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ALL SEIDEN HAS TO DO is sit tight at the academy and wait for a merman alpha prince to claim him... After all, that's what an omega merman prince is supposed to do.

But life has other plans, as it often does, and it throws four handsome shifter alphas in Seiden’s path. They rock his world, especially when his heat suppressants mysteriously fail and every alpha at the academy wants a piece of him.

The four alphas help him out and Seiden is sure that once his heat is over, everything will go back to normal... but when morning sickness hits, he knows it’s only the beginning of his troubles. How can he go back to the sea and face his potential suitors with a baby belly?

And how can he go back when these four alphas are the ones who have laid a claim on his heart?

All these four alphas want is a sweet omega to bind them into a family and have their babies...

Salvatore, Dante, Xavier and Hayden have been friends for years. Friends with benefits. They’d love to stay together and have a family but for that they need an omega. What they never expected was to fall for one the moment he arrives at the academy, and after helping him through his heat, they just know he is the one for them. The one they need, the one they want for life.

Can they convince Seiden that their unconventional little family could work? Does he have feelings for them as they do for him?

* This is a 75K 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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SEIDEN

––––––––
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PEARL ACADEMY WAS PRESTIGIOUS, expensive, ancient and vast. Above all, it was convenient as it was built on the coast, bordering on the Crescent Kingdom Under the Sea, Seiden’s home. 

Therefore, here was as good a place to hide as any.

He’d never attended school before. Back home it was all tutors and assignments. He’d been free to roam, mostly, at least within the boundaries of the kingdom. But that had changed recently.

The moment his first heat had hit him, everything had changed.

That had been the moment his fathers had called him into their study and together with his anatomy tutor had explained why exactly everything would be different from now on, and why he had to hide until the right alpha was located for him.

He’d always known he was an omega and that an omega’s duty was to mate with an alpha and produce babies, but he hadn’t known that mermen omegas were kind of different from other shifters.

And in great demand.

Which was why he could never reveal to anyone his true nature until his fathers had found the perfect match for him—a merman alpha prince who would tuck him away in his undersea palace and start a family.

The thought slowed his steps. He’d always loved children and babies, ever since he had been a child himself. Floating about the coral gardens in the deep blue sea, he’d loved watching over the younger mermen. It was part of his omega nature, but also part of who he was. Other omegas liked to chase fish or draw or cook or discuss politics.

He loved babies.

So of course, the thought of having a baby of his own was breathtaking. He just couldn’t wait. Other omegas wanted to focus on their studies and career first, and that was great, but Seiden... he wanted a family.

He’d grown up an only child, so that probably had something to do with it. Truth was, he had older brothers but they were much older and lived far away with their families. Seiden had been a happy accident, coming at an age when his father had thought they were done with babies.

And his fathers were kind of distant, as befit the King and Consort of an undersea realm, but when he watched other families together with their children, or siblings playing together, his heart twinged with longing.

One day, he told himself, picking up his stride as he’d be late for class. He flew into the classroom and took his seat, out of breath. One day soon his fathers would find his mate for him and it would all come true.

Meanwhile, it was hiding and taking heat suppressants and studying.

He enjoyed studying, after all, he’d discovered, and as he flew from calculus to art, from geometry to literature, from music to cinema studies, he knew he was lucky. At least the classes occupied him, kept his mind busy, and opened his horizons. As an omega, he would never become King, not in the Crescent Kingdom anyway, but he might one day be consort to a high-ranking sea prince or even king, and he had to know as much as he could about the dry-land world. Studies underwater focused more on the history and politics of the merfolk.

The merfolk was a huge population. Seiden had discovered that other shifters had no frigging idea. Did they even realize how big the ocean was? They were countless kingdoms with old and also modern cities, cultural centers and temples and schools. Everything the dry world had and more.

There were as many mermen as grains of the sand.

So why was he now staring at one of the dry land shifters, mindlessly drooling a little? He’d seen beautiful mermen at court and on his travels through the sea with his family—mermen with pink shell hair and eyes like the deep sea, mermen with tails that shimmered with all the colors of the rainbow.

So why was he drooling over a rugged werewolf?

The werewolf in question was standing in front of the class, hands in his pant pockets, talking about the emergence of the races after the Great War and whether they had always existed or were created by the scientists during that time. It was a controversial topic and Seiden listened to the low, rumbling, sexy voice with only half an ear, staring at the alpha’s hulking body, the broad shoulders, the cut chest stretching the white T-shirt he wore, the narrow hips and long, powerful legs encased in worn jeans.

His name was Salvatore, Seiden knew, and he was heir to one of the most powerful wolf clans of the area. Practically a prince, though not quite. Werewolves didn’t have kingdoms and didn’t do kings.

Maybe they did omega mermen princes, Seiden thought and shivered with a wave of want.

No, he told himself. Stop thinking of alphas.

It was hard, though, pun intended, when he was surrounded by them. He didn’t know if it was because he was now an adult and had experienced his first heat or because out of the water, on dry earth, he was more susceptible to their scent, but he kept finding himself staring at them and aching with desire.

Yeah, Salvatore wasn’t the only alpha Seiden lusted after.

The alpha finished his presentation and went to sit two seats away from Seiden. Powerful muscles rippled in his thighs, his shoulders were broad, his forearms corded.

Look away, he told himself sternly. What are you doing? You’re supposed to be hiding, not drawing attention to yourself. Look away!

He felt too hot. As the lecturer expanded on the information they had about the scientific experiments before the Great War, Seiden glanced at the werewolf again and found the man’s eyes on him. They were a shade of yellow, typical of alpha wolves, like old gold. Triton’s teeth, his jaw was square, his mouth sinful. His hair was dark and shaggy, falling in his face.

He was beautiful, more beautiful than anything Seiden had ever seen, in and out of the sea, and he was in big trouble...

***
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PEARL ACADEMY WAS BUILT right at the beach, its grounds reaching the rocky platforms on which the waves crashed. The air often carried the tang of salt and seaweed, making Seiden nostalgic. It was ridiculous. He’d only been at the academy for a month, and yet he yearned to go back home.

It didn’t help that he often felt lonely.

He kicked at loose pebbles as he made his way to the dormitories. There was a pond in the little park on the academy grounds. He could go sit there for a while, though he tended to avoid it. The water called him, called to his hidden nature, tugged on the urge to shift.

Better not. Definitely not a good idea when you pretended not to be a merman, hiding in the sea of students.

He didn’t see the alpha until he’d almost plowed into his muscular chest.

“Whoa, look where the hell you’re going,” the alpha growled, grabbing Seiden’s arm to steady him, and his spice and musk hit Seiden full in the nuts.

“Sorry,” he breathed, “I... Oh crap. Dante.”

Holy shitballs. 

Dante was a sexy lion shifter, his mane golden, his eyes exotic and green, his muscles impressive. He had been tying the shoe laces on his running shoes when Seiden had crashed into him. And now he was glaring at him.

“I, um. I’ll go now,” Seiden breathed, backing up one step, then two, resisting the urge to lift his hands in surrender. “Leave you to, um... lace your shoes. Go for that run.”

The alpha folded his muscular arms over his chest. He was wearing a black tank top that left his massive shoulders free and molded to his ripped chest and stomach, and below... below he wore black shorts that kind of stretched at the crotch outlining something long and thick...

Seiden’s mouth went dry, He swallowed hard, unable to look away from the alpha’s crotch. That was Dante’s cock? When soft? Gods of the sea, how big would it get when he was aroused?

And why did the thought get Seiden’s blood hot in his veins, plumping his own small omega cock and making his hole clench?

“I have to go,” he murmured, mostly to himself, turning around and all but running back to the dormitories.

It was so not fair, he thought as he hurried up the stairs, heading for his room. So many handsome mermen, certainly many more on average than on dry land, and he had to keep running into the best-looking alphas on the planet in this frigging academy.

Not fair at all.

***
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“SEIDEN? THAT YOU?” From the door next to his, a blond head poked out just as Seiden jiggled his key in his lock. It often got jammed.

“Sean.” He nodded at the blond boy. He looked like a beta, on the tall side, certainly taller than Seiden, but his scent was unmistakably omega. The sweet flowery scent was a relief, after the heady spice of the lion shifter alpha. “What’s flowing?”

“Flowing?” Sean snickered. “Sometimes your under-the-sea slang is too much.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing. You meant, what’s going on, right? But I can tell that something has definitely been flowing, from your scent.” When Seiden stared blankly at him, he sighed. “Your slick, brother. Are you in heat?”

“Oh.” Seiden blushed. “That wasn’t what I meant.”

“I know,” Sean said.

“And I’m not in heat.” Seiden finally managed to get his door open. “I’m taking suppressants.”

Though he did feel wet below, it was true. Lately, he always did after coming near one of the hunky alphas he kept ogling—there were four of them and gods, why was it even legal to let four sex gods like that not only attend the same academy but also often hang out together?

“We’re all taking suppressants here,” Sean said. “All omegas. But be careful in case they’re expired, you know? And they don’t work a hundred percent of the time.”

“Expired?”

Sean had come out of his room, poking his nose inside Seiden’s. “Yeah. On the package, you know? The date?”

“Oh. Wanna come in?”

By now Sean was practically inside already, but he nodded eagerly anyway and strolled into Seiden’s room, hands clasped behind his back, inspecting the furnishings.

“I don’t use pills,” Seiden said. “In my family, we use the powder made from a black seaweed, called Arretia. I only gathered and dried mine last month, before coming to the academy, and pounded it into powder. It’s fresh.”

“You don’t say! I’d heard about the Arretia seaweed.” Sean stopped in front of Seiden’s desk, picked up a box decorated with shells. “Is it in here?”

“No, I keep it in a small jar by my bed.” Seiden dropped his backpack by the window and rubbed at his cheeks. He desperately needed to clean himself below and change, as his soaked underwear clung to his butt, but he had been raised to be polite.

Besides, Sean was the only person at the academy so far who had been friendly with him. He needed a friend. He couldn’t blow this.

“A jar, huh?” Sean had already opened the box, without asking for permission. “And what are these? They look like flowers.”

Yeah, he needed a friend, a friendly face, someone to talk to. Even if it was a nosy omega like Sean.

Seiden sighed. “They are Infronen flowers.”

“What do you do with them?”

Did the shifters on dry land really have no frigging clue about the undersea?

“They give you energy,” he lied. “Like, if you need to study late at night. For a test or something. My omega dadda gave them to me.”

Sean cracked a smile. “Your dadda, huh?”

“You don’t say that?”

“I call mine omega dad. The title varies a little, depending on race and clan. Never heard anyone say dadda before.”

Seiden sat in the window seat and suppressed another sigh. He missed Mikale, his merman friend, omega prince of the neighboring sea kingdom. They were the same age and had grown up spending a lot of time together. What time Seiden didn’t spend looking after babies and children he spent with Mikale.

Mikale hadn’t had his first heat yet. That was a pity. They could have come to the academy together. Seiden hadn’t smelled any other mermen on the grounds.

“You seem distracted,” Sean said, sitting on Seiden’s bed.

“Huh?”

“I was talking to you but you didn’t seem to hear me. Lost in thought?”

“I miss my home.”

“You’re coast folk? Seal shifter, maybe? Selkie?”

Seiden opened his mouth to set him straight and froze. It was hard to remember and keep his identity a secret when he’d grown up in the sea. “Uh. Yeah. That’s right.”

“I guessed it from all the seaweed talk.” Sean grinned widely. “So tell me, got your eye on an alpha already? Who got you all wet just now?”

Seiden choked. “You really don’t mince words, do you?”

“Hey, we’re both omegas, searching for a good alpha to Claim us and make a family. We’re not different, you and I.”

And yet... Seiden shook his head. Sean had no idea. And Seiden wasn’t here to search for an alpha at all...
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CHAPTER TWO
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SALVATORE

––––––––
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“YOU WENT RUNNING,” Salvatore said, grabbing the other alpha by the wrist as he walked by.

“That a problem?” Dante growled, shoving a hand through his sweat-drenched blond hair. He’d caught it back with a rubber band but long strands had escaped and were clinging to his jaw and temples.

“It is when you’re running away.”

“Away.” Dante stopped and turned, yanking his wrist free. “From what?”

“From me, dammit.”

“Just because you wanna fuck all the goddamn time, wolf,” Dante snarled, getting into Salvatore’s face, “doesn’t mean we have to.”

“And that rocket in your pants is what? You’re happy to see me?”

“My cock is none of your business.”

“Unless I make it my business.” Salvatore grabbed Dante’s cock over those damn running shorts, making the man gasp. “Now you’re happy to see me.”

“Fuck you.”

“Not today.”

“Then go fuck one of the others. Not in the mood, got it?”

“What crawled up your ass and died, D?”

Dante gave him the finger, turned and walked away.

Fuck. The man had his demons. They all did. But usually he let Salvatore touch him, pleasure him, wrestle him down or against a wall and get them both off.

Something was going on.

Damn if that exchange hadn’t gotten Salvatore hard, though. He pushed down on his cock, hissing. He needed relief. Stress relief. He’d been half-hard since he’d seen that pretty new omega in class. The guy had been looking at him, all flushed and gorgeous, black hair with blue ends to match those wide blue eyes. He was a walking wet dream.

And his scent... it had reached Salvatore through the classroom, wound around his dick like a ribbon. Was the boy in heat? That would be dangerous for him. Plenty of alphas at the academy and they’d all be happy to help such a cute omega out... by fucking him senseless.

Growling, Salvatore pushed down on his dick again. “Down, boy. I said, down.”

He hadn’t seen the others today. That was actually a bad sign. He hoped they hadn’t gotten themselves into trouble.

It was getting late but the campus was alive. The college canteen was still open and students were walking back and forth through the trees, talking and laughing.

Fuck, he didn’t want to be alone tonight.

Fuck Dante for walking away.

Turning around, he headed toward the dormitories to hunt down the two other alphas, to drink or fuck. Either was fine. Maybe he’d do both.

***
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THE TWO ALPHAS WEREN’T fucking, unless Xavier had Hayden hidden under his bedcovers while he sat there, his face impassive.

Nah, Hayden wasn’t here. The bear shifter wasn’t someone you could easily hide.

And Xavier looked like shit. The dragon shifter’s dark eyes were bloodshot, ringed with black, his cheek swollen.

Right. Trouble. I knew it.

“Who did you beat up this time, man?” Salvatore sat beside Xavier uninvited, just like he’d walked into his room. Uninvited. “You look like hell.”

“You should see the other guy.”

Salvatore nodded. “Did he make bad jokes about your father?”

“Worse. He made bad jokes about your father. Is it true he likes to hump tree logs?”

“Oh fuck off.” Salvatore chuckled.

“That’s what I told him.”

“Right. Where’s Hayden?”

Xavier touched his cheek and winced. “He was being a grouchy bear.”

“Haha. Funny.”

“You wouldn’t have said that if you’d been here. He wanted to lecture me about busting people’s nuts.”

“He doesn’t approve?” Salvatore muttered.

“He doesn’t approve not being invited to the fights I incite. I told him to pick his own fights.”

Salvatore shook his head with a sigh. “Hayden.”

“I knew you’d agree with me.”

“And why did you pick a fight?”

“Maybe I needed to let some steam off.” Xavier ran a hot look down Salvatore’s body. “Still got some steam left, in fact. And you’re here.”

“You admit you need my help with something?”

Xavier licked his lips. “Get off your high horse. I only need you to scratch an itch.”

“A fucking big itch, from the looks of it.” He reached for Xavier’s cock and stopped, recalling his meeting with the lion shifter earlier. “What’s up with Dante, huh? Have you seen him today?”

“Fuck Dante and his moods.” It was Xavier who cupped Salvatore through his pants this time, making him groan. “Look at you, with your cock drilling a hole through your panties. Have you been hard all day or what? You walked in here with a hard-on, didn’t you?”

“There was this omega in class—”

“The dark-haired one with the blue eyes. You smelled him, too?”

“Is he in heat, you think?”

“Damn. I want to fuck an omega in heat. All wet and begging for my cock, begging me to fill him up, to get him pregnant with my babies. But meanwhile...”

His mouth crashed on Salvatore’s hard and demanding, his tongue invading, warring with his, staking a claim. Salvatore groaned, turned on so much his cock was steadily leaking precum in his pants. He kissed the man back, savoring his salty-sweet taste, grabbing his arms and trying to wrestle him back on the bed.

It was exhilarating, violent. It’s what sex between alphas was like and Salvatore fucking liked it, only... damn, it wasn’t enough anymore.

Not enough for any of them.

“If you’re gonna...” Xavier was panting, lying on his back, staring up at him, his hands leaving bruises on Salvatore’s arms. At some point, he’d let Salvatore tumble him, had allowed it, probably too wired up and impatient for their usual vicious foreplay.

“Gonna what?”

“If you’re gonna pretend I’m an omega so you can fuck me...”

Salvatore choked on laughter. “You, an omega?” The dragon shifter was as tall as Salvatore, if a tad more slender, and made of hard muscle. “You’re fucking kidding me.”

“You sure? Not thinking of the pretty hot omega right now?”

“Nope,” Salvatore said. “I want to fuck an alpha tonight.”

“Good. Cause that’s what you’ll get.”

And it was good that way, Salvatore thought, pushing the omega out of his mind. Sure, his alpha body, his alpha cock, demanded he breed an omega and he would, sooner or later. Probably after graduating from the academy and living life a little more. Fucking alphas was safe. No unwanted pregnancies and responsibilities. It was a common practice, endorsed by society, a sort of phase young alphas went through.

As long as it didn’t last.

As long as you ended up with an omega in the end.

So many social constraints. So many rules.

And Salvatore was following every one of them. Fucking around with the guys was fun, and if he ever slept with an omega, it would be with an extra-strength condom, making sure said omega was on suppressants. The only way to go.

“Dammit, asshole, don’t space out on me. Get me off, will ya? And then you can nod off. Fucker.”

Salvatore chuckled at his buddy’s annoyance. “I’m gonna get you off like a rocket, man. I was only thinking of ways to make you scream.”

“Let me remind you again, I’m not an omega,” Xavier growled. “I won’t scream no matter what you do. Howl, perhaps. Bite you and kick you in the balls if you don’t get right to it.”

“Yes, sir.” Grinning widely, Salvatore reached between Xavier’s legs, inside his jogging pants, to wrap his hand around that huge alpha cock, to shut the other alpha up. “On it.”

***
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SALVATORE HAD HIS HAND wrapped around both their cocks, pumping, his hips rocking. Xavier was biting his shoulder and the pain drove him on, making him pant, when someone entered the room.

“Hayden.” He groaned when Xavier’s hand gripped one of his ass cheeks and squeezed hard, making his cock swell more. “What’s up?”

The bear shifter grunted, stopping by the creaking bed, his cock tenting his pants. Hayden was the strongest of them all, his shoulders like bulwarks, his legs like tree trunks. He was like... the archetypal alpha, a beast barely contained in this human form, handsome in a rugged way with his brown curls and dark green eyes, his cheeks always covered in dark stubble.

“You like watching us fuck, don’t you?” Salvatore said.

“I’d like it more if that damn lion had joined you,” Hayden rumbled.

“Why don’t you join us?” Xavier hissed when Salvatore squeezed their cocks together again. The dragon’s cock was slippery with precum, swollen almost as thick as Salvatore’s. He was about to come, Salvatore knew.

And Hayden liked it most when they were together, kissing and sucking and grunting as they came. He would have liked it if all four of them fucked together, Salvatore knew, but...

The occasional coupling with alphas was hot. It got his balls hard, got his dick up so fast he saw stars. He loved it, the aggression and the pushing and shoving, the measuring of strength and cock. They fucked mostly in couples, randomly, though there was one memorable occasion when they had all slept together, shitfaced, after a party. None of them could exactly remember the details.

Except maybe Hayden. Salvatore was pretty sure he had been the one to put them up to it. He’d probably kept notes. That fucking bear.

Damn, Salvatore was going to come, too.

Just then, Hayden climbed up on the bed that groaned under their joined weight and stroked a hand over Salvatore’s ass. Dante was still gripping his ass cheek, dammit, and now Hayden put his paw on the other, a finger trailing close to Salvatore’s hole.

Too close.

Salvatore growled a warning. He bottomed for them sometimes, but not as often as Xavier, and today he wasn’t in the mood to get fucked.

But Hayden only stroked him there and it was fucking good, adding to the pressure in his balls.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered as his cock started to jerk in his hold, spurting ropes of cum all over his chest and Xavier’s.

The dragon arched up, cursing filthily, his cock twitching against Salvatore’s, erupting, too, mingling their seed.

“Hot,” Hayden growled. “Damn hot.”

It was.

And yet it wasn’t enough. Gasping for breath, Salvatore sat back on his heels, looking at the mess they’d made and wishing he had spilled inside that pretty omega instead, getting him pregnant with his babies.

One day, he told himself, tamping down on the disappointment. After you graduate. One day you’ll have that, too.
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CHAPTER THREE
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DANTE

––––––––
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DANTE WAS IN A FOUL mood.

Okay, foul was an understatement. He’d been walking around like a caged animal for the past week, growling at everyone, unable to focus on anything, taking long runs around the campus in the night, too exhausted to keep his eyes open during the day.

His ribs ached dully from the fists he’d taken, but it was nothing compared to the ache in his mind. The fear, and the accompanying fury.

He’d provoked the stupid alphas into attacking him, he was well aware of that. They’d been bullying a slight omega, making comments about how they were going to rape him, how he was going to like it, and he’d lost it.

No regrets. The bastards would remember the walloping he’d given them for weeks. And if he caught them around any omegas ever again, he’d feed them their own fucking dicks.

He’d taken on too many, of course, blind with rage, and Xavier had been there in the end, punching and kicking to haul him away before he was beaten to a pulp.

Before he got lost in the past and found himself in that omega’s place, cowering and whimpering, locked up in memory and pain.

But nothing would have happened. Dante wasn’t a cub anymore. He was a muscular, tall alpha. He was pretty sure that he’d have managed to break out of the flashback and fought back.

Right?

It irked him to no end that the dragon had stepped in. Even more so that Dante had needed him to.

That couldn’t happen again. Dante would make himself even stronger. Even more vigilant. When he attacked a jackass alpha, he’d make sure he’d win the fight, not leaving himself vulnerable. He’d—

The alpha musk hit him unexpectedly and he was turning around snarling, fists ready to fly before he’d registered its familiarity.

He pulled his fist back. “Hayden. Fuck. Give a guy a warning.”

“Or what? Thought you’d take me on?” Hayden folded his massive arms over his chest, frowning at him. “Punch my lights out?”

“Dammit, bear. It’s not you.”

“Oh, it’s not me. Then who were you about to punch?”

“No-one. Fuck off.” Turning around, Dante marched away.

To his annoyance, Hayden matched his pace easily, stuffing his hands in his pockets. “What’s eating at you, whelp?”

“None of your fucking business.”

“What if I make it my business?”

Dante growled in frustration. “I said fuck off, Hayden.”

The bear shifter said nothing. He was a quiet one, quiet and intense, and Dante liked that about him, but right now he wanted Hayden to beat it. A word, a touch could set him off and he didn’t want anyone around—anyone he valued, and he had to admit he valued Hayden.

“Still here?” Dante eventually snarled as they approached the dormitories. “Don’t have anything better to do than follow me around? Last I checked, you were a fucking bear, not a puppy.”

“Hell, Dante.” In the blink of an eye, Hayden had Dante shoved into a dark corner of the building with nobody around, their bodies pressed together. “Talk to me.”

“Get off me you fucking big oaf. Fuck!” Dante was vaguely aware he was scratching and pushing, his teeth elongating, starting to shift. “You asshole, get the hell off me!”

“Dammit.” Hayden lifted his hands. “I’m not even holding you, whelp. You can shove me off any time. You know that as well as I. So calm your tits.”

“Fuck, fuck!” Dante was panting, black eating into his sight, but the words and the calm, familiar voice broke through the haze. “Hayden.”

“Right here, man. Just standing here with you. All right?”

“All right.”

“Look at me. Dante.”

“I’m looking, fuck.” He was looking but seeing other faces, other places, his body broken and bleeding, his mind ripped to shreds. “Tell me something... something to distract my fucking mind. A story or some shit.”

“Okay. Lemme think...” Hayden frowned. He had such pretty eyes, Dante thought fuzzily. And such a deep voice. And didn’t laugh at Dante for losing his shit like that, for demanding a fairytale to buy time and gather his wits.

Hold on to that, he told himself. Hold on to the thread of his voice and come back. You’ve been adrift way too long.

“Did you know,” Hayden said, “that mermen omegas are different from the rest?”

“Yeah? How so?”

“They get pregnant with the seed of the alpha breeding them, their own race not manifesting in the baby.”

Dante struggled to gather the shreds of his mind. “You mean... you fuck an omega merman, he will have a bear shifter baby?”

“Right. We learned that in the race comparison course the other day. And get that... omega mermen princes are even more special.”

“Do tell.”

“They can get pregnant with the seed of all the alphas fucking them when they are in heat.”

“Wait a sec.” Dante rubbed at his aching forehead. “You saying that if all four of us were to fuck such a prince, he’d get pregnant with four babies?”

“Yep. A wolf, a lion, a dragon, and a bear. Gestation for mermen is only two months. Probably the shortest among the shifter races. Doesn’t it blow your mind, that the merfolk are so different from us? And that’s just the merfolk living close to shore, the ones we have the most interaction with. Who knows what those living in the deep ocean have evolved to do?”

“That’s just urban legends, man,” Dante grunted. “Sea legends. Whatever.”

“It was distracting, though.” Hayden grinned triumphantly. “Admit it.”

Dante had to admit it was. “Yeah. Damn. Now I want to find an omega merman.”

“Why?”

“To test the theory. See if the baby will lion out after a couple of years or grow a fishtail.” Dante chuckled. “Damn... there’s this omega in one of my classes. He has blue in his hair and his eyes, as if he carries the sea in him. He’s hot.”

Hayden’s grin widened. “We should all find cute omegas and have babies. Then our kids would play together while we have beers and shoot darts.”

“Woo, such responsible fatherly behavior, bear. Wow.”

“I didn’t mean getting drunk around the children, Dante you asshole. I meant relax together.”

“We’d live in the same neighborhood?”

“In the same building even. How about it? Or the same house—”

“Hold your horses. Not sure I’m ready for such closeness yet.”

“Yet. I’ll take that,” Hayden said, his eyes darkening, “and raise you a soon.”

“This isn’t poker, man. It’s real life.”

“You think too much, lion.” Hayden dipped his head, nuzzled Dante’s neck, and it sent shivers through him—the good kind this time. “Allow your goddamn brain to rest once in a while. We’re not signing a house lease yet. We don’t have to decide anything yet. We’re not having or even making babies yet.”

“And yet you want to practice,” Dante rumbled, amused. “At baby-making.”

“Practice never hurt anyone.”

“I’m not bottoming for you, or anyone.”

“I know that.”

“And you don’t bottom, either.”

“We don’t have to practice by doing the real thing,” Hayden breathed. “It’s called practice for a reason.”

Dante chuckled, the sound surprising him. He hadn’t laughed or even smiled in days. “You’re something, bear.”

“Something hot, I hope.”

“That, too. Come on.” Dante grabbed his hand. “If you can last until we get to my room, that is. Society may not mind alpha-on-alpha heat, but strangely the school seems to frown upon sex in public spaces.”

“So strange,” Hayden agreed, following Dante gamely into the dormitories and up the stairs. “What’s their problem with sex, huh?”

“Yeah, no fucking idea...”

***
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“FUCK, YEAH.” DANTE shuddered when Hayden’s mouth finally closed around his aching cock. The bear had mercilessly teased him for ages before he got down to business, biting him and licking him all over. Distracting him. Damn, Hayden was good at that. “Suck me off.”

Hayden grabbed Dante’s rocking hips in an iron hold and hummed around Dante’s cock. The fucker hummed!

“Fuck, ah, yeah. Shit...” He arched back, gripping Hayden’s curls, fucking into his mouth. “Take it, take it all, fuck...”

He was so damn close, and Hayden... he sucked him harder, his rough tongue pressing on the underside of Dante’s cock, his big hands bruising Dante’s hips—and it was different from the bad memories, different enough that he gazed down and saw Hayden and nobody else, Hayden strong and handsome and familiar and he let go.

He came with a shout, reality fragmenting as he held onto it with all he had, his grip on Hayden’s hair tight, fucking hard into Hayden’s mouth the way only an alpha could take it.

Truth was, he did like that, that he wasn’t afraid of breaking Hayden or any of the others when they fucked or got each other off. Even if sometimes it brought back bad memories. This friendship with the other guys was sometimes all that held him together.

And when Hayden talked of living in the same house, being one big family... he laughed at him, mocked him, but deep inside, he wouldn’t mind.

Deep inside, he would probably love it. In fact, he wasn’t sure he could see a future where they weren’t together.

Even if it wasn’t enough. After all, what omega would share a house with three other families? Who would let them share each other, too? Wouldn’t they wanna still fuck after they found their omegas? Would the attraction die?

Could they still find their fated omega mates when they lusted after each other?

Salvatore insisted it was fine, that lusting after each other was different, and maybe he was right. It felt different when an omega was around, the kind of fierce arousal coursing through Dante, the possessiveness, the intensity of it. Fucking around with the guys was fun. Fucking an omega would be mind-blowing.

That little cute omega in his art class, the one with the blue-tipped black hair. Why did he smell so good? Was he in heat? What sort of creature was he? Was he a shifter? Why did Dante feel so damn attracted to him? Was that what fated mates felt like?

And was he even seriously considering that? Surely finding a fated mate would feel like more than just lust, and—

“Dante.” Hayden wiped a hand over his mouth. “Still thinking too much, dammit. Should I fuck the thoughts out of you?”

“Fuck you,” Dante growled. “Told you I don’t bottom. Are you gonna pretend I’m a merman prince right now, you fucker?”

Hayden snorted. “I sure like your tail. It’s thick and long.”

His tail... was kind of limp right now, slumped against Dante’s thigh, though Hayden’s tail... it was threatening to bore a hole through his pants.

Dante licked his lips. “How about I pretend you are my merman prince?”

“Shut up.” Hayden’s shoulders were shaking. “Except, wait... Does that mean you’ll blow me, too?”

“Mm... That’s gonna be one hell of a big sushi.” Dante wagged his brows.

“No biting. Stay away from my dick, asshole.”

“Don’t want my mouth on your dick, just say so. Want my hand, instead?”

“I want you.” Hayden growled and hauled Dante up and against him, kissing him hard, gripping his ass, grinding it against his massive hard-on. Dante growled and bit him, shoving on his chest. Hayden only seemed to grow harder, and Dante had to remind himself yet again that this was Hayden and he wasn’t forcing him into anything.

Couldn’t force him. Hayden was a beast of a man but Dante could take him.

So Dante pulled back enough to shove his hand inside Hayden’s pants and wrap his fingers around that huge dick. “I said handjob, not fucking, bear.”

“I heard you.” Hayden hissed when Dante tugged on his cock. “I wanted to kiss you first.”

It sent a spark of something through Dante’s chest. He did his best to ignore it. What he had with the guys... it was safe. It was brotherly with benefits. Emotions of any other kind couldn’t come into it. That would blow the whole thing apart.

“Fucking hell.” Hayden was panting now, gripping Dante’s hips, looking down, where Dante had pulled Hayden’s huge cock out and was stroking it in hard, long pulls. “I wanna come all over you, Dante.”

“You can’t Mark me with your scent,” Dante said. “I’m not your omega.”

“Our scents are already mixed from all the sex,” Hayden said. “Don’t be an asshole.”

Dante laughed quietly. He wanted Hayden to Mark him, truth was. Wanted all of them to Mark him, even if it wasn’t quite enough to fill up the void inside of him.

He didn’t know if anything ever could.

But Hayden’s fat cock would do for now, sexy as fuck, the deep growls escaping the bear shifter arousing, getting his own cock to stir feebly, unable to rise after coming so soon. He leaned in, crushing his mouth to Hayden’s again and the bear groaned in approval, his cock jumping in Dante’s hand. Dante rocked against him, rubbing his slowly growing dick against Hayden’s and the bear liked that.

Oh yeah, he liked that, shoving his dick into Dante’s fist, fucking himself in the tight channel of Dante’s fingers, spilling precum like a broken faucet. Dante was getting fully hard, too, because dammit, these alphas were damn sexy and he wanted them. He needed them.

No matter what.

“Fuck, Dante...” Hayden started to come, eyes falling shut, mouth open, his powerful chest laboring with each breath, cum fountaining over Dante’s hand and Dante grabbed his own dick and stroked fast, groaning as he followed the bear into a second orgasm that emptied his balls and took his breath.

This was good. This was more than good, it was safe and allowed, and it also served to chase his own demons away, fight them, wrestle them back into the box of memories.

So why did he keep thinking about the omega with the blue-tinged hair from his class?
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CHAPTER FOUR
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SEIDEN

––––––––
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“GESTATION PERIODS VARY among the omegas of the various races,” the lecturer said, gesturing at the image projected on the wall. “As you can see, human gestation seems to be the longest with merfolk bringing up the other end with the shortest, with the possible exception of some kinds of cat shifters and rumors about merfolk subspecies that haven’t been studied in depth as of date.”

Whispers flew around the class.

An alpha raised his hand. “Excuse me, teach. But only two months? That is short.”

“Well, werewolves produce babies after only five months, which seems excessively short to humans. It’s all relative. As long as their genes push the baby to grow to full term within the given time, all is well. Although, I must say that merfolk have us stumped at each step. Where in other shifter species the baby and omega together determine the duration of the pregnancy, in merfolk it is the omega’s body that determines how fast the baby will grow.”

“Is it true,” another alpha said, “that merfolk omegas will be impregnated with the species of the alpha?”

“Well, the baby will have the genes from both fathers, but will only present the traits of the alpha father, yes, which makes sense as merfolk are quite different from most of the other shifter animals. Another trait particular to merfolk is the shifting itself, as we saw earlier in passing. They mostly perform half-shifts, only from the hips down, which means they can still shift if necessary when pregnant, something other shifters cannot do.”

Seiden squirmed in his seat. Everyone wanted to know more about merfolk. Seiden just couldn’t believe how little other shifters knew about his people.

Everyone talks about mermen as if they’ve never heard of us before.

Even the betas and the few omegas in the class were firing questions, all excited, like they were talking about fiction, not reality.

And the strangeness of the situation wasn’t the only thing that had him squirming. He felt... off. Too warm. His skin felt stretched too tight. His ass ached, his hole clenched. He felt... wet down there.

As if he was going into heat.

Which could absolutely not be. He was taking his powder religiously every morning, and that powder had stopped his heats ever since that first one. Was it possible that being on dry land affected the powder’s effectiveness?

Dangerous. He should ask for advice, call his friend Mikale, the neighboring sea prince, maybe collect and dry some more of the weed.

One couldn’t be too careful in an academy full of alphas and betas with alpha tendencies.

“But still,” the lecturer was saying, “another even more amazing feature of merfolk is how they have omegas who are super-fertile, releasing many eggs at once during heat and allowing them to be fertilized by different alphas, resulting in pregnancies with babies of various shifter races in the womb. Such omegas have been selected and have become the basis of royal dynasties, so that nowadays they are almost always princes and consorts and kings.”

How about they talked about alphas for a while, huh? The other omegas in the room had also started to fidget, and the reason probably was the change in the alphas’ scents.

The alphas in the room liked this topic, they liked it an awful lot judging from the way their pungent scents had become much stronger, choking Seiden.

Yeah, this was dangerous, especially since once in a while they turned toward him, sniffing.

Maybe it wasn’t so much the topic they were reacting to but him.

It had been happening more and more in classes from the beginning of the week. With a suppressed groan, Seiden gathered his things, threw them into his backpack and hightailed it out of the classroom, feeling everyone’s gaze on his back.

“Mr. Aegir,” the lecturer shouted after him. “Seiden. Where are you going? Seiden!”

“Sorry, I don’t feel so good!” he blurted out and ran.

Gods.

He couldn’t be in heat, could he?

Triton’s tail.

Time to hit the water—and now was a good time, while everyone else was in class. Still, he wasn’t taking any chances. He hurried to the far end of the campus and wriggled under the chain-link fence—a spot he used often when he needed to escape for a little into the water.

The salty tang of the ocean hit him full in the face and he inhaled deeply, a smile spreading on his face, eager to shed his clothes and exchange his legs for his fishtail, feel the cool water close over him and let his hidden gills draw oxygen from the sea.
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