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Chapter One

 


I’d always believed an omission of details
didn’t constitute as a lie.

Or was that a lie?

Either way, it was too late to change my
mind. Today was moving day: the busiest day at Braker Academy as
all the students moved into their dorms and said goodbye to
parents, roaming around campus looking for the best places to eat,
study, and hang out. I was technically a junior, although this was
my first year at the Academy after spending the last two years at
the state’s community college. Luckily for me, I didn’t have
anything to unpack. The school provides us with the rooms, beds,
and nightstands. All I had was underwear, socks, and all the
pillows I’d managed to acquire and stuff into suitcases that were
probably supposed to hold cherished belongings.

Since I didn’t belong to a pack, or even a
prospective pack, I had the room to myself. The space barely fit
all the stuff the academy put in here, but there were worse things
than having to turn in a small circle in the shower so my whole
body got wet. The benefit to a room to myself? I didn’t have to
worry about being surrounded by alpha pheromones.

That led me to my lie: I wasn’t
technically a beta.

In all fairness, no one asked whether I was
or not. To attend the formerly named Alpha Academy (now the Braker
Academy finally allowing Betas to attend) every student had to get
their pheromones tested so they couldn’t lie on the application
about their designation. New dorm buildings were built so the two
designations wouldn’t have to mix. I just so happened to be a rare
omega that didn’t send out the proper pheromones signaling my
difference from a beta. Was it my fault the test didn’t plainly
demand an alpha, beta, omega answer? No.

I was an omega at a school where I didn’t
really belong, but there was no way I was going to go to the Omega
Compound. Despite the claims, it wasn’t a school in the same way as
Braker Academy. Omegas learned how to take care of the house and
children and how to please their bondmates. And I respected them
for it. Even wanted that one day. But I wasn’t ready to stay in the
house all day. With the chance to go to Braker Academy, I took
it.

After graduating high school—which, to my
knowledge, no omega had ever done—I spent two years attending a
local community college on the state’s dime because of my superior
grades. It may have also helped that a new legislation passed a few
years ago to help betas attend higher levels of education.

Braker Academy opening their doors to betas
was the most recent result of this. Social pressure to include
betas even at fancy-ass academies forced their hand, not that I was
complaining. There were still protests and plenty of disgruntled
alphas, but I grabbed this opportunity with both hands and refused
to let go.

A knock on my door pulled my attention away
from stuffing all the pillows that didn’t fit on the bed into the
closet. While I may not smell like an omega, I definitely had all
the omega quirks, like hoarding pillows so I could make a nest with
the scents and fabrics I liked. I just needed to make sure everyone
thought I had a weird pillow fetish, or something, if they ever
came into my dorm.

I opened the door just wide enough for my
body to squeeze through, closing it behind me and forcing the
female that knocked on my door back a few feet. Much taller than
me, she wore an athletic outfit, showing off her toned muscles. Her
skin was even lighter than mine, more white than tan, with dark red
hair I wasn’t sure was natural considering how perfect it
looked.

“Oh,” she said, looking at my door with a
frown like she had expected me to invite her in. When I didn’t
offer her an explanation to my antics she seemed to jump into
motion, forcing a smile. “Well, hello. I’m Knox, an alpha. Now, I
know what you’re thinking, and yes, I am in my fourth year and also
the person in charge of the dorms in this building, but that’s no
reason we can’t be friends, right?”

On instinct, I sniffed the air to confirm
she really was an alpha. Omegas had the strongest noses, able to
scent designations more easily than the others which was probably
why she felt she had to tell me her designation. I was sure if I
went to the Omega Compound, I would’ve learned why that was, but I
would rather discuss Lagrangian mechanics.

“So, even though I know who you are,” Knox
said, tapping the clipboard like it held all answers, “it really is
more polite if you introduce yourself. That way I don’t seem as
creepy when I know all the information about you like your name and
age and designation.”

I waited for a moment before actually
introducing myself because I wasn’t sure if Knox was going to
continue speaking. But she paused and then raised her eyebrows as
if queuing me to speak. Instead of offering any sort of
introduction, I gave her the information she already had, as if I
was verifying what she knew.

“Koda. Nineteen years old. Beta.”

Technically, the designation tests all
stated Beta, so it wasn’t a lie when I filled it out on the form
requesting a dorm. Technically.

Knox’s nostrils flared as she scented me. I
got over my nerves a long time ago when it came to alpha’s scenting
me. Some professors scented new students, landlords did the same
with new occupants, and then there were just the social norms of
alphas tending to randomly scent the air as if they were waiting
for an omega to suddenly appear. Of course, it helped in these
instances that my inner omega didn’t care to try and entice her by
flaring my scent. Knox’s alpha scent of pepper—the spice not the
vegetable—didn’t call to me. Not gross, but nothing to get my inner
omega purring.

“Great.” Knox clapped her hands together.
“Now I have your scent. I’m going to go and make the rounds, but I
want you to know if you need anything, I am on the first floor,
room one-oh-one. And I also have a note you’re a scholarship
student, is that correct?”

Pure luck had me graduating from high school
at the same time as politicians pushed to help betas attend higher
levels of education. Good grades, a path in astrophysics, and maybe
some luck got me a partial ride to Braker. Considering I had two
years—three if you included the summer classes—worth of classes
done, a partial ride was all I needed.

The money left over from my initial grant to
attend the state college was how I paid for food, my phone,
pillows, and even kept a savings for once I graduated and the
academy kicked me out of the dorm.

My eyebrows rose, as if tempting the Alpha
to criticize how I got my place in her posh school. “Yes, I
am.”

“Okay, well if you have any issues with the
deposit or questions about the requirements to keep your
scholarship, the counselor for you is in the main office across
campus. Elder Building.”

“Got it.” I moved to head back into my room,
but Knox stopped me with a hand on my shoulder causing all my
muscles to tighten on instinct. Scenting, I was familiar with.
Touching? Not so much.

“Wait. Aren’t you going to the orientation?
It’s across the campus, so you need to leave now to make it on
time.”

I was about to tell her I had no intention
of going to an orientation, especially this one with both alphas
and betas but decided against it. Better to just make myself scarce
and ignore any lecture or disapproving stare Knox might have had in
store for me. She seemed the rule-following-to-the-letter type.

“Yes, I was just heading out before you
knocked.” I grabbed the key on my makeshift necklace, forcing my
body to fold in half in order to lock my door. It wasn’t just the
fact I was hiding an unusual amount of pillows in my room—but
another omega quirk—demanding that without a proper secondary room
for a nest, the whole room became one. Which meant any alpha trying
to enter without my permission would enrage my inner omega. And if
the stories—and my instincts—were true, an omega rage usually ended
in the omega and all nearby alphas dead.

“Good. I would walk with you, but I want to
make sure everyone else in the hallway is on their way. Why don’t
you head that way and I’ll look for you when I arrive?”

I had no intention of actually going to the
orientation, but I gave Knox my brightest smile and headed off.
There was a coffee shop not too far from this building that sold
some nice pillows I didn’t own yet. Might as well get them now
because I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about them. Plus, I
hadn’t had any coffee since I bought the espresso when I arrived on
campus this morning and that was like, four hours ago. I needed a
constant line of caffeine in my system to maintain control over
both my omega and beta instincts. Really, I just needed it to stay
alive, so the coffee shop it was.

 



Chapter Two

 


I was too early to my first class. I needed
coffee to ensure I could sit still for two hours so I had put in
extra time in the morning ensuring I could wait in any potential
long lines and make it to class on time. As it turned out, the
baristas were prepared for the long line, and I waited maybe ten
minutes to order and then got my drink. Now, I was slowly sipping
my Flat White so I had some for the class because if history was
any indication, I would fall asleep without something to drink.

It wasn’t a lack of sleep or even an innate
desire to be somewhere else—I wanted to be at college. I wanted to
learn. My body wanted me to sleep whenever a professor droned on.
At first, I had assumed it was an omega-thing, but if movies were
any indication, omegas felt supercharged and excited around alphas,
so it was really just a Koda-thing.

Adding to my present humiliation, not even
the professor had arrived yet, so I was suck sitting outside. This
building, an add-on to the older part of the academy, had
‘hallways’ outside which meant I wasn’t even sitting on a nice
plush carpet, but red dirt staining my jeans and ruining the cute
little flowers along the bottoms. There were a few other doors,
none of them open, and the whole quad was vacant except for me. My
only saving grace was the sun already out and, despite the small
chill from the wind, warming me up. The weather would only get
colder, though, so timing my coffee runs would be imperative to
keeping all my fingers.

I smelled the company before I heard them.
Six people. Three intoxicating male scents and three flowery female
ones. The perfect numbers obviously indicated a pack which did
nothing to make me feel better about sitting on the ground with
zero friends and too much time before the door to the class would
even open. I wasn’t sure how classes worked for pack members—if
there even were any—that was probably something covered at the
orientation.

Deciding not to look too much like a loner,
I stood up and moved a little farther away from the door, taking a
bunch of little sips of my drink as if actively drinking made me
look more natural.

The closer the pack got, the stronger their
scents became, giving me details to the newcomers. My first sniff
told me the males were alphas and the females betas. The next sniff
blocked out any other distinction since the couples were covered in
sex, mingling the finer details of their scents. A growl startled
me before I realized it was coming from my chest. I forced my inner
omega to calm the hell down, breathing through my mouth as
inconspicuously as possible. It wasn’t uncommon for me to feel
jealous of alphas giving attention to others, but jealousy this
aggressive was new. Fucking omega quirks.

“Oh look,” one of the females said in a fake
hush. “An overexcited freshman already arrived.”

There were some chuckles from the other
females, and I was glad my first emotion was frustration. I clung
to it, fanning the emotion because the last thing I wanted was to
give them more ammunition with pinked cheeks and the scent of me
embarrassed. I went with the “pretend I didn’t hear” act and took
another sip of my coffee. At least the males didn’t laugh, which I
hoped meant one of them was a professor and forced to act cordial
to the newbies hanging out by their doors.

“Morning.” The male in front didn’t look at
me as he pulled out a key to the door I was waiting in front of.
Thank goodness. I would rather the disinterested male than the beta
female. Screw designation loyalty, betas were basically taught to
fight for their place in this world among ‘perfect’ alphas and
‘chosen one’ omegas, and if one managed to snag an alpha? Let’s
just say that betas living the good life tended to forget they once
struggled too.

The other couples moved into the room, but
the male I assumed was the professor—shit, what was the professor’s
name for this class? —crossed his arms over his chest, waiting for
me to say something.

He dressed like a male that just left a
photoshoot for the coming winter catalogue. Brown pants with faint
yellow stripes showed off his muscular thighs, an off-white shirt
paired with a darker brown tie, and even his jacket was over his
forearm like he was posing. The stubble on his chin and cheeks, the
sharp nose, and the thick eyebrows made his eyes seem harsh despite
the neutral expression on his face.

That close, I had no choice but to inhale
his scent. It reminded me of something fresh. Clean. Even if it was
tainted with what I could only assume was the beta females sprayed
on perfume based on the chemically floral scent.

“You look pretty young to be a professor.”
Genius Koda, insult the male in charge of your grades. But I wasn’t
wrong. He had to be only a few years older than me. Maybe
twenty-five?

“I’m twenty-six with my master’s degree. I
assure you; I can teach Quantum Mechanics just fine. But if you
want to verify my credentials, Miss…” He trailed off, obviously
hoping I would insert my name into his verbal blank. Just his voice
had my inner omega wanting to please him by telling him my name,
but I managed to hold back that particular instinct.

“No, I’m good. Based on the tuition to
attend, I’m assured the Academy would only pay for the best.” The
young professor preened at the compliment, which meant it would
have been the perfect place to stop, but I couldn’t hold back the
need to test him. “Then again, Academy chancellors and other board
members would probably get a pay increase if they were able to hire
cheap labor. Have you compared your salary to other professors?
Preferably from a different school district to compare?”

There was a flicker of amusement in his
scent, a moment where he stopped meeting my eyes and took in my
cropped shirt and low-ride floral jeans, before his face returned
to his look of indifference. In a stern voice that couldn’t lead to
anything good for me, he asked, “What’s your name?”

“What’s your name?” Ah yes, the
five-year-old come back.

The male raised an eyebrow, alpha arrogance
radiating from him, but right before I was about to give in, one of
the males from inside the classroom came barreling out.

“Jen, what the fuck are you doing, man? Your
girl is getting prissy. Oh hey, who’s the side piece?”

The two males, most likely pack based on
their familiarity, couldn’t be farther apart in appearance.
Professor Jenson—I remembered then—had his hair cut so close to his
head I doubted I could’ve gotten a good grip on it while the
newcomer had gorgeous long, blond hair with curls that just
screamed ‘surfer dude’. Where Professor Jenson was stoic, his body
large and unmoving like he was eternally serious, the
surfer-wannabe followed his stereotype looking laid back despite
the black dress slacks and plain white button up t-shirt. He even
had the first two buttons of his shirt undone, hinting at a bare
chest. I would bet one of my favorite pillows Professor Jenson had
hair on his chest like the perfect counterpart to surfer dude.

Both of their scents together made a direct
line to my core, somehow stroking an arousal I’d only felt in the
safety of my nest when I was deep in my imagination hoping to find
some sexual relief. My primal instincts forced my beta senses to
the back, showing images in my mind of surfer dude underneath me,
forcing my hips up and down while I straddled him. Professor Jenson
behind me, whispering in my ear how good I was taking his
packmate’s cock while he forced my hands behind his head and played
with my nipples. My tongue would beg Professor Jenson to mark me.
He would pull my hair back in his grip, the intensity making me
gasp and tighten my inner muscles around his packmate, while he
left his claim on my skin…

The wet feeling in my panties pulled me out
of my fantasy of the two packmates. Shit, okay, as long as they
didn’t smell me, it wouldn’t be a problem. My natural odor might
not be one of an omega, but any alpha would be more than able to
tell my designation when I was turned on. It was how I learned I
wasn’t actually a beta, despite the claims otherwise. Usually, I
was better at controlling myself around alpha pheromones, but
diving into a sex fantasy was making it exponentially worse. They
just smelled so good. Like freshly washed linen and a desert
rainstorm.

I think the males were talking, but I was so
focused on needing to get to the bathroom, I interrupted. “Okay,
well, I’ll be back in time for class.”

In my mind, I managed to walk away normally,
but in reality, I was squeezing my thighs together so tightly, I
worried I looked like I literally had a stick up my ass.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Just a normal first day of classes with me
in the bathroom wiping away the excess slick on my panties. Okay,
now I knew those two alphas together had me imagining sexy times,
making them dangerous. But I’d made it through puberty in high
school without getting outed as an omega. I wasn’t getting caught
now. Despite the lock, I kept glancing at the door, fear convincing
my rational brain someone was about to burst through.

I looked down at the small slick stain on my
underwear, maybe the size of a quarter, but I didn’t know if it
would be enough to attract an alpha’s attention. Omegas might be
better at smelling designations and emotions, but alphas could
smell arousal from … well, I didn’t know about miles, but they
could smell it in a crowded room.

Shit, like a classroom where an alpha was a
professor, and all the students were either betas or alphas
too.

I started pulling my jeans off, wincing as
my cold fingers accidentally touched my skin. Sure, going without
underwear would be uncomfortable, but I wasn’t going to risk myself
on the first day. Taking my underwear off, I shoved it in the trash
bin that was technically meant for used tampons or pads but fuck
it. All the more likely the janitor wouldn’t notice.

Heading back to the classroom, the door was
open with students already walking in. Everyone was talking like
they were old friends, which I guess made sense if they’d all been
attending the last two years at the academy together. Friends were
hard to make when I was terrified of someone learning my secret. My
lie. Designations bloomed with puberty, and I was a dandelion
hiding in a field of wildflowers. Technically a weed but looking
enough like a wildflower in passing.

Inside the classroom, the two males I
imagined—no, I couldn’t think of that—the professor and surfer dude
were whispering aggressively while the third male in the
probably-a-pack pack was standing nearby, looking toward the door
as if his one wish in life was to walk through it. This pack member
was the tallest of the group. There was an air around him making
him look less approachable than his packmates—not that my inner
omega cared. Part of it might have been because he wasn’t quite as
stunningly handsome. The scowl didn’t make him look rugged, just
aggressively annoyed with life. His hair was cut close on the side
and long on the top with perfect curls that looked like they would
bounce back if I pulled them. And damn, could I imagine his head
between my legs, me with a fistful of his perfect hair. Maybe my
grip was the only thing keeping him in place. Maybe he licked my
clit slowly before circling it with his tongue—

No. That was the opposite of helpful
in a room filled with alphas.

I took a seat in the back of the classroom
where there were plenty of empty chairs still. The whole room was
set up more like a stage with the teacher presenting at the front
and the seats positioned so everyone had a view over the head in
front of them. Little desks folded out on the chairs—those were
cute—and I put my drink down, waiting for class to start, purposely
keeping my attention away from the pack I apparently couldn’t stop
fantasizing about.

The beta females were gone, but my nose
seemed to have a direct line to their lingering scents on the
alphas.

As more students came and found seats, the
whole classroom filled up, but the professor was still talking.
Several of the students were starting to wonder out loud about
whether the class was going to start when the third male in the
pack just grabbed surfer dude by the arm and pulled him out of the
classroom mid argument. I was surprised there weren’t any dominance
fights, but surfer dude went quietly, winking at me as he passed
since all I could do was stare at him.

Professor Jenson introduced himself and I
did my best to pay attention. It was a little weird to sit without
underwear on since the seams of my jeans felt like they were
digging into unsavory parts, but I did my best to ignore it.
Especially since moving around would draw more attention to me.

Professor Jenson didn’t make us all
introduce ourselves, but he did scan all the seats. His eyes met
mine for a moment too long, and I reminded myself he didn’t know I
wasn’t wearing underwear because I had an illicit fantasy about him
dominating me. But when his eyes moved on, I refused to look up
from my notes again for the rest of my class. This was going to be
a long semester.

 


 



Chapter Four

 


One Month Later

I told the barista to make anything as long
as it was caramel flavored. She didn’t disappoint. Not that I was
surprised. I managed to come here every weekend for a reason.

I wasn’t sure where most of the student body
spent their Friday nights, but I spent mine at a café, just off
campus, but still within walking distance from the beta dorms. It
had large, singular chairs and tables set around for studying,
calming music that was always from some orchestral instrument,
internet connection, and it served coffee. I could have lived here
if classes didn’t grade attendance. Without any classes to
physically attend on Fridays, I usually found myself in this exact
spot.

The place had a steady flow of customers,
but most got their drinks and left. The two baristas had found a
balance between talking and taking orders.

Despite the soft music, I still wore
headphones with a specific playlist set up for each class. First, I
was working on Professor Jenson’s class, Quantum Mechanics. I’d
covered most of the surface space of the table in my books, notes,
and the rubric for creating the ‘2-state model for neutrino
oscillations’ project.

Getting good grades had always been
important to me. It was how I earned and maintained my
scholarships. But my inner omega was desperate to please my
professor, which meant I put in more effort to his homework, more
time dedicated to studying his lessons, and probably had the best
notes on his lectures in the whole class. Hence why I was already
starting a project that wasn’t due for another month. I was even
early to his class so my inner omega could get her perusal of the
other two alphas in Professor Jenson’s pack. Luckily, the group of
beta females that drooled over our professor begged for his
attention after class, so I could pretend like I wasn’t as
desperate as them since I drooled in the morning.

We hadn’t spoken since that first day, but
that didn’t stop my thoughts manifesting him when attending to my …
sexual needs. I’d never had a quicker orgasm than when I imagined
Jenson dominating me—except maybe when I imagined his packmates
joining us.

At first, I tried convincing myself I was
hooked on the sexy male because he was my professor, thus
unattainable. But I had to admit, his teacher status never appeared
in my fantasies. In my imagination, I was simply Jenson’s good
girl.

I’d barely started reviewing the rubric when
three females basically threw themselves on the remaining chairs
around the table, their sprayed on floral scents doing nothing to
hide their beta designations. If I was a kinder person, I would
have made space on the table so they could put whatever they bought
down. But their scents were familiar in a way that had my inner
omega wanting to attack them for the audacity of breathing my air.
Luckily, my beta side was fully in charge.

I took one side of my headphones off,
forcing a tight smile, before saying, “I hope you don’t mind I’ve
sort of taken up the table space. Studying.”

Good job, Koda, like they didn’t understand
why you had books spread everywhere.

“Do you attend the nearby alpha and beta
academy?” The blonde to my right asked.

I thought the blonde sitting on my left had
to be her sister or some close relative. They both had the same
face with only slight differences in eye color and nose size. The
blonde in front of me wasn’t related since her genetics were
obviously passed down from two people with the sharpest bone
structure I’d ever seen. She was dating Jenson, but I wasn’t sure
which of the other two were paired with which alpha.

“Yep.” I popped the p, trying to politely
show how not interested in the conversation I was, but no one got
the hint.

Sharp bone structure blonde actually picked
up the rubric for my assignment, showing it off to her pack,
saying, “Look at this, she’s in my boyfriend’s class.” Her Hispanic
accent was strong, and I couldn’t help but feel like her words
grated on my skin for the sole fact her accent made her sexier.
“Maybe I can put in a good word for you.”

My inner omega hated the idea that this beta
female thought she claimed the professor I’d brought myself to
orgasm thinking about. It was more than just the fact of her
designation but also that she didn’t have a claiming mark. Not even
a temporary hickey most alphas like to adorn their romantic
partners with. Then again, the idea of the sundress wearing female
in front of me, with her hair straightened and face painted to
perfection having a bright red and purple hickey on her neck felt
like a butt of a joke. My own outfit consisted of sweatpants, an
oversized t-shit I won from a random lottery at a car show in a
parking lot of a restaurant, and a sweater tied around my waist in
case I got cold. But my outfit still felt more appropriate for an
alpha bruise. Or maybe I was just that jealous, and it turned me
into a judgmental bitch. I may never know.

“You are so sweet, Eloise,” the blonde on my
left said to her friend. “I would love it if Aidan would do
something more with his life. He comes from such an urbane family,
but he spends his time running bars as if he’s content being a
glorified bartender.”

I was incredibly intrigued about which one
Aidan was (maybe surfer wannabe), but my inner omega didn’t care
for these females and wanted to work on impressing Professor
Jenson. Both of those meant returning my focus to my assignment.
Which was hard to do since the females chose the chairs next to the
only person working and not waiting in line to either order or get
their drinks.

“I have no complaints about Lorenzo,” the
right blonde added, her voice the most chipper of her pack.

“Really, Amy? Not even him demanding to go
by ‘Enzo’ as if he’s some ill-bred? What kind of nickname is that?”
the left blonde said. Her laugh wasn’t joyous but more like she was
a cackling villain at her friend’s unhappiness.

“Come on now, girls,” Eloise said. “We are
gossiping without even knowing the name of our newest friend.”

“I’m Koda.” I managed an introduction. “And
it’s been really nice talking to you all—”

“Well, I’m Eloise.” Sharp Lines introduced
herself, cutting me off before I got to the ‘but I really need to
study’ part of my sentence. “That’s Amy.” She pointed to my right.
“And that’s Laura.” She then pointed to the one on my left. “Are
you seeing anyone, Koda?”

I ignored the side look Eloise gave her
friends when she said my name. “Um, no. I’m sort of just focusing
on school.”

“No interest in joining a pack? You should
really consider otherwise. Betas have just as much a right to a
pack as an omega. Oh, hold that thought.” The girls got up,
grabbing their drinks.

As much as I wanted to just put my headphone
back on, social rules dictated it would be rude to start ignoring
the pack. Even if I didn’t want to engage in their conversation. In
their own way, they were trying to be supportive, and it wasn’t
their fault I was actually an omega—and one pining after all three
of their alphas. I went the next best route and turned my attention
back toward the textbook in my lap, not comprehending anything I
was reading but hoping to look distracted enough to be excluded
from the conversation. Then I could low-key put my headphones back
in.

My plan only worked long enough for all the
females to take their first sips.

“Not as good as the Preppary,” Eloise said,
shaking her head in disappointment.

“Nothing is,” Laura said in agreement.

“Our males asked us to meet them here,” Amy
said in my direction, voice hushed like she was telling me a
secret.

“Speaking of which,” Laura said, sounding
giddy, “the males have arrived.”

Well, that piqued my attention. Then reality
came back when I heard Professor Jenson’s voice.

“Shouldn’t you be out partying on a Friday
night?”

I looked up to find Professor Jenson
standing next to me, looking over my shoulder. His packmates were
across from me, staring at the two of us like they were trying to
figure out how we knew each other. It was easy, then, to confirm
Aidan with Laura—the friend cackler—and Lorenzo with Amy—who had
the better sounding voice—since the girls were clinging to their
arms in their own version of a public claim.

I wrinkled my nose at what I assumed was a
joke but came out more like an insult. “Seems very hypocritical of
you since we are literally in the same place.”

Jenson was wearing a dark brown suit and
dark red tie but with his coat still on, drawing my attention up to
his wide shoulders and broad chest. He looked the most elegant of
his packmates, but I wasn’t one to overlook Aidan’s all black
outfit containing a button up shirt with a loose collar or
Lorenzo’s black sweater with a deep V showing off the curls of hair
on his chest that made me want to beg him to take his shirt off so
I could see how far the trail of hair went.

Jenson didn’t answer, but then I realized he
was looking over my personal notes outlining the paper for his
project. I slammed the book shut before thinking it through all the
way and glanced up to see Jenson smirking at me.

“It’s not like I’m going to cheat from
you.”

“Ha-ha. I just don’t need you judging me on
work that isn’t completed yet.”

A deep line appeared between his eyebrows.
“The project isn’t about judging you. It’s about ensuring you’re
understanding the concepts enough to put them into a life-like
practical use. Let me take a look. Who wouldn’t want their
teacher’s opinion?”

“Like everyone at one of those Friday night
parties,” I muttered, but I still opened the textbook and showed
Jenson the outline I had hidden away with different starting ideas.
He made himself comfortable on the arm of my chair, pulling up his
pants leg before almost straddling the fabric. Had a thigh ever
been sexy before? Because I was pretty sure there was an unusual
amount of muscle in this male’s body, and I had the very real urge
to squeeze his leg.

Jenson’s scent was clouding around me. It
was clean, like fresh linen.

I managed to catch myself as I inhaled a
second time. Once might be excused since it wasn’t unusual to scent
others when meeting, but I didn’t have any reason to continuously
scent someone I knew. But his scent was calling to me to take more,
and I hadn’t realized how diluted my nose had become after
breathing in coffee fumes, random strangers, and the chemical smell
that came with new textbooks. It was like I could finally relax
without all my senses being slammed.

“Jenson, dear.” Eloise tapped Jenson’s knee
to grab his attention. “I think the young beta would like some
peace and quiet so she can study. We’ve already been distracting
her for too long.”

Jenson sighed, like the entire conversation
had gone on too long.

I didn’t bother to agree or disagree with
what Eloise said since it wasn’t directed at me. She was barely
older than me but managed to treat me like a child that thought she
was one of the adults. But I wasn’t playing dress up, and Eloise
scented of jealousy, burning away Jenson’s better scent.

“We came here to talk, Eloise,” Jenson said,
standing from his seated position and handing me my notebook back.
I might have purposefully brushed my fingers along his. “Let’s do
that.”

The three couples left without saying
another word to me. I replaced my headphones, restarted my
playlist, and got ready to make a more in-depth outline before I
gave in to the temptation to peek a glance at the couples talking
outside.

Eloise had her lips pinched as Jenson spoke
with her. Never had Jenson looked more like a teacher rebuking the
actions of a student than in that moment. Lorenzo was looking
mighty awkward with the tearful Amy as she used the back of her
hands to wipe away tears despite never letting go of her drink.
Aidan looked like he was having to hold himself back from laughing
as Laura appeared to be speaking rather aggressively with him.

It was obvious, even from an outsider’s
perspective, what was going on. It wasn’t unusual for packmates to
get into and out of relationships simultaneously. Without ever
being in a pack, I wasn’t sure if it was simply a biological thing
or a code of loyalty, but either way, seeing as the three females
that held the interest of this certain pack had formed their own
pack, it would make sense for the males to give them all up if they
weren’t willing to mark one. Tensions could rise if only one female
remained in the relationship, destroying that pack from the
inside.

I glanced over at the quickly dwindling line
of customers. Everyone who came in had at least one person they
were talking with, and the baristas never glanced toward the
commotion happening outside. No one was looking my way. Or
bothering to watch the free show.

I accidently caught Aidan’s attention. One
side of his mouth turned upward in an incredibly sexy smirk like he
knew I was desperately wishing I had the ability to read lips.
Shrugging my shoulders, I pretended like getting caught wasn’t
embarrassing. Technically, it shouldn’t be since they were doing
this in a very public place but, again, social rules dictated I
pretended not to see.

But then the way Aidan and I stared at each
other changed. His eyes narrowed and took on a playful look that
had my inner omega wanting to run so the big bad alpha would chase.
Choosing a more beta reaction, I widened my eyes in my best
mock-innocence appearance. I watched his tongue come out and lick
his bottom lip, an ache appearing in between my legs. I shook my
head and narrowed my eyes at him, doing my best to tell him to
knock it off.

Aidan just laughed. The action suddenly cut
off when he turned all his attention back to Laura, who seemed to
cower at whatever Aidan just said to her.

The next thing I knew, Aidan was making his
way back into the coffee shop and dramatically throwing himself on
the seat next to me.

 



Chapter Five

 


I refused to take my headphones off this
time. Nope. I was going to start writing shit down—okay reread the
rubric and then start writing shit down.

As soon as Aidan stopped staring at me.

I glanced up, finding his smirk had turned
into a full-blown smile. Whatever game he was playing, I want not
interested in joining. Ridiculously good looking and smelling
better than any male had a right to was not incentive enough for me
to lose my focus. And that was what this pack was, a test of my
dedication to my studies. My infatuation with watching them in the
mornings was a mild obsession, but there was no harm in looking.
From a safe distance. Where their scent didn’t tease me.

I crossed my legs under the textbook and
pretended to skim the pages like I was looking for something. Yes,
I got the irony of not actually doing work but honestly, who could
study when someone was staring at them?

A feeling of closeness had me looking up to
Aidan suddenly much closer. Apparently, the chairs weren’t studded
down because Aidan scooted his so the fabric of our chairs’ arms
were touching. I glared at the offending fabric, refusing to lose
my temper and snap at him. Not even for doing anything wrong but
for making me want him so much. The urge to throw off everything on
my lap and jump into his was stronger than I expected, and my inner
omega was beating against my beta instincts.

I took a deep breath to calm myself and
immediately regretted it. His beautiful alpha scent, like a perfect
rainstorm, was tainted with the female beta scent of Laura. My
inner omega growled at the territorial gesture from the other
female even as my logical side argued he wasn’t mine.

Aidan’s eyes widened, and I cut the sound
off. It was a little like choking to hold back my instincts, but it
was all about protecting my future.

“What do you want?” I snapped at him,
yanking both earbuds out. I hoped the growl came off as annoyance
and not aggressive jealousy.

“You’re pretty riled up for a Friday
night.”

“What is everyone’s obsession with the date?
I get it, it’s Friday and I’m lame because I’m studying. There’s
really no need to point it out, and on top of that, you’re in the
same place as me, so it’s pretty hypocritical.”

I didn’t make a joke, so I was pretty
shocked when Aidan started laughing. “Jenson was right. You are
feisty.”

I couldn’t say I didn’t get excited about
the idea of Jenson talking about me with his pack. At least, my
heart thought it was sweet and my pussy definitely thought it got a
compliment, but my brain reminded me any attention was bad
attention. And while flirting with an insanely hot male would be
rewarding in its own way—something to remember when I took a
vibrator into my makeshift nest—I couldn’t risk my future on
something so meaningless.

“Look, I’m not trying to be rude, but I
really need to work on this project, and I don’t know you.”

I moved to put my headphones back on when he
said, “Well, good thing I have time tonight. We can do two
positions before I let you come.”

I stared at Aidan. Truly trying to figure
out what the hell he just said. In fact, I stared for so long he
started laughing and clutching his stomach. I thought he might have
just had a mini stroke, but his laugh sure did make my voice catch
in my throat, stopping any questions or concerns from coming
out.

“I’ll let you off the hook this once, but if
we’re going to be spending time getting to know each other, then
you better learn to figure these out yourself. Two positions before
coming. It’s like killing two birds with one stone but with less
murder and more sex.” Aidan wiggled his eyebrows in a way that was
too sexy for such a funny gesture.

“And what two things do you supposedly think
you’re going to be doing?”

“Introducing myself and helping you with
your project, of course. I’m sure my brothers will help too once
they’re done outside.”

I glanced over to where Aidan gestured to
his packmates. Both Jenson and Lorenzo were still dealing with the
females, and it seemed like they were disputing the breakup. If my
inner omega wasn’t on the verge of walking over there and claiming
two males she didn’t know, I would have continued watching the
whole thing like a comically bad show.

“I’m Aidan, by the way. And you are?”

“Oh, so Jenson can tell you I’m feisty but
not my name?” I ignored the thrill that went down my spine at using
my professor’s name so casually.

“You’re Koda Tucker. Probably twenty-one
years old, depending on when your birthday is. Maybe twenty-two.”
Aidan paused, looking around like he was about to deliver a secret
before he leaned in and whispered, “And I would bet after a couple
orgasms, you’d easily take my knot.”

Could hearts beat triple time? Because mine
was pounding so fast, I could not only hear it, but it was making
me light-headed. I’d literally been struck speechless, without a
drop of moisture in my mouth to make any sort of rebuttal. Maybe
because my body had sent all my blood and moisture to my pussy as
it leaked and cried for attention. For the promise of this alpha’s
knot.

I imagined getting on my knees for Aidan
while completely naked. He’d be fully dressed and barely lower his
pants and underwear before pulling his cock out. He’d tell me to
open my mouth and stick my tongue out. Slowly sliding his cock on
my tongue, gripping my hair on the back of my head to hold me still
so I couldn’t move. Finally, he’d shove his cock all the way into
my mouth, hitting the back of my throat while I fought the urge not
to gag. And then he’d say the words I’d been looking for as he
forced me to stay on his cock until I stopped gagging—good
girl.

Or maybe he’d wait to tell me until I had a
pussy full of his packmate’s cock. I could be on top of one male,
Aidan behind me, pushing my chest down to meet Jenson’s. The alpha
under me would just barely pull out, and Aidan would push his own
fingers into my sopping pussy, collecting my wetness before
slathering his cock with it. I wanted Jenson, pushing back in,
holding my shoulders tight, Aidan holding my hips from behind,
shoving his cock up my ass, and Lorenzo kneeling in front of me,
holding my jaw tenderly in his large hands before having me swallow
his cock. And with all three alpha cocks finally moving inside me,
forcing me to feel pleasure as they use my body for themselves, I
would finally get the two words I craved.

“Betas can’t take knots.” I managed to croak
the statement out, but there was no strength behind the words. My
grip on my textbook was tight as I pushed it against my lap,
simultaneously hoping it would cover any scent of my slick but also
giving me a modicum of pain to balance out the threat of intense
pleasure.

“Knot or not,” Aidan said with a chuckle,
“sex always feels good. Now, tell me when your birthday is and then
about your project.”

I chose to ignore the first two things
before giving him the basic speech Jenson told us about the project
and then abruptly shoved the book in his direction. “Why don’t you
just look this over? The rubric is on the table. I’m going to the
bathroom. Excuse me.”

Since I managed to keep my wits about me, I
didn’t sprint to the bathroom like I really wanted. Instead, I
calmly walked there, locked the door, and then wiped the slick off
my thighs, tossing my underwear in the trash bin.
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