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Being an omega in an alpha-dominated world isn’t easy...

Reese is tough, however, and can handle anything this academy full of arrogant alphas can throw at him. Or at least he hopes so. He has a scholarship and all his ducks in a row... until Tiberius, alpha son of a powerful werewolf clan, hires him as help and keeps shooting him those hot looks... Everything in Reese wants to submit to the powerful alpha, but is that a good idea?

Being an alpha from a powerful clan comes with responsibilities...

Tiberius is supposed to marry into a good family, claim a rich omega and have plenty of babies to continue his line—but the only omega he wants is Reese. When one day Reese takes off without a word, Tiberius realizes just how much the pretty omega means to him. 

What he doesn’t imagine is that Reese has some important news for him, news that will change both their lives...

* This is a 55,000-word mpreg shifter novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Intended for adult readers.*
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Chapter One: Tiberius
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“It’s time for you to find an omega to marry,” his old man had said. 

The old wolf hadn’t been joking, either. Tiberius was nineteen, and an alpha, so he was well aware that mating with a suitable omega and producing offspring was his duty, but hell, he thought he had a couple of years left before he was tied down with brats of his own.

He was still studying, for fuck’s sake, at the prestigious military and business Howl Academy that his fathers and forefathers had attended, taking military shifter history and politics, marketing and economics, all that was required to inherit the family business and be a worthy son.

The business his beta brother Emanuel understood perfectly and wanted to manage, but couldn’t, because Tiberius was alpha, and alphas had responsibilities.

Fuck. Like this goddamn marriage thing—

“Ty, what’s up, man?” Marcus approached in long strides and lifted his hand to high-five him, then lowered it with a grimace. “What the hell happened to you?”

“Nothing.”

“The hell you say. What did your dad do this time?”

Heat spread up Tiberius’s neck. “Nothing. He’s not—”

“Ty.” Shrewd dark eyes glared at him from a lean, handsome face. “Talk to me. Come on, man.”

But Tiberius dragged his hair away from his face and turned away. “Not in the mood. Leave me the fuck alone.”

“No way. Coming with ya.”

He bumped Tiberius’s shoulder companionably and started telling him about the new videogame he’d got, describing the weapons and the races. On any given day, Tiberius would’ve let his friend distract him, but it wasn’t working this time.

On the way to the alpha salon, they collected Nero, their quiet third wheel, and headed straight for their corner. 

Alphas had their own sitting area with a cafeteria and bar. They owned the Academy, and the world. The salon was a symbol of that. Omegas served them for credits. Betas remained in the general cafeteria of the Academy, unless their status changed.

Tiberius sank in the plush velvet chair and pressed the button to call an omega to serve them drinks. He’d probably skip classes today. Get buzzed, or stoned, or both, and forget his duties for a few hours.

Tugging his black military jacket open, rubbing at his clan’s brand on the side of his neck out of habit, he leaned back. The collar of his shirt felt stifling, so he popped a few buttons, too.

That’s when the silence at the table hit him. It was Nero, who was quieter than usual. He was rubbing at the faint scar on his cheek, a scar he always refused to talk about, and had a dark look in his green eyes.

“What’s up, pup?” Tiberius muttered. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“None of your business,” Nero snarled.

“Oh, I see. It’s one of those days, huh? Cheer up, man.”

“Shut up, Ty. Not all of us were weaned off unicorn teats and fart rainbows when we walk.”

“Damn. It is one of those days. Joy.” Tiberius glanced around. At least he’d get some food and drink in him. “Where are all the omegas? Is nobody available today?” 

“Told you that you should have taken a Boi on,” Marcus muttered, shoving a chestnut strand of hair out of his eyes. “You can afford it, unlike me.”

“That’s what happens when you throw your money away on Lotus Academy events and parties,” Tiberius said darkly. “Besides, I told you, I don’t want a Boi following me around like a fucking pet.”

“Why not? Lots of pretty omegas have just come in. Betcha lots of them need the credits and would do just about anything for them.” Marcus winked at him and licked his lips. “Anything, my friend.”

It reminded Tiberius of the old wolf’s words and he scowled. “Fuck off.”

A “Boi” was what the folks at Howl Academy called a “kept” omega: an omega you paid to be your servant, following you when you weren’t in class to fulfill your every desire. Those consisted mostly of running to buy the alpha drinks and cigarettes, serve the booze, clean up, things like that, though it was a well-known fact, as Marcus had remarked, that often it went beyond that and Bois were often used for sexual pleasure.

Some alphas were turned on by desperation.

Not Tiberius. Besides, what if he got an omega pregnant? The wrong omega, not the high-born his father wanted him to marry? That would be a spectacular failure in his filial duties.

And he didn’t care for having a brat to take care of. God fuck, what had gotten into the old wolf’s head? Alphas were expected to finish the Academy and then take their time before creating a family.

“Are we getting a fucking drink or what?” Nero muttered, dragging his fingers through his white-blond short hair. “I need to knock myself out.”

Shooting him a concerned look, Tiberius pressed the button again, then decided he’d had enough and got up to grab a passing omega by the arm.

“You!” he growled. “You’re serving us. Move.”

The omega let out a surprised oof as Tiberius hauled him to their corner and stood swaying as he was released, dark hair falling in his eyes like silken tassels.

Tiberius sank back in his chair and flicked a finger at the omega. “Burgers, bloody. A bottle of Scotch and a box of Cubans. Lots of ice. And some weed, if you find it, but only if it’s good quality. Here.” He pulled out a wad of bills and pushed them over the table. “Should be enough to cover it all.”

The omega blinked as he reached for the money. He had very long dark lashes, Tiberius noted idly, over very blue eyes. 

Pretty.

And clueless. A total newbie from the looks of it. Delicate and slender, with creamy skin and soft, tousled dark hair, he stood there uncertainly in his omega tunic—a soft, half-transparent habit with white pants underneath.

And then the scent hit him. Sweet and musky, it curled inside Tiberius, getting his dick unbearably hard and his balls tight.

What was this? A quick glance at the others showed him they weren’t getting aroused like he was. Was that scent coming from the omega? It couldn’t be the omega being in heat if the other alphas weren’t affected.

“Boi, go get!” Marcus slapped him on the ass, making him blush, and the omega turned and hurried away, presumably to do their bidding.

Leaving Tiberius achingly hard and wondering and pissed as hell.

“Don’t touch him again,” he ground out. “Ever again. Hear me?”

“Hm...Interesting,” Marcus said.

“What is?”

“What you just said. And the way you look at him. Haven’t seen you pay attention to any omega until this one, and there’s plenty of pretty faces around, though you generally don’t seem to notice.”

“Dunno what the fuck you’re talking about,” Tiberius grunted. 

“Don’t you, now...”

Tiberius huffed and ran his hands through his hair. “I just hope he brings the drinks quickly. I need a hit and I need it now.”

***
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The omega did indeed return quickly with what they ordered—minus the weed. Then again, being newbie, he wouldn’t know where to get it just yet. He balanced the glasses and bottle and the pack of cigars in his arms, managing to settle everything down on the low table without breaking. He was out of breath. His cheeks were flushed, making his blue eyes look brighter, and—

Why the hell was Tiberius noticing such things now?

Fuck, Marcus was right, this was interesting in an unsettling way. An uncomfortable way. Tiberius winces as he shifted in his seat, still unbearably hard. What the fuck, right? He wasn’t twelve anymore, to sprout erections at the drop of a hat. Pretty eyes, pretty omega—sure, yeah. Still not enough to get him hard on most days.

Marcus was unbuttoning his jacket, too, but that had probably to do with the heating inside the salon—or the omegas moving among the tables. With his dark blond hair slicked back, his dark eyes, his wide shoulders and strong body, he never had trouble finding a bed warmer. None of them did. It was just that all the talk about families and babies had put a damper on Tiberius’s libido.

Which sucked big time.

“Boi, what’s your name?”

It was Nero asking, and fuck him for asking before Tiberius had a chance to open his damn mouth and ask first.

“My name’s Reese, alpha.” The omega bowed his head, that silky dark hair sliding over his eyes, hiding them. “Of Clan Saber.”

God damn, he was cute.

“Clan Saber,” Nero muttered. “Are you by any chance related to Lord Ailey?”

A flash of wide blue eyes. “Yes, alpha. He’s my uncle.”

Nero nodded. “You look like him.”

Tiberius frowned. “The alpha lord who won the Grand Tournament ten years ago, against the bewitched weredragon and the Fae knight?”

“The very same.” Nero looked pleased with himself. “A good clan.”

The color on the omega’s smooth cheeks deepened. “My lords, alphas, do you need me for anything else, or will you pay and allow me to go?”

“You’re not going anywhere,” Tiberius heard himself say as if from a distance. “You’ll be my Boi, starting from now. So get yourself down here, at my feet, omega, and obey my wishes.”
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Chapter Two: Reese
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The alphas were impressive and overwhelming. Reese had grown up around betas mostly, also some omegas, and it certainly was a different experience.

The three alphas who’ve called him to serve them were just... beautiful. Tall, broad-shouldered, intimidating, with wild hairdos and the symbols of their clans branded on their necks, as much as one could see from their unbuttoned jackets. 

And especially one of them... the one who came and grabbed him and dragged him to their table... Wow. Reese could still feel the imprint of those steely fingers around his forearm, could smell the spicy alpha musk, could see those intense dark eyes under the fall of hair...

Reese had been slick with arousal as he’d stood at their table, as he’d run away to fetch everything they required.

As the beautiful alpha had demanded Reese be his Boi, his butler.

“Alpha... I’m honored.” Reese bowed deeper.

Honored and scared half to death, but he was amazingly lucky, really. He’d stressed since he’d arrived at Howl Academy about how to fund his stay here—his scholarship only covered the Academy fees—and now he was offered a way.

If the alpha wasn’t cruel. If he didn’t try to force himself on Reese. He’d heard horrifying stories.

And it still wasn’t enough to kill his arousal.

“Good. It’s a deal, then,” the alpha said, a note of deep satisfaction in his voice. “I’m Tiberius of Clan Crescent. Now come.”

Reese went to kneel at his feet and the alpha’s big hand landed on Reese’s hair in a brief acknowledgment, the weight comforting.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” the pale-haired alpha sitting beside Tiberius said. “Didn’t you just say you didn’t want a Boi?”

Reese blinked. The alpha hadn’t wanted a paid manservant? Then why had he demanded Reese’s service?

“I changed my mind, got a problem with that?” Tiberius drawled. His voice was so deep and rough, it tickled Reese’s skin, raised the fine hairs on his arms. Made him want to crawl closer, lay his head in his alpha’s lap.

His alpha’s? God, what was wrong with him?

Shivering, he waited for the alpha to give him something to do. That spicy scent all around him had him clenching and needing inside, his hole hot and wet. How weird. He’d only been in heat a couple of times, and it felt different. It didn’t feel like he was in heat, rather that he was... in lust.

Huh.

How embarrassing.

He only hoped nobody would notice.

***

[image: image]


Serving an alpha wasn’t easy. Tiberius of clan Crescent was demanding—a spoilt wolf who liked his Scotch and smokes at any time of the day or night. Reese needed to focus on his studies, but how could he when Tiberius kept calling him in the middle of the night, demanding Reese join him in the salon or his room, bringing along everything Tiberius decided he needed, from sweets to pillows and lamps? 

The alpha obviously couldn’t even wipe his own ass on his own.

That’s one fine ass, though...

And Reese was fucked in the head. Letting his body’s needs override the annoyed little voice in his head. He did need the credits, though, so maybe that was for the best. What he needed to do was keep his head down and do whatever was asked of him. If he made enough to live on and managed to pass his exams, he was set. His uncle had spent all he’s made at the tournament to help Reese, but that money had quickly run out. Now it was up to Reese to get his diploma and make his way in life.

He was grateful to the handsome alpha for taking him in his service. Moaning and complaining about the hours was stupid. 

So don’t be stupid, Reese, he admonished himself as he ran to grab bottles of gin for the gin and tonics Tiberius and his buddies wanted tonight. Show that you’re grateful. Thank the ancestors’ spirits for giving you this opportunity.

Besides, Tiberius really wasn’t hard on the eyes...

Shaking his head at himself, patting the money Tiberius had given him in his pocket, Reese hurried to the Academy gate, showed the guard standing there Tiberius’ alpha privileges card, also on loan, and made it out of the Academy grounds. He took the familiar path to the nearest liquor store, and entered, nodding at the store owner.

Age didn’t matter when you were an alpha. So many advantages, so many privileges, and Tiberius used his status to get booze and cigars.

Suppressing a sigh, Reese showed the card and money, and asked for all he’d been tasked with buying.

Remember, he told himself. Gratefulness. No bitching and moaning.

Got it.

The seller nodded at Reese, familiar with him already, barely glancing at Tiberius’ card before loading the bottles and boxes in a bag and handing it over. Money exchanged hands, and Reese made his way back to the Academy.

He was tired. His back hurt and his legs and arms felt heavy from today’s physical exercises, his brain tired from the classes. Tiberius had roused him from deep sleep to do his bidding and he weaved a little on his feet. He needed coffee. And something sweet. A pity he had to save every penny of what Tiberius gave him to pay for his room and his meals.

And thank god for that extra income.

Hurrying through the empty Academy corridors, he reached the alphas’ wing and showing the magical card to yet another guard, he entered and took the fancy elevator to Tiberius’ floor.

Black spots swam in his eyes as he exited into the carpeted hallway. Leaning for a moment against the wall, he took some deep breaths until his sight cleared.

Then he walked to number five and knocked on the door.

Waiting for the alpha’s beauty and power to punch him in the gut, like every time.

***
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“Come sit with me,” Tiberius said, grabbing the bag from Reese’s hand and hauling him into the room. “We have an argument we need resolved.”

“An argument?”

“A question.”

Reese had no choice but to hurry after Tiberius, his hand engulfed in the alpha’s bigger one. He stumbled a little as they entered the sitting area, seeing the amount of bottles already on the low table, and Marcus and Nero sprawled on the sofas, bare-chested, big muscles gleaming.

Thinking about it, Tiberius was bare-chested, too, and oh god, his smell...

There went the punch to Reese’s gut, getting his dick hard and his hole slick. Sometimes he doubted he spent any time not aroused anymore.

The so-called “room” was actually a suite, a small apartment with a living room and kitchenette, as well as a bedroom and bathroom. Heavy drapes hid French doors that opened onto a small balcony overlooking the lake.

The drapes were open tonight, letting in the cool breeze, but it was still warm. Reese’s light tunic stuck to his skin, wet with sweat, and as Tiberius plunked him down on the huge sofa, he felt his throat closing as all three heated alpha gazes fell on him.

God, but all three of them were so handsome.

None like Tiberius, though. As the powerful alpha sat down beside him, Reese felt heat radiating through him. 

Attraction. Arousal. Desire. Need. Craving.

Sweat dripped from Reese’s temples, soaked the back of his head, the space between his lean thighs. His cock leaked, same as his hole.

And Tiberius was looking at him with that fire in his dark eyes that Reese couldn’t interpret. Was he angry with Reese? Or was he thinking of something else?

“So here is the argument...” Tiberius said.

Right. The argument! That was what the alpha was thinking, not Reese.

God, damn, Reese, you’re an idiot. Why would an alpha like this one want a pathetic poor omega like you? These guys could have any beta or omega they wanted—guys from the best, richest clans with a dowry of estates and companies. Not like you.

Clan Saber was proud and known for its courage, not its money. Fortunes changed with the wind. Reese’s uncle would probably be horrified to know that Reese was now a Boi for an alpha. But pride can’t feed you, sadly. Neither can past acts of courage. Nobody remembers tournament winners, or even heroes.

Memory is fickle.

Hunger is the devil.

“So what do you think?” Tiberius was saying, and Reese blinked.

Oh shit. He’d missed what Tiberius had said, and all three alphas were looking at him, obviously waiting for a reply.

What to do? 

Um... “No,” Reese said.

Three pairs of eyes blinked owlishly at him.

“Really?” Nero muttered. “Huh. Who would’ve thought.”

“Not me,” Marcus said, pouring himself amber liquid from a bottle. Whiskey from the smell of it. “You sure, Reese?”

“Um. Yeah.” Reese was starting to feel real uneasy about this conversation. “Why?”

“Oh, no reason.”

Tiberius was still staring at Reese. It was starting to freak him out. What had he said no to? Why was it so bad?

“Well...” Tiberius finally said, unscrewing one bottle and raising it in a toast. “Good for you.”

God damn it. Reese watched the alpha take a long swig directly from the bottle, his unease mounting. What the hell had happened?

“I should go,” Reese said. “Leave you to it.”

“Don’t go yet,” Tiberius said and reached for him, tangling his fingers in Reese’s hair. “Just... fuck.” He leaned toward Reese, eyes closing. “God damn, you smell good.”

Heat seeped into Reese’s face. Did Tiberius mean it? “But...”

“Go,” Tiberius said, drawing his hand away and shaking his head. “Shit, go. I don’t need you anymore tonight. Scram, shrimp.”

Reese scrambled off the sofa and was out of the room as quickly as his feet could carry him, his heart pounding.

What had that been all about?
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Chapter Three: Tiberius
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Tiberius couldn’t keep his mind off the omega.

Reese.

His name was a breeze running through his thoughts, his dreams. He kept waking up in the middle of the night with his fist wrapped around his hard cock, pumping and stroking. He kept finding himself daydreaming that he was kissing him, fucking him.

Holding him.

Such a weird thing. He wasn’t used to lusting after someone like that. Wanting them so much. Dying to taste their mouth, their skin.

“You’re really gone, aren’t you?” Marcus muttered in wonder, flicking a wadded-up piece of paper at Tiberius’s face from his desk. It hit true, stinging his cheek.

Tiberius grunted.

“Fucking gone,” Marcus went on. “Over a cute omega. Fucking hell.”

“Shut up.”

“Just stick your dick in him and be done with that. Or better still, stick it in someone else and get over Reese.”

“I’m not a manwhore like you,” Tiberius muttered sullenly.

“Maybe you should try it. Now is the time to have fun, my friend, before family obligations drag us down and we are forced to start producing brats and spending the nights at home watching reruns on TV.”

Tiberius flinched and bowed his head over his folded arms. “Fuck...”

A silence followed, in which the droning of the professor’s voice was the only sound.

Then Marcus said, his voice different: “I touched a nerve, huh? Was that what happened the other day? Did your old man lecture you about getting married again? Christ, he needs to back off until you finish the Academy, at least.”

“Why don’t you go and tell him that then. God knows I tried.”

“So it was that. Give you an ultimatum, did he?”

“He sure did.”

“He didn’t threaten to disown you?” Marcus asked.

“Not in so many words.”

“Fuck...”

“Exactly what I said.” Tiberius closed his eyes, drowning out the sounds of the classroom. He needed to escape, even for a while, and while drinking was fine, but what he really needed... apart from fucking Reese, that was... “I need to shift. Go running with me tonight?”

“Sure...”

“In the park, though, no driving out of town. You know it’s not safe to venture outside anymore.”

“You seriously believe the propaganda against the witches?”

So typical of Marcus, to disagree with everyone else. “You know it’s not propaganda, Marcus. The witches are challenging the shifter rule. There have been attacks on unsuspecting shifters, and you seem to forget the siege in the north.”

“And you think the media are free of propaganda? Have you ever heard any reports about the Fae or the Vampires? It’s all witches, all the fucking time.”

Tiberius groaned in his arms. “Whatever, Marcus. Are you coming or not?”

Marcus nodded. Fine. In the city. I’ll tell Nero. Hey, is that—?”

Tiberius lifted his head, nostrils flaring, instantly alert. “Reese.”

“Well, what do you know? You’re right,” Marcus drawled.

The door of the classroom had opened and there stood his omega.

And since when was Reese his omega, damn it? His Boi. That was what he meant, of course. What was he doing there?

“Reese, come on in!” the professor called out, and Tiberius struggled with a pinch of jealousy in his chest, because the professor knew Reese by name.

God, he was fucked.

“New student,” whispers went around Tiberius. “Transferred a couple of weeks ago. Omega.”

Yeah, Tiberius knew all that. But why hadn’t he come to class sooner? Tiberius had never seen him here before. In fact, he hadn’t seen him in any class.

“All caught up?” the professor asked, all smiles, and Tiberius gritted his teeth. Why was the old man gazing at Reese like they were good friends? “Think you can follow now?”

“Yes, I think so.” Reese gave the professor an uncertain smile that got Tiberius instantly hard, and shifted his backpack on one shoulder. “I think it’s better if I gave it a try.”

“Then, by all means, take a seat. Class, enough chattering. Pay attention, we still have a lot of ground to cover today.”

“God, I hate economics,” Marcus said with feeling, but Tiberius barely paid him any heed.

That scent... Reese’s scent. It was all around him, flooding his senses, curling in his gut, inexorably getting him harder and harder. Christ. Had it been that strong before?

“Marcus,” Tiberius hissed.

“What is it? Your face has gone red. You okay?”

“Can’t...” The scent seemed to pulse, synchronizing with his racing heartbeat, going through his body like the sound of a giant gong, sending pulses of desire. “I have to get out.”

“Ty!”

But Tiberius was already on his feet, grabbing his notebooks and stuffing them in his backpack.

“Mr. Tiberius de Crescent,” the professor said, exasperation in his voice as he turned around from the whiteboard. “What is it now?”

“Excuse me,” Tiberius said hoarsely and made his way out of the classroom.

He had to jack off or he would die of acute arousal. And wouldn’t that be embarrassing. Not exactly what a good Crescent son would do for his family name.

***
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“Ty. Ty, open the door!”

“Go away, Marcus.” Tiberius panted, stroking his rigid, aching cock, one hand braced against the wall of his bathroom.

“I’m breaking his door down if you don’t open up. You know I will. You know I can.”

Of course he could. He was an alpha werewolf, like Tiberius.

“Fuck off,” he gritted, jacking off harder, his hand a blur over his cock. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t sound fucking fine.” Marcus sighed. “I’m giving you five minutes, then I’m coming in.”

Fucker.

Tiberius widened his stance, bowed his head, and tried to imagine he was fucking someone. Fucking someone’s mouth, maybe that blond omega Marcus smiled at so much, or...

No, this wasn’t working.

What if he imagined he was fucking the omega from behind, Tiberius’s cock sinking deep into that wet hole, in and out...

His cock jolted. Yeah, this was better. Fucking him hard, holding those narrow hips, bending over to inhale that sweet smell, to bite the smooth skin of the omega’s shoulder, brushing away silky dark hair...

Oh fuck...

The omega turned his head in the fantasy and breathed Tiberius’s name. It was Reese, his blue long-lashed eyes dazed with lust, his hole clenching around Tiberius’s cock. Reese was begging him to fuck him harder, to knot him and fill him up, Reese was moaning...

“Ooh shit...” Tiberius’s body jerked at the same time as his cock, and a thick stream of cum sprayed the tiled wall. His balls tightened again, and another wave of pleasure shook him. He shot another load of cum, and another, shuddering.

And after he was done, he found he was still hard.

What the fuck, right?

Could lust kill you?

Something was niggling the back of his mind, something about this that seemed familiar, like he’d heard of such a case before, but he couldn’t pinpoint the information.

And then Marcus broke the door of the bathroom and stood panting at the opening, the worry in his gaze turning into fury, and then back to concern. What the hell, Ty? he demanded, eyes going to the still hard cock in Tiberius’s hand, and the cum covering the wall. What’s going on?

Tiberius wished he knew...

***
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“So you don’t wanna talk about it? Is that it? Discussion is over, just like that?” Marcus glared at Tiberius who was buttoning up his jeans by the French doors, staring out at the lake.

“That’s right.”

“Don’t you wanna know what’s happening to you?” Marcus arches his brows.

“I’m horny. A condition you’re well familiar with.”

“Don’t, Ty. Don’t play that card with me.”

Tiberius scowled. “Then leave me the hell alone.”

The jeans were damn uncomfortable, constricting his hard-on, trapping it in an awkward angle, and he was confused and annoyed. He had enough on his head with his old man’s threats without being in a rut over a random omega and Marcus on his case.

“That omega... he smells good, doesn’t he?” Marcus muttered.

Nope, Marcus wasn’t leaving him alone. “Shit. You noticed.”

“If he’s going into heat...”

Tiberius shook his head. “It didn’t affect you like it did me.”

“So that’s what happened, is it? It affected you?”

“Fuck you, Marcus.”

His friend came to stand beside him, shooting him an unapologetic look. “Just trying to figure this out. Maybe I’ll ask him if he needs suppressants.”

“I’ll do it. Keep out of it.”

“Possessive.” Marcus tsked and grinned. “Like I said before: interesting.”

With a growl, Tiberius ran his fingers through his wild hair. “Have I asked for your opinion?”

“But you want it anyway.” He shrugged. “Face it, Ty. You don’t have that many people around who can stand you.”

It made Tiberius grin. “You really are an asshole.”

“I have to be to like you, you bastard.”

Tiberius snorted.

“Are we still going for that shift and run later?”

“Yeah.”

“Good,” Marcus said. “Get your ass back in class, and we’ll talk later. We’ll fix this.”

Tiberius just wasn’t sure how. The only thing that seemed paramount was talking to Reese, though what exactly he’d tell the omega, he had no clue...
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Chapter Four: Reese
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What was wrong with him? Reese felt really weird, and not in a good way. It felt like his heat was coming on, but that couldn’t be. He was using suppressants, and anyway, he didn’t remember the symptoms ever being this strong. His head was pounding, his sense of balance was off, and worst of all was the lust. How were you supposed to focus on studying when you ran around with a hard-on and this throbbing deep inside?

Ran around doing errands for the object of your desire, every whiff of his spice and every look at him making you harder and wetter for him?

This had to be what hell was like. Desire and need, unfulfilled, burning you to the point of pain. Damn shifters and their heat cycles, their primal urges that took over their lives. Although things had changed a lot since the first shifters appeared in history, and a lot had changed, this split into alphas, betas and omegas often seemed so unfair. Betas, at least, had a measure of independence. Not fertile, they were freer to pursue whatever career they wanted, form families without any expectations of offspring and none of the discomfort of heat cycles and having babies. In a world where women couldn’t bear children anymore, omegas had taken that role.
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