy as breathing, especially knowing she told Law this was all she could see herself doing after she finishes her degree. We only have ten weeks or less left until the babies get here, but since Lainey had already had the store set up exactly how she wanted it, we should be done in plenty of time. The main issue was purchasing it from her mom without letting her know exactly who was buying it. Luckily for us, Lawson still holds majority shares in his father’s sporting goods company, and we were able to use it to purchase the building before transferring everything into Lainey’s name. The shop is now hers free and clear, and nothing can take it from her. She won’t ever have to worry about losing her business or home again.

I mean, she wouldn’t have anyway, but it was important to us that she have that security without having to rely on her pack. After having her home and job taken with our warning by her own mother, I know Lainey wouldn’t want to ever be in that position again. Which is why the whole building is in her name.

However, if we told her that right now she would run. It’s why we’re saving the news for after the babies are born when she’s hopped up on all that newborn bliss. Time will tell if that was actually a good plan or not, but for now we are all choosing to believe it is.

My phone buzzes and I drop the paintbrush I had been procrastinating using so I can check it. I hate painting with a passion and my omega is the only person I would willingly subject myself to it for. Doesn’t mean I don’t wait until the very last second hoping one of my pack mates will do it for me, though.

Lainey


Hey. I hate to ask, but can you come pick me up? I’m on the bench outside my old dorm.




Concern rushes through me, hot and insistent. Lainey doesn’t ask for favors, and last I heard Posey was going to pick her up and bring her home after they got coffee. If she’s asking me to pick her up instead, something must be wrong. It’s times like these I would give anything to already be bonded to her. I don’t want to risk Lawson panicking, so I sidle up to Rhys as casual as I can. “Hey, can you check your bond with Lainey and tell me what she’s feeling?”

He side eyes me, likely because I’m whispering at him in a corner like a weirdo, but the Daire brothers aren’t known for their level-headedness when it comes to our omega, so I would rather not involve them until absolutely necessary. She could be totally fine and then we will all look like psychos who overreacted about Lainey wanting a ride home from school.

Rhys frowns hard, the creases between his brows deepening. “Her side of the bond is completely shut down. I can feel the barest hints of a negative emotion, but I couldn’t tell you exactly what it is. Why? What’s wrong?”

I shake my head slowly, trying not to let my worry show on my face. “It’s probably nothing. She texted me asking if I can pick her up at her old dorm. Can you cover for me with the guys? If it’s something bad I’ll bring her straight here, but she reached out to me and I don’t want to break her trust by showing up with everyone when she didn’t ask for that.”

He nods in understanding, and I’m overwhelmed with gratitude. We like to razz him about being a Dom, but Rhys is a caretaker to his core and that applies to his whole pack, not just Lainey. That he trusts me to take care of this is a huge boost to my confidence. “I’ve got these two. Take care of our girl.”

The words aren’t a bark, but they might as well be for all the effect they have on my system. My shoulders straighten and I stand a little taller as my alpha perks his head up. Unlike the other three, I didn’t present as an alpha at eighteen. I was a late bloomer, and my designation didn’t come in until last year. It was strange, suddenly going from being a Beta to an Alpha overnight, and at first I resented the hell out of my biology for forcing me to handle all of the changes that come with presenting. It’s easier now, but my alpha still seems… reluctant. I notice him the most when I’m with Lainey, and that’s okay with me since it tends to boost my confidence with her.

Waving to Rhys, I slip out the back and make the short jog to my SUV. It’s much smaller than Rhys’s monster of a vehicle, but it’s been perfect for me, Lucky, and all of our gear. I throw it into drive and make the two minute drive to campus in one, parking just outside of the Anderson dorms. The fourth floor of the building closest to the road is still singed black, but there are people coming in and out which makes me wonder if they finally cleared it structurally and allowed students back in.

I spot Lainey immediately right where she said she would be. She’s parked on the bench outside and even from here I can see her red eyes and the tremble in her shoulders that tell me she is or has been crying. I don’t even bother turning off the SUV before I jump out, springing to my girl. My knees hit the grass in front of her and I immediately grab her hands, peering up into sad, glistening brown eyes. “Honey,” I murmur softly. “What happened?”

She doesn’t answer for a long moment, but wet sniffles escape every few seconds. Her eyes meet mine and the hurt in them about bowls me over. “Can we go to the car?”

I nod, not hesitating to pull her up with me. She has a hard time getting around some days with all the pain of one twin being firmly pressed up against her spine. The doctor warned us that might mean back pain instead of regular contractions, and I’m terrified we might not realize what’s happening when that day finally comes.

Lainey is moving slow on the way back to the car so I scoop her up bridal style and keep walking. I know something is wrong because not a single peep of protest leaves her lips. Instead her head falls to rest on my shoulder, nuzzling until her nose rests just under my chin where my scent is strongest. “Thanks for coming.”

A quiet huff slips past my lips. “In case you haven’t realized, I would do literally anything for you.”

She’s quiet until we get to the SUV, and when I set her down, she peers up at me through her lashes. “Does that include taking me to get a cinnamon roll?”

A small but genuine laugh escapes, and I plant a kiss on her forehead as I buckle her in. “Yeah, honey. I’ll take you to get a cinnamon roll.”

Lucky made the mistake of telling Lainey she was going to turn into a cinnamon roll if she keeps eating them and she didn’t speak to him for four days. He did nothing but pout; at the house, at practice, during a game. He was a miserable dick for days all because he didn’t think before opening his mouth, and we all learned his lesson with him.

Needless to say, when the pregnant omega wants a cinnamon roll, she’s damn well getting one.

Lainey refuses to leave the car when we arrive at the bakery so I run in and grab two rolls, bringing them back to the car with forks, napkins, and two decaf iced coffees because what else are you going to drink with a sweet treat? “Wanna go sit somewhere? I know it’s still pretty cold but⁠—”

“I need to be outside if that’s okay. I always get really hot when I’m anxious.” Her voice is raspy as she says this but her eyes are dry.

“Whatever you need, honey.”

I drive us to a quiet park a few minutes outside of town. There’s no play equipment, just a quiet open space with several large trees that provide shade in the summer and cover from snow and rain in the winter. There’s a bit of snow on the ground now from a freak late season snowstorm, but the temperature is sitting well above freezing and I have a thick blanket in the back of we need it. It’s getting dark out now so there shouldn’t be anyone else around, meaning I’ll have my omega all to myself for the first time in weeks.

Once she’s settled and warm on the waterproof blanket, I lean back against the tree and pull her until she’s nestled between my legs with her back against my chest. She softens into me with a sigh as all the tension falls off her shoulders. Her hair is down, so I take the opportunity to run my fingers through the silky strands. “Wanna talk about it?”

Her sigh is loud in the quiet night air. “Not really. But I know I need to tell you.”

I wait patiently, not wanting to rush her. The last thing I want to do is push before she’s ready to talk and have her shut down completely. Now that I can see her and know she’s physically safe, I have a feeling the pain she’s in is more emotional than anything else, and I understand why she called me and not one of the others. I love my pack mates more than anything, but they aren’t the most gentle bunch. Me thinking I was a beta as long as I was allowed me to maintain some of the more softer aspects of the beta designation even after I presented as an alpha, which I’m incredibly grateful for in situations like these.

“My mom texted me today,” she whispers.

My jaw drops. The last I heard she wasn’t in contact with her mom. “Here,” she thrusts her phone into my hand. I didn’t even notice her getting it out, but then I’m too distracted by the sheer rage clouding my vision to care.

Laura Ryan


Ran into an old friend today. Why did I have to find out through her my only daughter is PREGNANT!




I cannot believe how fucking stupid you are Magdalene. You had one chance to go to school and find an alpha or pack to take care of you and you screw it all up by getting pregnant your first semester? I knew I was raising an omega, but I didn’t realize I was raising a slut.




Do you know who the father is? Have you filed for child support? Or did you find some poor sap to take you in and help you with medical care?




I assumed you could handle being on your own at nineteen years old, but clearly I was wrong. You’ll come to Florida and we’ll set you up with one of Jeremy’s friends. And you won’t be bringing the brat with you.




“What. The. Fuck. Has she always been like this?” I try to keep the anger out of my voice, but it’s fucking hard. I don’t know this woman, but I hate her. And I don’t hate anyone. Not even my parents, who chose alcohol and a good time over their own son more times than I can count.

Lainey nods, her eyes getting misty again. “It started after my bio dad met his scent match.” I hiss a sharp breath through my teeth, and she nods. “I was eight, and she was an omega. You know how it goes. He couldn’t resist the pull, and my mom is a beta, so she couldn’t have kept his instincts in check forever. He tried to get my mom to let Amy into the home, to make us an official pack with my other dad and half-brother, but she lost it. Started calling him names and throwing stuff. She broke a lamp and one of the pieces cut him. He left that day, and I haven’t seen him since. At the time I thought it was because he didn’t want me, but now I’m wondering if she kept him away. I’m not sure I want to know.” She sighs heavily, sinking back into my hold. I take a deep breath, inhaling her scent, and force myself to purr. It’s hard with the anger still coursing through me, but Lainey needs this right now.

“After that, it started small. She’d yell at me for not keeping my room spotless, or any time I cried for my dad. Then later, after I presented, she would make little comments about my designation. How I was stinking up the house with my scent, and how my instincts were ridiculous and I would never make it on my own because omegas are inherently weak and pathetic.”

I’m practically shaking, and I can feel the guys’ worry through our pack bond. Because we aren’t all bound by an omega we can only feel extreme emotions from each other, and the riot in my chest definitely qualifies as extreme. “Did she ever hit you?”

Her shoulders go up, tension dropping right back into place. “Not… really. She’d throw things near me. And she slapped me once when I was a teenager for having an attitude. But mostly it was verbal. Her words hit harder than her hands ever could.”

I cross my arms over her chest, laying my hands on her belly and letting the twins’ movements settle my alpha. He’s letting out a war cry in my mind, demanding retribution for the pain this woman caused our omega. “She’s not getting anywhere near you,” I growl fiercely. I would sooner jump in front of a moving car than allow that woman access to my girl. “We need to go home. Tell the others. I know you didn’t want to deal with their reactions, but this is too big to keep to ourselves, honey.”

“I know. But telling you first helped me work through it in my own head. You let me get it out. Will you help me tell them?”

“Anything you need, Lainey. Always.”

She gets a contemplative look on her face before breaking out into a shy smile. “Then can I ask for one more thing?”

A grin back, assuming she’s going to ask for another pastry or something else she has decided she’s craving.

“Will you bond with me?”
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“I’m sorry, I couldn’t have heard you correctly. Did you just ask me to…”

He trails off, making me grin. “To bond me? Yes.”

He looks around. “It’s snowing.”

I shrug. “I run hot.”

“We’re outside.”

“We have a car. And it has leather seats. Easy clean up.”

He chuckles, but it’s a disbelieving sort of sound. I think I broke my alpha. “Are you sure? I mean you’re dealing with a lot right now and the last thing I want is for you to regret our bond.”

I scoff, cupping his cheeks in my hands. I see why they’re always doing this to me. It’s intimate and sweet and everything we need in this moment. “I could never regret bonding you, Wyatt Hanna. I know I haven’t said it out loud, but I love you. I think I’ve felt it for a while, but when you grow up without any good role models for healthy relationships, it’s kinda hard to recognize the feeling for what it is.”

His face breaks out into a beaming smile and he nudges his nose against mine. “I love you too, honey.” Warm hands cradle my bump just as the twins engage in a wrestling match, moving my whole belly. He chuckles again. “I love you both, too.” I relish in my alpha’s reverent touch, soaking in every second. On the harder days, when my back hurts and my body feels not my own or I haven’t slept well in days, I think this is the last time I’ll want to be pregnant. But then one of the guys will do or say something that sends my hormones into overdrive and makes me think I can do this a few more times. For now, I just have to focus on making sure these babies arrive safe and healthy.

“Soo,” I sing. “About that bonding…”

An embarrassing squeal ekes out when I’m hoisted into the air and then Wyatt moves, carrying me to the car. My belly is so prominent they can only carry my bridal style now, but I’ve learned not to complain. In fact, being treated like a princess might even be growing on me.

The temperature has dropped again in the time we’ve been outside but I didn’t notice the cold until now. My teeth chatter as Wyatt struggles to unlock the car doors and when he finally does, I dive into the backseat and bury myself under the blanket. Wyatt’s nose is bright red, that gap between his front teeth letting out a stream of fogged breath as he hisses. “Gonna grab our stuff now because I don’t plan on either of us being decent enough to leave this car again until we get home.”

A flood of slick soaks my panties, permeating the air with my scent. It’s been extra intense the last couple of weeks, but I’ve also been noticing hints of the guys scents melding with mine even when we aren’t together. With the increased pregnancy hormones, it has my system constantly on edge and raring to go.

“Holy hell it got cold fast.” Wyatt crashes into the backseat next to me, rubbing his hands together and blowing on them to warm them up. The veins in his hands are pronounced from carrying everything back to the SUV in one trip, and my teeth dig into my bottom lip as more slick leaks into my panties. My leggings are probably already soaked through, but I can’t find it in me to care.

Wyatt’s nose and cheeks are flushed pink from the cold, his scent slightly subdued until he sees the hungry look in my eyes. “I can think of a way to warm you up,” I purr, tracing one finger down his jacket clad chest. His pupils blow wide as he scrambles to strip the item off, leaving him in a dark green long sleeved tee that makes his blond hair seem brighter than it is. Unlike Wyatt I chose not to wear layers, so when I strip off my hoodie my entire upper body is bared to the cool night air. The scent of rich hot chocolate fills the small space and makes me feel like I’m sitting in front of a fire sipping the sweet drink.

I probably won’t get to taste Wyatt now, but I plan to when we get home. “It shouldn’t be possible,” he mutters under his breath.

“What shouldn’t?” I ask curiously.

His cheeks blush hotter, the color trailing from his cheeks down to his neck and collarbones that just peek out from the collar of his tee. “For you to get hotter. I swear, you being pregnant is doing insane shit to my instincts. My alpha wants me to say stuff that would probably get me locked up, and I have no idea how to handle it.”

Consider my curiosity piqued. “What kind of stuff?”

Wyatt clears his throat, but it’s like my question unlocked something he has been keeping behind bars. He dives forward, latching his lips around my nipple and sucking in deep pulls that have me crying out. My back arches into his touch, especially when his other hand reaches down to tear my leggings and panties clean off. “Oh my god, Wyatt!”

He growls into my chest, circling my nipple with his tongue. When he pulls back a string of silver connects from the stiff peak to his bottom lip until he licks it away with a groan. “Every time I’m around you, my alpha wants me to strip you bare, toss you in your nest, and handcuff you to the nearest immobile surface so you can never leave us. You’re already pregnant, but he is adamant that we need to take every opportunity possible to fill you up with our cum until you’re bred and so covered in our scent there won’t be a single doubt who you belong to.”

My breathing hitches, chest rising and falling in quick pants as slick pools on the seat below me. I’m entirely naked while Wyatt sits next to me almost fully clothed. “I need all of that, but first I need your clothes off,” I whine, pawing at his belt.

He growls, tearing his shirt in his haste to strip it off. The belt follows, clinking when he shoves it, and his jeans, to the floorboard. His cock immediately springs free, hard, thick, and leaking at the tip. I want to make a quip about him pulling a Lucky and going commando, but my hindbrain is fully in charge at the moment. “How do we do this?” The question is embarrassingly breathless for multiple reasons, but it only seems to spur him on.

Wyatt’s hands grip my hips and pull, situating me in his lap so my back meets his chest. It’s the same position we were in against the tree, only this time there’s nothing between us except for his heavy erection that’s snug between my folds. “Okay?” He asks in a voice thick with desire.

I nod, a whimper slipping out when he aligns his tip with my entrance. He’s hot and heavy against my sensitive skin, and the slick glide of his precum on my clit sends shivers down my spine. My bonds with Lawson and Rhys are alight with amusement and arousal, but I push them out to focus on Wyatt. Soon enough he’ll join the bond and he’ll have to deal with their nonsense, too.

He slaps his tip against my clit again making me moan. “Please, Wy.”

“Please, what? What does my honey need?” The words are somewhere between a purr and a snarl, and it sends a pulse straight to my clit.

“I need you to do what your alpha promised. Fuck me full until all I can smell is you.”

He doesn’t need any more encouragement. Wyatt sheathes himself inside me in one hard thrust, our matching groans so loud I wouldn’t be surprised if someone walking nearby stopped to check on us. “You take my cock so well, Lainey. Gonna fill you up, lock you on my knot, and bite you so you can never get away.” Each point is punctuated with a roll of his hips that hit my clit at the perfect angle to drive me wild. There isn’t enough room in the SUV to bounce like I want, so I settle for grinding my hips opposite his and luxuriate in the deep moan that vibrates from his chest to my back. “Such a good omega.” He coos, bringing his hands around to play with my tits.

My body jolts when he pinches both of my nipples at once. “I’m so close,” I moan. It’s ridiculous how fast my alphas can get me to the edge, but I want to come with Wyatt. “Want your cum, alpha. Need you to fill me up.”

Wyatt snarls, one hand dropping to my clit to work it in tight circles as his cock hits a spot that scatters stars across my vision. “Come for me, honey. Come on your alpha’s knot.” And with that he thrusts hard once, his knot slipping past the ring of muscles at my entrance and locking us together as his cum floods my cervix. It sets off my own orgasm and I cry out, reaching behind me to grasp his hair for something to keep me tethered to earth.

A pinch of pain pierces my jaw and then Wyatt slips into the bond alongside Rhys and Lawson like a glass of cool water after days wandering the desert. His soul bolsters mine, settling something imperative inside me and the sheer relief feels like years of tension unwinding from my chest.

Grasping his left arm, I sink my teeth into his bicep in response, feeling our connection solidify and settle somewhere deep in my chest. Law and Rhys are right there to welcome Wyatt and feeling them interact through me brings tears to my eyes.

Soon enough we’ll need to clean up and go home to tell the rest of the pack what happened with my mom, (Laura. I need to stop calling that woman Mom), but for now, I’m planning to soak up as much time with my new bonded alpha as I can.

And maybe another orgasm, too.
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“Kitten!” Lucky gasps when we walk through the front door. He rushes me, wrapping his arms around my shoulders and rocking me back and forth. It’s almost enough to make me smile.

Almost.

He takes a deep breath of my scent and then his gaze flies to my jaw. “Oh, wow. Congrats you guys.” His tone is soft enough that I can’t tell what he’s feeling, and I’m overwhelmed with crushing guilt. I am carrying Lucky’s babies but I’ve bonded every member of the pack except for him. He keeps talking before I have the chance to spiral. “We can celebrate more later but for now these two have been pacing like caged lions for the last hour and every time I tried to cut the tension they would try to cut me.” He turns his head so his lips meet my ear. “We were worried about you, little mama. You scared them when you shut down your half of the bond.”

I twine my arms around his waist, hugging him back as tight as I can manage with this yoga ball between us. “I’m sorry,” I murmur. “I needed a minute to process and Wy helped.”

He nods against my head, kissing my hair. “I know. He does that for me, too.” He sniffs me again, waggling his eyebrows with a smirk. “Though maybe not in the same way he helped you.”

As he leads me further into the living room, I come face to face with a stony Rhys and a frantic Lawson. The latter is scanning his eyes up and down my body like he’s trying to use x-ray vision to reassure himself I’m okay, but pouts when he’s unsuccessful.

Rhys prowls forward, standing next to Lawson and staring down at me with just as much intensity. “You alright, darlin’?”

I shrug, because I’m not sure. I probably won’t be until this conversation is over and we can come up with a plan. And then I would like to sleep, because my eyes feel like they’ve been doused in sand.

He nods like that was the answer he expected. “Let’s sit and you can tell us about it. I made you some cinnamon cocoa.”

We all settle on the large couch in the main living room. The fireplace is roaring, making it so warm I have to strip off my coat. Thankfully my leggings were not actually torn during our little tryst and I was able to redress before we came in. Looking around the cozy space, I sigh heavily. This room has always been one of my favorites in the house, but right now it feels a little bit like a waiting room before I face a firing squad. Not that I think the alphas will be upset with me in any way, but talking to or about Laura Ryan always makes me feel like that. A byproduct of her erratic behavior, I suppose.

“My mom texted me again today.” I jump right in, figuring I should just rip the bandaid off. Their reaction is visceral. Lawson growls so loud the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end, and Rhys spreads his legs before resting his elbows on them and clasping his hands together so tightly his knuckles turn white. Lucky looks a little bit confused, but he also looks upset rather than angry. I’ll have to be sure to talk to him later, since I don’t think he knows about the issues with my mom and I likely owe him an apology for telling everyone except for him.

I shove my phone at Rhys, assuming he’ll be the most calm about it and least likely to accidentally break the device. He reads the vitriol my mother spewed and I watch as his jaw clenches so hard his teeth audibly grind together. When he hands the phone off to Lawson, he scoots forward so we’re face to face. “Now that I know, I’ll ask again. Are you okay?”

My lower lip wobbles, tears springing to my eyes for the third time today. My head shakes, and he makes a distressed sound before pulling me into his lap. My sobs are quiet, but my tears soak his shirt, leaving no doubt that I’m once again crying over the things my mother said to me. “I don’t know why it still hurts so much,” I whisper into Rhys’s chest.

His hands curl around my body, one on my neck and one around my back. “It hurts because she was always supposed to be the one person that loved you unconditionally, baby girl. And not only does she not do that, she uses the idea of that love and her position as your mother to manipulate you into feeling like you need to earn her love. Like you aren’t enough exactly as you are.”

“But that’s not true.” Lawson jumps in. The couch dips next to us, and I’m surprised to find he looks almost calm. Certainly steadier than he was when we first arrived. “You are a giver, Lainey. Every room you walk into and every person you meet is only better for having known you. A minute, a day, a lifetime. You feel so deeply and give so much of yourself to those you love that there is absolutely no masking it, even when you think you’re being mean.”

I glance at Lucky, and he just smirks. “I like you mean, don’t worry. But my brother is right. You have a huge heart and you hide it behind several layers of barbed wire. I didn’t really understand why before, but I think I’m starting to now.”

Wyatt sits on the coffee table in front of us, stroking his hand down my cheek. He doesn’t have to say anything. I know how he feels and I love him for it.

I jolt, a cascade of butterflies taking flight in my chest just as an elbow jams into my belly button. Ouch. But holy shit, I love these men. I already told Wyatt, but the burning need to tell the others as soon as possible slams into me. Like maybe I won’t get another chance. It’s ridiculous, but my omega is dancing a jig in my chest now that I’ve finally identified the feeling for what it is.

“We need to file a restraining order.” Lawson’s solemn statement snaps me out of my revelation.

The words land, but for once, the idea of cutting Laura off completely doesn’t scare me. In fact, it’s freeing. All the alphas but Lawson are staring at me like I’m about to snap, but I just nod. “I agree.”

Law nods resolutely, but the pride shining in his eyes and down the bond swells in my chest, filling the space left behind by a mother who should have cared but didn’t, and a father who wasn’t there. My biological family may be dwindling by the day, but these men? These men are the forever kind of family.
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Going over the logistics of filing a restraining order is tedious and painful, especially when I have to dig up every awful thing Laura has said or done to me to submit as evidence. Old messages, emails, voicemails, photos of the hand-shaped bruise on my face from the one time she got physical. By the time all is said and done, several hours have passed and I am dead on my feet. Even the babies have gone quiet, their kicks and punches having slowed and gentled.

But before I can go to bed… “Will you sleep with me tonight?” I ask Lucky, lacing my fingers with his.

He looks surprised for a moment but quickly masks the expression, instead giving me a genuine grin that holds none of his usual teasing. “I would love that, kitten. Lead the way.”

I quickly kiss the rest of my alphas goodnight and then trudge up the absurd number of stairs until we reach my bedroom. None of my pack has seen what I’m about to show Lucky, and I can only hope he takes it for the gesture of trust and love that it is. “Do you need to shower or anything?” I ask him.

He shakes his head, but then nods, before ending with a shrug. “I don’t, but if you do I’m not missing out on the chance to help you.” One of the most surprising things about Lucky is just how much of a natural caretaker he is. It isn’t as innate as Wyatt or as intense as Rhys and Lawson, but it means just as much because it’s intentional. He’s always finding little ways to make my day easier, including washing my hair when I don’t feel like I can possibly lift my arms long enough to do it myself. A touch dramatic? Maybe. But I’m growing two babies here.

“I should probably shower since I’m still covered in Wyatt, but…”

“But you don’t want to wash off his scent,” he correctly guesses.

I nod shyly, still not totally comfortable letting my omega instincts show themselves, but Lucky just nods. “Hop in the shower, but don’t wash your hair. I have an idea.” He turns around and runs out, leaving me wondering what he could be up to.

I’m too tired to worry about it, so instead of dwelling, I shrug it off and jump in the shower, using one of the lighter vanilla body washes Wyatt stocked for me. It complements all of our scents well, and that’s what I want right now.

I decide not to wash my hair, so the shower is super fast and by the time I’m out and mostly dry, Lucky reappears with two items of clothing clutched in his hands. “I didn’t know if you would be cold after being outside earlier or if you would be warm from the fire so I grabbed a short sleeve tee and also a crewneck. I thought about a hoodie but Rhys reminded me your neck has been sensitive with stuff like that so I thought a crewneck would be safer.”

It’s like the reminder of being out in the snow has jumpstarted my bodies natural response and I shiver, goosebumps spreading across every inch of exposed skin. Lucky’s hazel eyes track this and he steps forward, holding the sweatshirt out and tossing the tee on the vanity. “Arms up.” I do, and he drops the sweatshirt over my head, smoothing it down and sending gusts of Wyatt’s warm cocoa scent to my nose.

My eyes dart to Lucky’s only to find a pleased tilt to his lips. “I love that you love him so much,” he murmurs. I tilt my head and my confusion must be plain to see because he continues without prompting. “Wyatt hasn’t had it easy. There haven’t been many people in his life that chose him for him and not who he knows or what he could do for them. You are exactly what he needed, Lainey. What we all needed.”

He doesn’t know it yet, but that is exactly what I needed to hear. Instead of answering, I take his hand and pull him back into my bedroom. The sweatshirt is so long it covers me to my mid thighs even with the baby bump, so I don’t bother with panties. They’ll probably just come off again later anyway. “Come with me.” The door to my recently finished nest is shut, exactly how it has been for weeks now. I haven’t let a single soul see it while I was working on it, though the alphas almost threw a collective fit when I announced it was a Lainey-only zone for the time being. I think they were just worried I would try to build something or carry heavy furniture.

The nest was already painted a perfect shade of navy blue and equipped with a recessed bed taking up an entire section of the round space, so all I had to do was decorate and add a few of my own personal touches, which has always been my favorite part anyway, and I adore how it turned out. I hope Lucky likes it, too.

Without ceremony, I shove the door open and pull him along behind me until we’re sitting in the center of the space, right in the middle of the gigantic bed. Our position allows us full view of the space, from the hand painted holographic stars tipped in gold, to the bedding in various shades of the sunset. The sheets are a purple so deep it’s almost black, while the fluffy comforter starts in a yellow just a few shades darker than the one in my bedroom and fades all the way down to a deep pinkish orange. The pillows are a mixture of colors and textures, all omega-approved and fitting with the theme. And then right in the middle of everything is the softest blanket I have ever felt that perfectly represents the green flash you see when the sun sinks into the horizon for the night.

“Lainey…” Lucky trails off, his lips parted and eyes wide with awe. “You did all of this?”

I nod, immensely proud of how it turned out. I worried after months away I would lose some of my passion for interior design and decoration, but it came roaring back the minute we stepped into Nestful. “My bedroom is so bright, like the most perfect sunny spring day. I wanted the nest to feel similar, but have the more calming effect of sunset and a clear night sky. I actually found a sound machine that has a “summer night” setting with crickets, waves lapping, and leaves rustling like a breeze is blowing through them. That was actually part of what inspired all of this,” I gesture around us like he doesn’t already know what I’m referencing.

Lucky gets to his knees, crawling towards me with painstakingly slow movements. I fall back into the pillows, not bothering to hide my excitement when he comes to a stop hovering over my body. “Your nest is so beautiful, omega.” He places a kiss on my shoulder where the sweatshirt slipped down. “Thank you for letting me see it.”

“You’re the first,” I whisper, and his head pops up, pupils wide.

“None of the others have seen your nest yet?”

I shake my head, teeth digging into my bottom lip hard enough to sting.

Lucky groans, burying his face into my neck. “I’m trying so hard to be patient, kitten. But you’re making is so damn hard.”

Playing dumb seems like the option most likely to get me what I want, so that’s what I do. “What do you mean?”

He growls, but it’s more playful than threatening. “Lawson bonds you out of necessity.” His teeth nip at Law’s bond mark on my neck before soothing it with a kiss. “Then Rhys pulls the meet-the-parents card and you bond him.” One hand reaches around to squeeze my butt. “And tonight. Tonight you disappear with my best friend for hours and come back smelling like sex with a fresh bond where every-damn-one and their mother can see it.” He laps at Wyatt’s bond, making my hips buck up into his as a moan tears out of me. It’s fresh and still so sensitive. I feel Wyatt checking in, but when I send him calm back, he lets it go. “I will wait forever if you ask me to, Lainey. But you need to know that I’m here, and I am not going anywhere. Be as mean to me as you want. Steal all my money, hit me with my own car, I’ll go down with a smile on my face. But,” he exhales a harsh breath. “the minute you’re ready, I’m here. I am here, and I’m yours.” His hand rests on my belly, stroking reverently. “I’m theirs.”

My eyes mist over, but I refuse to let the tears fall. Instead I drag his face to mine and crash our mouths together in a messy semblance of a kiss. He groans, nipping my bottom lip hard enough to sting, and keeps kissing me when I pull back. My cheek, temple, forehead, any piece of skin he can reach. And while he’s distracted, I line my mouth up with the front of his throat, and I strike, biting harder than is probably necessary, but my omega preens when we taste the metallic tang of his blood. I feel the start of Lucky slipping into place beside the others, but before I can drop into the sensation, Lucky leans down and bites in the exact spot I bit him.

The bond snaps into place like a crack of lightning, and Lucky’s cocky sweetness finally completes our pack. I feel the others rejoicing in my chest, little zips of energy firing between their bonds with each other and with me, and a peace I’ve never known settles over me like a sleepy fog, pulling me under.

For better or worse, Pack Daire is officially mine.
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“I swear, we will be fine.” My efforts to cajole Lucky into leaving the house have been less than successful, but everyone else has already left and I could use an hour to myself for once. This will be the first time I have been completely alone in the house since I moved in months ago, and while my omega is in complete opposition, my forebrain is demanding a few minutes to be an independent bad bitch again. My hands cradle by heavy belly, hiding the wince I feel from one of the twins kicking something vital. “I still have six weeks to go, ball boy. I promise you, I will do absolutely nothing but sit on the couch and mope over no longer being able to see my toes.”

Lucky chuckles and takes a step forward before wrapping himself around me like a boa constrictor. “The closer we get to meeting these little bees the more my alpha wants to keep you wrapped up in a bubble and never leave your side.”

My nose roots around his shirt without conscious thought, trying to find where his sweet peppermint scent is strongest. “I know, but a little separation is good for us. After the babies are born I’ll practically never be alone again, so it will be good for me to soak up a little me time before I become someone’s mom.”

He smiles down at me and the tenderness in his eyes leaves me breathless. “I can’t wait to see you become a mom, kitten.” His breath coasts over my face as he lets out a heavy sigh. “Alright. I guess I can go throw a ball around for a few hours.”

My bright laugh echoes around the room. “You mean football practice? The thing you will eventually be paid to do?”

He shrugs. “Semantics.”

I smirk, lightly flicking his nose. “Big word for a dumb jock.”

His head tips back as he groans. “I fucking love it when you’re mean to me, kitten.”

Another laugh, but this time I follow it with a gentle shove towards the front door. “Go before you’re late.”

As he’s grabbing his gear bag, he pauses to look at me with a surprisingly shy smile. “Hey. You know I love you, right?”

Butterflies cascade through my belly, vying for space with the babies. “I love you, too.”

He leaves with a skip in his step and I practically float up the stairs only to stop on the first landing when I hear the front door open. “Forget something? Or did you need one more kiss?” I call with a laugh.

There’s no answer, but the door slams shut.

“Lucky?” I call. Still no answer, and a hint of fear slithers through my chest. I feel four pings of concern down the pack bond, and I send worry back, because if this isn’t Lucky playing a joke…

“Hello?”

“Hello, daughter.” The words are nothing more than a hiss from behind me, and I spin around with a gasp when I see Laura standing not even three feet away.

“Wh-what are you doing here?” My voice trembles, and I hate it. The last thing I want is for her to know she still has a hold over me.

“I received a letter from our old health insurance company the other day,” she starts, completely ignoring me. “I was understandably shocked to find my daughter had filed a restraining order against me with the help of the local sheriff’s department. Your pack was listed in the paperwork as witnesses and point of contact. Pack Daire, if I recall correctly.”

My stomach drops when she says our pack name, but she isn’t done. “I was even more surprised to find you had somehow weaseled your way into a wealthy pack with not one, but two athletes and a world-renowned artist.” Her muddy brown eyes scan down my body with clear derision. “And apparently you were smart enough to trap them with your only asset.”

As soon as she describes my alphas, all of my fear melts away. My spine snaps straight, ice sliding through my veins and hardening my heart against anything she might say. Laura can come at me all she wants, but I won’t let her near my alphas.

“Believe it or not, Mom, some of us don’t have to trap men into staying. Some of us actually have redeeming qualities instead of being nothing but a miserable old bitch.”

Instead of balking like I had expected, Laura grins. It’s a vicious, sharp thing that sends a bolt of fear straight through my chest. I shove my panic down the bond, feeling my alphas worry compounding in response. “Oh look who decided to grow a backbone after all these years? Well too little, too late Magdalene.”

The knowing taunt in her words makes me nauseous but before I can turn to run, she grabs my arm so tight I feel her sharp nails draw blood. “You see, I finally figured out a way to make you useful. Once I realized who your pack are, I knew I could get something out of this. A little thank you for raising you all those years.”

That ice in my veins spreads further, settling into a numbness that terrifies me. I have to get out of this. Have to protect my babies from this psychopath that birthed me. “I saw a recent photo of you on some fan website and realized kidnapping you for ransom wasn’t an option, so I took out a little life insurance policy on you. To everyone else, it will just look like clumsy Lainey fell running up the stairs. And you’ll be gone, so, no one will ever know the truth. I’ll make off with a couple million dollars, and your pack will be able to move on and find someone better. If you think about it, I’m doing us all a favor.”

She lifts the hand that isn’t strangling my arm, inspecting her nails with a sigh like all of this is just one big inconvenience for her.

“You won’t get away with it.” I hiss. “My alphas know I’m not clumsy, and I would never be careless enough to fall up the stairs.”

Laura shrugs, like it doesn’t matter. “Things happen when your center of gravity has shifted.” She sneers at my belly. “Especially when it’s such a drastic shift.” I watch in real time as her eyes go lifeless, and that terrifies me enough that I shove all the love I can down our pack bond, emphasizing it to each alpha. If I don’t get to tell them in person, I want them to know I love them. “I wish I could say it was a pleasure being your mom, Mags. But that would be a lie.”

She uses her grip on me to pull my arm to my chest, and then she pushes.

I scream, but the momentum of my fall stops abruptly when I crash into a warm body. Two muscular tattooed arms encircle my torso as he absorbs the impact of my body with little effort. Several feral growls ring out around the room, and when I look up, I see Lawson standing behind Laura with a stun gun pointed at her back. I watch the color drain from her face as she whirls around, arms up like she’s getting ready to play the victim.

“She went crazy! I had to stop her from attacking me, and she tripped!” She screeches the explanation and I want to correct her, but my body is shaking too hard to speak. My teeth chatter together, horror and relief overwhelming me to the point of shock.

“Don’t bother, Laura. We heard every word. And so will the judge.” He points to the doorway of a first floor guest room, where Rhys steps out holding his phone that is clearly trained on us. I have no idea when they got here and how I didn’t hear them come in, but my eyes fill with tears because they came.

Laura launches herself at Lawson, screaming obscenities and trying every dirty trick in her book to take him down, but it’s like watching a gnat attack a lamp for all that he moves. I watch as he pins her arms behind her back, pulling out a set of metal handcuffs from his belt. “Laura Ryan, you are under arrest for conspiracy to commit insurance fraud, assault, and attempted murder.” Lawson marches her down the stairs, reading her rights as they go, and I’m turned around only to be met with Lucky’s horrified expression. There’s worry swimming in his watery eyes, and he places frantic kisses all over my face. “Kitten,” he whispers, clutching my face in a grip that’s almost uncomfortably tight. “I am never leaving your side again.”

At least I think that’s what he says. Everything starts to sound like it’s moving underwater, and then there’s nothing but darkness.
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The first thing I hear is the rhythmic sound of beeping. Calm and eerily similar to the last time I woke up feeling like this. Though my throat doesn’t hurt this time, and I count that as a small mercy. “Hey, I think she’s waking up!” Calloused hands cup my cheeks as a forehead presses against mine. “Wake up, angel. We need you to come back to us now.”

My eyes open to a blessedly dim room. Fluorescent lights likely would have aggravated the headache pounding behind my eyes and made me want to go back to sleep. As it is, all four of my alphas are gathered around the hospital bed in various states of disarray. Lawson is perched on the corner of the bed, and it’s his hands and forehead I’m feeling. “What happened?” I croak.

Rhys hands me a small cup of water, and I drink greedily. I catch a whiff of a familiar scent on my arm as I do, and everything hits me with sudden startling clarity as I start to cry.

The alphas rush me, touching any part of me they can reach and murmuring sweet words and reassurances. Lawson moves back, but only enough that he can meet my eyes. “She’s in a holding cell, Lainey. We have the whole attack on video. Between that and the previous restraining order, she won’t be getting out for a very, very long time, if ever. You’re safe now.”

Loud, heart-wrenching sobs leave my body, and all of my alphas cuddle in closer as rumbling purrs hit me from all sides. It’s the best comfort I have ever known, and I know down to my very soul that I’m safe with my pack.

Doctor Mel walks in then, carrying a clipboard and dragging a wheeled machine behind her. “Oh, you’re awake! Excellent. I was just about to order fluids if you didn’t wake up on your own soon.”

My alphas part to let her access my bedside, but they don’t go far. Lucky claims my left side and curls himself onto the bed beside me as he continues to purr. It would be funny if I wasn’t so shaken. Mel pulls a chair up to the side of the bed and sits down, placing two fingers on my wrist to check my pulse. “How are you feeling?”

I shrug. “Physically? Shaky, exhausted, and a little nauseous. Mentally? Well… my egg donor tried to kill me for a payout. So, not great.”

Mel doesn’t laugh, but she does give me a sad smile. “I am so sorry, Lainey. I won’t pretend to understand what you’re going through right now, but I see your pack is here with you and that gives me hope you’ll get through this.”

I nod, not capable of much more right now but wanting to give her some sort of acknowledgment. “Are you okay with me examining you? I would understand your reluctance to let a woman touch you right now, so if you need a male doctor, please feel free to speak up at any time.”

“No!” My heart rate spikes, the monitor going crazy behind me. The thought of anyone but Doctor Mel or my pack touching me right now is too much. In a calmer tone, I continue. “I want you to do it, please. And then I want to go home.”

She nods solemnly. “We will get you out of here as soon as we can, Lainey. Just need to make sure you and babies are healthy first and then I think being in your nest with your alphas will be the best thing for you right now.”

About an hour later, Mel gives me a clean bill of health and leaves to get the discharge paperwork started so we can go home. Seeing the babies on the portable ultrasound machine she had dragged in set off another round of tears, and this time it wasn’t just mine. All four alphas looked misty-eyed when those heartbeats finally sounded through the small room.

As soon as the door clicks shut behind Mel, my alphas converge on me again. Wyatt is the first to speak. “As soon as I felt your fear through the bond, I left the gym and called Lawson and Rhys. Law picked us up and used the lights and sirens to get us home faster.”

“I had already turned around to come back home by the time I felt the first tendrils of your panic through the bond, and I had this feeling… I came in through the back door and as soon as I heard a voice that wasn’t yours I texted the guys and told them to come in silently and use the back staircase.”

I just stare at them blankly. “There’s a back staircase?”

Rhys huffs, dragging his thumb along the back of my hand. I’m not sure when he laced our fingers together, but I’m grateful for the contact. “There is, and we’ll show you later if you want. After at least twelve interrupted hours in your nest.”

Lucky beams. “Pack cuddle puddle?”

Lawson and Rhys both sigh, the sounds so eerily similar you would think they were the brothers. “Yeah.” Lawson concedes. “Pack cuddle puddle.”
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The two weeks after my attack are a blur. Most of it is spent in my nest with one or more of my alphas, but by the end of the second week I’m starting to go a little stir crazy and they can tell. “You up for a field trip today, darlin’?” Rhys pokes his head into the bathroom, eyes catching on my nude form. The bubbles disappeared a while ago, so now it’s just me, some tepid water, and the planet on my torso.

As soon as the words leave his mouth, I sit up, excitement zinging through me. Wyatt got me in with a therapist a couple of days after we got home from the hospital and I’m seeing her once a week, but overall I’m feeling okay. I’m not sure I’ll ever come to terms with my own mother trying to kill me, but she didn’t succeed, and now she’s serving a life sentence in a women’s penitentiary on the other side of the state.

As my therapist says, living well is the best revenge.

“Field trip to where?”

Rhys just winks, handing me a towel. “Wear something comfy and light. It’s warm out there today.”

It’s early April now, but the weather went from one last snowstorm to early summer in the blink of an eye. Some days are perfect cool spring weather and others are unseasonably warm, which feels very on brand for my first venture out of the house in two weeks. I dress in a stretchy pair of pink athletic shorts and a tee that doesn’t fully cover my belly, but I can’t bring myself to care. The guys are always pushing my shirts up to hold the belly anyway, might as well just remove the obstacle for them.

“You look cute, little mama.” Lucky smiles at me as I waddle down the stairs, and I grin back. I’ve been in a surprisingly good mood, and I probably have all the alpha pheromones to thank for that. If I’m not in a cuddle puddle with my pack, then I’m doing the horizontal tango with one or more of them, and I finally feel like I have that mythical pregnancy glow. We haven’t worked up to sex as a pack yet, and the more time passes, the more I think about it. I may resort to begging soon, and I hate begging.

Okay, that’s a lie. I enjoy begging for my alphas, but I will go a little feral soon if I don’t get to experience group activities before these babies are born and I’m out of commission for a couple of months.

“Thanks, ball boy.” I throw myself into his arms as much as I can with the belly in the way and kiss his exposed chest. Because of course his full-length tee is cut all the way down the sides to expose his entire torso. Popping up onto my toes, I lean in to whisper in his ear, “any idea where we’re going?”

He turns his head, stealing a kiss from my parted lips and palming my ass before pulling away with a smirk. “Naughty kitten. Trying to use your womanly wiles to trick me into spoiling the surprise.”

A pout immediately takes over my face, which has the smugness dropping from his expression as his eyes go wide with panic. “Ohh no.” he crosses his arms in an X in front of him. “Not today, omega. You keep that expression far away from me.”

Just then Lawson walks into the room, freezing when he takes in his brother’s defensive stance. Rather than comment he shakes his head and moves to my side, kissing my cheek sweetly. “Quit tormenting Lucky, angel. You know he can’t resist your pout.”

I huff, crossing my arms across my chest. The movement pushes my boobs up nearly to my chin, and of course it draws their attention. Rhys said to dress comfortable so I have foregone a bra, meaning my nipples are out and proud in this pale yellow tee. “Yeah, that was kind of the point,” I sass. Lawson and I have played a few times now, and I love his dominant side. It helps that he loves when I act like a brat, so I get to be myself and it works him up like nothing else.

Slick leaks into my panties just thinking about it, and I rub my thighs together. Lawson catches the movement, gaze heating as he takes a step forward. But then Rhys appears behind him, pulling Law back by the collar. “Nope. No time. Let’s go.”

My pout is back, but this time for a different reason. “No fair,” I whine.

Something else I have been working on with my therapist is embracing my natural omega instincts. It gets a little easier every time, but my alphas still have to remind me its okay every other day or more. We’re working on it as a team.

Wyatt drives Rhys’s giant SUV while Lucky pesters him in the front seat, and Rhys and Lawson sit on either side of me in the back seat. They fucking blindfolded me, so all I have to go on are my other senses. None of which help when all the windows are rolled up and Lucky is blasting his sad boy music.

The drive is short, which is great because I am about to either snap at them to get this damn thing off my eyes or go into a full blown sensory meltdown. “I’m going to carry you in, darlin’. Save us both some trouble and let me, alright?” Rhys drawls lazily, which makes me want to be a brat.

I’m too curious about where we are to risk mouthing off now, so I keep my mouth shut and nod instead, letting out a tiny squeak when he scoops me right up into his arms like I’m not carrying two additional human beings inside of my uterus.

“Okay, you ready?” This comes from Wyatt, which makes me smile. I love when my soft boy speaks up.

“I’ve been ready!” I shout, bouncing on my toes. They all chuckle, but then the blindfold is stripped away and… “Am I hallucinating?” I ask seriously.

We’re standing in the middle of Whimsy, but the more I look, the more little changes I notice. The checkout counter has been painted in a fun dark and light blue checker pattern, and the walls have some sort of groovy, swirly design on them I absolutely would have picked out myself. All of the inventory pieces I painstakingly picked are back in their rightful places, and the best part? The whole space smells like my pack.

I finish my slow spin and stop facing my pack with my hands covering my mouth and tears in my eyes. “What did you do?”

Lawson steps forward, eyes gleaming with love and pride. “Welcome to your shop, Lainey Ryan.”

“Huh?” Is my eloquent response.

The other there step forward with varying sizes of grins on their faces. “Lawson had the idea to buy back Whimsy from your… Laura. Turns out, she didn’t even own it outright, so it was pretty easy to purchase the building and set everything up in your name.”

My eyes dart to each alpha, and then to the rainbow key Lawson holds out. “You bought me a store.”

Lawson shrugs. “It was always your store, now it’s just official.”

I have absolutely no idea what to say, except… “you put the store in the wrong person’s name.”

He tilts his head, confused, but Rhys seems to get it right away because his small smile transforms into a full, beaming grin that makes my heart skip a beat. “What name should he have used, darlin’?”

I shrug, pretending to inspect my nails. “Lainey Daire, obviously.”
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The declaration takes a few seconds to register, but when it does, I’m rushed by four extremely enthusiastic alphas. Lucky’s lips land on mine in a passionate kiss as three sets of hands roam my body; stroking my hair, gripping my hips, and one even cops a feel. I moan into the kiss, rocking my hips back into whichever alpha is behind me. I break away first, panting. “Is the upstairs still set up like an apartment?” I ask breathlessly.

Lawson is the one to grab me this time, hauling me into his arms and hurrying up the stairs to the small attached apartment. This has also been transformed, and instead of a full apartment, it’s now one large room with two doors at the end. I know one of those is the bathroom, but the other one is a mystery that I plan to explore later. There’s a large pack bed in the center of the room underneath a row of windows, and that is where Law drops me, stripping out of his tee and unbuckling his belt.

Instead of giving me any instruction, he turns to Rhys with a raised brow. “How do you wanna play this?”

Rhys smirks. “You’re making it sound like we’ve done this before, and I would suggest you don’t do that. Our little omega has claws when she’s jealous.”

My cheeks heat, but I can’t deny it because it’s true. I scared poor Shep on more than one occasion by growling or snapping at Rhys in front of him when my jealousy got the best of me. I have actually been avoiding Rhys’s shop because of it.

Lawson’s head snaps back to mine, worry in his gaze. “That’s not what I meant!”

Rhys chuckles, stripping off his own shirt and slacks before laying down on his side next to me. He has his head propped up in his hand and is watching me with an intoxicating mixture of heat and amusement. “You know what we like and how that goes. Sorry to tell you, darlin’, but you got stuck with two Doms in your pack. But just for you, I’ll let Law take the lead this time. After all, buying the store back was his idea.”

After our conversation where he asked what I wanted to do after school, I am not at all surprised he took that as a personal challenge. When I turn back to the man in question, Law has a hand on the back of his neck. A grimace twists his mouth. “It was a pack decision.”

“But your idea, big brother,” Lucky chimes in. He and Wyatt have made their way to the other side of the bed and they wear matching grins when they see me looking.

“Be a real shame to waste this nice bed when we have such a delicious omega in it, Law.” Rhys taunts, dragging a fingertip up the inside of my bare thigh. Slick is dripping into my shorts, and every inch his finger climbs turns my nipples into stiff peaks visible through my flimsy shirt.

The bed dips behind me just before a hand threads through my hair, pulling my head back. Wyatt stares down at me with wide eyes, licking his lips like he’s starving as his cocoa scent drowns me in decadence. His lips meet mine upside down, and I owe my high school boyfriend an apology for telling him that superhero movie was wildly inaccurate because the kiss is way hotter than it has any right to be.

As Wyatt’s tongue slips into my mouth, I feel fingers hook into the band of my shorts and slide them down along with my panties. Another set of hands pushes my shirt up, but I’m too consumed with my sweet alpha to break the kiss.

Warm lips close around one of my nipples, making me arch my back. Wyatt swallows any sound that tries to escape my mouth, but I’m overcome with the desire to taste him. He pulls back with a gasp when I push on his shoulder and as much as I want my words to come out strong, they’re breathy and quiet. “Lawson had his chance, this is my show now.”

All four alphas let out growls, but these ones are clearly driven by arousal and not irritation. I ignore them and strip my shirt off, crooking a finger at Lucky. “Come kiss me while Wy gets naked.” He crawls onto the bed with a grin and doesn’t hesitate to slam his mouth to mine. There’s some murmuring from the other alphas, but Lucky’s begins to play with my nipples, distracting me and turning my focus solely to him.

“Alright, you had your fun.” Lawson pulls me out from under Lucky and flips us so I’m on top. He’s stark naked and throbbing beneath me, and the sensation pulls a whimper from my lips. “It’s cute you think you’re in charge here. You can ride my cock while Wyatt uses your sassy mouth to get himself off.”

I’m so slick Law’s cock is completely soaked, making it easy for him to line himself up and thrust all the way to the hilt in one go. I cry out, and Wyatt takes the opportunity to tap his leaking tip against my lips. At the same time, Rhys presses himself against my back, moving my hair to one side of my neck and placing a line of open-mouthed kisses down my throat. “How do you feel about takin’ another cock, darlin’?”

My shoulders tense, but my body was made for this. Omega’s were built for packs, and that includes taking more than one alpha at once. Looking over my shoulder, I nod at Rhys while still lapping at Wyatt’s dick. “You feel so damn good, angel,” Lawson groans. He’s taken over our movements, slowly thrusting up from beneath me and hitting that perfect spot inside me with each stroke.

Rhys’s finger slips in alongside Lawson’s cock and in an effort to muffle my whine, I take Wyatt in my mouth as far as I can. My gag reflex isn’t as sensitive as it was at the beginning of my pregnancy, so I make it almost to his knot before choking. Lifting one hand, I wrap it around his knot and massage the muscle in rhythmic motions as I suck down as much of his flavor as I can.

Rhys circles tight hole before slowly pushing his slick finger inside, making me whimper around Wyatt. “Shh, relax, darlin’.” He coos. “Daddy’s got you.”

Lawson shivers beneath me, his eyes going molten when he hears the name.

Something to file away for later.

Lucky finally appears with a bottle of lube clutched in his hand and tosses it to Rhys before coming to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with Wyatt, who pulls himself out of my mouth with a heavy breath. “Why don’t you spend a little time on Luck before I blow way too soon.”

“You want my cock, kitten?”

I nod eagerly. “I’ve been dying to find out what you two taste like together.”

They groan in unison just as Rhys breaches the thick ring of muscle in my ass. “Oh my god,” I moan. “All good?” He asks.

“Yeah. Just… full. So full.”

Lawson stills as Rhys begins thrusting, slow at first and then carefully picking up speed. I lick around Lucky’s crown, closing my eyes to savor the flavor of peppermint melding with the remnants of hot cocoa. “Oh, wow.”

Wyatt bites his lip, eyes blazing. “How do we taste?”

I just moan, sucking Lucky into my mouth fully and bobbing my head like I can’t get enough. I’m not sure how I’ll make it happen when my brain seems to be functioning at half speed, but I need both of their cum at the same time.

Lawson and Rhys coordinate their thrusts, Lawson pushing in as Rhys pulls out, again and again until I’m a shaking, panting mess. Lucky has thrown an arm around Wyatt’s shoulder, and I watch with desperate hunger clawing at my middle as they take over for me, stroking their own cocks next to my face.

Lawson is the first to come, grasping my hips with a bruising grip and shoving me down on his knot as he growls his release. Rhys feels it and groans, his hips stuttering as he finds his own release. He doesn’t knot me, and the feeling of his cum slipping out around his dick and down my thighs makes me shudder.

My chin is gripped tightly, my face turned to the two very hard cocks in front of my face. “Open up, kitten.” Lucky orders fervently. “If you wanna see what we taste like together.”

Wyatt whimpers when I stick out my tongue, resting the head of his cock on it as he strokes himself quickly. “Gonna come,” he pants.

Lucky’s strokes are much slower, but he’s biting down on his lip and staring at my mouth. “Same,” he mutters.

It isn’t more than a few seconds of watching them before Wyatt groans, his pulsing cock releasing a flood of cum onto my tongue. Lucky curses at the sight, immediately following. His flavor mixes with Wyatt’s in my mouth and my eyes roll back, a mini orgasm making my body shake. I leave my tongue out for a few seconds to really drive the visual home for them before swallowing with a moan. They taste like a peppermint hot chocolate together and it might be my new favorite flavor. “That good, huh?” Lucky teases. Though it loses some of its effectiveness when his chest is heaving and sweat is dripping down his chest.

I swipe a drop off my lips and suck my thumb, exaggerating a moan. “Better.” I say with a wink.

My body finally gives out and I collapse next to Lawson on my side, belly resting partially on his abdomen. “Is anybody else really freaking tired now?”

They laugh, piling onto the bed around us. Lucky and Wyatt end up half on top of each other, but I’ve seen them snuggle on multiple occasions so I doubt they mind too much. “Of course you’re tired, angel. You are growing two humans and managed to tire out four grown alphas. It’s a miracle you’re conscious.”

I nod, nuzzling my face into his neck to soak up his gingerbread scent. The molasses is shining through super strong after our sexcapades and it’s doing wild things to my system. “I can only imagine how much worse it will be when the babies are actually here. You won’t be able to take much time off work and the ball boys can’t miss that much of the season. And Rhys is so in demand his books are blocked off for the next six months.”

“Oh, that’s not for clients.” Rhys informs me. I turn my head as far as I can to give him a questioning look, and he smiles indulgently. “While I was at the expo I rearranged my schedule so I could take six months off to be with you and the babies.”

My jaw drops and I struggle to sit up, but my center of gravity is all wonky, so I end up collapsing back onto Lawson with a huff. “What the hell do you mean you took six months off?” I ask incredulously.

Rhys just shrugs, like it’s no big deal to miss half a year’s income. But then I realize it isn’t. None of them have to work, but they love it. That includes my moody artist. “I’ll work on my art in the home studio while I’m off if that makes you feel better.”

It actually does. “We’re taking some time off, too.” Lucky says, pointing between himself and Wyatt, who smiles happily. “I got the okay from my professors to work from home for a month so I can be with you and the babies. We’re working on coach, but the season is over anyway, and because we’re graduating this year there’s no reason for us to attend the yearly summer session.”

Lawson sighs, carding his hand through my hair. “I can take a little time off, but we’re just now hiring a couple of new deputies and until they’re fully trained it wouldn’t be okay for me to take too much time off.”

I place a kiss on his chest. “I understand. I would have been okay with them by myself, too, you know. You didn’t all have to take time off.”

Lucky shakes his head with an indulgent grin. “Haven’t you realized by now, little mama? Wherever you three are is where we want to be.”
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“I swear to god, Posey. If these babies get any bigger I think I am actually going to explode.” I complain. She wanted me to come with her to welcome her sister in law to campus so we’re sitting on the same bench we sat on all those months ago just after I found the guys, and it feels strangely full-circle.

Though the full feeling could just be from the two giant babies taking up residence in my uterus, but I digress.

Paxton and Parker’s younger sister Storie was accepted to Harbor U on early admission, meaning she will be here for most of the Spring term rather than waiting until next fall, and Posey is thrilled to have another girl join our little ragtag group. We don’t really have a shot in hell at balancing all the testosterone, but another friend is always welcome.

Posey laughs, craning her neck toward the parking lot. “I know, honey. But you made it to thirty-four weeks despite everything you’ve been through and that’s huge! Anything after this week is just a bonus.” She looks down at her own flat stomach with a frown. “I want one.”

I choke on a laugh, grimacing at the resulting bolt of lightning in my crotch. “I thought you all had decided to wait until after graduation?”

She shrugs. “Yeah, but I was the one that made that decision. The guys have said on no less than a dozen occasions they’re ready when I am. I think Jude is probably the most excited by the prospect since your dad met his scent match and has been recovering so well.”

Something I learned this year was that Jude’s dad, and the only real dad I have left, had severe Alpha Rabidity when he left my mom, and a few months ago he was in the final stages before meeting his scent match, a male omega nurse at his care facility. It’s been a long, slow process but he’s finally starting to get back to normal and the prospect of my children having a grandfather around, and me having my dad back, has been as exciting as it is terrifying.

“Oh my god, she’s here! She’s here!” Posey’s shriek echoes across the quad, and a girl with a half black, half white bob whips her head towards us. Her bright smile lights up her face, and I instantly see the resemblance to her older brothers. The only real difference is the large white spot on her forehead.

“Posey girl!”

My best friend beams, scooping the tiny omega into a hug. Posey is only five-foot-two, but she still has a few inches on Storie. She’s like a precious fairy, if that fairy had a preppy-grunge chic style. Now that she’s closer, I can see one of her eyebrows and the eyelashes on that same eye are white like her hair. It lends to the gothic fairy vibe she has going on. “Storie, this is my very best friend Lainey, and in case you’re blind, those are my future tiny best friends she’s carrying.”

Storie cackles, loud and uninhibited. “Oh trust me, I know. Parker has sent me approximately ten-thousand texts asking about how to subtly convince you to have one of your own.”

Posey’s blue eyes get that far away quality I know all too well, so I turn to her sister in law with a semi-pained smile. “It’s so nice to meet you, Storie. I would get up and hug you, but I’m honestly not sure I can.”

She laughs again but leans down to wrap me in a surprisingly strong hug, surrounding me a scent that’s part fruity, part earth after rain. I know there’s a word for it, but I can barely think through the pain in my back. “Posey never stops talking about you. And I’ll be honest, it’s really nice to come to a new place already having some built in girlfriends. Also, if you ever need a babysitter, I’m your gal. I love kids.”

I bite my lip to keep the tears at bay. My hormones have only gotten crazier as the months have gone by, and I cry at the drop of a hat these days. “Don’t tempt me,” I warn. “After about eight months of carrying these little hellions mama is tired and looking forward to being my own person again. Though the six cinnamon rolls I had last night might be contributing to my misery today.”

They giggle like I’m joking, though I most certainly am not. These babies may come out part cinnamon roll at this point. Posey turns to Storie, bouncing on the balls of her feet. “Okay I know you probably want to get settled in, but first things first, our inaugural girls brunch at Sugar & Spice. The first weekly brunch of many, and possibly the last before we have two more girls to add to the group.”

Storie cocks her head. “Are you having twin girls? It is two, right?”

I nod, my smile a little more genuine as I struggle to stand up. “It’s two, but we actually don’t know the genders. Posey is just holding out hope for girls and adamant I wouldn’t betray her by adding yet another boy to the team.”

“We’re too outnumbered as it is!” Posey cries.

Storie nods sagely. “Sorry but I agree. Four alphas each and not a single other girl friend in sight? You’re in dire need of some feminine energy.”

“Sounds like you arrived at the perfect time then,” I tell her with a grunt. It’s a beautiful spring day and the walk to the shop isn’t far, but each step feels like someone is grabbing my cervix and pulling down on it, not to mention the horrible back pain I’ve been having all day. “Hey, do you think we could—oh!” A gush of liquid soaks my leggings and the sidewalk beneath me. My eyes feel like saucers and I see the same expression reflected on my friends’ faces. “I probably didn’t just pee myself, right?”

They don’t respond, so I pull out my phone and bring up our pack text thread, unsurprised to find it’s already blowing up with frantic messages after they felt my shock through the bonds.

Lawson


Angel what’s going on?




Rhys


You good, darlin’?




Lucky


I thought you were meeting with Posey and Storie today. Did something happen? You’re in the quad so you probably haven’t been kidnapped.




Wyatt


Please call me, honey?




Me


Hey, so, not to freak you out or anything




But I think I either peed myself… or my water just broke




Might need some assistance? The girls aren’t fighting or flighting.




I snap a picture of my still frozen friends and pass it on to both sets of alphas, but the snap seems to have jump-started their brains again.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, what do we do? I can’t deliver babies!” Posey immediately drops into hysterics, which would be really amusing if I wasn’t being hit with what feels like a really bad period cramp.

“Hell of an introduction there, new friend,” Storie mutters. “And while I like to think I could deliver your babies, I am not actually a Certified Nurse Midwife yet, so let’s get you to the licensed professionals and not leave it to chance.” She slips her arm through mine and helps me to a nearby stone bench, lowering me until I’m perched on the edge in a sort of hunched crouch. The whole lower half of my torso feels like it’s being squeezed seven ways to Sunday, so sitting up straight is not currently an option.

“Did you text the guys?” Posey asks frantically. I nod, sucking in air through my teeth.

Good grief this hurts.

“Lainey!” A deep voice shouts. I look up and tears immediately flood my eyes when I spot Wyatt sprinting towards me, Lucky hot on his heels. He drops to his knees in front of me as Lucky handles my friends, telling them they have me now and to go home and wait for news, but my focus is entirely on my future doctor alpha.

“Wy,” I sniffle.

His eyes gloss over as he lays his forehead against mine. “I know, honey. We felt echoes of it through the bond on our way here. We’re gonna get you to the car and go see Doctor Mel, okay? It’s going to be alright.”

“But they’re so early!”

Big hands stroke my hair back away from my face. “I know they are, honey. But remember what Mel told us? Twins come early all the time. It’s not ideal, but they’re close to the safe zone for delivery and all that matters in the end is that you and our babies are healthy.”

I nod, suck in a shuddered breath, and allow the tension to drop out of my shoulders just as another wave of pain tightens across my lower back. “Ouch,” I gasp. Lucky doubles over behind Wyatt, groaning and clutching at his own abs under his stupid crop top. I thought it was hot as fuck when I saw it this morning but now I can see his ‘Lainey’s Luck’ tattoo and it just makes me want to punch him. Because it was his luck that got me into this situation in the first place.

Wyatt must feel the tide of my feelings turn in our bond because he glares at our pack mate, waving him off. “Go wait for Law and Rhys in the parking lot. We’ll meet you there.”

“But—”

“Now!” Wyatt barks. It’s only the second time I have ever heard him bark, and if I wasn’t scared out of my mind, I might tease him for it. Another wave of pain hits, this one much stronger than the others and bringing another gush of fluid with it. I blink wide eyes at my alpha and whimper when he circles an arm around my back to help me up. He does most of the heavy lifting, and I find myself immensely grateful that I have such strong pack members who don’t grunt when they pick me up. I think that would send me over the edge right now.

“You’re doing so good, honey. I won’t lie and say I understand how you’re feeling because what we feel through the bond is barely more than a fraction of your pain, but I’m here. Anything you need, even if it’s just to squeeze the hell out of my hand to make yourself feel better. I don’t have a voodoo doll handy but you have the actual Lucky here if you wanna stick pins in him? I feel like he would let you do it. Hell, we all would and we’re not the ones who knocked you up. You just have to make it through this and then you have four able-bodied alphas ready to take the majority of the work when it comes to the babies.”

“Wy?” I pant.

“Yeah?”

“Please shut the fuck up.”

He nods quickly. “Right, sorry. Not helping. We’re almost there.”

And we are. The parking lot is in sight and I see Lawson’s sheriff vehicle parked haphazardly across the single lane. He paces in front of it, hands raking through his hair as he speaks to the others animatedly. It’s the most lively I have seen him since everything went down with my mom, and oddly enough it calms me. He’s here, and he cares, and he isn’t avoiding me out of fear like when I first moved in.

“Why the hell is she walking?” Lawson shouts at Wyatt, stomping over to us with a cute pout on his face. I’m not prepared for him to scoop me into his arms without a single noise of effort, but he does it anyway and rushes us to the truck. It’s technically not big enough to fit all of us, but he drops me into the back seat between Rhys and Lucky before getting into the drivers seat and flicking on the lights and sirens. His green eyes collide with mine in the rearview mirror, more determination in them than I have ever seen. “Let’s go meet our babies.”
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“I can’t believe they’re really here,” Lucky sniffles, stroking the back of his finger down Bryce’s cheek. “They look just like you.” He says this to me, but his eyes are locked on Wyatt, who’s holding Blaise.

Lawson and Rhys are snuggled up on either side of me in the large hospital bed, and I have never felt this kind of contentment before. A yawn cracks my jaw, and Rhys nuzzles my temple before placing his lips there in a tender kiss. The room is filled with our combined scents, and the guys used their scents and bonds through my whole labor to soothe me when it became too much.

Twelve hours after my water broke in the middle of campus, our son Bryce was born, followed three minutes later by his brother Blaise. It was only our pack, Doctor Mel, and the nurses in the room and the whole experience felt like something out of a dream.

“You did so good, angel. We’re so proud of you.” Lawson whispers. He has one arm wrapped around me and the other resting on top of Rhys’s over my now-soft belly. They got so used to touching it the last few months I think it will take them a while to stop.

I squirm, feeling like I need to pee and absolutely dreading it. There are things no one warns you about that happen after you give birth, and the painful peeing is one of them. “Bathroom?” Rhys asks quietly. I nod, but can’t muster up the energy to feel embarrassed. He helps me up and into the small room before he fills my peri bottle with warm water, waits for me to finish, and then brings me back to the bed. I’m eternally grateful that these men are the ones I ended up with. I can’t imagine anyone else seeing me this vulnerable and leaning into it rather than shying away until I’m “me” again. “Give me one of my babies.” I aim the request at my ball boys but soften it with a smile when I hear how demanding it sounded.

“Here, little mama. I think our oldest boy needs you.” Bryce is writhing in Lucky’s arm even though he just ate not too long ago. We realized that my scent soothes both of them in those in-between times when they aren’t really hungry but need comfort. His downy blond hair is soft and sticking up at every angle, identical to his brother’s and both of theirs just like their dad’s. His muted scent is vaguely reminiscent of berries like my own, but it’ll be hard to tell for sure what kind until he’s older. Blaise’s scent is similar to his twin’s, but there’s a touch of mint that reminds me of Lucky.

Lawson takes Blaise from Wyatt and moves to sit next to me again so the twins are together, and the other three alphas crowd around us as close as they can get. Looking around at the family I stumbled into and somehow helped create, I can’t help but stare in awe. To think, all of this started because of a one night stand with my scent match who refused to give up on me and an accidental dorm fire.

For the rest of our lives I’ll be glad my alpha was so determined to find the one.
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One Year Later…

“Ugh! Why is it seven hundred degrees in here?” Lainey growls, throwing her t-shirt out of the nest with surprising strength. She’s been showing pre-heat symptoms for days now, but I think she’s in denial because it’s her first heat since the babies were born a year ago. With singleton pregnancies you would normally have your first heat around the six month mark, but I guess multiples are different because of the stress on the omega’s body. Some evolutionary thing Doctor Mel explained when I was deliriously tired and only half listening.

“I’ll go turn the air up,” I offer as I back out of the room slowly.

Pulling up my text thread with Posey’s pack, I shoot off the text I’ve been preparing for months.

Me


You guys ready to fulfill your roll as uncles and aunt?




Mack


DO WE GET THE BABIES?




I snort a laugh. I knew that would be Mack’s first question.

Posey


Is her heat finally coming?




Me


It is, but she’s in denial about it. Wyatt thinks it could hit has early as tonight but she needs to know the boys are taken care of first.




Jude


On our way




Posey


Ro is going to be so excited!




That makes me laugh, because their daughter, Romy, is only six months old. She might be excited, but she also might not even know what’s going on. At first it was weird getting close to my old biology professor, especially since he’s now my brother in law, but Jude is actually really cool when he doesn’t think I’m trying to steal his girl. Though Posey and I have naturally gotten closer since she and Lainey are together all the time, and I see her as the little sister I never had.

The nursery is on the same floor as the nest, so I poke my head in and find Wyatt and Rhys playing on the floor with the boys. Blaise just started walking, and I have a feeling Bryce isn’t far behind. “Are their bags packed?”

Wyatt nods, smiling up at me. Seeing him come out of his shell since meeting Lainey has been so incredible, and I have honestly never seen him happier. Not even the day he was accepted into medical school, which was ironically the day after I was drafted to the New England Foxes. I spend most of my time in Massachusetts during the season, but I come back to Sunday Harbor as often as I can and spend the whole off season home with my family.

“The Madden pack are on their way to pick up the boys now.” I pause, drumming my fingers on my thigh before giving in to the urge to pick up Bryce, who’s closest to me. “Is it weird that I’m really fucking anxious about being away from them for a week?”

“It’s all I’ve been thinking about.” Rhys admits quietly. “We need this time with Lainey to help her through her heat, but it also feels wrong to just hand them off.”

Wyatt tosses Blaise into the air, his musical giggles bringing smiles to all of our faces. “It will be good for them. It’s not like this is the first time they’ve spent a night away from home, but it will be the longest. We already know Posey and the guys have purchased every possible thing they could need to be comfortable there. Hell, the boys even have their own room next to Romy’s. She needs this. We all need this.”
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“You doing okay, kitten?”

Lainey took it really hard when the Madden’s picked up the boys and sequestered herself in the nest under a pile of blankets. Her emotions are running high this close to her heat so I’m not sure if that has something to do with it or if this is just how she’ll react any time we have to leave the boys. Whatever it is, we’re ready to support her. Which includes bribing her with cinnamon rolls when necessary.

Lainey pokes her head up out of the blankets, and I’m surprised to find her cheeks flushed and eyes glassy. I thought she was crying, but now I’m wondering if her heat has finally hit. I get my answer a few seconds later when a loud whine cracks through the nest, bowling me over in its intensity. “Alpha,” she whimpers. “It hurts.”

Shit.

Not wanting to leave her alone, I yank on my bonds with the other three and hope they can feel the urgency I am shoving at them. Quickly stripping out of my clothes, I stand at the door and wait. “Can I come into your nest, kitten?”

“Please.” Another whimper and this one breaks my heart. She sounds so pitiful.

“I’m here baby.” I rush into the nest, collapsing onto the recessed mattress and pulling her into my arms. Her nest is absolutely gorgeous, and I feel an immense sense of pride every time I have the pleasure of seeing it. “What do you need right now?”

She untwists the comforter from around her body and the potency of her scent nearly chokes me. I thought Lainey’s scent was good before but god damn her heat scent is on another level. My dick springs to life and she must feel it because she moans, wriggling herself back into my lap. “I don’t think I need a knot yet, but…” she trails off, her cheeks flaming even more than they already were.

I push some sweaty hair back from her face, planting a kiss on her forehead. “But?”

Her sigh is quiet, barely more than a gust of air. “But could you just… be inside of me? I’ve done it with Wyatt before and it really helped soothe my system.”

My knot throbs and I have to bite down on my lip to keep in a pained groan. My girl wants to do a little cock warming, and I am all fucking for it. “Hop on, kitten. Why don’t you lay on my chest so you can relax and control it until you’re ready for me to take over? The others are on their way.”

She sinks down, and it takes every ounce of self control I possess not to thrust into her soaked pussy. She’s scorching hot, but it feels good. I wish Wyatt was here to take her temperature. Right as I have that thought the man in question walks into the room, thermometer and fresh water bottle in hand. “You starting to feel heat symptoms, honey?”

Lainey nods, reaching a hand out for our pack mate. “Lucky’s helping.” Her words are punctuated with a little wiggle on my cock that makes my cock jerk inside of her. We both moan at the feeling, our scents twining in the air in an intoxicating mix.

I can tell Wyatt wants to laugh, but he would never dare while she’s this vulnerable. “I see that. Your alpha is pretty great, huh?”

Another nod, this one accompanied by a quick peck on my chest that’s followed by a shallow bite on my nipple. I smack her ass lightly, amusement lighting up our pack bond from both me and Wyatt. “Naughty omega.”

It isn’t the first time she’s bitten one of us over the last year. Turns out, when Lainey is feeling comfortable and playful she likes to bite. It isn’t usually very hard, but we all think it’s cute as fuck and try really hard not to tell her that so she doesn’t stop.

Lawson bursts into the room, out of breath and yanking off his uniform as he goes. He has to hop on one foot to get his sock off, and he curses when he sees us watching him. “I felt your SOS in the bond and came as soon as I could. Rhys was with a client and still had about thirty minutes left, but he should be here soon.” He collapses on his knees next to us, smoothing a hand down Lainey’s back. “Hi angel. How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay.” Her voice is small, and her body heats on top of mine. I motion to the thermometer in Wyatt’s hand and he jumps into action, scanning the device across her forehead. It beeps, and he turns it towards us. “One hundred nine. She’ll need a knot soon to bring it back down.” I must look horrified, because he bites down on a small smile. “An omega’s temperature can safely reach up to one hundred twelve degrees for short periods of time during their heat, but if it doesn’t go down with knotting or lasts more than two hours we will need to take her in to be seen.”

I try not to let my fear show, and I can tell Law is doing the same. Neither of us has ever helped an omega through a heat before, and those numbers are fucking scary. I would be in the hospital with a temperature higher than one hundred and three, and here we are saying Lainey could safely spike almost ten degrees higher than that.

Nobody warns you how stressful having a bonded omega can be, but having her in my arms makes it all worth it.

“Lucky?” Lainey whimpers.

I tighten my arms around her back, forcing myself to purr. “Yes, kitten?”

“I think I need a knot now.”

Wyatt nods, and I kiss Lainey’s forehead and flip us over so she lands on her back in the nest, keeping myself buried to the hilt the whole time. I glide out slowly, nodding my head at Lawson to offer her his dick. She eagerly accepts, sucking him down like she’s dehydrated and his cum is the only cure. While she’s distracted, Wyatt leans in to murmur, “I’m gonna go grab some supplies and call Rhys. Fuck her, knot her, and check her temp again if I’m not back in twenty.”

“Got it.”

He leaves, and I’m left alone with my brother and my omega, both of whom are too distracted to notice Wyatt has left. “Such a good omega, taking her alphas so well.” I praise her, and she clenches around me. I grit my teeth, fighting off my orgasm already. Her core is like a vice, sucking me in and massaging like it’s searching for a knot. I keep my thrusts slow while she has Lawson down her throat, but soon enough he’s fucking her face as she moans, spit dripping down her chin. “Gonna come, Lainey. You want it?” He growls the question, holding her by the chin as he fucks her face. She moans, and I watch his hips buck in response. A feral groan leaves his lips, hips stuttering as he releases down her throat.

As soon as he collapses back onto the mattress, I pick up speed, thrusting hard and lifting her ass up on my thighs so I can hit the perfect angle to drive her wild. “That’s my girl,” I croon when she cries out, clenching around me as her orgasm overtakes her body. “Gonna knot this perfect pussy now, kitten.” She doesn’t respond, but I don’t need her to. I thrust once, twice, three more times before I lean over and slam my knot into her, growling against the skin of her chest.

I fall to my side in the nest, fighting to catch my breath as Lainey curls herself into my side. My knot continues to throb inside of her, and the clenching aftershocks she’s having don’t help. But there’s no place I would rather be.

Wyatt and Rhys show up a few minutes later, both naked as the day they were born and carrying a wide variety of items. Wyatt immediately moves to stock the small fridge and kitchenette at the back of the room, while Rhys makes a beeline to our girl. Her breathing is steady, but I don’t think she’s asleep. “Hey darlin’. Sorry I’m late.”

She gives him a sleepy smile that I’m instantly envious of, but I try to keep that feeling in check since she is literally locked on my knot right now. “S’okay,” she slurs. “You’re here now.”

He smiles, stroking the backs of his fingers down her cheek. “That’s right. And we’re not goin’ anywhere until your heat is done.”
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Time passes in a blur when we’re inside the nest. Lainey is insatiable all day and night, and each time we think she might be coming out of it, she slips right back into the fog. And forget getting her to eat and drink. Turns out heat Lainey is even more stubborn than regular Lainey. We’ve all had to bark at her to drink water on more than one occasion just to keep her from getting severely dehydrated.

She’s currently snoozing between Law and Rhys, but I see her hips wiggling, which tells me she’ll be waking up soon. I pull her out from between them as quietly as I can and drop her straight onto my cock, holding back my moan. I never thought I would say this, but my dick needs a break. “Ride my cock, omega. Make yourself come and I’ll give you my knot.”

Rhys sidles up behind her, already stroking himself. That’s one aspect of a heat I didn’t think about. I am now intimately acquainted with all of my pack mates dicks. “Let’s see if we can’t break this heat, hmm?” He pokes at Lawson and Wyatt, who come to with startled expressions that immediately fade to hunger when they see what’s going on. “Wy, you take her ass. Law and I will take turns on this pretty mouth of hers.”

We spent the first couple of days asking her consent for just about everything but during a period of lucidity she finally snapped, giving us blanket consent and telling us to “check the fucking bond”. It would have been funny if she wasn’t also in scary omega mode at the time.

Wyatt slides into Lainey’s ass and the feel of him through the thin membrane separating us is fucking wild, amping up my arousal tenfold. Our pack bond is flooded with all of our arousal and it makes everything feel a hundred times more intense. Law and Rhys take their places on either side of her, and Lawson takes her mouth first while Rhys grabs her hand and wraps it around his shaft, helping her stroke him.

The room is a chorus of grunts, groans, and moans, and watching it all from my spot on the bed is mesmerizing. I can’t take my eyes off Lainey, except for a brief moment when I exchange a look with Wyatt that seems to say “is this really our life?”.

Lainey pops off of Lawson and takes Rhys to the back of her throat immediately, putting his training to good use. Truthfully we have all benefitted from his deep throat training, but she loves it which makes it even better. Rhys rips Lainey off him and tilts her head back to Lawson as Wyatt and I take turns rutting into her perfect body. He comes first, moaning loudly into her neck as he knots her ass. So far only one of us has knotted her at a time, but if we really want to break her heat, I think it’s time to change that. Law and Rhys come almost simultaneously, Rhys in her mouth and Law on her tits and belly. Now that she isn’t at risk of suffocating on a cock, I pick up my thrusts and lick my thumb, using it to circle her clit. Lainey comes with a wail, soaking my cock and making it that much easier for my knot to slip in, locking right alongside Wyatt’s. He curses and I feel him coming for a second time as the other two stare wide-eyed to where we’re all joined.

My smugness is heavy in the bond, but my pack mates ignore it. Lainey grins down at me, face flushed and eyes bright but blessedly clear. “Holy shit,” she laughs. “When can we do that again?”

I groan, and it’s echoed by my pack mates. The sound makes Lainey giggle as she drops down to my chest with a contented sigh. I still can’t believe this is my life now. I met the girl of my dreams and lost her, found her again completely by accident, and for whatever reason, she’s decided we get to keep her.

I may have made some mistakes along the way, but I will always be grateful that one misguided night led me to finding the one.


The End


Afterword


Another book down and so many more to go! Let me start by saying I was not expecting this story to go the way it did, but I promise this will be the darkest book in the trilogy! Our third and final book is somewhere in between, but with less attempted murder. Are you ready for Storie and her guys? They are coming early 2027!
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