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      Vera and her pack have the start of a plan of how they’re going to take down the Hearts, until a picture of the pack goes viral on social media and changes everything…

      

      After all the problems the pack has been through lately, from the complications during the mission, to finding Luca and the kids, to Vera and Mathew going into pheromone withdrawal, life has calmed down somewhat.

      Only somewhat, as the six mates are working hard to come up with a plan to take down the place where Mathew and Luca used to be kept by the Hearts. It might not topple the Suits Syndicate, or even the Hearts, but they have to start somewhere, and with the two men’s knowledge of the building and organisation, this seemed the best option.

      

      Things are going well, that is, until a picture of the pack at the hospital starts being shared on social media. In it, Vera and Mathew are both holding print-outs of their sonograms and the suit Mathew is wearing isn’t as tailored as he used to wear, as he’s famous for wearing.

      It’s a beautiful and happy picture, if it didn’t expose Mathew’s secret to the world.

      

      Now the pack not only have to worry about the Hearts, but Mathew’s organisation comes under threat as other organisations try to exploit this new knowledge, putting the whole pack in grave danger…

      

      This is the ninth out of twelve novellas following Vera and her mates in the Her Vicious Pack serial, a dark contemporary reverse harem/Why Choose romance set in a sweet Omegaverse world about a criminal found family empire with dreams of ‘expanding the family’.

      This novella may include any of these elements: steamy scenes, ‘I need tissues NOW’ moments, cries of ‘why, oh, why’ and cliffhangers that make you bite your nails (and curse the author).

      This serial has MF, MM, FF and group scenes.

      

      This is a dark romance, please check the ‘content guide’ for details about tropes and potential sensitive topics that might be included in this story/serial.
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        You can find an explanation of how this Omegaverse world is set up at the end of the book or on the series page on my website.

      

      

      

      As this is a dark romance featuring lots of people who (for various reasons) don’t live on the ‘right’ side of the law, a content guide seemed appropriate.

      
        
        If you’re happy to go into this story based on the title, cover and blurb, go ahead, you can totally skip this section. Happy reading!

      

      

      If you’d like to know if something you love or hate might show up in this series, take a look below, this list might grow as the series continues (in which case, I’ll put those topics in italics).

      Not all of these topics will show up from the very first novella, but I’ve added the ones that I know will be present in the series at some point so you’ll have some idea of what to expect later (for good or bad).

      Relationships and sex

      This is a reverse harem or Why Choose series where some in the harem also have relationships with each other and not just Vera. Everyone is focused on Vera, but some do have relationships among each other too.

      Vera is an Omega, her pack will have a male Omega, two male Alphas, a female Alpha and a male Beta.

      The Omegas are heavily involved with each other and the Alphas but the Alphas are only with the Omegas, not with each other.

      

      All the sex in this story is consensual.

      There are some elements (both within the genre and the story) that might in theory muddle this, but it is always consensual.

      Relationship tropes/content

      
        
          	
        ΑΩ, ΩΩ and ΩΩΑ relationships
      

      	
        MF, MM, FF, MMF, FFM and some group scenes
      

      	
        Large age gap
      

      	
        Sex toys
      

      	
        Heats and ruts
      

      	
        Knotting (by all Alphas, see Omegaverse Primer)
      

      	
        breeding kink
      

      	
        Pregnant Omegas (see Omegaverse Primer) and birth
      

      	
        Sex in unusual places
      

      

      

      Other events that happen

      
        
          	
        Very casual attitudes towards acts of violence
      

      	
        Violence
      

      	
        Kidnapping
      

      	
        Murder/death
      

      

      

      Mentioned but not described

      
        
          	
        (Child) Prostitution and trafficking
      

      	
        Abuse
      

      

      

      Things you will NOT find in this series

      
        
          	
        Bullying between any of the love interests
      

      	
        On-page sexual assault (mentions of past events will not be descriptive)
      

      	
        Cheating
      

      	
        Pregnancy related issues (no fear of loss or anything like that)
      

      

      

      

      This is a story about people who don’t live on the ‘right’ side of the law, so… Yeah… That’s the stuff you’ll get.
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      The waiting room at the hospital is empty, apart from our pack. We’ve got to wait here until Derrick’s got the car ready for us. We attract too much attention when we wait in the lobby.

      “I just want to look!” Jorge wraps himself around my shoulders as he keeps trying to sneak peeks at the pictures in my hand. His cedar pheromones are filled with joy and he keeps rubbing them all over me, like he’s trying to claim me all over again.

      “You were there during the scan. It’s not even been five minutes. Are you really that desperate?” I don’t step out of his embrace, enjoying his enthusiasm.

      Today, Vera and I had our twenty-week scan. Seeing how much the babies had grown and watching them move was so magical that I’ve not been able to stop smiling.

      After the stress from the last months, we really needed something good like this, something purely good, something to make us all happy.

      During the scan, we learned that I’m pregnant with a girl and Vera is pregnant with a boy. Both babies are doing well and the doctor had no comments, aside from ‘try to avoid stress as much as possible’ and ‘make sure you eat healthily’.

      The eating healthily part is no issue. Eli has made sure of that from the start, and Vera has also been cooking a lot lately. She seems to really enjoy it.

      I’ve found the two in the kitchen in the early hours of the day, or late at night, discussing and making new recipes, plenty of times lately. I’ve never seen Eli so excited to try new things. But, it makes sense, as most of the new recipes have been a big hit with both our packs, including his kids, who tend to be picky eaters.

      The ‘avoid stress’ side of things has been harder.

      We know how important it is, but applying that knowledge isn’t always so easy. The pheromone withdrawal Vera and I went through a couple of weeks ago demonstrated how important it is to take time off to relax and wind down. And we try our best, really, since we don’t want to hurt our babies or go through another episode.

      But we’ve also been hard at work since we recovered, just to stay on top of things. Between running the organisation, getting things ready for the raid on the brothel and general pack and life things, we’ve not been able to truly relax and enjoy our pregnancy yet.

      Ultimately, I don’t think there really is a way to avoid stress in our line of work. That’s just part of life when you run an organisation like I do, like we do.

      Jorge kisses my shoulder as he takes my hand with the picture and holds it up to the light so he can see it better. “Of course, I’m desperate. This cute little girl is growing inside you and I don’t want to miss a single moment.” His other hand slides lower, covering the light baby bump that’s starting to form. “It feels like it’s only been weeks since you went into heat. I can’t believe you’re almost at the halfway point.”

      I laugh as I lean against him. He’s not wrong, but it also feels like I’ve been pregnant for half an eternity. My first trimester wasn’t much fun, as I was sick a lot, and waiting for that to settle down felt like ages. But once I started feeling better, I enjoyed the pregnancy a lot more.

      Vera comes over, leaning against my arm as she holds her picture next to mine. The pictures aren’t much more than grainy scans, but they’re still clear enough to see our babies’ faces, fingers and things like that. It’s hard to believe that they’re already this developed, this detailed —for a lack of a better description.

      My heart beats faster and I nuzzle the side of Vera’s head, taking in her warm honey pheromones. “Do you want to go somewhere for lunch? Or do you want to go home?”

      After we had our very first scans, Jorge took us all out for lunch to celebrate and we’ve kind of made a habit of going out for lunch after every appointment, but Vera’s mind has been elsewhere today.

      Which makes sense, as we’re in the middle of preparing for the raid, and things are starting to ramp up. Deciding who does what, getting as much information about the people who will likely be inside as possible, security details, organising all of that is no small feat. Especially since this raid is bigger than any we’ve done before.

      But we also need to celebrate when good things happen, that’s also important.

      “I think I’d like to go out for lunch.” She flashes me a grin. “Or we’ll get scolded again for working too much.”

      I can’t help the laugh bubbling up inside. “Sounds about right.” I lean over to give her a kiss, her soft lips giving in so easily, welcoming me. When I break away, her cheeks are flushed and her pheromones have taken on a hint of desire. “You choose where we go. I’m fine with anything.”

      “Okay.” She darts off to Luca and leans next to him on the table. Not getting so close to him that her pheromones overwhelm him, but close enough that she can still take in his pheromones.

      He’s gotten a lot better at dealing with our pheromones in the last month and a half. He doesn’t immediately get a panic attack when he smells them, but things are still iffy when he gets surprised by them or when he’s too close to us for too long. It’s a balancing act we’re still figuring out.

      I have a hard time pulling my eyes away from Vera. She’s wearing a soft grey sweater dress that clings to her every curve, leggings and army boots. And I mean it when I say the dress clings to every curve.

      She always had a good ass and a good set of tits, but pregnancy has made her even more irresistible. She’s now more ‘well endowed’ —as Riley says when she’s trying to be polite— than Riley. Which is quite a feat as the female Alpha is ‘well endowed’ enough to struggle buying bras at most regular stores.

      Vera’s belly bump seems to be extra pronounced in the dress too. Every time I see it, I want to touch her, hold her, marvel at how her body is changing to accommodate the life growing inside her. I now totally understand what people mean when they say that seeing their partner pregnant turns them on even more than before.

      I awkwardly pull on my suit jacket, trying to straighten it out as much as possible. I’m not showing as much as Vera yet, mostly because I’ve got stronger abs and male Omegas tend to show less than female Omegas anyway. At least, that’s what I’ve heard. Eli also didn’t show much with his first, but did start to show earlier and more with his later pregnancies.

      The tailor dropped off a couple of new ‘pregnancy’ suits earlier this week, as the first ones he’d made started to become uncomfortable in the chest and belly areas. The old ones still mostly looked like what I wore before, just lightly modified around the waist area, but the new suits have been adjusted much more and are no longer the ‘slim fit’ that I’m used to.

      Today is the first time I’m wearing one of the new suits, and, comfort wise, it’s so much better. I can finally breathe and sit again without things getting tight or worrying that I’m going to pop a button or a seam.

      But emotionally, it’s been rougher.

      I like seeing my belly grow, seeing how my body is changing as the pregnancy progresses, real evidence that I’ve got new life growing inside me. But when I catch a glimpse of myself in a mirror or a reflective window —especially when I’m wearing suits— I can’t help but feel uncomfortable at how ‘Omega’ I look, how my status as an Omega is becoming more obvious by the day.

      And, after having lived as an Alpha for a decade, specifically because I don’t look like an Omega, and the advantages that has brought me with the organisation and with getting hired for jobs, it’s hard not to have complicated feeling about it.

      And I can no longer use the excuse that ‘I’ve gained a little weight after finding my Omega and establishing my pack’. By now, it’s very clear that the way my body is changing is because I’m pregnant and not because of a little weight gain from other reasons.

      “Derrick is waiting in front of the hospital. What are the plans?” Caleb stands up from the couch, where he was discussing something with Riley, the two Alphas deep in conversation.

      “Lunch! I want to go back to the place we went to after our first appointment. I want to have a lake picnic.” Vera pulls Luca along, who’s looking intently at his phone, not even trying to resist the short Omega as she drags him around.

      Then he looks up. “I can order two baskets with snacks and some drinks through their online form. They should be ready by the time we arrive.”

      “Fine with me.” I go over to them. “What are our options?”

      The first time we were at the cafe, having a picnic by the lake seemed like a fun idea, but we’ve not been back yet. The early October weather is nice and warm, so this would be a great way to celebrate today’s good news.
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        * * *

      

      Because it’s still early in the day, there aren’t many people at the cafe, which allows me to relax at least a little. Last time, Jorge rented out the whole place for us. But this time, we’re just normal guests, and that feels a lot less awkward.

      “Have you tried one of these yet?” Riley holds out a plate with sandwich bites, though there are only two pieces left. “Before Vera devours them all.” She grins as she looks over to our cute little Omega, who sends the tall Alpha a pretend-glare.

      “They’re really good. I’m going to try to make them myself at home. And to do that, I have to try as many of them as possible, you know?” She leans back on her hands as she looks over the lake, her eyes softening, her voice light. “And I’m growing a brand new life inside of me, I need to eat enough. The doctor said so too.”

      “Sure, sure.” I pop one of the sandwich bites into my mouth and I immediately understand why Vera likes them so much. The balance of the flavours is great. The cheese works well with the dressing and the cucumber and other greens. “Well, I’m sure you’ll figure it out. These would be great to have on the side when we’ve got a barbecue.”

      “Right?!” Vera scoots over and snatches the last bite from the plate, before leaning against my shoulder, letting her honey pheromones flow around us.

      “I should have ordered two of that basket instead of two different ones.” Luca laughs as he bites into a berry tart, relaxed. The filling drips out and falls on his chin.

      Without thinking, I reach out, run my thumb over his chin to wipe it off, and then suck the sweet berry compote from my thumb.

      Luca’s eyes darken with lust, just as his caramel pheromones, as his eyes are fixed on my lips. Next to me, Vera’s pheromones flare too.

      Crap. Not the right time…

      Trying to divert their attention, I glance into the second basket and shake my head. “I don’t think so.”

      While Vera has been making her way through the one with sandwich bites, veggies and dip, the ‘light lunch’ basket, Jorge, Caleb and Riley have finished off most of the other basket, which was more meat and cheese focused, more of a heavier ‘end of the day’ basket.

      “I don’t think I’ve tried anything in here that wasn’t amazing.” Caleb looks inside a basket, before pulling out a bottle of fresh apple juice. “We should definitely come here more often.”

      “I’m all for that!” Vera grins, sitting up straighter.

      I smile, kissing the side of her head. “That much is obvious, with how you’ve been devouring everything.”

      “Hey!” Vera pretend-pouts at me and I kiss her puckered lips, making her laugh as she pulls back in surprise.

      “It’s a good thing. I like seeing you happy.” I kiss her again and she wraps her arms around me, leaning into it.

      It’s nice to have a relaxing lunch like this with everyone. We’ve been so busy lately that we’re usually all over the place during lunch and we’re lucky if we get four dinners together most weeks. I know it’s because of work, but having everyone together like this is really the best.

      Everyone together like this is the only way I really get to calm down, a rarity in our lives right now, and likely for the foreseeable future too.
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      I look through the information that Erika’s pack has sent over regarding business dealings between the Diamonds and the Hearts. Now we’ve finally established a connection between our two organisations, largely thanks to Vera, it’s been easier to find out how all the sides of the Suits Syndicate work together.

      It’s been especially useful to identify the third parties the Hearts and the Diamonds, and to a lesser extent the Clubs and Spades, use to hide their movements.

      In the last weeks, we’ve found multiple connections between them that we weren’t aware of before. The information has not led to anything yet, but I’m sure it’ll be useful for jobs in the future.

      Luckily, I’ve not found any connections to any of my clients in the data from the Hearts or the Diamonds I’ve looked through. I’ve always purposefully tried to stay away from companies that work with the Hearts, and it seems that has worked out pretty well.

      I did lose some of my clients when they learned I’d joined Mathew’s pack —the guy is not really looked at with kindness in many circles— but most of them didn’t seem to have any issues. They’d been aware we were friends for years, so if they’d had any real issues, they would never have worked with me in the first place.

      What has become clear in everything, is how influential the Hearts are in this region and how many ‘normal’ —though not entirely legal— companies are influenced by how and where the Hearts are spending their money.

      Just like when Mathew and Riley went to the biotechnological research complex. The client, Allen, had no connection to the Hearts —and we did double and triple check once we got back, to be sure— but the research complex itself was connected to a sub-division of a sub-division of the Hearts. Probably funded by one or two people high up in the organisation, their own little pet project.

      Connections like that are now easier to spot, now I’ve got more data points.

      I’ve still got some ethics. I’m not sharing the data from my clients with Mathew’s organisation, but when there are interesting patterns that connect Mathew’s work to my own work, I flag them and then check with Timothy if it seems worth it to investigate deeper.

      Being able to help out with the organisation in my own way has felt really good, and it seems that Timothy has also been quite thankful to have someone with a lot of experience with ‘creative’ finances to work together with. It’s one thing to train someone from the ground up, no matter their aptitude for the work, but it’s another thing to work together with someone who’s in the same field you work in but has had different training and might see things that you didn’t notice before.

      It’s the same for me. Working with Timothy has taught me a few new ‘creative’ ways of helping people with their finances that my clients are going to be happy with.

      The door to our office opens and Mathew steps inside, wearing a charcoal dress shirt, a new pair of dark red suit pants, and he’s closing one of his cuffs on the shirt. “I’ve got a meeting with a client. Do you want to come with me?” He manages to close his cuff, before he looks at me, his dark eyes soft, and his whole look makes me hard instantly. Fuck, he looks so good.

      “What?” I blink, my mind now split between the work I was just doing and the sight in front of me. I didn’t really hear what he said, too occupied.

      He comes closer, his amused smile taking on a tinge of danger, of the sexual kind. He turns my chair, so I’m fully facing him, and then leans onto the armrests, so his face is really close. “I asked if you wanted to join me. I’m meeting a client. I think this client would interest you.”

      “Me?” I lick my lips, not able to look away from his pierced lips, tantalisingly close.

      “Yes. You.” He laughs and stands up straight. “Derrick and a few guys from his team are coming too, for security, but I want you there as my pack mate and my new ‘finance guy’.” He reaches out to me and I let myself be pulled up, before I wrap my arm around his waist, pulling him against me and I feel how hard he is.

      “Are you sure?” It seems that my state hasn’t left him unaffected either.

      “Yes, I’m sure.” He leans in for a kiss, and when his lips meet mine, he holds onto me tighter and deepens it instantly, his piercings a sexy contrast to his soft lips. Then he pulls back. “You’ll have to wait until after the meeting for sex. We don’t have enough time for it before we have to leave.”

      I give him a quick kiss. “I’ll come with you. Do I need to dress up?”

      “No dressing up needed, but something that looks a bit more ‘professional’ and a little less ‘dad’s day off’ would be good.” Mathew’s hot gaze as he looks me up and down lets me know that he definitely appreciates the ‘dad’s day off’ look.

      But I think that my faded jeans —from wear, not bought like this— and the t-shirt with a few more holes than when I bought it, are probably not the best client-facing look. Especially not if Mathew is going to introduce me not just as his pack mate, but also have me potentially working with this client in a professional setting.

      “Okay. I’ll be right back.” I close the documents I was working on. I don’t want to accidentally lose anything in case the program or the computer decides to fuck around.

      “No rush. But you also don’t have hours.” Mathew follows me out of the office to the stairs and takes the dark red buttoned jacket from the railing, before going to his office.

      I take a deep breath as I look after him, my heart racing as my brain finally catches up with what Mathew just asked.

      Fuck.

      This is the first time he’s going to introduce me as his ‘finance guy’ and his pack mate at the same time. He’s introduced me to plenty of clients in the past, but that was always as ‘a freelancer he knows and trusts’. We were close friends, we refer clients to each other when it makes sense, but this is more.

      Now we’re a pack, we work together as a pack, and this will be the first time that work and pack will officially be combined.

      It’s exciting, but also a little scary. It means that from now on, the separation between my work and Mathew’s organisation is going to break down more and more. And I’ll probably have to deal with clients who are a lot more dangerous when my ‘creative’ finances aren’t ‘creative’ enough.

      Though, with how protective everyone in the pack is, a client’s displeasure is probably a lot more dangerous to them than it is to me…

      I let out a deep sigh as a knot in my stomach tightens, like it does every time I remember that my pack —at least some of them— will happily kill anyone who even looks at me wrong, let alone anyone who tries to threaten me.

      Well, it’s not like people don’t already know that about Mathew, it’s why he’s so feared, they just don’t know yet that Vera and Riley are just as kill-happy. And potentially even more dangerous, since people don’t expect it from them.

      My pack is not the easiest, or the safest for outside people, but they’re my pack and I love them. And that’s all that really matters to me.
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        * * *

      

      I thought that we would be going with just a single car, that’s how Mathew used to travel before, but we’re going in two cars. Derrick and Timothy are with us in the first car, and the rest of the security team are in a second car behind us. That’s a lot of people for a simple meeting, but I suspect that part of it is Mathew being a worry-wart because I’m going with him.

      Mathew looks great in his dark red suit, his hair freshly braided by Vera, and I recognise some of the rings he’s wearing, they’re Riley’s. Mathew, a guy who used to make sure that he was always set apart from everyone else, never letting anyone get close to him, is now covered in small symbols from his mates.

      It’s quite the change. But it also shows how happy he is with the pack, how he wants to show our pack off.

      “I’m wearing the cufflinks you bought me, years ago.” He pulls up the sleeve of his jacket and shows me the white gold cufflinks. They’re not very flashy, simple M-shaped ones with a thin pale purple line in the middle of the letter, but the moment I saw them, I knew they would suit him, and they still do.

      I take his hand, putting it on my leg, near —but not on top— of my very hard cock, then I lean closer to him. “Are you trying to turn me on even more?”

      “I don’t think I need to try.” He slides his hand, so it’s right on top of my cock, the warmth seeping through the fabric delicious. “You’re always happy enough to do that all by yourself.”

      “That happens when I’m around you.” I take the hand from my cock and kiss his knuckles. “But I don’t think this is a good idea. Unless you want to tell Derrick to keep driving around the block for the next hour.”

      Mathew’s laugh is deep and content, relaxed, his amused pheromones slipping out just a sliver. “While I wouldn’t be against that idea, we’ve got a client waiting and I don’t think it’s a good idea to show up late and reeking of sex.”

      “Probably.” I lower his hand, but keep holding on. Having him all to myself for these small pockets of time is a luxury I don’t get often, not just because we’re in a pack, but also because we’ve been very busy lately, so I’m going to enjoy it as much as possible.

      “We’re almost there. Two minutes.” Derrick lets us know in a dry voice, probably to make sure we’ll be presentable when we arrive, and I can’t help but laugh at the slightly annoyed face Mathew pulls in Derrick’s direction. We really don’t need the reminder that we can’t get up to anything right now.

      As the car slows down, I notice that there are a lot of people standing in front of the place we’re meeting. A lot of people.

      Lots of people in Mathew’s line of work travel with a security team, but this looks like more than usual, way more than usual. Plus, you don’t leave your whole team in front of the building, you send them into the building ahead of you, scope out the place, stuff like that.

      “Derrick, keep driving. Tell the other car to keep driving too. Don’t stop. Timothy, check what’s going on.” Mathew’s hand tightens in mine, but he doesn’t let go. He’s leaning back, looking out the window, so that he looks like he’s relaxing to anyone who glances inside, but there are worry lines on his face and the tension in his body is tight.

      Something’s wrong. This isn’t normal.

      As we pass by the building, I notice that the people waiting out front are openly carrying weapons, their eyes following us closely. Everyone stays in their place, not following us, but the threat is clear. If we stop, they’re going to grab us, if not kill us…

      Clove and cinnamon pheromones, filled with alarm, fill the car.

      “Timothy?” Mathew’s voice is sharp, his grip on my hand tightening. “What’s going on?”

      “Check your phones. It’s all over the news.” Timothy sounds stressed as he’s tapping at things on his phone, his movements turning frantic.

      “We’re going home immediately, no stops. And we’re closing everything down. Nobody in or out.” Derrick speeds up and the car with the rest of the security team does too.

      Confused and not entirely sure what’s going on, I glance at Mathew, but he’s still looking straight outside, his face white as a sheet, his eyes filled with terror.

      Since he’s not moving, I take my phone out and there are over a hundred messages waiting for me. I hadn’t noticed them coming in because I’d turned the notifications off.

      In the time it takes me to unlock my phone, I get ten more, all about the same thing and my heart sinks.

      This is bad.

      This is really bad.
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