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Author’s Note



The entire Omega Exchange series is meant to be light and fluffy and in no way realistic. This is a set of books that you can read feeling confident there will be no huge angst or drama. Issues that arise will be dealt with swiftly and usually in a comical manner.

They have higher heat/steam than any of my other books. If you’re used to my books like The Ruined Records series please be aware these are a very different feeling story.

***Please note Vik & Wolfe both have an intense distaste for using the correct name of any man Anastasia is involved with outside of their pack. Vik especially doesn’t give AF what the hipster’s name is. Chad, Brad, Tad, Thad. These are not errors. They’re purposeful choices in showing Vik and Wolfe’s personalities.

Spoilers Below:

CW’s

There is breeding kink. This entire series will be full of it. Lots of fluids being exchanged at The Exchange. lol Sorry that was cheesy. There is a bit of on page violence toward one of the harem from an outside danger. There is humorous murder involved. It’s very low stress but I’d rather warn you ahead of time. There is Daddy kink and spanking. A dash of role play somnophilia, cock warming, and mild BDSM elements.

If I’ve missed any things that should be listed please reach out to me on social media or email me and I’m happy to correct it.

You can reach me at JillianWestAuthor@gmail.com or via social media. Please don’t hesitate to ask if you have any questions or would like anything clarified.


World Info



This book is set in an alternate universe.

You will recognize many things as familiar, but there may be a few you don’t. If you recognize the terms alpha, beta, omega then you’re probably good.

If not, welcome to the omegaverse!

Here’s a small bit to get you started if you’re unfamiliar with how things work.

Omegaverse is basically an alternate universe where similar to wolves or animal biology there is a hierarchy. Alphas are at the top. They're generally bigger, more aggressive, or dominant and they have a few extra features like a knot (think wolves but no shifting.) Betas are the regular humans. Omegas are the opposite side of the spectrum from alphas. They tend to be less aggressive, smaller, and they mate with alphas (and sometimes betas too, but omegas need the alpha to help them through their heat). Alphas and omegas have scents which attract compatible mates.

In my contemporary omegaverse books the world is very close to ours with just a few biological drives that are different & some extra features like male alphas have knots & purr to comfort omegas, omegas and alphas have pheromones that attract compatible mates, and omegas have a heat cycle where they're super fertile. During this time it sends compatible alphas into rut. (Lots of practicing making babies.)

A few hundred years ago the birth rates for alphas and omegas were nearly equal. Nowadays there are nearly eight alphas born to each omega. As a result alpha packs have become the norm. Omegas are the center of the pack and calm an alphas more aggressive nature. Betas (the normal humans) do join packs sometimes, but their biological drives don’t demand it like alphas and omegas.

These alphas growl and snarl, but you'll find no abuse from these men. There are no shifters in this book.

This is a reverse harem romance meaning our heroine will not choose between her love interests. She gets to keep them all.

I hope this helps clarify. You can always reach out to me via social media or email & I’m happy to explain further. Actually it’s really hard to get me to shut up once I start talking because I LOVE ALL THINGS OMEGAVERSE!! lol

Now on to the good stuff…


Chapter One


Anastasia


Ilean against the sales counter, staring out at the view. I lived in New York City my entire life until very recently. Even though I'm not used to the mountains and desolate landscape, I have to admit it's beautiful.

The North Carolina mountains make for a postcard-worthy image no matter the time of day. It's late in the afternoon and the sun peeks from behind the trees, casting an eerie orange and yellow glow that reflects against the wall of glass.

The back door opens and there's commotion outside. My boss is carrying a box and pushing another with her feet. Everly's wavy dark brown hair falls around her shoulders as she manages to push up her black-framed glasses that are sliding down her nose.

"Here, let me help," I say, heading for Evie. She hands me the box of books and spins around to grab the other off the ground. She shoves it inside and gives me a funny look.

"Aren't you supposed to be over at The Exchange mixer?" she asks, tucking her hair behind her ear. She plants her hands on her hips and frowns. "What's going on, Ana?"

I don't really want to talk about going to one of the meet and greets. I want to actually go even less.

I don't even know what to say. I'm sad. I have been all day. I shrug, kicking the toe of my shoe against the carpet.

"Anastasia," she says in a tone that means business.

My mind races, but I have no idea how to put what I'm thinking into words. Am I supposed to say I was hopeful Viktor would suddenly decide he can't live without me? No, that's ridiculous.

I refuse to utter those words out loud.

I shake my head. The longer he's gone the faster my hope dwindles. My stomach aches. I pull a hand up, rubbing it over the miserable churning that comes every time I think of Vik.

"Anastasia Androff," Everly snaps.

My eyes fly up to meet hers, and she gives me an expectant look.

I shrug again. I don't want to say what I'm feeling. It makes me feel weak and a little pathetic.

I thought Vik cared about me and wanted more than heat sex. I refuse to look even more absurd than I already do.

Evie quirks an eyebrow, and I look away. She reminds me so much of my mother sometimes that it makes it hard to keep my walls up. She's going to be a great mom. She's already got the expectant stares down pat.

I've never had real friends. Well, outside of my mom, but she's gone now.

I don't know how to do friendly chit-chat, let alone deep meaningful conversations.

It's hard to understand how she can stand to be my friend. My father sent me here with the intention of seducing the owners into bonding with me so I could covertly control them. I was awful to Evie the first few times we met.

I shake my head, and try to hold back the sob, but fail miserably. Oh no… it's all going to spew out if I'm not careful.

"Okay." Evie comes over, wrapping her arms around me. "You, my friend, need a hug."

I've got probably three or four inches in height on her and it's awkward, but that doesn't stop me from latching onto her and hugging her tight.

Sometimes lately it feels like I'm drowning on dry land. I've got no one. My mom is dead. My dad made it clear if I didn't do as he said that I was dead to him, too. All my "friends" in New York vanished about the time my family money did.

If Everly and her pack hadn't invited me to stay at the lodge…

I'd literally be homeless right now.

I went from having access to my father's money to living on a part-time, ten-dollar-an-hour job. I had three suitcases full of clothes and nothing else when my father dropped me like week-old garbage.

"I'm so overwhelmed," I sob into Evie's hair. "And I thought Viktor liked me. He made it seem like there was something there. Then he abandoned me, too."

Apparently, I'm letting it all spill out.

"You're not alone," Evie assures me, squeezing me tight. "Aww, crap. My boobs are tender as hell lately. Okay, side-hug only."

I laugh as she pulls back so I'm not squished to her chest. I swipe a hand under my eye, trying to make sure my makeup hasn't run all over my face.

"Vik doesn't seem the type to play games," Evie says, grabbing a handful of tissues. She comes back, offering them to me.

I take them, blowing my nose.

"Yeah, he didn't seem that way to me either. I think I misinterpreted things." I sigh, shaking my head. "We were like oil and water anyway. It never would have worked long-term."

"My guys and I couldn't be more different from one another," Evie says, guiding me back into the office and nodding for me to have a seat on the couch. "You two obviously have chemistry. That much was plain to see, even to me. Hell, I could've seen that without my glasses."

I snort. She really is cute sometimes. Is there such a thing as cheesy mom jokes? Because, if so, Evie will be the carpool mom busting them out left and right.

It's so hard to think of Vik. Yeah, the sex was off-the-charts incredible, but it was heat sex. I'm pretty sure there's no bad sex during a heat. But it's not the fucking that made it so unforgettable.

It was the way he took care of me.

My entire life, I've always sworn to myself that I'd never get involved with a guy like my father or any of his men.

That unrepentant alpha who takes and barks to get what they want.

Sometimes, Vik reminded me a little too much of my father. Other times, the differences were clear. I never thought he'd be the type to disappear, but I've learned that I'm not a good judge of character.

"He's coming back soon." Evie takes a seat on the edge of her desk. "I know things are complicated, but I do think the two of you should talk."

"He's not the talking type," I say, laughing. "He's more the kind to grunt out demands, then get pissed if you don't follow orders."

"Yeah, I've got one or two of that kind myself," she says. "I know it's been hard on you. It's a huge adjustment from what you're used to, but you are safe here."

"I know," I agree, wiping my eyes. "I think I let myself believe that he'd be a more permanent fixture in my life and…" I shrug. "I needed that stability."

I shake my head.

We only spent a couple of weeks together before he left. I think I became the woman who goes on one date and starts planning a wedding.

My stomach churns. I'm supposed to be stronger than this.

I thought I was more resilient than to fall apart at the seams over a man. Everything feels so out of control lately. I don't know where to begin fixing it. My impulses demand I hide, but I don't even have a nest of my own. Not really.

"I get it," Evie says, drawing me out of my thoughts. "It's even harder, because as an omega your system seeks an alpha for protection and validation. Without it…" She sighs. "I totally get it. But Ana, you're going to have to talk to him or make some kind of other arrangements. Your next heat will be here before you know it."

"I know," I grumble. I'm not looking forward to meeting alphas or putting myself out there again. "Honestly, I don't know how you did it and managed to stay so upbeat and positive."

"It's not easy," Evie says, sighing. "Especially because our instincts demand we please alphas. And being rejected?" She hums. "It was very bad for my self-worth. In all honesty, I don't think Viktor is rejecting you. I think he had some things he needed to take care of."

"Yeah." I laugh derisively. "Something that takes a month to accomplish? Sorry, I'm not buying it." I blow out a breath. "I didn't mean to snap at you."

Evie smiles. "I know. I get it. You're frustrated with Vik. And seriously, you have every right to be. He should've made it clear if he knew he'd be away this long. He also should've clarified what he was doing. I guess all I'm saying is don't lose hope. Don't completely write him off until you know for sure the specifics of the situation."

Evie really is too sweet for her own good. In the real world, when a guy ghosts you for four weeks you don't give them the opportunity to lie and cover their ass. You ignore their bullshit excuses and move along to the next well-shaped dick.

Which would be a whole lot easier if my impulses weren't demanding I track him down and make him… like me?

Love me?

I don't even know.

All I do know is I hate it. Every instinct in my body needs his approval, and it makes me feel entirely too vulnerable. And seriously pathetic. I want to bang my head against the wall until I locate some sense.

He hasn't even reached out. Not that I have my cell phone anymore. My father canceled it immediately upon hearing from Byron Frasier.

I could probably afford the bill, but there's no one to call me. It's really hard to understand how the phone itself is so damn expensive.

I'd have to work an entire month without spending a dime to buy just the phone. Not to mention I unplugged the phone in my room, because every time it rang I felt a giddy excitement thinking it might be Vik.

After the second time it wasn't him, I decided to cut my losses. The only two people who ever look for me around here know to come and knock on my door if they need me.

My life is a shit show. A weird whiney sound escapes my chest.

"Hey," Wolfe calls out. His slightly Southern accent cuts through the air. It's nowhere near as deep as Luke's country twang, but his voice fits him perfectly. Wolfe just so happens to be the only other person who occasionally cares that I'm alive. A shiver runs down my spine at the sound of his deep, growly voice. "Are y'all hiding in the office again?"

My eyes widen. He's not allowed to see me like this.

"No," I hiss. "Tell me that I'm not red from crying…"

Evie grimaces.

I whisper, "Awesome."

"Go." Evie nods to the bathroom. "Clean up. I'll keep him busy."

"Thank you," I whisper, bolting for the bathroom.

I make it to the door right as Wolfe spots Evie. His short blond hair falls in his deep blue eyes as he peeks around the corner.

He grins at my boss as his dimples pop. He's got a few days' worth of stubble on his unbelievably handsome face…

He's freaking gorgeous, and packmates with Viktor.

He absolutely cannot see me crying over his dickhead friend.

I shut the door quickly, spinning around to check my reflection.

I grab some paper towels, cursing the fact I don't have my makeup. I do everything I can to get rid of the streaks of mascara, but it really doesn't seem to help.

All I succeed in doing is cleaning off the rest of my foundation. My hands fall to the counter as I stare at the floor. Now definitely isn't the time, but I can't help myself.

My reflection looks as beautiful as ever, but I almost wish it didn't. I wish the outside reflected the inside so everyone would know how awful I feel. Sure, I've got resting bitch face with the best of them, but that doesn't detract from the overall package.

The tough facade is a product of growing up with a man like my father. You've got to exude cold, calculating confidence or the predators descend.

If I was truly as soulless as my father then I wouldn't be hesitating right now.

I heard Luke come in while I was finishing up my makeup.

My mom would be mortified if she could see me now. How my tender, sweet mother ended up with a bastard like my father, I'll never understand.

I do know I don't have a choice in what I do next, and it would make my mom very sad to know that.

She always told me to have integrity even if those around you don't… but she's dead.

If I want to survive life on my father's chess board then I can't be like her.

I have to be as ruthless as he is until I gain my freedom.

I let the towel gape enough that the tops of my breasts are visible. I pull open the door and head out into the suite. I stop dead in my tracks as my mouth falls open. I take a hesitant step back.

"Who the hell are you?" I ask, wrapping my arm around the top of my towel. "And why are you in my room?"

That is absolutely not Luke. Luke was my security yesterday, and he's my in with getting close to the owners. I don't know who this guy is, but he's not supposed to be in my room.

"Viktor Nikolov," the massive, grumpy looking asshole says, crossing his thick forearms over his chest.

That's a Russian name if I've ever heard one.

He's huge, and in no way does he seem pleased to be in my vicinity.

Big surprise.

Not many people are.

His blondish-brown beard is long and fluffy. The mustache kinda makes him look like a cartoon villain. His pale blue eyes are currently narrowed at me in suspicion, like I'm the one who did something wrong.

"Why are you in my room?" I snap again.

"My boss assigned me to you," he says, tossing himself down onto the couch. "I'm sure it'll end up being the highlight of my week."

I frown. Wow, way to be a total asshole.

"You plan to get dressed, or are we continuing this conversation with your tits hanging out?" he asks, his gaze raking from my head to my toes.

My eyes widen. He quirks a bushy eyebrow.

"You're a dick," I grumble, pulling my towel higher on my chest.

Unfortunately, I feel a cool breeze on the tops of my thighs. This place needs better-quality towels, or at the very least bigger ones. I'm practically hiding behind a hand towel.

"I've definitely got one," he assures me. "Put some fucking clothes on!" The last part comes out as a bark.

I hate being barked at by alpha assholes. A shiver rolls down my spine. I've spent my entire life being commanded by my father and his men.

My shoulders pull back.

I drop the towel.

Yes, barking is an effective way to force an omega to comply. But I've learned over the years that there's nearly always a way to twist the order if you're determined enough.

I spin, heading for my suitcase, and smile to myself when he releases a hiss. I make sure to give him a nice view of my bare ass as I toss open the bag.

"Fucking pain in the ass omegas," he grumbles. "I'll be in the hall. Don't take forever or I'll be back."

I laugh, bending over and grabbing a bra and panties.

"I guess she couldn't get dressed in the bathroom like a normal human being."

"It's my suite," I remind him, giving my hips a little shake.

The door slams loudly behind him. I'll consider that one in the win column.

I smile. He's easy to rile up. This should be fun.

I need to figure out why Luke is no longer my security. I only spent a few hours with him before some big emergency went down. They needed all available hands on deck, so they put the majority of us in a mixer with a few security personnel to watch the entire room.

I thought Luke would be my personal guard for my entire stay.

That's the way they made it seem.

This isn't good at all.

Do they already suspect something? I know Luke is close to the owners. It was in the packet Byron Frasier made me memorize before coming to this awful fucking place.

I slide my arms into my bra and clip the front closure before bending down and pulling on my thong.

My anxiety is high. I don't even know which route to take. Pack Frasier has been clear that they want this location. I can either get in good with the owners and try to seduce them into helping me through my heat, or I can make enough trouble Connor Hastings decides to flat-out sell.

The upside to being bonded is undeniable.

My father would lose the ability to force me to do his bidding if I had a pack to protect me. The thought of being forced to pick life partners based on my father's command turns my stomach.

On the flip side, anyone is better than who he'd choose for me. I'll never let myself be Dimitri's toy, which is exactly what will happen if I fail.

My nerves are shot. I'm so torn, I don't know what to do. The trapped feeling gets worse the longer I think about it.

I grab the black baby doll dress and pull it on. My arm stretches back, but no matter how hard I try I can't zip it.

My head falls back. I stare at the ceiling, blowing out a heavy breath.

I'll have to ask the asshole for help. I head to the door, tossing it open, and frown at the giant.

I'm not short by any means. I'm five-foot-eight without shoes on. This guy's got at least seven or eight inches in height on me. His strong shoulders flex under his long-sleeve t-shirt as he shoots me an unimpressed frown.

I twirl around, letting the bottom of my puffy dress flare out. From the cool breeze on the top of my ass, I'm betting my thong is showing. I glance over my shoulder at him.

"Would you mind?" I ask, fluttering my lashes. "I can't seem to reach the zipper."

"You're pure fucking trouble," the grouchy alpha grumbles. His callused hand slides over my neck as he pulls my hair to the side. His thumb brushes over the scar on my back as his other hand slides my zipper up. "What happened here?"

Of course he has to ask. Everyone who sees it does. It's still red and angry even though it's over three years old.

"Thank you," I say, turning around to head back inside. My stomach aches uncomfortably. That scar is a reminder of why I'm here.

I won't be forced back to Dimitri. He's gotten meaner and more volatile over the years. Much like my mother didn't survive my father, my expectations are low that I'd survive Dimitri.

I know good and well that I'm the only person who'll look out for my best interests. So I'll do what I have to in order to be free of Pack Frasier and my own fucking father.

I catch my wince in the mirror as I shake myself out of the memory.

Wolfe laughs at something, and I roll my eyes. Maybe I am just a terrible person. Evie's been nothing but nice to me, and I'm still in here angry and jealous that he's in there smiling and laughing with her.

Life is hard. Being an omega is even more complicated.

Or maybe I'm a rotten human being.


Chapter Two


Wolfe


"Hey, Evie, how have you been?" I ask, leaning against the doorframe to her office.

"I'm good," she assures me. "How about you?"

"Good. Is Anastasia almost ready to go?" I ask, scratching at my jaw. I spotted her before she bolted into the bathroom. "Did she purposely run from me?"

I laugh.

Evie glances away.

What the fuck is that about?

"She'll be right out. Are you staying with her during the meet and greet?" Evie asks. She's still staring at the door Anastasia disappeared into. "Or should I get Tom to assign someone to stay with her?"

"What meet and greet?" I growl. My voice is clipped, and Evie jumps. "Shit, sorry." I laugh awkwardly as I rub at the back of my neck.

"She's planning to go to one of the mixers?" I try again.

"Ana needs to find alphas soon," Evie says slowly, like this should be obvious, well-known knowledge.

"She just had a heat a month ago," I say, trying to calm my raging system.

"Yes. And at most she's got two months before another will come. She's coming off suppressants, which can make them erratic and much faster than with a natural cycle."

Everything she's saying makes logical sense, but it's not what I want to hear.

Fucking Vik and his ridiculous crusade against her father. If he's not careful, he'll push her away completely.

I've stayed close the last month, but kept enough distance to not step on Vik's toes.

We live together, but we aren't a pack. Well, not really. I mean, can you even be a pack with only three members? My parents' pack has eight. I have six dads and two moms, and I always imagined I'd be part of a big pack. There's also the fact that we don't act very pack-like.

The owners' pack eats together, works out together, and all that was before they found their omega. Vik, Castro, and I are more like roommates who say 'hi' when we see each other. Cas cooks sometimes, but Vik and I grab leftovers whenever we see them.

"Normally I'd never betray someone's trust this way." Evie eyes the bathroom door. "But I'm starting to get a little worried about her. She's been down in the dumps since Viktor left, but it's getting worse. If he's not coming back…"

"He is," I assure her, although at this point, I don't know why I'm defending the fucker.

I told him the worst thing he could do would be to leave right after Ana's heat.

Did he listen to me?

Fuck no.

Realization dawns. I sigh heavily. "She feels like he rejected her."

Evie grimaces, but nods her agreement. "I think any omega would."

I sigh because I totally get it.

I'm pretty sure Vik thinks taking down Ana's corrupt-as-fuck father counts as a courting gift. Unfortunately for him, he's thinking like an alpha and not a vulnerable omega.

Anastasia comes out of the bathroom, and my breath catches. Her thick blonde hair falls around her shoulders in waves. She's fucking stunning, even in Evie's oversized clothes. It's the down-in-the-dumps look on her face that makes my posture stiffen.

My eyes zero in on the tip of her nose. It's red, and her face is blotchy.

I wish Vik was around so I could knock his ass out, then revive him and do it all over again. We'd then do that several more times just for good measure. Just to make sure it really penetrates that thick skull of his.

"Do you need us to stick around until one of your alphas get here?" I ask Evie as Anastasia comes to my side.

"Already here," Tom Murphy says from behind me. He's my boss, and one of the owners of the lodge. He's also one of the biggest guys I've ever seen. I'm tall, but Murphy is next level.

Ana jolts at the sound of his voice. I wrap an arm around her back and guide her out after we say our goodbyes.

We head through the building and Ana stares out the window like she does every time we walk past the wall of glass. The lodge is in the mountains and has that upscale rustic log cabin vibe. I love it up here. Ana never fails to take in the view. It really is incredible if you're not used to it.

We step out into the cool evening air. It's still chilly enough that Ana leans in close to my chest as we aim for The Exchange side.

When Anastasia first got here she was enrolled in The Omega Exchange side of the business. After the details of how she got here came out, she ended up taking a job in the bookstore working with Everly.

"You're heading to one of the mixers?"

"Yeah," Ana agrees. "I think it's time I see what's out there." She laughs uncomfortably. "I don't want to wait until the last minute like last time. According to my blood work, it could start as soon as the next few weeks."

"Christ," I say, pulling her closer to my chest.

It doesn't bother me a bit that she doesn't consider me an option.

Except, it really fucking does.
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The entire idea behind The Exchange is setting up alphas and omegas who might not otherwise find each other. A small portion of the omegas that come into the program are looking to get out of a bad situation, but the rest are trying to find a match outside of their standard geographical region.

The Omega Protection Authority is run through the government, but the program has a lot of limitations that the private sector companies don't have.

The lodge has two sides of the business. One side is a full-service ski resort and mountain getaway. The other is The Exchange.

The Exchange side runs mixers, or meet and greets, at least five times a week. Some are activities, others are meals, some are snacks and drinks. This is an evening event.

I watch the room like a hawk. There are new packs around that must have come in within the last week because I've never seen them before. Ana has gone to a few events since Vik's been away.

I always keep an eye on her to make sure no assholes get too friendly. The omegas at The Exchange always have security if they aren't bonded.

Ana isn't technically a guest of The Exchange anymore because she's an employee of the lodge, but the owners made it clear we're all to keep an eye on her. There are too many unbonded alphas around to risk it.

Anastasia stays at the mixer for less than thirty minutes. She doesn't eat, she barely mingles, and my fury reaches dangerous proportions.

Vik is a friend, but he's in the wrong in this situation.

I'm rage-texting him for the twentieth time in seven minutes when Ana comes to my side.

"I think I'm done," she says. Her voice is completely monotone.

I motherfucking hate it. At this point I'd even take the hellcat I met the first few days she was here.

"Are you hungry?" I ask, tossing an arm around her shoulder as we head out of the conference room.

"Nah, I'm just tired. I think I'll call it an early night."

"No way," I say, tilting her face to mine. "Come on, you're not quite at retirement home level yet. You can't call it a night before seven p.m. That's just depressing."

She shrugs.

Back when she first got here, she caused so much trouble that Vik didn't want to leave her alone even for the hour he went to work out.

It took a few tries before she warmed to me, but I eventually broke through the ice-queen demeanor.

"So, what are you in for?" I ask, bumping my shoulder against hers. It's the same question I ask her every time she gets stuck with me.

She scoffs.

"Wolfe whatever the hell your last name is, you can go spew your dude-bro energy elsewhere. Contrary to what Viki believes, I do not need a constant babysitter."

"Alexander," I say, swiping the long blond hair on top of my head back as I grab the take-out container off the coffee table. "Double A's for the win." She looks at me like I'm an idiot. "Both our last names start with A…"

Anastasia sighs, side-eyeing me like I'm the most frustrating human being she's ever been forced to spend time with. I get a twisted pleasure from knowing I'm annoying her. I'm not ashamed of the fact I'm a sadist.

"Ahh, I see. Not the talkative type. Not a problem. My grandma always said I never met a stranger. I can talk to anybody." I open my container and start poking around. "No scent match? I'm surprised. You smell like cherry-limeade. Sweet, but a little bit tangy or tart. Like you've got some spice in there to offset all that cherry sweetness."

Her head swivels in my direction. Her mouth opens, but no sound comes out.

I bite into a cheese stick and nod to the sauce. "I don't double dip. Or I won't because it's not polite to do when you're sharing."

She gives me a look indicating I should shut the hell up. Or possibly toss myself off a cliff.

I smirk.

Literally, I live for this shit.

"Not with food anyway. I can think of plenty of circumstances where double dipping is completely acceptable." I drop my take-out container on my lap. "And a whole lot of fun."

Anastasia blushes. Her pale skin betrays her embarrassment. My cock hardens almost painfully. I stretch to grab my beer to hide the fact I'm into Vik's omega.

"You're not only a giant but also a humongous pain in the ass, Wolfe Alexander." Anastasia grins, nodding to my hand wrapped around my beer. "Whenever I hold one of those, my hand barely wraps around it."

I chuckle. It's difficult, but I manage to hold back the urge to tell her those tiny hands of hers wouldn't be able to wrap all the way around my cock either.

She stares at my hands, her focus on the black ring on my middle finger. I clear my throat, but she doesn't glance away.

"Do you have a hand fetish? Is that a thing? I know some guys really dig a woman's feet. Is it a chick thing to sexualize a guy's hand?" I shove a quesadilla into my mouth and nod to the food. "There's a shit-ton. Go on, help yourself."

She eyes the greasy food and cringes. "That's a stomach ache waiting to happen. I'm good, but thank you for the offer."

I frown as my throat makes a weird humming sound. "Omegas aren't meant to diet or restrict calories. Especially right before a heat."

"Freaking Viktor," she mutters, shaking her head. "I'm sure this has something to do with him."

"Nah, dollface." I frown. "This is all on me. I've got a super-fast metabolism so I know it's possible for some people to eat whatever they want and stay slender, but I've seen you at every meal today and you haven't really eaten, not once."

"Yes, I know that," she says, giving me a smile that indicates I should shut the fuck up. "I'd really love it if a man never again felt the need to tell me what I should or shouldn't eat. Literally, I could go the rest of my life happy if the subject could just drop."

She's got a point there. It's not technically my business, not at fucking all. But it's concerning as hell and it's pushing my Dom buttons.

If I had to guess, I'd say she's underweight for an omega based on her height.

Omega biology is set up to mass produce little baby alphas and omegas. If an omega doesn't eat properly their system will literally leach nutrients from their bones and organs to prepare for having babies. I'm actually pretty sure it's like that with all pregnant chicks.

It's weird as fuck that I'm even considering this. I don't know if I ever want kids.

Hell, maybe she doesn't either. But no matter what, she should look after herself so she doesn't have miserable consequences down the road.

A shiver runs through my system recalling how easily my grandma broke her hip because of osteoporosis. Which the doctor blamed on the fact she didn't take care of herself when she was younger.

"You don't seem to be concerned with taking care of yourself. It's one of those things that triggers an alpha's impulses. So eat something, or we might just have to see if I can't take a turn as a Daddy Dom for the night," I say, smirking to play off the fact I'm slightly uncomfortable with the role of caregiver.

She blinks repeatedly. Her head tilts as she squints at me.

Yeah, don't worry, sweetheart. I'm as confused by my behavior as you are.

"First of all, no one gives a shit if I'm healthy," she snaps. "In fact, on more than one occasion, my father has demanded I cut back on calories because, in his words, 'I was getting a little too round.'"

"Jesus fucking Christ," I growl. "Your dad is a royal piece of shit."

Anastasia laughs mirthlessly and glances away. I've only heard a little bit from Cas and Vik about her father, but it's pretty clear he's a garbage parent.

Now definitely isn't the time to get into all that. I'm here to keep her busy and make sure she doesn't get into trouble while Vik is at the gym, that's it.

Getting involved in her shit isn't my place.

"You okay over there?" I ask, trying to break the awkward silence.

She nods, pulling her hand up so she can pick at her polish.

"I'm not your keeper. I won't pretend to be," I tell her, leaning forward and grabbing the white take-out box. "But I do think you should eat a little something. I figured you might not go for fried food, so I got you a turkey Cobb salad with avocado-ranch dressing."

Look at me being a decent human being.

I gently place the container in her lap with a plastic fork on top of it and nod to the box.

She sighs, but opens it. The salad looks delicious. It's filled with cherry tomatoes, croutons, bacon, and turkey.

"Thank you," she murmurs. "This is great." She grabs the fork, digging around. She starts pulling all the sliced green onion to one side.

I laugh and her eyes fly up to meet mine.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. You can eat the onion. I have no plans to shove my tongue in your mouth on the first date." I wink.

She snorts.

"If this is your idea of a first date, Sir Wolfe, then it's no great wonder why you can't make it to first base," she says, opening the dressing and pouring a tiny bit on.

My dick is very fond of the word 'Sir' slipping from her lips.

"Vik's right. You're a whole lot of trouble wrapped up into one very angelic little package." I toss my feet up on the coffee table. "Eat the damn salad."

I shake out of the memory, to find Anastasia staring at me in confusion.

"Have dinner and watch a movie with me," I offer. "It's boring as hell around here lately. I could use the company."

Anastasia doesn't say anything. She shakes her head, staring at the floor.

"Come on," I practically beg. "It'll be like old times."

I bite my lip, raising my eyebrows, and wait to see how this shakes out.

"Yeah, all right," she agrees with a small smile.

My heart pounds rapidly against my ribs. I ache to see those little smirks and playful grins she used to give before Vik fucked it all up.
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"Come on," I say, shaking the popcorn bowl. "You know you want some…"

I laugh at the go to hell look Ana shoots me. I shake it again just for good measure.

She peeks at it but groans, rubbing her stomach. "I can't. I'm still stuffed from all that food you made me eat at dinner."

It's concerning that she considers what she ate to be a considerable amount. There's a weird pang in my stomach.

My brow furrows as I frown down at Ana.

Vik is the caregiver. He thrives when he can micromanage every detail of his submissive's care. That ain't me. I'm more of an inflict a little pain here, some torment there, but don't worry because the payoff is worth it. I'm that kind of guy. I can handle aftercare. It's a necessary part of the lifestyle, but I don't live for it like Vik.

Fine, I'm a sadistic asshole. I know this about myself. I accepted it long ago. So why the hell do I suddenly feel the need to look after Ana?

"Come on," I say, patting my chest. "The scary parts are about to start and you know you're going to need to snuggle close."

"Pssh, I'm hardcore," she says, rolling her eyes. She sure scoots in close to my side, though.

I'm on the far end of the sectional, lying down, and she rests her head against my chest. It makes me feel invincible. Her cherry-limeade scent fills the air, causing my nostrils to flare.

Damn, maybe I should have thought this through a little better. I shove the popcorn on my thigh between us and nod to it. Grabbing the remote, I press play to give myself something else to focus on.

It doesn't take long before Ana is picking at the popcorn and cuddling close. I grab the fuzzy blanket off the back of the couch and toss it over her. She burrows into me even deeper, and my stomach does a bizarre fluttering as I toss my arm around her shoulder. I spend a little too much time side-eyeing Ana as the movie plays.
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"Come on," I murmur, gently running my hand over Anastasia's back. "It's time for bed, dollface."

Somehow the little omega snuggled her way right into my lap while we watched the movie. She's been asleep for a while, but my impulses weren't quite ready to let her escape.

"Wolfe?" Ana blinks. Her head tilts as she rubs at her eyes.

"Yeah, sweetness. You knocked right out on me," I say, running a hand over the back of her head. "Want me to carry you down to your suite?"

"Yeah, I guess?" She still sounds super out of it.

"Or you can take my bed. I don't mind sleeping on the couch," I assure her.

I know I'm treading dangerous ground, but I really like the idea of my sheets smelling like her.

If Vik doesn't like it? Well, he can fuck off. He's not here to take care of her, so I'm going to use my discretion.

"Yeah," she grumbles, leaning in close to my chest. "I'll sleep here."

I barely stifle the laugh. I don't think she's awake at all. She reminds me a little too much of a sleepy kitten. I miss the days when she was all teeth and claws.

I put my huge hand under her ass and lift us off the couch. I carry her down the hall and into my room.

I glance around, taking in the mess and clutter, but luckily it's mostly clean enough for company.

I pull back the blanket and get her settled, then grab her a shirt and toss it next to her.

"I think you'll be more comfortable in that," I tell her.

Ana sits up, pulling the dress up around her hips. She slides her hair to one side. "Will you unzip me?"

I'm sure my Adam's apple bobs as I nod my agreement. I slide the zipper down, turning around before I can get an eyeful of all that creamy soft skin.

"You're good," she says a few seconds later. Her dress hits the floor at my feet.

I shake my head at the ceiling, reminding myself I'm not a predatory asshole. Fine, I'm absolutely an alpha predator, and I don't have many lines I won't cross. But taking advantage of a vulnerable omega is one step too far for me.

"If you need me, I'll be in the living room," I tell her, stretching over her to grab a pillow.

"No way, your bed is huge. I don't bite. I promise," she mumbles, pulling my wrist back toward her.

My heart pounds rapidly. This is dangerous territory. I'm fairly sure the universe is punishing me for something. My karma has caught up.

"You don't have to," she whispers, releasing my hand. "Sleep wherever. I don't want to kick you out of your bed, that's all." She pushes her hair out of her face and rolls over. I stand frozen for several long seconds before I get my shit together.

I've been into Anastasia since the first time she snapped at me and very succinctly told Vik to suck her non-existent dick. It's something I'd never seen before, nor since. I really fucking like it when she's fiery.

I yank my shirt off, unhook my belt, and slide out of my jeans. I'm debating heading to the empty side of the bed, but that doesn't work for me. I'm an alpha and a man, maybe it's antiquated, I'm not sure. But I do know I should be between her and the door. It's something my dads still do for my moms to this day.

"Scoot over for me, dollface," I murmur, giving her rump a little shove.

Ana slides over a foot or two, but she's still on this half of the king size bed. I mentally will my cock to cooperate and lift the blanket as I climb into the bed behind her. I gently maneuver her a few inches closer to the middle, but our skin is still touching.

"You're warm," she mumbles, scooting back into my chest even further.

I let out a heavy sigh that ruffles her hair and prepare to be hard and uncomfortable for the rest of the night.


Chapter Three


Anastasia


There is a very hard cock jabbing me in the ass when I blink awake.

Wolfe's delicious manly smell fills my nostrils. I bite back the whimper that tries to escape. He smells like cedar and pine, which is strange coincidence because he's one of the outdoor tour guides for the lodge. I wonder if his smell has always been so reminiscent of the forest or if his scent has subtly changed since he spends so much time around the trees?

I carefully lift his arm and slide to the opposite side of the bed. I woke up thirsty as hell.

Wolfe rolls over onto his back now that I'm out of the bed. His cock stands up proudly popping up the blanket over his pelvis. Shit, he's really freaking hot, and so much closer to the type of guy I imagined I'd end up with. Someone a bit like a hyper Golden Retriever, but in human form. Vik's more like a Rottweiler or a German Shepherd, but they have their own charm.

Don't think about Vik.

That jerk doesn't deserve a single moment of brain time.

I shake my head, aiming for the kitchen. The tile floor is cool under my bare feet as I aim for the fridge. I'm bent over in the refrigerator when I hear someone approaching.

"Good morning," I say, popping up and cracking the bottle of water.

Only it's absolutely not Wolfe.

Rafael Castro stands a few feet away in a pair of low-slung sweatpants and nothing else. His toes arch as he rocks on the pads of his feet and stares at me in confusion. He shoves his glasses up and opens his mouth, but no words come out.

Rafe is slender and relatively short for an alpha. If I had to guess, I'd say he's around six-foot tall. His dark eyes squint like he's trying to make sense of finding me in his kitchen. He rubs at the back of his neck. Every ab and oblique on his body moves as he flexes. His curly short black hair is messy. He looks sleepy and super confused.

My eyes zero in on the smattering of black hair that trails down into his sweatpants. I lick my lips.

Damn, he's been hiding quite the body under his jeans and polo shirts. My mind flies back to the last time I was alone with Rafe in this very kitchen. Back when Vik had Wolfe and Rafe on babysitting duty anytime he couldn't watch me himself.

"I'm stuffed," I groan, rubbing my tummy.

I'm seriously fucking impressed. For having such a slender build, Rafe Castro can destroy some food.

The very last thing I was expecting when he asked if I wanted to eat was for him to cook for me in the kitchen of his suite.

"I haven't had home-cooked food in so long. My stomach hates me right now. I couldn't stop eating," I say, shoving his shoulder. "I blame you. You're going to have to roll me out of here when we're done."

Rafe laughs, shaking his head. "My dad will be so damn smug when I tell him about this. He always swore that lasagna was how he wooed my mom." He freezes. "Not that I was trying to woo you. It's just what I had planned for dinner. That's why it was so quick. I only had to put it in the oven."

I laugh. "It's okay, I know what you meant. Did you grow up in a pack?"

He puts his plate down on the coffee table. "No, my dad is an alpha, but my mom is a beta. I was raised in a pretty traditional household, as far as just having two parents."

"Me too," I tell him. "My mom was great. She never cooked or anything, but we always had activities and things we'd do for holidays. My dad said it was beneath his wife to cook and clean."

Rafe frowns. "My dad cooks and cleans every bit as often as my mom. I'm pretty sure that sort of stuff is meant to be a partnership."

I bite back the cutting reply. Oh, I'm pretty sure my father had multiple "partnerships" with the maids and a few of our cooks over the years.

It's likely why they were replaced so often.

"You know, if I've learned anything from my parents it's that you get to choose what your life looks like. You aren't destined to fall into a pattern just because that's what happened with your family," Rafe says, stretching out a hand and squeezing mine. "My dad grew up in a pack. Everyone suspected he'd join one and find his omega, but he loved my mom so fiercely he couldn't imagine losing her."

"He didn't end up feral?" I ask, tilting my head and studying his face.

"No, no way," he says, laughing. "But we spend a lot of holidays with my grandma and aunts, so he does get regular contact with omegas. It's obviously not a romantic situation, but it works for them."

Rafe is a gorgeous man. He's got dimples hiding under the scruff on his jaw. But it's the way his eyes seem to glitter with joy when he talks about something he cares about that makes my thighs clench.

He smiles and my stomach teeters in response.

"Speaking of omegas," he says, grabbing my hands and standing up. He pulls me off the couch and into his strong form. He isn't as tall as the others, but he's still way taller than me since I'm barefoot. "You need to pick the style of nest you want. We have one in our suite, and I'd like to show it to you…" He studies my face. "If that's okay with you?"

"Yeah," I say, blowing out a breath. "I mean, has it been cleaned since it was used?"

Rafe frowns. "Vik and Wolfe have been in this suite for three years. It hasn't been used since they've been here."

My jaw falls open. "Do you use other rooms? I thought your pack was in the rotation to help omegas through their heat?"

"Fuck no," Rafe says, grimacing. "Sorry, my mom would slap me in the back of the head for using that kind of language in front of a lady." He guides me toward a long hallway and my heart tries to beat right out of my chest.

Yes, Rafe has a certain kind of charm that's all his own.

"I didn't know Vik was back," Rafe says, running a hand through the long black curls on the top of his head. It pulls me out of the memory and back into the moment.

"Is he?" I ask, shrugging. "If he is, I didn't hear about it."

"Good morning," Wolfe says, shuffling into the kitchen. "Would you grab me a water, sweetness?"

I laugh. He's only in a pair of black boxer-briefs. He could probably ask me to procure him a leprechaun and I'd have to do it.

I spin around, heading back to the refrigerator, and grab one for him. His warm hands wrap around my hips as I pop up, turning to hand him the bottle.

"Thanks," he says, staring down at me.

A bizarre fluttering hits my stomach. Wolfe is gorgeous. There's no way around it. If the broad shoulders and strong arms don't suck you in, then the perfect straight white teeth and dirty smirks will.

I won't even get started on the dark tattoos that cover most of his chest and abs. They're magically hypnotizing my brain and better judgment into thinking it's necessary to lick him to call dibs.

"I said thanks, dollface." Wolfe chuckles, scratching at his chest.

"No problem," I say, heading to leave the kitchen. "Nice to see you again, Rafe."

"You too," Rafe replies, but he's not looking at me. He's busy giving Wolfe a look I can't decipher. I'm barely outside the kitchen when he continues, "What the hell? Tell me you didn't stick your dick in Vik's omega."

Vik's omega? Oh, no. Screw that.

I refuse to sit around pining and waiting for a guy to get his shit together.

I stop dead in my tracks.

I glance between Wolfe's bedroom and the door leading out of the suite. Yeah, it would be nice to have my dress, but also, fuck this.

I aim for the door out of their place.

I grab my shoes and my keycard, then ever-so-quietly unlock and open the door.

I can't let myself end up like Melody or my mom.

Evie introduced us before Melody left. I think she was hoping the two of us might be friends.

I sat around listening while they talked. Maybe I was meant to participate in the conversation but making one friend is kinda overwhelming, let alone two. But that's not the point.

The point is Melody spent ten damn years waiting for Luke's brother, Ben, to get his shit together.

Thanks, but no thanks. I'm not on board with sitting around waiting on a man to realize my worth.

Let alone allowing any such bullshit as Vik's omega to become a thing.

I'm stomping down the hallway, getting ready to head down the stairs, when Murphy comes down the flight of stairs above me. His long dark hair falls around his face as he does a double take.

"Where the hell are your clothes?" Murphy grumbles. He stops by my side and grabs a handful of Wolfe's giant t-shirt. He pulls it to his nose like an animal sniffing for scent. "And why the fuck are you wearing Wolfe's shirt?"

My mouth opens and closes a few times, but I'm not exactly sure that's any of his business.

"You don't have shoes on. Jesus Christ. It's not even forty degrees outside, Ana." Murphy sighs so heavily he sounds like an old man. Or maybe a pissed-off bear?

"I'm good," I assure Evie's alpha. I'm holding my shoes and I wiggle them at him. "I'm headed down to my room now."

Murphy grumbles something under his breath. I think he says, "Evie would have my damn head. I miss the days when I didn't have to pretend to care. All right, hop on." He crouches down and nods to his back. "Better hold on tight. I'm not touching your ass."

I stand blinking in pure confusion.

Murphy eventually gets frustrated and barks, "Now, Anastasia."

I climb onto his back like I'm a five-year-old getting a piggyback ride. Murphy heads down the stairs at a rapid pace. We hit the second floor landing, which is where my room is located. At the same exact time Evie and Archie, one of her other alphas, come up from the bottom floor.

Archie laughs while Evie grins.

"This is absolutely not what it looks like," I say, tossing my hands up.

Only Murphy wasn't lying about not holding me up, so I slide down his back. My feet hit the carpet as Archie snorts.

"Really?" Evie asks, laughing. "It seems you've had your own version of the carry of shame."

"I have no idea what that means," I say, glancing down the hall toward my room.

"Get dressed," Murphy says. "We have a policy against half-naked, unclaimed omegas running the halls."

"Do we?" Archie asks, amusement in his tone. "If we don't, we should probably add an addendum."

"Ohmigosh," Evie says, coming to my side. "All right, let's go. This occasion calls for girl talk."

"No worries, lovely. I'll ensure the store is opened in a timely manner," Archie says, coming over and kissing her cheek.

"Oh crap," Evie hisses. "That's right. We have jobs. Thanks, Archie."

"I'll kiss you when I see you next. Make sure she gets some damn clothes on," Murphy grumbles. With that he turns and heads off.
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For being such a soft-spoken person, Evie can sure shriek with the best of them. It's kind of impressive how bossy she is despite the fact she's about as sweet a person as you'll meet.

I managed a five-minute shower and changed into fresh clothes, but Evie relentlessly waited in the living room.

"What the hell happened last night?" she asks, slapping at my arm. We're both on the couch in my suite.

I shrug, picking at my fingernail. "I went to the mixer. It wasn't very exciting. Wolfe asked me if I wanted to hang out and watch a movie. We ate. That about sums it up."

"Okay," Evie says slowly. "How did you end up in his shirt?"

I roll my eyes.

"If you want to know if I screwed Wolfe then you can just ask." I laugh at the look of discomfort on her face. "I didn't, by the way. I fell asleep watching the movie. Wolfe let me sleep in his bed. Then I ran into Rafe this morning in the kitchen…" I explain what I overheard. "I'm not okay with that. I don't care how pathetic I am at the current moment. I still refuse to fall into the same trap as my mother." I roll my lips together to keep from saying more.

I feel awful saying that, because I loved my mom more than anything, but I also learned from her mistakes. I barely hold back the tears. I'm not used to being weepy at the drop of a hat.

Now isn't the time to lose myself in my emotions.

"I really don't think that's what's happening here," she says, leaning forward and squeezing my hand. "Did you ask Wolfe what's going on with Vik? He'd be the best one to tell you..."

I shake my head. "We don't talk about Vik at all, under any circumstances."

Wolfe tried a few times in the beginning. To avoid bursting into tears I bit his head off, and Wolfe hasn't broached the subject since.

Evie sighs. "I might end up with a serious spanking for suggesting it, but put some real effort into meeting a pack. I bet if you went on an actual date, Vik would magically appear within days."

I snort.

"It's very inconvenient that Lydia confirmed spanking is safe during pregnancy," Evie grumbles under her breath. "I thought we had a womanly bond thing going on. Apparently not."

I laugh, shaking my head. She's ridiculously cute sometimes.

"We need to get to work," I remind her. "I can't afford to lose any hours off my check."

We get up and prepare to head to the shop, but all day my mind replays what Evie said.

Maybe she's right. I don't hate the thought of tormenting Vik, the same way he's plagued my thoughts for the last few weeks.

And I'm damn tired of being walked all over by men who think they own me.


Chapter Four


Rafe


This is going to be a problem. I know it's true the second Anastasia steps out the door of her suite.

Normally, she's drowning in the spare clothes Evie gave her so she'd have something warm to wear around the lodge. Except tonight she's back in her old attire.

She's wearing a black dress and black heels, the kind with the red bottom that women go crazy for. The dress is tight up top and flares out into a puffy skirt. She's got dark liner on her eyes and bright red lipstick on her plush lips.

My chest tightens as I watch her saunter down the hall. She's absolutely beautiful. Not that she isn't every single day, but she looks confident. It reminds me of the old Anastasia.

Ana heads for the stairs. I glance at the door. I'm on the first floor. I could head her off wherever she's headed. Wolfe is in the gym. He just got started a few minutes ago. I'm wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Since I'm pretty much exclusively in the office, my bosses don't make a big deal about me wearing the polo. I mean normally I do wear it, but I spilled coffee on my shirt this afternoon and had to change.

Anastasia makes it to the first floor landing while I'm trying to talk myself out of interceding.

I can't sit here and do nothing.

She's an unbonded omega.

All omegas are required to be accompanied when they're outside of their room. Okay, so that policy is for guests of The Exchange and Ana is technically now an employee. But I get a weird churning feeling in my gut when I think about her being out without someone I trust to keep her safe.

I shove my chair back, grab my cell phone and keys, and move to intercept.
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Anastasia sighs when she spots me. She marches along down the hallway and doesn't say a word. I follow her out into the cool evening air and shiver. Ana doesn't seem to be as bothered by the chilly temperature as I am. She hits the sidewalk that leads down to the shops in the small downtown area.

"Wait," I say, finally breaking the silence. "Where are you headed?"

"There's a bar," Ana says, running her hands over her arms. "I'm pretty sure it's that way."

I sigh so loudly it reminds me of my grandfather.

"How about we walk the fifteen feet back that way," I say, nodding to the parking lot. "I'll gladly drive you anywhere you want to go."

Ana's blueish-gray eyes study me carefully. Her body betrays her with a shiver, and I link my hand in hers.

"Come on," I growl, gently pulling her toward my car. "What were you thinking? It's cold as hell. It might not look like it's that far, but it's several city blocks."

"Jeez, sorry, dad. I'll do better next time."

"Not my kink," I grumble, guiding her to my SUV. I freeze. Shit, I really shouldn't have said that. I know it's Vik's, and I'm pretty sure she's hurt he's not here.

"I mean, it could be," I say with a laugh.

Anastasia snorts. I unlock it with the clicker and open the door for her. Ana climbs inside.

I give myself a pep-talk. No more dancing the line of accidentally upsetting her. Look after her, get her back safely, and tell Vik enough is enough. Whether the job is done or not, it's time for him to come home.
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The lodge employs the majority of the people in our tiny town. There are a few restaurants and businesses, but this far up into the mountains everyone tends to know everyone. I'm immediately on edge when I see who Anastasia planned to meet.

Chance Butler isn't a bad guy, but he's twenty-three or twenty-four and has that dude-bro vibe of "I'll stick my dick in anything that moves".

I don't love crowded places. The bar is packed full of tourists and lodge employees trying to blow off steam after a long week.

Anastasia doesn't make a move to head for Chance. She meanders up to the bar, and I have no idea what to do. When one of the guys waiting grabs a huge handful of Ana's ass, I stop standing by the door like a fool and head for them.

I dislike that she doesn't slap his hand away. I'm pretty sure she just managed to get that guy to buy her a drink. I'm three feet away when it becomes clear Anastasia is the shark in this situation. She pats his arm, removes his hand from her ass, and grabs the pitcher of beer the bartender holds out.

My jaw hangs open as she saunters my way without ever being carded. She's twenty-two. No one should be handing her alcohol without checking her ID.

I have a very Viktor-like urge to spank her ass.

Not all men will call it a loss and simply move on.

I grumble something to that effect to Anastasia, who marches toward Chance and the dude-bro collective.

"I had that under complete control," Ana says, laughing. "Come on, let's have fun. I haven't been out in ages."

She just put herself in a dangerous situation for what, a few free drinks? All she has to do is ask and I'll buy her whatever she needs.

I sigh. This is the last place I want to be to relax after a stressful week. I feel like Wolfe as I rage-text Vik. I heard all about last night.

Vik hasn't answered me in two days, and I'd be minorly concerned for his safety if I didn't know he's a hard son of a bitch to kill.

I text Wolfe a picture of Ana perched on Chance's knee at the high-top table. Anastasia is definitely showing her ass tonight, and I don't just mean in the tiny dress she decided was appropriate attire for a bar full of alphas looking to blow off steam after a week of dealing with tourists.

I vaguely consider texting Murphy. One sentence from him would put Anastasia off-limits again. The only thing that holds me back is my fear that it would extend to my pack, too.

I've never considered myself a violent person. Sure, I served my time in the military the same as most alphas I grew up with, but in general I choose communication over violence any day of the week.

That's why it's so off-putting when I suddenly have the urge to remove Chance's hands from his body. He can have them back. I'm sure a good surgeon could reattach them under the proper circumstances. As long as they never touch Ana again, he can even keep them.

I open the door to the nest, nodding for Anastasia to check it out. She slides by me and I catch her natural scent in full force. It's incredibly sweet. Her heat is coming up in the very near future.

I flip on the light as Anastasia takes in the room. The center of the nest has a raised platform with three steps leading up to it. The wall edges have thick dark wooden beams that attach to the ceiling. There's a small area of about three feet of carpeting around the nest mattress. The back edge is framed with giant cushions and has a row of bed pillows in front of it.

Anastasia glances at me over her shoulder. She looks uncertain. I grab her hand, leading her into the room.

"This is the medium style of nest," I tell her, guiding her over to the small bathroom. "There's no shower in these, but it's nice that you don't have to leave the nest to use the bathroom."

Anastasia peeks her head inside. "Yeah, that is handy. This room is big, though. Don't omegas generally prefer to have a more confined space?"

I tilt my head, studying her carefully. She sounds unsure. Every omega is different, but she should feel confident enough to ask for what she needs. It doesn't take a rocket scientist to deduce her life hasn't been as easy and glamorous as one might expect from the way she carries herself.

"It's open now, but you can use the curtains to help it feel more secure." I head over to the back corner and grab the wand, pulling it until the entire back wall is blocked off by the heavy light-blocking panel. I grab the next wand and eventually we make it all the way around. "The runner for the curtains overlaps in the front. Or you can leave it partially open if you want a little light. Want to climb in and check it out?"

"Will you come in with me?" she asks. Her voice is so unsure it makes it very hard not to wrap her in my arms and squeeze her tight.

My mom always says there isn't much in the world a good hug can't fix.

I settle for wrapping an arm around her shoulder and guiding her up the stairs. There's a huge pile of blankets in the back left corner in addition to the fluffy comforter that covers the bed.

If I was Wolfe, I'd pick her up and toss her down. He could make her laugh. Vik would command the situation and intuitively know what she needs.

I frown, rubbing at the back of my neck. She looks up at me, and I know I've got to do something to put her at ease.

"The mattress in each nest is special ordered. They have this three-inch-thick foam topper that's got a waterproof layer. They're all removed and sanitized between uses," I say, like I'm reading the fucking brochure.

My head hangs. At times like these I'd kill for Wolfe's swagger or even Vik's 'I don't give a fuck' indifference. Neither of them would be blushing right now, but my face burns with embarrassment.

"Let's check it out," Anastasia says, taking my hand and kneeling down on the bed. I follow her down, grateful for the olive branch. She drops my hand and crawls up the mattress. Her short dress barely covers her ass, and I feel like a total dick for being unable to look away. She's got this slim hourglass figure that's even more pronounced when she's on all fours.

She makes it to the top of the bed and rolls over to face me. I toss myself down next to her.

Reaching over her, I grab one of the soft smaller blankets from the pile and tuck it around her. I lay my head on my forearm to keep my glasses from getting bent.

"It's very cozy with the curtains," Anastasia says, scooting close to my front. Her nose twitches and then she's burying her face in my armpit. Not my neck or my shoulder, but my man funk. It's so unexpected that my jaw falls open.

Her hand lands on my shoulder as her fingertips dance over my neck. It causes my chest to vibrate with a ragged purr.

My face burns.

I'm pretty sure it's worse than popping an unexpected hard-on. Which is entirely possible if she doesn't stop wiggling her front against mine.

"You stuffed me full of home-cooked food," Ana says, yawning. "And now you're purring? You, Mr. Castro, are going to make some woman very happy one day."

My hand falls to her hip, which is covered by the blanket. I wrap my wrist around her lower back to keep her from moving as she buries her nose even deeper.

"You smell so good," she murmurs. "Like citrus and sexy man."

My heart thunders so violently I'm sure she can feel it pounding away under her cheek, but Anastasia simply snuggles closer and promptly falls asleep.

"Found them." Wolfe's voice breaks me out of a dead sleep.

I blink awake to find Anastasia asleep with her head on my chest and her leg tossed over my pelvis. I vaguely remember pulling my glasses off and setting them aside on the carpet, but I didn't intend to fall asleep.

"Damn." Wolfe whistles softly. "I didn't see that one coming." He tilts his head, staring at Anastasia's ass. "That's a killer view."

"Get fucked," Vik grumbles, shoving Wolfe out of the way. He points at me. "You and I are going to have words tomorrow. I texted you more than twenty times. Fuck. I was about to call in reinforcements. I had no idea where you two disappeared to."

"Hush," I snap. "She's sleeping. Bitch at me tomorrow."

Anastasia snuggles closer to my chest. I feel ten-feet tall as I flip off my packmates and promptly fall back to sleep.

If I didn't realize I was fucked the minute Anastasia complimented my dad's lasagna and then cuddled up to my chest to sleep off the food coma, I definitely see it now.

The urge to chop Chance's body into small pieces comes back in full force as I realize they're dancing. Fucking hell, while I was daydreaming those two got really close.

His hand on her ass flexes, causing her dress to pull up dangerously high. That fucker acts like he doesn't care if he accidentally flashes her ass to half the room.

It's because he doesn't, I realize. I scowl like it's my job, but Chance doesn't mind because he never glances my way.

I'm working up the courage to walk over and cut in on their dance, when Wolfe walks in. The long floppy blond hair on top of his head is darker than normal, like he rushed here after a shower.

My jaw drops open when I spot who's behind him.

Viktor stomps straight for me, and he doesn't look pleased.

Aww, fuck.


Chapter Five


Anastasia


My feet ache. I'm seriously regretting my decision to come out tonight. Flirting with hot guys would normally be right up my alley. Unfortunately, I'm pretty sure my stupid impulses are still pouting that Vik abandoned me.

God, talk about pathetic.

I know I look fierce, the mirror assured me of that before I left the lodge, but my heart isn't in it.

Honestly, I kinda wish I had stayed home and maybe asked Evie to hang out.

Or Wolfe and Rafe.

No, that would have negated the whole purpose of coming out. Which, incidentally, was to make Vik jealous. That makes me seem even more ridiculous when I really think about it. I'm a little sad to realize exactly how much I've been letting Vik's loss affect me.

Chance's cock bumps my stomach, and I internally roll my eyes.

Okay, I probably do it externally, too.

He's just so… I don't know.

Not what I'm looking for.

If I was in New York he's exactly the type of guy I'd spend a night with, but something about his frat-bro vibes are not meshing with exciting my lady bits. They're apparently as depressed as the rest of me.

My mind slips to Vik. That mountain man beard of his is uncontrollable. It's huge and covers his face to the point you can barely tell what expression he's giving you. It's also strangely soft and fluffy. It tickled when it brushed my inner thigh. Or when his bushy eyebrow quirked when he wanted to make me laugh.

Chance leers down at me, and suddenly I'd rather be anywhere else in the world. Until I spot Wolfe swaggering his way across the bar. He's got on combat boots, paired with dark jeans, and a Henley. His massive six-foot-four frame saunters directly toward me.

My chest heaves.

Uh-oh. I'm not sure why I feel like I'm in trouble, but I'm very sure I am. He stops three feet behind Chance and quirks an eyebrow.

I'm not sure why I feel like the kid who got caught with their hand in the cookie jar, but I absolutely do.

My heart races.

Wolfe smiles, but it isn't a friendly sight. In fact, I'd go as far as to say it's very close to triggering my fight or flight instinct. I've heard his comments about being a sadist…

I'm suddenly very sure that wasn't bullshit.

Something about the way Wolfe grins is convincing my system I'm in big trouble. His eyes practically twinkle with glee as he steps to the side, revealing Viktor fucking Nikolov.

I freeze as my lungs literally stop working. Vik is shorter than Wolfe by an inch or two, but his frame is larger. The tight black polo shirt he wears shows off the muscles of his strong chest.

I'm horrified to realize my stomach flip-flops with a feeling I think might be joy. I immediately shut that shit down. My stupid omega impulses can suck Chance's dick. This is not a situation to be excited about.

Yes, fine. I've missed him with an intensity that scares the hell out of me, but I'm not about to fall at his feet and beg him to love me.

Fuck that bullshit.

This is one of the reasons I'd give almost anything to be a beta. They don't have that overwhelming urge to please and bond with compatible alphas. It's like my system is fine with being the woman who pines after a man who really doesn't want her.

Sure, he'll take me when it's convenient or fun. Like for heat sex. But any other time, I'm on my own. That's what he proved when he left.

Ohmigod, I'm still obsessing about Vik like he had a magic cock. But it wasn't even the sex!

It was the way he took care of me and made me feel safe.

That's why I'm so pissed.

He made me trust him and then he just vanished. I'm pretty sure I'm on the verge of having a panic attack. I don't even know why, but air doesn't seem to be saturating my lungs properly.

Wolfe glances between me and Vik, laughing and shaking his head. Chance still grinds his disappointing cock against my stomach. He never stopped moving, even though I did.

God, what a tool.

The light bulb goes off as Vik scowls. I flip him and Wolfe off with the hand I wrap around Chance's neck.

"Fuck, you smell delicious all of a sudden," Chance murmurs against my ear. He mistakes my shiver for interest and grabs my ass with both hands.

Seriously? I used to hook up with guys like this?

Why?

What the hell was I thinking?

Vik's pale blue eyes narrow at me as Wolfe continues to laugh. Chance licks my throat, and I'm done.

I gently shove his chest.

"Sorry, I need the restroom," I say with as plastic a smile that has ever crossed my face.

Chance wiggles his eyebrows. "Want me to come with?"

I barely hold back the biting remark.

"I'm good," I say, grinning up at him. "Thanks, though."

"No problem, baby," he say, brushing his fingers over my cheek.

The fact he's spent the last month popping into the gift shop every day to flirt with me suddenly feels a lot slimier than it did before. And okay, so I was going to use him to implement Evie's plan to make Vik show up, but I'm kinda disgusted with both of us at this point.

I spin around and bolt for the hallway where the bathrooms are. Fear and anger war in my system as I aim for the women's room. My heels are high; I haven't worn stilettos in a month. The carpeting here isn't plush, but I'm still staggering like I'm wasted.

The carpeting in the lodge is extremely plush, making it not the easiest to jog on in heels as I chase after Luke. Not that I especially want to catch him, but I have to.

He's my in with the owners.

I need to get close enough I can help influence Connor to sell. A shiver rolls down my spine as I consider what will happen to me if I fail.

Connor is the one I'm supposed to be focusing on, but he's so withdrawn from everything to do with the omegas that it's impossible to get close to him.

I spent the better part of two hours waiting in the hall outside his office.

My anxiety has been ratcheting higher and higher all morning. I think I'm on the verge of having a nervous breakdown. The fact my father doesn't even have to verbalize a threat to make it known he's making one is as impressive as it is terrifying.

Running into Luke was supposed to be my lucky break. My chance to get shit done.

"Why the hell did you stick me with that old man?" I hiss, grabbing for Luke's arm again. "How am I supposed to get anything done?"

Shit, that wasn't supposed to slip out.

"What the hell does that mean?" Luke tries to shake my hold off his arm. "You know what? I don't care. You're not my problem. Let me go." He spins back around to face me, but he does not look pleased. "Viktor is good at his job. I have no interest in going back to work with you. Didn't your parents teach you any manners? Keep your damn hands to yourself." He turns to head back down the hall.

"But I like you. I want to get to know your pack," I say, following him.

Luke laughs, shaking his head. He turns back toward me. "That makes so much sense. I couldn't figure out why you acted like that yesterday with Evie. Hell, you barely glanced my way after I made it clear I'm not an alpha. You think I'm in a pack with the owners."

My stomach churns, thinking about the omega from yesterday. She was way too nice, considering I was a total asshole.

Wait, did he just say he's not in a pack with the owners?

"You aren't?" I whisper.

Byron gave me incorrect information.

Evie, the omega from yesterday, comes down the hall.

"Hey," she says, giving a wave.

She stumbles.

Luke spins. "Evie…"

They continue talking as fear floods my system. They set me up. Byron and my father gave me bad information. They never expected me to succeed.

My father sent me here so he could punish me when I fail. Or possibly to be a distraction and ultimately the fall guy. Or woman. Whatever.

I have no doubts my father will follow through with his veiled threats. The same thing he did to my mom he'll do to me. He doesn't care that I'm his child. He'll give me to his inner circle as a toy to be passed around between them.

My vision actually goes spotty as I stagger back a step. I need to run. My father will immediately notice any large transactions. He'll cut off my cards and send someone after me. My hands shake as I try to figure out why black is clouding my vision.

Devon will rat me out the first chance he gets, if he hasn't already. Pack Frasier specifically planted another omega to keep tabs on me and Devon has already made it clear that I'd better do what they say…

My head feels heavy, and I blink repeatedly as I try to get myself under control.

"You're such a pain in the ass," Vik says. I hear his voice. Logically I know it's him and not my father or his men, but my chest heaves as my fight or flight instinct takes over. "You're slipperier than an eel in an oil spill. And every bit as treacherous."

"I don't know what she was doing, but I ran into her in the hall outside Connor's office," Luke tells Vik.

Vik sighs. He aims for me and I try to make a break for it, but my heels on the carpet make it practically impossible. He catches me with almost no effort and tosses me over his shoulder. I kick and scream and scratch at his back, but it doesn't help.

"You know, princess," Viktor's voice shocks me out of the memory. "If you needed my attention all you had to do was ask... Or answer one of the hundreds of calls or texts I made to you over the last month."

"Don't touch me," I hiss, slapping at his hand. "Here's an idea. Get fucked, Viktor."

The growl that rattles out of his chest makes my pussy throb. I thought my ability to feel arousal died when Vik left.

Then bam, he's back and my lady bits are all… Oh, I missed you so much. Care to take a dip in my lady garden?

Hell no. Absolutely not.

"It's been a long month, Ana. Now is not the time to test my patience."

I scoff, crossing my arms over my chest. "I have things to do. Did you pop up to say anything important?"

"Go on, keep running that pretty mouth," Vik says, raising an eyebrow. "I'll have you on your knees and my cock down your throat before you can blink. Fucking hell, I missed you."

My knees actually go a little weak. I clench my thighs together, desperate to contain the scent of my perfume, but it radiates around us.

I'm a mess.

I have no idea what I want.

My impulses want him to tell me what a good girl I am while cradling me to his chest.

My brain wants him to give some legitimate reason why he left, because if it's good enough…

No, that's ridiculous.

There's no reason he had to leave me right after he told me I didn't have to do everything alone anymore.

I mean, unless someone died or something. Then maybe that would be a decent reason, but even then he could have brought me with him.

That fucking dick! I believed him, and I think that's what bothers me more than anything.

I can't decide if I'm being over-dramatic because my feelings are hurt or if I really do have a legitimate reason to be pissed.

"Come here, princess," Vik says, gently pulling my arm. "Cut the shit and I won't spank your ass red for ignoring me for the last few weeks."

"Spank me?" I hiss, ripping my arm away. "Fuck you."

My hand flies at his face before I can convince myself it's a terrible idea. His stupid fluffy beard muffles the contact. That would have stung a lot worse if he wasn't a woolly mammoth in human form.

Vik doesn't say a word. He doesn't even look pissed. He seems frustrated, and a bit sad? I know I'm not the most intuitive omega, but he's not looking at me like he wants to strangle me.

"I'm sorry," I whisper, backing away. I'm not sure why seeing him look disappointed scares me a million times worse than the angriest I've seen him.

"You will be," Vik says, lifting me up and tossing me over his shoulder. It feels so familiar that I forget to fight. My hands grip at his pockets to keep from bouncing around.

He walks us past the bathrooms and into a door marked Employees Only.

The next thing I know I'm back on my feet as Vik slides his knee between my thighs. He tilts his head down, brushing his lips against mine. He stares straight into my eyes. My tits are popping out of the top of the tight dress. Likely a side effect of being over his shoulder, but he doesn't look at my body at all. Callused hands scratch over my dress as his palms land on my hips.

His leather and tobacco scent is thick in the air, blending with mine. The warm flick of his tongue over my lower lip makes me gasp. Vik shoves his tongue into my mouth. My hands dig into his strong shoulders, pulling him closer as he devours me whole.

My nipples ache with the same throbbing that echoes in my pussy. That massive, heavy cock of his bumps my stomach as he grinds into me.

I'm three seconds away from climbing him, when I remember I'm still really fucking pissed. I'm not sure how he knows it's coming but his hands fly up, blocking my knee just in time.

His teeth rake over my lower lip as he releases a satisfying oomph.

Ha!

Maybe I didn't fully get him, but I'm sure his balls don't feel great right now.

I hope it hurts even worse since he has a hard-on. He gives me a look that makes me shiver.

My impulses scream to run and see if the alpha in front of me can catch and tame me.

I laugh. "Sorry, Vik. I'm on a date, and I need to get back to it."


Chapter Six


Viktor


My heart thunders as I stare down at Anastasia. She's every bit as beautiful as I remember. Only, she was a whole lot more docile when I left.

My head shakes involuntarily as I think about it. I never intended to be gone a month, but shit went down.

I wasn't coming back until I was sure she'd be safe.

"As I said," Anastasia says in a sickly sweet tone. "I've got things I need to do. Mainly Chance. He had a couple of really good-looking friends. Maybe I'll try them out, too."

"Oh, princess, you're really working on my last nerve," I growl, slamming her back against the wall. Even in her sky-high heels she barely hits my shoulder.

"Too bad," Ana says, laughing. "Let me go. I'm done with this conversation."

A low, feral growl rattles out of my chest. Anastasia's perfume is heavy in the air, but I'm old enough to realize physical response doesn't equal consent.

"I get that you're upset." I brush my cheek against hers. "I never wanted to be away for so long."

Anastasia stiffens. I wish we had a bond so I could read her mind. I've got no idea what I said that set her off. I'm generally pretty fucking good at anticipating the needs of my sub, but Ana has always rattled my foundations.

"Move or I'll scream. We'll see what happens when you have every alpha in the place ready to tear you apart."

"I'd like to see them try," I growl, scraping my teeth over her neck. "You underestimate exactly how deadly I am, especially when something tries to stand in the way of me and what's mine."

Anastasia shivers, but she glares up at me with a look that makes my cock throb. I really fucking missed her, even her smart mouth and defiant attitude. I missed the entire package, but more than anything I miss the version of Ana that I got before I went to New York.

"That's the problem," she hisses, slamming her fists against my chest. "We disagree on that. I'm not yours."

"Sorry to break it to you, princess, but you're abso-fucking-lutely mine," I snarl. My forearm knocks her arm back as my hand lands around her throat. "I listened to your mewls of pleasure as I teased your tight little body all night and all day. I fucked your sweet pussy full of my cum while you begged for more." My hand around her throat tightens. She blinks up at me from under her lashes. Her pupils are blown, fully dilated. "The problem is you forgot who I am while I was away. Don't worry. I'm more than happy to remind you."

Ana licks her lips. Her small hand shoves at my chest again. "Fuck off. We had heat sex, it was fine. Don't get clingy now, Viki. It's not a good look on any man."

A bark of laughter I'm not expecting escapes. "I should have been clearer before I left. I had things I needed to take care of."

"Visiting your wife? A girlfriend?" Ana snaps. "Kids? What else was so important that you abandoned me when I needed you most?"

My jaw clenches.

Fucking Wolfe. He might have been right. Castro, too, but Wolfe was the one who was smug about it.

"I'm sorry that I wasn't here when you needed me. I can assure you what I was doing is important." I run my finger over her soft cheek. "Just because you're upset doesn't mean you get to go right back to talking to me like I'm the garbage on your shoe. I should fuck your ass right here with no prep for even suggesting that type of bullshit."

“I’d love to see you try," Ana hisses. She begins to fight against my hold in earnest, and I realize I might have fucked up worse than I imagined.

I know I'm not a great communicator. The guys love to hassle me about grunting and pointing to get my meaning across, but fuck me, I thought she understood I wanted her. That I was coming back for her as soon as possible.

"Just listen to me," I growl. My thumb brushes over her cheek as my fingers dance over her neck.

"Is everything okay?" the dick in skinny jeans asks. He's leaning against the door frame and watching us carefully.

My hands fist at my sides as I hold myself back from pouncing. Chad will die tonight before he ever puts his dick inside Ana. Then again, Ana is so shut down to me now, murdering Brad probably wouldn't help. And yes, I'm aware I've already called him two different hipster names. I literally do not give a fuck what the dude-bro in skinny jean's name is.

"All good," Ana says, shooting him an inviting grin. "Vik was my security during my last heat. He just wanted to make sure I'm all right."

Lovely. I've been down-graded to her previous security. Those begging, gasping moans, and the times she pleaded for my bite are meaningless.

A snarl escapes my chest as Anastasia skips to his side.

"Thanks for checking in, Vik. But, as you can see, I'm just fine," she says, letting the little prick pull her to his chest with a hand on her ass.

They disappear out the door and, not for the first time, I consider the fact that I made a huge fucking mistake.

I stomp down the hallway as the princess has another tantrum. I'm halfway up the stairwell to the third floor when I realize she's sobbing as she fights me. I quickly pull her off my shoulder. Putting her back on her feet in the corner, I lean her against the wall as I run my hand over her cheek.

"Ana, what's wrong?" I ask. It's not a bark; that feels like it would be the wrong course of action to take at the moment.

Her eye makeup is messy, running down her cheeks as her eyes squeeze shut. My heart races. I thought me picking her up and removing her from situations where she's about to get herself into trouble was, I don't know… our thing.

A kind of humorous foreplay. She's the brat, and I have to be the asshole when I'm trying to keep her from making an even bigger mess of things.

What I didn't mean to do was scare her, and she sure looks like I fucked up majorly.

"Let me go," she hisses. Her hands land on my forearms and her nails dig in. "I need to leave. Now! They set me up to fail."

"If you need to leave then I'll take you myself," I say, pulling her into my chest. "Wherever you need to go. I'll take you, but talk to me. Tell me what's going on."

Anastasia struggles for a few seconds before she buries her face in my chest and just… sobs.

There's no other word to describe the soul-crushing sound that comes out of her mouth. She's crying so hard it's difficult to believe she's breathing.

"I'm going to pick you up," I say in a soothing tone. My forearm wraps under her ass and I lift her. She scrambles up my chest, wrapping her arms tight around my neck and sobbing into my throat. "Shh, I've got you."

I head for my suite. She seemed comfortable last night in the nest with Cas.

The fact she bailed this morning while I was in the shower wasn't necessarily surprising, but Castro was hurt.

It was clear enough when he searched the entire apartment before admitting she was gone.

I was annoyed when I found her.

Part of me considered it an extension of our playful banter.

The rest was frustrated on Cas's behalf. He's not like me and Wolfe. He's as sincere a person as you'll ever meet.

I didn't like that Ana walked out on him without a word.

Anastasia wraps her legs firmly around my ass as I unlock the door to my suite. I aim for the nest, tossing open the door, and kicking it closed with my booted foot.

I set her down on the top step long enough for me to unlace my boots and pull them off. I stretch out my arms, and Ana bolts right into them. It makes me feel like I'm a king, but something is still seriously fucked.

I need to figure out how to fix it immediately.

I get us inside the nest, pulling the curtain closed, and climb onto the mattress. I lie down with her on top of me to keep from crushing her leg, and gently move her to lie in front of me while she faces me.

"I-I n-need to leave," she whimpers, shoving her face in my neck.

"You're fucking killing me here, princess," I murmur, running my hand over the back of her head.

"I c-can't go back there," she sobs. "I w-won't. I don't know exactly w-what'll happen, but it w-won't be good."

My gut sinks. I don't like the sound of that, not one fucking bit.

"I have to leave," she whispers. "I don't know where I can go, but I have to get out of here."

"No," I say firmly. "That's the last thing you need to do. You're on the verge of your heat. I can't let you leave, knowing what could happen."

"Is that a threat?" Ana squeaks.

"No, sweet girl, it's the opposite. You're an unclaimed omega. It's too late to try to go back on suppressants. I can't let you walk out of here, knowing the kind of pain you'll be in for without alphas," I say, blowing out the breath I've apparently been holding.

Ana pushes against my chest and tries to sit up.

"What makes you think you get a say?" She finally succeeds in sitting up, and I face her. "I know I'm not a good person, but if I don't look out for myself then no one else will. I'll deal with what I have to."

"You think you deserve to suffer?" I ask. My head tilts as I study her face.

She shrugs. She pulls her hand to her mouth and chews at the edge of her thumbnail.

"Anastasia," I growl. "We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The choice is yours, but you might not like it if we go with the second choice."

"Again with the threats." She laughs derisively.

"No," I bark. "Not a threat. A promise. The other side of that agreement is my guarantee that I'll never use my strength or position against you."

She frowns, chewing away at her lower lip.

I grin. "Well, never in a way you won't enjoy. I know something is eating at you. That's the thing about giving up control. You're no longer responsible for your guilt. If you give me your submission then you give me your shame, too. Whatever is weighing on you becomes my problem to solve, not yours."

The aching need to know all her secrets hits me square in the chest.

I need to know her shame so I can take it and harbor it for her. More than likely, whatever is weighing on her isn't her misdeed. But if it is then I'll take that, too.

"I submit to you and you forgive me?" Ana asks, shaking her head. "I don't think it's your forgiveness I need."

We're at a precipice. She's teetering on the edge. I can't force her to trust me. I can only prove myself if she gives me the opportunity to show her that she can.

I move slowly to give her the chance to object. When she doesn't, I wrap my arm around her back and lift her into my lap.

"You're worried about the consequences of something. I haven't put the pieces together, but I will eventually. The thing is, once you're mine no one else can get to you without going through me first. And I can be a mean son of a bitch when I need to be, but never with you."

Her eyes dilate at my words.

Yes, I'd say Anastasia is naturally quite submissive whether she likes that side of herself or not. Her impulses seem pleased by my words, but a lifetime of being disappointed by alphas has made her wary of trusting anyone.

I run my finger over her soft cheek. "Whatever or whoever it is you're afraid of won't touch you. The only person to dole out discipline will be me. I'm the judge, jury, and enforcer of your sentence. You won't always like it, but once you've been punished for something it's over and forgiven. That, in and of itself, can be a huge relief."

"Until it's brought up the next time," Anastasia whispers, glancing away.

"No, not with me. If you make a mistake, which we all do, then you trust me to decide your punishment. Once you've been punished, the slate is wiped clean. You release that guilt and your shame to me. I carry it from there. I assure you, princess, my shoulders can handle a lot."

Anastasia bites her cheek as her huge blue eyes meet mine. I ache to soothe the discomfort that she's feeling.

"Do you know why alphas and omegas work so well together?"

"I haven't had a lot of experience seeing healthy relationships first-hand," she says. I'm still holding her chin, but her gaze falls to her lap.

"Alphas aren't fulfilled unless we're offering care and comfort to those around us, especially omegas. Omegas do best when you have gentle guidance and someone to help you work through the difficult shit life throws at all of us. Give me your trust. I'll take your worries and carry them for you."

"Why would you do that?" she asks.

She's so fucking beautiful, and so vulnerable at the same time.

How could anyone see how much she's hurting and not do everything in their power to fix it?

"I'm drawn to you," I tell her truthfully. "I can't stand seeing you suffering. If you put a little faith in me, I'll fix whatever it is that's weighing you down."

"How?"

"I'll set boundaries and reinforce them, but I'll always have your best interests at heart. You might not always like my rules, but you'll follow them anyway or there will be consequences. We'll discuss those together. I'm open to your thoughts and opinions, but it doesn't mean I'll always take that course of action."

"Another man who wants to hurt and control me," Ana scoffs.

"I want to take care of you because, frankly, you fucking suck at taking care of yourself. Do you want to know the main benefit of being mine?"

"What's that?" she asks, chewing at her bottom lip.

"You'll always know how much you're wanted," I murmur, brushing my cheek against hers. "I'll feed you by hand, tell you what a good girl you are, spank your ass red when you're naughty, and fuck it both for punishment and rewards. And then there's the fact that no one hurts you but me."

Anastasia lets out an adorable little gasp.

"Would you like a demonstration?" I taunt.

"A demonstration of what?"

"What it feels like to let go of that guilt that's stewing in your gut," I say, staring into her eyes.

"How?"

"I'm going to spank your ass raw for the way you acted yesterday with Evie. Then you don't have to feel guilty about it anymore."

"I'm pretty sure the owners won't consider a spanking enough to wipe the slate clean," she whispers.

"You'd be surprised," I say, trying to hold back the laugh. "But how about this? If anyone questions you about anything from here on out then you direct them to me. It's that simple."

"Because you'll be my Dom?" she asks. Her chest heaves with each rapid breath. "Do I have to call you 'Sir'?”

"Oh, sweet girl," I murmur against her lips. "I'd much prefer for you to call me 'Daddy'."

Anastasia gasps. I'm not sure how it happens, but the next thing I know she's grinding over my cock and whimpering into my mouth. She tastes like a cherry slushie with some type of tart citrus mixed in. Her pheromones hit me square in the chest. The low, vibrating purr that shakes out of my chest is surprising.

Ana smirks. "Are you going to spank me, Daddy?"

"Fuck yes, princess," I growl. "You're not going to like me very much when I'm done, but let's see if we can clear your conscience."

Anastasia bites her lip, blinking up at me from under her lashes. "Okay."

I'm so fucking fucked, I realize as my heart races. She's pure goddamn trouble and one-hundred percent mine.

I blink at the door long after Anastasia walks out it. I broke down her walls once. I don't care if they're twice as high this time. I don't give up without a fight.
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"Those fucking assholes must have a death wish," I growl at Wolfe and Castro.

Cas sighs.

Wolfe snorts. His head tilts, appraising just how close Anastasia is to the ski-instructor with no survival instincts. Brad or Tad, or whatever the fuck his name is, slides his knee between Ana's legs and grinds his cock against her pussy.

"Chad really does want to die today," I say, swiping a hand over my face. It doesn't work. The little bastard is still touching my omega.

Wolfe laughs. "I don't want to say I told you so, but dude. I so totally fucking told you so."

I growl, shoving Wolfe away with my shoulder, but he only laughs harder. I should kill him, too. I'm not fucking pleased to hear he spent the night with Ana.

Cas rolls his eyes at the both of us. He assured me there was no sex, but I've still had a few fantasies of choking the life out of Wolfe. He's on thin ice. We've been through it together, and yeah, he's like family. But still, he's the kind of family I'll happily murder in his sleep if he's not careful.

"You know I didn't fuck her, right?" Wolfe says, crossing his arms over his chest. "Yeah, I was there for her and we hung out, but I never stuck my dick inside her."

I scoff, swiping a hand over my face.

"I'm serious," Wolfe growls. "Could I have? Maybe, but honestly I doubt it. For whatever reason, she really liked your ass. She was so fucking sad. You might not like seeing her like this, but let me just say, fuck you and your feelings."

He glares.

I glare right back.

"If you'd bothered to listen to me or Cas then you wouldn't be here right now. She was so fucking despondent to the point it got concerning. So yeah, man, suck it up and deal because I'll take this Ana any day of the week over the one we got while you were gone."

"Jesus fucking Christ," I say, shaking my head and staring at my boots. "I tried to call and text her regularly. I told you to have her call me. I even tried to buy her a goddamn phone once I realized hers was shut off and she wasn't just ignoring me."

Wolfe gives me a look that says that isn't enough. I sigh, shaking my head. He could have tried harder to make sure she knew I was coming back. I fucking called to check on her every single day! My eyes narrow as my brain spins through facts.

"You wanted her for yourself," I growl, slamming my palms into his chest. "You knew I was coming back. You knew I was worried about her. You could've tried a little fucking harder to make her understand that. Instead, you what, play games, trying to slide in while I was away?"

Wolfe and I are pretty evenly matched in height, but I've got a bigger build. We glare at each other with our faces only inches apart.

"You're losing your shit right now," Wolfe says, shaking his head. "And if you believe that, well then, fuck you, too. I was the one stuck watching her get worse every goddamn day you were away. Cas and I both made it clear you needed to prioritize Ana over whatever bullshit vendetta you've got for her old man."

I growl, but Wolfe takes a step back. Of course he doesn't get it. He didn't listen to the way Ana talked about her father and the way he treated her and her mother. If he'd heard what I did then he'd have been with me in New York.

Wolfe might spend his days kayaking, hiking, and fishing with tour groups, but he was right there with me in the sandbox and when we did contract work after. Neither of us are squeamish about doing what needs to be done. Sometimes the scum of the earth fails to take itself out.

"I'm not your fucking enemy. What the hell, man? I get that you're upset, but don't take that shit out on me. Or Cas for that matter. We're the ones who've been here for you," Wolfe says, sighing. He looks at Cas. "Back me up here."

Cas sighs. "We all care about Anastasia and about you. Don't push us away because you made a mistake."

I scoff. My anger is reaching dangerous proportions and the fucked-up part is I know it's not them I'm angry at. It's my fucking self that I'm pissed at. I got tunnel vision on removing the problem and failed to see the big-picture equation.

"We're practically a pack. Then Anastasia comes in and you want her all to yourself. Did either of us show our ass when you wanted us around in case you couldn't manage? No, we fucking showed up and put in time getting to know Ana. I don't know what the fuck has gotten into you, but I don't like it,” Wolfe says, disdain lining his tone.

My stomach drops. He's right.

Cas, Wolfe, and I have lived together for close to three years. I always figured we'd end up together with an omega in the center. Except Anastasia made it clear she didn't know how she'd handle a pack. Her father used her mother as a toy, traded to his inner circle to punish her mom or as a reward for his men.

The absolute rage that pulses through my system when I think about that man is alarming. I never understood the saying about your vision literally turning red, not until recently.

"It's not just me," I say, turning to locate Anastasia. She's standing by a table with the guys from the lodge. She's swaying to the music and talking to fucking Thad. "Anastasia has her own baggage, as I'm sure you've guessed."

"Yeah, no fucking shit," Wolfe says, scoffing. "Next time try talking to your teammates instead of shutting us out." Wolfe glances toward Ana. "Seriously, if that dude doesn't back off and stop giving her drinks… I'm going to have to push him off the side of a mountain during our next tour."

My eyes fall to the table of our co-workers. I suddenly understand Murphy's obsession with bears. Maybe he needs a partner in his animal sanctuary project?

"It's time for us to go," I growl. "Before I go down there and cause a scene."

"No, you'll only make it worse," Wolfe says, leaning over the railing. Ana looks up at him, and Wolfe smirks. "I've got this." He winks at Ana and spins to head down the stairs to where she's standing.

I frown at his back as he saunters away.

"Look," Cas says in his soft tone. He doesn't raise his voice or yell. He never does. I lean close to make sure I can hear what he has to say. "Wolfe didn't deep-dive into the reports of Ana's attack like we did. Once he does, he'll get it. She will, too. She's hurt because she cares. And for what it's worth, I think she'll forgive you."

I sigh. "I sure fucking hope so."

"You made it seem like it was your choice not to let us in the nest for her heat," Cas says, watching Anastasia.

I don't say anything. It was a combination of things. Sharing doesn't come in my default settings. Anastasia was apprehensive, and that's all my inner caveman needed to know to decide I wasn't sharing during that first heat.

"I know it's not what you want to hear," Cas says, patting me on the back. "But give it some time. Let her make you jealous, and when you apologize try not to justify your actions. Sometimes, someone just needs to hear that you fucked up, you're sorry, and you wish you could change it."

"I'm not, though," I growl, swiping a hand over my face. "Okay, I regret not bringing Anastasia with me, but I didn't want her anywhere close to what was going down."

"I get it," Cas agrees.

I've never been in this situation before. I'm not fucking perfect; no one is. But I've never screwed up so royally before. My gut churns uncomfortably as I try to figure out how to fix this disaster.


Chapter Seven


Anastasia


Chance laughs at something one of his friends says. He's very good at feeling me up while simultaneously acting like I don't exist. It's actually kind of impressive how he manages to not care that I'm alive while still groping me.

Wolfe catches my attention and winks. My stomach does a bizarre little flip. I look away and try to focus on the conversation the ski-instructors are having, but they're basically acting like I'm not even here.

Exactly like my father's men.

"Hey Chad," Wolfe says. He swaggers closer with his indefinable energy that screams I've got a big dick and I know how to use it.

Normally I hate that in a man, but for whatever reason, Wolfe pulls it off.

And I don't hate it.

Not even a little bit.

"Chance," my date corrects.

"Of course," Wolfe says, chuckling. Looking at me, he says, "You're looking a little bored. Wanna dance with me, dollface?"

Chance grips my ass even tighter, trying to pull me close to his chest. But, um, fuck him.

He's ignored me all night in favor of chatting with his friends. We danced a couple of times and nothing in his skills on the dance-floor pointed to the fact I'd be missing out on anything in the bedroom.

My eyes find Wolfe's. He bites his thick lower lip, raising his eyebrows.

I give him a shaky nod. He gives me a killer smile.

"Come on," Wolfe says, offering me a hand. His warm skin envelops mine as he pulls me away from the table toward the dance-floor.

Chance grumbles under his breath, but he doesn't try to stop us.

Wolfe pulls me flush with his front as a low, bumping song plays in the background.

"I know you're trying to torture Vik," he says, grinding his body against mine. "But fuck, it looked like you were punishing yourself. Don't tell me that's the kind of guy you normally go for?"

My pussy rests against Wolfe's thigh as we dance. His muscles are unreal. His blue eyes search my face, and I shrug. His hand tightens on my ass.

"I'm tempted to spank your ass right here, right now. When I ask a question I expect an answer," he growls close to my ear.

"It's not like I had a ton of options," I snap back. "My father controlled everything. When I managed to get out, I looked for guys I knew would seal the deal in a single night."

"Christ," Wolfe says, running his hand over the back of my head. "I'm not sure you can handle me, dollface."

My nose scrunches as I stare up into Wolfe's blue eyes.

Tattoos peek out the top of his neckline as he slides his body against mine. His broad shoulders seem to be stretching that Henley to capacity.

Maybe I shouldn't have had that third drink? Not that I finished it, but I'm obviously skirting the line of tipsy because nothing seems to be making sense at the moment.

Wolfe smirks at someone over my shoulder. I'm tempted to look, but honestly I don't think I want to know if it's Chance or Vik.

Wolfe spins me around. His huge hands land on my hips as he guides me to grind against his pelvis.

"Everyone thinks Vik is the beast, the one to watch out for. As I'm sure you've realized, he's really more of a highly protective guard dog than a wolf." Warm breath fans over my neck as he scrapes his teeth over my shoulder.

"How very punny of you," I say, snorting.

Wolfe bites my throat and pinches my nipple hard all at the exact same time. It's not enough to break the skin but it does send a shiver through my entire body, especially as my tit aches with a painful throb that instantly transforms into tantalizing pleasure.

"Yes, Vik will attack if something threatens someone he cares about, but I can assure you I'm the one to watch out for." His callused hand slides up my inner thigh.

My eyes fly up to the balcony. Vik leans over the railing. He's watching me and Wolfe intently. Rafe stands at his side. His dark curls are messy like he's been running his hands through them.

"I'm actually relieved we didn't fuck during your last heat," Wolfe murmurs against my ear. "My predilections likely would have scared you away. That would've been a goddamn shame."

My head tilts, looking up at him. He's staring straight at Vik. He grips my hair and turns my head back to the balcony.

"Let's make him really see red," Wolfe says, chuckling. He releases my hair, but bumps my chin back toward Vik so I can't look away. "You down for that, dollface?" His massive hand engulfs my tit as his other hand caresses my inner thigh. His woodsy scent fills the air and my pussy clenches in response. "Fuck yes, you are. Aren't you, Ana?"

I nod my agreement as his fingertips brush my aching core.

"I'm gonna need to hear the words," Wolfe muses, licking the shell of my ear.

"Yes," I groan as his teeth scrape over my throat. His cock is so hard it bumps my ass with each grind of my hips. My nipples ache with the same pulse that hits my clit.

"Fuck," Wolfe growls. He spins me until I'm facing him. "That cherry scent of yours only gets sweeter the more turned on you get. It's making my teeth ache with the urge to claim you. It's a little surreal that Vik managed to keep from sinking his teeth into you."

"I really wish you'd shut up about Vik and focus on making me come," I groan. My head falls to Wolfe's strong chest.

"Aww, I'm sorry, dollface. Did you mistakenly think you're in control?" He chuckles darkly and a shiver slides down my spine. "I wouldn't dare do that right here, right now. In a club full of alphas? Nah, sweetness. Never gonna happen. Do you know what they'd do to you if you sent a room full of alphas into rut?"

I shiver. I don't like the image that thought creates.

"Shh, that wasn't a threat," Wolfe says softly. "I think we both know there are only two men I'd happily watch you with."

"Why did you bring me out here?"

Vik sits down on the couch, pulling me down until I kneel over him.

"The nest is meant to be your safe place," Vik says, running his fingers over my cheek. "I know it isn't technically yours yet, but I don't want to taint your feelings toward it. Or me for that matter."

My heart races as my eyes meet his cornflower-blue orbs. He looks so damn sincere it takes my breath away.

"Have you been spanked as an adult?"

I shake my head and say, "Not more than a few swats during rough sex."

Vik growls. My pussy clenches around nothing as I shiver against his chest. "Rule number one, princess. No talking about other men, especially if they've been inside you. Unless you want me to track them down one by one and wipe them off the face of the planet."

I snort. "Yeah, because you're a virgin, right, Vik?"

"You're about to be punished," Vik says, the edges of his mouth tipping up. "Are you sure you want to taunt me right now, princess?"

"S-Sorry," I whisper, looking at my hands which rest between us.

Vik's palm slides up my throat. His thumb caresses my chin as he tilts my face up to his.

"Normally I'd say something to the tune of 'you will be'," Vik says, squeezing lightly. "Since we're still building trust, I'm not going to push your boundaries too hard. What do you say if you need to slow down?"

"Yellow."

"And if you need me to stop?"

"Red," I say in a shaky tone I'm kind of embarrassed by.

"You're the one in control," he reminds me.

If that's true, then what the hell am I doing?

"I think I changed my mind. I'll apologize to the omega myself." I nod. "Sorry to have wasted your time."

"Nice try," Vik says, chuckling. His strong hands meet my hips. The muscles of his forearms flex as he lifts me, flipping me until I'm lying over his lap.

"I told you," I hiss, trying to push myself up. "I changed my mind."

"I'll bet you did," Vik murmurs, shoving me back down with his forearm over my lower back. "To be honest, I'd be disappointed if you didn't at least try it."

"Stop," I snap, my knees digging into his thigh as I try to push myself up. My feet slam against the end of the couch as Vik's huge hand runs over my thigh.

"That's not going to happen, sweet girl. Not unless you utter the word that stops everything. Go ahead and scream, fight if you need to, get it out," Vik murmurs close to my ear. The heat of his breath on my neck makes goosebumps break out all over my body. "I think this'll be cathartic for both of us. I'd like it very much if you call me Daddy while you beg."

"Keep fucking dreaming," I hiss.

How the hell is he so strong? I'm out of breath and fighting with everything I've got in me and he's barely putting any effort into holding me down. His forearm stays across my lower back, but his free hand runs over the back of my head.

"If you try to cover your bottom it's going to hurt like hell," Vik says, running his hand up my arm. I fling it off and he laughs. "Truly, I would've been extremely disappointed if you weren't a brat for your first spanking. We're doing this bare-bottom. Any objections, princess?"

My knee finally connects with his hip.

Success! I push and shove, but make no progress. Or not so successful.

I'm not sure how he does it, but Vik pins both my hands in one of his on the arm of the couch and manages to lock my thighs in place with the other forearm.

"You're allowed to fight, up until the point I'm afraid you might hurt yourself. Remember, the only one allowed to hurt you is me." The dark promise in his words makes my clit ache. It's kinda deranged how hot that thought makes me. My pussy grinds against his thigh.

He chuckles in response.

"Only good girls get to come during their spankings. And you, Anastasia, have been a very naughty girl."

I whimper. The scent of my perfume floods the room despite its large size.

"Please?" I beg. "I'll be good."

"I'm going to bare your bottom now," Vik says. Yanking my dress up, he bunches it around my hips. "Although this won't be in the way, I think we'll both enjoy it more like this." Huge hands cup my hips, pulling my thong down to mid-thigh. "That's it, sweet girl, don't fight me."

It's not until he says the words that I realize I stopped. His huge rough finger traces the seam of my sex and I wiggle my legs wider. His cock is hard underneath my belly and suddenly my system is aching for him.

"Hands up here," he says, guiding them back to the arm rest. "I won't hold them down unless you try to block me or rub."

"T-Thank you." It comes out shaky.

"That's a good girl," Vik growls. The sharp aching sting that lands on my ass is unexpected even if I knew it was coming. His hand bounces off my ass without warning. I wiggle against him, but I keep my hands where he said. With how hard his palm is landing on my backside, I know it would hurt even worse if he accidentally got my fingers.

The pain intensifies with each powerful slap. He doesn't stay in the same place, his hand peppers each cheek and my discomfort ratchets up.

"Shit, Vik," I groan. It takes everything in me to keep my hands up and try not to rub away the ache or block the next swat.

"None of that," Vik barks. He pauses, then asks, "What are you being spanked for?"

"Because you're an asshole?"

"Wrong answer," Vik says, his voice full of amusement. His hand isn't playful as it lands in full force on my ass. The sharp flicks of pain turn to a deep, radiating ache that settles itself right in my gut. I yank my hands up and my arms twist. My fingers land on my backside, trying to cover the sting.

Shit. I was supposed to keep them on the arm-rest. It wasn't even a conscious choice. He's not playing around and it really hurts.

My body goes rigid. I'm not sure why, but I go stiff as a board. If that's what he can do to my ass I can only imagine how badly it would hurt if he got me somewhere else. And I just broke a rule.

Vik pauses.

"Shh," he coos. "It's okay. I'm going to hold your hands here." His thumb runs over my palm as he pins my wrist to my lower back. He brings the other up and holds them in one of his giant hands. "What color are you, princess?"

I didn't forget about that option, but it never got bad enough that I needed it to stop. I hum as I evaluate what I'm feeling. It sucks, but it's not even close to unmanageable.

Call red and all this stops.

Or so he says.

There's a weird feeling in my gut when I think about disappointing him. Lying feels like cheating my way out of a situation I got myself in to.

I'd kind of like to see if some of this guilt really does dissipate after I've been punished.

"Greenish-yellow?" I say, but it sounds like a question to my own ears.

Vik yanks my panties down the rest of the way and off my legs. A thick finger runs down my slick pussy.

"Goddamn," he growls. "You're absolutely dripping, dirty girl."

I bite my lip to keep from saying something snotty to cover my discomfort. My face burns as I burrow into the couch cushion.

"Everyone has their own scale for pain. One to ten, how would you rate the smacks I just gave you?"

My chest heaves as I focus on the ache in my rear end. The pain is still there, but it doesn't eclipse the aching in my sex.

"Three or four," I whisper as my eyes squeeze shut. "Maybe somewhere around there? Sorry, I don't really know. A few were a five or a six, but overall I'd say a four."

"You're such a good girl. Fucking hell, Anastasia, I really like it when you're honest with me," Vik says, running his hand over my burning cheeks. "I'd say we're halfway done, but you're already extremely red. Don't be afraid to tell me if it gets too much."

Well, damn.

I thought we were done and I was hardcore. If this is a beginner's spanking I don't think I want to level up.

His hand is huge, but he works my backside with evil precision. It's not until he lands a few right on the top of my thighs that I really scream in earnest. The fighting starts again and doesn't stop. The hand holding mine in place rubs tenderly against my skin, and a soft feeling of safety slips in.

My entire body fills with a warmth that starts in my chest and radiates out through my system. Each smack of his hand sends a pulse to my aching core. My nipples are tight and sensitive as they brush the fabric of my dress. It's the bizarre feeling of peace that's difficult to process. I can't decide if I love or hate it.

"What are you being punished for?" Vik's voice shocks me out of my thoughts.

"Because I threw a drink on that woman," I whisper. "I'm sorry. I really am. Please, can we stop?"

"Not just yet," Vik murmurs. "You're doing very well. I'm proud of you, princess."

My impulses preen at that, but it still really freaking hurts. My ass is literally on fire. I don't think I'll sit again normally for days. He continues to pepper my ass with swats that somewhere along the way turn much less intense.

My wailing doesn't stop as my body shakes over Vik's lap.

"I'm sorry," I whisper. My face burns from the crying and maybe a twinge of embarrassment, but most of that faded along the way. "I really am. I know I'm not a good person, but if I don't look out for me…" I sob, shaking my head. I feel like I've said that before, but it's the only justification I have.

"All right," Vik says, pulling me up until I'm facing him. "You're not alone anymore. I get that you don't have a whole lot of faith in anyone with a dick…"

I bury my face in his neck as I hold myself up on my knees to avoid angering my aching bottom. He palms my head as his other arm wraps around my lower back. He holds me close and his scent floods my nostrils.

I feel simultaneously safer than I've ever felt and extremely freaking vulnerable.

"But we'll get there," Vik finally finishes.

My hands land on his shoulders as I press my mouth to his. Vik growls into the kiss as our tongues clash. The proprietary way he grips my hips sends a shiver through my entire body. He's an excellent kisser. It makes me even wetter. I briefly wonder if I left a wet spot on his jeans. Who knew spanking could be so erotic?

"Fucking hell," Wolfe says from somewhere behind me. My dress is still trapped around my hips. I can feel a cool breeze on my very wet cunt now that I think about it.

My head tilts to find Wolfe sitting in the club chair. He's leaning forward and watching with undisguised hunger.

"You've been watching?" My voice comes out as a squeak. "What the hell?"

"Eyes on me, princess." Vik's hand caresses my ass.

"Stop, that hurts," I hiss, smacking his hand away.

"Want to go back down for another round?" Vik asks. His bushy eyebrows rise.

I shake my head.

"No, thank you," I say, trying to calm my racing heart. "Why was he watching?"

"He joined us," Vik grunts. "I wasn't about to take my focus off you to tell him to get lost. Does it bother you?"

I bite my lip. My whole body gives a shrug. I don't know. Wolfe is hot. He's got that all American boy next door type of vibe. I'm pretty sure I could chew him up and spit him out. Except all three of them have made comments that Wolfe is a sadist. Maybe he's just good at covering who he really is? That scares me a little. Men like that can be monsters.

"Notice he didn't touch you?" Vik tilts my chin up. "And he won't unless you're comfortable with it. I'm very bad at sharing anyway." Now it's Vik's turn to shrug. He leans in close and whispers in my ear, "Although, I won't lie, watching you choke on Wolfe's cock while I fuck your tight ass…" His hard length jumps under me. "That thought really does it for me, princess."

My jaw falls open. I bury my face in Vik's neck. The thought isn't appalling. Not at all, but I don't think I'm there yet.

"Want to let him watch while I make you come on my fingers?" Vik asks, brushing his fluffy beard against my cheek.

"Okay," I agree in a shaky voice.

Wolfe stares down at me expectantly. "Make no mistake about it. If Vik didn't kill anyone who touched you, I absolutely would."

I stare up at him and his face says it all. I truly believe Wolfe is more dangerous than I ever realized. And, fuck me, that thought sends a thrill straight to my lady bits because I'm exactly that screwed up.


Chapter Eight


Wolfe


"Aww, I'm sorry, dollface. Did you mistakenly think you're in control?" I laugh. "I wouldn't dare do that right here, right now. In a club full of alphas? Nah, sweetheart. Never gonna happen. Do you know what they'd do to you if you sent a room full of alphas into rut?"

Ana shivers, but this time it isn't in pleasure. Her scent turns acrid for a few seconds. I immediately regret my callous comment. I love teasing the line of tormenting my partners, but I'm obviously out of practice.

"Shh, that wasn't a threat," I assure. "I think we both know there are only two men I'd happily watch you with."

I pull Anastasia closer. "Make no mistake about it. If Vik didn't kill anyone who touched you, I absolutely would."

Anastasia blinks up at me from under her lashes. Her nose scrunches as she studies my face. I'm just as baffled as she is. I've got no clue what I'm doing either.

All I know is that I crave the feeling of her body pressing into mine. The way her eyelashes flutter and her mouth parts as I get closer is addictive.

My eyes meet Vik's over her shoulder. He looks pissed, but nowhere close to the level of when the douchebag was touching her. I smile at him because I'm an equal opportunity sadist. The look of misery on his face only makes my cock harder.

"Are you ready to get out of here?"

Ana gives a nod. She moves like she's about to step back, but my hand on her lower back pulls her to me.

"Up you go," I say, biting my lip and wrapping my arm around her ass. She climbs right up my torso like a sweet omega. "Did you leave anything with Chad that you need?"

"No," Ana says, shaking her head. She buries her face in my throat, and I feel like a motherfucking king. "And I'm pretty sure his name is Chance."

I snort. I literally could not care less what that fucker's name is. He's fine as a co-worker, or he was until he zeroed in on Ana. Then he became public enemy number one.

I catch Viktor's gaze and nod toward the exit. He's already in motion, with Cas hot on his heels. Big surprise. I shake my head, getting my ass in gear. I stomp toward the exit while Anastasia climbs up my torso. Her warm tongue flicks over my throat, making my hand on her ass tighten.

"Do you like to be watched, dollface?" I ask, leaning forward in my chair.

She shrugs, trying to bury her face in Vik's throat as she faces him. Vik's huge hands spread her cheeks apart as she kneels over his lap. It pulls her pussy apart every time he flexes his hand on her ass.

A low growl escapes my chest. I'm about to fucking pounce. Her tight little hole clenches around nothing. My cock is rock-hard, pushing against my zipper as I stare at her slick pink slit.

"She's nice and red, isn't she?" Vik taunts.

Her ass is red and his finger marks are fully visible in multiple places. Goddamn, I've never been jealous of Vik before Anastasia, but I'd literally give anything to be in his place right now.

"God, yes," I growl. "Fuck me, you're actually dripping."

I couldn't force myself to look away if I tried. Which I'm not because I very much want to see this.

Anastasia whimpers, burying her face closer to Vik's shoulder.

"I'm so empty," she whispers.

"I'd be more than happy to help you with that," I tease, stretching back and nodding to the massive tent in my jeans. Anastasia's eyes bug.

I laugh.

"Touch her and I'll slit your throat while you sleep," Vik says, gently lifting her and facing her toward me. Her knees stretch toward the back of the couch and she's literally spread wide over Vik's lap. It gives me a perfect view of every inch of her slick little pussy.

"It might actually be worth it," I say, licking my lips.

Anastasia grins shyly. Who knew she could be so sweet?

"This is an exercise in trust," Vik murmurs, licking the column of her neck. "Do you trust me to keep you safe, Anastasia?"

I quirk an eyebrow. Really? That's the route he wants to take?

Whatever.

If she needs to see she can trust us to honor her boundaries, then I won't push too much.

Her chest heaves and she nods her agreement.

"Words, please," Vik says, sliding his hand down the front of her dress. He pops her right tit out and I groan obscenely. He's definitely torturing me.

"Yes, Daddy," she agrees.

My jaw falls. I did not see that coming, but the sound of that word on her lips actually doesn't turn me off.

Anastasia spreads her legs wider, showing me every inch of her slick pink cunt.

"Oh, fuck me," I say, stretching back and running my hand over my jeans. My dick jumps in response. It makes Ana shiver as she stares with rapt fascination. "That's hot as fuck coming from your lips, dollface."

I stare straight into her eyes as I say it.

"I drove separately," Cas says, breaking off from our group and pulling me out of the memory. "I'll meet you back at the lodge."

I give him a nod, taking the last few steps to my truck.

"Exactly how close to your heat are you?" I ask, trying to settle Ana in the passenger seat. "Because it seems like it's coming on quicker than you mentioned the other night."

"I don't know exactly," Ana whispers, blinking up at me. "Lydia said it could be anytime within the next couple weeks. Why do they have to come so often? That was a huge benefit of the suppressants."

Vik sighs heavily, climbing into the driver's seat. "They're awful for your health. That's why your system is so jacked up now. You don't need suppressants, you need alphas."

I shoot him a look that screams, What the fuck is your problem?

Ana wraps her arms around my neck and I pull her back out of the seat. I could have guessed that was going to happen.

Vik has no tact and even less chill. The fact that he cares about her makes him even less civilized.

I close the door and climb into the back seat. Ana cuddles close. My hands have a mind of their own as they tighten on her generous hips.

"Shit," she groans, burying her face in my shoulder. "Wolfe, you smell so good."

My right hand leaves her hip to brush the hair back from her face. Feeling her bare skin, it's easy enough to recognize.

"You're really hot," I murmur, running my fingers over her cheek. "I think there's a good chance your heat is coming sooner rather than later."

Vik catches my eyes in the rear-view mirror, and I see the truth of our situation. He'll respect her limits and not touch her if that's what she chooses, but no one will keep him out of the nest during her heat. There's no way he'll let that happen without him being there to supervise and protect her.

Viktor Nikolov will murder me and Cas and bury us in the woods before he lets that occur. I know, because I'd do the same thing if someone tried to keep me from Ana at this point.

I give him a nod of understanding as it finally dawns on me.

He's in love with her.

It fueled his need to destroy her father, but he pushed her away in the process.

"I'm not ready for another heat," Ana says as her perfume floods the truck. "No, no, no…" She grips my shoulders for dear life and my stomach pangs uncomfortably.

I've never seen an omega so opposed to having a heat. Her last heat was short and easy compared to normal—it's how Vik managed to satiate her on his own—but her perfume is thicker this time.

The scent is stronger and more potent now than it was when she was in full-blown heat last time.

"I ache," Ana whimpers, clutching at her middle.

"Fucking hell," I hiss. My eyes fly to Viktor's like he's going to tell me what to do in this situation. We haven't even started moving yet. It's only a five-minute drive, but then it's another five or ten minutes to get to one of our suites.

"I need you," Ana begs. She nods frantically. "Right now."

I slide my hand up her neck and yank hard on the hair at the base of her skull.

"You're not in charge," I snap, but my instincts are riding me hard. Find the problem, fix the problem, make my omega feel better. Except I don't know how to make this better.

"Make her come," Vik grunts, finally starting the truck. "It'll settle her enough that we can make it back to the lodge."

"You need to come?" I yank her head back at an uncomfortable angle, but Ana only moans louder for it.

"Please," she groans, wiggling over my thickening cock.

"Are you sure?" I ask, studying her face. "I don't want you to hate me for it."

"Ohmigod, Wolfe," Ana grumbles, trying to unhook my belt. "When did you become such a chick?"

My hand tightens in her hair as my other palm lands on her ass. I give her three swats at about a five on the scale.

Ana shivers in response, shoving her chest toward my face. "Please, Wolfe? I'm sorry, I'll be good. I promise."

Vik and I snort in unison. My hand leaves her hair. I tilt her chin up with my forefinger and thumb.

"Remember you asked for this," I murmur before shoving my tongue in her mouth.

My hands fall to the edge of her panties. I rip before moving to the other side.

"Well, that was kinda dramatic and still insanely hot," Ana whispers as I toss away the scrap of lace.

I bite my lip and yank down the front of her stretchy dress. Her heavy tits spill from the fabric. The low, vibrating growl that echoes around the truck is mildly concerning.

Anastasia wiggles, her hands fall to my belt, and I snarl.

"No!" It comes out as a bark.

Anastasia jolts, glaring up at me with a vicious frown.

"I hate being barked at," she snaps.

I grimace. Wrapping my hand in her hair, I pull her face close to mine and nuzzle my cheek to hers.

"Sorry, dollface. Let me make it up to you."

My hand on her lower back guides her tit up to my mouth. I swirl my tongue around it as she groans. She yanks hard on my hair and I can't help myself, I grin around her tit. I've got a real obsession with Ana when she's feisty.

My hands fall to her ass, and I tease her cunt with my pinkies. I make sure her dress is up enough that Vik gets a nice view of her round ass. Hell, if he stares any harder at the rear-view mirror he might be able to see the wet spot she's leaving all over my jeans.

"Damn," I murmur, still flicking my tongue over her nipple. "You're dripping on my jeans. Do you know how bad I wish I was sucking on your cunt right now?" I groan. "Fucking hell, sweetness. You're killing me here."

"Jesus Christ," Vik growls.

Anastasia rips her tit away from my mouth and brings her mouth to mine. She's playful and sensual. My cock is rock-hard and leaking.

I'm so enthralled with the feeling of her slick coating my fingers and her tongue in my mouth that I missed her handling my belt and the button on my jeans. Her warm hand slides down the front of my jeans, cupping my cock as her other hand teases the zipper down. Her soft fingers caress my shaft in a way that speaks of experience. It makes me want to tease and torment her body until she's screaming for me.

I'll make her forget anyone else ever touched her. I mean, I guess she can remember Vik, but only if he stops being such a dick.

Anastasia runs the pad of her thumb over the weeping slit of my cock. It makes me thrust up into her grip. My palm brushes her clit as she rides my hand, it's incredibly fucking hot.

"You are going to fuck me, right, Wolfe?" she asks, licking her way down my neck.

My dick pulses in her hand. The little vixen smiles against my throat. My chest heaves as I try to hold myself back. I don't think she's got a clue how close I am to snapping.

"Guess what, Vik," she calls out as she jerks me with just the right amount of pressure. "You get to watch me fuck your packmate. Too bad it'll be the closest you'll get to my pussy again. Enjoy the show."

A sick thrill runs through me seeing the look on his face. He looks like he wants to rip my beating heart out of my chest and simultaneously spank Ana's ass red with the other hand. I'm pretty sure he's daydreaming about fucking her in a puddle of my blood, and it only makes me harder because his envy is plain to see.

She's taunting the beast.

I can't decide if I'm impressed or concerned that she can't see how dangerous it is to taunt an alpha who thinks of her as his omega.

I have no doubts they'll eventually figure their shit out, but in the meantime I'll soak up the perks of Ana trying to piss him off.

Wait, is she just trying to make him jealous? Is this a product of her heat and nothing else? Ohmigod, does she even like me?

My abs flex as I bump her back on my thighs. She's staring at my cock like Christmas came early. At least she wants my dick.

I'm actually not sure that's a win. Holy shit, why am I still questioning myself?

Ana throws me off kilter. I know I'm a motherfucking boss.

Vik curses under his breath and the truck finally moves. I failed to realize we never started moving.

Ana maneuvers her hands down my jeans. I push up enough that she can give my shaft some breathing room from the zipper. Her legs are spread wide over mine. The way her dress slides around her hips as she grinds over my hand makes my cock pulse. The look of desire on her face makes my heart beat like a drum. She's so fucking pretty it takes my breath away sometimes.

It takes me entirely too long to realize this little omega is completely running the show. I pull my fingers out of her soaked cunt.

"Lean back," I bark.

Ana jolts. Her back falls to the seat in front of her. I yank her thighs apart further, pulling her ass to me. I kinda want to punch myself in the face, but I still remove her hand from my cock.

"Spread those thighs wider," I growl. "Keep your hands right here." I lay her hands on her thighs.

Anastasia's chest heaves. Her hooded eyes are glued to my cock. My knot is fully swollen and throbs like a bitch.

Wrapping my hand around my shaft, I give it a playful jerk. Ana whines. My free hand lands on her hip. She's so wriggly that I have to pin her in place or she's about to set off my impulses. It's illogical as fuck, but my system is convinced she might try to escape. That absolutely cannot be allowed to happen.

My fingers dig into her soft flesh as my other forearm flexes. I really start to jerk myself off. Anastasia watches with a look of hunger and desperation that makes my tip leak pre-cum.

"Wolfe?" The question is clear in her voice.

I smirk. I really like knowing she's aching and desperate for me, because I sure as fuck am for her, too.

"You get to watch me jerk off," I say, running my thumb over the fluid dribbling out of my tip. "If you're a good girl, I'll come all over your pretty pussy."

"I want you inside me," she hisses. Her hands leave her thighs. She teases her own nipple as the other drops to her clit.

"I'm not fucking you for the first time in a moving vehicle. If you'd behaved I would've let you come when I did. But now…" I shrug. My cock bounces against my stomach as I fist that hand in her hair. My other hand rips her fingers out of her pussy. "Such a naughty little thing."

I bite her nipple, making her whine. My cock jumps in response.

"You just couldn't behave, could you, Ana?" I ask, licking her sternum and moving to the other tit.

"I'm sorry," she whispers. "Please, Wolfe. I ache for you."

"Fucking hell," I groan as she tilts back even further, showing me her very wet pink pussy.

My eyes fly up to meet hers, and there are tears in her eyes.

Jesus Christ.

I'm treating her like a play partner, not an omega having a wave of heat.

"Sorry, dollface," I say, shame lining my tone.

I'm a shitty alpha. This is why I've never been with an omega. They need care and comfort and coddling. The three C's. That's what my alpha and omega dynamics teacher called it. I should probably add cock to that list to make it the four C's in this case.

Shit. I'm screwing this all up.

"Fuck her," Vik growls from the front seat. "I swear to Christ, Wolfe. Leave her suffering for another second and I'm telling you, you'll need a damn good surgeon to rearrange your face if you ever want to recognize yourself in the mirror again."

I let go of Ana's hair, running my palm over the back of her head. "Let's try this again, sweetness. Climb on my cock."

Anastasia slides forward, leaning up on her knees.

I aim my cock towards her dripping core as I help her maneuver her hips down and then I'm impaling her perfect incredibly tight cunt.

She's so hot it takes my breath away, and not in the good way. It's painful. I hiss out a breath as my stomach drops.

I'm an asshole.

Shame fills every inch of me.

Ana might be on top of me, but my torso is longer. She stares up at me from under her lashes and she looks so unsure that I hate myself a little more for it.

Get yourself together, dickhead. I tilt my head, nuzzling my cheek against hers.

"Look at you. You're such a good girl," I growl, nipping at her lips. "Fucking hell, Anastasia. Your sweet little pussy is strangling my cock."

"I need," she sobs, "something."

"I've got you," I assure her. I pull her up enough I can latch on to her heavy tit. I lavish attention, licking and sucking the nipple as my thumb falls to her swollen clit. She buries her face in my neck, sucking in deep pulls of my scent.

I'm going to figure out how to be less of a dick so I can be a good alpha for Ana, I tell myself as she wiggles and begs.

She goes from bouncing on my cock to deep grinding movements that send my pleasure coiling tight.

The lips of her sex dance over my knot, and it takes every ounce of self-control in me not to buck it up into her tight little hole. All I want is to lock us together so I can fuck her full of my seed over and over again. I'll make her scream and beg until her voice is hoarse. Then do it all over again.

My chest heaves as I hold myself back. My impulses demand I claim her. I need to sink my teeth deep into her flesh and fuck her full of my baby.

Jesus Christ, what the hell is going on in my head? I've never had a breeding kink. At the moment it's all I can think about. My desire for her might be reaching unhealthy levels. I realize it as my brain files through ways to make sure she never gets away. It's a little concerning how deranged some of my thoughts are.

"Sir Wolfe," Ana whimpers, shoving her mouth to mine. It's a frantic kiss as she works over my cock.

Her pussy is so slick she makes a wet slap as she moves. She's dripping slick all over my balls and it's about to send me over the edge into full-blown rabid. Forget feral, I passed that ages ago.

My eyes meet Vik's in the mirror. Do not fuck this up, I remind myself.

Ana's hands clutch at my shoulders as she rises and falls.

"Goddamn," I groan, my head falling back against the seat. "You keep clenching around me like that and you're going to embarrass me real fucking quick."

Small hands slide up under my t-shirt and she hugs me. Shit, she's not in her nest and we're in a moving vehicle. I'm sure her impulses are screaming that she's not safe. It takes considerable maneuvering but I manage to slide one arm under hers and around her back, giving her as much of the confined feeling as I can considering the circumstances.

"You're dripping for me, doll," I growl, still playing with her clit. "I need to feel you milk my cock. I'm so fucking close to spilling every drop of my cum inside you."

"Please?" she begs.

"You want my cum, beautiful?" I growl. "Keep grinding like that and you're going to get it."

She buries her face in my chest and sobs.

"Fuck, Ana. I'm about to bust," I growl. "Pump every drop of my cum into the bottom of your tight little hole."

Her pussy tightens around me. It starts as soft fluttering and morphs into powerful waves that have me swelling as I prepare to spill inside her.

"Wolfe," she whines.

"I'm gonna jerk off all over your tits next time. Cover your tight little body in my cum. I'm gonna make a mess of you, Ana. Mark you permanently as mine."

I stretch the hand on her back up, gripping the hair at the base of her skull and forcing her to look at me. Her eyes are hooded and glassy and half-closed.

I tap her clit in slow, teasing circles. "That's it, dollface. Scream for me."

The warm rush of slick that coats my cock sends me over the edge. I hate not being in control, but the confined space makes it impossible.

Fucking hell.

I wish I could toss her down and rut into her like my impulses are demanding.

Since I can't, I thrust up into her as much as the position allows.

I have to bite my lip as my cock kicks. My impulses demand I breed the fertile omega. Fill her so full of my scent that no other alpha would dare touch her. My chest heaves as I tilt her face to mine. We both have to stretch to reach the other. She's still gyrating her hips, milking my cock for every goddamn drop.

"You're trying to ruin me, aren't you, Ana?" I whisper against her cheek. "Christ. I've dreamed of this. It never went quite like this, though."

Anastasia nods. "Me too."

I hold her tight to me as the truck finally stops.

"I've got you, sweetheart," I assure her. And for the first time in my life I ache at the thought of having to let someone go. Which is a very good reason not to let her get away.


Chapter Nine


Anastasia


"Holy fucking shit," Wolfe groans as I climb off his cock. He's still staring at my pussy with a look of pure hunger on his face. "Okay, so I've never fucked without a condom before, and that's way hotter than I ever imagined."

I pull up the straps of my dress and Wolfe shoves his middle finger inside me.

"It never even crossed my mind. Which is another first," he says, biting his lip.

The truck cuts off, and Vik climbs out.

"Are we going to have a little bundle of joy coming our way in nine months?"

The fucker has the audacity to smile like he's actually excited by that idea.

"No," I scoff.

Wolfe shrugs. "I never much cared for the thought of kids, but I don't hate the thought of you carrying my baby." He adds another thick finger to my pussy. "Quite the opposite. The idea of breeding your tight little cunt full of my baby turns me the fuck on. Look at my cock. It makes me harder than I've ever been."

His thumb brushes over my clit.

I shiver and a horrifying little moan escapes my lips. The door next to Wolfe opens a few inches. Vik blocks anyone outside from being able to see in.

"There are security cameras all over this parking lot," Vik says. "We need to get you into the nest."

"Sorry, dollface," Wolfe says, pulling his fingers free of my pussy. "He's right."

My jaw falls as he pulls his fingers to his mouth, licking off our combined cum. He never put his cock away and it jumps as he flicks his tongue over his fingers.

"That's the hottest thing I've ever seen," I say, blushing like crazy. My brain to mouth filter is obviously broken.

"Come on, princess," Vik says, stretching an arm out for me. "I'll carry you in."

My eyes fly to Wolfe's. I have no idea why I think he'll help me. He shoves his cock away and pulls me into him, giving me a tender but quick kiss before…

Passing me right over into Viktor's arms.

"Traitor," I grumble. Vik wraps me around his front, and I grin in some imagined victory. "You're going to have Wolfe's cum all over your shirt."

Vik snorts. "I'll live with it. I really did miss you, princess." He aims for the door into the lodge as Wolfe jogs to catch up. His hands grip my ass, and I fight the safe feeling that floods my system just from breathing in his leathery scent.

Don't fall for it. It's a fallacy. One that can be ripped away at any moment, I remind myself.

"You know what would have been nice?" I snap. "If you never made me love you, only to disappear when I needed you most."

Wolfe misses a step, cursing under his breath as he stumbles forward.

My face instantly goes red. No, hell no.

Please tell me I did not just say those words out loud.

Despite the fact Vik is still very much carrying me, I cross my arms in front of my chest. I know from experience I can't melt into an actual puddle of embarrassment, so I bury my face in the asshole's shoulder and wish for death.

"This is an exercise in trust," Vik murmurs, licking the column of my neck. "Do you trust me to keep you safe, Anastasia?"

Wolfe quirks an eyebrow. I highly doubt I need to be protected from him, but I am starting to trust Viktor.

Holy shit.

My chest heaves as I nod my agreement.

"Words please," Vik says, sliding his hand down the front of my dress. He pops my right tit out and Wolfe groans obscenely.

"Yes, Daddy," I agree.

"Oh, fuck me," Wolfe says, stretching back and running his hand over his jeans. His dick jumps in response. It makes me shiver. "That's hot as fuck coming from your lips, dollface."

Vik pulls down the other side of my dress and pinches my nipples one by one.

I try to clench my knees, but Vik's thighs are in my way. My head falls back against his shoulder as I tremble. My eyes squeeze shut as Vik cups my tits and flicks my nipples with his fingers.

"Holy shit," Wolfe hisses. "You're dripping slick, dirty girl. Fucking hell, what I wouldn't give to be able to bury my face in your pussy right now. My mouth is literally watering."

"Too bad," Vik snaps, wrapping his hand over my hip and teasing my clit. "You've been slippery since your spanking. Did your cunt throb while I slapped your ass red?"

"Yes," I whine as Vik shoves two thick fingers deep inside me.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Daddy," I sob. My face burns with embarrassment.

"Goddamn," Wolfe groans, eyeing me like he's desperate to pounce.

"Do you know how hard it makes me every time you call me that, princess?" Vik muses, licking my throat.

I preen in response. Something inside me lights up at his praise. I'm slightly embarrassed by it, but it doesn't bother me enough that I'd stop. I need his tender words and soft encouragement.

Vik continues working his fingers in and out of my tightening core. It takes hardly any time for him to send me over the edge. Electric shocks zip through my entire body as I shake against his strong hold.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen," Wolfe growls.

"My good girl," Vik murmurs soothingly. "Such a sweet little omega."

I'm mildly self-conscious, but too exhausted to care as I snuggle into Vik.

"I've got to run out and talk to Murphy," Vik says to Wolfe.

"Yes, I'll watch her," Wolfe says, nodding his head and tossing his thumb toward the hallway. "But uh, I'm absolutely going to need five minutes to jerk off first."

Wolfe pops up, heading out, and Vik cuddles the fuck out of me. It's the safest I've felt in a long damn time.

"Did you hear me?" Vik asks, setting me on my feet in their suite.

"What?" I ask. "This isn't my suite."

"Very observant of you, doll," Wolfe says, following us in. "I was surprised when you didn't pitch a fit on the stairs. By the way, how were you intending to get back into your room?"

"I leave my extra keycard under the pot on the table next to my door," I say mindlessly.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Wolfe says, shaking his head. He looks at Vik and says, "I know. You don't even need to say it."

"Give us a minute," Vik growls, prowling toward me.

My eyes fly to Wolfe, who sighs. "I'll be in my room. Scream if you need me." He doesn't head off, though. No, he shoulders Vik out of the way and pulls my mouth to his. The kiss is quick but intimate. My heart races. "Don't try to slip out. You're sleeping in my bed tonight or in the nest with me."

"Okay," I agree.

Wolfe saunters off. My eyes automatically follow his broad frame. My stomach flip-flops wildly as I realize I'm once again alone with Vik, who prowls closer.

I feel very stalked at the moment, but I know running would be futile. He's bigger and stronger than I am.

"What I said earlier, did you hear any of it?" he asks, brushing his finger over my cheek.

I shake my head. "I don't think so."

"Give me the chance to give you my courting gifts," Vik pleads. "If you're still upset with me after that then I'll back off."

Everything in me wants to jump up and down and squeal. He just said he wants to court me, but I thought we were headed that way before and…

I really don't know how I feel about any of this. I'm very overwhelmed. I have the almost uncontrollable urge to hide or nest. Or hide in the nest.

"Can I think about it?" I ask, rolling my jaw from side to side. My eyes ache like I'm about to burst into tears.

"Don't think too long," Vik says, rubbing his beard over my cheek. "I missed you so goddamn much."

Rafe walks into the apartment. Shit, I totally forgot he brought me to the bar earlier tonight. He drops his keys in the bowl by the door and comes in.

"Is everything okay?" he asks, eyeing the two of us.

"All good," I assure him, sliding by Vik. I wanted him to come back so badly, and a huge part of me is relieved he's here. But another part is worried his excuse will be shitty and I'll be even more crushed.

What if he had a good reason? a tiny part of my brain pipes in.

What if he didn't? an even bigger part replies.

I push those thoughts away and aim for Wolfe.
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Wolfe carefully helps me into the tub. Unlike with Vik, Wolfe was kind enough to leave the bathroom when I asked for a minute to clean up.

Wolfe's huge frame slides into the tub at my side. He's incredibly well-built. My pussy aches as I remember how full I felt when he was inside me. His abs and obliques move as he gets comfortable. He's covered in black and gray tattoos that only ratchet up his hotness factor.

I glance away to settle my raging system. Wolfe's tub isn't massive like the ones in the guest suites, but it's plenty of room for the two of us.

"Are you only here with me because you're angry at Vik?" Wolfe asks, carefully studying my face.

"No," I assure him. I have no idea if the sincerity I'm feeling comes across, but I sure hope it does. I float over, climbing into his lap.

Wolfe clears his throat. "I'm sorry about earlier."

"You regret having sex with me?" I ask, trying to scramble away. I succeed in making a wave that almost spills over the edge of the tub.

"Fuck no," he growls, pulling me back into his lap. "I've had it bad for you for a while. I'm sorry I didn't…" He mumbles something I can't understand.

"You're sorry for?" I ask, frowning.

"I'm sorry I didn't get inside you right away when you needed me," Wolfe says, cupping my face in his huge hands. "I'm going to do better at taking care of you."

"Wolfe—" I start. He cuts me off pulling my mouth to his. His cock bumps my ass as he teases his tongue against mine. He's an awesome kisser. My nipples tighten as they rub over his strong chest.

"Will you give me a chance to prove to you that I can take care of you?" he murmurs against my lips. His hands run up and down my back.

"Yeah, I think I'd like that," I agree.

"Good," Wolfe growls. "I'm going to woo the fuck out of you, Anastasia Androff."
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After our bath, Wolfe wraps me in a giant fluffy towel and sets me down on the bathroom counter. He tenderly brushes my hair. It makes me feel melty inside.

After that he carries me to his bed and tosses me down. He gently pulls my towel off, looking every bit the alpha predator. The room isn't cold but the cool air hits my skin, giving me goosebumps all over.

Wolfe stands at the edge of the bed and lets his towel fall. His lean hips have that sexy V that makes my brain turn to mush. Every muscle on his chest flexes as he climbs over me. He pins my legs between his as my hands dance over his abs and down toward his pelvis. His tattoos dip down right to the edge of his groin.

His cock is heavy as it bumps my lower stomach. Damn height difference. This would be so much better if…

His fingers brush my clit and my brain stops functioning.

"Hey, Ana," Wolfe says in a mirth-filled tone. "Can I lick your pussy?"

He smiles a wide smile that I can feel against my cheek as I shove at his shoulder.

"Yes." I nod wildly.

Wolfe licks his way down my neck and I wriggle. His beard isn't as long as Vik's, but it still tickles like crazy. The combination of his teeth scraping over my skin as his tongue flicks in teasing licks is intense.

My hands fist in his hair as his hands engulf my hips. He nips my pelvis and it makes me arch up into him.

"Do you like a little pain with your pleasure, dollface?"

"I think I do," I moan.

Wolfe grips my hips even tighter. It makes every impulse in my system do a happy dance.

Wolfe's stubble scratches across my lower stomach and then he's staring at my cunt. His nostrils flare as he breathes me in.

"Fucking hell, Ana. I swear to fuck just your scent makes me rabid. My cock is leaking."

"Fuck me," I beg. I'm definitely aroused enough it won't be a problem even from the little he's done.

"Nah," Wolfe says, bumping my clit with his nose. "That doesn't work for me. I've had too many fantasies about sucking this sweet cunt to miss my chance."

His teeth gently rake over my clit as he… I don't know what the hell he's doing. Is he kissing my pussy? He pulls each of my lower lips into his mouth with a suck and flick of his tongue. My eyes squeeze shut as I focus on the feeling. It's incredible. He's a damn pussy-pleasing magician.

I arch off the bed and into his mouth. Wolfe chuckles darkly as his hands hold my hips in place. His tongue fucks into my hole as his nose bumps my clit. He stretches a hand down, holding the lips of my sex open as he utterly fucking devours me.

My eyes feel heavy as my nipples tighten painfully. Wolfe's forearms are still wrapped under my thighs, but his arms are long enough he can strum my clit with one hand while teasing my nipple with the other. My breathing quickens as Wolfe's tongue drives me literally freaking insane. He's managing some unbelievably amazing things. His tongue slides down and he dips it inside me before swirling it around my clit and starting the whole process over again.

"Wolfe," I moan, thrashing around. It's all I can get out before my orgasm hits. I arch off the bed, but his strong arms anchor me in place. I squirm, screaming out my release. The hot rush of slick isn't unexpected, but it is kind of embarrassing as I start to come down.

Wolfe's face glistens as he smirks. My face heats. I try to pull my hands up to hide behind them but Wolfe pounces, knocking them back and pinning them to the mattress. His knees land outside of mine as his chest bounces against my tits.

His eyes sparkle as he grins.

"Wanna see what you taste like?" he asks. He doesn't wait for my reply. Instead he shoves his tongue into my mouth. He tastes exactly like me. His cock is heavy as it bounces around my stomach. My teeth rake over his lower lip. He lets out a snarl that makes my nipples tighten as my core contracts.

Alpha and omega biology is so bizarre.

Wolfe pulls my legs apart and kneels between my spread thighs. His cock is thick and long as it points toward my center. I'm not sure I've ever felt more omega than I do at this moment. There's pre-cum dripping from the head, and my mouth literally waters.

"Could I maybe blow you?" I ask, staring at his cock. "Cause I'm pretty much dying to know what you taste like."

Wolfe shoots me a sly smile.

"You want to taste me?" His voice is low and guttural.

"So much yes," I say, frowning because that didn't make a lick of sense. "I need to taste you."

"How adventurous are you, Ana?" Wolfe asks.

I shrug. "I'll try anything once."

"Remember you said that," Wolfe says, chuckling darkly. He slides his cock through my wetness until he's fully coated. He even scoops two fingers inside me and jerks himself playfully with that hand.

Then he legitimately crawls up my body and kneels over my stomach. He cups my tits, squishing them together, and lines his cock between them.

"Gonna fuck your tits now. If you really work for it, you might be able to lick the tip as I thrust."

"What?" I hiss.

"Don't worry, doll. I'll help ensure you succeed." He fists my hair in one hand and tilts my head toward my stomach. "No teeth or I'll spank your pussy, and it won't be a pleasurable experience."

I don't know why that makes my inner muscles clench, but it sure does. I'm not judging myself too harshly…

Wolfe is one of the hottest guys I've ever seen. He's perched over me, sliding his cock between my tits, and his body is unreal. The muscles of his stomach and chest flex with each stroke. My tongue flicks out, barely hitting the crown of his cock before he's gone again.

A huff escapes my lips. It makes Wolfe laugh.

"Try harder, dollface. We both know you can do it."

"Maybe if your dick was longer it would be easier?" The snarky barb is out before I can hold it back.

"Not long enough for you?" Wolfe muses. The hand that's been keeping his dick between my tits squeezes hard on my left breast.

I whimper as my pussy spasms around nothing.

"Just let me suck your cock so you can fuck me."

"Is that what this is, Ana?" Wolfe snaps. He rolls to the side and stretches out languidly. "Go on then. Mark your boxes off."

I grimace.

I think I'm just a horrible person. For most of the night I've been preoccupied with Vik. Now I'm treating Wolfe like he's my human sex toy?

Crap.

"I'm sorry," I whisper, my eyes squeezing shut.

"Shh, it's okay," Wolfe says, running a finger over my cheek. "Apologize to my cock. Not long enough." He scoffs. "You hurt his feelings."

I roll onto Wolfe's muscular frame. He's so big the ends of my feet barely touch halfway down his knees.

"I think I can do that," I murmur, dragging my nails over his strong chest. My tongue flicks out, teasing over his nipple.

Wolfe's cock jumps against my core. I let him feel how slick I am as I work my way lower. I'm a little obsessed with how deep the indents of his abs and obliques are as I caress my way down.

Wolfe barks a laugh when I lick a circle around his belly button and over the line from his hip bone down to his cock. His hand fists in my hair as I flick the tip of my tongue over the mushroom head. My hand wraps around his knot and it swells in response to the pressure.

"Goddamn, seeing you on your knees with my cock in your mouth is the hottest thing I've ever seen," Wolfe growls. "Suck me real good, baby. Show me exactly how sorry you are."

I grin around him. He's ridiculous, and yet the urge to please him is undeniable.

My cheeks hollow out as I roll my tongue around the crown. He's got an unbelievably fat cock. The fact I can feel the veins and ridges of his shaft on the inside of my cheeks is intense. My pussy tingles, aching to be filled with his thick length.

The nails of my left hand rake over his lower stomach as the salty taste of his pre-cum hits my lips. My tongue flicks over the slit, and Wolfe uses the hand in my hair to pull me off him completely.

"I need to be inside you," Wolfe says.

His chest is heaving and he looks a little too on edge to argue. He pulls me to the side of the bed and does a sit-up that makes my mouth water. His gym time has paid off in a big way.

"Ass up!" he barks.

I scramble to comply.

"Present for me," Wolfe says, framing my body with his. He doesn't wait for me to listen. Instead he yanks my arms out from under me until my entire top half is lying on the bed, with only my ass up. His cock grinds against my core, making me leak slick.

"Please, alpha," I beg as the fog creeps in. "Hurt me."

Wolfe snarls. He kneels behind me, gripping my hair in one fist. He yanks my head back as the other palm lands on my ass in vicious strikes. Each one sends my arousal higher.

My thighs clench. I wiggle, desperately trying to find friction on my clit. My nipples brush the bed as I catch the scent of Wolfe's pheromones. He peppers his palm over my backside as I wiggle and it sends me over the edge. Each ounce of pain instantly transforms into blissful pleasure. My pussy tightens around nothing as I shatter.

"No motherfucking way," Wolfe groans. The sound sends a shiver through my system as he yanks my head back even harder. "Nope. You'll never get away from me after that. I don't think I could let you go if I tried."

"Please," I beg, burying my face in the mattress to hide my embarrassment. "I need you. Fill me up, please?"

Wolfe uses his hand in my hair to pull me up. We share a frantic kiss that has me wiggling back. I'm trying to maneuver myself down his leaking cock.

"Remember you asked for this," Wolfe snarls. He releases me, and I fall to the mattress. He doesn't slam inside me. No, he frames my hips with his hands, pulling me apart, and teases that mushroom head against my opening.

I beg and plead mindlessly as he dips inside and pulls out. Over and over again until I'm on the verge of freaking out. My system doesn't know what the hell is going on. If I was more coherent I'd definitely be embarrassed by the things that come out of my mouth while I'm begging.

My hands fist in the comforter as I beg like an omega lost to the fog because that's what I am. Everything is hazy and intense.

"Your pussy is motherfucking heaven," Wolfe moans. The sound does indescribable things to my system. "That's what you feel like, Ana. Goddamn, I don't know what to do with myself. I want to pound in balls-deep and paint the bottom of your tight little hole with my cum, but an equal part of me wants to tease us both until I'm so jacked up I come from barely dipping inside you."

I grunt, trying to impale myself on his thick cock. He's right, the stretch is unreal and he's only putting the head inside me.

"Let's make a deal," Wolfe growls, holding me in place. He's torturing me and he knows it. "I'll slam all the way into you and let you come a few times if you give me permission to come on your pussy."

"What?" I ask, tilting my head to look at him over my shoulder. "I guess as long as I come first."

"Not now. I'll come deep inside you this time because I really wanna feel you milk me off again while we come at the same time." He grins, biting his lip. "I want permission to do whatever I want to you. Even if you're not awake. If I wake up hard in the middle of the night and want to jerk off all over your pretty tits or paint that delicious little cunt in my cum then I will."

My eyes widen. "Would you fuck me while I was asleep?"

He shrugs. "If I want to. I'll use you how I want. I might jerk off, and when I'm about to come I'll put just the tip inside you. Yeah, sweetheart, just like this. I'll make you take my load. Use you how I see fit."

I have no idea why his words send a thrill through me, but God they really do it for me. I slide my hand under my stomach and tease my own clit. Wolfe doesn't stop me, and within seconds I'm tightening around the head of his cock.

"Oh, fuck," he growls. "Come on, Ana. I'm waiting. Do I get to make you my dirty little fuck doll? Use your cunt for my pleasure? I'll take what's mine whenever I want."

"Yes, please," I sob, rubbing harder. It makes my pussy spasm.

I know I'm about to come hard.

"Fuck, you're gushing all over me. I'm gonna pound deep now, baby." Wolfe slams into me, and I fucking fly.

My clit pulses painfully. I'm too sensitive to touch it. I stretch out, gripping the comforter and holding on for dear life.

"Goddamn," Wolfe growls. "Holy fucking shit. I've never felt anything like this before. The way you ripple around me, you must want to be bitten. Do you want my bite, Ana?"

I sob into the mattress as my system overloads with pleasure. The fog has me fully in its clutches, and I beg for him to bite me.

"You want me to sink my teeth in while I breed you full of my baby?"

"God, yes!"

"Mmm, I like the thought of that, too," Wolfe growls, pulling me up into his chest. He scrapes his teeth over my neck, but doesn't break the skin. "Of trapping you so you can't get away. Breeding you so everyone knows you're mine. Don't worry, I'll keep you so happy you never try to escape." He chuckles darkly. He's rambling insanity, but I must be crazy, too, because I'm totally here for it. "Not that I'd let you get away. I'd slaughter anyone who tried to keep you from me."

He slams his knot inside me, and I freeze. My body locks down, sending me into an unexpected orgasm.

"In fact, I'd go so far as to warn you never to let another man touch you again." Wolfe laughs dangerously. "I mean, unless you want me to kill them with my bare hands."

My head is foggy. If Wolfe wasn't holding me to his chest with an arm banded around my middle then I'd be a sobbing lump on the mattress.

"I'll make an exception for Vik, because he's grandfathered into your pussy." Wolfe snorts. "That's not a dad joke. And Castro because he's just a really stand-up guy. But anyone else?"

"Yeah," I ask, tilting my head to study his face.

"If you let anyone else touch you, I'll fuck you next to a puddle of their blood after I kill them," he murmurs against my lips as his huge hand caresses my cheek. "They will die. It will be ugly. You'll probably have trauma from being fucked next to a corpse. Let's just avoid it."

He shoves his tongue into my mouth as I grind my hips over his.

I'm not sure why Wolfe can say crazy things and it doesn't scare me, but it doesn't. Not at all. If anything, it makes me feel safe while driving me insane with need.

Being an omega is complicated.

As Wolfe's knot swells, getting even larger, I'm really grateful for my biology.

"I've never knotted anyone," Wolfe whispers against my lips. "Is it always like this?"

He sounds so raw and vulnerable that my head shakes automatically.

"No," I assure him.

"I've got this warm, fuzzy feeling in my chest. Jesus Christ. Fucking you is like a drug," he growls.

The next thing I know, I'm plastered to the bed with Wolfe's huge frame pinning me to the mattress.

"Scream if you need to," he says, pulling my hips up a few inches. "I'm about to give your birth control a run for its money."

He pounds into me in deep, rutting strokes as much as he can when we're literally locked together. The drag of his knot right inside my opening forces the fog in at full force. I don't know how long he teases and tortures my body in the best way possible. I lose track of the times he comes inside me, but I beg through each and every one of them.


Chapter Ten


Rafe


"Nice to see you're alive," I say to Wolfe early the next morning. "I was a little afraid Vik finally snapped and murdered you to silence all the fucking."

"Nope," Wolfe says, grabbing a cup and filling it to the brim with coffee. "I'm still kicking."

"I had my fair share of murderous thoughts," I grumble, swiping a hand over my face. "Maybe I poisoned the coffee to get back at you for fucking Anastasia until four in the goddamn morning."

Wolfe frowns at his cup. "Did you?"

"I guess we'll see," I snap. "How are you even awake right now?"

"I've got a tour I can't get out of at eight. I need you to stick around the suite today and buffer Ana and Vik," Wolfe says, shoving long hair back from his forehead.

"I already called out for her for the next bit," I tell him, taking a bite of my cereal.

"Yeah, I know. I tried to call out. Connor wasn't happy. He told me I had to take the group this morning because it's such short notice, but then I'm off for the next ten days." Wolfe sighs. "I almost quit. It's un-fucking real how hard it was to pry myself out of bed with her."

"I'll keep an eye on her and Viktor," I assure him.

"Where is he?"

"Fuck if I know," I say, shrugging. "I'm pretty sure he spent the night at the gym, or he left early this morning before I got up."

"Gotcha," Wolfe says, shaking his head. "I'm shocked he managed to keep from biting her. She's not even in full-blown heat. I can't count the times I almost sank my teeth into her last night and this morning."

"Shit," I whisper. "Yeah, I think he might really kill you if you bond her before he does. Is she still asleep?"

Wolfe shakes his head. "She's restless. Her heat is coming on quick as fuck. We showered, and I tucked her back into bed. But just so you know, she didn't make it more than an hour last night without perfuming."

"It's a consequence of the suppressants," I remind him. My mind flies back to last month. She really shouldn't be having a heat so soon, but with how she cut them out so abruptly?

I'm not shocked.

Wolfe and I watch Anastasia intently. She fell asleep on the couch a while ago. Vik needed to talk to our boss. When he found out she was still asleep he decided to buy her courting gifts.

He asked us to keep an eye on her, but she's been restless for the last half-hour. She's no longer sleeping deeply, it's more of a fitful sleep.

"You're okay," Wolfe says, running a hand over Ana's hair. His voice is low and soothing, but Anastasia is completely panicking when she blinks awake.

"I think I'm going to vomit," she groans. Her head lolls to the side as she tries to sit up.

"Okay, I'm picking you up," Wolfe says. He looks at me and says, "Maybe grab a mixing bowl?"

"Got it," I agree.

Wolfe picks her up and carries her down the hallway. They pass the nest and continue to Vik's room.

"Where's Vik?" Ana whimpers. "Ohmigod, I sound like a total loser."

She slurs her words, sounding completely out of it.

"He had to talk to the boss about getting time off. He checked in but you were asleep, so he headed out to buy courting gifts for you," I say, following them into the attached bathroom.

It's clean like always. Vik is a bit of a neat freak.

I head over, starting the water in the massive tub. Fuck, I was really hoping this wouldn't happen.

Wolfe sets Ana down on the toilet and hands her the bowl I brought in.

"Just leave me here to die," she groans. Her head falls to the side, resting against the bathroom cabinet. She buries her face in the bowl and gags.

I look at Wolfe, nodding to the door. I know he's got a particularly weak stomach when it comes to the sound of people getting sick.

He frowns, shaking his head.

I guess I'll have two people to clean up after.

I get it, though.

I don't want to leave her either.

"Is this a side effect of the wave of heat?" Wolfe asks, still frowning down at Ana.

"You stopped the suppressants mid-cycle, right?" I ask, like I don't already know the answer.

Ana nods.

I shove my glasses up and move to her side. I rub my hand over her back, trying to comfort her.

"What are you doing?" she groans, slapping my hand away. "I'm gross right now. Don't be nice to me."

That makes my heart throb. Life isn't perfect. It's messy and ugly sometimes, other times it's disgusting, but I'd like to see someone try to keep my dad away from my mom if she's sick and needs him.

It literally wouldn't fucking happen.

I hate that Anastasia doesn't realize she has value all the time. Beautifully done up or falling apart at the seams, I want to be there to take care of her through all of it.

I glance away, swallowing thickly. I know I get attached to people quickly. I'm probably crossing a line with my feelings for her, but I can't help myself. She desperately needs people to love and care for her.

I know I could do an excellent job of looking after her, if she'd let me.

"I texted Vik again," Wolfe says, tossing his phone down on the counter. "We should take her to the clinic."

I shake my head, continuing to rub Ana's back.

"No. It's a side effect of ending the suppressants so abruptly. The end of a packet has less medication in each dose. She stopped in the middle. It took her system a few days to catch up to the fact it's no longer getting the medication, but now it's compensating," I say as calmly as possible.

Anastasia looks like she feels awful, and Wolfe's anxiety isn't going to help her system calm down. I want to snap at him to get out, but that wouldn't help anything.

"Vik mentioned it earlier. He asked me to touch base with Lydia on exactly what to expect," I say, then wince.

Oh, shit.

"You knew this was coming?" Wolfe growls, advancing on me.

"I knew it was a possibility," I reply, shooting him a look that says chill the fuck out. "There was a fifty-fifty chance. Lydia, that's our nurse practitioner," I tell Anastasia. "She said to wait and see what happens. I know what to look out for. If we need her, she's only ten minutes away."

"How do we help?" Wolfe asks. "She looks like she's detoxing."

"Her system is detoxing, in a way," I reluctantly agree, still rubbing Ana's shoulder. "Suppressants are awful on an omega's health. They have a place in certain situations, but for most… I'm sorry. It's not actually my place to have an opinion."

"Fuck that," Wolfe growls. "She's shaking and burning up at the same time. If this is what they cause—"

With that Ana hisses, "Oh God, get out."

She barely manages to stand and turn around, lifting the toilet seat before she gets violently ill.

"You're okay," I murmur, rubbing her back and trying to keep her hair from falling in the way. "I've got you. Being sick is a part of life."

"Please leave," she begs.

"I'll get her a bottle of water," Wolfe says, heading for the door.

I knew it was coming. He's never been able to be around someone getting sick.

"I just bought a new toothbrush. Grab it. It's on my bathroom counter," I call after him.

Ana flushes the toilet and staggers over to the sink. She rinses her mouth and tries to hold on to the counter, but she's shaking so hard she can barely stay upright.

"It's okay," I murmur. Sliding up behind her, I help hold her up. "I'm right here. You're going to feel better soon."

I pray my words are true. Lydia said it could last anywhere from a few hours to a few days. The heat might start and she might still be sick.

Someone needs to pay for this. I don't know all the particulars, but I'm going to find out and I'm going to… I don't even know.

I want to destroy her father.

"It's not great to brush your teeth after vomiting," Wolfe says, coming back into the room. Despite his words, he still unpackages the toothbrush.

Ana wobbles. I do my best to help support her weight. She's literally burning my hands where our skin touches.

"It's already got toothpaste on it," Wolfe says.

She opens her mouth and he shoves the toothbrush in. She quickly brushes and rinses.

"We need to get you into the tub," I say. "Lydia said it would help with the body aches."

"Okay," Wolfe says, like he's pumping himself up for something. "So I'll strip down and climb in and you hand her to me?"

"Okay," I agree, but then I realize it's not my place to consent for her. "Is that okay with you?"

"I need to lie down, not take a bath," she grumbles, swatting my hand away.

"Please?" I beg. "I wouldn't push, but Lydia said it's the first thing to try. That's why I started the water when we came in."

"Fine," she groans.

I help her out of her dress.

"What happened here?" I ask, running a finger over the jagged scar on her shoulder.

"My mom and I were attacked. She didn't make it," she mumbles, reaching for her panties. She's not wearing a bra and the tiny thong doesn't hide much, but it's something. "Should I take these off? Did Viktor put these back on me when I was asleep? I'm so confused."

"Leave those on," Wolfe says, clearing his throat. "And I'm not sure, but yeah, it's likely he did."

I guide her over to the tub and cradle her in my arms. I slowly ease her legs into the water and set her between Wolfe's spread legs.

"Hey, dollface. You're going to be just fine. We're going to take good care of you." Wolfe runs his hands down her arms. He gently cups the steaming-hot water, pouring it over her shoulders and massaging his way down to her hands.

"Thank you," she whimpers. "I'm so sorry for everything. Least of all puking in front of you and most of all for coming here with ulterior motives."

Her eyes are closed as she rests back against Wolfe's chest.

"She's out," I whisper a few minutes later.

My mind races. I read the police reports about her mother's attack. Anastasia wasn't listed in any of it. No hospital reports, no victim's statement; legally speaking, she wasn't there that day.

My jaw clenches tighter than my fists. There's something very fishy going on.

It tickles the obsessive part of my brain.

I can't let it go now.

I shake my head. Wolfe's still stretched across the sofa, downing his coffee and trying to wake up. It's that fucking scar that changed everything for me. I'm really not a violent person, but Markov Androff sealed his fate when he tried to kill his daughter right alongside his wife.

My eyes fly to the hallway that leads to Anastasia. The really fucked-up part is I'm pretty sure subconsciously she knows. She might not be able to admit it to herself rationally. The mind does all sorts of things to force a person to cope with stress or trauma that's too great to face. But to continue to be around him for years?

She's tougher than we gave her credit for. I glance at Wolfe. He's still lounging with that lazy look of satisfaction on his face. There's a very good reason we didn't let him in on all the specifics.

Vik and Wolfe did contract work together after the military. It's not an unusual path for soldiers to take when trying to transition back into civilian life, but Wolfe took to it a little too well.

Anastasia pops out of Wolfe's bedroom door.

She's got a pillow and an arm full of his clothes.

She's wearing one of his undershirts and she doesn't even glance our way. Her chin is tipped high as she aims for the nest.

"Okay, that makes me feel like a goddamn king," Wolfe says, hopping up and aiming for the kitchen. He drops his coffee cup in the sink and heads to the hallway.

Anastasia comes out of the nest, giving him a grin when she sees him leaning against the far wall.

"I wish you didn't have to go," she says, then shakes her head. She covers her face, but continues right into his outstretched arms.

"Me too," he says, pulling her mouth to his. "Cas is going to take good care of you while I'm gone. It's a half-day trip, so I'll be back this afternoon."

Ana gives him a nod. They share a slow kiss full of tongue that has Anastasia whimpering.

Wolfe smacks her ass and saunters off.

"I'm serious," Wolfe says, pointing at me as he heads for the door. "Don't leave her hurting."

"I'd never," I assure them both.

"Is Vik…" Ana asks, eyeing the door to his room.

"He's out," I tell her.

"Good," she murmurs, heading back down the hallway and straight for his door.

Wolfe moves to head out, but Vik comes in at the exact same time. He's wearing sweatpants and a long-sleeve t-shirt like he went out for a jog rather than using the gym like we usually do. His t-shirt is stained in sweat.

"Don't push her," Wolfe growls at Vik. "She's in decent spirits this morning."

"Fuck off," Vik snaps, aiming for the kitchen.

Anastasia comes out of Vik's room with an armful of clothes. She has to head our way down the hallway to get to the nest. She glances up and jolts when she sees Vik.

He grins a wide smile that takes over his entire face when he spots her.

"Sorry, princess." Vik laughs. "I'm pretty sure you've got my dirty laundry. I haven't had a chance to do it since my trip."

Anastasia huffs. She raises a hand, flipping him off, and heads to the nest door.

Vik's hearty laugh fills the air.

She's obviously not pleased with him, but there's hope yet.

Otherwise, she wouldn't want his scent in her nest.

"Is Markov neutralized?" I ask once the door closes.

"He will be shortly. I didn't want to be in the state because of possible blow-back, but Soren is efficient. It should be done any day." Vik tosses himself down on the couch. "Androff is a mean son of a bitch. He was so fucking smug, I had to force myself not to snap his neck right then and there."

I nod. I get it.

There are very few times I think it's okay to take a life.

This is one situation where it's warranted.

Androff was furious with his daughter, but he's very good at skirting the line of comments that aren't outright threats. He made sure there was nothing in his text messages that could be provided to the police.

"Is Devon McKenna still alive?" I ask, referencing the omega the Frasier Pack sent to supervise Anastasia.

"He is," Vik says, stretching back.

The minute Vik found out another omega was here with nefarious intent, we checked in on him. Unfortunately, Devon fled with the female alpha he was matched to before we could speak to him directly.

"Devon is currently in Virginia with Elaine. She brought in her partner for an extra set of eyes." Vik stares at the hallway.

It takes me a second to realize he likely means Elaine's partner on the force. I'm not sure if it's lucky for Devon or not, but he was matched with a very respected officer out of Norfolk.

"He's as frightened as Anastasia. Elaine and Martin, her partner, are keeping track of the situation, but she's basically helpless since it's outside of her jurisdiction." Vik sighs. "Removing Androff won't fix the overall problem. Byron Frasier is a figurehead. A legal front for the shady shit Barrett is trying to accomplish."

"That's bigger than us," I say, hoping Vik realizes his vendetta has to stop somewhere. "Androff is one thing, but you can't do anything about Barrett."

"I fucking know that," Vik snaps, swiping a hand over his face. "Without Soren, even taking out Androff would be risky."

I know that, too. We got damn lucky considering Viktor's cousin, Soren, is an enforcer for the Ivanov Family.

Markov Androff didn't just kill his wife and set out to murder his daughter three years ago. He also fucked over the organization he'd been associated with for the last twenty years.

It wasn't a coup. It was a straight-up betrayal. Androff defected from the Ivanovs to the Barrett Family. The Barrett Family is pulling the strings with Pack Frasier. It's all very messy.

According to what I could piece together, Ivanov believes Androff defected because of his wife's murder and the family's inability to protect their own.

For being a mobster, Ivanov has a reputation for not being a monster.

Which is good, I guess, since Soren is involved in his organization.

I've always known Vik had some shady acquaintances, but I never realized how closely related he is to organized crime.

Anastasia pops out of the nest and heads straight for us. She grins when she spots me. I've never quite seen her so docile as she stands in front of me blinking. She's got on Wolfe's huge t-shirt and a pair of Vik's socks that go nearly to her knees.

I seriously hope that was a clean pair.

"Good morning," I say, since she still hasn't said anything.

Ana moves slowly, but climbs right into my lap. She nuzzles her face close to my neck. A wide, slow smile crosses my face.

"Morning," she whispers. "I was hoping you would let me snatch some goodies from your room? The nest doesn't smell right without your scent."

My heart pounds like a drum.

"Of course," I agree, holding her tightly to my chest. "Anything you need. Do you want help with it?"

She shakes her head and the wet ends of her hair fall over my forearms.

"Maybe after I set it up a bit," she whispers, blinking up at me from behind her lashes.

"Okay," I agree.

"Thanks," Anastasia says, marking my cheek. "I promise I won't go digging in your crap too much."

"I've got nothing to hide," I assure her. She brushes her lips over the edge of my mouth, making my heart race. She still smells strongly of Wolfe. It instantly tells my instincts that she's pack.

Anastasia is meant to be my omega. Her blueish-gray eyes stare into mine, and it's a battle to let her go.

"You need to eat something," Vik says, breaking the moment.

Anastasia stands and her hand twitches, but she doesn't do whatever she planned to do. Instead she gives him a nod.

"Still don't like eggs?" Vik asks, scratching at his jaw.

"No, that didn't change in the last month," she replies.

"I'll make you something," Vik tells her.

Ana nods and heads off toward my room. Once the door closes, I look at Vik.

"Did you get her mother's ashes?" I ask in barely more than a whisper.

"I did," Vik agrees. "I set it up so while I met with Androff across town, Merrick and Steele popped in to retrieve the few things Anastasia asked for."

Merrick and Steele are two of the guys Wolfe and Viktor used to do contract work with.

"Why didn't you just have them take Androff out?" I ask.

I know that type. Mercs aren't cheap, but most will do anything for a price.

"It's safer this way," Vik muses. "Ivanov takes out his betrayer. Barrett is much more likely to write off the loss, considering he stole Androff from Ivanov to begin with."

I guess I see what he's saying. It's much less likely any issues will arise for us or Anastasia this way.

Anastasia pops out of my bedroom and I do a double take. She's got a pair of my gym shorts on and she's carrying my favorite pillow. She doesn't even glance our way, just heads straight for the nest.

The overpowering urge to follow her throws me off balance. But the nest is her safe place.

I can be patient and wait for her to let me in.


Chapter Eleven


Anastasia


Iglance around at the nest and decide I've officially gone off the deep end. My impulses demand I do something, but I don't know what it is I'm supposed to be doing.

"Ana?" Rafe calls through the closed door. "Breakfast is ready."

"Go away," I snap, fluffing one of the pillows. I'm wrapped in a soft fuzzy blanket, but I can't decide what to do. I organized for a while, but I got tired. Plus I kinda miss Wolfe, which makes me feel a little ridiculous. I bite my lip, looking at the door through the crack in the curtain. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to snap at you. Please go away?"

There. I'm obviously trying to be nicer. It may even have worked. I hope. I actually like Rafe. I have zero desire to be a raging bitch to him.

"Princess," Vik calls out. "You can come out for breakfast, or I'll come in and bring you a tray."

There's muttering and soft arguing at the door.

"I'm supposed to be taking care of her," Rafe says.

"Then do a better job of it," Vik snaps.

"Stop being an asshole," I yell, pulling a pillow to cover my head.

A few minutes later Rafe comes in with a tray of breakfast and keeps me company while I nibble at it.

"You should have a bit more," he says, holding out the orange juice.

"I can't," I say, shaking my head. "I don't feel great. Maybe later?"

"Okay," Rafe agrees. "But I am going to hold you to that."

He brushes his lips over my forehead, cleans up the mess, and heads out.

I groan. I'm starting to feel crappy again. My eyes watch the door. I really wish someone would come keep me company. I kinda thought Rafe would come back.

My skin feels overly sensitive and everything seems to hurt.

At least I'm not sick like last time.

It was mortifying to be so sick I had to be taken care of by them, but in a strange way it was kind of nice. Not that I ever want to feel sick like that again, it's just… I felt safe and cared for in a way I'd never felt before.

Not to mention the week I was sick after my heat.

I bury my face in the pillow as my face burns. Life as an omega isn't really all that glamorous. I realized that when the post-heat cramps started before the sex even ended.

It was mortifying. I shake my head. I don't even want to think about it.

Why don't they warn omegas of this stuff ahead of time? Maybe I should've paid better attention in my alpha and omega dynamics class in school.

Vik didn't seem all that fazed that I bled all over him and the nest. My face heats, and I cringe even thinking about it. They should definitely make a pamphlet or something that warns about that.

"I'm glad you got some breakfast," Vik says.

I sit up, studying him. What is he trying to pull? I didn't hear him come in.

Wrapping the blanket around my shoulders even tighter, I nod to the box under his arm.

"What's that?" I ask, shoving my hair out of my face.

"This?" he asks, setting it down between us. "It's my first real courting gift. Last time was rushed. I wasn't satisfied with my gifts to you."

"And that took a month to find?" I scoff. "I'm not that hard to shop for. Try again, Vik."

"You'd be surprised how much finagling went into obtaining your perfect courting gifts," Vik says, brushing his fingers over my cheek.

My stomach flip-flops wildly.

I missed him so fucking much, and I kinda hate that.

But did he really owe me anything?

People will say anything to get laid. I'm not even sure it's right to be so angry with him.

"Can I have it?" I ask, tilting my head.

My eyes ache. I'd like to get this over with—figure out why he was gone and move on if possible. I don't know exactly what moving on will look like, but I'm at a point where I need to know one way or another.

"Let me hold you," Vik says, his blue eyes sparkling. "And you can have the gift."

"Tell me where you were," I counter. "If it's a decent reason for being gone I won't kick your ass out of my nest."

"Anastasia," Vik says in a soft tone. "Honestly, don't play dumb. Where do you think I was?"

I bite my lip. When he says it like that it makes me sound ridiculous; like I should know without him even needing to tell me.

Assuming something is a great way to end up broken-hearted down the line. I've been disappointed a lot in life by men who promised they'd look after me.

Vik nudges my knee. "Princess?"

"Just tell me," I whisper, refusing to look at him.

"I needed to speak to your father."

I jolt, sucking in a sharp intake of breath, but it doesn't help because all the air seems to disappear from the room all at once.

"What?" I hiss. My chest rises and falls in rapid movements. "Why? God, you have no idea what you've done."

My head shakes violently. Honestly, I'm surprised Vik is alive, but that means my father let him walk away because he has something even worse planned for him.

For me, too.

For all of us.

"I see," Vik says. His jaw is so tight I'm a little worried he might chip a tooth. "Your father sent you here to seduce my bosses into selling or make enough that trouble Connor chooses to sell…"

"Yes," I agree, running my hands over his chest. We've been over this three times, but he's a bit stuck on repeat.

My heat is mostly over, but we're still cuddled up in the nest. His muscles are incredible. He isn't hairy, but he does have a few dark brown hairs on his chest and a sexy line that leads down to his very thick cock.

"And Devon is the omega you threw the plate on that afternoon," Vik says.

I'm starting to feel like he doesn't believe me.

"Yes; I don't want to say he made threats," I say, shaking my head and glancing away. "It was more like veiled innuendos, exactly like my father. Except Devon loves to hide behind pretending he's only concerned with my safety. He said things like, 'I don't want to see anything bad happen to you. You'd better do what they say.' I don't know. Maybe they've got something on him, too. Devon and I used to be…" I pause, trying to find the right words. "Not friends, but friendly I guess. We ran in the same circles."

"And you never fucked him?" Vik asks in a deathly quiet tone.

"Ohmigod, no." I laugh. "Although, he is totally hot."

"Princess," Vik growls, rolling me over onto my back and hovering over me. He scrapes his teeth over my neck and every submissive impulse I have hums in delight. "I'm trying to decide how to handle David."

"Devon," I correct, frowning. He remembered every other detail of my story perfectly except Devon's name.

"Right," Vik says. "I'm trying to decide if Drake is going to die today or live to see tomorrow while seriously regretting his poor life choices."

I laugh, slapping his shoulder. "You're cute when you're defending my honor."

"I'll show you cute," he growls, devouring my mouth. His rock-hard cock notches at my opening and then he's slamming inside me. My nails rake over his shoulders as I arch toward him. My pussy aches. He's definitely got the fattest cock I've ever seen. It's intense, but so damn enjoyable.

Every single time he enters me it takes my breath away, and I have to reacclimate to the feeling of being stretched to capacity.

His huge hand cups my cheek as his beard tickles my neck. My feet dig into his ass as I desperately try to wiggle down on his knot.

"Eyes up here, princess," Vik says, nudging my cheek. My eyes fly to his. The look on his face is so sincere my breath catches. "You know you've got nothing to be afraid of anymore, right?"

My eyes dart away.

You don't simply ignore the kind of threat my father is, and I've explained this to Vik every time he asked me to repeat my story.

The most I can hope for is that my father is so pissed he disowns me. My chest constricts. If I had half a brain I would have brought my mother's ashes and her notes with me.

"I'm going to take care of you," Vik growls. "You know that, right?"

I believe he'll do his best. I just don't know if it'll be enough.

"Yes, Daddy," I agree.

Vik's blue eyes get so dark they almost look black. He slams into me, forcing his knot inside me. We both moan.

My body easily accommodates his throbbing knot and it swells in response, locking us together. He growls into the kiss as his tongue slides around mine.

I wonder if someone like me is capable of feeling love, or this is just that crazy rush of endorphins women get from getting really exceptionally good dick.

Maybe it's the feeling of safety I get whenever he's around.

Whatever it is, it's extremely dangerous to my heart, but I know it can't last. I won't put the people here at risk. If my father demands I come home, I'll have to go. If I don't he'll definitely send someone to retrieve me, and it's not worth the chance someone might get hurt.

Didn't he listen to anything I said?

"It's okay," Vik says, pulling me back to the present. He scoots closer and gently moves me into his lap.

I think maybe I'm having a panic attack?

I don't know.

All I do know is…

"We have to leave. Ohmigod, Evie's pregnant. We need to warn them, too. Did you listen to anything I said?"

"Evie's pack is completely capable of keeping her safe," Vik murmurs against my cheek as he nuzzles his face to mine. "Murphy knows as much about your father and the situation as I do. Do you think they'd give me so much time off without good reason?"

"You don't understand," I snap. "He's playing with all of us. If he let you come back alive, then there's some reason for it."

"Oh, princess," Vik says, holding me close. "I know that to you, he's the big bad. To men like me, Wolfe, Murphy, hell even Luke and Castro, Markov Androff is a small fish in a big pond."

"What?" I whisper, blowing out a breath and trying to settle my racing heart. I don't think he's taking the threat seriously. And also… "Why didn't you tell me that's where you were going?"

"I didn't want you to worry," Vik says, running his hands down my arms. "I had every intention of getting back within a week, or two at most. Unfortunately, I had to track down Deacon. That took some time."

"Devon?"

Vik nods. "From what I can tell, he's as much of a victim as you," Vik says, staring straight into my eyes. "A puppet for Byron Frasier."

"Right," I agree, looking at my lap. I may not hate Devon, but he sure reported back to my father and Byron with details about me. If he was under duress then I guess I can understand why, but it still doesn't make me like him.

"So none of you consider my father a threat?"

"He's a problem," Vik concedes. "But a problem that will be dealt with swiftly."

"What?" I snort.

"I'd really rather not get into the specifics," Vik says. "I will tell you if you truly believe that it'll make a difference, but I'd rather you have that plausible deniability."

My eyes fly to his, but Vik doesn't blink or blanch. He stares straight into my eyes like what he's saying is a sure thing. His chest slowly rises and falls as he studies my face.

I always feel safe when he holds me. My mind files through memories as I chew at my lip. I vaguely remember confessing my fears to Vik during one of the lulls during my last heat.

"Did he kill my mom?" The words pop out before I have a chance of holding them back. For a microsecond Vik cringes before smoothing out his features.

I guess that says it all.


Chapter Twelve


Viktor


I've never been one to hold back. What you see is what you get, but as I watch Anastasia fidget everything in me wants to lie to spare her feelings.

I'm also old enough to know nothing good can come from hiding the truth, even if you're trying to protect someone you love.

Anastasia isn't weak. She's dealt with more pain than most omegas have to face during their entire life—both physically and emotionally.

I know some have it worse, but a whole lot have it better. I fucking hate that she had to live through the shit she did.

Her eyes drop to her lap as she picks at her thumbnail.

I don't want to hurt her any more deeply than she's already been damaged by the events that took Katarina Androff's life.

Anastasia is goddamn lucky she survived. If Soren hadn't hunted down and murdered the bastards, then I would have.

However, they've been dead for three years.

It's hard to tell if Androff planned his wife and daughter's murders specifically to cover up his betrayal to the Ivanov Family, or if he always planned to murder them and it was a happy coincidence that it covered his true reason for defecting.

Honestly, I couldn't care less.

That part is Soren's problem. Similar to Keeley, Androff's new wife.

The poor thing is barely nineteen, but she'll be a widow before she's twenty. Before the week is out, otherwise I'll have to make another trip to New York.

I know Anastasia doesn't realize she has a new stepmother—a gift from the Barrett Family via Byron Frasier. I never spoke to the woman, but it's pretty clear that she wasn't there by choice.

Which is something Ivanov doesn't abide. Androff may have gotten away with his deception and crimes for the better part of four years, but retribution is coming.

"Vik?" Anastasia whispers. "He did, didn't he?"

"Yeah, princess. He did," I agree.

Fuck, how I wish I didn't have to tell her that. She was pretty incoherent when she confessed her fears that her father tried to have her murdered, and I don't know any alpha who could hear that and not skirt the line of going feral.

Sure, I didn't take her with me because of the risk of her being hurt, but an even bigger part of me needed to ensure she wasn't around if my monster came out. I'd do a lot of heinous things in defense of the people I love.

I pull her closer to my chest, running my hand over her back.

"And you're sure he's going to die?" Anastasia asks.

"I believe justice will catch up to your father rather swiftly. You gave me all the pieces of the puzzle and, as we've already discussed, I grew up very similarly to you. I reached out to my cousin. You may know the name. Soren Nikolov?"

Ana sucks in a sharp breath, pushing against my chest.

"You're related to Soren? Ivanov's enforcer? They call him 'The Slow Death'. He's a monster."

"I'm aware that's what your father told you, but as you know, he can't be trusted. Why would you believe his word on this?" I ask, pulling her back into my chest.

"He kills indiscriminately," she hisses, slamming her palms into my pecs.

"No more of that, princess," I bark, swatting her ass. She struggles for a few more seconds and finally shakes her head.

Anastasia blinks up at me, chewing away at her lower lip. "My father said Ivanov was to blame for my mother's death."

I hate that she doesn't mention her attack. The events are synonymous, but she tends to shy away from recalling what happened to her.

"He said that my mom was collateral in their war; if Ivanov protected his people she'd still be alive."

"I believe your father had already sold out prior to her murder. However, it was a convenient excuse. To be fair I'm surprised Ivanov didn't have him taken out years ago, right after he defected. I suppose that speaks to some level of friendship or guilt. Or maybe it's pure luck your father survived for as long as he has. But I can assure you, his luck is running out."

"What's in the box, Vik?" Ana asks, linking her fingers with mine. She's so damn tender as she runs her thumb over my pulse.

"It wouldn't be a very good surprise if I told you." I stretch to grab it, placing the heavy thing in Anastasia's lap.

She takes the box and opens it like it's truly a treasure. There's a black and silver ribbon around it and she carefully pulls it then sets it to the side. She rips open the top and frowns at the tissue paper.

"Open it carefully," I recommend.

Anastasia's hands dip inside, pulling out the tissue-paper-wrapped gift. I put the box aside as she opens the paper. Her hands tremble violently as she runs her hand over the top of the dark wooden jewelry box. The edges are wavy and it's heavy as hell despite only being about a foot wide by eighteen inches.

"How?" she whispers. Her eyes are huge as she chews at her lower lip. "Vik, how did you get this?"

I run my fingers over her cheek.

"I'll tell you the details if you truly want to know, but that's another issue where I'd prefer to keep the details sparse."

Anastasia blinks and fat tears trail from her eyes. "My mom gave this to me for my thirteenth birthday." She pops the hinge lid and digs under one of the jewelry cushions. She pulls out a small key and opens the bottom drawer.

My jaw falls.

Anastasia ignores the left side completely and pulls a tiny heart-shaped box out of the back corner.

"My part of my mom's ashes," Ana sobs. "Ohmigod, Vik. Thank you!"

The jewelry box settles on the nest mattress as she twists, wrapping her arms around my neck and crying into my throat. I'm still a little fucking shocked by what's in the other side of the box. No goddamn wonder it was so heavy.

"Shh, you're okay, princess," I murmur as she wraps her legs around my back.

"I never expected…" Ana whimpers. "How? I know my father wouldn't give it willingly."

No, he most certainly would not. Markov Androff is a vile son of a bitch.

"I met with your father to discuss a few things," I say truthfully. "While he and his minions were busy with me, I had some old friends drop by your house."

Anastasia leans back and pulls the heart-shaped jewelry-box between us. She pops it open and there's a miniature urn inside. It has a hummingbird and a flower etched into the design. Ana runs her finger over it carefully.

"Thank you," she says softly. "I can't explain how much this means to me."

My forearm wraps around her head, pulling her back into my chest. Her warm breath puffs out against my throat, making my cock throb. Now isn't the time for that, but holy fucking shit, I missed the hell out of her.

"Did you know about the gold bars?" I ask because, yeah, my mind is still stuck on the fact the heavy-ass box has mini gold bars in different sizes filling the bottom drawer.

Anastasia didn't blink twice at them meaning it's highly likely she knew of their existence. Which is fucking nuts. I've seen powerful people horde riches, but Ana went for her mother's ashes not the thousands of dollars of gold.

"Yeah. They were birthday gifts from my mom. Some were gifts from her family pack that she passed down to me," Anastasia says, putting her mother's ashes back in the jewelry box and closing it up. "Thank you, did I even say that?"

"You did," I assure her.

I wrap my arms around her, holding her tightly to my chest. She sounds a little dazed and out of it.

"I can't really believe that you got me that box," Ana says. She stretches up and marks my cheek with her scent. "You're so fluffy I feel like I'm barely touching any skin."

My hands land on her hips as I stare into her eyes. "Do you forgive me for leaving?"

Anastasia blinks up at me. Her hand rubs over my chest and then she's pinching the ever-loving hell out of my nipple.

"Damn, princess," I grumble, swatting her hand away.

Anastasia laughs. "Sorry, I had to get that last bit of anger out. Do you know how badly I hurt, wondering why you left like that?"

"I'm sorry," I murmur, nuzzling my cheek to the top of her head. "I thought I was clear that I would be back as fast as possible and that…" I swallow.

The words are right on the tip of my tongue, but I chicken out.

I say, "I care about you, Ana."

Anastasia nods, licking her lips.

"Sorry to interrupt," Cas says, holding my phone out. He climbs up the stairs to the nest. "Your phone has been going off non-stop for the last fifteen minutes."

"Shit," I grumble. My lips brush hers and I gently lift her, placing her back on the nest mattress. "Stay with her. Let me see what's up."

Cas nods his agreement as I head down the stairs and out of the nest.

It takes about three seconds to realize the shit just hit the fan in a big way.


Chapter Thirteen


Anastasia


"It's only a twenty-minute drive," Rafe says, buckling me into the seat belt. He wraps an arm around my shoulder, pulling me into his strong chest.

"It's snowing," I grumble, glaring out the window.

I've got no idea what's going on. All I do know is Rafe and Vik bundled me up along with a ton of supplies. Vik's truck is packed with crap and there's even more in the back.

Apparently things didn't go according to Vik's plan, and I'm trying not to let pure terror take over. Wolfe is meeting us wherever we're going, but I'm anxious as hell.

"You promised me details," I snap at Vik as he climbs into the driver's seat.

"I did," he agrees, starting the vehicle and glancing around before pulling out of the spot.

"You're sure Wolfe won't get trapped at the lodge?" I ask. My hands are suddenly very fidgety. I don't know why, but it feels very important that he be with us. "It's snowing harder than it has since I've been here."

Rafe pulls me further into his hold and begins to purr softly.

"That's normal for this area," Rafe assures me. "We're in the mountains, so we get pretty solid snowfall from now through the end of February. Wolfe's truck has four-wheel drive, and he's used to driving in these conditions. He'll meet us within a couple of hours."

"Why would Connor make him work in this weather?" I whisper, and shake my head. It's a ski resort. This weather is their bread and butter. I know I sound like an omega off her rocker.

"You're a very sweet little omega when you want to be," Vik says, driving us away from town.

"Where exactly are we going?" I ask Rafe.

"The groundskeeper for the resort," Rafe says, running his hand over my back. He's so tender and comforting some of my stress bleeds away the longer he purrs for me. "He and his wife are getting older. They moved into the lodge last winter because their house was too much to keep up with. They rent it out through the resort sometimes to larger parties of guests who want to stay together."

"Okay. Why would they keep a groundskeeper employed who can't even take care of his own house?" I ask, confused as hell.

"They've worked there for ages. It's more out of loyalty than anything," Rafe says. "Connor hired new groundskeepers, but he would never fire Reynolds simply due to old age."

"And we're headed to their house?" I ask, frowning. "Because of whatever news or information that Vik got while we were in the nest?"

"That's correct," Vik says, driving us further up into the mountains. He turns down a driveway that I'd never notice if I wasn't explicitly looking for it. He drives another few minutes down the tree-lined road and there's another turn-off.

"If you keep going straight it'll lead you to Evie's house," Rafe says. "This way takes us to where we'll be riding out your heat."

"But why?" I ask. I'm starting to feel like a broken record. It's pretty clear my dad isn't handled and apparently we're at risk. If my father is on the war path then we should be leaving the state. A twenty-minute drive isn't nearly far enough away.

I ramble something to that effect and Rafe looks at Vik in the rear-view mirror.

"I wanted to wait until we settled in to tell you," Vik says, grimacing. "Your father is dead." The extreme rush of relief that I feel is quickly extinguished when Vik continues. "Dimitri Abramov is not."

"Fuck," I hiss. Dimitri is my father's second… or he was.

"There was a fire at your family home early this morning," Rafe says, holding me close. "Your father was confirmed…" He trails off, but I get the picture. "Dimitri escaped along with two others."

I hiss out a breath. That just fucking figures. That asshole has been obsessed with me since I was fifteen. He wasn't pleased when my father indicated I should seduce the lodge owners. I know Dimitri fully hoped I would fail and be given to him as punishment.

A shiver runs down my spine.

"And there's a risk he's coming after me?"

"We're not taking any chances," Vik assures me. "He knew your whereabouts at the lodge. Getting you out of there was the first step. If he shows up looking for you, the lodge security will inform us and call the police. If he somehow manages to track us here, well, then all bets are off."

The truck stops and my eyes dart around. Trees line the property on three sides and there are no other houses within view. It's beautiful and regal. It's two stories, maybe three? I'm not sure, but it's got those tiny triangle-shaped windows that usually indicate an extra floor or possibly an attic.

Why is my brain thinking about this? Stress is giving me tunnel vision, that's for sure.

"Come on, Ana," Rafe says, unbuckling my seat belt. I scramble over into his lap and bury my face in his neck. I'm not sure why I need to be close to him, but I do. "Let me carry you inside. It's going to be cold until we get the heat running."

"Thank you," I whisper as he climbs out of the truck carefully to make sure neither of us bump anything on our way out the door.

We head toward the log cabin and it's more incredible the closer we get. It has a full wrap-around porch that's made of the same dark wood as the cabin. It's a beautiful home, that's for sure. I'm a little intimidated by the forest. It's like there's no one else around.

No one to come to our aid or even report our screams.
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The inside of the house is as breath-taking as the outside. It's not huge like the house I grew up in, but it's got five bedrooms and it's cozy.

Rafe is still carrying in supplies. He got the lower level fireplace going immediately upon arrival. I've been wandering the house for the last twenty or thirty minutes, but honestly, I feel pretty out of it.

I'm terrified what could happen if Dimitri shows up. I don't know which men escaped with him, but some of my father's men were especially awful. I'm sure they're the ones who survived. It's always like that, isn't it? The monsters manage to come away with barely a scratch.

Rafe comes in the door with a huge black duffel bag. The unmistakable sound of metal rubbing against itself draws my eyes. The bottom of the bag bulges with the weight of whatever is inside.

Rafe grimaces and takes the few steps over to the stairs. "I thought you were going to check out the nest?"

"I did," I tell him, biting my lip and trying not to obsess over the fact I'm pretty damn sure that bag is filled with guns. All three of the guys are former military.

At least they know how to use them.

I steel myself and desperately try not to freak out about the fact that we left the lodge.

It's completely at odds with what Vik said about Evie's men being able to protect her. I get that I'm the target and they don't want me close to any guests. It makes sense what Vik said about how security can call the police and let us know if they spot Dimitri.

My stomach feels queasy when I think about it. It's scary as hell with my heat coming up. The guys will be vulnerable if they're wrapped up in my pheromones.

Dimitri is a lunatic. It's not hard to believe he would want to take over my father's import business. In addition to the clubs he owns to launder the money he makes illegally. Or, rather, made.

Shit, that is weird.

A strange warmth fills my chest. I feel like a horrible person for being so gleeful that my father is gone.

I continue down the hallway, through the kitchen, and spot the back door. It leads to another small porch on the back side of the house. The kitchen has been updated recently. The rest of the house has an older-style log cabin vibe, but the kitchen has newer appliances and sleek black cabinets. Somehow it still matches with the dark log walls, and the effect is actually really neat.

I spot movement outside the kitchen window and head closer to see what's going on.

My jaw drops open.

About twenty feet away is a stump. Vik has an ax and is chopping wood like a legit lumberjack. My lady bits most definitely enjoy the view. It's freezing, although the snow has stopped for the moment.

There's a huge tarp lying on the ground at Vik's side. His muscles flex as he grabs a huge chunk of wood and sets it on the stump.

His expansive shoulders flex as he lifts the ax and slams it into the chunk of wood. It immediately splinters, falling into two smaller pieces. My eyes track his forearms as he grabs the pieces, tossing them onto the other side of the tarp before repeating the process.

I'm moving before I can stop myself. I'm in a long-sleeve sweater dress, but my legs are freezing as I step outside. I'm drawn to Vik with an intensity that disturbs me. I shiver as I approach, but Vik is finally done with the wood on the tarp. He drags it across the ground, back toward the open barn door about ten feet away.

I shamelessly follow him. He slams the door open even wider and drags the tarp inside. It's extremely thick plastic. It would have to be not to rip with all that weight on it.

I step inside to find him stacking the wood in a giant pile along one wall.

I had no idea what the tarp was for, but with the snow on the ground it suddenly makes more sense. He's keeping the wood dry—or as dry as possible, considering.

Vik's leathery tobacco scent floods my nostrils as he bends to grab more of the firewood. His jeans ride low on his hips and the wings on his shoulders flex as he moves. The eagle is massive, crossing his strong back and down his shoulders over the tops of his arms. There's a storm with thunder and lightning in the background. Its talons look punishing, like they're poised to attack and rip apart any prey in its path.

I step over to the heavy door, pulling it closed. It makes a squeaking sound and Vik spins around to face me.

"It's cold, princess," Vik growls.

I lick my lips, nodding my agreement. It sure was before watching him toss the wood around like it weighs nothing. Suddenly, I'm very warm from the inside out. I get hit with a rolling wave of desire that's so potent it makes my knees weak. Vik has on combat boots and they crunch over the gravel and dirt of the barn floor as he stomps toward me.

My eyes skirt down his strong form and without conscious thought I'm moving forward. I chuck myself at Vik. I'm much heavier than the wood he was stacking, but he catches me easily.

My hands wrap around his neck as my mouth meets his. Being an omega is embarrassing sometimes. My pussy throbs painfully as Vik grinds my cunt over his zipper with a hand on my ass.

"I want more from you than sex," Vik murmurs as I shove my tongue into his mouth.

He holds me to his frame so securely that I let go of his neck. My nails trail down his chest, over his stomach, and make quick work of his belt and jeans.

"I won't leave you hurting," Vik says, running his thumb over the seam of my sex. "But I need to hear you tell me what you want from me. Do you forgive me for being gone?"

My face falls to his sweaty chest as I try to get myself together. I've got omega tunnel vision on alpha cock, but he's right. There's a lot between us that needs to be clarified.

"I wish you had been real with me from the moment you knew you were leaving, but now isn't the time to get into all that." I groan as my hand finally wraps around his incredibly thick cock. "I get why you didn't tell me where you were going, and I admit I would have worried a million times worse for your well-being instead of stressing about why you didn't want me like I want you…"

"Ana," Vik groans, spinning me around and slamming my back against the wall. "I've wanted you since the moment I laid eyes on you."

From the way his cock pulses in my hand, it's easy enough to believe his words are true. His blue eyes sparkle as they stare into mine. His rough beard brushes my cheek as he nuzzles his face to mine.

"I'm an alpha and a man," he says, like I don't know this. "My urge to rut you is strong, princess. But it's not nearly as powerful as my need to take care of you. Your body and the sex are a bonus. A really fucking nice add-on, but I'd still be drawn to you even if you never let me inside your tight little cunt again." His teeth scrape over my throat, making me whine. It's a full-blown omega demand for something. "I'd still need to hold you at night and know that you're okay every day. I've got real fucking feelings for you, Anastasia Androff."

"Me too," I whimper.

Vik pushes me back into the wall as his hands fall to my hips.

"Don't you dare," I grumble. "I don't have a ton of panties these days."

Vik laughs a hearty belly laugh that takes my breath away as he sets me back on my feet. He slides his hands up under my dress and rips my panties down. It takes some careful maneuvering to get them off around my boots, but he shoves my undies into his pocket as he kneels in front of me.

"Hold this," Vik growls, lifting my dress back up around my hips. His huge callused hands wrap around my back and ass. My arm traps my dress to my stomach as Vik pulls my pussy forward. He knocks my legs apart and stares up into my eyes as his tongue flicks against my clit.

"Fucking hell, Ana," Vik snarls, lapping at my pussy. "You taste like cherry-sweet Heaven."

My free hand falls to Vik's head, cradling him to me as he circles my clit in quick flicks that make my knees wobble. He tilts my hips further with one giant hand while the other slides two thick fingers inside me. I'm suddenly so hot I have to fight not to rip the dress off over my head. I know it's cold, but my system is convinced I'm boiling from the inside out.

"Vik," I moan.

His fingers tease in and out of me, making my desperation and anticipation ricochet higher.

"I need your cock," I sob, shaking against the wall and trying to keep myself upright.

He's so talented with the way he works me over that an irrational pang of jealousy shoots through my system. That is until he teases my g-spot just right. My back braces against the wall as I dig into his hair for dear life.

My legs shake as my pussy tightens over his thick digits. They've got nothing on how fat his cock is, but damn do they feel good. The way he crooks them seems to hit every pleasurable spot inside me.

"Pleasepleaseplease," I sob. My words run together as I fight to keep myself upright. Vik teases my clit and it causes me to explode. The rush of slick makes his fingers slide in and out a lot easier despite the fact my body is trying to lock him in place.

His muscular shoulders flex as he traps me even further. He's holding me up at least as much as the wall is.

Vik manages to smirk while simultaneously tonguing my pussy like I'm the best thing he's ever tasted.

Vik growls, low and menacing as he pulls free of my sex. His mouth and beard glisten as he licks his lips.

"Get the fuck out," he snarls over his shoulder.

My eyes fly to the door. Rafe stands frozen, watching the show we've put on. He's in a long-sleeve t-shirt and jeans. The outline of his cock is fully visible and I almost beg for him to join us.

"Shit, sorry," Rafe says, clearing his throat. His eyes are glued to my slick sex. "Please warn me next time. I freaked out when I couldn't find you."

"Oh, princess," Vik says, standing. "You really should have warned him." I'm not sure why that sounds like a dark promise, but it sure as hell does.

"Sorry, Rafe," I say, still staring at his extremely large bulge.

"It's cold. Come in and close the door or get lost," Vik growls, running two fingers down my dripping cunt.

"Damn," I moan. My nipples ache painfully.

I need to be fucked.

"I know you do," Vik says, chuckling. Apparently I said that out loud. "Why don't you come in?" Vik directs it to Rafe. "You can watch while I punish her for scaring you."

My eyes widen, but I'm nodding my agreement before I can think it through. I've spent the least time with Rafe, but I want him just as much as Wolfe or Vik.

"You're more than welcome to join us," I say as Vik pulls me to my feet.

Rafe closes the door and prowls closer. His glasses glint in the low light as he tilts his head, looking every bit the alpha predator. It sends a sick thrill through my system. If Vik wasn't dragging me with a hand in my hair then I would absolutely run and make them chase me.

Vik guides us to the bench, nodding for Rafe to sit.

Vik uses his hand in my hair to pull my mouth to his. I'm so wet that rubbing my thighs together does nothing to help me find friction.

We pull back, and I'm gasping for breath. I pick up Rafe's citrusy scent as my nostrils flare. It's like my system is desperate to send the two alphas into rut.

I breathe in deep hits of their pheromones and my pussy weeps.

"You smell delicious," Rafe growls.

Vik guides my shoulders down and my hands fall to Rafe's thighs.

"Can I kiss you, Ana?" Rafe asks. He hasn't even touched me yet, but his chest is heaving just like my own.

"Please?" I whimper.

"I'm going to spank your ass for scaring Cas," Vik tells me, yanking my dress up around my hips. "Unless you object."

I ignore Vik completely, pulling Rafe's mouth to me. His plush lips slam against mine. His scent is so potent it makes me foggy. My eyes squeeze shut as Rafe's tongue teases my lips. Vik slaps my ass. It's a playful slap. Nothing close to the last couple times he gave me real spankings.

I gasp.

Rafe uses the opportunity to fuck his tongue into my mouth. His hand is tender as he caresses the back of my head. He's an absolutely incredible kisser. He's sensual and slow, but it feels like he's devouring me whole.

Vik lands several hard swats to my ass, but the pain only sizzles for an instant before my system is flooded with blissful pleasure.

"Please?" I sob into Rafe's mouth.

"We've got you, Ana," Rafe says, smiling into my mouth.

"I'm not knotting you in the fucking barn," Vik grumbles. I'm not sure what he's doing back there, but I seriously hope he's getting ready to fuck me deep and dirty. "I am going to make you scream, though."

I shiver as he pushes against my opening.

"Please," I beg into Rafe's mouth. "Help me get this dress off. I'm so hot."

Rafe frowns.

Vik slams inside me, causing me to fall against Rafe's strong chest. He's not as built as the others because he's got a smaller frame, but he holds me up with ease. He wraps his arms around me and then he's basically hugging me while Vik fucks my pussy like he owns me.

I'm here for absolutely every second of it. I don't know how they accomplish it because my eyes squeeze shut as I beg for Vik's knot, but Vik pulls me up into him as Rafe removes my dress.

My tits are already escaping the cups of my bra. Rafe's hand slides up my stomach and then he's yanking down the front and swirling his tongue around one of my nipples.

"Ohmigod," I whimper, struggling against Vik's tightly controlled strength.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Vik groans into my ear. "I wouldn't wiggle too much, princess. It's been a long month without you, and I'm about to embarrass myself."

My insides light up at his words.

"You haven't been with anyone else?" I demand, because now that I think about it, I definitely should have asked that before I let him inside me.

"Hell no," Vik growls. "Only my hand since I've been in your slick little cunt."

"Good," I choke out.

Rafe is running his fingers over my clit and the sensation is incredible. Vik's knot is just outside the lips of my sex, but I need it.

I sob exactly that as Rafe falls back to the bench. Vik leans me over and starts to fuck into me in deep, snapping slaps of his hips against my ass.

"You're beautiful," Rafe murmurs, pulling my mouth to his. The kiss is desperate as I ache for something. My hands fall to Rafe's jeans, but he shakes his head. "Not yet."

I bite his lip in protest of that ridiculous statement. There's no need to wait. He should be fucking my throat while Vik absolutely wrecks my pussy.

"I want you," I whisper, staring into Rafe's dark eyes.

"You'll have me soon," he assures me, rubbing his cheek against mine. "I want to take my time with you."

"Rub her clit," Vik snarls, completely ignoring Rafe's statement. "I'm far too close to last long."

I snort, shaking my head. He sounds as desperate as I feel. Vik's cock swells impossibly hard and the stretch gets almost painful. Rafe distracts me by pulling my mouth to his. His fingers brush my clit.

Vik growls. He fucks into me like he's not afraid to use me. The thought makes me shiver as Rafe licks down my neck. His other hand palms my tit as it bounces. The warm flick of his tongue on my other nipple has me jolting.

"Jesus. You feel too good, princess." Vik groans an agonized sound as he pulls me up until I'm mostly standing. "Lick her clit."

Rafe falls to his knees in the dirt as his hands land on my hips.

"If you keep tightening up your cunt like that, I'm done for," Vik growls, tilting my head to his. One of his hands is cupping my lower stomach to keep me upright.

My system is overloaded with sensation. It's hard to tell which way is up as Rafe's tongue works magic on my clit.

"I-I'm…" My hand in Rafe's hair shoves him deeper as Vik swells even larger. "There."

It sounds garbled even to my ears.

"That's it, sweet girl. Milk Daddy's cock just like that." Vik groans against the side of my head as I tremble.

My pussy locks down on his erupting shaft. Rafe flicks over my clit in quick movements that make me beg, teasing one of my nipples as I explode.

"Goddamn," Vik snarls, pumping into me in shallow strokes. "Coat me in your slick, princess."

And I do. It's embarrassing how wet I am. I yank Rafe's hair as I start to come down. He's still teasing my clit, and it's way too much.

My entire body shakes violently.

"You're such a good girl," Vik says, pulling my mouth to his. The angle is awkward as we kiss, but I'm so overloaded with bliss I can barely recognize that this is reality.

"Knot," I sob. "I need your knot."

"Shh," Rafe says, framing my front. "We're going to get you into the nest and take good care of you."


Chapter Fourteen


Wolfe


My day is a shit show. I'm so anxious to get back to Anastasia that it's highly likely my tour group will end up complaining.

Cas calls as I'm making it back to the lodge. I pack my shit quickly, listening to everything he's got to say. My jaw gets tighter with every piece of information he spills. I'm annoyed as hell when we finally disconnect.

I make several trips to my truck. I'm headed out of the building for the final time when Murphy catches my attention.

"We had the kitchen make up a few pans of easy to warm up food," Murphy says, nodding to the rolling cart. It has shipping boxes stacked on the bottom. "They're yours. I'll help you out."

We make quick work of getting everything into my truck.

"You really think that asshole will come looking for Ana?" he asks, scratching at his jaw.

"I have no idea," I tell him honestly. It's not like they briefed me fully on the situation. I have a few choice words for both my packmates. Even now I'm pretty sure I don't have all the information.

"I know you're stacked with weapons and ammo. Be aware," Murphy says, clapping me on the shoulder. "We'll keep eyes on the road cameras and reach out if we catch anything."

"Thank you," I say, palming my keys. I'm anxious as fuck to get to Ana.

"Yeah, I know that look," Murphy says, laughing and shaking his head. The man never smiled before Evie. It's weird as hell to see him look anything except pissed off. "Take care of her. Call if you need anything." He turns and heads off, but before he's out of earshot I hear him say, "This. Exactly this is why we need that sanctuary, but no. I got out-voted."

I blink at his back and finally get my shit together. I need to get to my omega. I'd seriously like to see someone try to hurt her or take her from me.

I know I'm a monster when I need to be. I won't lose a wink of sleep over doing what needs to be done.
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I get to the house. Vik helps me carry everything inside before we head into the kitchen.

"Would you care to tell me exactly what the fuck is going on?" I ask, tossing myself down in the chair across from Vik. It's time for some fucking answers.

"I'm sure you've got the general idea," he says, rolling his blue eyes at me.

"Vik," I growl, leaning over the kitchen table. "Tell me what the fuck is going on."

"You know who her father is. I always intended for him to be dealt with. As soon as Cas and I realized that he tried to kill Ana, his fate was sealed," Vik says, scratching at his jaw.

Yeah, I didn't even know that much until my phone call with Cas. These fuckers are on my last nerve.

"It was pure luck that I had family in the position to appeal to Ivanov," Vik says cryptically.

I frown, shaking my head. Either I'm slower on the uptake than usual or he's being unnecessarily vague.

"Vik," I growl again. My patience is thin as fuck at the moment. I barely slept last night, and I'm itching to get back to Anastasia.

Vik lays out the basics of his time in New York. He goes over how he met with her father and got back the possessions that she wasn't comfortable leaving behind. He even had the mercs snatch her baby photo albums and several other boxes of keepsakes since he knew Soren was going to torch the Androff mansion.

I hear all of it, and I must be on the verge of losing my shit because all I can seem to focus on his how his courting gifts are going to be way better than mine and Castro's. I'm going to have to murder him for one-upping our courting gifts.

I snarl that at him, pushing myself out of my chair.

Vik just laughs. "Yeah, you're done for."

"Fuck you," I grumble, shaking my head. "And Soren thinks Dimitri might show up looking for Ana?"

Vik's face turns more serious as he nods his agreement. "Soren, Merrick, and Steele were able to track their movements to a degree. They were headed south when they lost track of him. Soren and the guys are headed this way, but they've got Keeley Androff in tow."

I blink at him for several long seconds before I realize he's talking about Anastasia's new step-mom, who just so happens to be younger than she is.

"Why?" I ask, shaking my head.

"Fuck if I know," Vik says, shrugging a giant shoulder.

"Did you hook your cousin up with Merrick and Steele? How do they even know each other?"

I quickly determine I don't give a shit why they're together. Nor do I care why they're dragging Keeley Androff with them.

"I'm going to find my omega," I growl, turning and stomping away. They should have told me the deal from the start.

It's not that I feel left out. I'm just fucking pissed because we could have ended this before it even began if Vik had been upfront with me from the jump.

I stomp down the hallway until I get to the door of the nest. I head inside and it's dark. The lights are turned down to practically nothing.

Anastasia is wrapped around Cas's chest. He sees me and his hand pops up, giving a wave.

This nest is designed similar to the one in our room at the lodge except the mattress is raised much higher and takes up the majority of the room. It's likely because this room was created solely for guests when renting it out. The original owners are betas.

When you walk in there's a small "L" of carpeting. If you head straight about three feet there's a small bathroom on your right. If you take a left after walking in there's a longer walkway that frames the front of the nest. There are a few cabinets lining the walls or you can climb the stairs which leads to a den-style nest. It's surrounded on three sides by walls and the front has a sliding curtain. It's pretty standard for a small pack nest.

The curtain is mostly open. It's easy enough to see Ana is knocked out. Her lips are softly parted, and Cas is watching her sleep like a total creeper.

I'm fucking beat. Ana kept me up all night.

I strip naked and head up the stairs. Crawling up the mattress, I realize just how exhausted I am. I slide up by Castro's side, running a hand over Anastasia's back. She smells sweet and faintly of Vik. It's not overpowering so it's likely she showered afterward. Ehh, I'm not upset. If anything, I'm relieved they're working their shit out.

I cuddle into Cas's side and fall asleep before I can do much more than close my eyes.
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I wake up bathed in the scent of Anastasia's perfume. The nest is flooded with the smell of her cunt. I run a hand over my face and try to figure out why I feel like my chest is on fire. It becomes evident almost immediately.

Ana's stretched out over me, and Cas is gone. Anastasia wiggles, groaning in her sleep, but it's clear she's not awake. My free hand is planted on her ass. The long-sleeve t-shirt she was sleeping in has ridden up around her middle and her bare pussy is resting just above my very hard cock.

My hand on her hip flexes, pulling her ass apart as I stifle a growl. The smell of her pussy has flooded the room so strongly the fog starts to creep in.

Ana moans in her sleep, grinding her cunt against my pelvis. My cock twitches, immediately ready to satiate all her needs.

She's beautiful all the time, but she looks so peaceful while she's sleeping that it makes my heart race. Her thick blonde lashes fan over her cheeks as she breathes steadily.

Her eyes jump behind her eyelids. I bet she's having an enjoyable as fuck dream. Luckily my arms are long. It takes no effort to stretch over her and grip my cock. My thumb teases the head as I give my shaft a jerk.

Ana wiggles against me; I'd guess she's chasing friction for her throbbing clit. I work my free hand between us, running the backs of my fingers over her tight nipple. Her slick little cunt continues to gyrate over my pelvis and lower stomach. My hand works my shaft slowly.

My pulse races as I bite my lip to stifle the moan that tries to escape. She's quite literally leaving a wet spot on my skin. I know what she needs. She grinds lower until she's about to bump into my crown. I thrust into her in one well-coordinated movement. Her tight little hole stretches around my tip. She's absolutely soaked and she's burning up. It's to the point it makes my dick burn. She wiggles further down on my cock, gasping like she's desperate for more.

I snarl, there's no holding it back.

"Wolfe," she sobs, shivering against my bare chest.

I smirk. The little vixen is dreaming about me. I sit up in a crunch that makes my abs flex. I have a brief moment of questioning whether I'm being an opportunistic dick, but it doesn't last long. Not only do I have explicit permission, but she absolutely gives away the ruse when she licks her lip.

"Do you want to role-play with me, Ana?" I growl. Her eyes stay shut, but she nods. "I'm going to use you like your my personal little fuck-toy." My thumb brushes over her lip. "You're my dirty doll to do with as I see fit. I'm going to fill your tight little cunt full until I'm dripping out with every thrust."

Her breath catches as my cock gets so much slicker. Yeah, I'd say she likes that idea as much as I do.

"Fuck, that's so hot," I groan. My hands land on her ass, pulling her up and shoving her back down. "I don't think you know what it does to me to see you taking my bare cock. I'm glistening in your slick. It drives me wild. It makes me want to pound into you like a beast. Like a motherfucking savage."

It's a ridiculously snug fit as I work her over on my cock.

I yank the shirt off of her and chuck it aside. My right hand falls to her lower back to hold her against me as I roll us.

Anastasia hits the nest mattress and her head lolls around. I can admit I might be an asshole, but I don't care. It turns me the fuck on watching her tits bounce while she looks like she's out cold. She gives it away with the sexy little smirk on her face, and that only makes me want to pound into her harder.

She tightens around me as my arm that's trapped to the mattress under her flexes and moves so I can grip her ass cheek. My knot is fully swollen and desperate to slip inside her.

"You're burning up around me, dollface." I snap my hips into hers in deep ruts that threaten to slam my knot into her. My cock is wet with her juices as I pull out until only the crown stays inside her.

I growl as I ram back in. She takes every thick inch of my shaft all the way down to my pulsing knot. Those teasing flutters of her inner walls milk my cock so damn perfectly.

"You need my knot, don't you, doll?"

I know they say omegas run hot during a heat, but I honestly can't imagine this being a normal temperature.

Anastasia's eyes pop open. She nods. "Alpha, please."

"Is it okay if I climb in here?" Cas asks, knee-walking toward us. "She's entirely too hot. That's where I was. I went to find the thermometer."

"Come on in," I growl. My tone is completely at odds with my words, but I'm on edge. If she's not in full-blown heat she's definitely in pre-heat. Her skin is literally burning my flesh.

"Tilt your head toward me, pretty girl," Cas says, taking a seat by Ana's head.

Ana whimpers. "Wolfe, I need you to knot me. I ache for you. Then you can take my temperature, okay? It's important."

I chuckle. She's cute as hell sometimes. I really love it when she's feisty, but these tender, sweet moments are growing on me with an intensity that scares the hell out of me.

"Let's make this a little easier on Cas, shall we?" I pull out, rolling her to face him. She lies on her side as I crawl behind her, lift her thigh, and thrust all the way to my knot.

Ana whines. It makes my teeth ache with the nearly undeniable urge to bite into her tender flesh.

I focus on the tight grip of her wet little pussy instead of doing something exceptionally stupid. Such as biting my omega without consent. Being an alpha can be such a pain in the ass sometimes. My impulses and the fog are trying to convince me that an omega whining for me means she wants my bite. Maybe a few hundred years ago assholes thought that was okay. They believed that biology signaled consent, but nowadays we know better.

"You're such a good girl," Cas coos.

I lean up on my forearm as he pulls the thermometer from Anastasia's mouth. He looks at me and his face is concerned.

"One-eleven," he says, running his fingers over her cheek. "Knot her now."

"Yes," Ana sobs. She tries to pull her knees up to her chest, but Cas blocks them.

That's a bad sign.

I don't hesitate. I plant my huge palm on her hip and lower stomach to hold her in place then thrust all the way to the hilt. It takes my goddamn breath away. She's so snug that I can't seem to understand how her body can accommodate my swelling knot, but it sure as fuck does.

"It's okay, Ana. We've got you," Cas murmurs, nuzzling his cheek to hers. "You're going to feel better soon."

Anastasia whines again.

"Fuck, Cas. The fog is taking over," I groan as my knot swells, fully locking us together. "Don't let me do anything stupid."

"Oh shit," Ana sobs. "Bite me, Wolfe! Now, bite, please!"

I bite my lower lip to keep from complying and shake my head, trying to knock out the fog that's slipping in.

"No biting," Cas says, pulling Anastasia's mouth to his. He lies down at her front and teases her nipple as they kiss. Damn, they certainly got a lot friendlier than they were when I left for work this morning. "Rut into her and settle this wave."

I blink at him over Anastasia's shoulder. He's turned into quite the bossy dick since I saw him last. Ana begs into the kiss, and I get my shit together. She needs me. I won't leave her hurting.

I pull her top leg up, wrapping it back and over my hip until her toes touch the mattress behind me. And I rut the fuck out of my omega.

"I'm going to come," Ana says. Her cunt locks down on my knot and the fog slips in. Then it's hazy rutting, and coming more times than I can count.


Chapter Fifteen


Anastasia


My body aches. Despite the fact Wolfe has been knotting me like crazy for several hours, my temperature has yet to level out. Rafe has been forcing us to take breaks and drink something regularly.

"Ana hasn't eaten since this morning," Rafe says to Wolfe. "I'm going to check in on Vik and warm up some of the food you brought. You both should eat something before too long."

We both grumble some form of assent and Rafe heads to leave the nest.

Wolfe hovers over me, looking quite predatory. His forearms frame my head as he dips his mouth to mine. His knot is still swollen inside me, but it's no longer so full that it's painful. With Wolfe, I can tell when he needs to come because his knot pulses and almost feels like it's vibrating. I've never felt an alpha's knot do that before, not until Wolfe.

The tender way he nuzzles his cheek to mine makes my heart race.

"I wish you had opened up to me more about your father," he says in between slow kisses that make my feet dig into his ass as I gyrate my hips.

My hand rubs over the back of his neck. "It's not really something I care to talk about."

I glance away, suddenly wishing we weren't locked together.

"No," Wolfe says, nudging my face back with his. "Don't hide from me." His huge palm caresses my face. "I want to be here for you."

"I know," I agree.

It's always been hard for me to accept help. When I was growing up there was a stigma. Don't let anyone know what's going on at home, or else.

It was a type of fear-mongering my father liked to use with me, specifically when I was little. He'd threaten the safety of anyone who learned his secrets. I tell Wolfe as much and regret it immediately. His jaw gets so tight I think it may break a tooth from grinding them together.

"I'm sure you feel the same way, but I'm really fucking glad that prick is dead. He gives all alphas a bad name."

"Gave," I correct mindlessly.

Wolfe's dark blue eyes stare into mine and he smirks. "I would have killed him for you, dollface."

"I believe you," I whisper, pulling his mouth to mine. His beard is short and scratchy as he tongues the fuck out of me. His knot thickens and swells again. "You're such a weirdo." I laugh. "That thought turned you on."

Wolfe grins. "So are you. You just got even slicker at the thought. Do you like knowing that I'll murder anyone who hurts you, Ana?"

I shake my head no, but catch myself. Wolfe is literally inside my body. I'm not going to lie to him. I squeeze my eyes closed and nod my agreement because I really do.

"I know you do, dollface. And that shit turns me the fuck on," he growls, shoving his tongue back into my mouth.

I've never had anyone in my corner. I believe Wolfe might hurt me from time to time sexually—in a way I'll definitely enjoy—but overall, I trust that he will always protect me. Which is strange because in general I don't trust anyone. Vik, Wolfe, and Rafe have looked after me from day one.

We kiss as he fucks into me in deep, rhythmic strokes that send the fog creeping in. I beg mindlessly through each earth-shattering orgasm.

Wolfe knows exactly how to pin me to the mattress to send my impulses humming in delight. One hand holds my hip while the other wraps around my throat. He's an expert at providing pleasure and the perfect amount of pressure.

The way his lower stomach grinds against my clit as he tightens his hold on my throat has me gasping and pleading for his bite.

Wolfe smiles, looking predatory as hell as his shoulders flex.

"Do you really want my bite, Ana?" he taunts.

I nod as he runs his thumb over my racing pulse.

"You'd never get away. If I bite you then you're trapped with me for life. I'll never let you go," he says, chuckling darkly. "What am I saying? I'll never let you escape either way. Do you really want a bond with me?"

"Yes," I beg, clawing at his ass and lower back. "Please, Wolfe, bite me!"

"I really hope you're not lost to the fog right now," Wolfe muses. He bumps my head to the side and licks over my throat. "Because if you are you're going to be super fucking pissed at me in a few days when you're clear-headed."

"Wolfe Alexander," I snap, digging my nails into his ass, "bite me, now!"

See, I'm forming coherent sentences, and I remembered his last name. I'm totally not lost to the fog.

"Aww, fuck," Wolfe groans. "I really like it when you're bossy. Fuck yeah, dollface. Tighten that sweet little pussy just like that."

Wolfe snarls as he strikes the skin of my throat, biting viciously. I'm not sure which way is up as I get slammed with a wave of lust and longing so potent it takes my breath away. His tongue teases over the bite in the same way his pelvis tantalizes my clit, causing me to come with absolutely no warning.

"Scream for me, Ana," he growls.

My cunt tightens over his shaft in rhythmical waves that take my breath away. My feet dig into his ass as I thrust up to meet him. He's only able to move a bit since we're locked together, but the drag of his knot against my inner walls sends me soaring.

My nails rake over his back as pleasure jolts through every nerve ending in my system, and I do scream.

Wolfe growls. He directs my head where he wants me. Then he's kissing me deep and dirty as his cock kicks.

"I'm going to fuck you full of my baby one of these days," he moans. The sound sends a shiver through my already overloaded system. It's animalistic and desperate. "Breed you. Goddamn, Ana. It's almost too much being able to feel what you're feeling."

I nod my agreement because I'm right there with him. The bond is wild. There's a strange warmth in my chest as my eyes pop open. Wolfe is staring down at me with his chest heaving. I've never felt anything like it.

"Yeah," I agree, nodding my head and smiling like an idiot. I don't know what that feeling is, but whatever it is I love the way it makes me feel.

My jaw drops open as realization dawns. I'm pretty sure that feeling is love. Or it's whatever warm and fuzzy, giddy excitement that grows into it.

"Wolfe," I whimper.

My eyes ache, and I have to glance away. I cannot cry right now. I'm pretty sure that is every man's nightmare.

A chick crying during sex? Could I be any more embarrassing? And we're not just fucking. We're legitimately locked together. He has no chance of escaping my crazy.

Rational thought smacks into me right about the same time I get hit with comfort and reassurance in the bond.

"That's wild," Wolfe says, nuzzling his cheek against the side of my head. "You're all mine. I hope you understand exactly how serious I was about ending anyone who hurts you. Or hell, anyone who tries to keep me from you from here on out."

My insides light up with a pulse of excitement that I realize is Wolfe's glee at the thought. It doesn't scare me nearly as much as it probably should. I'm actually comforted by it.

"I'm the only one who gets to hurt you from here on out, dollface. I can assure you, you'll always end up getting an extreme amount of pleasure out of it." He smirks.

My heart races because I believe him. "What about Vik?"

"I'm willing to share with him and Castro. Although I think we both know Cas will be the one to stare lovingly into your eyes while he makes love to you." Wolfe snickers.

"You stop," I grumble, shoving against his chest.

Wolfe rolls us and suddenly I'm on his chest, peering down at him. A wide, slow smile crosses his face. "Hey, Ana?"

"Yeah?"

"How do you feel about anal for rewards?"

"What?" I snort.

"You said last night that you've never been fucked in the ass before." He grins predatorily. "Was that true?"

"Yes."

His cock jumps inside me.

"I'd really fucking love it if, since Vik got your first heat with us, I could fuck your ass first," Wolfe growls, pulling my mouth to his. His hand wraps in my hair as he rakes his teeth over my bottom lip.

"How romantic," Rafe says, crawling into the nest. His nose twitches as his eyes get wide. "Holy shit. You two bonded."

My chin tips up, and I give him a firm nod. "I want a bond with all three of you. I'm not lost to the fog. I'm coherent and clear."

"Are you still locked?" Rafe asks, shoving his glasses up.

"Yup," Wolfe confirms.

"As soon as it goes down you should go and speak to Vik." Rafe shakes his head. "I think it should come from Wolfe."

My heart sinks. Holy shit. I didn't even think about that.

"No," Wolfe barks. "Don't feel guilty. I'll explain the situation. We got close while he was gone. No one's trying to leave him out."

"I'd say be prepared to duck," Rafe says, snorting a laugh. "But I'm pretty sure he owes you at least one solid punch."

I worry my lip between my teeth. Well, fuck.

[image: ]


"Are you upset?" I ask Rafe as soon as Wolfe leaves the nest.

"No," he says, staring straight into my eyes. "I'm a little worried Vik might be hurt, but Wolfe's right: it's your decision."

"That wasn't my intention at all," I say, glancing away.

I'm pretty sure if I was a better person I'd have thought that through ahead of time. I'm an adult, I should take other people's feelings into account. So why the hell didn't I? Wolfe sends steady comfort through the bond.

"Where is Vik?"

I'm wondering if he and Wolfe are about to get into it and it's got me anxious as hell.

"We may have visitors within a day or two. Vik's cousin, Soren, and a couple of the guys Wolfe and Vik did contract work with," Rafe says. He stretches an arm and starts rubbing at the back of his neck like he's working out a kink. "I don't suppose Vik got the chance to tell you all the details earlier?"

"No," I say. My face feels hot. I never blush. I mean, okay, so everyone does from time to time, but it takes a lot to put me on the spot. "He was all hot and sweaty from cutting wood, and I kinda just climbed him."

"Yeah, you're definitely having waves of heat." Rafe's face is pink. His skin tone hides some of it, but he's absolutely blushing, too.

"I really meant what I said," I tell him, stretching out a hand to clasp his. "I know we haven't had sex, so I probably sound like a freak, but I want to bond with you. It doesn't have to be immediately." Ohmigod, it's like I can't stop talking. "If that's something you want with me…" My hand flies to cover my face. "Is that even—"

Rafe pulls my hand away and slams his mouth into mine. His glasses bump my face, and I don't mind a bit as he tenderly kisses the hell out of me.

"S-Sorry," he stammers as we pull back, heaving for breath.

"Don't be," I say in a shaky tone.

"Of course I want a bond with you," Rafe assures me, running his hand over the back of my head. "I also want to take care of you. It seems like we're in between waves. Are you hungry? Do you want to shower?"

"I'm not very hungry," I tell him truthfully. "I'd be down for a shower if you're joining me."

Rafe grins. It's all perfect straight white teeth, and the sight makes my clit pulse. He's hot as hell in the unassuming way that sneaks up on you. Or it did to me.

"Let's do it," he agrees. He’s got this light and happy energy that's contagious. I'm not sure I've ever met an alpha who feels like Rafe does.

It makes my heart race. I'm going to make sure he's mine before my heat is over.

Rafe directs us out of the nest. Once we get to the hallway he looks back at me like he just remembered I'm completely nude. He grabs my hand and leads me up the stairs and down the hall to the spacious master bedroom. The bed is incredible. It's a four-poster style with dark wood and tie-back curtains. It's breathtaking.

"Sorry," he says, moving us into the huge en suite bathroom. "The nest doesn't have a shower or tub in that bathroom."

"It's no big deal," I assure him, getting my first look around. The tub is separate from the shower. It's big enough for several people and has jacuzzi jets like my tub back home.

A pang hits my stomach. That house is gone now, if the guys know what they're talking about. I don't care, not really. There was nothing for me there, and I know my father well enough to realize he'd never have let me come back for my things.

I have the most important thing I could ask for, I remind myself. Thanks to Vik.

And I repaid him by bonding with Wolfe first. I push those thoughts away. They're not fair to Wolfe. He sends a pulse of reassurance through the bond.

My eyes fly to Rafe. He's in a pair of low-slung sweatpants, but he ditched the t-shirt when I wasn't looking. He's got the shower running and steam fills the air around his strong frame.

I grin, swaying my hips as I prowl toward his back. He's got strong lats and delicious dimples right above his ass. I slide up behind him. He jolts as my tits brush his skin.

My hands slide down his hips, pulling off his sweatpants and boxer briefs in one quick swipe. Rafe spins around, looking shocked as I squat at his feet to help him out of them.

"Christ," he groans. His head falls back. It's weird to see him without his glasses, but he must have taken them off when I wasn't looking. "I'm trying to be a gentleman…" He blows out a heavy breath. "Seeing you down there is not helping me succeed." His hands are tender as he gently pulls me up until I'm standing.

His cock is unreal. He's not circumcised, and even though he's only half-hard he's extremely impressive. My nipples ache in the cool air of the bathroom as his shaft brushes my lower stomach.

"Come on, Ana," Rafe growls. His hands fall to my hips as he walks us into the shower.

It's an open design. You walk in through a hole in the frosted glass and to the right about seven or eight feet there's a bench that curves around the back wall and the side. The waterfall shower head beats down at the perfect angle to hit my shoulders and ass as Rafe backs me toward it. He spins me around and the water feels divine as it falls over my front. There's a handheld attachment on the wall near the bench.

Rafe nods to it. "Want to sit down while I pamper you? Or is here good?"

"Here," I whisper. God, he really is a beautiful man. The thick curls on the top of his head are soaked from the water and that short beard… it all really works for him. He's soft-spoken, but not weak. My stomach teeters as he stretches over, grabbing a few pumps of body wash.

"Shit," he says, shaking his head. "I forgot washcloths."

"You should soap me up with your hands," I tell him, nodding like a bobble head doll. "I am one-hundred percent good with skin on skin contact."

"They're right, you are a naughty little thing. Aren't you, Ana?" Rafe smiles. His hands land on my hips and he lathers the soap into my skin. My chest heaves as he slowly works his way to my back and up my shoulders.

"I am," I agree.

His soapy skin caresses mine as he works over my neck and clavicles and eventually heads lower. He isn't shy as he cleans my breasts, thumbing my nipples. I squeeze my thighs together as he moves lower to do my stomach. He stares into my eyes as he cleans my skin, and it becomes clear Rafe is very good at taking care of someone.

He grabs more body wash and turns back. The next thing I know, he's kneeling down. My shoulders tremble as his warm breath fans over my lower stomach.

His hands work from my upper thighs, down to my knees and over my calves.

I giggle, hopping around on one foot as he lifts the other and carefully soaps my foot.

"Ohmigod," I say, snorting a laugh.

"Hold on to my shoulders," he says, scrubbing the other foot. His fingers lace through my toes and my hands fall to his skin.

"That tickles," I grumble, wiggling around like a lunatic.

Rafe smiles up at me. "We've got to get you all cleaned up. I'm not going to avoid touching your adorable little toes."

He stands up quickly and guides me back to the bench. The shelf full of body wash, shampoo, and conditioner is on the wall at our side, but Rafe gently directs me to have a seat. He grabs the wand and flicks it on, taking a seat at my side. He gently cleans off my body.

"Turn around with your back toward me," Rafe says, moving to sit sideways on the bench.

The light, fruity smell of shampoo fills the air as he lathers my hair. Rafe proceeds to tell me all about how I have a new step-mother who's younger than I am.

"From what Vik could tell, she wasn't there by choice. We don't have all the details, but she's currently with Soren." Rafe continues to pamper me. He definitely knows how to deliver questionable news. I'm not sure how I would have handled it if he wasn't massaging my scalp and purring softly behind me.

"She's not hurt?"

"Not by any of the men we're associated with," Rafe assures me.

He rinses out the shampoo and repeats the process with conditioner.

"I'm pretty sure that's why Pack Frasier is so dead-set on owning a franchise. They want it as a legal front for auctioning off omegas to the highest bidder," I say as Rafe rubs more conditioner into my long hair. "For those businessmen or rich guys who want someone to fit their needs."

"That's basically what we were thinking," Rafe says, his voice lined with sadness.

My mind flies back to what he said about Keeley. She's literally younger than I am. I'm horrified on her behalf. It's good that she's out of that situation. Hopefully, the guys she's with now will protect her in the event Barrett wants his gift back. I always knew Byron Frasier was slimy, but knowing more details makes me even more disgusted.

He finishes rinsing out my hair then begins to dig his thumbs into my neck and shoulders. Oh yeah, Rafael Castro is definitely dangerous to my heart. His soft, caring vibes are addictive.

I groan because, damn, that feels amazing. I spin around, and Rafe isn't expecting it. He looks at me questioningly.

"I'm pretty sure it's my turn to pamper you. Let me clean you up, Mr. Castro."

I crawl over, grabbing body wash and place myself in Rafe's lap. His chest heaves. He looks a little feral as my fingers tease his hard nipples. My thighs frame his. His thick shaft is lined up perfectly in front of me.

Damn, it looks a bit obscene. It's big. Guys' cocks can't literally hit your belly button from the inside out… right? So how the hell does his dick reach almost to my navel as I sit over him?

"You stopped washing and you're staring at my cock," Rafe says, humor coloring his tone.

"Sorry," I whisper as my eyes dance up his chest. I'm absolutely obsessed with his happy trail and the few dark hairs that line his chest.

Rafe pulls my mouth to his for a slow kiss that has our tongues dancing in the air between us. My chest plasters to his and his cock bumps my pussy. My soapy hands fall to his shoulders as Rafe growls.

I grab the wand as we pull back and rinse us both off. Rafe snatches it away and grins.

"You missed a spot," he says, aiming the stream of water directly at my clit. I whimper as the hand-held attachment falls away. Rafe slides his hand between us and slips his middle finger inside my cunt.

"Damn," I whimper as he crooks his finger just right.

My right hand wraps around his cock. I shiver against his chest as he lets out a feral growl. It probably would scare most people, but my body has no logic and I get so slick I know it's coating his entire hand.

Rafe adds another finger and the stretch feels delicious as I ride his hand. Then again, I'd really like to have his cock in my mouth.

"No," Rafe barks.

I shiver, glaring up at him. I might be sitting in his lap, but his torso is longer than mine.

"Come on, sweetheart. Let's rinse off and get out of here."

I frown.

"I wanted—"

Rafe cuts me off by pulling my mouth to his. My nipples ache as they brush his chest.

"I'm sorry," Rafe says, shaking his head. "I shouldn't have started anything in here. I want the opportunity to take care of you, and you need to eat before the next wave hits."

I pout, but nod my agreement.

Shower sex with Rafe sounds like it could be a high point in my life, but I'm sure that'll come at some point down the line. Well, if we don't get murdered by my father's men first.


Chapter Sixteen


Rafe


Ana and I finish up in the shower and get into clothes. She's adorable even though she's swimming in Wolfe's long-sleeve t-shirt. She aims for the nest, but I pull her out to the kitchen.

"Well, you're still alive. That's a good sign," I say, laughing at Wolfe who holds a bag of frozen peas to his eye.

He flips me off, and I snicker even louder. I saw that coming a mile away.

"Oh shit," Ana snorts. She heads for Wolfe and kisses the cheek not covered with vegetables. "At least you're alive?"

"I wouldn't change a thing," Wolfe says, smirking. "You're totally worth it."

Vik raises a hand, flipping off Wolfe. "I only punched at half-capacity."

Wolfe chuckles, shaking his head.

"Hey, Vik," Ana says, walking over and climbing into his lap.

"I'm on edge, princess," Vik warns, closing my laptop that he's been on.

"You know I love you, right?" Her voice is small, like maybe she didn't mean to admit that or possibly she's afraid he doesn't feel the same way.

"I love you, too," Vik growls, pulling her in for a filthy kiss that has her grinding against his lap.

My heart pangs, but I know they have more history than she and I have. I'm not jealous per se, I think I'm more anxious for a time when she's that open with me. The shower seemed to be a step in the right direction. Well, hopefully. Except I shut her down. Fuck. My head hangs as it shakes.

No, I won't let my own insecurities get the better of me.

No way. She said she wants to bond one day and that's more than I ever expected to hear come out of her mouth. I want that, too, more than anything.

I head over to the counter to make Ana a plate of food.

Wolfe brought trays of everything, from breakfast meats and pancakes to casseroles, and even pre-made sandwiches. It's the middle of the night, but Ana needs to eat whenever she's coherent.

An omega's system is set to fast for long periods during heats, but I'm especially concerned because she doesn't eat much in general. She told me once she doesn't get hungry when she's stressed, and I'm the same way.

While I can understand it, I still would feel better if she ate something. It's never been so hard for me to be an alpha. I'm not pushy or overly assertive; I don't usually feel the need to try to control situations like most alphas do. But apparently my instincts are okay with being more forceful when it comes to caring for Ana.

I grab half of one of the turkey clubs out of the tray from the fridge and apple slices and grapes from the fruit platter. I'm going to need to thank Evie since I'm sure she's the one who set this up.

I snag a bottle of water and the plate, heading for the table.

"Wolfe and I are going to run out and check the cameras on the driveway," Vik says, gently lifting Ana out of his lap. "I think it's smart if one of us stays out of the nest at all times. Someone should always be clear-headed."

"Are you really that worried?" Anastasia asks, glancing between us.

"Dimitri and two of your father's remaining inner circle have decided that having you will make it easier to take over for your father. They'd like to have access to you to ease the ownership of his properties or possibly use you as a trade to Barrett, since Keeley was lost on their watch." Vik freezes. He blanches like he can't believe he let that detail slip.

"My new step-mother," Ana says, biting into an apple slice. She takes a seat in the chair Vik vacated.

Vik's eyes slide to mine. I give him a nod.

"I told her in the shower." I grab my laptop, moving it aside so I can set the plate closer to Ana.

"It's better to be over-prepared than to be caught with our pants down," Wolfe says, leaning over and kissing Anastasia's cheek. "It'll give you and Cas a chance to spend some one-on-one time together."

"We'll be back soon, princess," Vik says. He palms the back of her head and bends over to give her a kiss.

Those two head out and it's once again me and Ana.

"I know you guys were all in the military. I trust that you can take care of yourselves," she says, trying to push the plate away. "But my anxiety is through the roof."

"It's a natural response for omegas when you're faced with stress. Do you have the urge to burrow or run?"

"Both," she says, snorting a laugh. "Simultaneously. So explain that ridiculous impulse."

I run my hand over her hair, giving her a smile. "It's just one of those things. Impulses don't always make logical sense."

"Always? They rarely do," she says, tilting her head as she blinks up at me.

"Come on, let's take this into the living room," I suggest, grabbing the plate and her drink.

I offer her a hand up. I'm going to show her that I can look after her. We head into the living room.

Once we're at the couch I put the plate down on the coffee table and take a seat, pulling Ana to sit on my lap. She kneels over me, but I put a hand on her lower back as I lean forward.

She frowns.

"Wrap your legs around my back," I tell her, giving her a grin.

She listens, tucking her legs behind my body as we sit chest to chest. I pull the water out from under my arm, setting it beside us. Then I grab the plate and stretch back into the cushion. It'll help her feel more secure since it gives her a feeling of confinement.

I keep an arm around her lower back and grab the sandwich in the other, offering her a bite. She frowns, but eventually she takes a small bite.

"Such a good girl," I praise her.

Anastasia rolls her eyes with every compliment, but she sure does continue to eat until there's only crust left. She eats a few of the grapes and apple slices along the way.

"You did so well," I tell her, running my palm over the back of her head.

She gives me a bashful smile that sends a pulse of possessiveness through my system.

I clear my throat. "Do you want to snuggle in the nest with me?"

She stares up at me from under her lashes and nods. She's such a dichotomy. She's bold and outgoing at times, and so vulnerable and tender at others. It's no wonder my interest is bordering on obsession. It absolutely triggers my impulses to care for her and she's finally starting to let me in.

I need Ana to see that she has value other than just for sex or to look pretty. She is beautiful, don't get me wrong. She's so stunning sometimes my mouth goes bone-dry when I look at her.

It's just that Anastasia seems really good at keeping the physical act of sex separate from feelings. I'm pretty sure it's a defense mechanism, but I want to break down her walls. If this is going to work long-term, the only way to do that is to build a solid foundation outside of heat sex.
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"So what you're saying is it's always pure craziness with your family at the holidays," Ana says, running her hand over my chest.

I laugh. "Yeah, pretty much."

"That sounds awesome," she murmurs, staring across the room. "It wasn't like that for me growing up. Our house was huge and empty of friendly faces. I don't think I'll ever puzzle out how my sweet mother ended up with my father."

I run my hand over her back and shoulder.

"You'll never have a holiday like that again," I assure her. "My family is wild, but there was always someone around to keep you company, and we'll have that, too. Did you know Wolfe's parents' pack has eight?"

"We talked about it briefly during one of the nights Vik had Wolfe stay with me while he was working out." She laughs. "I was pretty much ignoring the hell out of him back then, though. I honestly can't imagine living with that many people on a regular basis."

"It's a lot of chaos," I say, smiling down at her. "But it's also a lot of love and laughter."

"I want that," Ana says. Her eyes dart away quickly. "If we can ensure that this problem is taken care of. If not, it wouldn't really be safe for me to bring anyone else into my trouble."

"You mean children?" My mouth is bone-dry all of a sudden. I know I want a yard full of kids, but Ana doesn't answer so I go on. "How do you feel about the idea in general?" I can't hold back the question because, let's face it, alphas and omegas tend to have huge families.

She stays quiet for a few more long seconds. Finally she nods. "I'd like to have a daughter one day. My mom and I were really close. I know Wolfe has developed a weird fascination with saying he's going to knock me up."

She snorts.

"I like the idea of at least a couple kids. That way they always have someone to keep them company."

"I know you'd be an awesome dad," Ana says, snuggling closer to my side. "I'm pretty sure Wolfe is about to pop in here at any second. His giddy excitement is getting closer."

My heart pounds wildly under her palm. She can't bust out something as monumental as telling me I'd be a good dad then segue into Wolfe coming in…

Okay, I'm pouting.

The door pops open, and Wolfe comes inside.

The waves of her heat have been erratic, and I'm really starting to get concerned that we'll have the bad kind of company right when it hits.

"What's up?" Wolfe asks, kicking off his shoes and stomping over to climb the stairs to the nest. "No sex? God, you two are moving at a snail's pace. You were passed by a turtle three trips around the track ago."

"What?" Ana scoffs, sitting up and leaning in for the kiss. "Eww. What the hell? Did you go rolling in the mud? Is there even mud when it's snowy? You stink."

"Thanks, doll," Wolfe snickers, clutching at his heart. "I was out preparing and keeping you safe. If I shower, can I call in claiming your ass?"

"You're obsessed," I groan.

Wolfe laughs, looking at Ana.

She shrugs.

"Sure," she says, smiling playfully.

Wolfe moves to head for the door. "Hey, slow ass, you can take her pussy while I break in her tight little asshole."

He heads out the door.

"Go lock it," she whispers, rolling off me.

"What?"

"The door," she hisses.

I hop up and head to the door. I lock it and look at Anastasia questioningly.

"Unless Rafe goes for the gold and fucks it before you get back," she calls toward the door.

"Anastasia," Wolfe growls. He's muffled like he was already partially down the hallway. "Don't test me right now, sweetness."

"You know, I could take you here if you want," I say, projecting my voice toward the door.

"Rafael Isaiah Castro," Wolfe snaps, getting closer by the second. "I will motherfucking end your life. Don't try me right now."

"I mean," Ana says, smiling behind her hand, "Wolfe is huge, and I know he's a sadist…" She hums. "Maybe it would be better if you were my first."

She sounds so damn convincing I have to shake my head, covering my mouth to hold back the laugh.

The door handle shakes.

"Oh, that fucking dick locked me out," Wolfe gasps, jiggling the handle. "Your death won't come quickly, Castro!"

I head back to the nest. Anastasia giggles, and I plaster my hand to her mouth to keep from ruining the ruse. The little vixen licks my palm.

I growl.

Wolfe must hear me because he only grumbles louder. I'm pretty sure he petulantly kicks the bottom of the door.

"I swear to Christ, Cas. If you stick your dick inside her ass I will have to fucking murder you. It'll be violent and ugly. Then I'm going to have to explain to Mama Cas why I killed her favorite son, and none of us want that." He sighs heavily. "Can you imagine how she's going to feel, knowing I had to end your life because you couldn't keep your dick out of Ana's virgin hole? Seriously, let's just avoid it. "

Anastasia and I snicker. He's losing his shit. Ana pulls my hand away from her mouth and grins mischievously.

"Yes, Rafe. Ohmigod, right there. Take my ass harder," Ana calls out just loud enough for Wolfe to hear. "Play with my clit, please. Oh no, you might be too big."

"Shh, I'll be gentle," I murmur. "Just relax; if you clench it'll only hurt worse."

"You son of a bitch," Wolfe growls. "Actually, I love your mom. I'm sorry I said that. You asshole!"

"Fuck me harder," Ana begs. Her hands fly to cover her mouth and she laughs. The sight absolutely takes my breath away.

I pull her mouth to mine for a licking kiss that sends blood pumping to my cock.

Ana shoves my shoulder, rolling me over onto my back. She climbs on top of my bare chest. The feeling makes me groan.

"Oh yeah? Enjoy it now, fucker," Wolfe rants. "Because I swear pain is coming your way."

Anastasia blinks down at me as my hands fall to her generous hips. She wiggles down my torso a bit until her pussy rests over my cock. She grinds against my sweatpants and my dick jumps in response.

My cheeks heat, even though I'm not sure why.

"You know how much I want you. Right, Rafe?" she asks, leaning forward to mark my cheek with hers.

"I want you, too, Ana." I palm the back of her head, pulling her mouth to mine. We grin into the kiss. Her nails dig into my flesh as she gyrates her hips. "I want more from you than sex. I want to build a life with you."

Anastasia tilts her head, studying my face carefully. "I believe you."

Her words send a zing to my heart. I'm really fucking glad she said that.

"I'd really like it if you'd pound the fuck out of my pussy, too, though," she says. Leaning forward she captures my bottom lip, sucking it into her mouth.

The kiss is flirty and playful as she grinds over my thickening cock.

"Is this okay?" I ask, running my hands up her sides to pull off the shirt.

"Please," she begs.

I yank it off and her hair falls around her shoulders. I discard the shirt and evaluate my feast.

I roll us before she has the opportunity to object.

I pull my glasses off, putting them aside, and kiss her deeply. Her legs wrap around my ass.

I find myself gently grinding against her slick core. Her tits are plastered to my chest. I want them in my mouth almost as much as I need to eat her pussy.

I lick my way from her throat, down her neck, and across her clavicle.

"Your beard is so scratchy," she whimpers. "I love it."

I grin, scraping my stubble over her sternum as I kneel over her. I palm her tits, cupping them, and running my thumbs over her tight pink nipples.

I'm not an expert on tits or anything. I mean, I know I love them, but I haven't got much in-person experience.

All I know is she's got more tit than will fit in the palm of my hand. They're firm and tight and kinda heavy.

I lazily flick my tongue over one of her nipples, and she arches off the floor of the nest. I can't help myself, I grin around her breast. I'm pleasing my omega.

My cock throbs in response. My knot feels swollen and sore. Usually it only aches like that right before I burst. I ignore it and get back to work learning the best ways to make Ana beg.

I pride myself on not being a stereotype of my designation. I'm big on thinking before I speak and even better about considering something fully before acting. Usually. Except at the moment all my brain can seem to focus on is how Anastasia's pheromones flood the air, and how badly I want to sink my teeth into her throat while I bury my knot deep inside her.

"Damn," Ana moans as I switch to the other nipple. "I almost think I could come from that alone."

I grin around her tit.

"No, I was wrong. My clit is gonna need friction." Her nails dig into my shoulders. "You smell so freaking good."

I laugh against her soft stomach as I work my way down. I lick my way over her hip bone.

Ana squeals, writhing around.

"I absolutely hate you," Wolfe calls through the door. "You fucker."

I forgot about him for a minute.

He can't tell from the bond that I'm not really inside her? Maybe it's still too new for him to differentiate all the details, or possibly Ana is blocking some of the bond?

He finally stomps off.

I chuckle against Ana's thigh. My eyes fly up to hers. Her chest is heaving in short, rapid pants. My left hand slides up, pinching and tugging her nipple as my breath fans over her slick pussy.

I flick my tongue over her swollen clit. My eyes fall shut as I savor the taste of her on my tongue.

"Okay, perfect," Ana moans. "You're perfect. Do that. More of that. God, yes."

Her words send my chest puffing up with pride. My left hand continues to tease her tit while I bury two fingers inside her. I know I'm not as experienced as the others, but I put every bit of enthusiasm I have into figuring out how to please her.

Its apparently not that hard to do. She's soaked. She tastes like tart cherries, and it's like I can't get enough.

Her thighs wrap around my shoulders as I work my fingers in and out. I want to hear more of her begging moans, but I'm not willing to stop what I'm doing to ask for it.

She's so slick that I add another finger without much resistance. It feels like it takes no time at all before she's tightening around my digits in rhythmic waves. The feeling is indescribable.

It's unreal how snug she becomes. Her body tries to lock my fingers in place and it gets practically impossible to continue working in and out.

"Rafe, please. I need your cock," she begs, gently tugging on my hair.

I growl against her sex and dive back in. I'm nowhere close to satisfied. I'd also love to hear more of her begging for me.

Ana whimpers and continues to beg. Once she starts begging for my bite, I have to shake my head to keep from complying. It knocks the fog away enough that I manage to keep from sinking my teeth into her thigh, but everything is extremely hazy. My desire for her is so intense it's intimidating. I've never wanted anyone the way I want Ana.

"Dammit, Rafe," Ana moans. "Slam your cock inside me." She's a bossy little thing. Her hand in my hair starts to tug violently as she comes again.

She's so wiggly it triggers my impulses, and my forearm pins her stomach while my other hand locks down on her hip.

I growl. Hell if I know what that growl means, but my omega seems to.

She freezes.

"Please, alpha," Ana sobs, letting out a little huff. Her tits bounce with how hard her chest is heaving. "Rafe, I need you so bad. Please don't make me beg anymore."

I pull back until I'm kneeling.

My chest is suddenly the one falling in rapid movements. Her pussy is glistening in the low light.

The look on her face is pleading. I'd give her anything she asked for at the moment.

"You want my cock?" I growl.

Anastasia nods wildly. Her hand slides over her stomach and down to work her clit.

"Beg for it," I snap, pulling down my sweatpants and hovering over her.

She does. She sobs and begs so perfectly that the fog creeps in at full-force.

The sounds she makes has my cock leaking all over her lower stomach. My skin brushes against hers and it makes my heart thunder. I don't just want to fuck her. I want to love her and take care of her and keep her forever.

I pull her mouth to mine for a slow, tantalizing kiss. She moans, grinding against my length as I suck on her bottom lip.

I pull back until I'm kneeling again, but my eyes are glued on Anastasia's beautiful face. She's so incredibly open with her emotions sometimes. I crave these moments furiously. I wish I could etch the look on her face into my mind permanently. She gives me a soft smile that makes my chest feel warm. I'm pretty sure I'm already half in love with her. I've always been a caregiver, and it's clear she needs me as much as I want her.

"Um, holy fuck," she whispers, drawing my attention back to the moment at hand. Her eyes are glued to my dick. "I know you didn't try to sweet talk your way into my ass with that monster…"

I laugh, shaking my head. "You already saw it in the shower."

"Yeah, but apparently you weren't fully hard. What the hell, Rafe? You shall never fuck my ass. I might not recover."

I snort.

"It's not your ass I want to fuck," I admit. Maybe I'm old-fashioned or boring, but I couldn't care less about that. I want inside her tight little pussy with an intensity that should give me pause. I've never felt so feral before. The way my teeth pulse with the urge to bite is another indication I need reinforcements around in case I lose control.

Ana wraps her hand tighter around my shaft as she jerks me. All rational thought leaves my mind as she pulls back the foreskin and runs her thumb over the crown of my cock.

I bite my lip to keep from sinking my teeth into her. My eyes flutter shut as my head falls back. She continues to tease my shaft as she slips the head of my dick through her wetness.

A low, ragged purr starts in my chest.

"That's so hot," she murmurs.

My hand fists her hair, pulling her up so she can fully enjoy the view.

"Watch while I take your pussy. I'm going to make you mine," I groan. I'm not a master of dirty talk, usually I'm pretty quiet during sex, but something about Anastasia sends my baser instincts into overdrive.

She lines my cock up at her entrance. I barely thrust, but her slick heat is unlike anything I've ever felt.

"Holy shit, Rafe," Ana murmurs. She looks desperate for something, and I'm anxious to give her exactly what she needs.

The crown of my cock dips inside her and her walls stretch to accommodate me. The way her hands dig into my lower back as she rakes her nails over my skin drives me insane.

My control falters. I pull out and slam back inside with little concern to if she's ready for it.

"Shit, sorry," I hiss, trying to get myself under control.

Forget feral, I'm pretty sure I'm on the edge of turning into a mindless savage. Which is so outside of who I am it makes me pause.

"Don't be," she whispers. "Fuck me like you own me."

That does not help my composure. I've still got her neck up so she can appreciate the view. I work my way deep inside her before pulling out and doing it all over again. There's something about seeing my cock wet with her slick that does my head in.

Her pussy molds around every ridge as she takes me. The noises she makes sends my arousal to dangerous heights. Everything is foggy. My impulses scream that I've trapped my omega. It's time to rut and breed her. Then I'll claim her and never let her get away.

"Holy fucking shit, Ana," I moan.

My abs flex as I find the best way to roll my pelvis to make her scream.

"Rafe, please," she sobs. Her eyes fall shut.

"None of that," I snap. "Watch as I slide inside you bare. Damn, Ana, I've never felt anything like this before. Rub your clit for me while I pound into you. God, I love the way your tits bounce." I'm a rambling fucking mess.

She whimpers and says something, but it's garbled. Her eyes meet mine, and I grin.

She's absolutely beautiful, and I'm finally making her mine. My thumb rubs over her cheek. I bring my mouth to hers for a teasing kiss. The naughty flicks of her tongue against mine combined with the way she tightens around my cock…

It's almost too much.

Ana digs her feet into my ass.

"Feeling you tighten around me like that is going to undo me," I groan against her cheek. "I don't know how much longer I can last."

"Bite, please!"

My eyes clamp closed as I try to fight the urge to claim her. Vik really should be next. He's been waiting on her since her last heat.

"Rafe." Ana claws at my ass. The sharp tug of pain sends my instincts through the roof. "Knot me."

"I-I," I stammer. "I've never knotted anyone."

"I'm your first?" Her smile is so wide it takes over her entire face. "I love that."

I laugh, shaking my head. She's so fucking cute at the most random of times. It helps ground me, though. I'm no longer feeling like a lion poised to attack. I pull out of her completely, making Ana frown.

"Present for me, beautiful," I bark.

"Yes, sir," she whimpers. She rolls over. Her forearms hit the mattress as her ass arches up and out.

Aww, fuck me. This might have been a very bad idea indeed, I realize as the fog slams into me full force.


Chapter Seventeen


Anastasia


The wave of literal heat pulses through my system, making me sob into the mattress as Rafe tenderly rubs his hand over my ass.

Vik may have been right. Suppressants really are awful. They kept me sane for a few years when I wasn't prepared to dip my toe in the heat pond, but they're also a bitch to come off of.

My system doesn't know what to do with itself. I'm dripping slick at a rate that would be embarrassing as hell if I was more coherent. My nipples pulse with the same radiating pain that hits my lower stomach.

"Knot," I beg. "Now, please."

"Damn. I'm sorry, Ana," Rafe says, thrusting inside me in one deep, pounding thrust. His pelvis hits my ass as I collapse into the mattress.

"Ha, you asshole," Wolfe grumbles, appearing at my side. "I picked the lock. You're so lucky your cock isn't in her ass."

"Wolfe," I sob.

"You're burning up, dollface," Wolfe says, pulling me up until I'm kneeling. "Knot her."

Rafe grips my hips in a hold so tight I'm sure I'll have bruises tomorrow. He plunges his knot inside me with no further warning.

I wail, falling against Wolfe's bare chest.

"Holy fucking shit," Rafe whispers. "That's… God." His voice actually breaks.

"Rut," I beg mindlessly.

"Shh, we've got you," Wolfe assures me. He teases my clit with one hand and pulls my mouth to his.

Rafe wraps a hand around, teasing my right tit while his left hand holds my hip and he snaps his hips into mine.

"You're stuffed full, aren't you?" Wolfe muses in between tongue-filled kisses. "If I thought you could stay upright I'd lick your clit for you…"

Rafe pants behind me. "I'll hold her up, you handle that." He nods, agreeing with himself. He wraps an arm around my hip and up between my tits and plasters me to his chest. "You're absolutely dripping, beautiful."

"Yes," I agree as Wolfe stretches out on the bed. He spreads my lower lips and sucks my clit. My hand falls to grip Wolfe's hair as he licks and sucks.

"I'm so close," Rafe growls, licking over my neck. The way his hand clutches at my chest is intensely arousing. He can't fuck me rough like this due to the position, but it hits every single one of my submissive buttons as he holds me to him.

My body jolts as Wolfe works my clit.

"Are you going to come all over my cock, Ana?" Rafe asks against the shell of my ear. His warm breath fans over my skin and the fog gets so thick my thoughts become incoherent. "Because I'd really love to feel you milk my cock."

"Come for us," Wolfe barks. He immediately goes back to flicking my clit with fast, fluttering licks that make me beg nonsensically.

"Rafe, bite me. I'm yours," I sob. I'm not sure much of that is clear or understandable. It all sounds garbled even to my own ears.

"Are you sure?" Rafe asks, licking over the column of my neck. The way he holds me like I'm precious combined with the hope in his voice… It makes me feel indescribable.

"Yes!" My breathing is erratic as pleasure courses through my system violently. He scrapes his teeth over my throat and his stubble tickles my skin.

"I'm going to bite you as I fill you up with every drop of my cum," Rafe growls. "Yeah, that's definitely the bottom of your pussy brushing the head of my cock as I rut. Goddamn, that's insane."

"Harder," I demand.

Wolfe pulls off my pussy, licking his lips obscenely. "Are you wrecking her?"

"He is," I agree.

Rafe's knot swells so large it becomes impossible for him to do more than grind. My vision goes spotty as Rafe strikes. He bites into my throat, and I come with a scream. My cunt is so unbelievably slick that each rut makes a wet sound.

"That's so fucking hot," Wolfe says, staring at my pussy.

Rafe hits me in the bond and his euphoria takes my breath away. He feels completely… I don't even know what that emotion is. Fulfilled? Satisfied? The next wave I get from him is gratitude. His happiness and pure joy seem to take all the air from my lungs. He's joyful to be stuck with me for life and it's ridiculously humbling. Tears spring to my eyes as I fall back to rest against his chest. I'm shaking, and it's difficult to tell what exists in reality and what is pulsing inside the bond.

"Shit, sorry," Wolfe says, wrapping his arms under mine. "I'm here, lean into my chest so Cas can fuck you. Although watching you two writhing together is pretty sexy. Like a couple of eels banging."

"Ohmigod," I snort. Leave it to Wolfe to say the most absurd thing humanly possible.

"You're ridiculous," Rafe groans. He trembles against my back. His hand tenderly runs over my spine. "I'm so happy. You really wanted this, right?"

He sounds so unsure that I twist to face him as much as I can considering the position.

The bond is new and exciting, but I've got no clue exactly how it works. I have a little experience since Wolfe, but not enough to know if it's really working. I send my appreciation and contentment to Rafe. "I wanted this more than anything," I tell him.

"Good," he says, smiling a huge smile that takes over his entire face. "I did, too."

I twist back to kiss him. I'm pretty sure he's getting my feelings based on the pulses of bliss and joy that come back from him.

That's about the last rational thought I have for hours as Rafe and Wolfe use my body in every delicious way they can imagine.
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I wake up in the nest. Wolfe and Rafe frame me on either side, but I really miss Vik. I crawl out of the den and grab a sheet from one of the cabinets lining the wall.

I aim for Vik. Granted, I'm not sure where he is, but I intend to find him. He's sitting on the couch with a laptop in his lap.

"Hey, princess," he says when he spots me. "Nice toga." He puts the computer aside.

"Thanks," I say, grinning as I climb into his lap. "Mmm, you're warm."

"You're not boiling. That's a good sign." Vik chuckles as I snuggle in close to his chest.

"I really did miss you," I say, and even though I know I sound like a broken record… I need him to understand that. I'm also a little anxious to say what I need to say. "I don't want to apologize for bonding with Wolfe and Rafe because I feel like that will belittle—"

"No," Vik says, cutting me off. "Never apologize for that. Our time will come. It actually gives me comfort. We might not have bonded yet, but I still know you're ours."

I kiss his fuzzy jaw.

"You need rest. It was less than two hours ago that you three finally quieted down." Vik runs his hand over my back. "Rest a bit and I'll trade with Cas or Wolfe so I can snuggle you in the nest."

I huff, crossing my arms over my chest. "Will you cuddle me here, too?"

"Of course," Vik agrees. He stretches his legs out across the couch and pulls me between him and the cushion. I toss my leg over his and soak up his scent.

"Care to give me an update on what's going on?" I ask, running my hand over his chest.

"We're keeping an eye out to see if Dimitri heads this way. Merrick, that's one of the guys I used to work with. He's even better with computers than Castro is. He sent me access to toll booth cameras along the route. He's watching others. There's more than one way to get here from New York."

I nod. "That makes sense. Could you be missing them right now because I'm distracting you?"

"I can rewind the footage," he says, running his hand over my back and settling it on my hip. "You know if they do show up here as opposed to at the lodge that there's a very low chance they'll survive until the police arrive, right?"

My heart pounds rapidly as my mouth goes dry. I know they're capable of protecting themselves. Rationally, I get that. I'm still terrified, though. Bad guys are more dangerous than good men because they don't have lines they won't cross. I personally know how vile and treacherous Dimitri can be, and I still don't know which of the others escaped with him.

"I didn't mean to upset you, princess," Vik says in a soothing tone.

"I know. My anxiety is through the roof, but it's not because of what you said," I assure him.

"Want me to carry you back to the nest? You can snuggle in between Wolfe and Cas."

I shake my head. "I want to stay out here with you."

"Okay," Vik agrees indulgently.

"Remember what we did last time when you helped me calm down?"

"When I gave you a bath and rub-down after?" Vik asks, smiling a huge smile that takes over his entire face.

"No." I shake my head. "After Pack Frasier showed up…"

"How could I forget?" he says, sounding amused. "You want to do that now?"

"Please?"

"Ask for it, princess," Vik says, tilting my chin up.

"Can I warm your cock, Daddy?" My eyes squeeze shut. He always wants to hear the words. My face heats, but I know he'll say yes. Vik is a very indulgent guy. He's growly and quick to spank—I learned that lesson the hard way. But he's also extremely soft on the inside. Or he's soft with me when I need him to be.

"Of course, sweet girl. Eyes open. That's it. Such a good girl. Now tell me where you want to warm my cock."

My mind files through the options. Ass is off-limits, or so Wolfe thinks. Pussy would be good because we could cuddle, but it might make it difficult for him to keep watch, which I know is really important to him.

"In my mouth," I finally decide.

"Sounds good to me," Vik says. "Same as last time?"

"Please?"

"I do love it when you're sweet." Vik beams. "Get comfortable."

I climb on top of him, giving him a quick kiss, and slide down between his legs. Vik sits up, scooting back some so I have room to stretch out on the cushion. I pull his sweats until they're halfway down his thighs.

I briefly consider begging him to let me suck him off, but I remind myself he's trying to keep us all safe.

Stupid omega impulses.

I really don't understand how we've survived as a designation. Apparently it's only because alphas have the innate drive to protect us because our instincts really are too stupid to live at times.

I put my head on Vik's lower stomach and thigh, just below his hip bone. I pull his cock to my mouth. He's half-hard, but I know from experience that'll change as soon as he's inside me.

Last time he got so hard I couldn't believe he didn't come solely from my soft suckling.

He's salty and tastes delicious. He's literally my cock pacifier, and I love it. He stretches over, grabbing the laptop, and puts it on his chest. His left hand falls to my head as he gently runs his fingers over my scalp and through my hair.

His cock twitches in my mouth like he's holding himself back from thrusting. I like it when I can roll my tongue around the bottom and hold him where he nearly touches the back of my throat.

I let out a pleasurable little sigh as his cock grows even harder. My hand falls to his right hip, running over his skin. I don't know because I haven't had a whole lot of moments of pure bliss in my life, but I do know this feels like what I imagine experiencing euphoria is like.

Vik's cock dribbles pre-cum, and I lap it up.

"You're such a goddamn gift," Vik murmurs, running his fingers over my cheek. "If you don't stop teasing…" He chuckles. "You might get my load right in that sweet mouth."

I grin around his cock. I wouldn't mind that either. He continues with his soft praises until my eyes get heavy. I fall asleep before I even realize what's happening.


Chapter Eighteen


Viktor


I've done a lot of things in my life that I'm not proud of. Some of those were in defense of my country, so I don't let myself harbor too much guilt for things done under orders. At that point you're the machine, not the operator.

Anastasia's breathing evens out within five minutes. I run my fingers through her soft hair and alternate between watching the footage and dreading what'll happen if those fuckwads actually show up.

Neither Wolfe nor I will hesitate to do what has be done to protect our pack. Cas won't either, but I also know he's not as built for it as the two of us are.

I hear the shuffling and my hand slides under the cushion, ripping out the Glock 19 and aiming. When Soren's blond head pops around the wall from the kitchen, I blow out a breath of relief. We might be related, but you definitely can't tell by looking at the two of us.

Soren is tall and with a slender build that should make it impossible for him to blend in places. Except I know from experience that he's a master at it. His light blue eyes evaluate everything and he grins when he sees me.

"How did you get in?" I ask in a low voice to keep from waking Ana.

"Came up the backside of the mountain," Soren says, prowling closer. "The others should be up shortly. It's a long walk from where we left the car."

"That's nice," I grumble, shoving the gun back under the cushion.

"Damn." He chuckles, shaking his head. "You are into some kinky shit. Is she asleep?"

"Yes," I agree, running my fingers over her cheek.

"You know what? I don't even want to know." He sighs. "Have you got somewhere the four of us can crash? I'm exhausted." His nose twitches. "That one is potent as hell. Is she in heat?"

"She's coming off suppressants," I whisper. "It's been erratic."

"That is unfortunate timing," Soren says, scratching at his blond beard. "Fine, one of us will take the first shift."

"Nah, I've got it," Wolfe says, coming into the room. "You set off my trail-cam alarms."

"I did that intentionally," Soren says, eyeing Wolfe.

They make introductions.

"You're bonded to her?" Soren asks, nodding to Anastasia.

"I sure fucking am." Wolfe chuckles, shaking his head with a silly grin on his face.

"It's fresh," Soren says, breathing in close to Wolfe's neck.

"Yeah," Wolfe says, crossing his arms over his chest.

"How can you stand to see her with my cousin's cock in her mouth?" Soren asks in Russian.

Wolfe blinks. I repeat the question in English. "Don't be a prick," I warn Soren.

"This is a legitimate question," Soren says, eyes bouncing between us. "I've recently acquired one of my own. No bonds as of yet, but that is coming. I find I do not wish to share her."

"Do you have a pack?" Wolfe asks, frowning.

If he does it's news to me.

"No," Soren says, shaking his head. "I do have two barnacles I've picked up along the way. They have an affinity for my omega. I believe I will have to kill them before this is over."

"I know that feeling," I grumble.

Ana whimpers in her sleep. She cups my cock with her tongue and begins to suckle. It's ridiculously hard not to groan.

"Seeing this?" Soren gestures to me and Ana. "He would be dead if I were you."

"We're pack," Wolfe says, shrugging. "I know I was just inside her, and I will be again soon. It's not as hard as I imagined. Bonding helped curb some of those impulses to keep her to myself. Especially because I can feel how content she is right now." He growls. "Except the last minute or so. I think maybe she's having a nightmare?" His jaw gets tense.

"Hey, princess," I murmur, running my hand over the back of her head.

Anastasia stretches. Her eyes pop open. She gasps when she spots Soren a few feet away. My cock falls from her mouth.

"Pull your sheet up," Wolfe says softly. "You're about to flash us the nips."

Ana leans up. I finally tuck my cock away.

"Soren Nikolov." He nods, stepping closer and extending a hand.

"Um, I just had Vik's cock in my hand, so I'm not trying to be rude, but we should probably skip the handshake," Ana rambles, her eyes huge.

"Indeed." Soren chuckles.

"You killed my father?" she asks, tilting her head to study his face.

Soren's eyes meet mine. I give him a nod.

"Indeed," he says again.

"You're sure," Ana whispers. "There's no possible chance that he escaped?"

"I can give you my guarantee," Soren says, linking his hands in front of him. He pulls his shoulders back like he's preparing for her to freak out.

Ana crawls off the couch and rushes him. It's really more of a slow meandering rush since she's still in the sheet. "Ohmigod, thank you!" She squeezes him, and Soren blinks down in shock.

"You're welcome?" he replies. It very much sounds like a question.

"My associates should be here within a few minutes." Soren looks at me and nods to Ana. "She's quite potent even bonded. I think it would be best if you three retire to the nest. I can keep first watch."

Anastasia looks at me as Wolfe pulls her into his chest.

"Only if you're coming," she says, giving me a look that makes my cock jump.

"I'd say he'll be coming soon, indeed," Soren muses with humor lining his tone.

I close the laptop, grab my gun, and head for Ana. Her eyes get wide, but she doesn't say a word. I stretch out an arm for her and she comes to me easily without a lick of hesitation. It makes my chest puff up with pride.

"You two go," Wolfe says, scratching his tattoo-covered shoulder. "I'll show Soren the rooms upstairs and join you soon."

"Okay," Anastasia agrees. She pulls out of my arms to mark his cheek.

"You know that's not necessary. Don't you, dollface?" Wolfe grins, pulling her mouth to his. They share a dirty kiss and Wolfe pulls back, slapping her on the ass. "Not that I'm complaining."

"Sorry, he smells like my step-mom. I had to make my claim," Ana says, coming back to my side.

"You told her?" Soren asks.

"We don't keep secrets. Not anymore," I say, leading her off to the nest.
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Castro is passed out naked when we make it into the nest. It smells heavily of cum and the lingering tinges of Anastasia's perfume. She makes it three feet inside the door and drops the sheet. These little creases appear under her ass cheeks when she walks and it makes me want to bite them.

There's an idea. Putting my bond mark right on her luscious ass. I stride forward and my hands land on her hips.

"I really do fucking love you," I growl, licking my way down her neck. Her hand reaches back, cupping my cock through the sweatpants. She gives it a teasing jerk. It makes me groan. "Harder."

Anastasia spins around and shoves her chest into mine. My back lands against the wall a few feet away from the door. I slide a hand up her neck and into her hair as she pushes her lips to mine. She yanks downward, pushing my sweatpants off. I use my feet to kick them away as she rubs her nipples against my skin.

A low, ragged purr starts in my chest.

"I love it when you do that," Ana says, blinking up at me from under her lashes as she moves to kneel at my feet. Her hand wraps around my cock as she brings me to her lips. Her tongue swirls around the head. It feels so fucking good that I growl.

I love the frisky smile she gives me. It makes my heart race. I am absolutely bonding my omega tonight. Wait, this morning. Whatever time it currently is… I don't care. I'm doing it soon.

My head falls back against the wall as my knees shake. She licks stripes up and down my cock from the tip to my knot. My hand runs over her head as I focus on the warm, wet heat of her hot little mouth. She's not shy about cupping my balls and rolling them in her hand as she sucks my knot. It throbs in response. I spit out a string of curses that don't make a lick of sense.

Ana makes an 'O' with her fingers at the base of my shaft right before my knot. She increases the suction to the point I lean heavily against the wall for stability.

"Fuck, you keep sucking Daddy's cock like that and I'm going to fill your mouth up," I groan.

My dick pulses as she swirls her tongue around the crown and teases the tip. One hand cups my knot while the other works the leftover few inches of my shaft. She pulls off, smacking her lips and again teases the pre-cum dripping out of my tip with each jerk of her hand. Rarely, but sometimes she is a very typical little omega and I find it utterly adorable. A wide smile crosses my face.

I reach down, pinching and tugging her nipple. She whimpers, diving deeper onto my shaft. The stretch of her tiny little mouth around my overly thick cock has me about to blow.

The door opens and closes. Wolfe appears behind Ana. I have to fight my urge to growl at him to back the fuck off. He falls to his knees and spends a bit teasing his hands over her skin before he shoves two fingers into her cunt.

"Can I start loosening up your ass, dollface?" Wolfe asks, framing her back and kissing her cheek. My cock is still jammed into her mouth, and I feel his warm breath on my skin. It's weird as hell.

Anastasia nods her agreement.

"You're my favorite human being on the planet." Wolfe's hand meets the back of her head as he shoves her further down my shaft. "Remember to swallow when he hits your tonsils." He chuckles darkly, continuing to tease her pussy.

Ana gets more ravenous by the second. Her tits bounce as her nose hits my knot. Her slick little tongue curls around my shaft. I don't know what I want more. I'm desperate to come down her throat, but I also love the thought of jerking off all over her tits.

"Yes!" she sobs around my cock, and freezes.

"Come all over my fingers," Wolfe growls, slapping her ass. He moves that hand to her shoulder, slamming her down as his thick digits work up into her. Anastasia grinds against him and tongues the crown of my swelling shaft.

"I'm going to come, princess," I warn.

Wolfe moves the hand on her shoulder to her head and uses her hair to fuck her face on my cock.

"Good goddamn," I groan as she doubles down, sucking me like she's desperate for my cum. The head bounces against the back of her throat as she moans around my cock, and it's too much. My shaft swells and jerks, spilling in her mouth as her eyes meet mine. I gently run my fingers over her cheek. "You're such a good girl."

"She's getting hot." Wolfe kisses his way over her shoulder. "You've handled one finger in your ass extremely well, want to go for two?" he asks, but pulls his fingers free of her body completely.

Anastasia rolls her eyes, smiling as my shaft finally slips from her lips.

"You can take my ass as long as someone fucks my pussy, too," Ana says, laughing as Wolfe pinches her nipple. She bats his hand away and smirks up at me. "Want to fuck my pussy, Daddy?"

"Jesus fucking Christ," I growl, pulling her to her feet. "You're perfect for us. I'm absolutely going to wreck your sweet little pussy. Spill load after load of my cum inside you until everyone knows you're mine." My hand falls to her stomach and delusional fantasies of breeding her fill my mind. Alpha impulses do not always line up with reality.

Wolfe chuckles. "Daddy Vik seems to be a little foggy. To be real, I am too. Let's migrate into the nest."

I finally remember Cas is in the room as I catch sight of him. He's naked except for his glasses, and he seems very interested in the possibility of joining this little party.

"Mmm, let's do that," Ana agrees, nodding wildly.


Chapter Nineteen


Anastasia


Wolfe guides me over to the nest by my hips.

"Rafe," I whimper when I spot him. I head up the steps and essentially tackle my alpha. I knew the moment he woke up. His arousal hit me in the bond shortly after Wolfe joined us.

Rafe smiles as we kiss and the sight is incredible. When he's happy his dimples show, and combined with his short curly hair and the stubbly beard it all really works for him.

My slick pussy slides over his cock as I grind over him.

"I'm pretty sure you promised Vik your pussy," Rafe says, grinning. "I'm not opposed to coming down your throat. Not at all."

"Okay," I agree breathlessly. My nipples are so hard they're painful.

"Come on over here, princess," Vik growls. He's lying a few feet away. His cock is still so hard even though he just spilled in my mouth.

The fog has definitely slipped in, I realize as I scramble toward him. I lick my lips, desperate for his cum.

"No," Vik snarls, pulling me up by my shoulders. "You're going to ride Daddy's cock like a good girl."

"Yes, I am," I agree, diving for his mouth. I grind over the bottom of his shaft like an omega dying for dick.

"Shh, we've got you," Rafe murmurs from my side.

Vik's cock notches at my entrance. I dig my nails into his shoulders as he pushes inside so slowly. My eyes roll back in my head as I swivel my hips in a circular motion. The slight burn of being stretched around his length magically transforms into pleasure.

Rafe stretches a hand between us. He cups my tit as his other hand falls to my clit.

"That's it, baby girl," Vik growls. "Take every inch."

His cock is hard and pulsing, like he's aching to pound into me.

"Get on with it," Vik snaps.

Wolfe chuckles. His warm skin slides against my back as he licks over his bond mark. Slick drips from me all over the rest of Vik's cock and his pelvis.

Wolfe opens a bottle and I hear a squirt. "I'm guessing we probably could have used all your natural slickness, but I'd like to repeat this on occasion. I'm not taking any risks."

With that he promptly shoves two thick fingers in my ass. I whine, falling further down Vik's hard cock.

"This is going to be ridiculously tight," Wolfe groans.

Rafe tilts my head so we can share a slow kiss that makes my pussy tighten around Vik's thick length. My head lolls to the side as I beg mindlessly.

"I need…" I sob. "Something!"

"You're about to get my cock up your unbelievably tight ass," Wolfe growls. He's kneeling between Vik's spread thighs. He pulls his fingers free and shoves me down until I'm lying on Vik's chest.

"Thanks for the warning," Rafe grumbles, rearranging his arm.

"Ready for me, dollface?" Wolfe asks as he lines himself up.

"Yes," I say, nodding wildly.

"Kiss me," Vik says, pulling my mouth to his.

Rafe continues to tease my clit, but he's not giving me enough friction to come. I sob that into Vik's mouth. Wolfe pulls my cheeks apart and thrusts into my ass. My nails dig into Vik's chest.

"Oh fuck," I hiss. "No, it's too much."

"Give it a second," Vik says, rubbing his cheek against mine.

Rafe begins to circle my clit with considerable pressure. Wolfe is stalled with just the head of his cock in my bottom. My pheromones tinge the air and everything gets hazy. The twinge of pain morphs into something wholly pleasurable.

"Goddamn," Vik groans. "That's unreal."

"Can I move?" Wolfe asks.

"Yes, please," I beg.

Wolfe continues easing in and out with shallow strokes. The further he works in, the more my system transforms the pain into blissful pleasure.

"Your cock," I say, looking at Rafe. "I want you in my mouth."

"It's okay," Rafe says, smiling softly. "I can wait, you're already overloaded."

"Put your dick in my mouth, please!" I whine. The sound immediately sends Rafe scrambling to stand. It makes his dick the perfect height to suck him easily.

"I'll take over her clit," Vik says, running his hand over my stomach and lower to my cunt. "We're going to eventually negotiate you giving us babies."

"Okay," I whimper, circling the tip of Rafe's cock with my tongue. My left hand wraps around the base of his shaft. His foreskin takes some getting used to, but I'm obsessed with the way it feels as I glide my tongue along it. His knot pulses in response. It makes me shiver with anticipation.

"You're gonna let Daddy breed your slick little cunt?" Vik asks.

Wolfe is still carefully working himself in and out of my ass and his cock swells impossibly hard at Vik's words.

"Yes," I whine. The thought sends a thrill through my entire body, but it echoes especially potently in my clit and nipples. I don't know, maybe I'm weird. I honestly don't give a fuck, because when Vik calls himself Daddy or asks me to it only makes me hotter.

"Can I bite you when I come, princess?" Vik asks, pinching my clit.

My pussy spasms. It makes Vik and Wolfe moan.

My hand tightens around Rafe's knot. I pop off his cock long enough to nod my agreement to Vik's questions.

"Please do," I say before taking Rafe back into my mouth. He's so thick that it takes a major amount of effort to get him deep enough that he hits my throat.

"Grind over me, baby girl," Vik says, working my hips until I start to bounce.

"Aww, fucking hell," Wolfe growls. "Can I really start to fuck your ass now?" His hands pull my ass wide open and it changes the feeling as he moves in and out.

"Yes," I beg around Rafe's cock.

Vik continues to tease my clit and soon the fog is completely in control. Rafe takes over fucking my mouth so all I have to do is feel, and I've never experienced anything like it.

Wolfe's warm heat frames my back.

Vik's soothing voice spills dirty musings and dark promises.

Rafe tenderly fucks my mouth. It's absolutely a perfect moment in time being sandwiched between my guys.

"I do love you, Ana," Rafe murmurs, rubbing my cheek. That's when I realize he's been sending it through the bond.

Vik teases my clit. I come violently and with no warning. Rafe pulls free of my mouth as I sob incoherently.

"Damn, princess," Vik moans. "I'm gonna fill that tight little pussy up. Spill every drop of my seed as deep as I can get inside you."

I pull Rafe back to my mouth as Vik grabs my right wrist. "I'm gonna bite you now," he warns.

"Feeling your pleasure…" Rafe growls. "It's too much. I'm coming."

Vik strikes as his cock explodes inside me. Wolfe spits a bunch of curse words that don't make sense as he swells inside my ass. Rafe spills sticky cum on my tongue, and maybe I'm coming again or maybe I'm still coming. I have no clue.

All I know is, as the bond settles into place I'm completely fucking content and thoroughly satisfied. I've claimed all my alphas.
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We fuck and cuddle the next several hours away. Vik and Wolfe sneak out while I'm drawing random patterns on Rafe's chest. I know something is up when they come in with a bunch of boxes.

"What's this?" I ask, sitting up. I feel like such a cliché omega, but my stomach flutters with excitement.

"Courting gifts," Rafe says, putting his glasses on.

"We're already bonded," I say, laughing and shaking my head.

"Yeah, sorry, dollface. We're a little behind," Wolfe says, placing a box in my lap.

"That's okay," I assure him. "Can I open it?"

"That's the idea," Vik says, chuckling.

I rip into it and squeal. It's filled with clothes. I pull out several comfy sweater dresses. They're practically all Evie wears and she gifted me a few when we first started hanging out.

"They're my size," I whimper. "Thank you!"

"Keep going," Rafe says, kissing my cheek.

I dig in the box and there are several sets of bras and underwear, a soft fluffy scarf, and a few t-shirts.

"I love it," I tell them truthfully.

"Moving on," Vik says, placing a giant box on the top step. "It's too heavy for you to hold."

I'm in one of Rafe's t-shirts, but I'm sure I flash them all as I scramble to the box. Vik unfolds the top and a strangled gasp escapes as I get a look at what's inside.

"You didn't," I whisper.

"We did," Vik says, brushing his thumb over my cheek.

I pull out the photo album on top and sob like a lunatic when I see the pictures of my mom holding me as a baby.

"Thank you," I whisper, looking between the three of them. "I never let myself hope that any of this was saved."

Rafe sends pure comfort in the bond. Wolfe smiles, but his arms are crossed over his chest and he looks a little pouty.

"The gifts are from all of us," Vik says, bumping his shoulder against Wolfe's.

"I would have gotten them for you if I'd been there," Wolfe grumbles.

I laugh. "I know, and thank you."

"There are a couple more," Vik says, holding out a small box. It has a lift-off lid. Inside are all the letters my mother wrote me and gave me on each birthday. One each year until she died.

I immediately close the box as my head falls back. I look at the ceiling as tears run down the sides of my face.

"What's wrong?" Wolfe asks.

"Nothing," I assure them. "I didn't want to cry on them."

"It's okay," Rafe says, pulling me into his chest. He holds me, pouring comfort and steady strength through the bond as I try not to sob.

"Okay, no more emotional stuff today," Vik says, giving me the last box.

I take it and inside are more clothes and on the side is an envelope. I open it and frown.

"We know how particular women can be about clothes," Wolfe says, chuckling. "We had Evie help with some, but there should be enough in there to get you started on a decent wardrobe."

"Thank you," I say, checking out all the stores they got gift cards to.

"Once things settle down, we'll take you shopping," Vik says, giving me a soft smile.

"Yeah, dollface," Wolfe says, nodding to the gift cards. "And you can give us all a nice little fashion show after you hit the lingerie stores."

I laugh, shaking my head. "Not a problem. Thank you. This was more than I ever expected."

"You deserve all this and more," Rafe says, kissing my temple.


Chapter Twenty


Wolfe


The next several days are full of erratic waves of Ana's heat. It doesn't feel like a real heat, due to the long periods where she's completely coherent.

She's not obsessed with the nest, nor does she wish to stay in it all the time like an omega in heat normally would. It's got to be a side effect of the suppressants, but we do our best to keep her happy and well-fucked. It's probably partially due to the fact that her real heat wasn't due until two months from now.

I swear to God, I don't know why suppressants are even in wide use. I looked that shit up after Ana was so sick the first time. The side effects are unreal. Everything from extreme weight loss to weight gain, headache, stomach problems, hair loss… I mean what the fuck? It's crazy how those things are considered acceptable reactions to the medication. The really fucked-up side effects, the ones where the omega is supposed to immediately discontinue use… Yeah, those are a fucking shit show, too.

Ana curls in closer to my side. The television is on, playing some comic book superhero movie, but I've barely glanced at it.

Keeley Androff is sitting on the other couch, curled in close to Steele's side.

I don't know what I expected Ana's step-mom to look like, but I would have guessed wrong. She's pretty and has the exaggerated curves omegas are known for, but you can tell she's really young. She's not even twenty, and she's a widow. It blows my mind.

She's quiet, but she smiles a lot. I suppose I'd be pretty happy, too, if I got out of a marriage to Markov Androff. She's soft-spoken and a bit skittish around anyone but Soren, Merrick, and Steele.

Anastasia had a brief talk with her that ended in them both expressing their gratitude that Androff is dead. That was two days ago. No information has been found on Dimitri's whereabouts. If he doesn't show up fairly quickly then I don't know what we'll do. We're eventually going to have to get back to work.

Anastasia talked to Evie on the phone for a bit last night. Even Ana is ready to get back to her job once things settle down. I'm ready for these fuckers to show up so we can clean house and move the hell on.
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"I've got a hit in Indiana," Merrick says several hours later. He walks into the room with his laptop balanced on one hand. He heads over and tosses himself down next to Steele.

"On all three of them?" I ask, leaning forward. Ana snuggles closer to my side and lets out a sigh.

Soren sits up straighter in his chair. He cocks his head at an angle, looking truly animalistic and exceptionally fucking deadly. "A hit on who?" he asks in a weirdly calm tone.

"Antonov and Belini," Merrick says, tapping away on his computer. "Dimitri Abramov is not with them. Well, not in the same car. He very well could be traveling with them, but in a separate vehicle—"

"Do you have a location?" Soren asks.

"I have the license plate and direction headed," Merrick says, looking at Soren. "If I had to guess, they're aiming for Belini's childhood vacation home. It's on Lake Michigan."

"We can continue to track as we move," Steele says, rubbing his hands together. "We are moving? Right, boss?"

"I am not your boss," Soren says, narrowing his cold blue eyes. "We are not a team."

"Of course not," Steele says, winking like a lunatic. He squeezes Keeley's knee, nodding over to Soren. "Not a team. Pssh. Did you hear that?"

Keeley giggles, hiding behind her hand. Her dark brown curls bounce as she shakes her head.

"You think this is funny, little one?" Soren muses, sounding completely amused. He leans forward, quirking an eyebrow at the omega.

"No," Keeley says, staring at her lap.

"Come here," Soren says, raising a finger and curling it for her to come to him. He continues murmuring something else, but Russian is not one of the languages I speak.

The bubbly omega looks downright terrified as she shuffles over to him.

"We've been over this," Soren says, lifting her into his lap. His heavily tattooed arms flex as he positions her. He runs an equally tattooed finger over her cheek. "You're never to fear me."

"Okay," she agrees.

I look down at Ana. Her eyes are wide, but she seems intrigued to see "The Slow Death" as they call him, can be soft when the occasion calls for it.

Vik and Cas come in, chatting amongst themselves, and freeze when they spot all of us congregating together.

"Would you mind helping Keeley pack up her things?" Soren asks Anastasia.

She blinks at him for several long seconds before she pushes herself up off the couch. "Come on. I'll help you pack."

I slap Anastasia's ass on the way by and she chuckles. They head up the stairs and out of sight. Once the door closes Soren says something to Vik in Russian. Vik replies and my jaw gets tight.

There are six very capable men in this room, but it's suddenly turned into a one-on-one between the cousins. They continue talking back and forth.

Steele catches my eyes. He doesn't look pleased either.

"Once again for the rest of the class?" I ask, stretching back and crossing my leg over the other to hide my frustration.

"They'll be heading out as soon as they're packed up," Vik says, scratching his jaw. "Soren has an oath to fulfill."

"Yeah, what are you going to do about your boss, boss?" Steele asks, smirking like he's enjoying the frustration on Soren's face.

"That's none of your concern. Nor is that who my promise involves," Soren snaps. "Pack your things or stay behind. It's no matter to me." With that he promptly stomps out of the room.

"I suppose it's too much to ask that Dimitri Abramov died along the way?" Cas says in a hopeful tone. "If he's not with the others, then maybe they double crossed him?"

"You speak Russian?" Merrick says, frowning as he closes his computer.

"Not very well and only the basics, but their names were easy enough to pick out," Castro admits, looking to Vik for guidance or possibly an answer to his original question.

"If he's dead, Soren will tell us as soon as he finds them. He'll be sure to extract all pertinent information if it's feasible," Vik tells us. His eyes bounce between me and Cas. "I'd almost prefer he just shows so we can end this once and for all and be sure about it."

"Damn right," Steele says, clapping Vik on the back as he heads for the stairs. "Divide and conquer. Either way, those fuckers time is up."

"Agreed," I murmur.
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The house is quieter than normal once Soren, Keeley, and the mercs head out. It's late the next night and the four of us are lounging in the living room.

Cas is on his laptop. Vik is asleep on the couch. Anastasia is lying with her feet on my lap and her head on Vik's chest.

The feelings of contentment that pulse through the bond are wild. It's an unreal feeling being able to differentiate not only Ana's emotions, but also Cas's and Vik's. The television echoes around the space, but it's nice having the extra room. We're going to need a house, especially since I'd like for us to have a couple of kids at some point. Two or three seems like a good number.

My stomach growls even though we had dinner two hours ago. I haven't worked out since we've been here, and if I'm not careful my eating habits will eventually catch up. I snicker to myself. I'm not about to let that happen.

"I'm going to grab some leftovers," I tell Anastasia, lifting her feet out of my lap.

"You're a bottomless pit," Cas says, chuckling.

"He is," Ana agrees, snuggling deeper into Vik's chest.

"I'm not going to deny it." I laugh. "Do either of you want anything?"

They both decline.

I head for the kitchen, grabbing the pan of casserole out of the oven. I've got no clue what it is, but it was awesome the first time and I'm about to devour the hell out of it again. I think it's some type of beef stroganoff. I grab a plate out of the cabinet and a spoon out of the drawer, when movement catches my attention outside the window. I know better than to react. I don't make it obvious that I've seen anything. In all seriousness it's likely a deer. They're all over these woods, and even during winter they're plentiful enough that you'll see them trying to eat flowers out of your flowerbed.

I toss some food onto the plate and head to shut off the light. I duck down the hallway and click that off, too. I'm not taking any chances. I head to the laundry room which is the closest location I know of with a weapon. The room is dark, but my hand instantly wraps around the cold steel when I reach into the cabinet.

Vik prefers the Glock 19, but I've got an affinity for the 17. I prefer the weight, and although the barrel length makes almost no difference on accuracy it's what I like. It's more of a comfort issue.

I also appreciate the extra couple bullets, but let's be real. There's more than one way to skin a cat, or in this case kill an asshole.


Chapter Twenty-One


Anastasia


I'm snuggled up tight on Vik's chest, almost asleep when a raging headache hits me out of nowhere. I haven't had a migraine in years, but that's exactly what this feels like. A radiating pain starts in my neck and travels all the way up the back of my head. My eyes ache, but I carefully remove myself from Vik to keep from waking him and head for the kitchen.

Rafe gives me a soft smile as I pass, but he's got his head on his palm and he's looking pretty wiped out, too. Hopefully we didn't catch a bug or something. That would really suck since I need to get back to work practically yesterday. I hate leaving Evie in a lurch. I know that's why it's so difficult for omegas to find employment in general. No employers want to deal with heat time off.

The hallway is dark as I make it to the kitchen. I frown, glancing around in confusion. A shiver runs down my spine when I spot Wolfe's plate on the kitchen table. My gaze falls to my arm which is protectively wrapped around my middle. It's then I realize it's really fucking cold in the kitchen. I'm not even inside the room yet, but I can't tell as much from where I stand in the doorway.

My eyes dart around as my chest rises and falls in rapid movements. My fight or flight instinct is screaming to run. Yeah, omegas in general almost never have that strong urge to stand and fight. I peek around the corner and all the air leaves my lungs.

My ridiculous impulses scream to run for the open door, but I'm not an idiot. I'm essentially useless. My father made sure of it while I was growing up. I've never even held a gun, but my alphas are more than capable of keeping me safe. Running the opposite direction of Rafe and Vik would be dumb as hell no matter what my instincts are pushing me to do.

My head throbs with a painful pulse that makes me feel like I might be sick. My thoughts fly to Wolfe. He's not here, and suddenly it dawns on me that something bad has happened to him. That's what shocks me out of my frozen state. Wolfe wouldn't have left the door open unless… I don't even know, but the possibilities that race through my mind are violent and terrifying.

I know how ruthless Dimitri is. He's a maniac with no moral code to hinder his actions.

My feet slide along the wooden flooring as I bolt for the living room. I'm trying to be as quiet as possible, but I can hear how loudly I'm heaving.

I don't want to draw Dimitri or anyone else to me until I have backup. Vik and Rafe are much more competent than I am, and they'll be able to help Wolfe far better than I could. Or maybe I'm a horrible person justifying my actions as I run away from the man I love to relative safety when he's likely hurt. I almost turn back, but I feel like that would be a poor choice to make right now.

Ohmigod. I never got the chance to tell him that I love him. I'm three steps away from taking the turn to the living room, when a hand lands over my mouth. I'm lifted into the air as Dimitri's scent rolls over me. My elbow flies back as I kick and try to scream, but it comes out muffled.

"Stop fucking fighting me or I'll kill your boy-toy on the way by. If you shut the fuck up and come willingly, I won't finish the job," Dimitri growls close to my ear.

Pure fucking terror ices its way through my veins. Finish the job? My stomach rolls as I fight back the violent wave of nausea.

I mentally weigh options. I'm pretty sure Rafe and Vik will have felt my terror. They'll be on the way if they aren't already. Dimitri can't be trusted, I know that. He might kill Wolfe out of spite either way. Am I willing to risk pissing him off even further? No, not when Wolfe could pay the consequences.

"Feet on the ground. Don't fight me. You'll come peacefully or he will die," Dimitri murmurs. "You still smell so sweet, my little lamb."

A shiver of disgust rolls through my system as Dimitri backs us toward the kitchen door.

Vik hits me in the bond and it's pure assurance that he's coming for me. I don't fully understand how everything works, but I try to send him thoughts of the kitchen and danger. We're past the kitchen table, backing toward the door, when Vik comes around the corner with his gun raised. He looks calm and absolutely deadly. There's a coldness in his eyes I've never seen before.

Dimitri lifts me off the floor with one arm around my stomach. The cold metal of his gun jams into my right cheek.

"I had a feeling someone would be joining us," Dimitri says in a humor-filled tone.

"Why would you show up here?" Vik asks, slowly stepping forward. "You've got to realize this is a useless endeavor."

"Is that right?" Dimitri asks. He chuckles and the sound is vile. He sounds amused and not concerned at all. That scares the hell out of me. Maybe he's finally gone off the deep end?

My heart races. I've got tunnel vision on Vik's gun. There's not an ounce of fear that he'll shoot me by mistake. I'm worried about Wolfe. I'm furious with myself for not being quicker. For not recognizing that the pain I'm feeling is an echo of Wolfe's pain in the bond. I'm really goddamn pissed off that I'm so weak I can't defend myself. I should have taken up boxing or something after my mom and I were attacked. Hell, even self-defense lessons. At this point I'm a liability.

"It looks like I have what I came for," Dimitri says in a bored and simultaneously condescending tone.

"How did you even know where to find us?" Vik asks, taking another step forward.

"I didn't," Dimitri says, dragging me backward. "Not until your vile prick of a cousin murdered my friends and took off with the boss's wife. Then it was only a matter of waiting to see where she ended up. I think the great and powerful Soren Nikolov will be in for quite the shock when he arrives at his destination."

My heart races as I clutch at Dimitri's arm. That doesn't sound good at all. No, scratch that. My heart literally stops beating as Vik looks me dead in the eyes. He sends me a pulse of comfort.

Dimitri continues to back us toward the door. He bumps it all the way open. I can tell by the scratching sound and the jolt that hits my body as he pops back into me.

"Do you wish to risk her life?" Dimitri asks, standing just inside the doorway. The cool night air hits my skin. I tremble from the cold and a combination of outright fear.

"I won't be," Vik says. He doesn't even glance at Dimitri. He stares straight into my eyes.

A rolling wave of nausea hits me so hard that I squeeze my eyes shut. I'm pretty sure I'm going to vomit. I think I gasp something to that effect. When my eyes open, everything is spotty.

"Follow us and I'll shoot her in the face." Dimitri chuckles. "That would be a shame. It's messy to fuck a bleeding corpse."

My blood goes icy. He really is a sick son of a bitch.

I mouth, "I love you" to Vik. It's so hard to focus on anything as my stomach rolls.

Dimitri steps out onto the porch. I have no idea what happens next because it's behind me, but all I hear is the sick crunch of bones breaking. There's a violent jolt as Dimitri's arm digs into my stomach. He bellows and it makes my ears ring.

Dimitri's arm falls from around my middle, and I instinctively toss myself forward back into the house toward Vik. Another disgusting crunch fills the air.

I clamp my mouth closed as my stomach rolls.

"Get a towel," Rafe calls. "Jesus Christ, man. He got you good."

"Exactly how long were you going to stand there?" Vik grumbles, wrapping his arms around me.

"As long as necessary to ensure I had a clean maneuver," Wolfe says indignantly.

Vik lifts me and I wrap myself around his chest. "Shh, you're okay, princess."

I think maybe I'm in shock because what comes out of my mouth is, "I know I am." Vik heads for the bathroom and grabs several towels before heading back to the door. He tosses them to Rafe.

I sob as I get a look at Wolfe. He's got blood streaming down his face and covering his shoulder.

"I'm good, dollface," Wolfe assures me.

I blink rapidly when I catch sight of Murphy and Luke. They've both got guns at their feet and they're helping Rafe stop Wolfe's bleeding.

"We need to call an ambulance," I whisper.

"Jesus fucking Christ, Anastasia. It's twenty-something degrees outside. Put some clothes on," Murphy grumbles. "We added an addendum at the lodge. No half-naked omegas can roam the halls."

"Shit," Vik says.

"I'm bonded now," I say, like that changes everything. I remember the morning he carried me down the stairs, he said no unclaimed omegas could wander the halls half-naked.

Yeah, I'm fairly sure I'm in shock.

Vik immediately spins back around, carrying me inside. He helps me put on a pair of Rafe's sweats and a hoodie, as well as socks and shoes.

"Did Wolfe break his neck?" I ask, trying to swallow, but it's practically impossible. My mouth is bone dry. I don't even feel nauseous anymore. I'm actually quite numb. It's not a bad feeling at all. I'm pretty sure all of this is a dream, or a delusion anyway.

"He did," Vik agrees. "It was risky, but Wolfe has experience with that move and the model Dimitri was carrying has trigger safety, meaning unless the firing pin safety and trigger are fully depressed it's not going to fire."

"Oh," I say, like I have any clue what that means.

"You couldn't see it, but Wolfe's first move was pulling Dimitri's gun arm down and breaking it. Once that was done, Dimitri immediately went to try to support his broken bone. It's an instinctual reaction. That's when Wolfe transferred pressure to the neck. It's a very quick combo that we practiced many times when we were in training."

"So he's dead?"

Vik picks me up and carries me back outside. "It depends on which vertebrae Wolfe got. Hopefully…"

I shrug. I'm pretty much positive I'm in shock, but at least I'm not having a breakdown. I'm also really sure Dimitri won't be hurting anyone with a broken neck. And that's all that really matters to me.


Chapter Twenty-Two


Rafe


Murphy and Luke drag Dimitri's body off the porch and into the backyard.

I help Wolfe take a seat on the steps. "I'm pretty sure that's going to need at least a couple of stitches."

Wolfe shrugs. "Can you see bone?"

"No," I sputter. "But he tried to bash your skull into your brain matter…"

"I'll be fine. They've got to have some super glue around here somewhere." He slaps my hand away and takes over holding the towel.

"We've got some at the house," Murphy says, like this entire situation isn't a visit to crazy town.

"This fuckwad is still alive." Luke frowns, holding two fingers to Dimitri's neck. "It's faint, but it's still there. Was that purposeful?"

"Asshole. Was it purposeful?" Wolfe scoffs.

"Technically it's extremely hard to kill someone from a broken neck. At least instant death. In most cases it causes paralysis that in turn causes organ collapse and then death," I tell them helpfully. All three of them look at me like I'm an idiot. Of course they already know that.

"Give it a few minutes, and I'll have finished the job just fine," Wolfe grumbles, still holding the towel to the back of his skull.

"I would have twisted his head right off his shoulders," Vik grumbles, stepping around Wolfe and coming to stand by the rest of us. The veins on his neck and arms are poking out and he still looks half feral. I believe it would have been a lot bloodier if he got his hands on Dimitri.

Vik's holding Ana so close to his chest that I vaguely wonder if she can breathe properly.

"Of course you would have," Wolfe says, sighing heavily. "In case anyone cares, I'm about ninety-nine percent sure I've also got a concussion. I'm still seeing double."

"Hey, asshole," Luke says, chuckling. "How many fingers am I holding up?”

"Two," Wolfe says without a lick of hesitation. "Why do you have two middle fingers on that hand?"

"That's not a good sign," Ana says, carefully untangling herself from Vik's hold and heading over to Wolfe once she's back on her feet. "We should get you to a hospital."

She's extremely numb in the bond. Which is concerning as hell. I'd imagine most civilians would be freaking out right about now.

Hell, I don't think I'll be able to forget the sick crunch of his bones breaking… Not for a long time. It was gruesome from where I was. I can't imagine what it sounded like up close and personal.

"What are we doing about that?" Luke asks, scratching at his jaw and frowning at Dimitri's body. He's no longer checking for a pulse, which hopefully means this shit show is over.

"I'd just like to officially say I told you so," Murphy says, crossing his arms over his chest. He kicks Dimitri in the thigh. "If we'd bought that large animal sanctuary, we'd be set right now. Free food for the animals."

"God." Luke laughs. "You're never letting that shit go. Okay, get it all out before we get back to the others."

"I mean…" I sigh when all their heads swivel my direction. "We've done nothing wrong. He came here with bad intentions. Add in the fact we're in a stand-your-ground state…"

"You want to call in Ned?" Murphy asks, scratching at his beard. Ned is the town's chief of police. "That seems like a lot of unnecessary headache." He looks at Wolfe. "No pun intended."

Anastasia snorts. Wolfe frowns. We're firmly in crazy town territory. Why is this even a question?

"There's definitely grounds to call it in," Luke says, leaning down again. "I figure if we give him about another two or three minutes he'll be nice and dead by the time they get here."

"Does Evie know there's a fifty percent chance the person she's having a baby with is a psychopath?" Ana asks, blinking and looking between Luke and Murphy.

"Hey," Luke says, frowning. "I thought that was the group game plan. I'm just being a good team player."

"Anastasia," Murphy growls. "That wasn't very nice. Evie will never know anything other than we came to help fix the broken water heater." He gestures toward the body. "Water heater repaired."

Anastasia scoffs. "With an assault rifle and a shotgun. Totally believable, but by all means. I'll never say a word."

"Good," Murphy says, holding out a fist to Anastasia. She blinks for several long seconds as her head tilts. Eventually she raises a fist. They bump and my jaw falls open.

"Evie likes you. I like to keep my future wife happy." Murphy shrugs. "I'm not losing any sleep tonight."

"Right, back to the Russian with mafia ties?" I ask, gesturing toward Dimitri with both hands. I find it more than a little disturbing we're all standing around talking like this is no big thing. Even Anastasia. What am I thinking? Especially Ana.

Vik and Luke start discussing options, but I take a step and pull her into my arms.

"Are you okay?" I ask, nuzzling my cheek to hers. "No one expects you to be totally fine right now. Don't feel like you need—"

"I'm good," Ana says, staring straight into my eyes. "I'm more than good. I'm fucking ecstatic. That asshole…" She frowns. "He tormented me over the years."

I bite my lip to keep from saying I think maybe she should speak to a counselor. I'm definitely going to bring it up somewhere down the road, but I'm not sure that now is the right moment.

"We can dispose of him easily enough," Murphy says, nodding to the body. "Or you can call it in. If you go that route we're not sticking around. We'll be stuck here all damn night, and that'll give me a headache."

"What do you want to do?" I ask Ana. I know her father kept her out of all the police reports having to do with her mom's murder and her attack. I honestly think it could give her some solace to finally speak her truth.

I carefully pull her a few feet away. "We can say Wolfe slipped on some ice. That'll be enough of an excuse to get him checked out. If we go with that choice it means we handle this ourselves." I nod to the body so I don't have to explicitly mention the disposing of his corpse. "Or we can call in Ned. He's a friend and the chief of police."

He's also former military and on the verge of retirement. I don't see him pushing this too hard. It's clearly a case of self-defense. Wolfe's injury only helps our case, as bad as that sounds.

"This is your choice," Vik says, coming over and pulling Ana into his chest. "We're all good with you making the call."

"Have I told you that I love you, dollface?" Wolfe asks, pushing himself off the step. He wobbles a bit. Once he's stable he comes over, kissing her cheek. "Because I really motherfucking do."

"I love you, too," she agrees, wrapping her arm around his back.

"Y'all should probably call before he starts getting cold," Luke says with a laugh. He waves over his shoulder. "We're out. Call us if you need us."

"Thank you," Ana yells as they head off toward the woods. They got here within five minutes of my call. They're good friends. It's not a long walk back to their place, but I imagine they parked somewhere in the woods. Otherwise, I have no clue how they got here so fast.

"Dealing with his car would be a pain in the ass," Wolfe concedes like he was following my train of thought.

"I've got this," Vik says, pulling his phone from his pocket. He steps away, making the call.

"Fuck," Wolfe says, leaning over. "Make sure they bring an ambulance. I think I’m about to puke."

I shake my head. I wonder if that was purposeful or if he's worse off than he led on?
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It seems like the entire police force for our tiny town shows up. They immediately separate us to get our accounts of the events. The medics give Ana a field blanket when she starts shaking and eventually the officers take her inside to finish their questions.

Luckily, we have nothing to lie about so I'm sure our stories match up. It's easy enough to see they believe us. That or the fact we're in a sleepy mountain town that hasn't had a murder in five years means they're hesitant to break the record. Self-defense is so much more palatable to the tourists than murder.

Wolfe answers a few questions, but they determine he needs to go to the hospital. Anastasia demands she be allowed to go with him.

Everything in the house is part of the crime scene. Luckily, Ned lets us grab Vik and Wolfe's truck keys. They have spares at the lodge, but that would take extra time.

The officers are still working, but Ned lets us leave as soon as we get the call that Wolfe is being discharged. It's a half-hour drive to the hospital.

Wolf does indeed have a concussion, but we know what to look for and Lydia lives minutes away from the lodge. Anastasia sits curled up in the back next to Wolfe for the entire drive back. Their hands are linked together. Ana runs her thumb over the back of Wolfe's hand.

If I didn't know everything that happened tonight, I'd think they look peaceful.

Our suite in the lodge feels like heaven when we finally pile in after five a.m. It's been the world's longest night and we're all dead on our feet.

Vik's on edge even after we get back. Anastasia demands he sleep with us in the nest as a pack. I know he reached out to Soren, Steele, and Merrick repeatedly and got no response. He's desperate to warn them that Keeley is being tracked somehow. It's concerning to me, too, but that's tomorrow's problem.

We've all got to get some rest.

I know Vik needs to be close to Ana tonight. I grab a bowl in case Wolfe gets sick, and we all cuddle in close. I'm stuck on the edge close to Wolfe. But as he petulantly points out, he almost got his brains bashed in. I guess he earned it, but that only counts until the five stitches he got dissolve.

I roll my eyes, but take the spot furthest away from Ana.
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I wake up with an ache in my neck because I'm using my arm as a pillow.

Anastasia makes a sound between a moan and a laugh. My head pops up to find Wolfe on his side with Ana lying with her back to his front. Wolfe has a hand in her panties and I groan, not just at the overwhelming scent of her arousal in the air, either. I'm pretty sure no sex for two or three days was on Wolfe's discharge paperwork.

"Do you want a brain bleed?" I ask, leaning over Wolfe's shoulder to check out the very squirmy Anastasia.

"Shit," Ana hisses, slapping Wolfe's hand away. "You're in trouble. Did you know that getting busy is on the list of things not to do?"

"I didn't read the paperwork," Wolfe muses, grinding his cock against her ass. "But I have had a concussion before."

"So you did," Anastasia grumbles, sounding totally indignant.

Wolfe shrugs. "This one isn't even that severe. I only blacked out for a minute or two. That fucking sneaky bastard. I came around the edge of the house, watching the woods, and he got me in the back of the head like a total coward."

Anastasia rolls to face him. "I'm so freaking glad you're okay."

"We all are," I say, squeezing his shoulder.

They kiss.

I groan. "The bond is wild. I'm pretty sure getting hit with arousal from both of you is what woke me up."

"Or the fact Ana isn't very quiet when she's about to come." Wolfe laughs.

Ana gives me a frisky grin. "Yeah, he definitely left the job unfinished…" The next thing I know she's climbing over Wolfe and settling on top of me. Her cold hands tease my sweatpants down and my half-hard cock bounces out.

"This is not fair," Wolfe grumbles, rolling to face us. He groans, clutching at his forehead. "Yeah, that shit sucks." The tattoos on his chest and arms move as he swipes a hand over his face.

"Sorry," Ana says, working my cock with her hand.

"You could be doing that to me," Wolfe complains. "That's not sex… I see who your favorite is."

Anastasia laughs. "You're cute when you're pouting."

"I'm pretty sure an orgasm would give me all-natural pain relief," he says, resting his head on his palm as he lies facing us.

"I have no intention of damaging your brain," Ana whimpers as she slides down my thick length. "Surprisingly enough, you successfully won me over along the way. I quite love you, Wolfe Alexander.”

"Aww, shit," Wolfe groans. "I love you, too, dollface." He slides his sweats down and wraps his hand around his cock, but my interest is absolutely on Anastasia. She finally pulls the sleep shirt off over her head as my hands land on her hips.

Her eyes meet mine. The smile she gives me makes my heart throb.

"I love you," she whispers, staring straight into my eyes.

My hand flies up, palming the back of her head. "And I love you, Ana."

She leans close, nuzzling her cheek to mine and grinding over my cock. I bite my lip for dear life to focus on something other than the feel of her warm heat wrapped around me. That and her declaration of love have me too close to the edge.

Ana pushes up until she's kneeling. The look of erotic bliss on her face and the way her hair falls around her makes me growl. It's hard to fathom that I get to build a life with this woman.

"Fucking concussion," Wolfe complains. "I want to be participating, too."

"You definitely got her nice and slick for me," I muse, watching her tits bounce as she tightens over my throbbing length.

There's a strange ache in my chest and my eyes meet Anastasia's.

She glances toward the door with a frown. "Vik…"

I'm not sure if he was on his way in before or if Ana summoned him with the bond. I know instantly there's something wrong. The look on his face is… Damn, I don't even have words to describe it. He crawls into the nest and ends up between my legs behind Anastasia.

"Are you ok—" she starts, but Vik quiets her by shoving his mouth to hers.

"I need you, princess," Vik murmurs as they pull back, heaving for breath.

"Okay," Anastasia agrees.

"Here," I offer, trying to lift Ana off my cock. It's the last thing I want to do, but Vik looks so goddamn broken that I know it's the right thing to do.

"No!" Vik barks.

"Damn, are you—" Wolfe starts, but Vik cuts him off.

"Can we both fuck your pussy, princess?" Vik kissing along Ana's jaw.

"I've never done that," Ana says, stretching an arm back and wrapping it around his neck. "But I'm willing to give it a try."

"Thank you," Vik growls. "Down on his chest."

Anastasia leans forward until her tits are slammed against my chest. I slide a hand between us to play with her clit. Wolfe did most of the prep work before I was awake, but this is definitely going to be a tight fit. I'm a little afraid to try it without the heat haze to spur us on. There's something in omega biology that helps transform pain into pleasure, especially during a heat.

Vik teases a finger inside Ana. My eyes clamp closed. That's extremely fucking weird.

"We're going to wreck your sweet little pussy," Vik growls, adding another finger. It's incredibly intense. "Say 'yes, Daddy'."

"Yes, Daddy," Ana moans out the words.

Wolfe scoots down the mattress so he's got a front-row view of everything going on. He turns toward us and watches intently.

"I thought we might need lube," Vik growls, licking Anastasia's neck. "But you're absolutely dripping for us, dirty girl."

Ana whimpers, burying her face in my neck. "That's unreal."

Vik continues to flex his fingers. He moves them to the side of my cock and the feel is completely different from when they were on opposite sides. It really shows just how tight of a fit it's going to be. I know he's upset about something, but that's no excuse if it could cause her pain or discomfort.

Anastasia's perfume hits the air. She moans. The sound doesn't indicate pain, not even close.

I'm grateful, considering how snug the fit is already. I continue to tease her clit as her eyes meet mine. She gives me a lop-sided smile that makes my pulse race. She's absolutely adorable, and she's going to be mine forever. It still blows me away how lucky we got.

I'm busy focusing on anything else I can think of to keep from coming too quickly and ruining the moment.

"Holy fuck," I groan as Vik flexes his fingers. "I'm not sure I can last like this. The fit is unreal."

"Is it weird?" Wolfe asks, leaning over and pulling Ana's mouth to his. They share a filthy kiss that has her coating my knot and balls in her slick. "Cause the image is dirty as fuck. Hot, but yeah… it kinda looks like Vik's giving you a hand job inside Ana's cunt. That's impressive."

"Are you good, sweet girl?" Vik asks, finally pulling his fingers free.

"Yes; fuck me, Daddy," Ana whines. My cock jumps. It's seriously not even my kink, but damn it really is hot coming from her lips. Vik covers his cock in Anastasia's slick and thrusts.


Chapter Twenty-Three


Anastasia


The sound that comes out of my mouth is reminiscent of a dying cat. I mean, I've never heard a cat die, but that's what I imagine it would sound like.

Spots form in my vision as I suck in a ragged breath. My nails rake over Rafe's chest as I try to figure out if I'm okay. Vik doesn't move. He runs his hand over my back and kisses my shoulder as Rafe teases my clit with firmer pressure. Wolfe should be resting, but he cups my left tit and flicks his fingers over my tight nipple. They all send peace and comfort through the bond, but my body isn't sure what to make of any of this.

"Make her come," Wolfe suggests.

"I-I'm actually afraid that might make her tighter," Rafe groans. "Which would not be good at this point."

I push myself up a bit and my head falls back against Vik's chest. "You should move. Please, for the love of God… Move!"

Vik nods and carefully pulls out a few inches before pushing back in even deeper this time. They're so thick it feels like I'm taking a cock-length knot. Hell, I don't know if that even makes sense outside of my head, but it's starting to feel incredible.

I rise on my knees and fall over their dicks. Poor Rafe is pretty well trapped between us, but from the look of agonized pleasure on his face it's pretty clear he doesn't mind.

"That's crazy," I whimper as Rafe pinches my clit.

"I love you so fucking much," Wolfe groans. My eyes fly to him. He's jerking his cock and staring in awe at where their dicks disappear inside me.

My tits bounce as I practice trying to ride Rafe while Vik works me over. Every nerve ending in my body is alive with desire and passion. Wolfe continues to tease my nipple as Rafe pinches my clit. It sends me over the edge. My face falls to Rafe's pec. I sob as I tighten over their pulsing cocks. The jolts of pleasure are almost painful.

"I'm done for," Rafe growls. The muscles of his neck and shoulders are tight with tension. He bends his head and pulls my mouth to his. I whine into the kiss.

"Fuck yes, sweet girl. Milk Daddy's cock," Vik moans against my shoulder. The sound does indescribable things to my system. I'm so slick, each thrust makes a wet sound. "We're going to fuck you full of our cum. Breed you over and over again."

Vik licks over Wolfe's bite mark. I don't know which way is up as I convulse around their shafts. It's all pressure and unbelievable pleasure.

"Fucking hell, Ana," Rafe groans.

I realize I've been biting his lower lip.

"Shit," I whisper, licking over the bite. "I'm sorry."

"No," Rafe says, pecking a kiss on my lips. "Don't apologize. I just came harder than I have in my entire life."

"Me too," Vik groans, finally pulling free of my pussy. He moves down the bed and takes a seat.

"Goddamn, that was hot," Wolfe adds, still stroking his cock. "Wanna go for the trifecta?"

My chest heaves as Rafe scoots us further away from Wolfe. He lifts me off his still-hard cock and places me between the two of them.

"Scoot closer to him," Rafe suggests, teasing my shoulder with a scrape of his teeth and a lick of his naughty tongue. I do as he says.

Wolfe pulls my leg over his hip and growls. He's staring right at my pussy which is currently leaking cum all over. He tilts my hip and points the tip of his cock right at my opening. I shake as Rafe cups my tit and Wolfe works the head of his cock against my swollen clit.

"I told you I'd paint you in my cum," Wolfe growls, taking my mouth. "Fuck, I can feel you clenching. Are you desperate for me, dollface? You want me to blow my load inside your tight little hole?"

"Yes," I sob.

He shoves the head of his cock just barely inside me, working the rest of his shaft with his hand. My fingers fall to rub my clit as Rafe's warm breath fans over my neck. I really am thirsty for his dick. I tilt my hips, wiggling down to take more.

"You're hungry for every inch." Wolfe chuckles darkly. "Goddamn, Ana. I've never felt anything like you. You're working me off so good. You've got a needy little pussy. Do you want more?"

I nod wildly.

"Beg for it."

I growl. It's a pathetically weak growl in comparison to theirs, but I roll over on top of Wolfe. He's right, I am needy for him and all of his impressive cock, and I'm not in the mood to beg.

My nipples tingle in the cool air. I tease my clit as I spread my legs, falling down over his length.

"Yeah, I'm about three seconds away from coming a motherfucking river," Wolfe groans. His hands land on my hips, helping me work him over.

The way his muscles flex and the look on his face send me over the edge. Rafe leans over, sucking my right nipple into his mouth as I combust.

"Come for us, princess," Vik growls. He appears on my left side, flicking his tongue over my nipple before biting my tender flesh.

I freeze, shaking and tightening. Wolfe slams me down, using his hold on my hips to grind me over him as deep as he can go. He thickens almost impossibly hard. It makes me whimper as my body accommodates his swelling girth.

"Fuck, baby," Wolfe moans. "Such a dirty girl. Letting all of us pump you full of our cum. Goddamn, you've got no idea how badly I want to fuck you full of my baby."

"That'll give a whole new meaning to Daddy," Vik murmurs, teasing my torso with his beard. I laugh, shaking my head and trying to feel him out in the bond. I'm not sure what happened before he came into the nest… but I'm going to find out, and I'm really afraid it was bad news.

Vik helps me climb off Wolfe and tosses me down on the nest mattress. I bounce as my tits jiggle.

The next thing I know, Vik is hovering over me and kissing the hell out of me. My hand lands on his neck, tenderly rubbing and trying to give him comfort.

"Let's just keep all this in here," Vik growls against my cheek as he shoves two fingers deep inside my cunt. "Are you tender, princess?"

His thumb brushes over my aching clit and I bow up off the mattress. "No, Daddy."

"Ask me sweetly," Vik murmurs, pecking a kiss on my lips.

I huff.

"Princess," Vik barks, teasing my clit.

I squint up at him, and he chuckles. It isn't until he pulls his fingers free that I panic.

I yank him back with my hold on his shoulders.

"Please finger-fuck me?" I try. I really have no idea which particular words he wants to hear this time.

The bond pulses with his amusement and satisfaction.

"Close, but I think you can do better." Vik quirks an eyebrow at me.

"Please, Daddy. I need you to fuck your cum back inside me," I whisper. My eyes squeeze shut.

Vik nuzzles his cheek to mine. "That's a good, sweet girl. You're absolutely perfect for us, princess."

I beam.

Vik pulls back until he's kneeling over my thighs. He works his fingers inside me as his thumb teases my clit. His other hand lands on my lower stomach and soon I'm a begging, sobbing mess.

"Come hard all over my hand," Vik growls. "Let's make sure that primed cervix of yours soaks up all our cum. Come for Daddy."

And I do. I shake, shatter, and tighten around Vik's thick fingers. My nails dig into his skin as I lose all control.

"Oh, God. Please don't stop," I beg. "Finger-fuck me harder, Daddy."

"That's so hot," Wolfe says in a wistful tone. "I think I might like it if you call me Daddy, too."

Vik growls low, but it's a playful sound.

I have no idea how he does it, but it always intensifies my pleasure when he pushes down at the top of my pelvis. Maybe it's the feeling of being trapped under his strong hold? But I don't think so.

I think Vik is just pure big-dick magic. His big dick energy is so potent it apparently transfers to his magic hands. I giggle as I come down from my orgasm.

I think I'm dick drunk. Or cum wasted. Hell, I've got no clue. I just know I'm really freaking ecstatic I ended up where I did. I can't even imagine life without my guys.
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Rafe heads down to talk to the owners of the lodge and meet with Reynolds and his wife. Apparently, they own the house we stayed in and they definitely need to be updated on what happened there. Luckily, there was no blood inside or damage to the house, so hopefully they won't be too upset.

Vik and I get Wolfe settled into his bed. He needs some solid rest. I shouldn't even have fucked him, but in my defense… the fog got me. It wasn't even a thought in my mind.

Vik carries me to his bathroom and starts the shower.

"Do you think you could leave so I could clean up?" I ask, but I already know it's futile.

Vik scoffs. His long, thick cock sways as he turns to face me. I roll my eyes and drop down on the toilet with very little modesty.

"Could you grab me a hair tie?" I ask, fluttering my eyelashes at him.

"You're cute," Vik says, shaking his head. "I know what you're doing, but I'll give it to you this time." He heads out into his bedroom to grab one. I pee as fast as humanly possible, and I'm just finishing cleaning up when he comes back in. I flush and head to wash my hands as he frames my back. He tenderly pulls up my mass of blonde hair before I'm even done washing my hands. I don't bother drying them as he guides me over to the shower and helps me inside.

He looks so despondent. It's absolutely killing me.

"What's bothering you?" I ask as he soaps up my back and ass.

Vik shudders out a breath. "Soren and Keeley are dead. Steele and Merrick aren't in great shape, but they'll live."

"What?" I hiss. My stomach drops. I spin around to face him. "Are you sure?"

He gives a nod. "I spoke to Merrick…"

"Ohmigod, Vik. I'm so sorry…"

Vik's jaw is tighter than I've ever seen it. "It is what it is," he says, rubbing his cheek against mine. "That type of lifestyle always catches up."

I bite my cheek, but the tears still fall. Maybe Soren I could understand because he's been a part of that violent mafia world… But Keeley? God, she seemed so soft and gentle.

"I'm sorry," I say, shaking my head and looking at the ceiling.

"Me, too, princess," Vik agrees. "Me, too."

I rub my hand over the back of his neck as he holds me close to his chest. Eventually I get my shit together and take care of my alpha. He needs me right now.

I pour my appreciation for having him through the bond as I soap him up. The shower isn't sexual in the least, but it feels more intimate than all the rest. I love being able to give him some of the comfort that he always so freely gives me.

Vik chuckles. "You're sure taking good care of me, princess," he murmurs as I stretch an arm out to grab a towel. He grabs my wrist, pulling me into him.

I stare up into his eyes as he wraps the towel I grabbed around me.

"We take care of each other," I whisper, stretching on my tiptoes to kiss his cheek.
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The next few weeks are extremely tough on all of us. Our pack comes together to support Vik. He's growly and grumbles a lot, but I know he appreciates the guys' support.

The police complete their investigation. It's several more rounds of questioning, but to be honest, they don't push too hard. The guys pay to have the Reynolds house cleaned.

There's a brief discussion about possibly buying it, but there aren't very good memories there. I mean there are… Bonding with my guys will always be a precious memory, but thinking about Soren and Keeley and even Dimitri's death, it just doesn't feel right.

Evie demands we be given time off to attend Soren's funeral. Her guys complain a bit since we've all been extremely unreliable as far as our jobs go, but Evie is quick to point out that life will go back to normal after we get back.

The thought of being back in New York is intimidating. I have to remind myself that all my monsters are dead and buried.

We spend a day with Vik's family. The entire situation is strange to me. None of them seem especially heartbroken over Soren's death, and it ends up feeling more like a family reunion than anything else.

The next day we head to the funeral. It's after the service and we're standing in a cluster much like many other groups. The room is filled with dangerous men. But I don't worry at all because I've got my guys at my side.

"Anastasia," Ivanov says, approaching with an entourage of muscle at his back. "It's been many years, but I would recognize you anywhere. You've always been the spitting image of your mother."

He's right. It has been years. I've blamed him for my mother's death for so long that it's difficult to separate the hate. I get that my father murdered her to hide his defection to Barrett, but I'm never going to be Ivanov's biggest fan.

He pulls me in for an awkward hug. Vik growls like a murdery lion.

Ivanov laughs it off. He looks at Vik. "Balls of steel, just like your blood." He wraps an arm around my shoulder and pulls us several feet away. "Speaking of Soren, have you seen the mercs? I know you had something to do with how they ended up all tangled up with my favorite enforcer."

Vik's jaw is tight as he eyes every place Ivanov touches me. I'm pretty sure he's planning to chop off every body part that has met my skin.

"Steele and Merrick are still recovering," Vik growls. "Come here, princess."

"It was nice to see you," I say, giving Ivanov a squeeze. I have no idea, but I think it's a bad plan to be rude to this guy. He makes my father seem like small potatoes.

I head to Vik as Wolfe and Rafe frame his sides.

"We've paid our respects," Vik growls, holding me close. "We'll be leaving now."

"So much anger," Ivanov says, waving off his guards who start to close in. "You know it really is a blessing that he's dead." Ivanov chuckles. It sends a shiver down my spine. It's a cold, dead sound. "No one seeks the dead. They find a peace they might not otherwise have known in life." His hands steeple in front of him and he grins. "I've always been a sucker for love. Perhaps that's why I tried to look after you all these years." He looks at me and I frown. I have no idea what the hell that's supposed to mean.

"You looked out for me?" I scoff.

"Your mother sadly didn't feel for me as I felt for her. She didn't trust that I'd burn down the world to keep her, and yes, even you safe." He pauses dramatically. "Your father received my message loud and clear. Do you truly believe that he never would have tried again? I protected you more than you know." Ivanov directs it all to me. To Vik he says, "Did you not question why such a betrayal was allowed to go unpunished?"

"Why didn't you kill him yourself?" Vik asks. "If you're insinuating you had some relationship with Anastasia's mother, then why didn't you kill Markov Androff when he killed his wife?"

My mind is still stuck on Ivanov's words. No one seeks the dead. They find a peace they might not otherwise have known in life… I barely hold back the gasp as my eyes widen.

"Much like I offered Keeley's mother, I also gave your mother the opportunity to trust that I would look after her. Unfortunately, your mother didn't believe me. There's more than you know at play, more pieces in constant motion that you could ever fathom," Ivanov says, shaking his head and clearing his throat.

"Keeley is your daughter?" I hiss. There's no holding back the words. They're out before I can stop them. God, the revelations just keep coming.

"Clever girl," Ivanov says, stepping forward and pinching my chin.

"You let your own flesh and blood be traded to Androff?" Vik growls.

"I owe you no answers." Ivanov releases me. He leans in close and whispers something to Vik that I don't catch.

Vik goes instantly rigid. "That's good to know," he says in a clipped tone. "We're done here."

"What the hell did he say to you?" Wolfe asks on our way to the car.

Vik shakes his head and doesn't say a word until we're all in the rental car.

"He said that when I see Soren I'm to tell him he's welcome. His life is Ivanov's gift and Soren's guarantee that he'll use it in protection of his daughter at all costs."

I figured that out when Ivanov was talking. But I still can't believe Keeley is Ivanov's daughter. And he knew my mother in some intimate way? My mind is blown.

Vik starts the car and glances around. "I'm going to knock that motherfucker out if I do see him."

"Damn," Rafe says, pulling me into his side. "I couldn't seem to believe it was so easy for them to kill him."

"Do you think Merrick and Steele know?" Wolfe asks. "You know they were half gone for Keeley when we saw them."

"No fucking clue," Vik grumbles.

"We know for a fact those two are in bad shape," Rafe adds. "We saw the medical reports."

"At least they're all alive?" I offer because everyone is super tense. This seems like a good thing to me, but the guys are pensive.

Vik nods. "Yeah, but this trip was a waste of time."

"Nah." Wolfe chuckles. "It was a nice little vacation before we all get back to real life."
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Our flight back isn't until tomorrow.

Rafe and Vik disappear for an hour or two once we get back to the hotel. Wolfe and I stay in the room and cuddle. Which leads to some really mind-bendingly awesome orgasms.

They bring back take-out, and the smell is so incredibly delicious my mouth actually waters.

"Is it steak?" I groan, popping the lid on my box. "Ohmigod, it smells like steak."

All three of them give me funny looks as I demolish the steak and delicious Alfredo on the side. I'm not even a little ashamed as I go for the salad last.

Life is good.

Our pack has come together and, hell, I have a friend. Although, to be fair, I'm pretty sure our friendship has been so successful because Everly is an extremely easy person to get along with.

I'm even happier that Soren is alive, because that means Keeley is, too.

"Is there dessert?" I ask, glancing around.

"There's always dessert." Wolfe laughs. "You know I'm a bottomless pit."

He comes back a minute later with chocolate cake, and I let out a very omega-sounding squeal.

"I really love seeing you happy, princess," Vik says, running his fingers over my cheek.

Wolfe feeds me bites of cake. Once we're done Rafe cleans up while the rest of us move to the couch in the small living room area of the hotel suite.

Rafe comes in looking exceptionally nervous. When he hits a knee in front of me, my jaw actually falls open.

"Anastasia, will you marry us?" Rafe asks, pulling a small black box from behind his back.

My eyes dart between the guys. Wolfe smirks, nodding to show he thinks I should agree. Vik links his hand with mine tenderly, running his finger over my pulse.

"Of course," I agree, wrapping my free arm around Rafe's neck. I pull him in for a tender kiss.

"Don't you want to see the ring?" Wolfe asks with a laugh.

"Oh yeah," I say, shaking my head. "But my answer is still yes even if it's hideous." I giggle, bumping my shoulder against his so he knows I'm joking.

Rafe pops open the box, and my eyes bug out of my head.

"Holy shit," I whisper. "No, no way. You guys should return that." I cringe. Damn, I sound like a total asshole. "Sorry, I just mean we could probably buy a house for what that thing costs. Did you know I did the math while Vik was gone… I'd have to work an entire month to buy a cellphone."

"You're really fucking cute when you ramble," Wolfe says, stretching down and grabbing a bag off the floor. "It came to our attention that we've done a pretty shitty job of taking care of you thus far. That's going to change from here on out."

Vik holds my hand out, and Rafe slips the ring onto my finger. It's an oval-cut diamond with a halo of smaller stones. It's set in white gold and it's absolutely stunning.

"It's beautiful," I whisper, tilting my hand from side to side to check out how beautifully it sparkles. "But shouldn't we be saving for a house?"

"Open the bag," Rafe suggests.

I do and my confusion rises. It's a new cell phone.

"Thank you," I say sincerely.

"As I was saying," Wolfe says, leaning over to kiss my cheek. "We've all been off work and together lately, so we didn't think of it sooner. We should have had a replacement phone for you before Vik even left."

"We weren't together then." I stretch over and squeeze his thigh. "But thank you. I did need a phone."

"Back to the house," Vik says, catching my attention. "We've already passed on the Reynolds house, but there's property just up the road that's for sale. How do you feel about building our own house?"

My heart flip-flops wildly. "I'd love that," I agree. "I've got that gold from my mom—"

"We want you to save that for whatever you want," Rafe says. "It's yours. We're more than capable of covering the property and a fairly decent sized house as long as you're okay with the wait time. Building a home from scratch is a process…"

"That's okay," I assure him. "I love it at the lodge."

"Good," Wolfe says, pulling me into his lap. "Now let's practice making babies."

I laugh as he carries me off toward the hotel bedroom.

I never expected to find my future when my father forced me to The Exchange. But somehow, I found everything I ever dreamed of and more.


Epilogue


Viktor


"Remember how Evie didn't get post-heat cramps and that's how they knew something was up?" Wolfe says, taking a few large steps away from the very sick Anastasia.

The entire plane ride home was a nightmare for Ana.

"You're okay," Cas coos. He's got one hand in her hair, holding it out of her face, and the other carefully rubs circles over her back.

"No fucking way," I whisper as Wolfe's words finally process in my thick skull.

Ana finally shakes her head and says, "Okay, I think I'm done."

I head over, bringing her the roll of paper towels and a bottle of water. Rafe heads to the truck and grabs out a plastic bag for her trash.

"Hey, dollface," Wolfe says, biting his lip. "You think maybe we knocked you up?"

"What?" Anastasia gasps, rubbing a hand over her stomach. "No, I still have a few weeks before I'm supposed to get the next shot."

"Yeah," Wolfe says, chuckling to himself. "But you've been puking your guts up the entire way home."

"It's a bug," Ana says, indignation lining her tone.

"And you're the only one who caught it?" Wolfe asks.

"Stop," Cas says, shaking his head. "If you want to know for sure then we can stop by a pharmacy and grab a test."

"It's not necessary," Ana grumbles, letting me help her into the back seat of the truck. "Maybe it's food poisoning?"

"Maybe," I concede. A giddy wave of excitement pulses through my system. I'd say that's highly doubtful since we've all eaten from the same restaurants.

Anastasia jabs a short finger at me, and I crack a wide smile.

"Don't get all excited. You're going to feel really shitty when I've caught the flu and pass it to all of you," she says, huffing a sigh.

"Fair enough, princess," I agree, kissing her forehead as I buckle her in.

"Are we making a pitstop at the pharmacy?" Wolfe asks, climbing into the driver's seat.

"As long as it's quick. I already know it's the only way that the three of you will shut up," Ana says, leaning her head back against the seat.

"It'll take less than five minutes," I assure her.
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"That can't be right," Anastasia says, frowning at the stick. She's sitting on the edge of the tub.

"It's not like we swapped it out for a fake," Wolfe says, laughing behind his hand. He holds his hand up for a high-five. We clap, and Ana glares.

"Are you unhappy?" Cas asks, tossing an arm around her shoulder and pulling her into his chest. "Is it a bad thing if you are pregnant?"

She's quiet for so long that I start to panic. Maybe Wolfe and I are assholes. I know I've got fifteen years on her, but I'm about to bubble over with pure fucking glee.

"No," Ana says, her eyes fly up to mine. "It's not a bad thing at all. I just don't understand. I didn't do this on purpose…"

"None of us think that," Wolfe assures her. He kneels in front of her and kisses the hell out of her.

"No birth control outside of abstinence is one-hundred percent effective," Cas adds like he's our sex-ed teacher. He shrugs. "Sometimes things happen."

"We'll check in with Lydia in the morning," I say, pulling her up and into my arms.

"Okay," Ana agrees.

I help Anastasia into my bed and lie down, facing her. Cas and Rafe pile in next to us.

"I guess you fuckers better get serious about filing the paperwork for pack marriage," Anastasia says, grinning at me. "I'm not popping out a kid unless we're married."

"I'll print the application form in the morning," Cas says.

Wolfe snorts.

I fall asleep holding the woman I love. Having kids will be great, but I've got all I really need right here in my arms.


Epilogue


Wolfe


Six Months Later

My head pops around the corner, carefully watching for Evie and Anastasia. Eileen, the boss's secretary, has a surprise planned for both of them. The others are helping set everything up. I'm on duty ensuring they don't stumble upon something they're not supposed to and ruin the surprise.

Evie is two months further along than Anastasia. She looks like she's about to pop any day. They're in the cafeteria, destroying whatever dessert is in front of them, and it makes me smile like an idiot.

I'm so glad to see Anastasia eating regularly. I get that she doesn't eat much when she's stressed, and lately she's had a very healthy appetite. Meaning we've lessened her stress and she's happy here.

I frown when I spot Luke approaching their table. He looks at me and winks before guiding Evie off toward the downstairs offices.

I smirk and head for Anastasia. That doesn't sound like a bad plan at all.

I walk up behind her. My hands hit her shoulders as I lean in close, whispering, "Boo."

"You dick," Ana hisses. "Ohmigod, you're so lucky I don't have to pee."

I snort. She really is completely fucking adorable at the most random times.

"Come on, dollface." I offer her a hand up. She comes to me easily.

I grin.

She's only six months and some change, but we doubled down… We didn't just knock her up once. We went for the gold. She's pregnant twice over.

Twin freaking girls, and I couldn't be happier. All I care about is that they're healthy and she's healthy. The first few months were rough with morning sickness, but she's been doing great recently.

I open the door to Cas' office and guide her inside.

"Where's Rafe?" she asks, glancing around.

"Hell if know," I lie through my teeth. "All I do know is that I'd very much like to fuck my wife full of my cum. You open to that, Ana?"

"I suppose I could let myself be convinced," she agrees, taking a seat in the office chair. "All right, you better hit your knees and get me interested."

Her smile takes my goddamn breath away as I do exactly that. I peel her panties off and bury my face in her pussy. The belly is such a huge turn-on that I end up pulling my cock out before she even comes.

I have to squeeze the head of my dick when she coats me in her slick. I was damn close to nutting all over Cas' office floor.

Anastasia moans so loudly that I chuckle to myself. She doesn't have a quiet setting when she's coming. When she's finally done shaking, I pull her out of the chair and shove my tongue in her mouth.

"Love you, dollface," I murmur, turning her around.

Her hands fall to the desk.

"Fuck me like you don't?" she asks, smirking at me over her shoulder. She really is my goddamn dream girl, and I tell her so as I slam inside her tight little cunt.

One hand grips her hip while the other caresses the baby bump. I don't know if it's weird, hell, I don't even care if it is. All I know is that the belly makes me feel rabid. It's got to be the primal breeding impulse. I literally couldn't give a fuck less what it is. All I know is that I'm thankful she's mine.

I growl as my pelvis slaps into her ass.

"Wolfe," she sobs, tightening around my cock.

"Fuck yeah, come all over my cock," I groan as my balls tighten. "Goddamn, just like that, Ana. Milk my cock."

The lock turns as I'm pumping my cum into Anastasia's tight little body.

"You asshole," Cas growls. "We were looking everywhere for you."

I thrust a few good times, riding out my orgasm. I laugh, shaking my head. "You found us."

"Yeah, and the thing is already underway." Cas flips me off as he shoves his glasses up.

"What thing?" Ana asks, frowning as she glances between the two of us.

That's when I really laugh. She's soaked in the smell of my cum. She's going to be so pissed. It's actually hard to tuck my cock away with the thrill that sends through my system. Oh well, I might be an asshole, but I've mostly reformed into a decent guy. After all, I've already proven once that I'd kill for her. I might be a monster, but I'm her monster and I'm pretty sure that makes me a mostly good man. I squat down, helping her into her panties.

See, I'm a totally reformed gentleman.

"We've got quite the surprise for you," I say, biting my lip.

"Want me to punch him for you?" Cas asks, pulling her into his chest.

"I haven't decided yet," Ana grumbles. She does in fact want to murder me when she walks into her baby shower, smelling like dirty sex.


Epilogue


Rafe


A Few Days Before Ana’s Due Date

"You know, I've got a whole new appreciation for the female body," Wolfe groans, resting his head on the side of the hospital bed. "I'm pretty sure my nuts have shriveled up trying to protect themselves. If you're looking for them, they're currently hiding somewhere inside my lower stomach."

"Don't be dramatic," I groan. Although I'm pretty sure my balls have taken a similar stance.

Vik rolls his eyes at both of us.

Wolfe grumbles, "I know I'm not a masochist. I like to cause the pain… not experience it."

"If you could shut the fuck up," Anastasia snarls, "that would be great. Once I figure out which one of you assholes knocked me up…" She groans. "Just be ready for pain and agony. That's all I'm saying. You won't even see it coming. I'm going to rip out your ball hairs one by one with tweezers while you sleep."

The nurse chuckles. "That was very creative."

Vik pops an ice chip into Anastasia's mouth. "Here, princess. Suck on that until you cool off."

"Oh, you're brave," the nurse says, laughing and shaking her head.

Anastasia raises a hand, flipping Vik off. The nurse finishes washing her hands and heads off.

"I love you," I whisper, squeezing Anastasia's free hand. "You're amazing."

"I love you, too. Even though it's really hard to remember that right now."

I laugh at how serious she sounds.
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"Ohmigod," my mom whispers. "They're absolute angels."

"We did good, huh, Mama Cas?" Wolfe asks. He's holding Arabella and rocking her against his chest.

"Anastasia did amazing," Mom says, laughing and leaning over to hug my wife. Fine, whatever. Our wife.

"Thank you," Ana says. She's holding Amelia, but she passes her off to my mom. My mom instantly bursts into tears.

"Saw that coming," Vik says, laughing.

My mom has been at the house, anxiously awaiting the call that she could come to the hospital. We got the house done by the skin of our teeth.

Honestly, there were too many times when things got delayed. We were all afraid that we'd have to bring the girls home to the lodge. Luckily, it passed the final inspection a little less than a month ago and we were able to move in. There are a few houses on our street now, which is nice for when the kids get older. They'll always have the neighborhood kids to play with. Then again, Vik is still in a bit of a feud with the neighbor who bought the Reynolds house. That's a completely different story, though.

In the last few weeks that my mom and dad have been staying with us, Anastasia and my mom have grown close. I told her she'd have all the family she could handle. I wasn't joking. I think it means a lot to her to have a motherly figure around to help her through the first few weeks of having the girls home.

Realistically, I doubt we could have kept my mom away if we tried. As my dad and sisters pile into the room Anastasia's eyes get wide, but it doesn't take long before the bond pulses with her utter contentment. I know she craved having family and friendly faces when she was younger. She's got all that and more now.

She catches my eyes and mouths, "I love you."

I grin, shaking my head. "I love you, too."


Epilogue


Anastasia


Five Years Later

"I'm sorry," I say, blinking at the doctor as she points to the sonogram. "Could you repeat that?"

"It's definitely twins," Dr. Cameron says again.

I jab a finger at my husbands. "One of you fuckers better own up real quick!"

Wolfe snorts. He tosses up his hands in front of him. "It's not me. There are no twins in my family at all."

My eyes fly to Rafe and he shakes his head.

"Me neither, princess," Vik says. The asshole has the audacity to beam.

"We just got the girls into school," I grumble.

"At least you've got experience with two babies," Dr. Cameron says, giving me a sympathetic smile.

"Yeah, there's that," I say, forcing a smile. "I really enjoy sleeping through the night. I thought with one baby we could take turns. Two is like half as much sleep."

Okay, I'm pouting hardcore.

Still…

"I'm pretty sure it's one of you," I grumble, pointing at the guys. "One of you doesn't want to own up to your awful genetics."

Vik laughs. "I love you so much, princess."

"We can bring Mama Cas back for another few months," Wolfe says, wiggling his eyebrows. "Two sets of twins. I'm super impressed by our pregnancy to human ratio."

"Ohmigod, stop." I snort a laugh.

"Are you excited?" Rafe asks.

"Of course," I agree. "But… sleep."

"I'll take double night duty," Vik offers.

I grin.

I really did end up with the three best guys that I ever could have asked for.


Afterword



If you enjoyed, or even if you didn’t please consider leaving a review.

Thank you for taking the time to read. Next up in The Exchange series is Melody’s book.

You can reach me at JillianWestAuthor@gmail.com with any questions, comments, or feedback. I’m still getting the hang of all this, but hopefully it’ll only get better from here. Thank you!!
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