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ALL MIKALE HAS TO DO is hide at the Academy, stay out of the water, and hope that the merman alpha prince chosen for him will just... disappear. Or stop caring.

Fat luck.

Mikale is a merman prince but he is starting to like life on land just fine.

It doesn’t hurt that the Academy is full of handsome alphas.

Four alphas in particular who have caught his attention—Greysen, Kael, Franco and Jaden—and they seem to be interested in him, too.

Looking is fine, but Mikale shouldn’t want more. He can keep a level head, right? He’s on dry land to study and avoid a certain merman alpha, not entangle himself in other alphas.

And yet...

When Mikale’s first heat comes out of nowhere, control becomes a theoretical concept.

Being with these four alphas feels so right, but do they want a family with Mikale? Do they care for him? Are they interested in opposing the will of Mikale’s royal family and forming a pack?

And will they be strong enough together to find out?

* This is a 67K standalone mpreg RH romance novel with one omega merman prince and four rugged alpha shifters, humor, heat and cute babies! *
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CHAPTER ONE
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MIKALE

––––––––
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PEARL ACADEMY WAS A cool place. Built by the sea, where rocky platforms cut into the blue and trees swayed in the breeze, with clean white buildings and small parks on campus, it was like a clean, pretty model of what an academy should be like.

Sometimes Mikale thought he was dreaming as he hurried from class to class, ate at the cafeteria or lay on his narrow bed in his room, staring up at the fine cracks of the ceiling.

For an omega merman like him, being on dry land was something new.

He hadn’t always wished to come ashore, but his friend Seiden’s recent adventures had convinced him to give it a try. He figured he didn’t have anything to lose, and like he’d confidently told everyone who would listen, he wanted in on the eye-candy of dry land shifters. After all, his Seiden’s alphas were stunning.

But of course, it wasn’t just that. Couldn’t be that simple. Although, adventure was all fine and good, getting to know the dry land and its customs was great, omega sea princes didn’t often run away from home.

Yet he’d had to do it. He still wasn’t one hundred percent sure it had been the best idea he’d ever had. Yet it was the only one that had come to mind.

He hadn’t even found the courage to talk to his best friends, Ezraem and Seiden, about it. Then again Ezraem—Ezra or Ez for his friends—would have a fit once he found out what Mikale had done, and as for Seiden, he was super busy right now with his four little babies. He’d had the quadruplets two months back but he seemed as busy with them and their four handsome daddies as ever.

Which was great. Seiden was happy and Mikale was glad for him. Honestly, totally glad. Seiden was a great person who taken a leap of faith, and now had his happy ending.

But yeah, probably not the best time for Mikale to spill his guts and get Seiden worried and stressed.

Besides, there was no reason for it. Mikale was already here, had made his choice. And he’d be just fine.

The classes were interesting, he thought as he hefted his backpack on his shoulder and headed toward his history lesson. The guys were nice, and helpful, and...

Eye-candy alert!

Mikale’s steps slowed to a halt before he’d even realized it, his mouth going dry and his pants going tight. His hole clenched and he could already feel slick coating it. The alpha lounging against the wall, grinning at something on his phone, was drop-dead gorgeous with his sloe eyes and tousled dark hair, the tattoos peeking out of the collar of his black T-shirt and the two silver rings in his left eyebrow.

His name was Franco and he was apparently a panther shifter.

What was it with dry land shifters? And why were they so hot they fried Mikale’s synapses? After all, he hadn’t really come for the alphas and yet...

And yet he found himself drooling at the sight of them.

Really, he had to stop. Franco had omegas and betas hanging all over him, not to mention other alphas. Why would he even look at Mikale, and...

And Mikale shouldn’t want him to look. Not at Franco or the other alphas he’d noticed around campus.

Oh yeah, there were more of them. More of the drop-dead gorgeous sort, that was. Loads of alphas attended Pearl Academy, but Mikale did his best to ignore them most of the time. Sure, they were okay in that alpha rugged, muscular, hulking kind of way, but these ones...

These four... Triton’s tail. Four alphas that had his heart pounding and his hole slicking every single time, just on sight.

He had to try and avoid them better. The last thing he needed right now was to go into heat. His suppressants worked fine, thank all the Sea Gods, but sometimes... Sometimes he could swear he felt heat wash through him when any of those four alphas were around. It was as if his attraction to them was so damn strong that his suppressants began to fail.

He didn’t think it was possible.

Then again, chemicals were complicated things, and a merman omega’s heat was a powerful reaction. He’d never experienced one yet, and now wasn’t the time to start.

Stay away from them, he told himself, tearing his eyes off Franco with difficulty and forcing his feet to start moving again. Keep your eyes to the front and focus on your studies.

His parents had accepted his request to attend Pearl Academy easily. Mikale had never given them any cause for concern. An obedient prince who had never left the sea before, had never objected to any of their decisions, had never caused any trouble. His friends were other princes, good obedient omegas, too.

Except for Seiden, but his parents still hadn’t processed that, apparently.

Thankfully.

And he missed Ezra already. But he had missed Seiden, too, and at least now he got to see him more. He—

“Whoa, watch your step,” a deep male voice said as he literally bounced off a rock-hard chest and stumbled backward. A hand grabbed his arm, steadying him because he fell on his ass, and then the scent hit him.

He knew who that was without even looking—a scent of warm earth and grass and deep musk.

Greysen. Wolf shifter. Beautiful golden eyes, shaggy brown hair, shoulders like boulders, a body like sculpted marble.

Gods.

So much for avoiding them.

“I, um. Sorry? Didn’t see you,” Mikale mumbled, frozen in place, the alpha’s big hand like a vise around his arm.

“Didn’t see me? Hear that, Jaden? I’m so tiny, apparently, that he didn’t see me.”

Oh no. Another one of the Gorgeous Four. Jaden was a bear shifter with eyes greener than a seagrass meadow and reddish hair that fell in wild curls on his brow. Even wider in the shoulders than Greysen, he was just as stunning.

Why couldn’t Mikale get a break? His cock was so stiff it hurt and his inner thighs were getting drenched with slick.

No merman alpha had ever caused such a reaction in him—and no, it wasn’t because it was wet in the sea. Ha. An omega’s slick was viscous, much denser than water, more like an oil—designed that way to ease the passage of an alpha’s cock into an omega merman’s hole underwater.

And why was he thinking now of an alpha cock entering an omega’s hole... Oh, shit.

Yanking his arm free—to be fair, Greysen had relaxed his grip—he staggered back. He had to go... get cleaned up. Take care of his hot erection. Do something about this unbearable lust riding him whenever these alphas were around.

And stop fantasizing about them, he ordered himself as he hurried away, his cheeks burning and his hole clenching helplessly. Stop jacking off to the images of them. It’s making it worse.

Get your head back straight and concentrate on your studies. At least show your parents you’re taking it seriously.

If they pulled him from the Academy due to bad grades, he’d only have himself to blame...

***
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“HEY, MIK!” SEIDEN WAVED at him from a table at the cafeteria later that day. He was sans alphas and sans babies. “Over here.”

“Coming.” He grabbed a sandwich and a soda and headed toward his friend, smiling broadly. “I wasn’t sure you’d make it today.”

“Xavier’s omega father is staying with us for a week and he’s taking care of the babies together with Xavier. It’s a nice break.”

“Nice.” Mikale set his tray down and sank into the hard plastic seat. “It’s weird to see you alone.”

“And without the belly,” Seiden added, grinning back, patting his mostly flat stomach. “It will take a while to get rid of it.”

“To be fair, it was pretty big,” Mikale said. “I mean, four babies.”

How could it not be big? By the end, Seiden had been a belly with legs.

“It was enormous,” Seiden said, laughing. “Been doing some exercises to help bring it down.”

“You look good,” Mikale said truthfully. “Not that you hadn’t looked good pregnant,” he hurried to add.

Seiden shrugged and dug into his salad. “Thanks. You, too.” He glanced up, frowned. “You look... flushed. Everything okay?”

“What? Oh, yeah.” Mikale put down his sandwich without taking a bite. “It’s just, you know. Getting used to the life here. And breathing air all the time. I’m not used to it.”

“So the flush has nothing to do with certain handsome alphas you keep staring at whenever I’m around?”

Mikale almost choked. “Nah. What alphas? Nope.”

The fact that one of the said alphas was sitting just a couple tables away had absolutely nothing to do with the warmth spreading through him, getting his dick hard and his hole wet—yet again. Dammit, he’d only jerked off and cleaned himself up an hour ago.

They ate in silence for a few minutes, Mikale doing his best to swallow past a throat gone dry. He could swear the alpha—Greysen, the wolf—was staring at him, too, but every time he glanced that way, the alpha was talking to one of his classmates.

“Do you like your classes?” Seiden eventually asked, taking a drink from his water bottle.

“Yeah. They’re great.”

“And the teachers? Your classmates? Your room? Everything okay?”

“Why are you asking me this all of a sudden? I’ve been here for two months already.”

“I know.” Seiden winced. “Sorry. I feel I’ve been... kind of remiss in my role as a friend. Haven’t asked you much about your experiences here.”

“It’s fine.” Mikale gave him a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry about it. You were busy with the babies. And it’s been great.”

By the time they got up to go, he thought Seiden believed him, but as they turned to part ways outside the cafeteria, Seiden grabbed his hand.

“You sure you’re okay? You’d tell me if anything was wrong?”

“Yeah. I’m awesome. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“I dunno. You never told me what made you decide to come to the Academy. You never expressed any interest in the dry land.”

It was on the tip of Mikale’s tongue to tell his friend everything, admit the truth, explain.

But right then Greysen stepped out, too, distracting him. The alpha filled the door with his broad shoulders and tall frame, and this time his gaze was definitely on Mikale, no two ways about it. The weight of his gaze sent desire coiling in Mikale’s gut, stopping his breath and getting him so hard he found his own hand inching down, toward the small bulge in his pants, aching to relieve the pressure.

“All right, then,” Seiden said, startling him, patting his back. “If you’re sure... let me know when to meet again. I think I’ll be back in a couple of days for a literature test. Shall we have lunch again? How about Friday?”

“Yeah,” Mikale said, not really paying any attention, watching hungrily the play of muscles in Greysen’s bare arms, the shift of toned pecs under the thin cotton of his T-shirt, the way those worn jeans hugged lovingly his long, muscular legs and the bulge between those thick thighs...

Mikale stared.

The huge bulge between the alpha’s legs that seemed to be swelling bigger the more he looked. Was that... That huge alpha cock was hardening, clearly outlined in the fabric, and Mikale’s knees felt weak at the sight.

He barely heard Seiden saying goodbye.
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CHAPTER TWO
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GREYSEN

––––––––
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THERE HE WAS. THAT super cute and fucking hot omega he’d seen around campus recently. A new arrival, he was sure of it.

He’d have noticed him before, for fucking sure. With his soft blond hair and big green eyes, that graceful slender body and his scent... Gods, what was that? He’d never smelled anything like it. No other omega had ever smelled that delicious, like a salt and sugar caramel brownie that had his mouth watering and his cock hardening so fast he had to stifle a groan.

And the way this omega was staring at him... That soft mouth slightly open, cheeks flushed, a small bulge between his legs and his scent intensifying, deepening, making Greysen’s canines ache with the need to bite down and mark.

Fucking hell, he didn’t even know the man’s name. And fucking him shouldn’t be on his to do list, let alone a priority, but his dick wanted him.

His dick wanted too many things that his rational mind told him were a bad idea. This omega, and a couple of handsome alphas had his pants growing way too tight again and again, and if he wasn’t careful, he’d throw caution to the wind and invite them all to his bed.

His alpha father, though, insisted he had to marry, Claim an omega of good standing and make a family. Not choose a random omega or alpha from Pearl Academy and start work on that family without consulting with the family council first.

The omega seemed to finally shake off his stupor and turned away, heading toward the dormitories with determined strides. Greysen frowned, then followed him before he could rethink it.

He hadn’t always been so impulsive. He’d been raised with strict rules. The Madovannis were an old werewolf family with huge assets and tight policies when it came to their heirs. Greysen had been a model son, obedient and correct. Hell, he attended Pearl Academy because his parents had chosen it for him, and they already had an omega lined up for him, one that Greysen had never met but was expected to Court and Claim, soon.

Which didn't explain why he was hurrying after the cute omega, his backpack thumping against his spine. He should be heading to PE, but instead he was following the little blond like a puppy hoping to be petted.

For all the Gods’ sakes.

“Greysen,” a bass male voice called from behind him as the omega reached the entrance of the dormitories, startling him. He turned around to see and by the time he’d realized his mistake, the omega had vanished inside.

Cursing, he rushed into the foyer but he couldn’t see the omega anywhere.

“Did you lose something?” The owner of the voice lounged against the entrance of the dormitories, muscular arms folded over his broad chest, soft chestnut hair falling in dark eyes. “Need help?”

Fuck. Greysen’s mouth went dry. A second distraction to the first one. First the pretty omega, and now the hunky alpha he’d been ogling for months now had decided to talk to him.

“Kael,” he breathed.

The man blinked, long lashes lifting. “So you know who I am.”

“We have history class together.”

“Correct.”

“And you are a griffin shifter.”

“That’s right.” The man’s generous mouth lifted on one side in a crooked grin. “You seem to know a lot about me.”

“Your name and species sound like a lot?”

Kael let his head fall back against the wall. “You’re right, it’s not much. Would you like to get to know me better?”

That was a fucking invitation, if he ever heard one. Greysen stalked toward the griffin, all the predatory thoughts the omega had stirred needing an outlet. “Maybe. What did you have in mind?”

“I think we had the same thought.”

“Did we?”

“I’ve watched you for a while,” Kael said softly. “You seem... tense.”

“You could say that.”

“You need to let off some steam. I could use... a release of tension.”

Greysen grinned back, coming to stand in front of Kael, cocking his head to the side, letting his gaze roam over the broad chest and shoulders, the handsome face. “Oh, yeah.”

At least, fucking an alpha wouldn’t be a problem. He couldn’t get an alpha pregnant. And Gods, he did need to let off some steam or he’d burst. Who knew that the Academy had so many hot guys? His alpha father had made it sound like it would only be classes and sports, but maybe it was normal, after all the private tutoring and loneliness through his teenage years, to be horny all the time around all this dick.

Be naughty now, before you Claim an omega and start a family, he told himself as Kael slipped a big hand around his neck and dragged him forward for a rough kiss, all teeth and tongue and violence. Why not?

And fuck, but the griffin shifter tasted good, all testosterone and spice, salty and bitter and exciting. Greysen shoved a hand under the man’s T-shirt, racking it up, baring Kael’s six-pack, his hard pecs. He had ink swirling there, dark lines and shapes Greysen couldn’t make out, too busy fucking that hot mouth with his tongue.

When Kael pushed off the doorframe and dragged him toward the stairs, he followed.

He honestly didn’t understand alpha biology, he thought as they started up the stairs, still kissing and groping each other, why he’d be so attracted to another of his own orientation. Back on the hills where his clan lived, it wasn’t really accepted, but down here, on the coast... it seemed nobody batted an eye at two alphas getting it on together.

Sure, people joked about it, said you’d better fuck another alpha if you had urges, and only touch an omega after Claiming him, but few wolves in his pack ever tried it. Old-fashioned, those hill clans. Some of the elders even believed that sex should only be used to create babies, not be wasted on pleasure.

Right now, Greysen didn’t give a damn about how his seed would be wasted on the handsome griffin shifter as Kael pulled him toward what Greysen could only assume was his room. His entire body was a throb of need.

He’d given in before.

The Academy was a bad influence on him.

He’d fooled around with a couple other sexy alphas since he’d arrived—a panther and a bear. It was months ago.

And Greysen had discovered he was no saint.

The moment Kael opened his door, Greysen shoved him through it and kicked it shut behind them. Blindly he pushed the man against the wall, molding their bodies together, hard chest to hard chest, hard cock to hard cock so they could grind together.

“Oh yeah, fuck...” Kael’s head fell back, eyes closing, his hands going to Greysen’s shoulders. “This is... good, but...”

Not enough. Greysen growled as he fought the urge to keep grinding his hips against the other man’s long enough to make it even better. His body was close, so close to release...

He pulled back and fumbled with Kael’s zipper, shoving the jeans down lean hips and muscular legs. Holy shit, the hard cock that sprang out wasn’t lean at all. It was thick and long, big even for alpha standards, and fuck if it didn’t make Greysen’s mouth water. The urge to taste it, suck on it, was strong, but right now he wanted to hold it, feel the heft of it, feel it against his own urgent erection.

Yanking his own pants open, he freed his cock and wrapped his fist around both their hard-ons, starting to stroke.

Kael groaned, his cock jumping in Greysen’s fist. “Oh, yeah...”

His parted lips looked soft and inviting, and Greysen dived in, kissing him again—another face flashing through his mind, that omega vanishing inside the dormitories, silky blond hair and wide eyes—

But the present was good, too, Kael rocking his cock into Greysen’s fist, his mouth hungry, his tall body making it easy for Greysen to reach every interesting part of him.

Reaching around the man, he grabbed that muscular ass and squeezed in time to his stroking of their cocks, loving how Kael’s ass cheeks filled his hand, how the action got Kael to jerk and his cock to swell more. It was steadily leaking precum over Greysen’s fist, the scent of it musky and woodsy. The man’s balls were full and lifted, bumping against Greysen’s moving fist with every stroke.

He squeezed that ass harder, shoved his tongue into Kael’s mouth deeper, and Kael came apart, shaking, shooting load after load of cum all over their chests. The feel of that hard cock jerking against his drove Greysen wild. Pushing Kael harder against the wall, breaking the kiss, he stroked faster, panting harshly. His own orgasm crashed into him, wrenching a strangled cry from his throat. His cum painted their bodies, white lines crisscrossing Kael’s.

Their T-shirts were dripping with it.

Greysen chuckled, drunk on his release. “We made a fucking mess.”

A faint smile lifted Kael’s lips. “So we did.”

Greysen pulled back, releasing their spent cocks, glancing down at them. “I should go.”

“Or you could stay.” When he looked up, he found Kael watching him from behind his long lashes. “Make another mess on my bed. I’m skipping classes. You could, too.”

“Nah.” Greysen tucked his cock inside his pants, zipped up. “I should study, anyway.”

“I want to go down on you. I like your cock. We could sixty-nine.” Kael winked. “We could fuck.”

Greysen almost groaned out loud. Tempting. So damn tempting. But...

“Maybe some other time,” he said and despite himself, he lifted a hand to shove soft chestnut hair out of the alpha’s eyes. Damn, he was hot. “I hadn’t planned on this.”

“I had,” Kael admitted. “Been waiting to get you alone for a while.”

Greysen grinned. “Glad you did.”

But he shouldn’t stay, shouldn’t make this into anything more than what it was: a random hook-up, some fumbling around, letting off steam.

This was all it could ever be and nothing more. As his alpha father’s chosen heir, he had responsibilities, duties. And his duty was to be ready when he was called to Court and Claim the omega his family chose for him.

Soon...
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CHAPTER THREE
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MIKALE

––––––––
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GREYSEN AND KAEL TOGETHER at the entrance of the dorms.

Kissing.

Rocking their bodies together.

Mikale had watched them from the top of the staircase. He’d come back down after having changed his soaked underwear so he could head to the library to study, and he’d seen them there and...

And he’d frozen on the steps, unable to move away or tear his eyes off them as they kissed and kissed... Gods of the sea, they were so hot, and even hotter together.

Because yeah, Kael was another hot alpha he’d noticed around the Academy. Tall and broad like the others but a little prettier, his face finer, he’d tormented Mikale’s mind and body in his night dreams and daytime fantasies. Seeing him together with the rough wolf shifter was...

Gods, Mikale was soaked again, his slick running down his thighs.

What was this? How did he get so wet and achy every time he saw these guys? Was it normal? He didn’t recall ever having been so constantly aroused and needy since he’d presented as omega, when he’d been a young teen. Ever since then, he’d been on heat suppressants.

Ergo, he wasn’t in heat.

He couldn’t be.

Period.

When the two alphas started moving toward the stairs, he fled back up to his room, closed the door and pressed his back to it, panting hard.

And he couldn’t keep jerking off and fingering himself to relieve the pressure. He was close to giving in and using the stone dildo he’d brought with him.

Desperate measures.

No, he was going to study and... damn, he had to change his underwear again. And his pants.

In fact, it was time for laundry. He was quickly running out of clean clothes.

What a drag.

He changed, gathered his dirty laundry in a bag and poked his head outside. Nobody was there. With a sigh of relief, he hurried out, bag slung over one shoulder, dropping the key into his back pocket, and heading for the staircase. The campus launderette was behind the cafeteria. He’d—

A door opened and someone leaned against the frame, folding muscular arms over his chest. The alpha was bare-chested, only clad in loose jogging pants, chestnut hair falling in eyes blue like the sky.

He smelled of sex, a heavy alpha musk that stopped Mikale in his tracks.

Oh, no... Maybe he should give up on wearing underwear altogether.

But the alpha also sniffed and then licked his lips. “You smell like candy,” he said softly, his voice a low growl. “Omega.”

“I...” Mikale took a step back. “What...?”

“You smell good enough to eat.” The alpha tilted his head to the side. In his loose, soft pants, his cock was swelling, tenting the front. “Good enough to fuck.”

“No.” Mikale shook his head but was unable to move.

Kael stepped out of his room, every movement graceful and predatory, feline and yet birdlike, a mixture like his animal. “I’ve seen you around campus. Smelled you. Greysen was following you earlier.”

“He was?”

“You should start taking suppressants and blockers,” Kael said, stalking closer. “Or your safety won’t be guaranteed.”

“I am taking them,” Mikale protested.

“Then maybe they aren’t working, because...” Kael was right in front of him now, looming over him, his scent wrapping around Mikale like a fist, wrapping around his hard omega cock, shoving into him, making him tremble. “Because all I can think of right now is pinning you against the wall, lifting your legs around my waist and sinking into you. Knotting you and staying inside you until your belly swells with my babies. Get it?”

Gods... His words should have sent Mikale racing back to his room, should have made him very afraid, but instead his hole clenched desperately at the image and his cock jerked inside his pants.

“You want it, don’t you?” Kael sniffed again, licked his lips. “You want me.”

Mikale shook his head again but he couldn’t even lie out loud anymore.

“What are you?” Kael leaned in, inhaling along the line of Mikale’s neck. “You’re unlike anything I’ve ever smelled in my life.”

“Oh Gods...” Mikale closed his eyes. So close. The alpha was so close, close enough to touch, to lick, to feel. “Please...”

“Kael!” someone called out from the other end of the corridor, breaking the spell. “I said I’d give you my notes. Coming?”

Straightening, Kael gave Mikale a long, hot look. “You should be goddamn careful if you don’t want to end up with a belly full of babies, omega. You can make an alpha lose his goddamn mind, hear me?”

Mikale swallowed hard, shifting the strap of his laundry bag on his shoulder, watching helplessly as the handsome alpha turned and stalked away, leaving him there in a puddle of slick and want.

He really hadn’t foreseen this level of complication when he’d decided to flee to the dry land...

***
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MIKALE MADE HIS WAY to the launderette without further incidents. The ache in his gut hadn’t lessened, though. As he changed his coins for a token and washing powder, as he loaded his clothes into the machine, he was still hard and wet.

Maybe he should talk to Seiden about it next time he saw him. Ask for ideas on how to handle this overwhelming desire.

But Seiden would probably just lob his own advice back at him. Use the dildo. Stop overthinking it.

He’d said that to Seiden and Seiden had ended up pregnant. It had been terrible advice.

So how could he now go asking him for ideas? How could Seiden ever fully trust him again? Since he’d arrived at the Academy, Mikale had wondered about that. Seiden was the sweetest omega ever, but he probably had lost some trust in Mikale over the past few months.

Anyway, he just had to keep taking his suppressants and keep away from the four alphas.

Only way to beat this.

He’d talked himself into it, almost convincing himself it would be okay, that it was all in his mind and that all he needed was self-control, when the launderette door opened.

And in walked Jaden.

What were the odds?

Jaden, the bear shifter with the red curls and the leaf-green eyes, the white T-shirt he wore clinging lovingly to every sculpted muscle in his chest, back and shoulders, and his jogging pants—was everyone around here into jogging?—molding to powerful legs.

The bear shifter stepped inside, fixed his gaze on Mikale, and dropped his bag of laundry at his feet. “You,” he said.

Oh, no...

“I’ve been smelling you all over campus,” Jaden said, hands clenching at his sides, eyes narrowing. “Your scent.”

“Shit.” Mikale glanced at the machine where his clothes were spinning, then at the door. He had to go, had to—

Jaden grabbed him and shoved him against the machine. “You smell so sweet. I’ve been hard for weeks now, thanks to you.”

The rumble of the washing machine against Mikale’s aching ass almost made him come then and there. He moaned, shaking, the press of that powerful alpha body against him too much, too good. Jaden smelled of pine and wood smoke and sex.

“Fucking hell, you’re slick.” Jaden bend his head, inhaling, dragging his nose and mouth against Mikale’s neck, his jawline, his ear. “I can smell it. You’re slick and ready for my cock.”

Mikale wanted it. So badly. He couldn’t think why it was a bad idea right now. A whimper caught in this throat. He wanted Jaden, wanted—

The door jingled as it opened, letting someone else inside. “Hey. Sex is not allowed in here,” the man said, an unfamiliar beta who sounded annoyed.

It cut through the haze like a knife.

Mikale somehow managed to duck under the alpha’s arm and raced for the door, throwing it open and stumbling outside.

This was bad, this was really bad.

He should take an extra dose of his suppressants and hope for the best.

***
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THE EXTRA SUPPRESSANTS seemed to help. Avoiding the four alphas also seemed to do the trick, so that when he went to meet with Seiden for lunch, he didn’t feel there was anything he needed to confess or ask.

He’d taken care of his little situation on his own.

“Mik!” Seiden beamed at him from the food line, waving him over. “You’re late and I’m starving.”

“Not pregnant again, are you?” Mikale muttered, a little distracted, as he stepped in beside his friend. There was a scent in the cafeteria... it underlay the aromas of food. It smelled too damn good...

“Nope. I’m taking extra suppressants.” Seiden grinned. “Not in a hurry to have more babies. Four are enough for now.”

“Amen to that.” Mikale glanced at the food, his stomach roiling slightly.

“What are you having? There’s steak. And more steak.”

“Haha.” Mikale made a face.

“Not hungry?” Seiden frowned. “Are you feeling okay?”

“Of course. Why do you keep asking me that?”

“Told you last time, too. You seem... a little off. Flushed. Distracted. You didn’t... You still haven’t had your first heat, have you?”

“No. I mean... I wouldn’t know. I’ve been on suppressants since forever.”

“But Mik—”

“Cut me some slack. I’m still new to dry land. I need time to settle in.” Mikale grabbed a sandwich at random and plonked it on his tray. “I’m fine.”

“Whoa, okay.” Seiden sighed. “Didn’t mean to push.”

Mikale grabbed a soda and bit his lip. “No, it’s okay. But no need to worry about me. I’m just getting adjusted to the life here.”

That was the issue, probably. Being out of the water for such a long time the first time ever, it had to confuse the body. Seiden had probably gone through the same, at first.

Like a fish out of the water. Ha. He had to be patient and everything would go back to normal.

But as they headed to the tables, looking for free space to sit, he knew he was in trouble. That delicious musky scent persisted and oh Gods, his body was responding, in spite of all the extra suppressants he’d forced down his throat the past few mornings. His cock was rock hard and his hole ached, wet and clenching.

He swallowed hard.

They found seats near the windows overlooking the campus botanical gardens, lush green expanses. Birds fluttered between trees and bushes, chirping.

And it wasn’t enough to get his mind off the mess he apparently still was in. Which reminded him...

“What happened with that omega who’d switched your suppressant powder? You next-door neighbor, was it?”

“Sean?” Seiden frowned. “How come you’re thinking of him?”

Mikale unwrapped his sandwich. “No idea. Just popped into my mind. Is he still around?”

“Yeah, he’s still on campus.”

“You never told the administration about what he did?”

“I didn’t, no. Figured he had enough on his plate already, trying to sort out his own life.”

“That’s whaleshit,” Mikale muttered.

“I’m happy with how things turned out, remember.” Seiden’s gaze was sharp. “And if you insist you’re okay, then tell me why you don’t sound like yourself at all these days.”

“Like myself? You mean mindlessly happy?”

“I mean happy, period. You sound... tired. And sad.”

Mikale inhaled, and that was a mistake as doing so brought that scent deeper into his lungs. He swallowed a moan. “You’re too kind for this world, Sei.”

“Mik...”

“I have to go. I’m sorry. I just remembered something I need to do.” Abandoning the tray, he grabbed his backpack and rose to his feet.

“Mik! Wait! What is going on?”

He wished he knew... The only thing clear was that he had to find release.

***

[image: ]


THE DORMS WERE TOO far. The problem was urgent and he had to take care of it. Biting back a curse, he headed straight for the cafeteria restrooms. He’d be late for class but it couldn’t be helped.

His hole leaked and leaked, soaking his pants, and his cock burned, chafing against the inside of his jeans. His insides were tight, a coil of pressure that pulled tighter with every passing second.

He’d smelled an alpha—no, not just one, probably two of the alphas he craved, and his body had instantly betrayed him and demanded their touch, their cocks inside of him, spreading him, filling him—

Fuck.

The cafeteria restrooms looked empty. Choosing a random stall, he locked himself inside and shoved his pants down to pool around his ankles.

His small omega cock stood at attention, erect and flushed red, bobbing in front of him.

His ass throbbed.

When he curled his fingers around his cock, he almost cried out at the intensity of the sensation. He was so hard, so ready, it almost hurt.

Just his cock, he decided, he’d just jerk off, not touching his aching ass at all. He’d make too big of a mess otherwise.

Just a quick jerk off and maybe he could still catch Seiden before his friend left, apologize and pretend everything was really okay.

He started to move his hand, barely catching a moan before it came out of his mouth. It felt good. So good. Another moan rumbled through him and he bit on his lip to keep it quiet.

Gods.

He was close. His balls had drawn up, ready to empty themselves, and crap, his ass was agony. It needed to be filled. It felt much more pressing than wringing an orgasm from his cock, but no, no, he wouldn’t, oh...

Suddenly there were steps, heavy alpha steps, stopping right outside his stall.

“Need a hand?” a bass voice said, startling him half to death.

“What?” he breathed, his voice strangled just as he realized that the voice was familiar and it belonged to Franco, the panther shifter. “With what? No.”

“With the handjob.”

“I’m just... taking a leak.” His hand shook around his hard-on.

“I can hear you, you know. All that bitten-off moaning. The slapping of your hand as you jerk off. You sound like you’re soaked.”

Dark spots swam in Mikale’s eyes. Franco was right outside, listening as Mikale jerked off, the handsome panther shifter he’d lusted over all this time.

And the filthy offer to help, well, it wasn’t helping matters. Despite all that had happened under the sea, he was ready to let this alpha in and let him put those big hands on him.

“Let me in,” Franco said.

“O... okay.” Mikale really couldn’t fight it. He flicked the lock open.

The door rattled and swung inward.

And there he was. “May I?” the alpha asked courteously.

“Oh Gods...” Mikale moaned in response, taking in the sexy alpha standing right in front of him, dressed in black cargo pants and boots, a gray tank top and a fine silver chain around his neck, black hair tousled and sloe eyes hot.

While Mikale was debauchedly bared, his jeans pooled around his ankles, his hand on his cock, slick smeared on the inside of his thighs.

This was a page right out of his dirtiest dreams.

And when the alpha pressed him against the toilet, making him sit there, kneeling between Mikale’s legs and, oh, crap...

“I’ve been following your scent all over campus,” Franco said, his eyes fixed on Mikale’s crotch. “You’re driving me fucking crazy, but the reality of it... Hells, you’re beautiful. Look at you.”
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