
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]


Packed up at Harbor U #1


Copyright © 2025 by Crawfish Publishing

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Persons, names, characters, businesses, places, brands, media, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. The author acknowledges the trademark status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

First Edition

Cover by Vic & Lero @lilytea_art

Formatting by Taylor @the.bookish.doodles


Contents

Playlist
Prologue
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18
Chapter 19
Chapter 20
Chapter 21
Chapter 22
Chapter 23
Chapter 24
Chapter 25
Chapter 26
Chapter 27
Chapter 28
Chapter 29
Chapter 30
Chapter 31
Chapter 32
Chapter 33
Chapter 34
Chapter 35
Chapter 36
Chapter 37
Chapter 38
Chapter 39
Chapter 40
Chapter 41
Chapter 42
Chapter 43
Epilogue
The End
Afterword
Acknowledgments
About the Author
Also by Hallie Grace



“Lead me not into temptation,

I can find the way myself.”

- Rita Mae Brown
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“Rosie girl, look at that!” Mama’s squeal echoes around the quad, and it’s all I can do not to turn ten different shades of red as dozens of heads turn our way.

“Mama!” I hiss. “Could you tone it down a bit, please? I’m going to spend the next four years with these people.”

“Oh pshaw, Posey. If they can’t appreciate a woman with a zest for life, they aren’t the people for you anyhow.”

I shrug, because she’s not wrong. There’s a reason people tell me I’m just like my mama and it’s not just because we look alike. Lily Hale is a force to be reckoned with and as exuberant as they come, and my apple didn’t fall far from her tree.

My cousin Maisie rounds the corner with flushed cheeks and a wide grin. A squeal of my own escapes before I can contain it and then I’m crashing into her, nearly knocking us both to the grass.

“I thought I heard Auntie Lil’s voice,” she giggles. Her gaze turns to me and her smile widens even further as she picks up a strand of my newly-pastel hair. “You finally did it! The pink looks amazing on you, Pose.”

I smile back, my heart warming with her approval. “Thanks, Maise.”

Maisie is my aunt’s only daughter, and because we all lived on the family ranch growing up, she’s been my partner in crime since I could walk. Maisie is a year older than me and it absolutely devastated me when she left across the country for college, so being here with her as a student feels surreal.

I never thought either of us would leave our tiny Georgia hometown, but when Maisie got a full ride scholarship to Harbor University’s veterinary science program, she didn’t hesitate to accept.

Naturally, I followed her here despite having no idea what I want to do with my life. Harbor University is a four-year school so my parents encouraged me to go and find my passion, even if it takes a year or two of searching before I settle on a major.

Omegas have only recently gained the same rights as Alphas, and I’m lucky enough to have a progressive family who fully supports me spreading my wings. It was barely more than a decade ago that unbonded omegas weren’t allowed to go to school, hold jobs, or have their own bank accounts.

“Posey?” My dad Tucker’s concerned voice breaks me out of my musings. He pulls me back slightly behind the group and catches my eye. “It’s not too late to change your mind, honey. You say the word and we’ll enroll you in the local college so you can commute from the ranch.”

I shake my head quickly, anxiety clogging my throat. Both at the idea of going back home and the idea of staying here. I’m nervous to be on my own for the first time in my life, but… “Thanks Daddy, but this feels like where I’m supposed to be,” I reply quietly. “I don’t know how to explain it, but the moment I stepped foot on this campus, something clicked. I’m anxious about being away from y’all, but my body is at peace.”

There’s a knowing gleam in his eye that makes me suspicious, but when he pulls me in for a long hug I forget all about it. The scent of freshly mown grass and wildflowers wraps around me like a weighted blanket, nearly bringing tears to my eyes. I love all of my dads equally, but I’ve always been the closest with Tucker. Something about his calming beta presence has always settled my omega and made it easier to talk to him than Henry or August, who are both alphas.

He pulls back with a kiss on my temple. “Well, should we start our tour of your new home? Maybe they’ll have a bakery or something so we can get a snack.” His eyes dart to the others as he leans in to stage whisper “I’m surprised Auggie isn’t already whining about how hungry he is.”

August whips around, affronted. “I wouldn’t take away from Rosie Posey’s big day by complaining.” He checks his watch. “Although now that you mention food…”

Mama scoffs, backhanding her alpha in the stomach and giggling when he doubles over, feigning serious injury. Maisie watches them with fond amusement etched into her pretty features and winks at me when she catches me looking.

My family might be insane most of the time, but I already know I’m going to miss them something fierce when they head home in a couple of days.

Mama's small arm slips through mine and tugs me forward. “Let’s go, girls. The men can go on a snack hunt and we’ll go get the sweetest coffee drinks we can find.”

Maisie catches my eye with a smirk before she joins my other side. And as the three of us make our way across campus in search of our next sugar fix, I can’t help but feel like this is a bittersweet beginning to the next chapter of my life. I’ll miss my family, but with each step further on to campus, I’m more sure that this is exactly where I’m supposed to be.


[image: ]


“I dunno, Maise. I’ve never lived on my own before, what if I hate it? What if I get scared? What if my neighbors are total alpha-holes?” I whine through the phone.

My older cousin, who’s really more like a second mom with how much she likes to hover over me, snorts. “Pose, do I need to remind you that when a strange man pulled up to the farm when your parents were away you greeted him with a wooden baseball bat?”

I lean over one of my boxes with a huff, blowing an errant curl out of my face. “It wasn’t wood, Maisie.” I pause for dramatic effect. “It was metal.”

She cackles, the sound echoing around my very new, very empty, apartment. “Oh excuse me little miss violent. You went after the gosh dang milk man with a metal bat, not a wood one.”

“How was I supposed to know he was a milk man?! What is this, the 1920’s?”

“Posey. Your parents left a note on the fridge that they were expecting a milk delivery, and he was carrying bottles of milk!”

My hand waves through the air to brush her off, even though she can’t see me. She knows. Maisie’s been able to practically read my mind since we were kids, and sometimes it comes in handy. When I don’t have anything to hide, that is.

“Don’t wave me off. It’s not semantics, Pose. You really need to be more aware of your surroundings here. Think first, react second. Otherwise you’re going to get kicked out before the semester even starts for beating some innocent student over the head with the bat I know you brought with you.”

She’s right, but I didn’t call her to get a lecture. If I wanted one of those, I’d call my daddy. “Is there a furniture store nearby? I thought this place would come furnished, but there’s literally nothing here.”

Not that I’m complaining. This apartment is gorgeous. Newly renovated to accommodate omegas, this apartment building, affectionately dubbed “The Lighthouse” is the nicest on campus, and I know Mama pulled some strings to get me in here. It’s a massive three story house that houses four apartments, two on each floor, and a large glass sunroom occupies the third floor in a turret style room, hence the Lighthouse comparison. The front is beautifully landscaped with sea holly, which was new to me, and magnolia trees that remind me of home.

My apartment is the smallest in the complex and the only one-bedroom because the apartment next door was expanded over the summer to add two extra rooms. I never really could get a clear answer on why they did that, but it left me with this place and no roommate, so I’m not upset about it. And the cherry on top is that the house backs up to the ocean, meaning every apartment has a breathtaking view.

Sunday Harbor, Maine is like the coastal version of my hometown of Honeybrook, Georgia. There are two stoplights, a precious main drag that runs right through the center of town, and everybody and their mama knows your business. Sometimes even before you do.

I got here two weeks ago to acclimate and learn my way around before classes start, and even though I had a great time staying with Maisie and her pack, there are only so many times you can hear your cousin going at it through thin walls before things get uncomfortable. For the first time in my life, I’m looking forward to some time apart from my cousin. It would have been one thing if she was single and we were rooming together, but now that she’s bonded to her three alphas and disgustingly in love, it was like living in the room next to a honeymoon suite.

It’s safe to say I was more than ready to move in to my new apartment.

“There’s a cute one in town that has that sort of vintage-y unique style you love, and then there’s a big box store about twenty minutes out if you want more mainstream pieces.”

My head tilts as I consider my options. A big box store would be good for temporary pieces, but I kind of want to make this space really feel like my own. One of the perks of being an omega at this school is that this apartment is mine until I graduate or find a pack. Omegas can be really sensitive about moving and territorial of their spaces so some of the more generous donors gave the school an endowment for omega-only spaces like dorms and apartments. This is the only co-designation housing on campus that’s safe for omegas, and that’s because these are apartments and not dorm rooms or suites.

Packs, however, have an entire separate area of campus all to themselves. It’s a cute little neighborhood of houses set aside for packs that bond and still want to finish their educations at the university.

I’d never tell anyone, but I hope I end up in one of those houses. Maisie was always so anti-pack before she met her guys and because she was older and my role model, I felt like I had to be anti-pack too. But I’ve always secretly wanted what my mom and dads have. They worship the ground she walks on and our house was always so filled with love. Even when they had little spats or disagreements, they never used harsh words or gave each other the silent treatment.

My entire life has been spent watching a real-life fairytale, and it’s hard not to want that for myself too.

That may also be the reason I’m nineteen and have never so much as been kissed.

“Posey?”

I startle when Maisie’s voice echos through the apartment. I completely forgot we were on the phone. A grimace twists my lips. “Sorry, Maise. I think I’ll go check out the local shop first. You wanna come?” The question comes without thought, but I regret it as soon as the words leave my mouth. I love my cousin, but I wasn’t kidding when I said I needed a break from the love-fest.

She goes quiet, and that’s when I hear the quiet grumbling in the background and deflate. “It’s date night tonight so we’re actually not home, but later this week I could!”

Relief cascades through my body, but guilt follows quickly on its heels. My voice is overly cheery when I reply. “It’s okay. You go have fun with your alphas and tell them I say hi.” I pause. “Actually, scratch that. Tell them I threatened them with injury by bat if they do anything to hurt you again.”

Maisie snorts, and I hear one of her alphas scoff indignantly in the background. I can tell it’s Ward, her grumpiest alpha, by that sound alone. The man is an expert at communicating solely through grunts and growls. My cousin is unbothered, used to our bickering no matter how few words are actually exchanged. “Alright, Rosie Posey. Have fun, be safe, and please send me pictures if you find anything cool!”

She hangs up before I can respond, and my shoulders droop. It’s confusing feeling so many different emotions at once. On one hand, I really need some space to be on my own and not be consumed with envy, and on the other, I haven’t made any other friends here yet and I probably would have enjoyed the company. It looks like my first trip into downtown Sunday Harbor is just going to be me, and I’m determined to make the most of it.
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“Hello and welcome to Whimsy! Where we help you turn your home in to a fairy princess garden cottage without the princess price tag.”

My eyes are like saucers as I take in the space. Every single inch of the brightly colored shop holds something unique and pretty, and I don’t know where to look first. I bring my hands up over my heart, and my voice is reverent. “Is this heaven?”

The beautiful woman who greeted me nods, laughing. “It may as well be. I’m Lainey.”

Maybe this is my chance to make a friend!

I stick out my hand, hoping my grin isn’t too eager. “I’m Primrose, but everyone calls me Posey.”

Lainey smiles brightly and moves closer, standing next to me so she’s also facing the shop. With her standing this close it’s obvious she’s an omega. She smells like huckleberry pie, and the nostalgic scent immediately soothes me. My grammy made the most mouthwatering huckleberry pie before she passed away last year, and Lainey’s sweet scent is making me realize for the first time since I got here just how much I miss her.

“This place is incredible, do you own it?”

She shakes her head, her shiny hair swishing across her shoulder blades as she does. It’s an interesting mix of blonde and brown that I would have been envious of as a little girl with strawberry blonde braids who got teased all the time for looking like Pippi Longstocking.

“My mom owns it, but I do a lot of sourcing for the pieces we bring in! It makes me so happy to hear that you love it, you have no idea.”

My eyes dart around the shop, not able to stop on any one item. It’s like Lisa Frank and Betsey Johnson got together to design the space and left a vivid, funky yet functional space behind. “I see at least three things I will be leaving with today, including that shockingly beautiful couch,” I say, pointing towards the bright pink sectional that looks equal parts vibrant and cozy.

Lainey squeals, jumping up and down as she claps with excitement. “I have been waiting for someone to snag that beauty! Do you know how many people have ignored her or said she was too garish? I was honestly ready to make a pair of earmuffs so she didn’t have to hear the pink slander anymore.”

The longer I listen to her talk, the more I like her. “Well I love her, and she is coming home with me. I actually have an entire apartment to furnish, and if that was your pick, I could use some help finding other pieces.”

She’s quiet for several agonizing seconds, so I panic. “But you don’t have to! You’re probably busy. I can totally do it on my own. Though I might need to hire someone to transport, because my car won’t fit… well, anything, really.” The main downside of driving a car not much bigger than me is not being able to fit anything substantial in it.

Her hand lands on my arm, shutting me up. “I would be honored to help you pick things for your apartment, Posey. No one has ever asked me for design input before, and it took me a minute to decide if this is real or if I am dreaming.”

My smile hurts, it’s so big. “Well I’m asking, and I’ll beg if I have to. I have a bedroom, bathroom, living room, and kitchen that are boringly beige and could use some razzle dazzle.”

Lainey smiles back and grabs my hand to tug me further into the shop. “Then prepare to have your dazzle razzled.”

Several hours later Lainey has helped me pick at least one unique piece for each room of my apartment and by the time I’m checking out, I know I’ll be leaving with more than just furniture today. I’m also leaving with a brand new friend.
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“Now Jude I know you’re not technically a professor yet, but the same rules that apply to the rest of the faculty also apply to you. That includes the basic Harbor University code of conduct and our no fraternization policy. This encompasses both students and other faculty members, regardless of their department. The only exception to that policy is a scent match or mutually complete bond, but both must be reported to administration immediately so we can get the proper paperwork submitted to the State and the Board of Education. It protects both you and the university should something go wrong.”

I nod along with Dean Rivers, only half listening. I’m twenty-four and haven’t found my scent match yet, and at this point I’m not sure I want to. Being a PhD candidate and an adjunct professor leaves me with precious little free time, and the thought of using that time to coddle an omega isn’t exactly my idea of a good time.

I’m sure the rest of my pack feels the same. Mack is still hyper-focused on making it to the majors, and the twins are about as indifferent as it gets when it comes to romance and sex lately. Mack’s baseball career is one of the only reasons I took this job in the first place. The draft is next year right after graduation and I needed a reason to hang around until we know where he’ll be drafted. Paxton and Parker have already agreed to transfer to a university wherever Mack goes since they still have at least one year left.

Rivers stops in front of classroom eleven, which is one of the smaller classrooms on campus. Mack is going to get a kick out of the coincidence since eleven is also his jersey number. “This will be your home for the semester. We won’t officially know your next placement until after the holiday break, so just check in with my secretary in the new year and she’ll give you your next room assignment and keys if needed.”

He opens the classroom door but doesn’t enter, and the breeze from the door sends a fresh wave of his overpoweringly fishy scent my way. I’ve never had even the slightest desire to get close enough to pick out exactly what his scent is, and based on the way my stomach churns now, I will be doing all I can to avoid him moving forward. “Do you have any questions for me before I leave you to it?”

“No, I think you covered everything thoroughly. Thank you for the opportunity, Mr. Rivers.” My hand stretches out for a shake, which he eagerly returns. If there’s one thing I’ve learned about the Dean, it’s that a little bit of deference goes a very long way.

He guffaws. “Jude, please. I’ve told you to call me Byron.”

I nod, letting my lips tilt up in what I hope looks like a genuine smile. “Sorry, Byron. I’m still adjusting to not being an undergrad.”

Byron nods, clapping a hand down on my shoulder hard enough that I grit my teeth against the urge to snap at him to move his fucking hand. I don’t like people touching me, but yelling at my boss on my first official day seems like a bad move. “You’ll do great. If you need anything, you know my office extension. Good luck!”

Only once I’m in my new classroom with the door shut do I let myself exhale. My body slumps against the door, exhaustion weighing me down like an anchor. I may not want an omega, but my body is punishing me for not having one. At twenty-four, I shouldn’t be anywhere near in danger of developing Alpha Rabidity, but according to my doctor I’m already in the early stages. The only treatment is regular, close contact with a compatible omega, and the only cure is a bond.

Neither of which I want.

A chirp sounds from my pocket, making me jump. Once I realize it’s my phone, my eyes roll so far back I nearly give myself a headache. One of the twins changed my ringtone again, and my money is on Parker. The surly little shit is always finding creative ways to annoy me. Once the three idiots that make up my pack figured out I’m scared of birds, they started taking every opportunity to screw with me, which includes changing my ringtone to bird sounds as often as they can.

And of course the text is from Mack, the second oldest in our pack and my best friend. I’m not sure how he manages a 4.0 GPA or baseball when his phone seems to be surgically attached to his left hand.

Mack


Good luck in your first class! Try not to bite anyones head off. Save it for Parker, he’s being a moody asshole today.




I scoff. Great. Because what I really need on top of my own studies and a full day of teaching is to come home and try to psychoanalyze the perpetually pissy twin.

If Parker is a storm cloud, his twin brother Paxton is sunshine. They may be identical, but god knows their similarities end at their looks. Parker is pessimistic, dour, and only shows his heart around the pack, but even then it’s rare. Paxton, however, is the complete opposite. He’s like a human Xanax with a hefty side of hopeless romantic. No problem is too big, and he’s never met a person he didn’t get along with. Not even his brother’s foul moods get him down.

Me


Parker is always a moody asshole. But I’ll bring back one of those cookies he likes and see if that softens him up.




As always, the reply is instantaneous.

Mack


If you bring a pack mate a cookie, the rest of us will want one too.




Dumbass.

A genuine smile steals across my mouth despite my best efforts to keep it at bay. My pack mates may be idiots sometimes, but they’re my idiots, and I wouldn’t trade them for anything.

I toss my phone on the desk when students start filing in, eager for their first day of classes. This is just an introductory biology class, so the curriculum is relatively straightforward compared to the coursework I’m doing for my biomedical engineering PhD. Teaching this course will give me a little extra money to put towards my loans before I graduate, and grading papers sounds like a nice, tedious way to relax on a Saturday night.

Taking a deep breath, I turn towards the class and clap. “Good morning, students. My name is Professor Carter. You can call me Prof or Carter if you’d like, but anything else and you run the risk of me ignoring you completely.”

The students laugh like I’m joking, but I’m not. I’m not here to play games or entertain any of the starry-eyed looks I’m already getting from some of the female students in the front of the room. With how vicious the HU rumor mill is, the last thing I need is for someone to misconstrue a look and run their mouth about me and some young coed.

I know I’m objectively attractive, and maybe a couple of years ago I would have indulged in some forbidden sex, but now thanks to my encroaching rabidity and overall determination to avoid physical contact, there’s not a single part of me that’s tempted.

I manage to get halfway through my lecture without incident when a scent drifts under the door that stops me in my tracks. My brain stutters, my body freezes, and I can feel every strand of my DNA rewriting itself to fit around this new scent. It feels like the whole room has gone underwater, time warping in to something unrecognizable as my brain screams MINE over and over again.

“Professor Carter?” A distant voice asks. I can barely make out the words through the haze that’s taken over my mind, but after a few seconds I manage to turn my head and address the class. Cutting class early on day one of the semester isn’t a great look, but I’m hoping the students will be so relieved they won’t care one way or another.

With the way my alpha is trying to take over, it takes a concentrated effort to keep the snarl out of my voice. “Class is over for today, please read chapter one in your textbooks and answer the questions. I’ll collect the answers on Wednesday.”

And then I turn and run.
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“Posey!”

I look up from my map to see Lainey jogging across the quad, frantically waving her arms like she’s trying to take flight. A giggle slips out before I can stop it, she looks indignant for half a second before she bends in half, panting with her hands on her knees. “I would be offended if I could breathe.”

It takes herculean effort to dam back my amusement, but I do it for my new friend. “I thought you were joking when you said you didn’t exercise.”

She scowls at me, and I finally break, my laughter ringing out around us and drawing way too many eyes. After helping me pick out things for my apartment last weekend, Lainey and I exchanged numbers and have quickly become inseparable. The perky omega is exactly my brand of weird, and as it turns out, she’s also a freshman at Harbor U, though she lives off campus with her mom instead of in the dorms.

“Clearly… I wasn’t… joking.” Lainey pants out. Her cheeks are bright pink and she looks a little sweaty, but her breathing finally begins to slow just as my alarm goes off.

I cringe, patting her back. “I hate to rush you, but that was my ‘oh shit, you’re going to be late’ alarm. We need to get to class.”

“I was coming to find you since we have the same class! I was trying to beat you there so I could save us seats but then I got distracted by… well, it doesn’t matter. The point is, we’re going to be late. Hurry!”

Luckily our classroom is in the next building over, so we make it just in time to slip into the last two available seats before the professor starts class.

Because we’re both first years, I got lucky and seem to have a lot of the same classes as Lainey, which could either be really good, or really bad. I’m a notorious chatterbox with the people I love, and always have been. My teachers would send report cards home with high marks and then write in the margins, “Primrose is a wonderful student, but she could do better if she would stop talking so much in class.”

Needless to say, I can’t really afford to do that here. I don’t have a family counting on me to make something of myself or any young, impressionable omegas looking up to me to break the next glass ceiling. But you know what they say, the most intense kind of pressure is the kind you put on yourself.

Lainey gently nudges me with her elbow, mouthing “you okay?” Her brown eyes are filled with concern.

I nod, shaking myself off and tuning in to the professor as she launches into the syllabus and course expectations. It’s a basic entry-level English class, so most of the syllabus is just assigned books and the papers we’ll write on them. I’m halfway through reading a synopsis for one of the longer novels when a sudden cramp hits, twisting my lower abdomen into knots.

Lainey startles when I double over with a quiet groan. “Holy shit, Posey. Are you okay?’

Sweat gathers on my forehead, a single droplet rolling down my face. “No… I don’t know,” I whimper. “I thought I had at least another year or two before my first heat hit since my mom’s didn’t start until she was twenty-one. But this feels a lot like the way they describe heat symptoms.”

The moment the words leave my mouth, my perfume explodes around me, the air saturating with the syrupy sweet scent of apples and honey. My eyes widen as a frenetic energy takes over, clashing with the panic rushing through my body in a wave. Lainey sees the look on my face and darts her hand up, catching the attention of the professor.

“Yes, Miss…?”

“Lainey Ryan, Professor Caldwell. My friend here needs to go to the clinic immediately, can I take her?”

Professor Caldwell takes one look at my sweaty, flushed face and nods, her own eyes widening slightly. We stand up and several growls thunder through the room, likely catching my perfume. The professor growls right back, her tone edged with the start of an alpha bark. “Gentlemen, sit down.”

To my complete shock, the three guys who were getting up drop like stones into their seats. I’ve never met a female alpha before, and if it wasn’t so hard to think straight I might have fallen a tiny bit in love with her for protecting me and keeping those alphas in their seats.

We rush out of the classroom, the floor swimming in front of me and making me stumble. Lainey catches me, but just barely. “What do you want to do, Pose? The clinic will have alpha heat volunteers on standby and they’re all thoroughly vetted. Or there’s a dating app that also has a heat partner option? Or I can take you home and gather all the supplies you’ll need to ride it out alone. But… that will most likely be pretty painful. I can give you one of my sedatives, but you cannot leave your apartment once you take them because they lower your inhibitions as well as your pain.”

I try to think through the options, but my head feels foggy. “I just want my nest.” The sniffle I let out is borderline pathetic, but I couldn’t stop the tears if I tried.

Her eyes soften, and she wipes my tears with a gentle hand. “I know it’s scary, but I’m right here. Let’s get you settled in your nest so I can run out and grab emergency supplies. You’re in the Lighthouse, right? Is there anyone I should call for you?”

My head bobs just as another cramp rips through my abdomen, and this one is accompanied by a flood of slick I pray doesn’t soak through my jeans. I briefly wonder if I should call Maisie to let her know or ask her for help, but the thought of smelling her alphas and seeing her bond marks makes my omega irrationally upset that we are doing this alone and Maisie has never had to. It’s only a few steps into the hallway when something shiny catches my eye, making me stop and distracting me from my internal dilemma. “A penny! Is it heads or tails?”

Lainey looks at me like I’m crazy, but graciously doesn’t call me out. “Umm, heads?”

I lunge forward, picking up the penny and admiring it for a moment while she watches with an amused slant to her mouth. The world starts to tilt around me making me list to the side and into my friend. “Alright, sweet cheeks. It’s time to get going.”

Time loses all meaning as we trek across campus at a snail’s pace with me having to stop for labored breaths every dozen feet or so, but Lainey is patient and viciously glares at anyone who so much as looks at me sideways.

I’m not sure how long it takes us to get there, but it feels like only a slow blink passes before we’re standing in front of my second-floor apartment. Lainey says something, but I’m too foggy to catch it. Her hand moves up to grip my chin, and my eyes immediately snap to hers. “Keys?”

I lift my bag silently, grateful when she takes it as the invitation I meant it to be and digs through the mess for my house keys. “I won’t come in, but you go get settled in your nest and I’ll be back in a bit with food and supplies, okay? Maybe you’ll get lucky and a few rounds with a battery operated boyfriend will knock you out of this wave before it becomes a full blown heat.” She aims a side eye look my way. “You do have at least one of those, right?”

I nod, words escaping me once again. There’s a smoldering heat creeping under my skin, and my core clenches painfully as I let loose another whimper. My friend gives me a gentle shove towards my nest and smiles calmly. “I’ll bring your keys with me and leave everything on the counter. And I’ll lock up before I go. If you need anything, call me or send an SOS text. I’ll come running.”

Before I can think about how my scent might be affecting her, I throw my arms around Lainey and squeeze, hoping the action conveys how grateful I am for her friendship. She hugs me back even tighter and pats me on the head before she leaves. If I were more coherent, I might laugh. But as it stands, my mind is solely focused on one thing and one thing only.

Knot.

I need a knot now. It’s a test in coordination trying to strip my clothes off while stumbling down the hallway, but somehow I manage with only a couple of bumps.

The soothing effect of the twinkle lights in my nest is immediate, my muscles unclenching and breath escaping in a heavy whoosh even as a new wave of cramps wracks my abdomen. I only make it a few steps in to the dark room before collapsing into my nest, and the moment my omega senses we’re safe the haze fully takes over.
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Me


What are we doing for dinner tonight?




Mack


How is it that you think about food more than I do when I’m the one training like a professional athlete?




Pax


I literally watched you do a keg stand last night and then vomit in a shrub




Mack


*shrugging emoji*




My eyes roll so hard they hurt and I sigh, tapping the keyboard aggressively as irritation simmers in my veins.




Me


Dinner. Are we going out? Is someone cooking? I’m starving.




Pax


I’m stuck in lab until 5, so go eat a snack or something and chill.




A growl rumbles in my chest, making me rub my hand over it in frustration. My alpha has been even more irritable than usual for the last week since we got back to campus, and I can’t pinpoint the reason why. I’m not the most pleasant person on a good day, but eight days ago a switch flipped, and my alpha has been driving me insane since.

I walk to the kitchen with a heavy sigh and my spirits lift the tiniest bit when I find a box of donuts on the counter. Jude probably brought them home after his run this morning. God knows he has the extra time since he’s often running at four a.m. Something has been different with our pack lead since this summer, but he won’t stop moving long enough to talk to any of us about it. If it goes on much longer we’ll have to confront him, which is going to suck.

But better he be angry with us for staging an intervention than run himself into the ground and get sick or worse.

Grabbing an apple fritter, I stalk back to my room, determined to get a nap in before my shift tonight. Between Mack’s family and his trust fund, none of us have to work, and I really didn’t go looking for the job I have now. It just sort of fell into my lap one day.

I have insomnia and on the nights it got really bad, I would end up at our school’s library so I didn’t wake the guys. It’s open twenty-four hours and I was almost always the only student there, so eventually the overnight security guard made it his mission to befriend me. Harold is sixty years old and funny as hell, so I didn’t mind too much.

At least until he fell and broke his leg on shift one night. I was the one to take him to the campus clinic and then the hospital, and that sneaky old bastard used his condition to guilt me into taking over for him while he recuperated. That was a year ago, and now he schedules me to cover him whenever he damn well feels like it.

Which is exactly why I’m trying to sleep in the middle of the morning. My school schedule is a breeze with only having in-person classes on Wednesday. Even still I would normally never be in bed at this time, but it seems like the only time I can actually manage to catch some solid sleep is during the day when everyone else is in class. Every other time I’ve tried to do this, it was just a few minutes before I fell into a deep, albeit short, sleep, but today my alpha is restless. He’s raging in my mind, desperately trying to get me to understand something I am just not getting.

And then I smell it. My jaw drops as the most mouthwatering scent I’ve ever encountered permeates the air.

Where the fuck is that coming from?

None of the guys are home, and though my twin is known to leave a candle under the warmer sometimes, it’s never been a scent like this. Tart, freshly picked apples and the sweet undertone of honey. It’s summers in the orchard with our grandparents and a thick wave of nostalgia that makes my chest go tight.

My nose goes into the air, sniffing like a bloodhound. Going lower makes the scent more faint, and I growl. I need more of the scent, not less. My room isn’t large, so a couple of long strides takes me to a small desk I have pushed up against the wall. The closer I get to this part of the room, the stronger the scent gets.

It takes longer than I’ll ever admit to realize the tantalizing scent is coming from a vent high up on the wall. At 6’1 I’m not exactly short, but damn if I can reach a vent that high up without help. It just so happens that my desk is perfectly positioned underneath the vent and is probably sturdy enough to hold my weight.

The climb is easy enough, but as soon as I stand the desk wobbles precariously beneath me. “Fuck.” I mutter. The last thing I need is to fall and break my neck before finding out what this smell is and where it’s coming from.

My nose is pressed against the vent hard enough to leave a mark and I’m huffing the air like I’ll die without another lungful of this scent.

“What the actual fuck are you doing right now?” Mack’s booming voice startles me so bad I whip around and growl, only I briefly forgot I was standing on a desk so when I turn, my foot catches on the edge. My body tilts backwards, arms flailing through the air as I brace myself for the painful impact.

“Woah there, Spidey. I appreciate you falling for me, but you’re like my annoying little brother. And you have a dick.”

Landing in my big brute of a pack mates arms is humiliating in a way that’s hard to explain, and I know he’s never going to let me live this down. When muffled laughter comes from behind us, I toss my head back with a groan. Of course Paxton is here to witness this too. Mack takes one step back without warning and tosses me onto the bed with a shit-eating grin. “Care to fill us in?”

I growl, glaring at the both of them while simultaneously trying to search the air for more apples and honey. Mack is affectionately called “Mack truck” around campus because he’s fucking huge. 6’7 and 250 pounds of mostly muscle, he’s the largest guy on the baseball team, maybe the whole NCAA, and somehow one of the quickest. Someone so large shouldn’t be able to move the way he does, but with two dads in the NFL, I’m sure it’s at least partly genetics.

“Yeah, Park. Don’t you have a shift tonight? I figured you’d be getting in a cat nap before work.” Paxton eyes me suspiciously. One of the worst parts of having an identical twin is that you can’t hide shit. Pax is extremely emotionally intelligent which makes him intuitive as hell, meaning I can’t get away with anything around my brother. It’s looking like this won’t be any different.

Just as I open my mouth to tell them to fuck off, Mack’s lips part. His pupils dilate, nearly eclipsing the hazel of his iris as his cotton candy scent explodes around us. “Holy fuck,” he chokes out. “What is that?”

Paxton looks confused for a second before he inhales deeply, getting the same dopey, half-feral expression on his face that I’m sure was on mine when they showed up.

“I don’t know,” I snarl back. “All I know is it’s coming through the vents and I’ve been hard as a fucking rock for the last twenty minutes.”

My brother glances at the wall, a pensive frown on his face. “Doesn’t your wall back up to one of the rooms in the apartment next door? It’s a one bed, right? Maybe whoever lives there now has a really good candle burning.”

Always pragmatic, my twin. Too bad he’s dead wrong this time.

“No fucking way is that a candle,” Mack protests, shaking his head and pressing a massive hand down on his quickly tenting jeans. “I’ve been alive twenty-two years and never once smelled a candle so good it had me on the edge of coming in my pants.”

Pax snorts, smacking Mack on the back of the head. The big idiot doesn’t move, his wide eyes still locked on mine. I’ve never seen him look so… frantic. McKenzie Madden is many things, but never anxious like he is right now. His fingers tap against his jean-clad thigh in an unsteady rhythm, nostrils flaring in rapid pulses that make me think he’s about to hyperventilate or something. “That’s an omega,” he whispers.

My eyes widen even as my head shakes. A denial sits on the tip of my tongue, but the longer I think about it, the more it makes sense. I’m with my pack mate in that I’ve never smelled a candle that got me hard before, but I’ve also never met an omega who smelled like that. Which could only mean…

“Do you think they could be our scent match?”
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“Why are we still just sitting here? Let’s go knock on their door!”

I don’t understand why my pack mates aren’t chomping at the bit to go find out who this omega is and if they really could be a scent match. It feels like my entire body has been reprogrammed to only notice this scent, and my alpha is screaming at me to find the source. Knowing they are literally right next door? I’m about to break down this damn wall.

Parker is shaking his head vehemently, and Paxton is watching him with wary eyes like one might watch a wild animal. I ignore Park for the time being and whirl around, looking down at the more stable twin. “Come on, man. Don’t you feel it? Our omega could be right on the other side of that wall right now.”

I have been dying to find my omega since I was sixteen and presenting for the first time. Growing up with an entire pack of parents in the limelight is a nightmare for some kids, but it gave me a perfect example of how to keep your omega happy when you play a professional sport. Two of my four dads are NFL players out in Massachusetts, but every second of their free time during the season was dedicated to making my mom happy. My goal has been the majors since I was a kid, and growing up the way I did prepared me for the realities of that level of fame. It helps that my pack mates are some of the most supportive guys I’ve ever met.

Paxton’s teeth dig into his bottom lip, but I can’t read his expression. I’m not as good at all of the touchy-feely shit as Pax is, a fact that normally doesn’t bother me. But right now I’d give anything to have a pack bond and be able to know what he’s feeling.

He reaches a careful hand out, moving slowly so my alpha doesn’t see it as a threat. I’m not in danger of going feral, but I appreciate the caution anyway. I’m a big guy. I know that. I’m four inches taller than our pack lead, and half a foot taller than the twins. His caution makes sense, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t sting a little bit. “Mack, let’s just take a second, okay? We all need to step back and wrap our heads around this. And absolutely nothing should happen until Jude is home and can weigh in.”

As soon as the words leave his mouth, the front door crashes open, admitting our final pack mate. Only… this isn’t the Jude I know. The Jude I know is methodical and composed to a fault, occasionally leaning more robot than human. But this alpha is crazed, a frenzied energy buzzing around him that makes even me a little bit twitchy. “Jesus fuck,” he snarls. “That scent is goddamn everywhere. I can’t escape it.”

My eyebrows shoot up, and I see the twins mirroring the expression. Our pack lead is riled, and we need to figure out why before something gets broken. “Hey, Jude. You okay?” I ask quietly. I worry if I raise my voice at all he’ll take it as a sign of aggression, and since I don’t know what has him so on edge, it’s best to lead with caution.

His head whips my way, brown curls in complete disarray like he’s been running his hands through them all morning. “No I’m not okay, McKenzie. I caught a scent outside of my classroom earlier and left my class to chase it. My alpha was fully in control and I couldn’t do a damn thing to stop him.”

“Can you describe the smell?” Paxton asks, his voice even softer than mine. Of all the members in our pack, Pax hates confrontation the most. It takes a lot to rattle our peacemaker, but even when he is, he rarely shows it. And right now? He’s rattled and showing it, which means this is a big fucking deal.

Jude growls, his hands raking through his hair again. “It was… it was like nothing I’ve ever smelled before. Apples and something sweet. I could practically feel it sliding down my throat it was so thick in the air.”

Pax bites down on his lower lip again, rubbing one hand up and down his arm in a soothing motion. It’s something he only does when he’s feeling really anxious. “Apples and honey?” He guesses.

Jude’s mouth hangs open. Any other time I would find the look absolutely hilarious on our grumpy professor. “How did you know that?”

Paxton inclines his head, gesturing to Parkers room. Jude stomps down the hallway, not bothering to ask for permission before he barges into our other cantankerous pack mates room. He looses a ferocious growl, getting right up in Parkers face. “Why the fuck is that scent all over your room, Parker Avery?”

Parker, seemingly much more calm than he was earlier, simply raises a brow and points to the wall vent.

“Don’t let him fool you with the blasé attitude,” I chime in. “When we arrived he was standing on his desk with his nose pressed to the grate huffing it like an asthmatic with their inhaler.”

None of them are amused by my commentary. Our pack lead glances at me, some of the mania receding from his dark eyes. “The scent is coming through the air vent?”

I nod, since Parker has gone back to ignoring us and Paxton is unusually quiet.

Jude sighs, some of the tension leaking from his shoulders. “Okay, so what, we just ignore it until the semester ends and then move? We won’t find another apartment until then since they’re all full. But I’m sure at least one pack will bond and then…”

“Woah, woah, wait a damn minute. What do you mean ignore it?” I blurt. My heart takes off in my chest, pounding so hard I wouldn’t be surprised if the omega could hear it from next door.

His eyes grow cold, posture stiffening until I’m sure he’ll develop a tension headache. “Exactly what I said, McKenzie. I want nothing to do with any omega, but especially not one that smells like that.” He spits the word as if the scent is repulsive, and I feel something shatter in my chest.

If this is my scent match, and Jude hates the scent, does that mean we aren’t really pack?

The thought is devastating. So much so that I feel tears gathering in the corners of my eyes before I can blink. “I’m sorry, I need to go.”

Turning around, I flee the room before they can see the tears. This apartment is spacious for being on a college campus, but there’s nowhere I can go to think alone, so I do the only thing I can think of and head to the library, pausing briefly to snag some sunglasses. It’s overcast outside so I might look like a douche wearing them, but it’s better than openly crying in public.

The short walk across the quad gives me time to compose myself and by the time I make it up the wide stone staircase, my eyes are dry and I feel more determined than ever to find out everything I can about our new neighbor.

And if all else fails, I’ll slip a note under the door with my name and number. Because while I may not be the smartest member of my pack, I know one thing for certain.

That omega is mine.
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When I open my eyes, I’m relieved to find the heat haze has lifted and I can think and see more clearly than I have the last three days. After I presented at sixteen Mama tried to prepare me for what was to come, telling me heats were magical and full of cuddles, purring, and knots.

For the first time in my life, she was wrong.

My first heat was a long, borderline traumatic experience I’m not eager to repeat anytime soon, but it’s over now and I’m determined to get back to normal as soon as possible. My joints creak and pop as I stretch my aching body.

Class soon, hot bath first.

I locate my phone in the mess of blankets thrown around my nest and huff when I see the battery is dead. I grab the charger and trudge to the bathroom, uncaring that I’m naked as the day I was born. It’s not like anyone is around to see the goods, anyhow.

The water is blissfully hot and there are even some soothing bath salts that Lainey included when she did her supply drop. As soon as my phone powers back on, I’ll have to text her a thank you. And maybe order one of those edible bouquets. But one with chocolate. Obviously. I also need to call my parents and Maisie to let them know I’m alive since I haven’t talked to them in a few days. It’s honestly kind of surprising one of more of them hasn’t shown up and tried to bust my door down yet.

Right on cue, my phone turns on, immediately launching into a flurry of ringing. Mama lights up the screen, and I groan. I’m not mentally or emotionally stable enough for this conversation yet, but I know it’ll be worse if I don’t give her proof of life.

Swiping to answer, I sigh. “Hey, Mama.”

“Hey Mama? HEY MAMA? That’s all I get after my daughter goes missing for four days?” She screeches. I can hear one of my dads in the back trying to calm her down, but she’s downright irate. “Primrose Evelyn Hale, where the H-E-double-hockey-sticks have you been, young lady?”

Yikes. She full-named me. She only does that when I’ve really stepped in it. Forcing calmness into my voice, I answer honestly. “I went into heat on my first day of classes and have been holed up in my nest alone the last four days.”

Her tone changes instantly. “Oh my sweet Rosie girl, I wish you could have called, but I understand. Are you okay? Did you have everything you needed? I’m sorry I didn’t leave you with heat supplies, but I had hoped you’d be a late bloomer like me and have more time.”

“It was… unpleasant, but I’m alright now. It’s okay, Mama. My friend Lainey brought me a heat care kit with supplies for during and after. I was actually just about to send her a thank you text and order a sweet treat to be delivered to her mom’s house later.”

Mama sighs, relief evident in the sound. I feel bad for not wanting to talk to her because hearing her voice is making me feel a hundred times better already. Tears drip from my eyes, landing silently into the bath water as I drop my head to rest on my knees. My emotions are a mess, which I know is normal after a heat, but knowing that and experiencing it are two different things. “I miss you,” I sniffle.

“Oh, darlin’ I miss you too. We all do.” She’s quiet for a moment. “Do you need us to come visit? Or just I could? I think I should definitely come visit as soon as possible. Henry, will you look up flights to Sunday Harbor for me? And nothing with more than one layover, you know how⁠—”

“Mama!” I snap. Then I immediately feel guilty for snapping and start crying again. “Sorry, my emotions are changing faster than the weather patterns in Spring.”

Several chuckles come down the line, and I roll my eyes. Of course she put me on speaker. “That’s normal, honey. You should see your Mama after a heat. We never know if we’ll be cuddling her or needing shin guards.”

There’s an “oof” sound, and then my mom has the phone again. “Ignore them, Rosie. Your dads shouldn’t be giving out heat advice considering they never have and never will experience one. The point is you’re safe, you’re healthy, and you made it through your first heat. You should be so incredibly proud of yourself, my girl. I know I am.” More grumbling comes through, and she corrects herself. “We all are.”

The tears are falling again, much quicker this time. “Thanks you guys. I love and miss you,” I choke.

“We love and miss you too, Posey. I expect at least one text every single day, you hear? And no less than one phone call a week. Anything less and I will hop my happy ass on a plane.”

A watery giggle escapes. “I will. Love you, Mama.”

“Love you more, Rosie Posey.”

After we hang up, I shoot Lainey a quick text. I feel my energy rapidly fading, so I need to get out of the bath before I fall asleep. There are also a few texts from Maisie, but I don’t have the energy to deal with another overbearing family member right now.

Me


Thank you so much for your help and the supplies, Lainey. I don’t know what I did to deserve a friend like you.




Lainey


You’re alive! Thank god. Class was so boring without you. Heats suck, and I am honored you allowed me to help you at all. Take as much time as you need, okay? Heat leave is covered up to a week without a doctor’s note, so don’t feel like you have to rush back to class, ok?




The tightness in my chest eases a fraction as I release a heavy breath. I would have gone back to class tomorrow, but my omega is much more relaxed knowing we don’t have to stray far from the nest just yet and will have an entire weekend to recover.

Me


You are heaven sent, Lainey Ryan. And you will have a delivery at your door in two hours. Thanks again!




Lainey


*squealing gif* a surprise! For moi? I’m touched. Take a nap and eat one of the meal preps I left you so you can come back to class on Monday and save me from my boredom. And if you need anything at all I’m just a text away.




Me


*heart hands emojis*




The only thing I consumed during my heat was bananas and protein bars, so my stomach rumbles instantly at the thought of real food. Getting out of the bath and dressing zaps the last dredges of my energy so after scarfing down one of the pre-prepared meals Lainey left in my fridge, I collapse back into my nest and fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.
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When my alarm goes off the next morning, I feel like a new woman. I guess two straight days of sleep will do that to you. I’m still a little sore, but now it feels less like I’ve been hit by a bus and more like I had a solid workout. And any lingering exhaustion is gone thanks to my extremely long nap.

My phone rings, and I scramble to answer it when I see Lainey’s name flash across the screen. “Hello?” My voice is disgustingly croaky, and my friend laughs.

“You sound like you’ve had a dick down your throat for the last three days, Pose. Did you secretly find an alpha to rail you and not tell me?”

I choke. “Lainey!”

She cackles. We haven’t been friends long, but I’m not sure I will ever used to the unhinged things that come out of the sweet omega’s mouth sometimes. “I’m just kidding, but really, how are you feeling?”

Taking stock of my body again, I realize I really do feel okay. “Honestly I could use a shower and some caffeine, but I’m ready to go back to class. I already feel like I’m behind and missing the first three and a half days of class doesn’t exactly make the best impression.”

“You’re fine, Pose. I promise the professors here have seen so much worse. My older brother was a menace when he was a student at HU, and now he’s a PhD candidate and an adjunct professor here this year.”

“He sounds really smart,” I comment, a little taken aback because I had no idea Lainey had a brother.

She sighs. “Yeah, he’s technically my half brother, and it’s always been a little bit awkward when we see each other. He’s six years older than me and lived with his dad until he got into school here, and then he lived in the dorms before moving into an on-campus apartment, so I don’t know him super well. I’m not even sure if he has a pack or anything.”

I can tell it bothers her, so I quickly change the subject. “Please tell me you got my notes and any homework while I was out.”

“It’s already in your school email, sweet cheeks.”

“You’re a goddess among mortals, Lainey loo.”

“And don’t you forget it. See you soon!”

She hangs up before I can say goodbye, making me chuckle as I start the shower. I don’t know what I did to find such a good friend so quickly, but I have a feeling this is going to be one of those lifelong friendships.

One long, scalding shower later and I’m feeling a million times better. The soreness in my muscles is all but gone, and my head feels completely clear. My scent is also back to normal which is a relief. I knew my scent would get more intense when I went into heat, but four days drowning in the sticky sweetness of apples and honey with no other scents around to break up the air wasn’t exactly my idea of a fun time.

Actually leaving my nest is another relief. My bright pink couch is a thrilling sight, as are the new disco balls that have been hung from the corners of the ceiling. Light from the large bay windows reflects off of them, leaving magical flecks of color on nearly every surface of the living room and kitchen. Clearly Lainey did more than just drop off supplies when she was here, as is evidenced by some of my new decor.

Most omega’s are incredibly territorial of their space, but for some reason knowing Lainey was in here moving things around doesn’t bother me. The fact that she took time out of her day to make my home feel more like… well, home is one of the nicest things anyone has ever done for me.

A flash of white on the ground next to my front door catches my attention. Lainey didn’t mention leaving anything behind, and apprehension fills my chest the longer I stare at what appears to be a small, folded piece of paper. Realistically, she probably just dropped a receipt or something on her way out a few days ago, and this nervous energy that’s consuming me is for nothing.

And yet even still when I bend to pick up the paper, my hands shake. They only still when the scent of cotton candy wafts up from the note. My apartment number is written in small, barely legible print on the front, but something about those unsteady lines is adorable. Like maybe whoever wrote the note was as nervous as I am to open it.

Hey neighbor! In an effort to preemptively apologize for having to live next to four loud (but incredibly handsome) alphas, we would love to leave you a little something to say welcome to the Lighthouse.

Do you like sourdough? (Check yes or no)

[] yes [] no

- Alphas of 2B

I bite down on my lip hard to contain the squeal that wants to break free, but it almost doesn’t work. Does this mean my neighbors, who are apparently handsome alphas, want to get to know me? Or is it simply mitigating any irritation I might have with them later? Oh god what if they’re a party hub or what if they have women over every night and I have to listen to them bang headboards off the walls?

But no… my omega is calm in my chest. I trust my instincts, and nothing in me says this note has any malicious intent to it. I’ve also been living here almost two weeks now and haven’t heard a single peep from the neighbors, so probably not a party apartment.

Knowing this has the potential to backfire exponentially, I grab a pink sparkly pen and check yes on their note before pulling out a slip of pretty lavender colored paper and write a note of my own.

Alphas of 2B

Thank you for the note, you made my week. I love bread of any kind, so please feel free to use me as a guinea pig if one of you happens to be a baker in your spare time. I’m pretty quiet but my family is decidedly NOT, so is there anything I can use as a preemptive apology for when they inevitably come to visit? I can’t bake, but I crochet! I could make you all scarves?

[] yes [] no

(If yes, please include your favorite colors and the first letters of your names)

They might think I’m weird, but I really do crochet. It’s my favorite hobby and something that relaxes me when I get overwhelmed, which I imagine will happen a lot more often here than it did in Honeybrook, Georgia: population 210.

My eyes catch on the strawberry-shaped wall clock and I curse, jumping into action. If I don’t hurry, I’m going to be late to my first biology lecture.

Wanting to look cute for my second-first day, I throw on a tan and pink plaid skirt, pink crocheted sweater that I made myself, some frilly white knee-high socks, and my favorite dark brown boots. I might look like I’m trying too hard or going for a naughty schoolgirl vibe, but I feel cute, and feeling cute makes getting through the day much easier.

Once my bag is packed and I’m sure I have everything I could possibly need for the day, I leave the apartment, stopping only briefly to slip my return note under the apartment next door. Who knows? Maybe I’ll make some new friends.
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“They can’t seriously be asking you to miss school for a training camp on your second week, can they?” I ask exasperatedly. Mack shrugs, like he couldn’t care less. And maybe he doesn’t. Somehow my pack mate won the genetic lottery and is both brilliant and athletically inclined. He’s a giant oaf with the personality of a golden retriever so most people assume he’s just another dumb jock, but he has the highest GPA in our pack, and possibly his entire class.

“You know how hell week is. They punish us before fall ball because they can’t force us to practice during the summer. It’s not a big deal.”

A displeased grumble is my only response, and I see him rolling his eyes. “You’ll be missing my class today. What if I’m giving a pop quiz?”

He sighs like I’m ridiculous. “It’s barely the second week, Jude. Even you aren’t that much of an asshole. And yes I’m missing your class today. I guess it’s a good thing I live with the professor, huh?”

A hand lands on my shoulder, dragging my attention up to Mack, whose suddenly serious demeanor is making me twitchy. “Are you okay, man? You’ve been off lately. We’re worried about you,” he finishes quietly.

Shit.

If Mack of all people is calling me out, I know I’m losing it. I know I’ll have to come clean to my pack mates sooner rather than later, especially with this whole omega nonsense, but for now I shrug him off. “I’m fine. Lots going on, new stressors and all that. It’s nothing I can’t handle.”

He looks skeptical but then his watch beeps, saving me from further interrogation. “Shit, I gotta catch the bus. But good luck today! I’ll call you when we get there.”

At twenty-two, Mack doesn’t owe anybody anything when it comes to his whereabouts, but he’s always been conscious of our pack’s feelings and made it a mission to keep us updated when he can. It probably has to do with his lingering guilt over our pack taking his last name and not mine. Typically, a pack will use the last name of the lead alpha as their pack name, but because of the trust fund stipulations put in place by his grandparents, Mack had to be twenty-one and have his own pack under the Madden name before he could claim it. None of us cared one way or the other about our pack name not being Carter, but for some reason it’s really stuck with our big guy.

I nod, a small smile crossing my mouth for the first time in days. “Thanks, Mack. Have fun.”

He scoffs, waving over his head as he rushes out. My next class is starting in about ten minutes, and students are already trickling in, which means I need to focus. And for about five minutes, I do exactly that.

Until she enters the room.

She’s too far away for me to scent her, so I have no logical reason to assume this is the girl who belongs to that calamitous scent, but my alpha knows. He’s screaming inside of my mind, begging me to get closer, to claim her right this second. I shove him to the back of my mind, shutting that shit down immediately. No matter how hard I try to push him back though, my body reacts. Today was the worst day to wear my light gray slacks, considering even the memory of her scent is making me harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

Fuck.

I quickly move behind the podium at the front of the classroom, praying it covers me well enough that I won’t get reported to the dean for pitching a tent in the middle of a biology lecture. I swear internally when she heads my way and paste on my most severe expression. Thank god I remembered to wear scent blockers today, or my kettle corn scent would be giving away my natural but unwanted reaction.

I try not to stare, but she’s so fucking cute. I don’t know what I pictured my scent match looking like, but it sure wasn’t this. Her long hair is a pastel pink color and pulled up in a clip of some sort at the back of her head, and her outfit is straight out of my most sordid schoolgirl fantasies with that short skirt and dainty little pink sweater. She looks like a goddamn fairy, if a fairy had smooth, tan legs and freckles on her beautiful face.

“Hi, Mr… um, Professor. I missed the first week of classes and I was just wondering if I could trouble you for any notes or homework I missed? I can ask a classmate as well, I just thought it might be best to go straight to the source first.”

Good god, she just had to have a sweet little accent, too.

Clearing my throat, I give her a frosty glare. “It’s Professor Carter. And unless you have a damn good reason for missing class, you’re on your own for anything you missed.”

Her cheeks go bright pink, and I immediately feel like an asshole. But I do what I do best and push the guilt down. I don’t know this girl, and I have no desire to. I’m speaking to her like I would any other careless student who missed the first week of class.

The color on her cheeks quickly spreads to her neck and chest, which makes me raise a brow. What excuse could possibly have her so flustered?

“I, um. It should be in my attendance file. I was told it would be sent out to all of my professors.”

I don’t have any reason to check student files, but it’s possible it was emailed to me and I missed it. With a heavy sigh, I wave the girl off and watch with mild amusement as she scrambles to find a seat.

At least until she takes the seat next to Lucky Daire. There’s nothing inherently bad about the school’s star quarterback. I think he and Mack are even friendly, but like fuck do I want her anywhere near the younger alpha. I briefly consider taking the time to make a seating chart and start enforcing it on Monday that way they’re as far apart as possible.

What the fuck am I saying?

It doesn’t matter that my scent matched omega is in my class, or that I can feel her bright blue eyes on me at any given moment. It changes nothing. I don’t want an omega, and I sure as fuck can’t want one as sweet as her. Not with the way the Alpha Rabidity is slowly decaying my brain and body to nothing more than a feral creature who will eventually have to be locked up for the safety of everyone around me.

“Alright class, please open your books and read chapter two. Fill out the questions at the end of the chapter and turn them in via the online dropbox by the end of class.”

Once I’m sure all eyes are off me, I practically leap out from behind the podium and land in my desk chair, scooting it as far under the desk as I can without cutting myself in half. My cock is throbbing on my thigh, and it’s a relief knowing no one can spot it now. I’m going to need some lube and a very cold shower when I get home later, but for now I do my best to ignore my traitorous erection and the pulse of pain in my canines.

As I wiggle my mouse to wake up my monitor, I can still feel her eyes on me. But when I glance up, she seems entrenched in her work. Scrolling through my emails, I come across one from the very first day of classes, sent around 10 a.m.

Primrose Hale has been granted heat leave and is not expected to return to class until Monday, 9/12. We ask that all notes, classwork, homework, or test materials be forwarded to her student email poseyhale@harboru.edu in compliance with the Omega Rights Protection Act. Thank you for your cooperation.

My mouth has gone completely dry, and my dick pulses painfully in my jeans even as my alpha roars in my head. It’s all I can do to suppress the growl building in my chest at the thought of this girl, Posey, going through a heat without my pack. Did she go to the clinic? Use an app? Or, god forbid, was she alone?

I’ve heard going through a heat alone as an unbonded omega is excruciating without proper medication to numb the effects. That must be why her scent was so strong we could smell it in our apartment.

Jesus Christ, if that was her heat perfume through the vents just how strong would it be in the room with her?

Not your problem, Jude. She’s not yours.

And I’ll keep reminding myself of that until it sinks in, because for better or worse, that little omega can never be mine.
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As soon as I get back to campus after the last day of hell week, I’m ready to lay in bed and sleep for the entire weekend. No one tells you just how sadistic college baseball coaches can be when it comes to conditioning, but you find out quick once you make the team. At least three rookies puked after running lines this week, and one actually passed out. Coach just laughed.

I train year-round so hell week isn’t terrible for me, but some of those guys take advantage of the summer break to let loose and end up paying for it as soon as we’re back in session. I mean, hell, the season doesn’t even start until February and we’re already doing conditioning in September.

I groan when I walk in the front door of our apartment. I thought about stopping at the omegas door first but then realized that might come off a little more creepy than I want, so I resisted the urge and came home instead.

As soon as I drop my bag on the floor, I notice the smell of bread baking. It takes a few seconds before I realize why that would be when Parker hasn’t made anything in months.

She returned the note.

A massive grin breaks out on my face as I skid into the kitchen, barely missing slamming into Pax. “Fuck, sorry man. Got too excited.”

Parker snorts. “It’s okay, Mack. Not everyone can break out of the two-pump-chump stage. I’m sure you can make up for it in other ways.”

My grin morphs into a scowl. “Fuck off, Park. I haven’t even⁠—”

He rolls his eyes, going back to staring at the loaf of bread in the oven. “Yeah, yeah. You’re a blushing virgin. We know.”

I can feel heat rising to my cheeks, and even Paxton turns a glare on his brother. “Too far, Parker.”

The surly twin sighs, finally pulling his attention away from the oven. “I’m sorry. I’m on edge and that was a dick thing to say, even for me.”

It’s easy to shrug it off. I love these guys like they’re my brothers, and Parker’s moods don’t normally bother me. That’s just a sore spot I try to avoid thinking about whenever I can. Being a virgin at twenty-two is embarrassing. At first I was too focused on baseball to notice girls, and then by the time I finally did notice them, Jude and my family were in my ears about cleat chasers and wrapping it up so I didn’t end up tied to someone who only wanted me for my pro potential. It just never felt like it was worth the effort for a few hours of fun.

Swiftly changing the subject, I grin at my pack mates. “You’re baking bread. Sourdough, if my nose is right. Does this mean the omega returned the note?”

Paxton’s eyes light up as he nods, and I see a matching, though much more subdued, spark of excitement in Parker’s equally light blue eyes. “She did. It’s right there if you want to read her response,” Pax says giddily. Their sugary candy scents swell with their excitement and meld together, nearly overpowering the scent of fresh baked bread that fills the kitchen.

My brows jump. “She? And there’s a response note?” My heart does summersaults in my chest. It’s killing me that I don’t know anything about my scent match, but my search results yielded absolutely nothing since the student records are locked up tighter than Fort Knox.

Parker nods with a slight shrug. “I could be wrong, but the handwriting is feminine and my gut seems convinced she’s a she.”

Picking up the note, I take stock of the pretty, looping handwriting. He’s right, it’s definitely feminine. But it’s the words that have me sighing like a lovesick fool. I shove the paper to my face and take a big inhale. “Jesus, would it be weird to use this paper to jack off with later?” Between her scent and her words, I think any paper cuts I get might be worth it. “She wants to make us scarves. That is the cutest fucking thing I’ve ever heard in my life.” An idea occurs to me, and my dick swells even more. “Do you think the scarves would have her scent on them, too?”

The guys, who were making identical expressions of exasperation at my question, freeze. Their faces are shocked like they didn’t think of that possibility. I slam the note down on the counter and check yes, immediately writing a follow up.

Sweetheart of 2A,

We’re tucking this note in with the sourdough loaf my pack mate spent all day baking. He has his own sourdough starter and everything. I’ll let him tell you the name though. It’s hilarious watching him get all embarrassed about it.

You certainly don’t have to do anything for us, but I think I speak for my entire pack when I say anything you crocheted for us would be cherished and worn every single day.

(M) - red

(P) - blue

(P) - green

(J) - black

I’m going to drop off coffee with your bread. Do you like coffee? Our entire pack has a serious caffeine problem, so we would be happy to get you something any time we’re at Sugar & Spice (our favorite local café)

Hope to meet you soon,

M

“Does it sound like we’re trying too hard?” I ask, passing the note to Paxton. Parker reads over his shoulder, and they both smile. “You shouldn’t change yourself for anyone, Mack. I think it sounds like you and I’m sure she’ll love that,” Paxton reassures me. “Maybe we can even get a fun basket to put it in? Based on the glittery pen she used to write her notes, I’d be willing to bet her favorite color is pink, so what if we go find a pink basket for the bread and note and then drop it off on her step with a coffee tomorrow morning? It’s Saturday, so she might get to enjoy it right away.”

I let out a breath of relief. I know my personality can be a lot, but maybe she’ll like that. After all, someone needs to balance out the other dwarves: shy, grumpy, and hostile.

A timer goes off, and Park pulls the loaf out of the oven. “It’s ready, but it needs to cool for at least fifteen minutes before we drop it off just in case she cuts into it right away. I don’t want her to burn herself.”

Pax and I exchange matching smirks. I always assumed when the surly fucker met someone he’d lose some of that shitty attitude, but he hasn’t even met her yet and he’s baking bread and worrying about her? This is going to be more fun than I thought. “I’ll go get a coffee and then come back so we can leave everything in front of her door. Sound good to you two?” Paxton asks enthusiastically.

We nod in unison, not moving as we watch him leave with an excited pep in his step.

I don’t want to ruin the moment, but I have to ask. “What are we going to do about Jude?”

Parker tenses, his back going ramrod straight. “We aren’t going to do anything. Jude is going to fess up about what’s been going on with him and then he’s going to pull his head out of his ass or he’ll get left behind. It’s as simple as that.”

Discomfort swirls in my chest, and I know my scent is all burned sugar right now. The thought of my best friend not being in my pack makes me nauseous, but I also agree with Parker in that there’s definitely something going on that he isn’t telling us. And with our chance to finally have our scent matched omega to complete our pack it’s time he comes clean, whether he’s ready or not.

Leaving Parker with his loaf, I slip the omega’s note into my pocket and beeline to my bedroom, locking the door behind me. My cock is throbbing in my boxer briefs, and my thought about using her note to jack off with is entirely too tempting to resist.

I grab the note out of my pocket and shove my shorts and underwear down my legs, hands trembling with how turned on I am. That tantalizing scent of apples and honey fills my nostrils and makes my knot throb. Carefully unfolding the paper, I wrap it around my shaft and groan quietly. It doesn’t feel remotely like skin, but if I focus hard enough on her scent I can imagine the faceless omega is here with me.

My hips jerk forward, thrusting my aching cock into my fist. My mind runs wild, imagining what it would be like to lose my virginity to my scent matched omega. I circle my fingers around the ruddy head and stroke a thumb over my weeping slit as my other hand takes my knot in a vice grip.

I don’t stop, thrusting into my hand and kneading my knot until I’m panting, body shaking against the door desperate for release. A fresh waft of her scent reaches my nose, and that’s all it takes. I grunt, thick ropes of cum hitting the floor and dripping over the hand that still holds her note around my shaft.

A breathless chuckle escapes as satisfaction sluices through my body like warm molasses, but I hiss when I remove the paper and find a small cut just beneath the head of my dick.

The guys can never find out I did this, but I was so right.

The paper cut was absolutely worth it.
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I check my phone for the third time, worry creasing my brows as I shiver in the chilly autumn wind. Lainey was supposed to meet me at this coffee shop fifteen minutes ago, but she’s nowhere to be found. Just as I type in my password, determined to call and get proof of life, a text pops up.

Lainey


I am so so SO sorry, Posey. Something came up and I won’t make our coffee date. Raincheck? I promise I’ll explain later.




Part of me is disappointed, but a larger part of me is concerned. Being late has kind of been Lainey's thing since I met her, but it’s not like her to just bail. I’m sure she has a good reason.

Me


Girl it’s fine! Do you need anything?




Lainey


No but thank you. I might be out for a few days, so let’s plan to catch up when I get back?




Me


Of course. Miss you, Lainey Loo!




Lainey


Miss you back, Rosie Posey!




When I look up from my phone, my body freezes as my eyes land on one of the hottest guys I’ve ever seen. He is jaw-droppingly handsome. Light blond hair, piercing blue eyes, with a lean body and smooth stride that make me wonder if he’s a runway model or something. He’s wearing a deep green hoodie that complements his pale skin and eyes with light wash jeans that hug his thighs perfectly and a worn pair of white sneakers.

Saliva pools in my mouth, and the closer he gets to the spot where I’m standing, the more my mouth waters. I don’t understand why until the wind shifts and carries his scent to me.

He’s an alpha, and he smells like saltwater taffy.

A barely audible purr starts in my chest, startling me as I stare at the stranger with wide eyes. I’ve never made that sound before, but my omega is exceedingly pleased with herself and begging me to tackle this alpha so we can bury our nose in his throat. The way his scent has invaded my senses, wrapping them in a soothing yet sensual embrace, niggles at something in the back of my mind Mama told me years ago. But then he looks directly at me, and all thought flies right out of my brain.

Our eyes connect just as he trips over his own feet, barely catching himself on one of the unoccupied red metal chairs in front of the shop. I lurch forward without thinking, wrapping my hands around his forearm. “Are you okay?” My voice is breathless, but the purr has stopped, saving me from further mortification since I just practically accosted this strange alpha.

His nostrils are flaring, pupils dilating the longer we share space. His chest rattles with a gentle purr and he absentmindedly rubs a hand over his sternum like he’s confused. After another deep breath, he clears his throat and looks away as a pink flush covers his cheeks. “I’m, um. I’m fine. Sorry about that.”

God, his voice. It’s warm and soft, instantly putting me at ease. I feel an incessant need spiraling through my mind to know everything about this man with the sugary sweet scent and adorably shy attitude. “Don’t be.” I quickly realize my fingers have been caressing his arm and pull back, mortified. He looks even more embarrassed than before and clears his throat again. “Were you going in?” He asks quietly, pointing to the door.

I nod. “I might as well. My date had to cancel and I could use the caffeine. I have so much work I’m trying to catch up on and after a while my eyes get blurry from concentrating for so long. So I thought maybe a walk and coffee would wake me up so I can finish.” I ramble on, but there’s an immediate shift in the alphas demeanor.

It’s subtle, but from the way his scent takes a nosedive and his shoulders tense, I panic, thinking maybe I’ve upset him somehow.

“Date? Is your boyfriend going to be upset if my scent is on you?” He nods to my hands and the sleeve of my sweater where I was just touching him.

Boyfriend? Why would…

“Oh, I don’t have a boyfriend,” I laugh bashfully. “I was meeting my best friend for a coffee date and she had some sort of emergency and bailed at the last second.”

His whole body sags, something like relief filling his eyes as his scent sweetens again. “Oh, right on. Well, after you then.” He opens the door for me, and I feel his hand hovering over my back as he guides me in. It takes every ounce of self control I have not to swoon, but I’m quickly distracted because finally stepping into the local coffee shop Sugar & Spice is like being wrapped in a warm hug.

The air is thick with the smell of coffee and baked goods, making my mouth water for the second time in as many minutes, and the atmosphere is like stepping into a valentines world. The shop itself is painted in shades of pink and white, and there is red furniture and accents everywhere. It’s like someone took the Valentine mailbox I made in third grade and turned it into a coffee shop with delicious looking pastries.

The alpha moves to step away but glances back at me with what I find myself hoping is longing in his eyes, and I’m struck by the realization I don’t want him to leave. Placing my hand back on his arm, I smile. “If you don’t have anywhere to be, would you maybe want to sit with me for a bit?”

His eyes widen like he wasn’t expecting that, and my chest tightens with the fear I’m about to be rejected. But he surprises me by biting his lip to hold back a smile. “I’d like that.”

I hold out my hand, silently cursing my southern upbringing for the overly formal gesture. “My name is Primrose, but everyone calls me Posey.”

The handsome alphas grin widens as he puts his hand in mine, squeezing lightly. “Paxton. It’s nice to meet you, Posey.”

I can’t help it, I beam. “It’s nice to meet you, too.”

There’s a short line of people in front of us, but Paxton takes the opportunity to ask me rapid-fire get to know you questions, answering each one in kind so the conversation doesn’t feel one sided.

“What’s your full name?”

“Primrose Evelyn Hale.”

He smiles. “I love that. Mine is Paxton Oliver Avery.”

“That’s a nice name.” A blush heats my cheeks with the way his intense stare stays locked on mine. He still seems kind of shy, but he also keeps drifting closer every few seconds so our arms brush against each other. It’s almost like he can’t help himself, and it’s a powerful feeling, thinking I might be affecting this stunning alpha in any way.

“Are you a first year?”

I nod. “I just started this week, actually. I missed the first week and already feel like I’m playing catch-up.”

He hums, placing a hand on my upper arm and rubbing soothingly before catching himself and pulling away like he didn’t mean to do it. “If you need any help or a study partner, I’m available anytime.”

My teeth dig into my lower lip, a sudden urge to squeal overtaking me. “I might need your number to get ahold of you.” It’s the first time I’ve ever asked for a guy’s number, and I’m honestly really proud of myself for being so bold. I remember Maisie telling me she had to do the same with her alphas, and I make a mental note to call her soon to fill her in on everything.

Paxton’s face lights up and he bounces on his toes, which is extremely adorable. “Right, yeah, of course. Here.” He hands me his phone that I didn’t even notice he had pulled out. It’s got a pretty green case on it that depicts different leafy plants and succulents, and I love it.

The barista calls us forward just as I hit save and Paxton grins brightly, gesturing for me to order. But when I pull out my wallet to pay, he slides in front of me to order his drink before slipping his card into the reader and glancing over his shoulder with a wink that has my knees going wobbly.

My body flushes, slick leaking out of me, and I thank past me for remembering to wear extra thick panties today, especially when Pax leads me to a chair and says, “I’ll wait for our drinks. I want you to go sit your cute butt down and I’ll be right there.”

And because apparently my body is bypassing my brain, I do exactly what he asks without complaint.

There’s something about this alpha and his scent that is driving my omega wild, but I just can’t put my finger on it. Maybe a little more time basking in his presence will help.

As soon as he comes back to the table, he dives back into his questioning. “So tell me about yourself, Posey.”

Having this unfairly attractive alpha’s attention focused solely on me is a heady feeling I could easily get used to. “There’s not much to know, really. I’m kind of boring,” I laugh, self-deprecation lacing my words.

Paxton’s head tilts, something wild flashing briefly in his eyes. “Don’t say that about yourself. You don’t have to be Laura Croft to be interesting.”

The tomb raider reference makes me laugh for real, and he grins shyly. “Alright, alright.” I concede, dropping my chin into my hand. “I’m from a tiny little town in Georgia and come from a very stable, loving, if not overbearing, family. I crochet for fun in my spare time and I like fun home decor.”

He chuckles. “I thought I heard an accent. Fun home decor?”

“You should see my apartment,” I exclaim, slapping my hands down on my table. “I have a pink couch, disco balls on my ceiling, and a bed frame shaped like a cloud. And that’s just a couple of my recent finds.”

Paxton’s eyes burn. “I’ll come see your apartment any time you want, sweetheart.”

I swoon in my seat, words once again escaping me. We’ve somehow gone from me making the first move to Paxton turning me into a horny puddle of omega, and I’m not sure how it happened.

Something tells me this alpha is nowhere near as innocent as he seems, and I for one cannot wait to find out what’s hiding beneath that golden boy exterior.
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Holy fucking hell.
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I feel like I’m on cloud freaking nine the entire walk back to our apartment. I made sure to leave after Posey so she wouldn’t realize I was one of her neighbors yet, and I keep catching heavenly traces of her scent around campus.

That scent.

God I thought I was going crazy, scenting her when she wasn’t there, but then I saw that stunning girl standing there outside of the coffee shop and it’s like I had touched a live wire. My alpha immediately stood at attention in my mind, begging me to tune in to the otherworldly creature in front of us. She’s more gorgeous than I could have ever imagined, and that accent? Stick a sign in my front yard because I am sold.

The front door bangs against the wall, making me flinch. I didn’t mean to open it that hard, I’m just jumping out of my skin wanting to talk to my pack mates about this wonderful turn of events.

“Woah, where’s the fire?” Mack asks sarcastically from the living room.

I flop down next to him on the couch, grinning like a mad man. Posey is incredible, and I’m still buzzing after having coffee with her. I didn’t even finish my drink, but adrenaline courses through my veins like I shotgunned three energy drinks back to back.

Mack chokes on air, gaping at me. “Why do you smell like the neighbor?”

I bite my lip, holding back a massive, shit-eating grin. “Because I just ran into our scent match and she asked me to have coffee with her.”

His mouth opens and closes several times like he can’t decide what to say before deciding on, “You’re shitting me.”

I shake my head, dragging a hand through my messy hair. “She’s… fuck, Mack. She’s incredible. Sweet and funny and smart, not to mention drop dead gorgeous. And she has this precious little southern drawl that had me fighting an erection until she left.” I shift uncomfortably, adjusting myself in my jeans. “And even now, I guess.”

Mack growls, jealousy flashing in his hazel eyes. “Park, get your ass out here!” He shouts. When my twin joins us, he has an irritated look on his face.

“I was trying to sleep. What do you need?” He snaps.

Mack ignores him, still solely focused on me. “What does she look like?”

My smile turns dreamy as my head drops back to rest on the couch. “She’s a tiny little thing, maybe just over five feet? She’s got light pink hair, blue eyes, and the most adorable freckles all over her face that made me want to kiss each one until I had them all memorized.”

Parkers face instantly changes. “Woah, wait. Who are we talking about?”

“Your jackass other half met our soulmate and somehow got her to ask him out.”

My brother’s face goes slack. “Seriously? That’s…” he turns to me with a smirk and holds out his fist. I tap mine against it. “Right on. Did I miss anything? What’s her name?”

I sigh again, completely awestruck still. “Her name is Primrose, but she goes by Posey. She’s just… indescribable.”

My brother snorts, aiming an unamused look my way. “Try.”

“First of all, she’s southern. She said she’s from Georgia and she’s got this adorably sexy accent. No tattoos or piercings that I could see but she has pink hair like I said, and she seems really… whimsical? Like she’s just so fun and open and a breath of fresh air. I’ve been comparing her to a fairy in my head and it’s an apt descriptor.”

“So when is she coming to meet the rest of us?” Mack asks excitedly.

I cringe, because this is the part they aren’t going to like. “I didn’t tell her about you guys.” They start to interrupt, but I hold up a hand, silencing them. “Hear me out before you get angry. She’s a first year. She’s new to the area, and she missed the first week of classes for some unknown reason.” My jaw clenches, deciding to rip the bandage off for the next part. “She also didn’t seem to realize I was her scent match.”

My brother quiets as palpable confusion moves through him. “What makes you think that?”

“She was visibly affected by my scent and proximity, but she seemed pretty confused by it, too. She only briefly touched on her home life and family, but it sounds like they’re great. So maybe they’re a chosen pack and she just doesn’t know what a scent match should look and feel like? But the entire time we were at S&S, we gravitated towards each other, and her scent completely overtook my senses. I couldn’t see anything but her. I know Posey is our scent match, but I have no idea how to broach the subject with her.”

They’re both quiet for a long moment until Mack speaks, scratching his jaw. “What if we keep up with the notes and leaving her things but also try to “accidentally” run into her around campus? Then she gets to meet each of us individually but avoid the overwhelming group interactions right off the bat? It might help ease her into the whole scent match thing.” He puts air quotes around the word and it makes me laugh under my breath.

“Not a bad idea, actually.” Park agrees.

We all stop talking when the front door slams open, and an irate Jude stomps in. “What?” He barks when he sees us staring. Parker arches a brow, and Mack crosses his arms. “Just wondering why you’re so extra pissy today. Got something to share with the class, professor?”

Jude growls at my brother’s needling, but eventually sighs. “The omega was in my biology lecture this morning. She missed the entire first week so at first I was pissed off, but then I found out she was on heat leave and now I kind of feel like a dick.”

My brows jump, even as the other two growl angrily. “Heat leave during the first week? That’s… that sucks. She seemed okay when I saw her today.”

Our pack lead flinches, that pissed off expression back on his face. “You saw her today? When? You didn't talk to her, did you?”

I glare at him, already sick of his anti-omega rhetoric. “Of course I talked to her, is that a joke?”

He shakes his head vehemently, a manic light taking over his eyes. His alpha must be close to the surface because in this moment he looks feral. “No. No, absolutely not. Our pack isn’t ready for an omega. I mean what happens when Mack gets drafted to a team across the country, huh? Are you going to ask her to abandon her education? Her family? Her friends?”

“The draft isn’t for like ten months, Jude. That’s a nonissue right now. If she wants to stay at Harbor U and study, then the twins will stay with her so she isn’t alone and I’ll visit as often as I can.” He turns to us for backup. “Right?”

It only takes one glance at my twin to know what he’s thinking. He didn’t have to meet the omega to be on board. He trusts me to know for the both of us. As soon as I came in with a smile on my face, he was in. I nod enthusiastically. “I don’t need any more time to know I’m all in with Posey. I—we,” I say, gesturing between me and my brother, “will do anything we can to make this work. And as far as her family goes, they’re already across the country, so I doubt that would be a factor.”

Mack nods, like that’s the answer he expected. “See? Problem solved. And if you found a remote position, you could travel with me or stay here with our girl if she wants to stay at HU. Because the rest of us already know she’s ours, but we need you on board, Jude. I know something has been going on with you and whatever it is, is impacting your outlook on life, but I feel in my gut that this would be good for you. For all of us.”

Jude scowls, backing away. “I’m sorry, but no. You guys can do whatever you want. Date the omega, have some casual fun with her, but you need to leave me the fuck out of it.”

Parker opens his mouth, but Jude bares his teeth and snaps, “Discussion over. I’m out.”
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When I open my door the next morning, there’s a loaf of sourdough bread and an attached note tucked into a cute pink basket. Sitting right next to the basket is an iced coffee with a pink reusable coffee sleeve. I squeal, picking it up to inspect the basket more closely and wondering how they guessed my favorite color. The basket is small and constructed in a rope style, with colorful tassels all around the edge. It’s probably something you would find in the children’s section of a store, but I love it all the same.

It’s Saturday and I don’t have anywhere to be, so I rush back inside with my treasure to read the note, noting it’s in the same handwriting as the previous one. Before I dive in, I take a sip of my coffee and moan when chocolate and marshmallow explode across my tongue. My favorite color and my favorite coffee flavor? It seems like too much of a coincidence.

The bread also looks and smells incredible. I don’t know which of their pack mates is a baker, but he could do this for a living, it’s that good.

My thoughts drift back to my coffee date with Paxton yesterday and the way his scent affected me. At the time I wasn’t really sure what to make of it, but now I’m wondering if I somehow missed something important my omega was trying to tell me, especially with his first initial being ‘P’. But that’s a question for later.

Their return note makes my heart melt. I don’t know who these alphas are, but they sure are sweet. Maybe I should head to the craft store and call Mama on the way to pick her brain about all of this. I’m sure she would have a better idea than I do about all of this alpha-omega dynamic stuff. Plus, Lainey is still busy if my unanswered texts are anything to go by.

Mind made up, I slip into another pink crocheted sweater but toss on jeans and my favorite outside slippers. It’s nippy out today and I just want to be as comfortable as possible since I’m going to a new place.

My omega isn’t as fussy as some others about changes and my environment, but so many new things so close together is making my omega a little more twitchy than normal, which isn’t the most comfortable feeling. I spent last night tucked away in my nest instead of my bedroom, needing the additional comfort the small space provides.

This craft store is just right downtown by Lainey’s mom’s store, so if for some reason I freak out and need to get back at least it’s close to my apartment. I’m only going because I don’t have enough yarn in green or black, and I’d like to see if I can find a deeper red than what I currently have for M. It’s interesting they’ve only given me their first initials so far, but at the same time it feels like less pressure. I don’t know who they are, so I can be myself. I don’t have to put on a show or be the perfect presentable omega.

I hook up my phone to the bluetooth system in my robins egg blue Bronco, smiling fondly as I run my hand over the steering wheel. My parents surprised me with this car after graduation, and I’ve never been so excited for something in my life. I think I cried for three days straight when they offered to have it shipped to Sunday Harbor so I could have it here at school.

Mama is the first person on my speed dial, and as always she picks up right away. “If it isn’t my long-lost daughter finally gracing me with her beautiful voice. I thought I might wither away before I ever heard from you again.”

I snort, breaking into a fit of giggles. “Mama, we talked like two days ago.”

She sighs, like the thought is pure torture. “Two days too long, Rosie Posey.”

“Well you’re in luck, because I might have news that makes up for the wait.”

Mama immediately goes on alert. “Primrose Evelyn, spill. Don’t leave a poor old woman hangin’ in suspense.”

“First of all, you’re not old.” My mom is barely forty, having had me when she was only twenty. “Second, I may have met someone? Or several someone’s… I’m not really sure yet.”

There’s a beat of silence like she’s waiting for me to say more. “What do you mean you think? Did you meet someone or not?”

So, I tell her the story. Every little thing that’s happened since I got here. The scent on my first day of class that sent me spiraling into my first heat, meeting Paxton the very next class day, the notes from my neighbors and my suspicion that Paxton might be a part of that pack. By the time I’m done with the story, I’ve already parked at the craft store.

“You sure don’t waste any time, Rosie girl.” Mama cackles, drawing the attention of my dads. I groan, not ready to have this conversation with them. At least not until I know for sure what’s going on. Luckily for me, she shoos them away before they can join in on the “let’s interrogate Posey” train.

“Mama!”

Her laughter finally dies down enough for her to ask follow up questions. There’s a big part of me that’s desperate for her approval of these men, even if I don’t technically know them myself just yet. “Posey, I’m thrilled for you honey. Meeting a scent match in your second week? I shouldn’t be surprised, you’ve always attracted good fortune with your kind heart.”

My brain does a record scratch. “Hold on, what do you mean a scent match?”

Her responding tone is more serious. “I can’t know for sure since I wasn’t there to see your reaction and I wouldn’t be able to scent him like you can, but what you’re describing sounds like a scent match, Rosie girl.” She pauses. “When you smelled his scent, what did it make you feel?”

All the same feelings come rushing back when I imagine Paxton’s sugary sweet saltwater taffy scent. “My omega was already freaking out when I saw him walking towards me, but then I caught his scent and it was like my body lit up. I felt this deep seated need to bury my face into his neck so I could inhale his scent directly from the source. And being around him was as easy as breathing even though we’d just met. It felt like I had known him forever.”

I can hear the smile in her voice as she speaks, and it’s almost enough to make me forget I’m about to make scarves for four strangers I’ve never met. “My darlin’ girl, what you just described is exactly how I felt the first time I met your fathers. I caught their scents and that was it. We went on two dates before moving in together.”

I balk. “Mama!”

“The rules are different for scent matched packs, Posey. But you don’t need to feel any pressure to be me. If Paxton is your only match and you’re ready to move forward that’s great. But if what you suspect is true and you have three other matches out there waiting to meet you, I would encourage you to take things at your pace. Don’t let them pressure you into anything. Just because they’re your scent matches doesn’t mean you are obligated to be with them. Do you understand me?”

“I hear you.” I whisper, suddenly feeling overwhelmed. “Hey, I need to run in and get some more yarn, can I call you later?”

“Of course! Call me anytime, day or night. You know that. We love you so much, and don’t forget to send pictures of your latest creations!”

“I love y’all too, Mama. Bye.”

Letting out a heavy breath I ignore the trembling in my hands and exit the car, determined to get what I came here for. If I really do have four scent matches out there, I’m praying Paxton is one of them. My omega is already attached, and all I can do is hope he really is a member of the sweet pack next door.
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I’ve been trying to come up with a plan to “accidentally” run in to Posey all weekend, and so far I have come up with exactly nothing. I don’t know her class schedule, who her friends are, or what she does for fun besides crochet, so other than knocking on her front door and begging her to give me the time of day, I’m at a loss for ideas.

Now it’s Monday, and I have classes all day. So even more time until I can meet her. It doesn’t help that my first class of the day is with Jude, who’s been even more of a raging alphahole than normal. I get that he has some weird hangup over omegas right now, but to completely dismiss Posey after only meeting her once is extreme, even for him.

Wait, she’s in one of Jude’s classes!

Holy shit, I can’t believe I forgot about that. I wonder which class it is. Maybe I can transfer into that class? This is a prerequisite I’ve been putting off for way too long, but I would spend another entire semester here if it meant getting more time with my future wife.

As soon as I walk into my morning bio class, I smell her. Apples and honey with a potent undertone that screams mine. This is Jude’s first class of the day, so I know the scent is fresh. Which means she’s more than likely in this class with me.

Thank fucking god.

Sure enough, as soon as I look out into the room I spot my pink haired angel. Immediately, I see that Pax did not do her justice. She’s more than just beautiful, she’s fucking ethereal. She draws the gaze of everyone around her without even trying, seeming completely oblivious to the attention she’s garnered by simply existing.

When I spot the open seat next to her, I scramble through the rows, desperate to reach that vacant chair before someone else can. I’m aware that I probably look like a fucking lunatic, but ask me if I care. None of these people matter to me. Not the teammates I see sitting on the opposite side of the back row looking at me like I just grew two heads, not the girl who made up a rumor about hooking up with me last year sitting in the front row, and not even Jude, whose frosty glare I can feel like ice on the back of my neck.

I couldn’t care less what they think of me. In this moment, all I can see is her.

When my ass hits the seat my breaths are coming in harsh pants like I just finished a marathon, but the smile on my face is so wide it hurts. I did it. For a few seconds, all I can smell is my own heavy scent that exploded the moment I scented my omega. I’m in damn good shape and normally wouldn’t be perspiring from such a short burst of exercise, but the anticipation of finally meeting Posey has had me in a cycle of anxious sweating all morning, which does nothing to disguise my heightened scent.

I’m about to offer an apology for not wearing or bringing scent blockers until I turn and see my girl staring at me with stars in her gorgeous blue eyes. And is that⁠—-

Hooooly fuck.

Her scent is drowning us right now. Didn’t she just go through a heat less than a week ago? How is her scent so damn potent?

Someone behind us snickers quietly, and that seems to finally snap her out of whatever trance she was in. “You…I…woah,” she murmurs, cringing as an embarrassed flush colors her face and neck.

Suddenly all of the eyes on us don’t feel so harmless. My alpha lets out a low, warning growl aimed at all of the guys seated around us, including Lucky, the school’s big shot quarterback and one of my best friends. At this moment, my alpha isn’t capable of differentiating between friend and threat. Not while Posey smells this fucking edible. I’ll have to ask Jude about seating Lucky as far from her as possible.

Just in case.

Taking a chance, I raise one hand to cup her face and lean in so my words can only be heard by her. “Are you okay?”

She nods, then shakes her head. My precious girl seems so flustered, so I try another question. “Are you able to make it through class?” If she says no, I will get her out of here and somewhere she feels comfortable, but something tells me our omega doesn’t give up that easily.

Just a nod this time. I smile, stroking my thumb along her cheek with a featherlight touch. She shudders, making me feel ten feet tall. “Good girl,” I whisper.

She bites her lip and pulls away, forcing her attention back to the front of the room where Jude has finally got class to start. The next hour is absolute torture. Posey keeps sneaking peeks at me and every time our eyes meet, a fresh burst of honeyed fruit perfumes the air around us. My cock has never been this hard for this long, and if I wasn’t so focused on my new obsession I would almost be worried about the lack of blood flow to my brain.

The moment class ends, I sit stone still until the room has cleared. I know for a fact Jude’s next class isn’t until early this afternoon and this is usually when he goes home to eat and grade. He glowers at us from the front of the room, but eventually gives up and storms out. I’m sure I’ll pay for this stunt later, but for now I have an omega to meet.

Posey has been eerily quiet, to the point where I’m almost afraid to startle her in case she’s lost in her head. “Hey, pretty girl. You alright? I didn’t think a crowded classroom was the best place to talk, but—mmhf.”

Her lips are on mine with no warning, and I groan into her mouth when I taste her for the first time. Somehow she tastes even better than she smells, which doesn’t seem like it should be possible. My fingers thread through her soft pink hair, dragging her even closer as my tongue licks into her mouth. Time slows as we make out and it takes every ounce of self control I have not to take her right here. But then I remember even if I could, I don’t know how and it cools me off real fast.

I pull back but stay close enough to share breath as we pant in unison. “Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, hi. I’m McKenzie.”

She bites her bottom lip, a shy smile threatening to break free. “McKenzie. I’m Posey. It’s nice to meet you.”

I don’t know what compelled me to give her my full name and not the nickname everyone else knows me by, but now I’m damn glad I did. Hearing my name on those luscious lips is likely going to send me into cardiac arrest.

But what a way to go.

“Posey.” My mouth forms the word, but no sound comes out. I’ve said her name so many times in my head, it almost feels like repeating it out loud will break some magical spell. Like I’ll wake up and this will all have been an illusion or the best dream I’ve ever had. “Has anyone ever told you that you smell like heaven?”

That tantalizing blush heats her cheeks again. “No. But you smell,” she inhales deeply and lets it out in a long sigh. “You smell like cotton candy.”

My heart beats double time, suddenly terrified she’s going to hate my scent. “Is that a good thing?”

She nods, biting her lip. “A very good thing.” Relief fills me. The blush travels further down her neck, making me tilt my head. I don’t know how I know, but there’s a distinctly embarrassed tinge to her scent that drives my alpha crazy with the urge to fix it. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing!” She chirps.

“Pretty girl…”

“Fine,” she groans, dropping her face into her hands. “I practically just mauled you before even learning your name. I’m embarrassed.”

My brain bypasses my mouth completely. “Well yeah, that’s normal when you’re…” I trail off, catching myself before I can let it slip that we’re scent matches. Maybe easing her into this won’t be as easy as I thought since I clearly can’t keep my mouth shut. I clear my throat. “When you meet someone as handsome as me, obviously.” I’m praying she doesn’t notice my slip of the tongue.

Posey giggles, the sound making something in my gut clench. A purr kicks up in my chest, surprising me, but not in a bad way. I always assumed when I purred for the first time it would feel strange or make me nervous, but purring for my scent match feels as natural as breathing. And seeing the way her eyes light up? I’ll purr for her every waking second of the day if she wants.

Just as I decide to try kissing her again, my phone goes off. “Damn it.” I mutter. That’s my practice alarm, which means I have about ten minutes to get to the batting cages before I’m late. And being late means running bases until I hurl. “I’m so sorry, Posey. I’ve got to get to practice, but can I get your number before I go? I’m not sure I can last the two days before our next class without talking to you now that I’ve met you.”

We exchange numbers and I kiss her one more time, cursing coach for scheduling off season practices. The entire walk to practice all I can focus on is Posey’s contact in my phone, and the tiny pink heart she put next to it.
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The rest of my classes on Monday are blessedly drama-free, and I woke up cautiously optimistic this morning. McKenzie and I compared schedules yesterday and unfortunately we don’t share any classes together outside of this one, so seeing him might take some creativity around his practices and games. From what I understand they’re in the off season right now for actual games, but he trains year-round to prepare for the pros.

There was another coffee on my doormat this morning, but this one had a little ‘M’ on the lid that made me incredibly suspicious. Is it possible both McKenzie and Paxton are part of the pack next door? With the way I reacted to both of their scents, it certainly feels like they could be. I’ve caught faint traces of scents walking by their apartment, but never anything potent or distinct enough to distinguish for certain one way or another.

I don’t have time to play detective right now, my first class starts in fifteen minutes. This one was an elective I chose because it sounded fun, and not for any educational needs. Introduction to Classical Mythology meets twice a week and slotted into my schedule perfectly, and while I may not go on to get a degree in the subject, I am extremely interested in learning about it. My dad August is a huge mythology and folklore buff and was thrilled when I told him I opted for this elective over the other art-based ones.

The classroom is on the opposite side of campus from all my other classes in Chapel Hall, which is one of the oldest buildings in the state. The entirety of Harbor University was built around this building, which is really freaking cool. I’m so excited to get to class and check everything out that I arrive fifteen minutes early, only to find Maisie leaning against one of the smooth stone pillars out front.

“Primrose.” My name comes out like an accusation, which puts me on guard immediately. Any time my cousin starts to sound like my mom, it means a lecture is imminent. Only I might actually deserve this one since I’ve been dodging all of Maisie’s calls and texts for over a week.

“Yes, mom?” I sass back, making her brows climb up her forehead. It was rare that I would ever stand up to her growing up, so I’m sure the fact that I’m doing so now only makes her more apprehensive about my extended silence.

She drops her bag to the grass and runs the last few feet between us to tackle me in a hug, and as much as I hate to admit it, guilty tears spring to my eyes. I probably shouldn’t have cut Maisie out, I think I was just jealous that she had everything I wanted after being so vocally anti-pack my whole life. It feels like I wasted time following her lead, and that realization has left a bitter taste in my mouth. “I was worried about you,” she mutters after placing a kiss on the top of my head. She is short like the rest of the women in our family making her only two inches taller than me, but her hugs have always made me feel like a small child.

I sigh heavily but don’t allow myself to sag into her hold. I’m not ready to tell her everything about the guys, but I feel like I at least owe her some sort of explanation for ghosting her. “I’m sorry, Maise. Being on my own for the first time was a lot different than I expected it to be and I really wanted to try being on my own for once. No family to use as a crutch. I’ve been out meeting people and enjoying my classes. I even made a friend! I think you would like her.”

There is still some suspicion behind her eyes, but I have always been good at playing the innocent younger cousin, so I keep my expression neutral and watch the suspicion melt away. “You still could have checked in,” she chastises.

I shrug. “I could have, but I chose not to. I’m an adult now, Maisie. I don’t need someone watching my every step to make sure I’m staying on path when I haven’t even found my path yet.”

She finally deflates, giving my shoulder a squeeze. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I promise I’ll back off and let you find yourself without interfering. But if you need me, call me? And check in once in a while so I don’t think you’re dead in a ditch or somethin’.”

My phone beeps, signaling class is about to start. “I will, but I gotta go. See you soon?”

I don’t stick around to hear her response, instead taking off at a jog into the building. My class is on the third floor in the observatory, so by the time I reach the door I’m sweating like a pig and breathing harder than that time I ran the mile in gym class my senior year of high school.

There are only about ten other people in the classroom when I arrive, and I don’t know a single one of them. It’s equal parts exhilarating and nerve-wracking. This class feels like something just for me, and having an entire semester to learn about something I find so fascinating is a dream. It reminds me just how grateful I am to the omegas before me that made it possible.

“Good morning, class! My name is Professor Carter and I’ll be subbing for Professor James today as he is out sick.”

Oh, hell.

The sexy, hostile professor from my biology class is also teaching this class? My chest aches, a foreign feeling making me want to cry. Something about the alpha sets my omega on edge, and I’m not sure how to feel about it. That feeling was part of the reason I sat so far back in his classroom when I normally like to sit up front. I wanted to avoid drawing his attention. That isn’t possible in this classroom. For one, there’s only fifteen seats and they’re arranged in a circle to follow the borders of the room. For two, his cold brown eyes are already fixed on me, the anger in them making me shrink backwards.

“Everybody take your seats, now.” He snaps.

I drop into the first empty seat I see, which happens to be next to the same alpha I sit next to in biology. I didn’t recognize him at first since his shoulder-length hair is down, but his gaze is moving between me and the professor questioningly.

“Is it just me, or does he kind of look like he hates you?” The alpha whispers.

I almost snort but manage to hold it back at the last second. “I missed the first week of his class and I think it pissed him off for some reason. He acted like this the last time I was around him, too.”

The alpha nods with a half smile. “Well if you need a friendly face, consider me Mr. Rogers. I’m Lucky, by the way.” He holds out a hand to shake, which I gladly return. Maybe this is the start of another friendship. His peppermint scent is barely detectable underneath what I assume to be scent blockers, but I’m relieved when my omega isn’t interested at all. It’s pleasant, but nothing like McKenzie’s or Paxton’s.

“I’m Posey, and I won’t say no to having another friend on campus,” I whisper, returning his smile.

Professor Carter clears his throat, glaring at us, and I shrink down in my seat. I don’t know what it is about this professor that makes me so anxious, but maybe having a friend in his classes will make things easier.

Despite my anxiety surrounding the sexy professor, I was riveted for most of the class. The only times I got distracted were when Lucky poked me to ask for clarification or to look at my notes. Each time it happened, Professor Carter would glower at us, and I couldn’t tell if it was aimed at me, Lucky, or both of us for distracting him.

“Okay no offense or anything, short stack, but whatever you did to anger the good professor must have been really bad. Pretty sure he was trying to light you on fire with his eyes the whole class.”

My body sags. Each time I caught him looking twisted my stomach just that much tighter and now all I can think about is how desperate I am to get home to my nest to reset. “I swear I have barely said ten words to the man. I don’t know what his problem is, but I’m honestly considering switching out of his classes to avoid him.”

Lucky’s eyes go wide as he grips my bicep. “No. Don’t leave me alone to deal with his shitty demeanor. I need you here to help bear the weight.”

I laugh and begin gathering my things to leave. “One hour into our new friendship and already throwing me under the bus? Ouch.”

“Ms. Hale,” an angry voice snaps. My back goes ramrod straight, dread coiling in my stomach as I turn to face a livid Professor Carter.

“Yes, Professor?” I gulp. Something flares to life in his eyes, but it’s there and gone too fast for me to decipher.

“The next time you’re in my classroom, I would advise you to focus on the lesson rather than flirting with your fellow classmates. I would hate to have to fail you.”

My eyes widen, mouth parting in shock. A glance to my left shows a furious Lucky, but he wisely keeps his mouth clenched shut. The last thing he needs is for the professor’s apparent issues with me to rub off on him. I clear my throat. “Yes, sir.”

My body is frozen in place, and no matter how hard my mind screams at me to retreat, I can’t seem to make myself move until Lucky nudges my elbow with his. The touch startles me out of the weird trance and I am finally able to grab my things and make a hasty exit. It isn’t until I hit the bottom of the stone staircase that I finally let myself fall apart. My eyes well with unexplained tears and my breathing comes in rapid pants.

The thought of anyone finding me like this ratchets my panic up another notch, so I leave the building as fast as I can and practically run home, not stopping until I’m safely inside my nest with the outside world completely shut out. Tomorrow is a new day and maybe things will be easier, but now I know one thing for certain. I’m not sure I’ll be able to survive an entire semester with Professor Carter.
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I never thought I would be jealous of my pack mates, but here I sit, seething on a Wednesday afternoon as Mack gushes about his second class with Posey this morning. The fact that he gets to sit in class with her three times a week feels ridiculously unfair and I would never admit it to anyone, but my alpha has been on a rampage since I first caught her scent last week.

Unlike Mack, I had absolutely no qualms about bribing the registrar’s office to get the little omega’s class schedule, which is how I know that her last class of the day gets out in ten minutes, and then she’s reserved a private study room in the library. One text to Harold and he gladly took the night off. The other three may have met our flower on accident, but I won’t be leaving it to chance.

Pax


Where are you?




Me


Picked up shift, why?




Pax


Nothing, just thought you’d be home. See you tonight?




Me


Yep




I should feel bad about lying to my brother, but I’d bet just about anything he already knows what I’m up to. We’ve never kept secrets from each other, but I’ve also never been jealous of him before, so this is all new territory that I am going to have to learn to navigate on my own so I don’t create issues within our pack because of my jealousy.

I’m practically skipping up the library steps when I arrive, more eager to get to my post than I can ever remember being. If Harold was here I’d never live it down. Which is exactly why I offered to cover for him rather than just casually being in the library at the same time as Posey. Plus, I’m hoping being in an official uniform will help her trust me a little bit faster and differentiate me from my brother in her mind.

During a typical shift, I sit on a stool by the front door and make sure no one without a student or faculty I.D. comes in, but today I locked the library doors so only someone with a student I.D. can get in and am making rounds on the second floor, patiently waiting for my omega to arrive and admiring the architecture. Harbor University has some seriously wealthy backers and it shows in the grandiosity of the buildings themselves. If you didn’t know any better you would think you’d stepped into Trinity College and not some little hamlet on the East coast.

The moment Posey steps into the room the energy changes. It’s like my entire being is attuned to her scent and even though I’ve never seen her in person, I recognize her right away. I have listened to Mack and my brother talk about this girl non stop for days, and not once did they do her beauty justice. Every eye turns to her the moment she walks in, and a fierce possessiveness rises in my chest. A growl threatens to escape, but I smother it ruthlessly. There’s already one feral alpha-hole in pack Madden, Posey doesn’t need another one.

My darling little flower disappears beneath the balcony, so I take a moment to breathe and devise a plan as I slip back down the stairs. I’m worried between Paxton, Mack, and myself it’s going to be too much and she’ll try to avoid us all. I am even more worried that Jude is going to scare her off with his shitty attitude. It feels imperative that we endear her to us before that happens.

I’m so lost in my thoughts the light footsteps don’t register until it’s too late. I run smack into someone and barely manage to catch her by the elbows before she falls down the marble stairs. “Holy shit, I am so sorry. Are you okay?”

“No, I’m sorry. Mama taught me to watch where I’m going but I thought I saw you from downstairs and figured I’d try to surprise you. Guess we both got the surprise.”

My heart stutters in my chest, a purr rattling out immediately when I realize exactly who I ran into. She clearly thinks I’m my brother, but when she tilts her head, I wait, curious to see what she’ll say.

“You’re not Paxton.”

I like how she says that. She’s not asking, she knows I’m not Pax. Her immediate recognition douses some of the raging inferno of jealousy that’s been burning in my chest. I shake my head, smirking. “No, I’m clearly much more attractive.”

She snorts before immediately covering her mouth. “I’m sorry, that was so rude. I just thought it was funny because obviously y’all are twins.”

Her nervous rambling makes my smile feel more genuine. I hold out a hand, trying to disguise the tremble in it from how potent her scent is. My alpha is so on edge right now, one sideways look could throw me into a rut. “That we are. Parker Avery. The older, and again much more attractive, twin.”

She smiles brightly. “Posey Hale. I like your nose ring.”

I fiddle with it, immeasurably pleased she likes it. If she hadn’t I would have taken it out without a second thought.

Crazy? Maybe. But ask me if I care.

“So what brings you to the library today?”

She grunts, which is fucking adorable. “I’m looking for this dang book for my Biology class, and I can’t find it anywhere. There wasn’t anyone sitting at the circulation desk and I don’t want to upset Professor Carter if I have to ask him for more time on this assignment.” Her hands wring together, displaying her nerves and making me want to throttle Jude.

My elbow knocks gently into hers. “Guess it’s your lucky day then. I happen to know a guy who knows every inch of this library.”

Posey’s eyes go wide, a playful look on her face. “Well I guess I better go find him. Nice meeting you, Parker.”

My name on her lips sends a shiver down my spine and blood to my cock. The last thing she needs is to see me tenting my pants from her saying my name, so I angle my hips away from her and take her elbow, guiding her down the stairs. “You’re a sassy little thing, aren’t you?”

She smiles innocently.

There goes my dick again.

I’m sure if I wasn’t wearing descenter my scent would be engulfing us both right now, and I am acutely and irrationally upset that it’s not. How are any of the alphas here supposed to know she’s mine if I can’t drench her in my scent?

Hers, however, is blissfully uncovered. All I can smell in the air is the tart sweetness of fresh apple slices drizzled in thick honey. For the first time in days my alpha is calm, content in knowing our omega is here with us where we can see and protect her.

“Professor Carter can be a real dick but he’s all bark, no bite. Don’t be afraid to stand up to him if you need to.” I warn her. I wish I didn’t have to warn her at all. I’m not sure what is going on with our pack lead lately, but it’s both concerning me and pissing me off.

She shrugs, one pink-nailed hand clutching the strap of her pink backpack. Paxton was obviously right about her favorite color being pink, and suddenly the black and blue decor in my room feels like the most boring choice in the world. Maybe I’ll pick up a pink blanket for the bed…

“At first I thought maybe he wasn’t so bad. I mean, I missed the first week of class and that would probably frustrate anyone. But until yesterday he hadn’t technically been outright rude to me. And then he snapped at me in front of people and I guess it just it solidified the feeling that he really doesn’t like me. I get really anxious around him, like if I do one thing wrong it’ll be the end of the world, and it makes my stomach hurt. He subbed for one of my elective classes in Chapel Hall yesterday, and that feeling was amplified by, like, a thousand in that tiny space. Especially after he snapped at me.”

I didn’t know he was covering a class over there, but what she’s describing about her anxiety makes sense. That’s definitely her omega reacting to Jude’s alpha. He’s her scent match, but because he religiously covers his scent and takes rut-blockers, she won’t ever know that unless he tells her or one of us slips up. But the face that he was outright rude to her? That’s not the Jude I know, and I’ll be talking to him about it as soon as I can. “Can I ask you for a favor?” She looks at me, and I place a reassuring hand on her back. “If Carter makes you uncomfortable or says something out of line again, will you tell me or my brother?”

She quirks a brow. “Are y’all friends with him or something?”

I offer a half shrug, not wanting to outright lie. “Or something. Just humor me?”

“Okay, I’ll tell one of you if anything happens again.”

“Great. Now let’s get you that book, little flower.”

I may not be able to keep eyes on her all the time, but I can make damn sure my asshole pack lead isn’t making our girl uncomfortable. Because I know Jude Carter. One day soon he’s going to snap out of whatever’s wrong with him and realize he’s being a dumbass, and I don’t want things to be too far gone with Posey for him to get back in her good graces. Jude isn’t himself right now, but we’ll have his back until he is.
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Parker smells like salted caramel. It’s another surprisingly sweet scent, but the salt in his is strong, much stronger than his twin’s. Now that I’ve been with Parker longer than just a few minutes, it’s very obvious how different he is from his brother. Where Paxton is sweet to the bone and quiet because he’s a little bit shy, Parker is quiet because he’s observing everyone around him.

There’s a stillness to him that I don’t notice in his brother, like Parker is firm in any decision he makes and doesn’t want or need anyone else’s opinion on the matter. Paxton is confident in his own way, but there’s a frenetic energy around him that highlights his every emotion. It would be interesting to see how they interact when they’re together.

“So did you and Paxton grow up around here?” I didn’t really spend enough time with Paxton to learn much about him, and I’m curious about these sexy twins. We’ve migrated to a small private study room on the first floor that I booked this morning. It’s just big enough for a tiny table and chairs, and with how late it is, it feels very intimate.

Parker stretches, showing off a strip of toned stomach where his black polo shirt rides up. The all black uniform looks criminally good against his angelic looks, and the silver hoop through his nostril really amps it up. My mouth waters with the urge to lick him, but I ignore it. Now is not the time or the place to melt into a horny puddle of omega.

“Sort of. We grew up in Maryland with our parents and younger sister but once we came out here to go to college our parents fell in love with Sunday Harbor and decided to move out here with us.”

“Wow. And your sister was okay with that? How old is she?”

His smile is full of pride as he talks about his sister, and it endears me to him even more. I had my cousin, but I always wished I had an older brother to tag along with around the ranch. “She just turned seventeen, and selfishly I hope she chooses to go here for school so we can keep an eye on her.”

“I always wished for siblings growing up,” I sigh wistfully. “My cousin Maisie is a year older than me and we grew up together, but when she would go home at night it was just me and my parents, and I don’t know. I guess that was kind of lonely. We lived out in the middle of nowhere so it’s not like there were other kids around to play with, you know? Your sister is lucky to have both of you.”

He laughs, the sound like gravel. “I appreciate that, even though I doubt she thinks so most of the time. I actually think we’re closer now than we were growing up. Probably because we don’t live together.” He turns to me, dropping his chin into his hand. “But enough about me. Tell me about you. You’re obviously not from here.”

I flutter my eyelashes dramatically, turning my accent up to eleven. “Why, whatever would make you think that?”

“You’re such a brat.” Parker smirks, but there’s a distinctly affectionate look in his eyes that makes me flush all over. My panties are completely soaked, and I can only hope they’re as effective at blocking scent as the package claimed.

“I was born and raised in Georgia in the tiniest little one-horse town, and I miss it every day.” A wash of homesickness hits suddenly, and it takes considerable effort to stop myself from tearing up.

“Do you regret moving so far away for school?” There’s no judgement in his tone, only curiosity.

My mind wanders to Paxton and McKenzie as my eyes roam over the handsome alpha in front of me. A week ago, my answer might have been yes. But now? That feeling from my very first day on campus, like I’m right where I’m meant to be, comes back stronger than ever, and I shake my head, repeating my thoughts out loud. “I feel like I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.”

Parker’s breath hitches and he leans forward, scent getting richer as it fills the room. One smooth, long-fingered hand cups my cheek. Rich, salty caramel invades my senses and clouds my mind as my panties lose the battle against my slick, filling the air with my own apples and honey. “Can I kiss you, Posey?”

I don’t think, just nod. And then his lips are on mine in the sweetest, softest kiss. I went from never been kissed to kissed by two different guys in the same week, and it feels incredible. My omega pushes forward in my mind, begging me to get closer. And for once, I don’t fight my instincts.

I scramble into his lap, our lips never parting as my legs straddle his muscular thighs. Parker is built similarly to his twin, but there’s a bulk to Parker that tells me he likely spends a fair amount of time in the gym. He groans into the kiss, a rattling, rusty purr starting up in his chest.

“Fuck, Posey. You’re killing me here,” he pants.

A high pitched whine rings out around us, and it takes several seconds before I realize the sound is coming from me. My body is on fire, like someone cranked the temperature up in the library. It almost feels like…

Parker curses, hands cupping my cheeks. “You’re burning up, flower. How can I help?”

Another whine slips out, this one more insistent when I scoot closer and brush against what feels like an intimidatingly large erection. “I don’t know what’s happening. I just had a heat, I shouldn’t…” a cramp hits, pulling a whimper from my throat. More slick leaks out of me, soaking through my panties and wetting my thighs.

“Goddamn. Alright, flower. Arms around my neck and hold on tight.”

I do as he says, closing my eyes as another cramp and a sudden wave of dizziness makes the room spin. When I open them again, we’re in a dark space filled with shelves. The air is musty and warm, and the ceiling is much lower than the rest of the building. It feels cozy and close and that calms my omega for the time being.

It takes a moment, but I finally manage to make my tongue work enough to ask where we are.

“We’re in the archives. Nobody ever comes down here except for me and Harold, and he isn’t here tonight, so we’ll have privacy until we can handle this wave and get you somewhere safe.”

“It hurts, Parker.” A single tear slides down my cheek, and the alpha melts, tucking my face into his neck as he leans against a tall shelf. There’s barely any light down here and while it soothes my omega, she’s also upset that we can’t see this alpha, our alpha, clearly. Mama’s theory about scent matches swirls around my mind, making more sense the longer I spend in Parker’s presence.

The neighbors note said M, P, P, and J. If three of those alphas are McKenzie, Paxton, and Parker, who is J?

All thought flies out of my mind when I feel masculine fingers graze my panties under my skirt. My heart is racing, terrified I am going to have to go through another heat, but then Parker asks, “Can I touch you, Posey?”

I nod frantically, bucking my hips into his touch as some of the panic melts away, replaced with apprehension. I know the polite thing to do would be to warn him I’ve never done any of this before, but I’m too afraid he’ll stop and I need this.

“Such a good omega,” he purrs. Those long fingers circle my clit through my panties making me cry out. He flips us around and my back hits the shelf. In any other situation it would be uncomfortably distracting to feel the cold metal digging into my back, but all I can focus on now is the warm hand pressed firmly over my mouth. “We’re alone down here for now, but if you can’t keep quiet you’ll lead someone right to us. I don’t want anyone but me and my… brother seeing you like this.” In any other situation I would have noticed the way he paused, but I can’t focus on anything other than quenching the heat burning me from the inside out.

A burst of fresh perfume explodes out of me and Parker moans, his hips stuttering. “Jesus. Your scent…” he looks down at me, blue eyes shining in the dark. “I wonder if you taste as good as you smell?”

In a few smooth movements, he hikes me up, hooks one of my knees over his shoulder, and quickly does the same with the other one so he’s face to face with my slick soaked panties. Parker inhales deeply, groaning as he bites down gently on my clit through the material. I let out a keening whine, more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.

Cool air brushes my clit and I open my eyes, startled. Apparently while I was lost in the pleasure of his bite, Parker ripped my panties off leaving me bare under my skirt. His eyes sparkle. “You make the most delicious sounds, flower. Let’s see how many more I can get you to make before we get caught.”

The thought of getting caught only makes me hotter, and my hips rock against his face as he laps at my clit. I give in to the urge I’ve been fighting since he first kissed me and thread my fingers into his soft hair. It’s long enough on the top to hold on to, and I have a feeling playing with his hair is going to be a new obsession.

His tongue circles my clit before dipping into my core, drinking down each new gush of slick that pours out of me. “Fuck,” he moans, placing kisses along the inside of my thighs as he nuzzles at my overheated skin. “I think I’m addicted to the way you taste. I’m going to need this every day, flower.”

“Yes, alpha.” I whimper.

When one finger spears into my core, I jump. It’s tight, but not uncomfortable. Supposedly omegas feel less pain during their first time, but with how big Parker is? I don’t see how he’ll even fit, let alone how it won’t hurt.

“Hey. Come back to me, Posey.” I don’t realize my eyes are squeezed shut or that my breathing has doubled in speed until Parker draws my attention down, concern evident on his face even in the dim light of the archives. “Are you okay?”

I nod, taking a deep breath and holding it before exhaling slowly. “I’m sorry. I got in my head for a minute. I’m not…” my cheeks flame. “I’ve never done this before. I just started wondering if it would hurt and then… I’m sorry.”

The heat in my body is still there, simmering just under my skin, but my mortification seems to have tempered it a bit. At least for a brief moment. Parker lowers me carefully to my feet and makes sure I’m steady before he cups my face in both of his hands. “You’re a virgin?”

I nod, praying he can see so I don’t have to answer out loud. I don’t know why I’m so embarrassed, plenty of omegas save themselves for their future packs. It’s not as common now as it was in my parent’s day, but still.

His forehead presses to mine, minty breath blowing across my face in harsh pants. “Your first time having sex is not going to be in some dusty library archives, flower.” He pauses. “Are you still feeling needy?”

My head bobs again, embarrassment clogging my throat.

“Okay, I have an idea. Think you can stay clear enough for me to get us out of here?”

“I can try.”

A smile lights up his handsome face and he presses a featherlight kiss to my lips, probably trying to avoid riling me up again before we get wherever he’s trying to take us. “Atta girl.”
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Posey’s Fan Club

Me


SOS. Need you two to throw some of your shirts into a basket with any fancy bath shit you can find in Jude’s bathroom. The smellier the shirts, the better. Just yours, not Judes.




Mack


First of all, love the chat name. Makes us sound like simps.




Paxton


Which we are.




Mack


Exactly, sunshine twin.




Me


GUYS. Please. I’m begging you. Do what I asked and leave it outside of Posey’s door. And maybe leave a change of clothes out for me if you can, Pax.




Paxton


What’s going on, Park? Is Posey okay?




Me


She’s fine but I ran into her at the library and long story short she’s going through a heat spike or something. Trying to help her through it but didn’t want her first time to be in the fucking library archives.




Mack


You’re lucky I like you or I would be petty out of spite.




Paxton


For once I agree with the big guy.




Me


Just… please. We’ll be there in less than 10.




Posey whines, fingers clawing at my shirt like she’s trying to get it off. The longer she goes without an orgasm, the more hazy she gets. We need to get out of the library without any other alphas scenting her. It’s almost ten, so it should be relatively empty by now. I might lose my job for abandoning my post all night, but it would be worth it.

I grab the whimpering omega by the thighs and haul her up so she’s wrapped around me like she was when we came down here, only this time she licks my neck and almost makes me stumble. “No, omega.” The command is nearly a bark, and I instantly soften my tone. “Not here, please. Wait until we get home. You want your nest, don’t you?”

Her head pops up, pink hair flying everywhere as she nods wildly. I won’t tell her right now, but she looks so fucking pretty like this. With her flushed cheeks, bright eyes, messy hair and swollen lips, she looks like a goddess.

And I can’t wait to worship at her altar.

Just imagining her pink hair spread out on my navy sheets has me ready to go again. It’s a good thing my work pants are black or the fact that I came the second I tasted her perfect pussy would be really fucking obvious.

Campus is usually pretty quiet on a Wednesday night, so I’m not expecting to run into anyone on our way back to the Lighthouse. Which is why when a small redheaded omega and her pissed-off looking alpha jump out to block my path, I nearly shout in surprise and tuck Posey’s face back into my neck, immediately purring to keep her calm. My hand goes to the back of her head to hold her there in case there’s a problem. My instincts are riding me to keep her safe until we can get to her nest.

“Jesus fuck!” After a second, I recognize the alpha standing in front of me and raise my brows. “Ward. It’s good to see you and I’d love to stop and chat, but⁠—”

The omega follows when I try to sidestep the large alpha, letting out a truly pathetic sounding growl. “What the hell are you doing with my cousin? And why does she look like that?”

I look at the omega more closely and a lightbulb goes off when I remember what Posey told me in the library. “You’re the cousin. Maisie?”

She nods, wary but mildly appeased. “Listen, Posey went into a heat spike in the library and the longer we’re out here the less lucid she is. I’m not going to disrespect her privacy by saying too much more than that but I realized we needed to get out of there so we’re headed to the Lighthouse.”

“How do we know she even knows who you are? Or that she’s safe with you? Maybe we should just—” she reaches for my omega, and a growl unlike anything I’ve ever let out before escapes before I can pull it back. Ward grabs Maisie by the hips and drags her behind him, but doesn’t growl back. In fact, his hands go up in a placating gesture.

“Baby girl, her scent is all over him. Lily told you Posey went through a heat recently, and finding a scent match or compatible pack so soon after could throw her right into another one.”

My alpha is snarling in my mind, demanding we get our omega away from this other alpha. It doesn’t seem to matter that the bite mark on his neck clearly signals that he’s bonded. Hearing my omegas name in another alphas mouth is about to throw me into a rut. I finally manage to find my voice again after a few tense seconds. “I can give you my phone number and ask Posey to call you when she’s lucid so you know she’s safe and I didn’t take advantage of her. I swear she will be unharmed and unbonded when she does reach out.” I rub Posey’s back gently, trying to rouse her, but my purr must have lulled her to sleep.

“Fine.” Maisie grits out. “But if you hurt one hair on my cousin’s head, I will take that metal bat she loves so much to your dick and maim you so thoroughly your children’s children won’t be able to procreate. Got it?”

If she didn’t look so serious I’d probably laugh. But I don’t want to make a bad impression on my omega’s family. Ward, however, has no such qualms.

“Damn baby girl,” he chuckles. “That was a good one. I can’t wait to tell Theo.”

I give her a shaky thumbs up, already skirting past them. I can see the Lighthouse just ahead, and my alpha relaxes the closer we get. Of course the front door to our pack apartment is cracked open, two sets of eyes peeking out like the creeps they are. “She’s asleep,” I murmur when I get close enough. “I need to wake her up to get her keys, but we ran into her cousin on the way back and got held up. My purr put her right out.”

My brother and Mack tiptoe out, matching dopey grins on their faces as they watch her snuggle further into my neck. Mack reaches out a tentative hand and brushes some hair away, sighing when he finally sees her face. “I know I just saw her this morning, but fuck I missed her.”

Pax comes up on my other side, eyeing me. “You good?”

I nod, not taking my eyes off of her. With how feral my alpha is right now I don’t trust myself to look at another alpha for too long. Not even my pack mates. “I’m good. If she’s lucid and feeling more herself I’ll just tuck her in and come home. But if she needs me I’ll stay.”

He sighs, tracing the blush still staining her cheek. The color makes her freckles stand out in the best way and I can’t wait to tell her how adorable I find them. “We need to tell her who we are. I don’t like feeling like we're lying to her.”

Mack and I exchange a glance but nod in agreement. It’s past time she learns we’re her neighbors. I just hope she isn’t too upset when she finds out who the fourth member of our pack is, especially given everything Jude has been putting her through.

“Remind me to talk to you later. She said something about Jude… god, she’s just so sweet. Apparently he was pretty rude to her, but she didn’t say anything bad about him. Just said he makes her really anxious. He needs to pull his head out of his ass before he says or does something he can’t take back.”

Their concern is palpable in the air, but I shoo them back to the apartment and wait for the door to click shut before rousing the sleepy girl in my arms. “Hey, flower, we’re home. Can you tell me where your keys are so I can get you inside?” I realize a second too late I shouldn’t know where she lives, and I pray she is too out of it to realize she never told me.

Posey’s head pops up as she looks around in confusion, but then a sweet little smile tilts her lips. “If I give you my keys, will you stay with me?”

My head tilts as I study her intently. She’s still warm and her eyes are a little glassy, but she seems at least a little bit clearer than she did at the library. “Sure, baby. I’ll stay.” I glance down, pretending to be surprised by the basket of clothes on the mat. “Oh, looks like someone left you something.”

“Ooh! Gimme!” She makes grabby hands, and I have to bite my lip to hold back a laugh.

“Keys first, flower.”

“Oh. Right.” She hops down from my arms and digs in her bag, coming back with a set of keys on a pink rose keychain.

I wonder if I could get a copy of those without her noticing…

Okay, maybe I need to chill out a little bit.

She unlocks the door and grabs her basket of goodies, leaving me staring at her from the porch. The basket is propped on her hips when she turns around, a hip cocked out to hold it. An image of a baby sitting on her hip in place of the laundry basket comes to mind, and I have to bite my lip to stifle the pleased growl that tries to escape at the idea of her having my baby. Her foot taps, knocking me out of visions of the future. She stares me down as she crosses her arms over her chest. “Well, are you comin’ or not?”

A chuckle does slip out this time at how much stronger her accent is right now. “Yes, ma’am.”
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A quick cat nap on Parker seems to have alleviated the worst of the heat spike, but there’s still a sharp ache in my belly and a low heat simmering under my skin that has me inviting the alpha in for more. The delicious scents coming from this basket full of clothes have most of my focus, but I hear Parker puttering around the apartment behind me, likely locking up and doing all of the things I can’t bring myself to care about right this second.

“I’m takin’ these to my nest!” I call over my shoulder. Maybe I should be concerned that I just let an alpha who is basically a stranger into my apartment unsupervised, but my omega is convinced he’s ours and that’s enough for me.

If I end up on a true crime documentary, at least I won’t be alive to hear my parents, Maisie, or Lainey scold me for being reckless.

I’m full prepared to thoroughly examine these clothes before finding the perfect spots for them in my nest, but when I walk in it looks like a bomb has gone off. There are blankets strewn every which way, pillows flattened and several strings of lights pulled down. I know my heat sucked but I think this is the first time I’ve looked at my nest through the eyes of another person, and I’m almost…ashamed.

What if Parker thinks I’m a terrible omega and leaves? What if my scent is too strong and it makes him sick? I haven’t washed a single thing since my heat, and the room is thick with the syrupy scent of apples, honey, and a musky undertone of omega slick.

I’m so deep into my panic spiral that I don’t hear him come up behind me until strong arms wrap around my torso, one across my shoulders and the other resting lightly on my lower stomach. Parker groans roughly in my ear, his salted caramel scent getting infinitely richer as it fills the nest. The way our scents mingle together makes my knees wobble, but the embarrassment is still too strong to fully appreciate it. “Goddamn, Posey. Is this your nest?”

My nod is small, my scent sour with shame.

His cold nose nuzzles into my neck. “What a beautiful nest, flower. Can I come in to look around some more, or do you want to put these clothes in there first?”

His easy acceptance of the disaster that is my nest eases my panic and allows me to relax back into his hold. “I’m sorry it’s a mess. I had my first heat a couple of weeks ago. I was alone and it was… hard. My nest got trashed and I haven’t had a spare minute to fix it.” My voice gets quieter, tiny tendrils of hope lighting me up inside. “Never really thought I’d have anyone in here to see it.”

Parker presses his lips to my neck once, twice, three times, and I can feel his smile. “It’s an honor to be the first alpha who’s ever seen your nest, Posey. I don’t care if it isn’t perfect, as long as it feels like you.”

A fresh wave of sweet honey fills the air, twining with salty caramel and making me whine. My omega is fighting for control again, and the next time I come back to myself I’m on my knees on the large, round mattress that covers the bottom of my nest. Little glimpses of fabric stick out from behind pillows and under blankets and my nest is filled with cotton candy, salted caramel, and saltwater taffy. It’s like the best parts of summer carnivals back home, but I can’t help to feel like there’s something missing.

I turn around to ask about the missing piece and am greeted by the sight of a gloriously shirtless Parker. At some point while I was frantically rearranging my whole nest, he changed from his black polo and cargo pants into a pair of light grey joggers and nothing else, leaving his chest deliciously bare and so muscular I could wash my clothes on his abs.

The temperature in the room rises as my skin starts to itch. I squirm, rubbing my thighs together in an effort to create some friction on my engorged clit. Another impulsive urge to lick those abs takes over, and this time I don’t fight it. My hands hit the soft mattress and then I’m crawling towards Parker, basking in the heat of his gaze as it trails over my still-clothed form.

Part of me wishes I was crawling away from him so he could see just how much he affects me, but maybe another time.

Parker’s back is against the wall, chest heaving and hands clenched as he fights to keep from grabbing me. I feel powerful and more sexy than ever watching this confident, capable alpha hold himself back. “What are you up to, flower?” His voice is deep and sensual, quiet enough to not break the moment building between us.

“Something I’ve been wanting to do since you stretched in the library and I first caught a glimpse of these.” My voice is liquid velvet as I trace the defined ridges along his abdomen. The muscles are smooth and warm, jumping under my touch. Dipping my head, I keep my eyes on his as my tongue flicks out to lick the first one just under his pec.

I don’t know if it’s sweat or just the natural effect of his scent, but he tastes like salt and the slightest hint of thick, rich caramel. My moan echoes around the nest, followed by a muffled grunt. Parker bites down on his fist, staring down at me with a potent mix of lust and awe in his intensely blue eyes.

My tongue continues on its path down his abdomen, tracing every inch as the alpha underneath me mumbles and curses, letting me take my time. When I reach the waistband of his sweats, he breaks. Strong hands lift me up so my thighs straddle his lap, mirroring our position from the library. “If you don’t stop, I’m going to come again before I have a chance to give you what you need.”

As if my body was waiting for direction, another cramp wracks my abdomen, making me cry out. Parker presses a warm palm down exactly where the cramp hit, rubbing soothing circles. “Have you ever taken a knot before, flower?”

I shake my head, suddenly shy. “Not a real one.”

His nostrils flare, scent blooming. “Is that something you want? We don’t have to. There are other things we can do that would ease your spike.”

“No!” I yelp. “Want you. Want your knot.”

He smirks. In one swift move, he strips my sweater over my head and tosses it out of the nest, doing the same with my bralette. It takes a bit of maneuvering, but after only a few seconds he has my skirt off too. Only his sweats separate his throbbing cock from my slick core, and even that feels like too much. Calloused fingers cup my chin, drawing my gaze to his. “I need to ask while you’re lucid, Pose. Are you on birth control? I’m clean, and it’s been a very long time for me.”

A growl rips through the air and a painfully awkward moment passes before I finally realize that sound came out of me. My omega rages in my mind at the thought of her alpha with anyone else, and he grins in response. “You’re sexy as hell when you get all possessive, flower. But it’s not necessary. You’re all I see now.”

The words appease the jealous monster inside of me, and I relax on his lap once again. “I have an implant. Got it before I came here, just in case. And I’ve never… yeah.” I trail off, embarrassment heating my cheeks once again. This conversation is painfully awkward, but I really appreciate him caring enough to initiate it even though I’m literally naked on his lap and begging him to fuck me.

He curls long fingers in my hair, dragging my mouth to his and taking it in a deep kiss. His tongue tangles with mine as his hands move from my head and fumble around below us. My knees are shifted back and then something hot and incredibly hard smacks against my lower stomach. I gasp and pull away, marveling when I see Parker’s cock for the first time.

It’s big, but I already knew that from our tryst in the library, and long with delicate veins running along either side. I trace a finger over one and bite my lip when a bead of precum leaks from the ruddy head. Park throws his head back against the wall, moaning as his hips thrust the barest amount. “I promise I’ll let you explore all you want later, little omega. But right now I need to get inside of you before I explode.”

I’ve seen enough porn to have a general idea of what to do, so I rise onto my knees and hold there, letting Parker line himself up against my entrance. A keening cry escapes when I feel the head brush my oversensitive clit. “Slow, flower. I don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

For once, my omega listens. I drop my hips the barest inch onto his cock, gasping at the stretch. It’s not painful, but it’s so much more intense than his fingers. Parker helps me out and lifts his hips, thrusting in and out in a steady rhythm. With each thrust he sinks a little bit deeper until he’s fully seated inside of me. “Oh my god,” I moan, dropping my forehead to rest on his shoulder.

He pulls me close, breaths heavy, and holds me against him for a beat. “I know, baby. I feel it too.”

I know exactly what he’s talking about. Joined together like this, my soul sings with contentment. Like I’ve been waiting my whole life for this moment. And yet still, there’s room in my soul for more. It feels like my omega knows we aren’t complete yet and is waiting patiently for everyone else to catch up.

“I’m going to guide your hips, but I want you to bounce for me.” He lifts my hips, tilting them, and drops me down quickly, the tip of his cock bumping against my cervix with a delicious pressure that makes me ravenous for more. “Like this.”

I follow his lead, slowly at first and then gaining speed as my confidence grows. The nest is awash with a chorus of moans, curses, and grunts as I ride this gorgeous alpha, growing desperate to feel his knot. “Alpha,” I whine.

He growls, fingers digging in to my hips so hard I have no doubt there will be bruises tomorrow. “You want my knot, omega?”

“Please!”

“Then take it.” His thrusts grow frenzied, my thighs slapping against his with each pulse of my body. I bounce on him a few more times before he grabs my hips and pulls me down over his knot. It swells, locking us together, and I cry out. Parker growls again and bites down on my shoulder hard enough to sting but not break the skin as liquid heat floods my pussy, leaking out around his knot.

I’m still warm but the haze of the spike is clearing with each labored breath. Parker’s forehead rests against the place where he bit my shoulder, warm breath coasting along my collarbones. “Well…” I drawl. “It was really nice to meet you, Parker.”

It’s silent for a moment and then he snorts, both of us breaking into delirious laughter that fills the room much like our moans did only a few minutes ago. He finally lifts his head, eyes shining with mirth and something that looks an awful lot like affection. “Best first meeting of my life.”
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Waking up wrapped in someone else’s arms is disorienting in the best way. After two more rounds and one very thorough shower, Parker and I finally collapsed into my nest in the early hours of the morning. It’s a good thing I don’t have any classes today, or I’d have to show up looking like a hot mess. Between the love bites on my neck and shoulders, fingertip bruises on my hips and thighs, and Parker’s scent all over me, I look thoroughly sexed up.

“Mmm you don’t feel like a dream.”

I giggle, turning around in Parker’s arms so we’re face to face. His eyes are closed, but there’s a small smile playing across his lips. I nuzzle my nose into his cheek so my lips brush his chin as I ask, “What do you mean?”

He cracks one eye open just for a second and then closes it again, pulling me tighter against his hard body. My pussy clenches when I feel his erection pressed into my belly, making me wince. I might have overdone it last night. It feels like my pussy might be out of commission for a few days. “Last night felt like the most incredible dream I’ve ever had. But waking up with you in my arms? It doesn’t feel real.”

My teeth dig into my lower lip, but I change topics so I don’t scream from the giddy delight coursing through me. “Do you have class today?”

Parker groans, rolling to his back and reaching over to a small table where his phone sits. “Don’t remind me.” He drops his phone back to the table and sighs, opening his eyes fully to look at me. “I need to go home and change before class.”

My heart plummets. It’s irrational, but my omega really doesn’t want this alpha to leave. I don’t want him to leave. I don’t even realize my eyes are watering until Parker cups my cheeks in his big hands. “Baby…” he places the gentlest kiss on my lips. “I’ll come back after class, I promise. I would skip it altogether but I have a test and this professor is a hard ass.”

I sniffle, shaking my head. “I’m sorry, I don’t know why I’m so emotional this morning. I swear I’m not going to turn into a stage five clinger.”

He snorts. “Flower I am begging you to cling. Be clingy, be needy. Hell, if I could carry you around with me like a backpack all the time I would. There’s still so much we need to talk about, but I don’t plan on going anywhere.”

A feeble purr vibrates in my chest, making Parker groan. He buries his face right between my boobs, making me laugh and the purr stop. “No, no keep purring. Just five more minutes.” He begs, sighing dreamily when I focus and start back up. “That feels like a Xanax for my alpha.”

I spear my fingers through his blond hair, playing with the soft strands and combing them back into some semblance of neat. If this is how mornings with this alpha will be? I really hope he means what he says.
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In Parker’s world, five minutes actually meant fifteen minutes and twelve increasingly irritated text messages from Paxton before he finally got up and left, but not without a majorly indecent kiss and a promise to see me later.

Leaving the nest was hard, but Maisie texted me asking for proof of life, so I agreed to meet her at Sugar & Spice. I also still feel more than a little bit guilty for ignoring so many of her texts and calls since moving into my apartment, so I probably owe her an apology. And apologies are always better with treats and caffeine.

I’m so focused on finding my keys in my oversized purse when I leave the apartment that I don’t see the man walking the opposite direction until it’s too late. I crash into him, knocking a folder full of papers to the ground. “Oh my word I am so sorry! Here let me help you grab these.” We bend down at the same time and suddenly I’m surrounded by the salty-sweet smell of freshly popped kettle corn.

My eyes catch on a pair of shiny black loafers and trail up to see neat black slacks that do nothing to hide this man’s muscular legs. He’s got on a shiny gold watch and black button up shirt covered by a very nice wool peacoat. He looks like he walked straight out of a GQ fall photoshoot. Black glasses and perfectly coiffed hair complete the sexy professor vibe and make him look…

He looks like…

Oh, holy hell in a hand basket. I’ve been sitting here ogling Professor Carter.

The mortification I’m feeling knows absolutely no bounds. My face heats with a flush I can feel all the way to my ears and down my neck. “Professor Carter, I am so, so sorry. I wasn’t paying attention and then the papers scattered and your scent hit me and it…”

The alpha goes rigid next to me, snatching the few papers I picked up out of my hand. “Why don’t you try paying attention to something that isn’t yourself or whatever alpha is panting after you this week,” he snaps.

“I—”

Cold brown eyes filled with anger and disdain look me up and down, stopping on my neck. He scoffs. “And as for my scent? You’re sorely mistaken. There’s no way you smelled it and even if you did we would never be compatible.” With that devastating parting blow he storms off, shoving papers into the messenger bag at his waist as he mutters to himself.

Any shock I was feeling wears off and tears fill my eyes for the second time this morning. I know I caught his scent and it made me feel the same as Mack, Paxton, and Parkers did. For him to outright say that he could never be compatible with someone like me… my omega is freaking the hell out.

My phone chimes and even though the screen is blurry through my tears, I still manage to read it and spring into action.

Maisie


You on your way, Rosie Posey? I’m here and have cinnamon rolls. They’re fresh and still warm from the oven!




I don’t care that I’m crying in public right now, the thought of hugging my cousin and then stuffing my face with warm gooey goodness is too much of a temptation to resist and has me rushing across campus. No matter how much I want to crawl back into my nest and die from embarrassment, I know I need to see Maisie and find out if what I’m feeling is rational.

The adorable cafe comes into view and my steps speed up. I’m practically jogging when I finally crash through the door and spot Maisie. Her eyes fly open when she sees my messy state. “Posey what happened? Do I need to call Aunt Lil?”

I shake my head, then nod, then shrug my shoulders, bursting into tears when Maisie throws her arms around me. She smells like her pack and the thought only makes me cry harder because I want that. I suspect Parker, Mack, and Paxton are part of the pack next door, but their fourth member is still a mystery, and that’s really starting to bother me, especially after what just happened.

Maisie ushers me to a back corner where a couple of overstuffed chairs bracket a small table that holds two massive cinnamon rolls and iced coffees. As soon as I’m settled with a coffee in my hand, she levels me with a stern look. “Alright, spill. Ever since you moved into your own place you’ve been a total ghost, and when I finally do get to see you, you’re either running to class or you show up crying your eyes out. In public no less. What would Nanny say?”

A watery laugh escapes as I do my best to dry the tears on my cheeks. “Somethin’ like ‘Pretty is as pretty does, Primrose. Go fix your face, hide your crazy, and start actin’ like a lady.’”

Maisie’s mouth hangs open but she quickly starts laughing. “Oh my word you sound exactly like her. Please do that impression for our parents sometime.” She eyes me, her overly perceptive eyes cataloguing every detail. “Are you ready to tell me why you look like you got rode hard and put up wet?”

“That’s because I did.”

She chokes, coughing into her hand as I finally manage a small smile. “It’s a long story.”

“Good thing I’ve got time.”
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“Okay, what the fuck is your problem?” I growl, glaring at Jude. He’s my pack lead and best friend, but I’m about ready to fucking throttle the asshole. His expression is one of sheer boredom when he looks at me, but I know better. I can see the mania behind his eyes and the way his fists clench on the desk.

His words are measured as he checks his watch. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Don’t you have practice to get to?”

I roll my shoulders back and place my hands down on the desk opposite his seat. “Got cancelled. I’m serious, Jude. You’ve been off for weeks and now you’re being rude to Posey? I’m fucking done. So tell me now or I can go over your head and contact the pack doctor.”

That mania crests, finally shifting his demeanor into what he’s been trying so hard to cover up. He stands so quickly the wood chair smacks against the wall and gets right in my face, snarling viciously. “You wouldn’t,” he barks.

“Try me.” I don’t give in to his baiting and keep my voice even. His alpha is trying to make mine back down with a show of aggression, and I refuse to play into it. If Jude wants a fight, he can go antagonize Parker.

All at once, the aggression floods out of Jude, leaving him deflated. His shoulders slump and he seems to shrink in on himself. “I went in for a routine checkup about three months ago and some of my bloodwork was weird so they ordered more tests. I’m in the beginning stages of Alpha Rabidity. The only thing that will help it is regular contact with a compatible omega, and the only cure is a bond with one.”

My jaw drops, shock freezing me for a long moment. Of all the things I expected him to say, that wasn’t even remotely in the realm of possibilities that went through my head. My body gives up, all my bravado gone. He’s only twenty-four. It’s practically unheard of to develop this condition so young. If Jude is going rabid… “Do they know how long?”

He knows what I’m asking. When an alpha is diagnosed with AR, there are typically four stages. What stage you’re diagnosed at determines how long you might have before surpassing feral and going completely rabid. But he just shakes his head. “I was diagnosed at stage one three months ago. Last week I was already at stage two. Doc said it’s one of the fastest progressions he’s ever seen in someone under thirty. Worst case, 6 months. Best case, a year. And that’s only if I start treatment right now.”

“Why the fuck haven’t you started treatment then?” I explode, furious that not only has he been keeping this from us, but also declining the treatment that could literally save him from going rabid and being locked away. The fury is mixed with a heap of guilt when I think about all of the times we’ve joked about Jude acting feral recently. So many things are starting to make sense now, and nausea churns in my gut when I think about it.

He snarls, tearing at his hair in frustration. “I don’t trust myself, alright? Ever since my diagnosis I can feel myself slipping, and I’m terrified that I’ll accidentally bite someone I don’t mean to. And now that I’ve smelled…” he trails off, and my heart jumps to my throat.

“Now that you’ve smelled Posey? I knew you were affected by her. We finally met our scent match, why would you not want to be around her and ease your symptoms?” The hoops he’s jumping through to avoid getting to know Posey don’t make any sense. She’s clearly ours, so why is he so hell-bent on being alone?

“I don’t want an omega, Mack. You know this. I can’t count the number of times I’ve said those exact words to you and the twins. If you guys want the omega, fine. I won’t stand in your way. But for the last goddamn time, I. don’t. want. her.”

This conversation is clearly going nowhere so rather than respond, I grab my bag and hightail it out of there, desperate to work off some steam in the gym before I punch my best friend.

A glimpse of pink hair at the end of the hall makes me pause, wondering if I’m losing it or if I just saw Posey, and then I catch the lingering scent of apples and honey in the air. Only it’s all wrong. The apples are sour with distress and the honey is bordering on rancid. I take off at a sprint, determined to catch up with my omega and find out why she’s running through the building. Finally I spot her in a quiet alcove down an unused hall. “Posey?” I ask quietly.

She startles, pressing her back further into the wall. “Y-yeah?” The single word is choked and a quiet sniffle follows.

My stomach drops, my alpha panicking in my mind at the sound of her tears. “Pretty girl, why are you crying?” When I get close enough, I can see tears pouring down her cheeks, her soured scent even more potent in this empty corner.

Her breathing stutters, and she doesn’t answer for several tense seconds. “I heard Professor Carter.”

Shit.

“What did you hear, gorgeous?” I ask carefully. He said a lot, and I don’t know how long she was standing there.

“I accidentally ran into him this morning and knocked some papers out of his hands. I caught his scent and… it’s stupid, but my omega thought he was ours. But then he.” She trails off, pressing her lips together.

White hot anger rushes through my veins, so much that I’m practically shaking with it. “But then what?”

Posey sighs, sniffling and wiping her nose on a long sleeve. I can’t tell what color this sweater is, but it looks similar to the one she was wearing the first day I met her. “He said I couldn’t have scented him, but even if I did, we would never be compatible. It’s not so much the words themselves, but the way he looked at me when he said it. He looked… disgusted. Like the idea of being my scent match was the worst thing that could possibly happen to him.”

Her eyes go fiery in the fading daylight, belying her frustration. “But then just now I heard him acknowledge that we are scent matches, and he still doesn’t want me. What is it about me that’s so repulsive? I know I’m not curvy like most omegas, and the pink hair is a little troll-ish, but I’m nice, and I crochet, and I’m a really good friend most of the time.”

By the end of her rant she’s panting and her eyes are shiny again, so I step closer. “Posey…”

She shakes her head, biting down on her plump bottom lip. It’s swollen and a little bruised like she’s been thoroughly kissed recently, and for the second time in as many days, I find myself jealous of one of my pack mates. Of course I want them to get close with our omega, too, but I can’t help but feel like I’ve barely had any time with her. I’m worried I’ll get left behind. “Please don’t,” she whispers.

The words are like a cannon in the silence, echoing around us and tearing me open. “Why?”

Her hands tremble where she smooths down the sweater, adjusting the backpack strap on her shoulder. “I’m sorry, McKenzie, but I can’t do this. I know we’ve been having this flirtation and we’re obviously really compatible, but I won’t be the reason your pack falls apart. I really like you, but as long as Professor Carter hates me, I’m going to feel out of place. I think it's best if we just keep our distance for a while. Until I can be around you without wanting to drown in your scent.” And then she walks away.

It takes several agonizing seconds for her words to make sense, and then I’m running through the building again trying to catch up to her. I can’t let her walk away. Not now, not after the three of us have gotten so attached to her. I know in my gut Jude will come around, but if Posey walks away before that can happen, it will fracture our pack beyond repair. Parker especially will never forgive Jude for pushing her away or me for letting her go.

“Posey!” I shout when I finally spot her just as she’s slipping out of the building. This particular building is in the center of campus, so we’re surrounded by other students rushing to one thing or another. I’m a big guy, so I draw attention anyway, but being the star catcher for the school’s champion baseball team and someone who has never paid attention to any girl? There are a lot of eyes on us right now.

She speeds up, but her strides are no match for mine so I catch up quickly and grab her arm to spin her around. The momentum of her speed coupled with my strength has her crashing into my chest with an “oomph.”

“Posey please. Please give me a chance to show you it’s worth the risk.”

“But Professor Carter⁠—”

I cup her cheeks, holding eye contact so she knows how serious I am. “Jude. And he will get over his hang ups. He has a lot going on right now, and I swear it’s not you.”

Her beautiful blue eyes are glassy and red-rimmed, but she’s not crying anymore. Thank god, because her tears were breaking my heart. “Do I need to get on my knees and beg you for a date? Because I will.”

Those eyes go wide, darting around as her lips part. “There are people watching us.”

That wasn’t a no.

I drop to my knees, taking her hands in mine and staring at her like the obsessed sap I’ve become in an alarmingly short period of time. “McKenzie,” she hisses, her cheeks turning a darling shade of pink.

One side of my mouth tips up in a smirk. Eventually she’ll realize I don’t say things I won’t follow through on. “Posey, will you go on a date with me?”

Her blush gets brighter, covering her entire face and neck. “If I say yes will you get up so people stop staring?”

I shrug, not willing to agree one way or the other. I’ll stay down here all day if I need to. I hope to spend a lot of time on my knees for this omega, so why not start now?

Posey sighs, shaking her head. “Okay.”

My smile is so wide it hurts. “Really?”

She nods. “I’m scared, but I’m already attached to you and the idea of letting you go hurts.”

I let out a whoop of joy and stand, scooping Posey into my arms and swinging us both around. One fist goes up in a victory cry. “She said yes!”

Cheers go up around the quad, and I bite down on my lip to hide my proud grin. The rumor mill at Harbor U is quick and wild, so I know the rumor that Mack Madden is off the market will reach every corner of campus within the hour, and I can’t wait.
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“Rumor has it Mack Madden got engaged to a very pretty piece of cotton candy on the quad today,” Lainey sing-songs by way of greeting when I let her into my apartment later that afternoon. Her arms are laden down with bags of lord only knows what and her smile is so wide I’m pretty sure I can see her molars.

“You remember that horror movie about a contagious smile that kills people? Those are the vibes you’re giving off right now,” I inform her drolly. Then her words sink in and I shriek, “WHAT!” I didn’t realize McKenzie goes by Mack, but it makes sense. I wonder if he got teased in school for his name like I did and that’s what made him shorten it.

My friend snickers, dropping her things onto my couch with a thud. Amusement is thick in her voice as she tells me, “I heard about it from four different people in the last hour alone. People are buzzing that someone finally locked the infamous Mack Truck down. Do you know he’s never been seen with a woman before? Or a man, for that matter. The dude is either extremely talented at being discreet or he’s never hooked up with anyone on campus.”

It’s impossible to think over the thundering of my heart in my chest, let alone digest that little tidbit of information. “Can we circle back to the whole engagement thing, please?”

Lainey is examining her nails, seemingly unaware that she’s just thrown me for a loop. “Hmm?” She mumbles before focusing on me. “Oh, yeah. Well I heard the big guy got down on one knee and asked a question, though I couldn’t get a clear answer on what the question was. And then he stood up, did a dance, and screamed ‘she said yes’ loud enough for the whole quad to hear.”

Other than assuming it was a marriage proposal, the rumor is pretty spot on. Except… “It was two knees. Not one.” I mutter. Lainey squeals, rushing me and wrapping me up in a hug.

“Posey! I’m so excited for you! And a little bit jealous, Mack is seriously hot.”

A possessive growl rattles my throat, catching me completely by surprise. I gasp in horror, clutching my throat as I stare wide-eyed at my friend. “Oh my word, I am so sorry. I have no idea why I just did that.”

There’s nothing but mischief in Lainey’s smile. “I do. Your omega just staked her claim.” She places a reassuring hand on my arm, any previous humor shifting into something more earnest. “I was just trying to get a reaction out of you. I promise I’m not attracted to your alpha and you have absolutely nothing to worry about with me. Plus,” she smirks. “I’m pretty sure a man who willingly gets on his knees for you in public is completely enamored. The entire female student body could offer him an orgy and he’d try to hide behind you.” She pauses. “Well, that and I’m more into football players.”

I almost growl again, but the thought of McKenzie using me as a human shield when I’m over a foot shorter than him is so comical I laugh instead. “Okay, okay. Enough of that. Why do you have four million bags with you? I thought you were helping me get ready for my date and finally filling me in on your mysterious absence.”

After Mack walked me home this afternoon, where he sheepishly admitted to being one of the alphas next door and knowing who I was by my scent when we met, Lainey finally texted to let me know she is, in fact, alive. Of course I immediately offered to come over, but when she heard about the date, she insisted on helping me get ready here.

“Duh. That’s what these are for.” She points at a large white bag with ‘Ryan’ stitched into it in neon yellow. “That one is outfit options in case you hate everything you own like I do whenever I have a date.” A smaller orange and pink checkered bag. “Hair tools.” And the smallest one of all, a white drawstring bag with teddy bears on it. “Makeup.”

I raise a brow at her. “You know I have all of that, right? We’re not even the same shade.” Where Lainey has pale skin with cool pink undertones, my tan skin has a distinctly warm undertone I get from my dad Tucker. Most of her makeup would make me look like a corpse.

Her lips twist into a scowl. “Oh. I didn’t think of that.” She waves me off, “It’s fine, we’ll use yours.” I watch, amused, as she makes herself at home in my bathroom and shouts at me to hurry up. I have a feeling the next four years with Lainey by my side are going to be absolute chaos and for once, I can’t wait to embrace it.
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Lainey left ten minutes ago, and I feel like I’m going to throw up. Before he left me earlier today, McKenzie explained that while he wants a one on one date with me as soon as possible, he thinks my first official date should include both him and the twins. I’ve never even been on a date with one guy, how the heck am I supposed to handle three at once?

I don’t have any more time to spiral because there’s a knock on the door, almost so soft I miss it at first. That knock is followed by a much louder, quicker rap. A quiet giggle escapes, because that was so obviously Paxton at first, and I’m guessing McKenzie got impatient and decided he wanted to knock, too.

Answering the door and being hit by all three of their scents at once is so distracting I miss Parker advancing on me until his hand has tangled in my hair and tilted my head up to meet his achingly warm gaze. “I missed you, flower.”

My body sags under his touch. I don’t know how it’s possible to be so attached to someone I just met, but I am. I didn’t even realize how much I missed him until now, and it’s only been a few hours. I push up to my tiptoes and brush my lips across his, sighing at the contact. “I missed you too.”

Parker holds me for a few seconds longer before moving aside and then I’m face to face with his twin. My smile widens and I throw my arms around his middle, breathing in his sweet taffy scent. “Hi, Paxton,” I mumble into his chest.

Lean arms circle my shoulders, holding me to his chest. The smile is evident in his voice. “Hi, Posey. I was starting to worry I’d scared you off.”

The words are quiet, but there’s a truthfulness to them that makes my heart hurt. Paxton was the first alpha I was ever attracted to, and meeting his packmates doesn’t take away from that attraction or how much I missed him. I pull back, meeting his worried stare with a grin. “Me, scared? Never. I’m more likely to go after something I’m afraid of with a baseball bat than run away.”

He barks out a laugh, his face lighting up with relief and humor. “Good to know.”

“What am I? Chopped liver?”

Paxton goes to stand next to his brother in my entryway, leaving me face to face with the jolly gorgeous giant. “You.” I poke McKenzie’s chest with one finger. “Have some explaining to do. You let the entire school think we got engaged this morning?”

His face turns beet red, all the way to the tips of his ears. “I didn’t know they were going to think that,” he tries to defend himself, but I just raise a brow, because I would bet my bottom dollar he did know. “Alright, alright. I didn’t know for sure. But maybe I hoped.”

I shake my head, not really upset but wanting to make him squirm a little bit. The massive alpha bends at the waist, putting his lips right next to my ear. “Should I get on my knees for you again to apologize?” The words are a husky whisper, and slick floods my panties in response to both the words and the image they create.

Three matching groans ring out, and I turn to see Parker adjusting himself unabashedly. If there’s one thing I’m learning about that man, it’s that he has absolutely no problem showing me exactly how much I turn him on, regardless of our location.

“Maybe later,” I respond, equally as quiet. My throat clears, and I turn to grab three small gift bags off the entry table. Nerves skitter across my skin and make my fingers tremble as each alpha takes the bag with his initial on it. For Parker and Paxton, I also wrote the color on the outside of the bag since I didn’t know who they were at the time that I made them.

“You shouldn’t have, sweetheart. It’s our job to spoil you.” Paxton says sweetly. McKenzie is already tearing into his, and his enthusiasm quells some of the nervous energy inside of me. “Holy shit!” His mouth drops open, hazel eyes wide and bright with excitement. “I thought you were joking. This is the best gift I’ve ever gotten.”

I watch as the twins pull out their scarves, matching awed expressions on both of their handsome faces. In this moment if Parker didn’t have his nose ring in, I’m honestly not sure I could tell them apart from just a glance.

“It’s nothing,” I blurt, wringing my hands together. Gift giving is one of my love languages, and most of the time it’s something I’ve crocheted with that person in mind. Watching the guys handle their scarves like I’ve gifted them precious gems and not just some tangled yarn makes my heart skip a beat. I’ve never had someone look so… honored, by being given one of my creations.

“Posey,” Paxton sounds choked up, which shocks me. “You made these for us?”

My head bobs, heat suffusing my cheeks once again. It feels like all I do is blush and perfume around these guys. It’s like my brain goes offline and my omega takes the wheel, leaving me with only my baser instincts to rely on. “It was nothing. I told you I crochet in my free time, and I had a lot of fun picking out colors for y’all.”

Looking around, I see they’re all watching me. McKenzie looks like I just asked him to marry me, Paxton looks about half a second away from crying, and Parker is staring at me with hunger and appreciation burning in his eyes.

“Well alright,” I clap, ready to change the subject before I cry or turn into a puddle of slick on the floor. “Now that that’s out of the way, should we get this show on the road?”
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My scent match made me a scarf.

The thought plays on a loop in my mind the entire walk through campus to the parking lot and the drive out to the edge of town. The only thing that finally breaks me out of my state of awe is Posey’s thrilled squeal when Mack pulls up to the Harbor Days fall festival. We were originally going to take her bowling but when I remembered this was going on, I suggested we bring her here instead.

Now, as I watch our girl bouncing on her toes with excitement as she eyes all the different activities, I’m really fucking glad we did.

All three of us have our scarves wrapped around our necks, mine a mix of light and dark greens with a white ‘P’ on the end, Parker's a deep navy blue with the same, and Mack’s a dark red with even darker burgundy border and an ‘M’ on the end. Posey doesn’t have a scarf on, but she’s wearing a thick sweater that looks incredibly soft, and a pair of jeans that fit her so well the company should be paying her to advertise for them.

“You brought me to a carnival?” She squeaks, clapping as she takes a turn kissing each of us on the cheek. My hand immediately flies up to cup my cheek protectively, desperate to savor the feel of her lips on me, no matter how brief the contact was.

Almost crying over her gift was mortifying, but I’ve never had a girl care so much about me she made me something by hand. Let alone something as beautiful as this scarf. I don’t think I’ll ever take it off. Lifting the soft material to my face, I inhale and get a lungful of her potent scent.

I wonder if she worked on these in her nest.

Fuck, I can’t think of Posey in her nest right now or I’m going to get a boner. And there are children here, so that would be wildly inappropriate. Usually after dark all the families with kids go home, but for right now, the festival is packed to the brim with teenagers, couples, performers, and everything in between.

Posey looks over her shoulder at me with an excited grin, holding out her hand, and that is an invitation I will absolutely never refuse. I tangle my fingers with hers, noting how perfectly her hand fits in mine. She leans her head against my arm and sighs, content to let us lead as we take her on a tour of all the different booths and things to do.

I lean down to press a kiss to her hair, silently cursing the awkward angle. “What do you want to do first, sweetheart?”

She hums, fingers trailing nonsensical patterns across my bicep. The contact makes me shiver, goosebumps spreading down my arms. Of course she notices, biting her lip to hold back a smile. “The rides are best at night, so maybe we can go to some of the booths first and also grab a bite? I can smell something deep fried and deliciously sugary, and my mouth is already watering.”

Mack does a fist pump, making her laugh. Parker rolls his eyes, but it’s much more affectionate than his usual look. “Mack’s favorite activity at any of the town events is eating. He can put down enough food to feed the entire baseball team and be hungry again an hour later.”

The big guy just shrugs, unbothered. “You try being 6’7, two-hundred-fifty pounds, and running bases almost every day. Then tell me you aren’t hungry all the time.” He turns to Posey, flashing a slightly embarrassed smile. “It’s so bad during the season I have to carry protein bars and an extra lunch with me in case I can’t get home before practice to eat. But honestly, I always have some sort of snack on me even outside of baseball season.” He pulls a packet of trail mix and a meat stick out of his pocket as proof.

Posey giggles, linking her other arm through his with a sweet smile. “I’m not much of a big meal person, and it drives my mom crazy. I’m pretty sure I could survive off of snacks alone for the rest of my life and be completely happy. But that also means I eat more often than most people. Maybe we can find a time to take snack breaks together during the day? I know it might not be possible during baseball season, but for now?”

Mack looks like he’s going to pass out from excitement, nodding like a bobblehead as his eyes glimmer with what looks suspiciously like tears. “I would love that, pretty girl. Snacks and seeing you? My dream date.”

She laughs loudly, ensnaring all of us once again. Even Parker, who up until a few days ago was the grumpiest guy on the planet, is staring at the little omega with stars in his eyes and a besotted grin on his lips. He holds out a hand towards Posey and as soon as she places hers in it, he pulls our omega out from between me and Mack with a smirk. “Let’s see what kind of trouble we can get ourselves into, flower.”
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I’ve been watching Posey for the last few hours and have come to the conclusion that everything she does is almost obscenely precious. She spent at least five minutes at each booth talking to the vendors and getting to know their life stories, and the three of us just sat back and watched in complete awe at the way she effortlessly makes friends with every person she meets. The other person always walks away with a smile on their face, and I think that perfectly encompasses our omega as a person. She’s sunshine and kindness personified.

Once it got dark we finally wandered into the rides portion of the grounds. Posey has been eyeing the massive ferris wheel for a while now, her eyes narrowed like she’s thinking hard about something. Parker is an adrenaline junkie and Mack just can’t seem to tell our omega no, so they’re the ones who have been accompanying her on most of the rides. I’m not brave enough to go on the fast ones or anything that spins, so I’ve been her partner for all of the games.

Now, though, she directs her attention right at me. There’s a wide, wicked smile on her gorgeous face, and I know I’m screwed before she even opens her mouth. When Posey gives me that look, there isn’t a snowball’s chance in hell of me telling her no. “Paxton,” she sings, holding out a hand for mine as Mack and Parker titter in the background. “Will you go on the ferris wheel with me?”

I eye the wheel skeptically, wondering when the last safety inspection on this thing was. “I don’t know… that thing looks like one light breeze will knock it over, sweetheart.”

She pokes her bottom lip out and I crumble instantly. “Fine,” I sigh. Pointing at the two yahoos egging her on, I make my voice as serious as I can. “But I swear to god if we die on this thing, I’m coming back to haunt you both and hogging our omega for all of eternity.”

Their smug expressions drop and now it’s my turn to smirk. Posey just laughs, dragging me to what I’m positive will be my death.

“If you really don’t want to go on it I won’t make you,” she says just before we step into line for the ride.

I pull her to me and place a kiss on the top of her head. Inhaling her sweet scent relaxes me marginally, and a quiet purr kicks up in my chest. “It’s not that I don’t want to…” I trail off, dreading admitting this to her. “I’m just fucking terrified of heights.”

Her eyes dart to mine, lips parting in surprise. “Pax!” She smacks my chest. I feign injury trying to get her to smile, but she doesn’t take the bait. Her expression shift to one of concern. “I can go alone or get Parker or McKenzie to come with me. I don’t want you suffering because of some silly whim I had.”

I shake my head, determination steeling my spine. “No.” I say firmly. The last thing I ever want is to stifle her whimsy. It’s one of my favorite things about her. “First of all, it’s not a silly whim. I don’t ever want to hear you describing something you want as silly. Second, I’m going on this death wheel with you. I might just need you to hold my hand so I don’t pass out.”

She giggles, but I’m really not joking. The chances of me passing out are extremely high.

The attendant calls for us to enter the little gondola thing, and I thank every deity I can think of this isn’t some rickety bucket seat with a measly bar to keep us from plummeting to our death. These are more like the actual gondolas you see at a ski resort, with waist-high walls and the top entirely enclosed in glass.

As soon as we enter the tiny cabin, I sit down and don’t hesitate to yank Posey down next to me. She stifles a laugh and places her small hand on my thigh, distracting me from the door shutting until we start to move. My eyes are like saucers, darting around to look out every window as we climb high into the sky. “Did you know this ride is fifteen minutes long?” Posey’s voice is all saccharine innocence as she drops to her knees in front of me.

My eyes are still comically wide, but now for a whole new reason. “Wh-what are you doing, sweetheart?” I stutter.

She bites down on her bottom lip, eyes hooded and shining with lust. “Distracting you. Thanking you. Worshiping you. Take your pick.”

I choke, coughing as her hands fumble with my zipper. “You don’t worship me, Posey. I’m your—I hope to be your alpha. I should be the one on my knees for you.” I try to pull her up, but she slaps my hands away and pulls down the zipper on my jeans instead.

“And you can,” she shrugs. “Another time. If it makes you feel any better, I’ve never done this before. It might be terrible anyway.”

I snort, amused and momentarily forgetting about the height when my erection springs free, bouncing off my stomach. You would think facing one of my biggest fears would deter my hormones, but I guess my attraction to Posey bypasses all of that. “Even if it was the worst blow job in the world, which it won’t be, I’d still probably come in under ten minutes.”

My omega gets a wicked look in her eye and runs her tongue along the underside of my shaft. I groan, bucking my hips as she hums quietly. “Let’s make it five,” she whispers before swallowing me almost to my knot in one go.

“Holy fucking hell.” I grunt, placing a hand on the back of her head. I don’t press, just knead the back of her neck as she makes me see stars. Her tongue traces each vein in my shaft as she bobs her head. The cabin is filled with the combined sounds of our pleasure: my curses and groans, her quiet whimpers and muffled moans. It’s killing me that I can’t take care of her, but I promise myself that when we get home I’ll eat her out until she can’t see straight.

“Fuck, Posey. You’re so goddamn good, sweetheart.” My hips buck when her teeth graze my shaft and she gags. The sound unlocks something inside me. Something darker than I’ve ever felt with another partner. Posey must hear my breath hitch because her eyes land on mine, understanding filling them. She pulls off my cock with a soft pop and smiles up at me, that mischief back in her eyes. “Use me, Pax. Take what you need.”

I curse, gripping her hair in one hand and tugging until she moans. “You’ll tap my thigh twice if it’s too much?” I’ve read a few books that talked about things like this, and I remember that being a common signal when a partner can’t speak. She nods, and I guide her back to my cock. My knot is starting to swell at the base, a sign that I’m close to coming. I’d much rather it be in her mouth than on the floor of this ride.

This time when I place a hand on her head I push and she sucks me all the way into her mouth, gagging when my dick hits the back of her throat. The sound spurs me on, and I fuck her face with abandon, any previous hesitation forgotten with that single sound. My free hand grips hers and pushes it off my thigh and between her legs. “Touch yourself,” I growl. “I can see you rubbing those pretty thighs together. Are you wet right now?”

A muffled moan is her only response, but she does what I told her to, slipping a hand into her jeans. The slick sound of her pussy reaches my ears and I groan, throwing my head into the glass behind me. “Those fucking noises. I’m gonna come, sweetheart. You want it?”

I let her pull back, both horrified and turned the hell on when I see the mascara-tinged tears trickling down her cheeks. “I want to taste you, alpha. Please?”

A deeper growl rips out of my throat and I push her back down, letting a slew of curse words out when she swallows around my head and grips my knot as tight as she can in her small fist. “Coming,” I choke out, barely giving her any warning to swallow before the first rope of cum hits the back of her throat. My mouth waters watching her try to swallow it all, and when some escapes out the side of her lips, I scoop it up with my thumb and reach my hand into her shirt, spreading it along her sternum and up to the hollow of her throat. She cries out, the sound barely muffled by my cock as she trembles beneath me, the hand that was just in her pants moves to rest on my thigh, fingers glistening with her slick.

Not willing to wait until later to taste her, I take her fingers and slip them into my mouth, sucking each digit clean until all I can taste is Posey. A snarl escapes when her flavor coats my tongue, and she pants in response, collapsing into me. I haul her into my lap and curl my body around her, noticing for the first time we’re stalled at the very top of the wheel. My hand cups her cheek, gently wiping some of her tears away and trying to fix her eye makeup the best I can. “Are you okay?”

Her expression is content, eyes shiny and fully sated. “That was so freakin’ hot,” she says dreamily.

I choke on a laugh, holding her closer and inhaling the potent mix of our combined arousal. Knowing she’ll smell like me the rest of the night soothes whatever feral instinct she just brought out and makes me feel a little bit more like myself and less like a horny, mindless alpha.

She is a total knockout all the time but right now, like this? Flushed cheeks that make her freckles stand out, tousled hair, and a dreamy expression on her face? She’s breathtaking. I finally do what I’ve been wanting to since the day I met her and kiss each freckle I see, memorizing the perfect constellations with my lips.

By the time we’re back on the ground where Parker and Mack can give us hell, our cheeks are a matching shade of pink, her lips are swollen, and I feel like the luckiest damn alpha that ever lived.
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My room looks like a bomb went off. Between my own coursework, teaching, and slipping into a rabid fugue every so often, I haven’t been able to keep a damn thing clean around here. It’s pissing me off to the point that I’m practically irate.

Or could it be that Paxton came home smug as hell for the first time in his life and smelling like the sweetest omega slick?

No, it’s most definitely the messy apartment.

A knock on my door drags me away from sorting my weeks’ worth of laundry. “What?” I bark, not in any sort of mood to deal with my pack mates and their blissful happiness.

Mack opens the door and scowls at me, crossing his beefy arms like that will intimidate me. He may have four inches and sixty pounds on me, but I still remember that he used to cry if someone stepped on a butterfly at recess when we were kids. He doesn’t scare me.

“Do you need something?” He ignores the question, silently glowering like I pissed in his snack stash. “If you don’t need anything, go away. I’m busy.”

“What I need is for you to stop being a stubborn fucking alphahole and spend some time with our omega.”

“Your omega.” I correct automatically. Though every day I’m subjected to her scent and sweet voice in class weakens my resolve a little bit more. I’m not ready to admit it to Mack yet, but her scent has been helping my symptoms, even more so now since I found her gift. When I got home from class yesterday afternoon there was a small bag with a J on it outside of the apartment door.

Naturally, I was wary. I’ve had infatuated students leave creepy gifts for me before. One male beta left me a dead butterfly inside of a shadow box with a lock of his hair, and poor Mack found it. He still hasn’t recovered from that particular incident.

But this wasn’t a butterfly or hair. No, this was so much worse. It was a scarf. The softest black scarf I’ve ever felt in my life. Clearly handmade, though very skillfully, and branded with the letter J in a light cream color. And the worst part? It was positively drenched in Posey’s scent.

I didn’t want the guys to ask about it so I brought everything to my closet with the intent to hide it in the depths, never to be seen again. But then somehow, completely by accident, the soft fabric ended up under my pillow, tucked away for later.

Blame it on my alpha instincts being all fucked up from the rabidity, but having her scent on my bed felt imperative to my sanity.

All of those feelings compounded and made me feel ill at ease, which is why I’ve been cleaning the apartment for the last two hours. There’s something soothing about cleaning that helps me relax when the outside world gets too loud. The methodical movements, attention to detail, and the fact that my alpha pipes the fuck down so I can think without his influence fueling the rabid anger on a constant loop in my mind.

Mack snarls menacingly, moving further into my room and slamming the door. The sound makes me wince, but he doesn’t even pause. “You are the only one in this pack who hasn’t even tried to get to know her, Jude. Do you know you made her cry?”

My head whips around, stomach dropping to the floor. “What the fuck do you mean? I’ve barely spoken to her!”

“And that’s part of the problem!” He shouts. “She overheard us talking in your classroom this morning. None of your health stuff, but she heard you basically admit to knowing she’s a scent match and still not wanting her. She was crying because she doesn’t understand what she did to disgust you so much that you would reject her on sight.”

He takes a deep breath, and that’s when I notice his eyes are glassy. Mack isn’t great at understanding other people’s emotions, but he feels them more deeply than anyone I’ve ever known. For him to be so upset over this… “I thought pushing her away would be easier,” I whisper. All the fight leaves my body, and I collapse onto the edge of the bed.

Mack sits next to me, one giant paw engulfing my shoulder. “Easier for who?”

My shoulders sag, the weight of months of loneliness and fear practically crushing me. I hate that I don’t even have a good answer for him. Logically, I know the cure for my Rabidity is to bond with a compatible omega, but I know what the late stages of Alpha Rabidity look like, and I’m terrified to subject Posey to that if being around her doesn’t work. The guys don’t know about my dad, but maybe it’s time to come clean. “Can we grab the others for this conversation?” And he must be able to hear the exhaustion in my voice, because he nods and leaves without another word.

I decide I don’t trust myself not to overreact having other alphas in my space right now, even if they are my pack mates and best friends, so I grab my new scarf and move out to the living room, collapsing into the overstuffed chair that faces the sectional. The scarf goes around my neck and chin so Posey’s scent is all I can smell. Hopefully it keeps me clearheaded enough to get through this. Talking about my dad seems to bring on the fugue quicker than anything else, which is why I haven’t told my pack what happened or why I came to this school of all places.

Parker comes storming in sporting his own scarf and a stormy glare. “I swear to god, Jude. If this is some ambush attempt at an intervention about our girl, I’m going to kill you and feed your body to the crabs.”

My expression doesn’t change, not even when Paxton places a hand on his twin’s shoulder and shoves him down to the couch. It’s rare that Pax steps in to quell his brother’s ire, so whatever he sees on my face must give at least some of my thoughts away. He follows his twin and nods encouragingly, offering a small smile.

Mack takes a seat on the arm of my chair and crosses his arms, somehow instinctively knowing I need the support but can’t handle another alpha touching me right now. “Do you remember when I showed up to school with a black eye my senior year of high school?” Mack was a sophomore and the twins were only freshmen, but we were already friends because we lived on the same block growing up. I was always a careful kid, and even more so as a teenager, so showing up with such a large bruise garnered a lot of attention.

All three of them look confused, but it’s Parker that nods. “Said you got clocked with a rogue ball during gym class the day before.”

My chest rises with a deep breath and I hold it for a count of three before letting it out slowly. “My dad threw a mug at the wall and missed.”

Mack goes rigid next to me while the twins just stare in shock. My father was one of the gentlest souls before his diagnosis, and they know that, so I’m sure hearing this is a shock to them. I shake my head, sadness turning my normally sweet kettle corn scent to ash. “Dad was diagnosed with Alpha Rabidity the same summer he and mom split. He got into treatment right away, but after a while… it stopped working. By that point he had had the disease for so long that once the treatment stopped working, it progressed extremely quickly. The day he went into a rage and threw that cup at the wall but accidentally hit me instead, he was horrified. The very next day, he checked himself into a live-in facility for alphas with his specific condition. I was already eighteen and there was no need to loop anyone in on the issue, so he just quietly left. I chose this school because I managed to get him in to a clinical trial that claims to slow down the progression of Alpha Rabidity and wanted to be nearby to support him. That’s where I go in the mornings. I walk to the facility, visit with Dad, and then run back here.”

I’m not sure my pack mates have ever been quiet for this long, but it must still only be less than a minute before the room explodes into a maelstrom of shouted questions and frustration.

“Why didn’t you tell us?”

“We would have helped!”

“Can we help now?”

“Is the trial working?”

The last one is a quiet question from Mack. I shrug in response, bringing my scarf up and taking a deep inhale when I notice my vision going hazy at his proximity. It helps, and my vision clears up immediately. I’m stunned, but don’t have time to dwell on it right now. “Yes and no? I think it’s slowing the progression. He has more lucid days than not lately. But when the fog slips in, he’s completely unrecognizable as the man who raised me.”

“Why are you telling us this now?” Parker’s tone is laced with suspicion, and I can’t say I blame him after my recent behavior.

This is the part I was really dreading. I don’t know what I’ll do if they ask me to leave. I thought about it, for Posey’s safety, but selfishly I couldn’t make myself leave my best friends. Leave her. “I was diagnosed with AR almost four months ago.”

Understanding dawns on Paxton’s face, quickly followed by devastation. “That’s why you won’t get near Posey? Why you don’t want us bringing her around?”

I shouldn’t be surprised he got to the heart of the issue so quickly, but I am. Maybe because I haven’t been willing to admit it, even to myself. It’s never been about not wanting her. I’m just fucking petrified of hurting her. My nod is slow, but admitting it releases the weight that’s been sitting on my chest. I feel like I can breathe for the first time in weeks and my nose stings as tears prick my eyes. “I couldn’t live with myself if I slipped into a fog and hurt her. And unless we bonded right away, there’s a very real chance of that happening. It might be cliché, but I pushed her away to protect her.”

Parker snorts, drawing my attention. “Isn’t the cure for that literally contact with a compatible omega?”

My arms cross as I raise a brow at him. “And what if during that contact a fugue state takes over anyway? Can you honestly say you’d forgive me if I hurt that sweet little doll?”

His mouth snaps shut, shoulders sagging. The room is a repulsive combination of four distinctly distressed alpha scents that makes me want to gag. I bring the scarf to my nose again and breathe deeply, holding it as long as I can before I exhale. Parker’s gets even worse when he hangs his head and fiddles with his nose ring. That’s his nervous tell. Has been since he was eighteen and freshly pierced. “I—I don’t know.” He rubs his chest like he’s trying to dispel an ache, but his words don’t hurt me. I would hate myself enough for all of us if I hurt Posey.

I nod, glad to finally have gotten my point across.

“So you don’t be alone with her,” Mack says quietly. He’s been stock still next to me, but now he turns so we’re face to face. “Not yet. You need to grovel after the way you’ve treated her, but she still wants you, Jude. Her omega knows you’re hers, and she was devastated thinking you didn’t want her. It’s fixable, but only if you pull your head out of your ass and try.” He glances at the other two who nod resolutely. My chest tightens, something like hope sprouting for the first time since my diagnosis. My friend stands from his perch and places a hand on my shoulder. “And we’re going to help you.”
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Wheel-y crazy about Posey

*McKenzie Madden added Posey Hale to the chat*

Parker


…Why




McKenzie


Why what?




Parker


Why did you put me in another group chat?




McKenzie


We needed one with our omega. Duh




Me


Hi




I kick my feet, squealing silently when I see McKenzie has added me to a group chat with the pack. So far only Mack and Parker have messaged, but I can see Paxton is in here too, as well as a fourth number I’m terrified might be Professor Carter’s. I know Mack told me to call him Jude, but there’s absolutely no way I’m doing that when he already hates me. The fact that he would be in this chat at all is baffling.

McKenzie


I have an exhibition game tonight pretty girl. Will you come cheer me on?




My teeth dig into my bottom lip, excitement coursing through me at the thought of seeing the giant alpha in action. According to Google, McKenzie “Mack” Madden is the tallest catcher currently playing in the National Collegiate Athletic Association and also extremely talented. I haven’t even seen him play yet, and I already feel so proud of him.

I must space out for too long, because several texts come in rapid succession when I don’t reply right away.

McKenzie


Absolutely no pressure if you can’t or don’t want to though




The guys usually come, but there will likely be a lot of other people there and I know sometimes omegas get anxious in crowds like that




I promise you won’t hurt my feelings if you say no




Instead of responding by text, I decide to call him. If my memory is right, he should be at the gym right now and possibly able to answer. “Hello?” He sounds out of breath, and I hear the clanging of metal and loud music blaring in the background.

“Breathe, Alpha,” I tease.

He huffs, and I hear a door shut on his end of the call before it gets much quieter. “You really don’t have to come, Posey. I promise I won’t be upset if you aren’t comfortable.”

“I would love to come to your game, McKenzie.” I scratch at my arm, nerves making me itchy. “But, um. The guys will be there, right?”

The smile is evident in his voice when he responds, “Absolutely, gorgeous. Someone will be with you at all times, and you’ll be sitting right behind home plate.”

My head tilts. “Is that a good seat?” I ask curiously. I’ve never been to a baseball game before, and now that I know I won’t be sitting alone, I’m starting to get excited.

McKenzie chuckles, the deep sound sending goosebumps down my arms. “It’ll give you the best view of me since that’s where I’ll be for at least half of the game.”

“Okay,” I bite down on my thumbnail gently, my mind racing. “What should I wear?”

I swear I hear a purr on his end of the line but then he clears his throat, and the sound stops. “I’ll leave something outside your door, but wear a hoodie and jeans too. It gets pretty chilly out there by the water.”

“I will. I can’t wait to see you play! I’ve been looking up your stats all day. I didn’t really understand most of it, but it sounds like you’re pretty amazing.”

“You looked me up?” He sounds almost giddy at the prospect.

Embarrassment turns my cheeks bright red, and I’m glad he can’t see my face. I probably shouldn’t have admitted to Googling him, but it’s too late now. “Oh, look! My next class is about to start. I should go to that.”

He laughs again, that same deep, delicious sound rolling down my spine. Slick soaks my panties and I groan silently. I have a feeling I’m going to need to start carrying spare panties around these alphas. “Sure. Punctuality is important. See you tonight, pretty girl.”

“Bye!” I squeak.

I really do have a class to get to, but now all I can think about is watching McKenzie play tonight… and whether or not I can play with him afterwards.
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McKenzie


Section 27, row 1, seat 5




I stare at the text from Mack a few hours later, anticipation making my hands tremble. He left one of his jerseys and a friends and family pass on my doormat this afternoon so getting into the stadium was easy as pie, but I’m still a little anxious. He wasn’t joking when he said the seat was right behind home plate. I feel like if I reached through the netting in front of me, I could probably touch McKenzie. Neither of the twins are here yet, but I’m a few minutes early, so maybe they’re still on their way.

There are only a few other people in this section. Some look like parents or maybe staff, but there are a couple of students, too. Someone sits in the seat next to me and a smile lights my face as I turn, expecting to find one of the twins. Only this is definitely not one of the twins.

“Prof—Professor C-Carter. What are you doing here?” I hate that my words are stuttered, but with how nervous he makes me, it’s a miracle I’m still upright.

His beautiful brown eyes are warm and earnest, a complete contrast to the way they were the last time I saw this man. He’s not crowding me in any way, but his presence and the cloud of salty-sweet kettle corn scent around us makes me feel like I might start gasping for air. “I’m here to watch Mack play,” he says quietly, eyes never leaving mine. “But I’m also here to apologize.”

My jaw drops. I’m sure I misheard him. “Apologize?”

He nods, one hand moving underneath his pullover to stroke his chest. The movement draws my gaze to his chest, and I almost choke when I see he’s wearing the scarf I made him. Who is this alpha, and what did he do with the one who rejected me not even a week ago?

“I’ve been a complete asshole to you, Primrose. I won’t make excuses, and you don’t need my sob story, but I’ve been dealing with some things that made finding my scent match terrifying rather than exciting. I handled it poorly, and I can’t apologize enough for the things I said and the way I made you feel, especially given that I am already in a position of power over you. That alone makes my behavior towards you even more deplorable.”

I don’t think I could be more stunned if he grew a tail and started singing show tunes. My mouth opens and closes several times, but no words come. My omega is still angry about being rejected by our scent match, but mostly I am just plain hurt. I appreciate the apology, but I’m not sure if forgiveness is something I’m willing to give him just yet.

His smile is sad but understanding. “You don’t have to say anything. I know words don’t mean anything without action, and I intend to show you how sorry I am for as long as it takes until I earn your forgiveness.” The words are a vow, one I feel all the way down to my toes.

The next few moments are quiet as I process Professor Carter’s declarations. Deciding to be brave, I turn towards him and hold my trembling hand out with a small but sincere smile. “Hi, it’s nice to meet you. My name is Primrose, but everyone calls me Posey.”

His lips quirk, but he doesn’t question me, instead gripping my hand in one of his and placing the other on top. His hands are soft and a spark from our contact sends a shiver down my spine. “It’s a pleasure to officially meet you, Posey. I think you might know me as Professor Carter, but I’d really like it if you called me Jude.”

“Jude.” I repeat the name and his body shudders, scent increasing exponentially.

He clears his throat, shifting in his seat. “Is this your first baseball game?”

I bounce in my seat, excitement making it hard to sit still and offering a welcome break from the tension. “It is, and I was reading up on the rules all morning after McKenzie invited me. Back home my dads would drag me to college football games and I never could fully grasp the rules. Compared to those, the rules of Baseball seem pretty simple.”

Jude snorts, relaxing back into his seat. “Don’t let Mack hear you say that. There’s a fierce rivalry between our baseball and football teams over which sport is better. It’s mostly harmless teasing, but you never know what will start a war.”

I mime zipping my lips, making him chuckle. His laugh has an instant effect on my body, perfume leaking out of me and filling the air around us with the intense sweetness of my arousal. Judes scent rises to meet mine and we lock eyes. Neither of us breaks the charged moment until someone curses a few rows behind us, startling me.

“So do you go to all of McKenzie’s games?” I ask curiously. I don’t have a ton of experience with unbonded packs, and I’ve been wondering how theirs works. My parents are one of the few packs in Honeybrook, with most of the population consisting of beta couples or single alpha-omega pairs.

He nods, smiling when he spots Mack across the field. “We all try to make every game, but even if one or more of us is busy we make sure there’s at least one of us around to support the big guy. Also makes things easier if there’s ever an emergency, since we’re his next of kin.”

My brows shoot up. “Really? I thought that was only a thing for fully bonded or legally married packs?”

Jude turns in his seat, knee brushing mine. The casual touch sends a cascade of butterflies through my belly. “We registered as an official pack a couple of years ago and have all the same legal benefits of a bonded pack. None of us were looking for an omega, instead content to just let it happen whenever the universe decided.” He glances sideways at me with a half smile. “Can’t say I’m upset that it finally did.”

I try to fight back a blush, but it’s useless. I’m struggling to understand how we got here after two weeks of his miserable attitude towards me, but Mama always encouraged second chances, so I’m going to do my best to give Jude a fair shot.

Plus… I’ve always secretly wondered what it would feel like to have someone grovel for me.

Clearing my throat, I look away and pray my cheeks aren’t as red as they feel. Luckily I’m distracted when McKenzie points at me from across the field. As soon as we lock eyes he makes a heart with his hands, winking at me. I make one back, earning me a massive grin as he bounces on the balls of his toes like an excited little kid.

My teeth dig into my bottom lip to hold back a laugh. Jude bumps his shoulder into mine, making me look at him in question. “He really likes you, you know. I’ve never seen him this happy.”

That surprises me since the big goofball is one of the most upbeat people I’ve ever met. My face must be showing the skepticism I feel because Jude just chuckles, shaking his head. “I know it seems like he doesn’t take anything seriously, but there’s a lot of depth you don’t see beneath that beefy exterior. He feels everything hard and loves even harder, and once he decides you’re his, he’s a beast to have in your corner.”

My heart twists at the pride radiating from Jude as he talks about his pack mate. I already knew there was more to McKenzie Madden than meets the eye, but hearing it confirmed by someone who I have previously only seen as critical really drives home just how good Mack actually is.

I nod, placing a tentative hand on my companions arm. “He’s lucky to have you guys in his corner, too.”

I’m still unsure about forgiving him until I know the why of it all, but I have a feeling resisting Jude Carter is going to be a lot harder than I originally thought.
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Posey is here. Posey Hale is at my game and wearing my jersey. Walking into the dugout and catching a glimpse of her gorgeous face behind the backstop is the highlight of my college career. There have been plenty of games where I had friends and family in the stands, and my pack attends almost every game, but I’ve never had a girlfriend in the stands watching me play. My adrenaline is through the roof, which is the only excuse I have for making heart hands at the girl and bouncing around with an idiotic grin when she does it back.

The need to impress my omega surges through my veins and drives my alpha mad with fierce competitiveness, muscles bunching in anticipation as I shake out my arms. It doesn’t matter anymore that this is just an exhibition game and the score doesn’t count. The Harbor U Surge are going to win today because I’m feeling the need to show off and show my girl why I’m the top prospect for next year’s draft.

I dress for this game faster than I ever have before and sprint out onto the field to warm up, gulping when I spot Jude talking to Posey. They both seem calm, but it doesn’t necessarily mean the conversation is going well. I’ll have to cop to the setup later, and I’m praying she isn’t too upset with me. After all, I did say someone would be with her the entire game, I just didn’t say who.

When I finally make it to the backstop they’re locked in an intense staring contest, so I slap my hands on top of the short half-wall and whistle long and low, grinning widely when Posey blushes. It’s all I can do to keep myself from vaulting into the stands to maul her. My alpha is preening in my chest seeing my number on her perfect body, and I can’t wait until we’re close enough that I can ask her to wear the jersey and nothing else after a game.

“What’s a pretty girl like you doing in a place like this?” I ask teasingly.

Posey saunters down the stairs like she owns the place until she comes to a stop just in front of me. This is our practice field so there isn’t as much in the way of security as our actual stadium, but it’s still pretty nice. The school has a lot of generous donors and with this being one of the top programs in the country for both baseball and football, our facilities are much nicer than most.

“This really hot alpha asked me to come watch the game.” She checks a nonexistent watch, humming as she glances pointedly around us. “I really thought he’d be here by now…”

I growl, and she giggles wildly. I keep seeing peeks of this sassy side of her, and I fucking love it. She’s so sexy when she’s teasing one of us. “I’m just jokin’. I’m so excited to see you play!”

My grin widens into a full smile, my cheeks warming the slightest bit. I know I asked her to come, but the fact that she actually did and seems so excited is mind boggling. This girl is one of a kind. “I’ll try to hit at least one home run just for you, gorgeous,” I say with a wink.

Her blue eyes sparkle, turning nearly transparent in the late afternoon sun. “Maybe I’ll reward you if you play well,” she shrugs, inspecting her nails and feigning disinterest.

My body jolts, mouth salivating and cock hardening immediately at just the thought of being rewarded by this perfect omega. “R-reward?”

Posey smirks, eyeing me up and down. My cock thickens even more in response, making me grimace in pain. Getting an erection while wearing an athletic cup is not fun.

“Yeah. A reward. If you play well, maybe you could come home with me after the game?”

I yank at the collar of my jersey, suddenly overheated even though it’s October and the breeze coming off the ocean is downright frigid. “I, uh, like that idea.”

Any composure I had before she got here was shot to hell the second she aimed that coy smile my way, which is really unfortunate considering tonight hinges on me playing well. Recalling every “get in the zone” speech I’ve ever heard in my life, I finally pull myself together enough to smirk and crook a finger at Posey. She comes close enough her body is pressed to the boards and I lean down so we’re face to face, a wide-weave net the only thing between us. “Is a good luck kiss on the table?”

Her eyes go wide and dart from side to side, noting all the people already staring at us. “Here?” She squeaks. “Now?”

I nod, thrilled with how the tables have turned. My girl is so confident and I absolutely love it, but it also makes rattling her so much more fun. “Right here.” I chuckle. “Right now.” And then I press my face to the net, puckering my lips dramatically as my eyes close.

Waiting to see if she meets me halfway is the longest few seconds of my life, but then her breath brushes across my face an instant before her soft lips meet mine, and I lose all sense of where I am. We’re both lucky I can’t pull her through this damn netting, otherwise I’d be tempted to fuck her right here behind home plate.

Now there’s a thought…

Catcalls and cheers echo around us from a dozen different directions, making me smile. Posey looks slightly mortified when she pulls back, but also as happy as I’ve seen her yet. It almost makes me wish the twins were here to see it, especially because I don’t have my phone on me to take a picture. Coach makes us leave all electronics in the clubhouse during practice and games so we aren’t distracted and normally that doesn’t bother me, but right now I would give anything to be able to capture the look on her face and make it my background.

A glance behind her head shows Jude followed her down and is just as enamored as I am, and I shake my head. How the misguided sad sack thought he could stay away from her, I’ll never know. Less than thirty minutes in her presence and he’s already calmer than I’ve seen him in months. Maybe even years.

A whistle blows, making me frown. This is the first time I can ever remember not being psyched to start a game, and it’s all because I don’t want to leave Posey. Yeah, she’s right behind me where I can see her between pitches, but what if something happens and I miss it? Or what if she gets uncomfortable with the crowd or Jude? Knowing I can’t be by her side is killing me a little bit.

I’m just going to have to trust our pack lead to take care of her and hope she’ll still be here when the game is over because I can’t afford to focus on it right now.

It’s time to earn that reward.
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“You did so good!” Posey’s excited words are the first thing I hear when I exit the locker room, and I smile so hard my cheeks hurt when she dives into my arms with no hesitation. I guide her legs around my hips and spin us around, relishing in her exuberant laughter.

Jude watches us with a look of longing, and I feel for the guy. He was just trying to protect Posey in his own misguided way and I can’t begrudge him for that, but I also can’t dismiss her feelings about it all when she’s rightfully hurt by his actions. I have faith they’ll sort it out in their own time, but for now I am desperate to get my hands on this omega in a much less public setting.

The pride in her voice has me puffing my chest out. “That was all for you, pretty girl,” I murmur in her ear. I feel the shiver that runs through her and fight back a grin. Knowing I have an effect on her is borderline intoxicating, even though the effect she has on me is ten times as potent. I could probably come from her voice alone.

She yawns, resting her head on my shoulder. It’s only 9 p.m., but between crying over Jude yesterday morning and then running through the school, a late night last night, a full day of classes today, and then sitting through a seven inning exhibition game, I’m sure she’s overwhelmed and exhausted. I stroke her hair, whispering sweet nothings in her ear as she clings to me. That longing look is still on Jude’s face, but he waves and hooks a thumb behind him. I nod, letting him know I’ve got our girl and he’s okay to go home. He has an early morning class and I’m sure a ton of reading to do before bed, plus I had already planned on taking my precious omega home and tucking her in.

I double check to make sure I have everything and then kiss Posey’s temple, taking a deep inhale of her scent. It’s definitely more subtle now than it was this morning, but there’s a distinctly distressed tinge to it still. “Come on, gorgeous.” I whisper. “Let’s get you home.”

The walk back to the Lighthouse is crowded but blessedly quick despite all the people heading out to post-game parties. Several people try to stop me on the way, but I wave them off, not wanting to wake my girl. The fact that she feels comfortable enough to fall asleep on me like this makes me feel like I’m on top of the world, and I don’t want anything to wake her up before she’s ready.

That plan is shot to hell when I reach her door and realize I have no idea where her keys are. She looks so peaceful and I really don’t want to wake her, so I take the extra two steps and stop in front of our door instead. The door is unlocked, likely because Jude predicted this and knew I’d be coming, so I’m able to enter without a sound.

Pax is asleep on the couch, Parker is most likely at work, and Jude’s door is closed, but it still feels like I’m holding my breath on the short walk to my room. I really hope Posey isn’t pissed off when she wakes up, but if she is I’ll take her home no matter what time it is.

My bedroom isn’t very big. After all, it’s not like you can get much space in a four bedroom apartment on a college campus, but thankfully it has just enough room to fit my custom bed and a couple of nightstands. One of the downsides of being a big motherfucker is that regular beds don’t exactly work unless I feel like sleeping curled up in a ball.

I carefully pull back the covers and lay Posey down, admiring how good she looks in my bed. It’s pretty common for packs to share a bedroom once they’re bonded, and I for one can’t fucking wait for that day. Sleeping surrounded by the four people I love most in the world sounds like heaven, especially when one of those people is the tempting little omega currently snoozing on my pillow.

Her pink hair falls across the bed like a halo, the pastel color a stark contrast against the deep red sheets. She’s sleeping peacefully, mouth open the slightest bit as tiny snores fall from her lips. If I wasn’t already pushing the boundaries by bringing her here, I might be tempted to take a video to play as I fall asleep during away games. Like a Posey sound machine.

My boxer briefs stay on out of respect but the temptation of feeling my omegas bare skin against mine proves to be too much as I slip out of my tee and sweats, climbing into the bed with her and hauling her into my arms.

I fall asleep with Posey’s honeyed scent filling my lungs and the weight of my world in my arms, feeling completely whole for the first time in my life.
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I wake up confused. It’s still dark outside and the clock on my bedside table reads 2 a.m., so we’ve only been asleep a few hours at most and I’m not sure what woke me. I start to sit up but then warm, wet heat surrounds my cock, making me choke out a gasp. “Holy fuck,” I moan, throwing my head back to the pillows behind me.

Well now I know what woke me.

When I toss back the blankets, I’m met with glittering blue eyes and a mass of chaotic pink waves cascading down my bare thighs. Posey pops off and looks up at me with a wicked grin, clearly proud of herself. “Look who finally woke up.” Her voice is a sexy, hoarse rasp that sends electricity zipping through my body.

My breathing is erratic, chest rising and falling in rapid succession as I try to catch my breath and make sense of this situation. “Posey?” My voice is embarrassingly croaky, but I can’t focus on that when my omega is treating my dick like a popsicle. “What are you doing?”

She giggles quietly, licking up the underside of my cock again. “Giving you your reward, obviously,” she whispers, much more cognizant than I seem to be at the moment. I bite down on my fist, determined to stay quiet in case this is a dream. The last thing I want is to wake up right now.

There’s a tingling at the base of my spine that tells me I’m close and I open my mouth to warn Posey, but then she starts playing with my balls and I lose it, grunting into my fist as ropes of cum coat the back of her throat. She greedily swallows it all and keeps sucking, quickly pushing me into overstimulation territory. An image of Posey falling back to sleep still sucking on my cock flits behind my eyes, making my hips jerk. Is that a thing? There’s thousands of different kinks, right?

Might need to look that up later…

Reality is a slap to the face when Posey backs up with a pleased smile on her face. “I’m so sorry,” I mutter, mortified. “I didn’t… I should have warned you, or reciprocated, something other than just laid there.”

She laughs, crawling up my body to straddle my hips. My knot is throbbing with the vision of her slick-soaked pussy only a few inches away. Her small hands frame my face and she leans forward until all I can see are endless blue eyes. “McKenzie, breathe.”

I follow the instruction, gasping for air like I was the one with a dick down my throat. “First of all,” she kisses me, silencing my argument before it can come out. “The whole point was to see how far I could get when you were asleep. If anything, I owe you an apology for not getting clear consent first.”

I stop her with a hand on her neck and can’t resist a quick kiss. I release her just enough so I have room to speak. “This is me giving you blanket consent. Touch me anytime, anywhere. And know that if I truly don’t want it or need some space I will tell you.”

Her head dips in a slow nod, smile never wavering. “Noted. Anything else you need to get off your chest before round two?”

My eyes fly open, making her laugh. “Round two?”

“If you want it,” she shrugs.

A hot flush creeps up my neck, covering my cheeks. “I’m a virgin,” I blurt, then groan. “I didn’t mean to just blurt that out like that. My brain is still catching up to being awake and trying to sift through the mind-numbing orgasm.” I drag my hands through my hair with a sigh and then place them on my face, hiding like a toddler.

“McKenzie,” Posey coos, taking my hands in hers and moving them so she can see my eyes. Hers are full of nothing but understanding and adoration. “So was I until a week ago. There’s nothing wrong with waiting, regardless of the reason. If you’re telling me because you aren’t ready yet or you want it to be more special than this, I completely understand.”

God, this woman. Such a sweetheart even when I’m being a big chicken.

“I don’t want to wait, pretty girl. My first time will be special because it’s with you. I don’t need candles or flowers or a night in a fancy hotel. I just need you.” The words are quiet but may as well be a shotgun in the otherwise silent apartment, signaling the start of something incredible.

Our lips crash together, tongues dueling for space in each other’s mouths as we take our time exploring. Posey’s hips grind down over mine, pulling an honest to god whimper from my throat. There’s a ringing in my ears that gets louder the longer I drown in honey coated apples, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Are you sure?” I ask breathlessly. I’ve waited twenty-two years already, but would continue to wait the rest of my life for this woman.

But I don’t have to, because she nods, stripping off the jersey and undershirt in one go, leaving her in only a tiny pink lace thong that I make a note to steal later.

“Fucking hell, gorgeous. Are you trying to kill me?” My hand clutches at my chest and the racing heart beneath. I’m certain the organ is about to beat right out of my ribcage, if it doesn’t give out entirely first. With the light of the moon behind her, highlighting her pink hair, she looks like a sinful angel sent here from some all-powerful deity specifically to wreck me.

Her delicate shoulders shrug, drawing my attention to her chest. My hands move on instinct to cup her breasts, but I pause and wait for her nod before I touch. They’re on the smaller side, but still perfect handfuls tipped with rosy pink nipples and sporadic freckles that are practically begging to be kissed.

And so I do. Each and every freckle gets a kiss until Posey is giggling, tangling her fingers in my short hair and tugging until my lips meet hers. She kisses like she doesn’t know if we’ll ever get the chance again and it’s addictive in the best way. “Are you on birth control?” I ask timidly. As much as I love the idea of knocking my omega up, I know it isn’t the right time. She has four years left until graduation and we don’t know where the draft will send me yet. Having a baby needs to wait, no matter how much my alpha likes the idea of breeding Posey and tying her to us permanently.

“I have an implant. Got it just before I moved here. And I’m clean. The only other person I’ve been with is Parker.” She tilts her head, considering. “Well, and technically Pax. But that was oral. And I know things can be transmitted orally, but he said he was clean and I trust both of them so…”

“Breathe, baby.” I chuckle. “I trust you. We get checked before every season and you’re the only person I’ve done anything with, so I know I’m clean.”

Posey bites her bottom lip and nods shyly, rising up onto her knees and pushing her panties down. I help her as much as I can, but my trembling hands aren’t as efficient as her steady ones. It’s only a few seconds until my omega is naked on top of me, and her scent gets a hundred times stronger as soon as her panties are off. “Jesus, no wonder we could scent you through the vents. If this is your scent every day, during a heat it must be mind-bending.”

I don’t realize what I just admitted to until it’s too late, but I still clamp a hand over my mouth in horror. Posey’s grin is a mile wide as she stares down at me, amusement dancing in her eyes. “I knew it. How long have you known who I was?”

Thank god she’s not mad. I figure coming clean here is the best answer. “That day you ran into Pax at Sugar & Spice? He recognized your scent right away. The fact that you asked him out is pure coincidence, but I can’t say we weren’t all thrilled by the turn of events.”

A tiny snort escapes and she leans forward, kissing my nose. “Sneaky boys.”

My grin is smug as hell. “Only when it comes to our omega.”

Her breath catches and I watch as her pupils dilate. “Love it when you call me that,” she tells me breathlessly, subtly rocking her hips over my pelvis and coating me in even more of her slick.

I yank her down against my chest and grind my erection into her soaked core. “Good to know,” I whisper into her ear. Goosebumps race down her arms. “Since that secret’s finally out of the bag, I would really like it if my omega would fuck me now.”
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McKenzie is big everywhere, and I’m kind of worried I won’t be able to take him. My omega is preening with the knowledge that we’ll be his first, and I have to admit I am too. This delicious alpha is surrounded by women all the time and I get to be his first? Now I know how Parker felt when he said it was an honor to be my first.

Lifting up on my knees, I line Mack’s thick cock up with my entrance, sinking down the barest inch. The stretch is already intense, bordering on painful, but I know once I adjust it’s going to feel incredible. “Fuck,” my walls flutter around his shaft and he curses, gripping my hips so hard his fingertips turn white. “You’re so tight. There’s no way I’m going to be able to last.”

I kiss him, sweeping my tongue into his mouth to get more of his cotton candy taste. “You don’t have to last, Alpha. Just fuck me.”

His answering laugh breaks off into a choked breath when I sink down all the way, inhaling sharply at the fullness. Omega’s are built to take anything a pack can give them, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have to work up to things sometimes. Taking McKenzie all in one go might not have been my best decision ever, but as the burn gives way to pleasure, I remember I was literally built for this. For this man, for this pack. “McKenzie,” I whimper.

He bites down hard on his bottom lip, giant hands cupping my breasts. They’re sensitive, and feeling the calluses on his palms sends a shiver racing through me and a fresh flood of slick over his pelvis. “That’s it, gorgeous. You’re doing so good. So fucking perfect. So fucking mine.”

The last word is a low growl accompanied by a sharp snap of his hips that makes me cry out and then suddenly I’m on my back, Mack looming over me with a feral look on his face that excites me. The deep, measured thrusts of his hips speed up when I sneak a hand between us to play with my clit. Mack notices and growls, knocking my hand away so he can take over. There’s a wild, lusty look in his eyes that has me clenching around him.

“Oh god!” I cry out after one particularly brutal thrust and he slams his lips down on mine to silence me. My bottom lip gets trapped between his teeth and I tense, wishing he would bite me and also unsure if now is the right time when things are still up in the air with his pack lead. “It’s taking every ounce of restraint I possess not to bite you right now,” Mack’s guttural whisper skates across my face, echoing my thoughts. He releases my lip with a grunt and mutters, “Not yet. Soon.”

The words send a thrill skittering down my spine. I can’t wait for that day, but for now… “I’m close, alpha.”

“Are you going to come for me, pretty girl? My pretty, perfect omega, taking her alpha’s cock like such a good girl.” On the last word he circles his hips, dragging his pelvic bone across my clit in a harsh stroke that has me biting back a scream.

The whispered dirty words are the trigger that sets off my orgasm and I cry out, clenching around McKenzie’s thick cock. “Knot!”

Mack growls, thrusting one more time before slamming home and locking his knot as far inside of me as he can get. “Holy fucking hell,” he gasps, continuing to thrust as he comes. I can feel his cum flooding me in warm spurts, and the feeling makes me shiver. “Are you okay?” The question is breathless and choppy, but his eyes are clear. Happiness practically radiates from him in waves, warming me from the inside out.

I nuzzle my nose into his neck, inhaling as much of his scent as I can. The sugary sweetness of cotton candy is tempered with sweat and pure male satisfaction, and the effect is as potent as a drug. My vision goes hazy as my pussy clenches hard around his knot. The answering groan is deliciously deep, the sound rattling my body all the way down to my bones. Mack starts purring and flips us so I’m once again on top, draped over his broad chest like an omega-sized blanket.

“I love you, Posey.”

My head whips up, mouth open in shock. He looks slightly embarrassed, but doesn’t take it back. “I know that probably sounds like a muddled post-orgasm haze confession, but it’s not. I don’t need months or years to know that I love you,” he says confidently. “You’re incredible. Sweet and kind and gorgeous and utterly captivating in every single way. I think about you every second we aren’t together and I have from the moment I first smelled you. I mean I didn’t even know who you were, yet deep down I knew you were mine. You don’t need to say it back, I know you aren’t there yet. But I’m a firm believer in saying things when you feel them, so this probably won’t be the only inopportune confession you hear from me.”

I laugh lightly, my entire body floating from his confession. He’s right: I don’t think I’m there yet. But if he keeps being as incredible as this? It won’t be long at all before I’m completely head over heels in love with him and ready to tell the world.
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The next morning we’re woken up by a knock on McKenzie’s bedroom door. Mack groans, tossing an arm over his eyes and pulling me closer. “Go away,” he growls. “Too early. Too warm.”

There’s a quiet laugh from the other side of the door that sounds like melted butter and has the same effect on my body, driving me further into the mattress until I realize the alpha beneath me is absolutely not getting up. I whine, not ready to leave our cocoon of warmth, but crawl across the bed anyway because my mama taught me it’s not polite to ignore people.

Another soft knock comes and in the middle of the second rap I fling the door open, nearly swallowing my tongue when I spot the alpha on the other side. Jude is dressed to kill in black slacks, a black button up with the sleeves pushed up exposing tattoos I was not aware he had, and the scarf I made him wrapped proudly around his throat. His forearms are covered in black and grey tattoos and from what I can tell, depict some sort of mythology. I’m so lost in my admiration I don’t notice how red Jude’s cheeks have gotten until he clears his throat.

My eyes snap to his, immediately caught in his intense gaze. I wouldn’t say it out loud, but he looks adorable like this. Bright eyes, flushed cheeks, and all bundled up in the scarf I made for him. I can just picture a little curly-haired brunette boy with…

Woah, nope. Absolutely not going there.

“Hi Posey,” he murmurs. His lips are quirked like he wants to smile but isn’t sure he’s allowed to, which is ridiculously endearing.

I bite my lip, crossing one leg over the other as I lean against the door. “Hi Prof—“ he raises an eyebrow, making me stop mid-sentence. “Jude.”

A nod of approval, and that quirk turns into a small but nervous smile. “I was wondering if you would be open to accompanying me today? There’s a bookstore in the next town over and they’re hosting a signing today…” he trails off, and his cheeks get even redder.

My curiosity is piqued, so I wait patiently for him to continue. He clears his throat and rubs a hand down his arm like he’s anxious. “It’s a romance author who’s local to Maine, and they’re notoriously tight-lipped about their identity. I only found out about this signing because I’m friends with the owner, and he knows how much I love this person’s books. I thought it might be a nice, low-pressure way to spend time together.”

A riot of butterflies takes flight in my stomach along with a dangerous sliver of hope. “Like a date?” I ask quietly. The threat of rejection makes me feel like I’m going to barf all over his beautiful leather loafers, but I need to know what this means to him so I don’t make a fool of myself later on.

He studies my face intently, searching for something. He must find whatever it is he’s looking for because the wrinkle between his brows smoothes out and his posture relaxes. “If you’re amenable to that.”

McKenzie’s words from the other day come back to mind, and I find myself desperate to know what has this alpha so tied up in knots that he intentionally pushed me away without even trying to get to know me first.

Mama always did warn me my curiosity would get me into trouble one day. Why not today?

“Alright,” I find myself saying with a nod. “I would love to go with you.”

Jude’s smile brightens, rivaling the sun reflecting off the ocean and dazzling me. He’s handsome all the time, but when he smiles? You could knock me over with a feather right now. “Really? Wow, okay. Um, can you be ready in thirty minutes? It only takes twenty minutes to get there but I thought if we go early enough I can take you to this little brunch spot just down the road that does the best pancakes on the East Coast.”

I hold up a hand to stop him and sigh. “You had me at brunch and sealed the deal with pancakes. I’ll be ready in fifteen.”

He mutters something about needing another cold shower and stalks off down the hall, making me laugh under my breath. A large hand glides across my middle, pulling me back into a very warm, very hard body. McKenzie has to bend down comically far so he can nuzzle his nose into my neck, inhaling deeply and letting it out with a pleased groan. “You smell even better this morning,” he muses. I turn around in his arms and collapse into him, rubbing my face over his chest like a cat. “I heard Jude. Are you comfortable being alone with him?”

My head tilts, considering the question. “He was rude and hurt my feelings, but he never made me feel unsafe. My omega is pretty reactive.” I nearly snort thinking about the milk man incident. “Most of the time overreactive. But Jude doesn’t set off any of my warning bells or make me feel scared. It’s mostly just worry that I’ll do something to make him hate me again.”

Mack sighs, placing kisses on the top of my head. “Try to remember he never hated you, pretty girl. He’ll tell you his story when he’s ready, but I think in the meantime you should give him a chance. If you want. I would never pressure you either way, I just know how good of a man and pack mate Jude is and I trust him with my life.”

Confusion has me stepping back. “But do you trust him with me?”

This time it’s McKenzie’s head that tilts. “That’s what I said.”

My mouth parts as I stare in stunned silence. He grins cheekily and winks before turning me towards the bathroom, slapping my ass as he does. “Now be a good girl and go get ready for your date. You’re gonna have fun with the Prof and then maybe you’ll finally realize we’re all fucking obsessed with you.”

Ignoring his last sentence, I breathe out all of my worries about this date with Jude and glance over my shoulder at my eternally supportive alpha. “You’re right. It’s going to be a good day. Who knows, maybe this will be just what we need to move past our beginning.”
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Posey looks cute. Somehow a word I’ve used less than a handful of times throughout my entire life and once hated has become my favorite word in the English language because it’s the best descriptor for this sweet omega next to me. She’s dressed in another sweater, this one a sky blue, with some sort of slipper-boot things on her feet and loose jeans that make her legs look a mile long. A true feat since she’s the size of a garden gnome.

I never thought she would agree to go on a date with me. Not when the only time we’ve ever been alone together I all but rejected her, but she’s clearly stronger than I gave her credit for and has been nothing but gracious since we left the apartment. Which is great, except that I don’t have the first fucking clue how to start a conversation with someone as sweet as her.

I’m an asshole. It’s what I do. I’m acerbic and short and too irritable for my own good. Posey is all sunshine and charm and light, and I worry that anything I say will come across brash and drive her further away.

Luckily for me, she breaks the silence first. “So what made you decide to become a professor?” She asks quietly.

My shoulders drop, grateful for the easy topic. “It wasn’t any big thing or even a love of teaching. I wanted to get a head start on paying down my loans while I work on my dissertation. At her questioning look, I clarify, “I’m a PhD student at Harbor U. They just happened to need a temporary professor while the actual Biology professor is on maternity leave.”

I see the gears turning in Posey’s head and run through answers for every question I think she might ask, but nothing prepares me for the way she bursts into chaotic, seemingly nervous giggles. “Oh my god!” She gasps. “Is your degree in Biomedical Engineering?”

My head whips sideways, mouth parted in surprise. “How did you know that?” I’m not even sure the guys know what I’m studying half the time.

“Do you have a half-sister?”

I almost groan, but manage to keep it in at the last second. “You know Lainey?”

She beams, nodding excitedly. “She’s my best friend. Okay, technically she’s my only friend, but I digress.”

This feels like it has the potential to end really badly for me. My half sister and I aren’t enemies or anything, but when my parents split up I decided to go live with my dad and it definitely put a strain on my relationship with Lainey. Our mom is amazing, but I couldn’t bear the thought of Dad being alone. And knowing what I know now about his diagnosis, I’m more grateful than ever I made that decision all those years ago.

“I feel bad that I wasn’t a better brother to her when she was growing up. I’m sure she told you, but we share the same mom.” Posey nods and I continue, hoping that by giving her this small piece of my story it will help her understand me more. “Well, by the time they split I was old enough to choose where I wanted to live. After Lainey’s dad left, Mom still had Lainey and my dad… well, he only had me. So I made the choice to live with him, and I think it hurt Lainey more than she let on at the time. She was just a kid.”

Posey nods thoughtfully before reaching out and placing a hand on my thigh. My breath catches, and I pray she doesn’t notice the way my dick jumps behind my slacks. “She hasn’t really talked about her home life all that much and I haven’t wanted to pry.”

I’m desperate to change the subject before our date goes off the rails, so I clear my throat and quickly glance at her again with a tentative smile. We’re only a few minutes from the diner now, and I haven’t asked her a single question. “What’s your family like?”

She doesn’t call me out for the sudden change, instead rolling with it and diving right into talking about her family. By the time she pauses to take a breath we’re already parked in the back of the diner’s full lot, but I’m too enraptured to interrupt her. “Sorry, I’ve been feeling a little homesick and talking about them makes me feel closer.”

My heart hurts for this precious omega. She’s so far from home and being so brave. I’ve met omegas who couldn’t function if they were too far from their home base for long periods of time. “The fact that you chose a school halfway across the country and are thriving here is so impressive, Posey. I might not have the right to say this yet, but I’m really proud of you.”

Her answering smile is wobbly but no less genuine. She clears her throat and looks away, clearly uncomfortable with the praise. I can tell when she finally registers where we are because she perks up, her scent brightening back to achingly sweet honey and apple. “Is this it? I’m starving. I forgot to eat dinner last night and I don’t think—” she stops abruptly as a bright red blush creeps up her neck. “Never mind. Can we go inside? This place is too cute for words!”

My mind races with all of the things she could have said. Does it have something to do with the sounds I heard coming from Mack’s room in the middle of the night? Our beds share a wall and waking up to Posey’s moans and scent had me so hard I was rutting into the sheets trying to find even a modicum of relief. I didn’t get any, and I had to jack off three times just to get back to sleep.

I jump out of the car and rush around to open her door, thrilled when she accepts my proffered hand to climb out of the bucket seat. I drop it shortly after she’s steady, not wanting to push my luck. “I don’t know how you feel about sugar for breakfast, but this place has the best fruity cereal pancakes you’ll ever have in your life.”

When I glance back at Posey, her mouth is hanging open. I drag a hand through my hair, self consciousness racing through me. “What?” I snap defensively.

She startles, and I wish I could shove the single word back inside of my mouth. “Sorry, I just… I cannot picture you eating something like pancakes crusted in fruity cereal.”

My body relaxes and I snort a laugh. “I would love to say I’m a sophisticated man, but the truth is I have all the refinement of a five-year-old’s palate. I’m pretty sure Mack eats better than I do even without his trainer-approved meals.”

She giggles. I wish I could bottle the sound to carry around with me whenever I’m feeling down. “That’s great, because I grew up on classic southern comfort food. Pretty sure I didn’t even see a scallop until I was eighteen. I’m always open to trying new things, but the truth is I’m a simple gal when it comes to food. Give me a bowl of Mac and cheese and I’m happier than a tick on a hound.”

God, I haven’t laughed this hard in years. Maybe not since I was sixteen and had to hold a screeching Mack down so I could pull a leech off of his ass after he dove into a suspicious looking creek on a dare.

Taking a chance, I hold out my hand and barely manage to hold back a purr when she twines her fingers with mine as we enter the diner. “Well then, let’s get our pancake on.”
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“You’re gonna have to roll me into this signing, Jude.” Posey groans, placing both hands on her stomach.

“Did I overfeed you?” I ask worriedly. She couldn’t decide between the fruity cereal pancakes and the sweet potato pie pancakes, so we got both and decided to split them. My alpha couldn’t resist the urge to care for her, so I overstepped and fed her bites by hand until she finally pushed me away, saying she couldn’t fit another bite.

Actually, she said she was “fixin to burst” and it was so southern and cute I almost squealed like a little girl. If we were at a different point in our relationship and she wasn’t so full I probably would have squeezed the hell out of her, but I had to settle for pinching the fuck out of my leg instead to knock myself out of what I hope was just cuteness aggression.

Posey smiles, twining her fingers through mine again. Casual touches have been coming easier for the both of us, but it’s still so new and exciting I get a little thrill every time. “Maybe a little, but it was so good I didn’t want to stop.” She looks up at me with a pleading expression that no alpha could possibly resist, least of all me. “Please promise me we can come back? Maybe we can make this a regular thing, just you and me?”

My heart skips a beat in my chest before picking back up at twice the speed. My head is nodding in agreement before I can even begin to formulate a response. “Yeah, I mean, yes. I would really like that, Posey.”

Her scent threatens to drown me in the best way, but it also makes me insanely possessive. The thought of walking into an enclosed space and having other alpha scent her makes me hazy. I pull her to a stop just outside the door and clear my throat. “Can I ask a favor before we head in there?”

The seriousness in my tone catches her attention and she meets my gaze. “Anything.”

I run two fingers down her cheek, barely brushing her soft skin, but she shudders anyway. “Can I scent mark you?”
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“Can I scent mark you?”

My breath catches when the words fall from Jude’s lips, unsure if I heard him correctly. Scent marking is considered an intimate act usually reserved for romantic partners and bonded pairs, but if Jude is asking to scent mark me… “You can say no,” he blurts. “I just… my alpha is feeling really possessive right now, and your scent is so good. We’re about to be in a room full of strangers, and knowing you aren’t bonded is putting me on edge.”

It feels like there’s something he isn’t telling me, but Mack asked me to give Jude time to come to me, so that’s exactly what I do. Taking the initiative, I reach up on my tiptoes and brush my cheek over his before rubbing my forehead on his neck. It’s a little obvious to have my forehead smelling like another alpha, but when you’re as short as I am, the options are limited.

Jude sighs like I just lifted the weight of the world off his shoulders, further signaling there’s something more going on. Today felt like a huge step forward for us, and I’m really looking forward to learning more about this mysterious alpha. He leans his forehead against mine, breath blowing across my face in a minty gust.

After we finished our brunch, Jude pulled out pack of mints, because of course he carries mints on him. If there’s one thing I’ve realized about Jude in our short time together, it’s that he’s practical and prepared for any eventuality. Like an adult boy scout, but with a scarf instead of a neckerchief.

We stay like that for a long moment, just breathing each other in while Jude collects himself. “Thank you for that,” he eventually sighs.

“I told you, Jude. Anything you need.”

His brown eyes bore into mine, searching for a lie. He won’t find one, because I mean it. I’ve never been one to hold a grudge but trying to hold one against one of my soulmates is a losing battle I’m not interested in fighting. If he had been truly cruel or allowed it to go on longer then it did maybe I’d feel differently. But that isn’t the reality we’re living in. This is. And in this one, he’s doing exactly what he said he would and showing with his actions how sorry he is. That he isn’t truly that person.

Now it’s my turn to show him he can trust me with whatever it is that’s eating him up inside. And until then, I’ll be waiting. “Come on,” I grab his hand and open the door to the book shop. “I’m ready to watch you geek out over this mystery author.”

He rolls his eyes but follows me in, eyes going wide when we spot the man sitting at the front of the room next to a display of at least ten different books, all with the author name ’Jamie Lyndon.” “Holy shit,” Jude gasps, yanking me behind a shelf.

I turn wide eyes to him, wondering why he looks like he just saw a ghost. “I know him,” he whisper-hisses at me, eyes comically wide.

“You know the author?”

He nods frantically. “That’s Shepard Kennedy. He’s on the baseball team with Mack. He’s only a sophomore, but he’s already been the starting pitcher for two seasons. The kid is wicked talented. And he’s here? Shepard fucking Kennedy is Jamie Lyndon?”

Jude clearly needs a moment, so I decide to get back to the signing and snag him a book or two in case he decides he doesn’t want to make Shepard uncomfortable by joining the meet and greet. But really, if Shepard is doing a signing this close to Harbor U, he has to know people might recognize him, right?

There’s nobody in line when I reach the table, so I turn to Shepard and smile. “What are your two least popular books?”

He quirks a brow but smiles back and points at two off to the side that only have a couple copies of each underneath the display book. “These two I sell the least of, but they’re both student-professor books and it seems like that’s a little too taboo for my typical audience.”

I almost snort but manage to hold it back. “I’ll take two of each please. And if you wouldn’t mind signing them, can you make one of each out to Professor Carter?”

Shepard barks out a laugh but doesn’t hesitate, signing one of each title to Professor Carter. “And the other two?”

“Posey is good for those.”

“I’m hoping this is an inside joke and you aren’t making me complicit in an actual student-teacher love affair. I’ll write about it between consenting adults but the actual power dynamic outside of books is kind of icky.”

Shepard has descenter on so I can’t tell what his designation is but if I had to guess I’d say he’s an alpha, and he’s absolutely precious. “He’s a PhD student and temporary professor but also my scent match if that helps?”

He pretends to think it over before shrugging. “As long as you’re 18, scent matches supersede all other expectations of propriety.” He looks around like he’s waiting for someone to jump out behind me. “Is this alpha around?”

I nod, pointing vaguely to the shelving area to our left. “He’s hiding from you. Says he knows you and doesn’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

Shepards eyes widen and he pulls at his tie nervously, loosening the knot. “It—it’s fine.” He turns panicked eyes to me. “Is he good at keeping secrets?”

I could lie and say yes, but I really don’t know. “Probably?” I shrug. “Jude, come on. If you can keep your handsome mouth shut everything will be fine.”

The alpha in question pokes his head out from behind the shelf, smiling nervously. I feel like I’m forcing toddlers to make friends, but this is literally the main reason Jude wanted to come here today. I’ll be damned if I let him leave without meeting his favorite author just because his identity was unexpected.

“Hey, Shep,” he stage whispers. There’s no one else around at this second, so the theatrics are unnecessary but very funny.

Shepard barks out a laugh, dragging his hands down his face. “Jesus. I was worried it was one of the other assholes we go to school with. If I had known it was you I wouldn’t have said a word about keeping it a secret.”

Jude cocks his head to the side. “What do you mean?”

“Mack’s known about my secret identity for years.” His lips part. “He never told you?”

My alpha looks equal parts stunned and affronted. “I didn’t know Mack was capable of keeping a secret. But one this big? And for two years?” He turns to me like I’m somehow in on it, and I raise my hands in surrender. “Nuh uh. I’m new here, don’t look at me.”

A couple of giggling betas crowd in behind us so I pull a reluctant Jude to the side. He points at Shepard. “The next time I want one of my books signed I’m coming directly to the source,” he murmurs seriously.

Shep laughs and gives him a thumbs up before turning a charming grin on the excited fans.

I pull Jude to the front to pay for our new books and try not to laugh out loud as I watch him process the landmine he just inadvertently stepped on. It’s not until I pull my card out to pay that he snaps out of it. “Excuse you, what do you think you’re doing Primrose?”

I try to ignore the butterflies I feel when he uses my full name. I wonder if this is how McKenzie feels and why he never told me to call him Mack like everyone else does. “Umm, I’m paying for our books?” He rolls his eyes, and I’m not ready to admit how hot it is when he does that. Something about his authoritative tone makes me want to brat back just to see what he might do.

“You shouldn’t be paying for anything. I’m the one who invited you today.”

I shrug, ignoring him so I can finish the transaction. Pax had the same argument not too long ago, only he sneakily tapped his card before I could. Something tells me Jude isn’t comfortable enough in his place with me to do that yet. Only when our books are bagged up and the receipt is in my hand do I aim a sassy look his way. “Too late.”

He growls, his pupils dilating so wide I can barely see the deep brown of his irises. Even his expression changes, hardening into something almost unrecognizable. But then he clenches his fists and sucks in huge lungfuls of air as he closes his eyes tight. It feels like he’s fighting off some uncontrollable thing, and it makes me wonder if this is what Mack was talking about.

After a couple of minutes Jude’s eyes open, clear and as warm as melted chocolate. “Sorry,” he pants. “Just needed a minute.”

I nod slowly, but don’t ask any questions. I have some suspicions about what’s going on with Jude, but he can come to me when he’s ready. I just hope that’s soon.

“Ready to get out of here? Maybe if the guys are around when we get back we can watch a movie?” He asks hopefully.

My heart soars. He really seems to be making an effort to make up for his past actions, and every word out of his mouth makes me like this stern alpha a little bit more. “I would, but…”

He looks pained. “But?”

“But I have a test tomorrow and my bio professor is kind of a hard ass.” I poke a finger into his abdomen, laughing when he hooks an arm around my middle and taps my nose.

“Good point,” he muses. “Maybe he’ll stay up late watching movies with the gorgeous little brat from next door and be too tired to give the test.”

His eyes sparkle when he teases me, and I decide I could get used to this side of the grumpy professor. And with enough time, who knows?

Maybe I’ll even fall in love.
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“Well if it isn’t my favorite little Georgia peach, alive and well after abandoning her best friend!” Lainey’s teasing tone makes me squeak from surprise, but then I’m wrapped in her arms and I don’t have a chance to reply before my face is being squished into her boobs. “I’ve missed you, honey! How are you? How are things going with your neighbors?”

I’d laugh if she wasn’t suffocating me. I pat her ribs and she releases me with a gasp. “Sorry!”

“It’s good to see you too, Lainey loo. I have so much to catch you up on.” It feels like it’s been ages since I last saw Lainey, with me missing class for my heat and then her going MIA for a few days. She texted me after I got home from my date with Jude asking to meet up before our English class this morning, and I’ve been dreading it. Once I realized who Jude was it felt deceitful to talk about the pack I’m…dating? Courting? Friends with? And not tell her the truth about who they are.

We take over a small bench in front of our class and I’m grateful no one is around to witness this conversation. “Okay, tell me everything. What happened with Mack? Did you finally meet the neighbors?”

I nod slowly, nerves halting my words. “I, um. Yeah, McKenzie and I have been on a couple of dates, and I even went to his game the other night.” A blush creeps over my cheeks when I think about how that night ended. “But I actually need to talk to you about that. After I met the twins, I accidentally met the final member of their pack.”

Lainey squeals, gripping my hands and bouncing in her seat. “And? Is he as hot as I think he is? Tell me everything.”

I can’t help but cringe at her question and she notices, her excitement dimming. “What is it?”

“Do you know the other members of Pack Madden?”

Her eyes widen. “I didn’t even know Mack was part of a pack. I only know of him because he’s practically a god on campus and a frequent topic of the gossip mill lately.”

“Mhmm.” I clear my throat, wringing my hands together and trying not to notice how sweaty my palms are. “McKenzie is in a pack with three other alphas. Twin brothers Paxton and Parker who are sophomores here. And an older PhD student.” I pause to see if she’ll put it together on her own, but she looks confused. “Who is also teaching an intro level biology course while he finishes his dissertation.”

Lainey’s jaw drops. “No. There is absolutely no way you’re talking about… that would be crazy.” She pauses, sadness etched onto her features. “Jude must have already been living with his dad when he met the guys. We didn’t really have any contact until he moved here for school, and even then it was minimal. I never knew…”

“Jude is the mystery alpha in their pack.”

“Oh my god.” She looks shell-shocked, and I’m not sure if anything I say will make this better or if I can only make it worse. I don’t know a lot about her feelings about Jude except that they aren’t close and he feels guilty for leaving. “Posey…”

I prepare myself for her to try and forbid me to see him, but I’m stunned when she tears up and throws her arms around me instead. “We’re going to be sisters!”

“I thought you would be upset,” I gasp, relief making it feel like a thousand pound weight was just lifted off my chest.

“Upset?” Lainey’s answering laugh is watery, a couple of tears escaping down her cheeks. “This is the best news I’ve ever heard! I get a new sister and I’ll have a chance to get to know my big brother? And I get three other pseudo-brothers to torment!”

Her enthusiasm makes the bridge of my nose sting. Images of future big family gatherings with my alphas, Lainey, and our families flit across my vision with startling clarity. “I was so scared you’d be angry or feel like I was trading you in for your brother.”

She scoffs, checking her nails. “As if. I’m a goddamn delight. He’s scrooge with better clothes.”

I have to fight to hold back my laughter, but it’s difficult. “He’s different with me. Sure at first I would have agreed, but then something changed and now…” I sigh, melting into the wall as I think about our date. “I think beneath the gruff exterior he’s a really sweet alpha.”

“Alright alright I don’t need details. As long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

My alarm goes off and we quickly gather ourselves before walking arm in arm to our shared class. I feel light as a feather now that everything is falling into place. I have a supportive family, an amazing best friend, and four incredible scent matches that bend over backwards to make me and each other happy. I’m not sure what could make life better than this.
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My last class of the day is a mandatory weekly biology lab. Mckenzie texted me earlier for a full breakdown of my class schedule so he could take every opportunity possible during the day to see my cute face. His words, not mine. So I save a seat for him in the back row.

The big guy told me the other day he feels guilty sitting in the front of a classroom because he’s so dang tall, so anytime we’re in class together I make an effort to find us seats in the back. Today, though, I’m surprised to be the only person in the classroom. The administrators office emailed me a schedule change last night, so this is my first time in bio lab at this day and time. Maybe it was a clerical error?

Mack saunters in with a smug expression on his handsome face, instantly making me suspicious. He only ever looks like that when he’s gotten away with something. “Hey pretty girl. Fancy seeing you here.”

My arms cross over my chest as I lean back in my chair. “McKenzie Madden, what did you do?”

He staggers like I’ve physically wounded him, clutching at his chest. “The full name? Not even my mom uses my full name. Except for that one time I broke a window throwing a ball in the house, or that time I got caught streaking around the bases at our local field, or I guess that time⁠—”

“Okay!” I giggle, waving him off. “We get it. Your mama was a saint. But don’t change the subject. Why are we the only ones in this classroom, and how did you manage to get my schedule changed?”

His grin gets wider when the classroom door opens again, admitting Jude. He closes it and flips the lock, making his way over to lean against the solid wood desk at the front of the room. “I didn’t do anything,” Mack says gleefully, practically bouncing in his seat.

Jude looks immensely pleased with himself and not the least bit remorseful for meddling in my schedule as he shrugs. “What’s the point of sucking up to the dean if I can’t use his favor to my advantage once in a while.”

I just shake my head, somehow both extremely flattered and completely unsurprised they would do something like this. Mack drops down into the seat I saved for him, a mischievous smile on his face. “What’s that look for?” I whisper.

He places a single finger up to his lips, winking at me.

“Alright you two, this is still a class, so I expect you to get your work done. This isn’t an excuse for you to coast by and think I’ll pass you because you’re cute,” Jude says pointedly, glancing between me and Mack.

Mack places a hand on his cheek, pasting a sickly sweet expression on his face. “Professor Carter,” he coos. “I knew you liked me.”

Jude just sighs, sitting at his desk and pulling out a stack of papers and a red pen.

The room is silent except for the turning pages for at least ten minutes, and I’ve just started to relax into the monotony of schoolwork when one of Mack’s giant hands lands on my thigh. I glance at him in question but he shakes his head, so I turn back to my paper.

His hand glides up a few more inches so it just brushes the edge of my skirt. Did I choose this outfit specifically knowing I had a class with Jude today with the intent to torture him a little bit? Maybe. But I couldn’t have guessed two of my alphas would have orchestrated a completely empty room to hold that class in.

Mack’s cotton candy scent gets infinitely sweeter as his hand glides further up, just barely grazing my panties. They’re not the scent blocking kind, so my scent is drenching this corner of the room, and at this rate it won’t be long until the whole classroom smells like apples, honey, and a horny omega. Mack bites down on his free hand to conceal a groan and I jump when his fingers circle my clit with the gentlest pressure. He uses the hand on my panties to push my thighs further apart and my eyes dart to Jude, seeing he isn’t paying any attention to us at the moment.

My focus is torn between Jude and Mack, unsure which part of this is turning me on more. After picking up those books at the signing I wanted to see what all the fuss was about so I read one and all I’ve been able to think about since is Jude fucking me on his desk and bringing to life this new student-teacher fantasy I have. Mack couldn’t possibly know about that, so he probably just wants to mess with his pack lead.

When his fingers tease the edge of my panties, I give the barest nod, thrilled by the sharp inhale he takes in response. He leans in, kissing my cheek and then placing his lips against my ear. “That’s my good girl.”

I shudder, slick completely soaking my panties and sending a fresh wave of perfume through the space. Jude must finally smell it because his head snaps up just as Mack’s thick finger breaches my entrance. I whimper and wiggle in my seat, trying desperately to get him deeper without asking out loud.

He chuckles, eyes darting between me and the professor. “So wet for me already. Should we put on a show for Jude? Show him what he’s missing?”

I can’t speak, instead bitting down hard on my bottom lip and nodding as another thick finger slides in along with the first. My gasp is loud in the quiet room, but I barely hear it over the thundering of my heart and McKenzie’s rumbling purr. My panties are still in place but pushed to the side so he has access, and I can’t help but wonder what, if anything, my surliest alpha can see.

The answer comes seconds later when Jude growls, slamming his hands on the desk. “Take her panties off,” he barks at Mack. My body jolts, reacting to the command even though it wasn’t directed at me. An alpha’s bark will almost always work on an omega or beta, forcing them to bend to the alpha’s will. But it rarely works on another alpha. The strength of their bark would have to be extreme for it to force another alpha to comply. Mack clearly isn’t affected by the bark, but follows the directive anyway, ripping my panties off with his free hand.

Jude doesn’t come closer, but instead rounds his desk to lean back against the solid wood, his hands gripping the edge so hard his knuckles turn white.

Mack’s fingers haven’t stopped moving, pumping in and out of me and hitting a spot that makes me clench around him. His pupils are blown wide with lust, scent thick in the air and the tent in his shorts could rival an actual tent. He catches me looking and bites his lip, running the hand still clutching my panties down his thick length with a grunt.

“Think you can stay quiet if I tell you to ride Mack’s knot, doll?”

My eyes go wide, locking on Jude’s in shock. He wants me to fuck McKenzie here? Now?

Jude has a wicked smirk on his face, brown eyes slightly feral and daring me to finish this game we’ve started.

I look to Mack in question, leaving it up to him. He started this, I just need to know how far he wants to take it. Rather than answer with words, he pulls his fingers out of me and grips me by the hips, lifting me out of the chair to sit in his lap facing the front of the room. “What do you say, gorgeous?” His breath ghosts across my neck as he whispers between kisses. “Should we give the good professor something to fantasize about every time he sees you in one of these desks?”

“Yes,” I whimper, bringing my hands up to lock behind McKenzie’s neck. His hands fumble around behind my lower back and he lifts briefly.

“Lift your hips for me.”

I do, and he guides me backwards, lining his erection up with my core. I’ve already been with him before, but I’m still not prepared for the stretch and inhale sharply as I sink down onto his length. “Hold your skirt up,” Mack whispers huskily. “Let him see how well you take me.”

A whine escapes my throat, making Mack growl and Jude jolt forward. I drag my skirt up and tuck it into my waistband so my professor can see everything, trying to ignore the lingering embarrassment over doing something so intimate in such a public setting. But then Jude groans, stroking a hand down his erection, and all notions of decorum fly out the window.

Knowing we’re being watched spurs me into action. I lift up and quickly drop back down, gasping when Mack bottoms out inside me. “Oh my god, McKenzie,” I moan.

My fingers tangle in his hair and he groans, burying his face in my neck. “Fucking love it when you say my name, pretty girl.”

“Is that why you told me to call you McKenzie and not Mack?” I pant.

He nods, licking the side of my neck over my pulse. I tilt my head to the side, giving him more room as my imagination runs wild wondering what it would feel like if he bit down. “Mhmm,” he hums. “Hearing you use my full name in that sweet little accent of yours makes me want to bend you over the nearest surface and fuck you every single time.”

“So do it,” I challenge.

He growls, gripping my hips in his huge hands and taking over, slamming me down onto his cock in quick thrusts that have me crying out in seconds. “Play with your clit,” he rasps. His movements are getting erratic, breaths coming in quick pants that send more sweet cotton candy into the air.

My fingers drop to circle my clit, the pleasure sparking into an inferno that takes over my whole body. It only takes a few seconds before I cry out, my body shuddering as an orgasm crashes into me like a tidal wave. McKenzie tenses beneath me, cursing as he reaches his own peak. He holds me down but doesn’t knot me, which I don’t understand until I glance up and see Jude practically shaking with the effort of holding himself back.
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Jude snarls, his eyes a blazing inferno. “Fuck this.” He storms up to me and Mack and slams his hands down on the desk. His pupils are blown again and he has that same feral look in his eyes that he did in the book store, only this is somehow worse.

My omega is throwing up warning signs left and right in my mind, only bolstered by the fact that McKenzie is cursing up a storm behind me. I turn to him with wide eyes, trepidation lacing my tone. “What’s happening?”

Mack’s eyes are nervous and his fingers are clenching my hips so hard I might have bruises tomorrow, but he keeps his voice quiet and urgent. “I wanted him to be the one to tell you, but I’m worried our display tipped his alpha over the edge into rabid territory. A few months ago Jude was diagnosed with the early stages of alpha rabidity. The only treatment is spending time with a scent match or compatible omega. He didn’t tell me until after we met you, and by then he was already entering the second stage, which is arguably worse.”

My heart hurts for Jude as things start to click into place. His mood swings, the way he treated me when we first met, his bouts of irritability that seem to come from the smallest triggers. He stayed away because he was scared. This alpha was worried he would hurt me if he went into one of these states.

“Is there a cure?” I ask hesitantly, afraid there might not be.

Mack nods slowly, biting his lip like he doesn’t want to tell me. “The only cure is bonding a scent match. Jude’s dad has it too, and hasn’t found an omega, so he’s in a facility right now and… it’s bad, Posey. But Jude isn’t completely gone yet or he would be attacking me for touching you right now.” He bands an arm around my chest to emphasize his point and Jude growls but doesn’t advance, tracking the movement with his eyes.

My mind spins, processing this information. “So theoretically, if I bit Jude…”

“Posey,” McKenzie starts to protest, but I put a finger on his lips to silence him.

“I know. But I’d already decided to forgive him before I walked in here today. His condition is only going to get worse, right?” I phrase it as a question, but we both know it isn’t one. Not really. “I’ve seen alpha rabidity in action back home and it would be a cold day in hell before I let my alpha go through that when I’m right here.”

“This isn’t⁠—”

“Don’t say it isn’t my responsibility, McKenzie. I know that.” I finally disconnect us and turn in his lap after adjusting my skirt. “Do you plan on letting me go without bonding me someday?”

He growls, yanking me to his chest. “Absolutely the fuck not.”

I bury my smile into his chest, inhaling his scent and letting it calm me. Jude is hovering behind us, quiet grunts and growls escaping as he paces back and forth. It seems like his alpha has completely taken over, shoving logic into a mental backseat. “He needs this, Mack. Maybe it isn’t fair to bond him first and I’m sorry, but…”

“But he’s pack. And he would do the same for any one of us.” He sighs, kissing the top of my head. “I can’t stay or it might aggravate his alpha even more, but you can take him into his office and I’ll be standing right outside the door, okay? It’s not ideal, but there’s no way we’ll get him across campus unscathed in this state.”

My sweet, supportive alpha. “You’re such a good alpha, McKenzie,” I murmur, placing a chaste kiss on his lips.

“I love you, pretty girl. Take care of our grumpy guy, okay? Don’t let his alpha scare you. I know he would never hurt you, even in this state.”

I nod with a small smile. “I know. See you soon?”

Mack leaves after I promise again to call him if I need him, and then I’m able to focus all of my attention on the pacing alpha behind me. He’s tugging at his hair, nonsensical words spilling from his lips in a vaguely threatening way that confirms it’s his alpha in the driver’s seat. “Jude?”

He doesn’t even flinch, so I try again. “Alpha?”

That gets his attention. Dark eyes lock on mine with laser focus. “Omega,” he growls. I nod, keeping my tone soft and body language relaxed. “Yes, your omega.”

My mind races, a dozen different scenarios flashing like a highlight reel, but none of them seem good enough. I’m terrified we’ll bond and he’ll snap out of this and be horrified. By our bond or his actions, I’m not sure.

Then an idea hits me. Jude’s office door is propped open behind his desk. All I have to do is lead him there and let his instincts take over. “Hey alpha, catch me!” I taunt as I turn, breaking into a run.

Heavy footsteps pound down the stairs after me, making my heart rate spike. I’m not afraid of Jude, but the thrill of the chase has my adrenaline pumping like I am. I barely manage to beat him to the office and collapse onto the dark brown leather couch before he’s on top of me, snarling like a wild animal. I can see now he truly is lost to his instincts, not a single flare of recognition in his glassy eyes.

Even now, there’s no fear in my mind. Jude’s alpha knows my omega on a soul-deep level and would never intentionally hurt me. My fingers tangle in his hair and I drag his lips to mine, taking his lips in a fierce kiss that only drives him crazier.

I move to unbutton his shirt but he knocks my hands away, much more gently than I would have expected when he’s practically rabid. But then he rips his shirt open, buttons scattering across the room.

Hooooly hell.

Jude is absolutely ripped. His chest and abdomen are so perfectly sculpted they could be on billboards. Hell, he could be an underwear model. I’m pretty sure there’s a super famous brand that did a campaign recently featuring an alpha in the smallest pair of boxer briefs known to man.

Maybe I should buy Jude some of those… for research.

He growls again, gripping my chin between his thumb and forefinger. “Mine.”

I nod, knowing he’s too far gone to understand much right now. My panties are long gone and Mack’s cum is still dripping out of me, but slick joins it when Jude rips my shirt straight down the middle, my bra not far behind. He doesn’t waste time taking my skirt off, instead dragging his pants down and lining himself up without preamble.

The first thrust is almost painful, even after having just been with McKenzie. Jude is frantic, rutting me into the couch with abandon as he grunts and growls while simultaneously nuzzling into my neck, licking a spot over my pulse just like his pack mate did earlier. I can feel my pulse thrumming in my neck as my heart takes off at a gallop, nerves finally getting to me.

I’m not regretting my decision to goad my alpha into a bond, but I am a little afraid it’s going to hurt. Mama and I never talked about bonding because I was always so vocally anti-alpha in an effort to be like Maisie. And it felt way too awkward to talk to her about any of this while I was staying with her pack.

I don’t have too much time to dwell on the possible pain before Jude tilts my head to the side, staring intently at my throat as his thrusts grow ragged. He’s breathing hard, the smell of kettle corn and honey mingling in the air around us as we grow closer to release. I’m not sure what’s going through his head but he grunts, shaking his head like he somehow gained enough traction in his mind to stop himself from biting me.

Deciding to take matters into my own hands, I push on his shoulders, ignoring his growl of protest, and manage to flip us so I’m in his lap. I sink down onto his cock facing him, whining when his knot brushes my clit. “Alpha, please,” I beg.

“My omega.” He snarls, gripping my hair in a tight fist and tugging hard enough to sting. I nod in agreement.

“Bite me, alpha,” I beg as I writhe on his lap.

He clamps his lips shut, shaking his head, but I can see the war in his eyes. His alpha is in control but Jude is still in there, trying to keep me from doing something he doesn’t think I really want. My orgasm is hovering just out of reach and I feel like if I don’t get him to bite me now I’ll lose the opportunity. He’ll come to and pull some self-sacrificing nonsense and allow himself to succumb to the rabidity in a misguided effort to protect me.

So I do the only thing I can think to do. The moment he glances away from me I lean forward, lick his neck just under his chin, and bite.

He roars, forcing me down on his knot as his teeth find the same spot he was licking earlier and dig in. The bond snaps into place at the same time as my orgasm takes over, and everything gets hazy. I can feel Jude at the edge of my consciousness, his emotions a complete tangle while his own orgasm hits him. I lap at the fresh bite on his throat, purring with satisfaction when each lap makes his emotions a little clearer to me. Confusion, realization, elation, relief.

“Posey?” He says my name like a question, his raspy voice displaying his nerves.

I lean forward and boop his nose playfully, a sassy smile pulling at my lips. “Hey there, alpha. Feeling better?”
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I haven’t seen my omega in days, and my alpha is extremely pissy about it.

Okay, fine. So am I.

But in my defense, she went and bonded Jude, who wasn’t even aware enough to appreciate the feeling of her teeth in his throat. My alpha is particularly irate about that little fact. And maybe I’m just the tiniest bit jealous. Pax is handling this all much better than I am, which is likely why he’s sleeping peacefully in his room, content to wait until morning to see Posey, while I’m slipping into our pack leaders room at 3 a.m. to kidnap my omega.

You know, normal loving boyfriend stuff.

Jude sleeps like the dead on a normal night but now that he’s all bonded and settled, I could set off fireworks in his room and he wouldn’t wake up. It makes picking the lock on his door and sneaking inside annoyingly easy.

Posey sleeps like an angel. Her mouth is parted, little snores escaping that I find extremely endearing and I vow to tell her that when she wakes up. I slide my hands under her back and knees, lifting slowly so I don’t wake her up. She sighs but doesn’t move, instead curling further into my arms and rooting around until her nose hits my neck.

A full body shudder rocks through me the second her nose makes contact. Any touch from this omega is enough to have me teetering on the edge of control, and I love it. If I could glue her hand to mine I would in a heartbeat.

Making it to my bedroom unseen is a relief, and a burst of pride shoots through my chest when I lay eyes on the bed. After seeing Posey’s beautiful nest I went out and purchased a few duplicates of some of her things so I could have them in my space for whenever she wanted to spend time here. I know her apartment is right next door, but that is three doors between us. And four too many if you ask me.

Grabbing one of the matching blankets I bought for us, I lay down with my girl and allow my body to fully relax for the first time in days. The steady beat of her heart against mine and the even cadence of her breathing soothe my alpha, and it’s only seconds before my eyes close and I drift off to sleep.
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“Little doll, your phone has been ringing all morning.”

Jude’s voice startles me awake and I’m shocked to see it’s after noon already. I haven’t slept this long in one night my entire life, and I feel fucking fantastic. Is this what it feels like to be fully rested?

Posey sits up next to me, not even checking her surroundings before she snags the phone out of Jude’s hand and answers without looking at the caller I.D. “Hello?”

“Primrose Evelyn Hale!” I hear a boisterous feminine voice shout down the line.

Is that really her full name? It’s almost as cute as she is.

Posey cringes, aiming wide eyes between me and Jude, who’s glaring at me like I stole his favorite toy. “You can’t just steal our omega out of my bed in the middle of the night, Parker,” he hisses. “I almost had a goddamn heart attack when I woke up and she was gone.”

I shrug, dragging a hand through my hair as I yawn. “I haven’t seen her in days and she bit you. It felt like a great choice at the time.” I think for a second, tilting my head. “Still does, actually.”

Jude scoffs, but he doesn’t argue. He knows if he was in my position he probably would have thought about doing the same thing. He never would have gone through with it, but at the very least it would have been under consideration in that big brain of his.

Hushed arguing from the other side of the room where Posey’s retreated has me leaning in closer, trying to make out any of the words, but Jude grabs my arm and drags me off the bed. I hit the floor with a thud, groaning quietly into the rug. “That was rude.”

He shrugs. “Don’t eavesdrop on our omega. That is rude.”

Posey startles me when she collapses onto the bed facedown and screams into the pillow. I exchange a concerned look with my pack mate before crawling back on the bed and rubbing a hand up and down her back in what I hope is a soothing pattern. “Everything alright, flower?” I ask hesitantly.

Her head snaps up so fast she whacks me in the face with her long hair. I cough, attempting to spit out the pieces that caught in my mouth as she sighs in exasperation, seemingly unaware of the hair-in-mouth situation. “Yes. No. Maybe. Depends how y’all feel about taking a quick weekend trip down to Georgia.”

“We heard a scream, is everything okay?” Paxton and Mack crash into the room at the same time, both half dressed and out of breath. Mack immediately goes to Posey’s side, running hands along her body like she was somehow injured between last night and this morning, and Pax looks between me and our pack lead, obviously sensing our confusion.

“What do you mean, doll?” Jude questions.

Posey whines, shoving her messy hair away from her face. “That was my mom and dads. Apparently Maisie opened her big mouth about Mack’s display in the courtyard and I just got a lecture about getting engaged without even introducing him to my parents.” She shoots a glare at Mack and he grins unrepentantly. “So now they’re demanding I bring y’all home with me this weekend for the harvest festival.”

Pax chokes. “This weekend, as in tomorrow?”

She nods, looking resigned, but there’s also a little twinkle in her eyes that makes me think she’s not as upset about this turn of events as she’s pretending to be. Jude told us she was feeling kind of homesick, and that alone makes up my mind. Glancing around at the rest of my pack, I smile. “I think it sounds like fun.”

Posey gives me a grateful smile and reaches out to place her hand over mine as she looks imploringly at the others. “They would come here if they could but because it’s harvest season and there’s an orchard on the ranch my parents own, they can’t take the time away. I understand if you aren’t ready yet, but given that Jude and I are bonded…”

Jude nods decisively, placing a knee down on the bed and leaning in to cup her cheek. “I would love to meet your parents, doll.”

“I mean we are engaged, I should probably go meet my future in-laws,” Mack smiles brightly.

Paxton is looking between me and our omega, panic lighting his eyes. He’s never done very well meeting new people especially with something as important as this, and I’m sure his anxiety is sky high. I give him a subtle nod to show him I have him, and he relaxes. “I think we would all love to see where you’re from and meet the people who raised such an incredible woman, sweetheart.”

Posey looks between all of us one last time before biting her lip. “Okay, I guess we’re going to Georgia.”
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“Why do you seem so nervous, little doll?” Jude asks from his seat next to me. My parents insisted on purchasing plane tickets for the whole pack, so we’re all packed in to two rows in first class. The guys had a lot of questions when I showed them our seats, but I did what any respectable omega would do when faced with an uncomfortable conversation and pretended not to hear.

I haven’t figured out how to lock down my emotions in the bond yet, so I know my alpha has to be feeling the riot of emotions all tangled up in my mind. “I don’t know,” I whine. “I love my family and I am so excited for them to meet you guys, but I’ve never even had a boyfriend before and now I’m showing up bonded to a pack I’ve only known a month? I think I’m worried they’re going to be disappointed in me.”

Jude scoffs as he reaches over me to unbuckle my seatbelt and then pulls me into his lap, the scarf I gave him proudly around his neck. It smells like a mixture of both of our scents and acts as a balm to my frazzled nerves. “Posey I’ve never met your parents and even I know they could never be disappointed in you. But for something like following your instincts and saving me? I can’t imagine them being upset with you. And if they are, I’ll take the blame. After all, you only bit me to save me from going rabid.”

“Jude, no,” I coo, cupping his face in my hands. “Did your diagnosis speed up our timeline a little? Maybe. But can you honestly say Mack or Parker would have let us get to Christmas without demanding I bite them?” He shakes his head, and I laugh. “Exactly. You’re my scent match, Jude. My soulmate. I know I haven’t had a chance to say it yet, but I forgive you. I had already done so before we bonded, and I’m sorry I didn’t get the chance to tell you before I pushed you to bite me back.”

He deflates, shoulders dropping as a ragged purr kicks up in his chest. “Thank god,” he murmurs, pulling me close. “I really am so sorry, doll. Thank you for giving me a chance. For not writing me off.”

“You’re forgiven.” I kiss him quickly, sending as much reassurance as I can through the bond. “Now let’s move on.”

He sends a push of affection back, warming me from the inside out. Actually… “Is the air on?”

Jude looks confused, but nods slowly. “It is. Your cheeks are flushed, are you feeling warm?”

Paxton overhears the question and leans across the aisle, placing a hand on my forehead. “Sweetheart you feel warm. Are you getting sick?”

I shake my head. I don’t feel sick, I just feel overheated. “I’m probably just anxious and dehydrated. A little fresh air and some cold water and I’ll be right as rain,” I assure them. Parker holds a bottle of water out over the seat in front of me, making me roll my eyes. One thing I’ve learned about that alpha is that of all four men, he’s the one with the most questionable morals when it comes to me. I truly don’t think there’s any line he wouldn’t cross if it meant getting to me or keeping me.

It’s thrilling.

But I can’t openly encourage his bad habits, so I paste a disapproving scowl on my face and take the bottle all while acting like I don’t find it sweet that he’s been listening in on our conversation while pretending to be asleep.

“Folks we have just engaged the seatbelt sign for our descent into Atlanta. Please fasten your seatbelts and return all tray tables to their upright positions to prepare for landing. Thank you for flying Signate Air.”

My stomach pitches at the same time as the plane, both from the sudden dip in altitude and nerves. We’ll rent a car to drive the last hour and a half to Honeybrook, but then it’s two days on the ranch with my parents who still don’t know I’m bonded.

A large hand encircles mine, and I look up to see Jude with an empathetic smile on his face, adoration pouring down the bond. “It’s going to be fine.”

I can only hope he’s right.
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“Is that my beautiful Rosie Posie?” Mama shrieks the second I exit the car, barreling into me with the all the force of a toddler on a sugar rush.

“Hi Mama,” I laugh, hugging her back. The scent of comfort and home is all over her, instantly soothing me. It’s funny now that I’ve met the guys, the smell of home doesn’t really feel like home anymore. The four alphas shifting nervously behind me are starting to feel like my true home, and that thought both excites and terrifies me.

She leans back, gripping me by the shoulders and giving me an exaggerated once over. Thank god I remembered to throw on my scarf before getting out. “You’re glowing. I can only assume the four hulking men behind you are responsible for that?”

My face heats. “They are. Mama, this is Jude Carter, McKenzie Madden, and Paxton and Parker Avery.” I introduce them one by one before taking a deep breath and undoing my scarf. “My pack.”

She instantly tears up, clutching her hands together in front of her chest before reaching one out to hover over my bond mark from Jude. “My baby is mated. And was what you suspected true? Are these the neighbors you told me about after you met Paxton?”

I nod, giggling when Paxton’s jaw drops. Parker elbows him and he quickly recovers, but I make a note to spend some solo time with him this weekend. I miss my sweet alpha.

Mama claps, bouncing on her toes. “Well this is just the best news! We have to tell your dads.” She ushers us all inside. “Come on, come on! Oh!” She stops just outside the door. “Where are my manners? My name is Lily, and you can call me Lily, Mama Lily, or just Mama. None of that Mrs. Hale nonsense. That’s reserved for strangers, little ones, and Pastor George only.”

I can tell the guys are either confused or fighting to hold back laughter, but I’m so used to Mama’s brand of crazy it doesn’t even phase me. Jude, McKenzie and Parker all follow my mom in the house, but Pax wraps a hand around my wrist to hold me back. His eyes are shining as he looks down at me with awe written all over his face. “You told your mom about me?”

“Of course I did.” My smile is wide. “You were the first guy I met on campus and your scent was, is, one of the best things I’ve ever smelled. I called my mom the very next morning to tell her about you. She’s the one who convinced me you might be my scent match.”

He shakes his head, leaning down to rain light kisses on my cheeks, nose, and forehead. “You have no idea how good it feels to hear that, sweetheart.”

I rise up on my toes to scent mark his cheek, loving how rich and sweet his taffy scent is right now. “The other guys may be louder, but you’re the first one I noticed, Pax.” Taking a deep breath, I let it out slow and swallow my fears. “I love you, Pax.”

He startles, staring down at me with wide eyes. “Are you sure?”

I can’t help the laugh that escapes. “I’m sure.”

A huge smile takes over his face. His arms wrap around me in a tight hug as he takes my lips in a hard kiss that leaves me breathless. “I love you too, Posey.”

“Are you two done neckin’ yet?” Tucker calls out the front door. He’s got a hand over his eyes and a smirk on his face. “Your mama is chompin’ at the bit to meet your final alpha now that she’s sufficiently scared the other three.”

I groan, burying my face in Paxton’s chest as heat suffuses my cheeks again. “We’re coming, daddy!” Pax trails along behind me on our way into the house, never once letting go of my hand. As soon as we step foot over the threshold, Mama steals my alpha away to sit in the family room with the others, Auggie, and Henry.

Tucker comes to my side and wraps an arm around my shoulders, kissing the top of my head. “Missed you, honey.”

“Missed you more, daddy.”

“Are they treating you well?” He asks quietly.

I can’t help my smile. “Things were a little rocky with Jude at first but yes, they treat me incredibly well. I know it’s fast but I’m so happy.”

Tucker chuckles, gesturing at my other parents. “I know your mom told you our timeline. Who gives a hoot if it’s fast when fate is involved? They’re your scent matches, and the way those boys look at you?” He shakes his head. “It’s the same look your dads and I still give your mom every day. Love like that doesn’t follow any one timeline. Trust your instincts. What are they telling you?”

The answer comes to me right away. “I love them.” The realization is like a light turning on after years in the dark. It doesn’t matter that I’ve only known them a month because it’s meant to be.

I love Pack Madden, and I think I’m finally ready to tell them.
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“So what exactly is a harvest festival, and why does it involve wearing this atrocious shirt?” Parker grumbles.

I turn around in the front seat, grinning at the perturbed look on his face. The harvest festival is our annual celebration of a successful apple harvest. The whole town gathers together for one big weeklong party. There’s apple themed events and vendor stalls, a carnival and even a giant ferris wheel.” I wink at Pax, pleased when his cheeks turn pink at the reminder of our last ferris wheel experience. “Oh,” I turn back to Parker. “And the shirt is just for me.”

He growls and lunges at me from the back seat, but I hop out of the parked car with a giggle, eager to get the day started. My parents are off manning the Hale River Ranch booth, so today will just be me and my alphas out on the town. We’ve already run into half a dozen people who wanted to say hello, and I can feel the curiosity rolling off of the guys each time someone asks a question about the ranch or why I chose to leave home.

McKenzie pulls me into his side with an arm over my shoulder as we’re walking, and that’s when the dam finally breaks. “Time to spill, pretty girl. What’s with all the secrecy about the ranch? The first class flight, random townspeople interrogating you, the insanely beautiful house with enough room for nine grown adults. You know we don’t care if you come from money, right?”

I shrug, embarrassment sliding over me. “I know, but it’s always weird. My parents own and run one of the largest ranches in the country, and when people find that out it’s usually one of two reactions. Either they assume I’m some spoiled rich kid or they want to use me for access. I learned not to talk about it.”

His sad smile is empathetic. “My parents come from old money, so I get it. My great great grandfather was some oil tycoon who got lucky and made enough money that my great grandkids wouldn’t have to work if they don’t want to, and since I’ve also always been great at sports, my parents warned me to be wary of who I let get close. I do agree it’s easier not to talk about it, but we’re pack. We’d never judge you for something you have no control over. And just like you said, you’re not some spoiled little rich girl. You’re the furthest thing from it. Money doesn’t mean anything in the grand scheme of things. It’s paper that some random dude in China decided was worth something. You could have nothing and we would love you exactly the same.”

A relieved breath whooshes out of me. It’s hard to explain why I was so nervous to tell them about my home life, but it’s nice to be reassured that they truly don’t care.

“Now tell me,” Mack starts, that mischievous twinkle back in his eyes. “Are you the kind of rich girl that rode horses for fun? And if the answer is yes, are there pictures?”

I laugh, especially when my other alphas perk up at this question. “I can do you one better, there’s video. I did a few local competitions for barrel racing but never really got into it the way my cousin did. I do still have a horse though. Her name is Daisy and she’s my pride and joy. You guys can meet her tomorrow, but for now I need an apple fritter, STAT.”

“You heard our omega,” Parker chimes in. “She needs an apple fritter. Mack, go find them. Pax, you’re on drink duty.”

“What about me?” Amusement laces Jude’s voice, which is a stark change from just a few days ago when he was always snarling and irritable from the constant battle against his feral alpha.

“You’re with us,” Parker says distractedly. Leaning in, he lowers his voice so only we can hear. “Posey’s scent is particularly strong today and even though her scent is tinged with yours since the bond, alphas are simple creatures. I don’t want one of them catching her alone and getting the wrong idea.”

Concern filters through the bond from Jude, but I can barely feel it over my own annoyance. “Posey is right here. And she’s not two years old. I am fully capable of speaking for myself and understanding when y’all are talking over my head.”

Parker pulls me into his body, nuzzling his nose in my hair. “Sorry, flower. But it’s true. Your scent is really strong today. You aren’t due for a heat yet, but you’ve had a few episodes where your temperature spiked since we met.”

My mind spins, a dozen different possibilities circling in a dizzying wave. “You don’t think…” I trail off, not wanting to voice the terrifying thought.

“That you’re showing signs of going into an early heat?” Parker finishes my thought casually. “Yes actually, that’s exactly what I think.”

“No. I—I can’t go through another heat. Not now. Not this soon after…” a fully body shudder wracks through me.

“Doll,” Jude coos, cupping my face. “I’m so sorry you ever had to go through a heat alone, but it will never happen again. You have four alphas at your side now who would never willingly leave your side during a heat unless you asked us to. If our bonding put you into an early heat, I promise it’s going to be miles different than your first one.”

I nod, sagging into Parker’s hold. “I trust you. But I’m feeling fine right now, so can we just have fun and try not to think about it until that happens?”

They exchange a look but reluctantly agree and we set off towards the picnic tables. It’s a beautifully warm fall day here in Honeybrook, a stark contrast and blessed change from the bitter cold of a Maine fall. “Do you ever get snow here, pretty girl? I’ve never been outside of the east coast in the winter so it feels weird to not be wearing a jacket in October.”

“Sometimes! We’ll get rare flurries down here but usually if you want to see snow that won’t melt immediately you’d have to go up in the mountains. I’m actually really looking forward to winter in Maine even if it is colder than a witches tit in a brass bra.”

“Just wait until we get stuck in a Nor’easter,” Mack chuckles, dropping down to the bench seat next to me and handing me a steaming box. “You’ll be freezing your ass off and stuck inside for days on end. The university was built on an incline so we typically don’t have to worry about flooding, but the power goes out at the drop of a hat in those old buildings.”

The guys continue to joke and swap stories, but I tune them out when a hot flash hits suddenly, turning me into a sweaty mess. I use my shirt to fan myself as subtly as I can, but Paxton notices, glancing at me with a quirk of his brow. I wave him off, diligently ignoring the trickle of slick I feel seeping into my panties. We came here to have fun and that’s what I’m going to do, damnit.

“Holy fuck,” McKenzie’s moan is borderline pornographic as he shovels fritters into his mouth with alarming speed. Any other time I might laugh, but right now? It’s all I can do not to beg them to take me right here on this picnic table.

A wave of heat perfume explodes out of me, surrounding the table in seconds and making my alphas groan for a whole new reason. Parker side-eyes me and I ready a denial, but he doesn’t call me out, instead starting a new conversation about other snacks they should try and find to distract everyone.

My skin is starting to crawl, and even though it’s barely seventy degrees the heat ravaging my body makes me feel like I need an ice bath to cool off. “I need a Snoball. Anyone else want one?” I blurt, interrupting the guys.

“I’ll come with you, sweetheart.”

I roll my eyes when Pax offers to accompany me and then immediately feel like a bitch, so I nod and hold out a hand. Apparently being afraid of my heat is going to turn me into a petulant child.

Can’t freaking wait.
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Posey has copped a major attitude all of a sudden and I think it might have something to do with the pre-heat symptoms she’s been ignoring since she bonded Jude. Meeting a scent match can trigger a heat for an omega regardless of where they are in their heat cycle, and it’s something I’ve been preparing for since the day we ran into each other outside the coffee shop.

A little presumptuous? Maybe. But none of my packmates are the best at planning ahead, so it’s my job to make sure we’re prepared for anything. In this case, it meant preemptively booking a heat suite at the local bed and breakfast for this weekend just in case. And now that Posey is all hot and bothered? I’m glad I did. The only thing I haven’t done is email everyones professors, but only because I wasn’t one hundred percent certain she would go into heat this weekend.

But the mood swings, increase in the strength of her scent, flushed cheeks and sweaty forehead tells me her heat is coming, and it’s coming fast. “What flavors do you want on your Snoball sweetheart?”

Posey frowns, little lines forming between her brows. When she makes that face, I can picture her exactly like this, fifty years from now. “I don’t know.”

“What if we do caramel and cotton candy? It’ll taste like your alphas.” I’m thanking my lucky stars that my mom prepared me to get an omega through pre-heat right now. We didn’t know Posey before her first heat and I’ve never been through a heat with anyone else before, so asking my mom seemed like the best option. My only goal today is to keep my omega calm and as happy as possible before the cramps start. As soon as they do I can get us to the heat suite, or, if she has a nest at home, we can go there. I just want her to have the option of privacy.

While Posey watches the vendor make her treat, I discreetly pull out my phone to loop the guys in.

Posey’s Fan Club

Me


Posey is going into heat and it’s coming on fast, but it seems like she’s either in denial or doesn’t realize what’s happening




Parker


She’s in denial lol. When we got here I asked her and she said she’s afraid and wants one day of normalcy before having to acknowledge it.




Jude


Clearly that strategy isn’t working with how quickly her pre-heat symptoms are progressing. I never thought I’d see our omega with an attitude like this




Parker:


It’s adorable, isn’t it?




Mack


Is she in pain? I don’t know how to help an omega in heat. Pre-heat. Whatever. We’re over 1000 miles from her nest, where the fuck is she supposed to go through a heat? What about classes? Baseball?




Me


Take a breath, Mack. Everyone needs to email their professors right now, and Jude you need to email your students and the dean, and maybe also email on behalf of Posey. I booked a heat suite at the B&B so if our girl is okay with it we’ll go there. This doesn’t need to be some big thing, not when she’s already so anxious.




Jude


Pax is right. The important thing is that she knows we’re with her no matter what. Her first heat traumatized her and that’s why she’s in denial and so scared to go through it again.




“Pax?” Posey’s pained whimper catches my attention, and I hiss a breath when I find her bent over clutching a now-empty styrofoam cup with one hand and her stomach with the other. There’s colored ice all over the grass in front of her, and she’s whimpering quietly.

I’m at her side in two long strides and hurriedly scoop her into my arms bridal style. “I know sweetheart,” I whisper against her forehead as I rush us back to the others. She’s burning up, sweat sliding down her forehead and neck in little rivulets that I want to lick off. “We need to go. Right now,” I command when we’re within five feet of the picnic table.

The guys jump into action, Jude barking orders at Mack and Parker as he takes off with the keys, likely to pull the car closer to the front gates. Posey is nuzzling at my neck, licking and sucking in a way that is absolutely not appropriate for our current locale. “Put your tongue away Primrose,” I say sternly. Her head pops up, lips parted in stunned silence. I’ve never been anything but sweet with her outside of our ferris wheel ride, but I have a feeling at least one of us is going to have to be stern with her in order to make it through this heat.

It takes everything I have not to laugh when she pouts at me. She’s just so fucking cute. Parker is going to lose his shit when he sees the expression and I almost want to record his reaction to show Posey when she’s coherent again.

“We’re in public right now, sweetheart. As soon as we get to a nest you can lick me all you want,” I promise her. “Now I need to ask before we lose you to the fog, would you rather go through your heat at your parents house or at the heat suite I booked for us? It’s up to you.”

She thinks about it, biting her lip. “Heat suite. I don’t want to come to and immediately be worried my parents heard me getting railed six ways to Sunday,” she murmurs.

I choke on a laugh, coughing. “Got it. The guys will drop us off at the B&B and then go get our stuff from the ranch, okay? We’ll get you into a nice cool shower and see if we can’t lower your temp for a bit until they get back.”

She nods wordlessly and cuddles further into my chest. As soon as I see Jude pull up with the car I’m rushing past curious townspeople and over-sugared children to get Posey away from all the commotion. Her mood swings seem to have evened out for the moment, but that could just be because her omega is overwhelmed.

“You’ll need to drop me and Posey off at the bed and breakfast first, and then can you take the guys to the ranch to grab our bags and explain to Posey’s parents what’s going on? Our omega needs a cool shower and some quiet before things get more intense,” I say as I slide into the back seat behind Jude.

He nods, meeting my eyes in the rearview mirror. Reassurance pours off of him in waves of dominance, and this is why he’s our pack lead. Recent events notwithstanding, Jude is the most levelheaded between the four of us and he’s great at taking charge and calming the three of us younger alphas down when he needs to.

Parker and Mack barrel in then, Mack diving into the front seat and my brother sliding in next to us. I let him slide Posey off my lap into his, and he nuzzles her, whispering sweet nothings into her ear that have intense waves of perfume filling the car faster than I can blink. I groan, pushing a hand down my aching erection. My instincts are driving me to rut my omega into a nest until I can sink my teeth into her, but I don’t even know if she’s ready for that.

“Sweetheart, are you with me?” I ask hesitantly. Curling my forefinger under her chin, I lift until her glassy dark blue eyes meet mine. Her pupils are dilated but not so much that I feel like she isn’t coherent.

She nods minutely, gripping my wrist in her small hand.

“We need to know any limits you might have. Is there anything you absolutely don’t want?”

The blush on her cheeks spreads, traveling down her neck and even up to the tips of her ears. “I don’t like being called names. Or, um, serious pain. Something like spanking would be fine. But other than that I trust you.”

I nod, kissing her nose. “Such a brave girl, giving us your limits. What about bonding?” Her eyes fly to mine, so wide I’m worried they might fall out. “It’s your choice, my love. If you aren’t ready we completely understand. We can wait as long as you need. Right guys?”

Parker and Mack nod enthusiastically, the latter reaching into the backseat to caress our omega’s thigh. “You’re in charge, gorgeous.”

She looks around the car, gaze pausing on the back of Jude’s head. I have a feeling she’s trying to gauge his emotions, but huffs when he blocks her out. He’s probably as afraid as we are of pushing her into something she isn’t ready for. I watch the gears turn in her head until finally she sits up straight, determination turning her expression resolute. “I want all of you to bite me during my heat. I’m ready.”
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My skin is on fire. Did I lay in a bed of fire ants?

Shortly after I told the guys I wanted to bond during my heat, I fell into a restless, hazy state. My eyes were closed and I could hear everything around me, but it almost sounded like I was underwater. Words and sounds were muffled in a way that would normally have had me panicking, but because I was with my pack I was able to just relax and let them take care of me.

It’s a foreign feeling I’m still getting used to.

Cold water battering against my heated skin shocks me, making me gasp. When my eyes pop open I find myself in a pretty, tiled shower that’s large enough to fit both me and Paxton, plus my other three missing alphas. Paxton’s face is remorseful as he holds me under the spray.

The cool water feels like tiny knives slicing against my overheated skin. “I’m sorry, Posey. Your temp spiked suddenly and we had to get it down as fast as we could. This was the first thing I could think to do.”

“It’s o-okay. S’just a l-little cold,” I stammer, shivering beneath the icy spray of the two shower heads currently aimed our direction.

Pax rubs his hands up and down my arms before reaching for the shampoo. “Can I wash your hair? The guys should be back by the time we get out and then Jude can braid it for you.”

My brows jump. “Jude knows how to braid hair?”

Paxton nods, a small smile on his lips. “Believe it or not, Jude is a hopeless romantic and before his diagnosis he wanted an omega more than any of us. He’s taken a dozen different omega care classes with the hope that we would find one sooner rather than later. And, well…” he waves his hand at me, making me smile.

I tilt my head back into the spray, and he doesn’t hesitate to get to work, massaging my scalp so thoroughly I can’t control the noises coming out of my mouth or how much perfume I’m letting out into the steamy air right now.

When he moves to stand at my back so he can condition my hair, I feel his straining erection brush my lower back. A whimper escapes before I can stop it. My hips push back into his, desperately seeking friction from my sweet alpha. “Posey,” he growls, lightly slapping the side of my ass. The growl combined with the spank have the opposite of his intended effect and only encourage me, slick sliding down my thighs and sending even more perfume into the air. It feels like we’re breathing in a syrupy fog of apples and honey.

“Does this pretty pussy need some attention, sweet girl?” He grabs my hips, sliding one hand around the front to glide across my slick clit.

“Yes alpha,” I pant, thrusting my ass back against his erection.

He hisses, landing a firm slap to my ass. “Walk to the bench and bend over then.”

A shiver that has nothing to do with the cold water sends goosebumps down my arms. A few wobbly steps has me standing in front of a bench made entirely of white marble with pink and gold veining throughout. This whole bathroom, or what I can see of it at least, is a girly girl’s dream. The walls are a pastel pink that’s several shades lighter than my hair, and the shower and sink are made of the same pink, white, and gold marble that I almost want to ask for the name of at reception so I can get it in my own bathroom someday.

A peek back at Paxton allows me to see him in all of his naked glory for the first time, and he’s beautiful. All smooth, pale skin, muscles that are leaner than his brother’s and slightly less defined. He doesn’t have any visible tattoos, unlike Jude and Mack, just two deep lines in his hips that point to a long, straight dick that juts out straight at me as if in invitation.

Turning around, I place my hands on the bench and shake my ass at Pax, delighting in the growl he lets out. “You’re toying with me, sweetheart. Do I need to spank you to remind you who’s in charge here?”

I nod wildly, hoping he does just that.

He chuckles darkly, sending a thrill through me that makes my thighs clench. I haven’t gotten to see this side of my sweet alpha nearly enough, and I’m prepared to beg for it if I have to.

Luckily for me, I don’t have to.

Paxton drops to his knees behind me, the tips of his fingers gliding up the backs of my thighs. “Such a needy girl,” he coos, placing kisses in the same path his fingers just took. “But you’ve been so good for your alphas. I think you deserve a reward, don’t you?”

“Please!” I whine.

He laughs again, but this time punctuates it with a swipe of his tongue from my clit to my entrance. A groan scrapes out of his throat, loud and raw. “You taste better than I ever could have imagined, sweetheart.”

I whimper but any words I could have used to respond float away when Pax dives in with vigor, feasting on my pussy like he’s been starved for years. My vision dips in and out each time his tongue touches my clit, the pleasure almost too much to bear in this position. My legs tremble when he slips two fingers inside me, pumping at exactly the right angle to make me see stars. “Pax!” I cry out. He moans into my pussy, circling his tongue around my clit as he adds a third finger, pumping steadily. “Come for me, sweetheart. Let me taste your release,” he coaxes.

Seconds later, I do. An orgasm crashes over me just as my knees give out, sending me crashing back into my alphas lap. “Woah there. Are you okay, Posey?”

Sweet Paxton is back, but I don’t want that yet. Spinning around, I impale myself on Paxton’s cock without a second thought, crying out when my sensitive clit brushes his swollen knot. “Guess that answers my question,” he gasps, hands once again landing on my hips. He uses his hold on me to guide my movements, bouncing me up and down on his swollen cock until we’re both breathless. “Wrap your arms around my neck,” he snaps.

I do, and he stands, never once loosening his grip on my body. I gasp when my back hits the cold tile wall, the sensation a delicious contrast to the warmth of my alpha’s body pressed to my front. “Knot,” I beg, scratching at his back. “I need your knot.”

He simply grins, thrusting harder as he takes both of my hands in one of his and presses them into the wall above my head. “You want my knot, sweetheart?”

I nod, tears running down my cheeks. “Please,” the word is a pained whimper, cramps wracking my abdomen that signal my heat has finally arrived.

Pax’s lips slam down on mine at the same moment his knot pops into place inside of my pussy, locking us together as another blissful orgasm spirals through me in dizzying waves of heat. I’m so blissed out I barely hear Paxton cursing as he comes inside of me, and by the time he comes down from his high, I can’t hear anything at all.
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After a very uncomfortable conversation with Posey’s parents, Jude, Parker and I managed to secure our bags and load them into the car to bring them over to the cute little bed and breakfast Paxton scored a room at. “When did your brother find the time to book this room? And how did he manage to do it so last minute when there’s a festival in town?” I ask Parker because out of all of us, he’s the most likely one to know what’s going on in his brother’s head at any given moment.

But even he shrugs. “I have no fucking clue. All I know is he had it booked before we got here, because he said something about it the day Posey asked us to come home with her. The comment was offhand and didn’t make much sense at the time, but now it does.”

“Well whatever the reason, I’m thankful he thought ahead. Can you imagine going through a heat with Mama Lily in the same house?”

Jude snorts, shaking his head. “She’d be checking in on us and asking if we needed snacks or water.”

My laugh is loud in the small car, startling Parker who’s been furiously typing away on his cell. “That’s a hilariously horrifying thought coming from our fearless leader.”

He waves me off, shuddering like he’s finally repeating his thought inside his mind. But then he grunts, adjusting himself with one hand as he drives. “Posey’s so turned on right now.”

I groan, picturing a thousand different things she and Pax could be getting up to. “I can’t wait to be able to feel her emotions. Do you think she meant what she said about bonding?”

Parker perks up like he also wants to know. Jude nods definitively. “She was prodding me through our bond trying to gauge my feelings about it at first, but when I blocked her out, she had to make the choice for herself. I could feel her certainty then, and I can feel it now. She’s ready for this.” He pauses for a moment, taking several deep breaths before he meets mine and Park’s eyes in turn. “I’m sorry it wasn’t either of you first. Sorry my disease took the chance from three alphas who deserved her first bite a hell of a lot more than I did.”

My mouth parts, shock pouring through me as I struggle to piece together a response. I can probably count on one hand the number of times I’ve heard my pack lead sound so… humble. Parker also looks sort of shell-shocked, so I do my best to put my feelings into words. “I’ll admit, when Posey brought up the idea of bonding you, my first internal reaction was… less than supportive. I was jealous. Parker scented her first and took her virginity, Paxton saw her first, and you were going to bond her first. I think… at the time, it just felt like there were no firsts left for me. But then I realized it’s not about firsts. We’re pack, and if you guys are happy then so am I. I know my relationship with Posey isn’t any less just because I don’t have one of those firsts with her.”

Parker sits up fully, turning in his seat to face me. “You were Posey’s first kiss.”

I grin, clapping a hand down on my pack mates shoulder. “That helped, too.”

They both scoff, and the mood in the car lightens immensely. “But really, Jude. Don’t apologize for something that was going to happen eventually anyway. She bit you first, but she’ll bite us too.” I check my watch. “This weekend, if I have anything to say about it.”

Park nods in agreement. “Couldn’t have said it better, Mack.”

Pride fills my chest. I may have one of the highest GPA’s at Harbor University, but I’ve never been particularly eloquent. It’s frustrating knowing exactly what you want to say to someone but never being able to find the right words, so the fact that Parker is agreeing with me and supporting me feels great.

Our drive to the B&B is short and Paxton already texted the room number to our group chat, so as soon as we’re in the building we go right up. I’ve never been involved in a heat before so I’m not sure what to expect, but it certainly isn’t for the Paxton to be putting on a show for our omega.

Parker immediately guffaws, clutching his abdomen as he laughs so hard actual tears escape is eyes, and Jude just looks bewildered. Me? I join in. The chorus of Down by Jay Sean belts through the room, my voice booming so loud you can’t even hear Pax anymore as I join in on his terrible boy band dance moves. It doesn’t matter why this is happening or how long I need to do it when Posey is smiling like that. The beaming grin on her face only brightens when she spots me, and the expression turns my blood to fire.

As the song winds down I turn in one final spin before rushing to my omega and taking her lips in a salacious kiss. “Hi, pretty girl. How are you feeling?”

She just lifts a bare shoulder, and that’s when I notice she’s in nothing but a towel. Paxton huffs, panting with his hands on his knees. “She’s feeling bratty. Even after two orgasms in the shower she refused to eat, so I did the only thing I could think of to distract her enough to get her to eat and drink.” He points to a mostly-empty room service tray and the silicone straw Posey currently has trapped between her lips. The cup is opaque so I can’t see what’s in the cup, but judging by the smell of strawberries on her breath I’d say it’s likely some sort of smoothie or electrolyte drink.

I arch a brow at Posey, staring her down. “Were you being a brat for Paxton?”

She shrugs again, but this time there’s a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. Her pupils are huge so I have to assume she’s at least partially lost to her heat fog, and I have a feeling it’s going to take all four of us and some creative threats to get her to cooperate for everything except being knotted.

A chuckle leaves me as I drop another kiss on her swollen lips. “Naughty omega.”

Posey doubles over suddenly, hands clawing at her lower abdomen as she cries out in pain. My first instinct is to panic. I just had sex for the first time a week ago! I don’t know what the fuck to do with an omega in heat.

Before I can spiral too far, a heavy hands lands on my shoulder. Jude leans in close, lowering his voice as the twins tend to our omega. “Your instincts know what to do, Mack. All you have to do is let go and trust them and us to get you through.”

Doing what he says sounds easier said than done, but when I close my eyes and really hone in on my instincts, I find that I somehow know exactly what to do. Crouching in front of Posey, I try my best to meet her eyes. “Are you aching, gorgeous?”

She nods frantically, whimpering in pain as she writhes around on the massive bed. “Please make it stop hurting, Alpha.”

I nod at the guys and scoop our omega into my arms, marching towards the only closed door in the room. This is a heat suite, meaning it comes equipped with a basic, round nest that will only just barely fit our pack if we’re lucky. We grabbed a couple of things from the small nest at Posey’s parents’ house for her, but I wish we were back home and could be in her nest where she’s most comfortable. “I’ve got you, pretty girl. I’m going to take the pain away.”

More whining is the only response, and it seems like she’s completely lost to her heat now. I place her on her feet in the small nest and whip her towel off all in one motion, and she keens. “Present, Omega,” I growl. My instincts are fully in the driver’s seat now, giving me the confidence to be what our girl needs in this moment.

Her body drops to the soft mattress-covered floor, elbows, knees, and face on the mattress while her perfect peachy ass is high in the air. “Such a good girl,” I purr. “Presenting for your alphas so beautifully. We’ll take the edge off for now and then you can arrange the nest exactly how you want it, alright?”

I can see the slick dripping down her thighs in the dim light from the bedroom. She doesn’t answer me, not with words, but she cries out again and shakes her hips in my direction. Shucking my clothes with record speed, I drop to my knees behind Posey and glide my hands up and down her back in what I hope is a soothing motion. My knot throbs in time with my heartbeat and my cock jumps each time I inhale and get hit with another wave of my omega’s delicious scent.

It’s so thick in the air I feel like I could reach out and take a sip, but then I remember I have the source right in front of my face. I bite down on my lip hard, praying I don’t come the second I get a taste. I slide down onto my stomach, shuddering when the soft nesting materials glide over my insistent erection. Posey whines again, so I land a light smack across her ass. “Hush. If I want to taste my omega I damn well will.”

Slick gushes out of her at my words, making me grin. She’s so responsive to dirty talk, it makes me want to read every romance novel I can get my hands on for ideas.

Maybe Jude was on to something all these years…

The first swipe of my tongue through her sopping slit is absolute nirvana. A serrated purr rattles through the room, pausing every other second when a growl slips through. “I’m never leaving this pussy,” I moan. “So fucking sweet,” I slide a finger inside of her. “So fucking tight.”

“Alpha,” Posey begs. “Knot, now!”

Deciding putting an end to her misery is more important than my own desires right now, I get back up on my knees and wince at the sheer volume of pre-cum already staining the sheets. My cock notches at her entrance, nearly slipping up to her ass because of how wet she is. “Fucking perfect, pretty girl,” I groan, spanking her ass again.

She keens, desperately trying to shove herself back on my dick to get to my knot. “FUCK!” I choke, shoving my entire length inside her in one quick thrust. The other guys finally enter the nest and amusement makes my chest shake as I watch all three of their steps falter. We’ve never shared women as a pack before, save Parker and Paxton, so it is probably jarring to see me like this. See us like this. “Park,” I grit. “I think our girl needs something in her sassy mouth to keep her quiet.”

He doesn’t waste time, rushing over to us like his ass is on fire and shedding clothes the whole way. “Is that right, flower? You need something to fill this pretty little mouth?”

She purrs, clearly expressing how much she likes that idea. Park doesn’t need any other encouragement and lets the momentum of my thrusts push her onto his cock. She licks and sucks like he’s a fucking lollipop, making our broody pack mate swear. He gathers her pastel hair in one hand, wrapping the strands around his fist and using it to guide her motions. The nest is filled with a chorus of grunts, moans, and muttered curses, and all four of our scents have risen to fill the space alongside our omega’s.

Parker grips Posey’s chin and turns her head to the side. “Look at your alpha’s, flower. They are so turned on seeing you like this they can’t help but touch themselves. Think we should give them a show?”

She must understand him, because as soon as he releases his hold on her chin she dives back onto Parker’s cock, sucking and slurping in a chorus of noises that have all four of us moaning out loud. Her body starts to tremble under my touch as my thrusts grow erratic. The tingling at the base of my spine tells me I’m close, but I won’t come until she does. Dragging two fingers through her slick, I circle them over her clit. That’s all it takes to set her off, and she cries out, clamping down on me so hard I can barely work my knot in. I finally do just in time as ropes of cum fill her cunt and escape past my knot to slide down her thighs, joining the river of slick already there. Parker thrusts a few more times before he grunts, spilling across Posey’s tongue as she greedily laps it up.

I place gentle kisses from the top of her spine to the bottom, whispering words of praise against her smooth skin. “You did so well, Posey. Such a beautiful, perfect girl.” She purrs, the sound so sweet it instantly turns my muscles to jelly. We’re still locked together so I drag her down with me to the mattress as Paxton covers us with a thick blanket that smells like Posey. This must be one of the ones we grabbed from her old nest.

As Posey’s sated purr continues to vibrate through me, I feel more relaxed than I’ve ever felt in my life. And as I drift into a peaceful sleep, it’s with the comfort and pride of knowing I was able to let my instincts rule and satisfy our omega.
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Posey is a goddess. Her heat has been going strong for two days now, and it’s taking all four of us to keep her satisfied. Watching her come with any one of us is a sight to behold and makes me want to worship at her altar every day for the rest of our lives. Though I’d prefer she wasn’t in heat for all of those days. As hot as it is watching our girl get railed every hour on the hour, I miss our omega. Her bond has been eerily quiet unless she’s in a rare moment of lucidity, and even then all I can feel from her is pain and unadulterated need.

Right now though? She’s being an absolute menace.

The twins had been tag-teaming her in an effort to sate this latest round of her heat, but now I’m trying to get her to eat something and being completely unsuccessful because she’s a stubborn little thing. “Primrose, sit your cute ass down and eat the sandwich Mack was nice enough to get for you.”

She crosses her arms, lips pursed in a pout as she wiggles in her spot. I know she’s aching and her omega is trying to convince her food is less important than a knot right now, but that’s why we’re here. It’s an alpha’s job to take care of their omega when she’s in a vulnerable state. And that includes making sure she eats and stays hydrated so they have the strength to get through their heat.

I sigh, pinching the bridge of my nose. “Do I need to take you over my knee?” I ask sternly. I’m not normally one for punishments in the bedroom, but this has been the one thing she consistently responds to and at this point I’ll try anything to get some food in her.

She immediately perks up, eyes hazy but wide with interest. An idea sparks. “How about this,” I murmur, stroking a finger down her cheek. “For every bite you take, I’ll give you one spank. But it has to be a good bite. Not just a nibble. Seem fair?”

Her nod is barely perceptible and obviously hesitant, but it’s better than anything I’ve gotten out of her so far. She takes a big bite of her sandwich, and I smirk. “Good girl. That’s one.”

I continue to count out loud with every subsequent bite, and finally at the eighth she pushes the plate away. She managed to get down more than half of the sandwich, which satisfies my alpha for now. “Excellent job, doll. Now a few sips of water.”

I don’t know if it’s the tone of my voice or if the praise has softened her, but she sips at the ice cold drink without complaint, the whole time eyeing me like I’m her next meal. And hell, maybe I am. But after feeling her sharp little teeth sink into my neck, I know exactly what a good way to go that would be.

“Are you all done?” She nods, and my answering grin is full of pride. “That’s my girl. Are you ready for your reward now?”

A beaming grin lights her face, a brief moment of lucidity slipping through. “Yes, Jude.”

Hearing her call me Jude when she’s only been calling me alpha feels like the most insane aphrodisiac. My cock goes rock solid in an instant and my knot throbs, a low growl vibrating my throat as I try to sift through the red haze that’s settled over my vision. Bonding is the cure to Alpha Rabidity, but unfortunately it’s not an instant fix. So for a little while it’s likely I will occasionally have slips or moments of confusion where the rabidity can get a foothold.

My body has gone stone still as my mind desperately tries to keep my alpha from taking the drivers seat, but I’m aware enough to register a slight form molding itself to mine. The form begins to vibrate softly, and the fog clears as quickly as it came on. Posey has wrapped herself around me like a little octopus, legs and arms interlocked behind my waist and back as her chest rattles with a comforting omega purr.

Omega purrs are supposed to be rare, only being used during times of their alpha’s extreme emotional duress, but Posey uses it freely and often. It’s something I’ve come to love about our precious omega. And now that I know her purr is an instant balm to any moment of heightened emotion, I’ll probably be begging her to purr for me on a regular basis.

I smooth my hands down her back, giving myself just one more moment to relish in her presence before unwinding her limbs from my body and setting her down on the cushioned floor of the nest. There’s an overstuffed armchair in the corner that is the perfect height for what we need, so I reluctantly step away from Posey and sit on the edge, leaving my knees and thighs off. I pat my lap with a smirk and crook a finger, waiting to see if she complies.

She does instantly, dropping to her knees and crawling my way with a hungry look that would make a lesser man weak in the knees.

It’s me. I am the lesser man.

My body trembles in disbelief that this incredible creature is truly mine. “You’re so beautiful, Posey,” I whisper, eyes completely fixated on her face. Her own eyes are dazed, likely a sign that she’s back in another wave of heat, but the flicker of recognition at my words makes my heart skip a beat. Knowing she’s gone and won’t understand more than a basic command, I shift my tone to something more dominant. “On my lap, Omega.”

I watch as she scrambles to comply, my breath catching in my chest when her breasts press against my bare thighs. We’ve all been naked for the last two days, so it’s not until moments like this: moments where I can slow down and really look at my girl that I remember and appreciate Posey’s incredible body.

My chest rumbles with a purr as I ghost a featherlight touch down the back of her thighs. “Such a beautiful omega,” I praise. Goosebumps pop up along her legs, making me smile. “If you’re with me I want you to count each one out loud. Can you do that?”

“Yes Alpha,” she replies breathlessly. She’s wiggling all over my lap, clearly eager for her reward.

My hand rises and falls, landing against her ass with an audible smack, but not hard enough to leave a mark. “One,” Posey squeaks. My hand comes down again, harder this time. “Two,” she whimpers. Slick is soaking my thighs, and the smell of her arousal is almost enough to make me forgo the rest of the reward. My cock kicks against Posey’s stomach every time she moves, and it’s all I can do to finish her spankings. The last six are done in rapid succession, each one a little bit harder than the last until all that’s left is a red handprint and a sobbing, squirming, desperate omega.

Mack’s cotton candy scent fills the nest with mine and Posey’s and when I glance up, his pupils are blown as he stares open-mouthed at the scene we’re making. I lift Posey so she’s sitting up on my lap facing him and bend down so I can whisper in her ear. “Mack’s throat is looking a little bare, doll. How do you feel about fixing that?”

Mack chokes, clearly not expecting me to offer our girl to him so freely after working her up. But they forget that as the pack lead, it’s my job to make sure all the members of my pack are cared for, and in this specific instance, it means making sure Mack, Paxton, and Parker solidify their bonds before the end of Posey’s heat.

Her wide, unseeing eyes meet mine and she nods vigorously. I pat her thigh then, giving her a little push towards Mack. “Then go get your alpha, doll.”
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Posey catches me by surprise, leaping at me so quickly I don’t have a prayer of halting her momentum before she takes us both down to the mattress in a tangle of sweaty limbs and dripping slick. Parker and Paxton are still passed out around us, but as soon as I heard Jude spanking our omega’s ass I was instantly awake and ready to go.

My hands land on Posey’s hips to steady her but it isn’t easy when she insists on squirming all over the place. She somehow managed to land herself directly on top of my cock and is now rocking steadily against it, and as soon as her clit grazes my knot I am here for it. “You gonna ride my knot and sink those pretty little teeth in, pretty girl?”

She whimpers, grinding on my erection. There’s a puddle of slick gathering on my pelvis, and absentmindedly I wonder if I should tattoo her name there. It’s right above where my baseball pants sit on my hips, so if my jersey ever rode up…

Something to think about later.

The tip of my cock catches on her entrance and I suck in a breath, my purr stuttering for a moment in surprise. My fingers tighten on her hips, slowly guiding her back until I’m fully sheathed inside of her. “Fuuuck, gorgeous. Just like that. Can’t believe such a perfect little omega is all mine,” I growl.

I use my hands to guide the motion of her hips until her instincts take over and then she’s bouncing on her own, my dick bumping her cervix with every thrust. Her pussy is like a vice in spite of the face that she’s been consistently getting fucked for the last two days, and it’s so warm I want to live inside of her. My teeth ache, desperation crawling through my veins as I imagine sinking my teeth into Posey and her doing the same to me. I want her bite high enough on my neck it can’t be covered by clothes or my uniform, so every person I ever meet knows I’m taken at a glance.

As for my bite? I originally wanted it on her neck to match Jude’s, but she won’t see it unless she’s looking in a mirror. I want Posey to be able to look at my bite any time she’s feeling lonely, or insecure, or nervous and know that she has me at her back always. Which is why when I feel her walls begin to tighten around me with her impending climax, I pick up her left hand, kissing the palm before placing my teeth between her thumb and index finger. As soon as her orgasm hits her, I bite down and slam her down on my knot, sealing half of our bond and gripping her hair to guide her face to my neck as she screams her release.

Even though she’s still in the throes of pleasure, my omega doesn’t make me wait. Her teeth sink into my neck without hesitation, the bite just barely to the right of my Adams apple and exactly as high as I wanted it to be. The bond clicks into place, crashing through my chest like a marching band that only plays with instruments crafted from sunshine and rainbows. “Holy shit.” I laugh in disbelief, clutching her trembling body to my chest as a maelstrom of emotions ricochet’s between us. Lust, love, contentment, and so much more. “I love you so fucking much, pretty girl.”

Posey sighs, meeting my eyes with much clearer ones and a satisfied smile. “I love you too, McKenzie.”

My eyes widen. “Are you back with us? Your heat’s not over yet, is it?” Two days is short for a post-bonding heat, but it’s not unheard of. I know the twins would be devastated to miss out on bonding her now, but I also know they’re the kind of guys who would wait forever for her if that’s what she wanted.

She shakes her head, a little furrow appearing between her blond brows. “I don’t think so, but I feel a little bit more clear. My mom said bonding during a heat can actually shorten it, so I won’t be surprised if bonding the twins stops it altogether.”

I bite my lip, gliding my hands up her sides to cup her glorious tits. “Then I guess we better make the most of the time we have left in here before they wake up.”
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Posey has another bite mark on her perfect body and it’s not. Fucking. Mine. My alpha is raging beneath my skin, urging me to lock her down so she can never leave us. It’s not enough to have her bonded to my pack mates, though it does feel good to know she is truly in the pack now. I need my teeth marks on that pretty freckled skin in the next hour or my alpha is going to lose his shit.

I rejoined the land of the living sometime between when Mack bit Posey and when she collapsed after her fifth orgasm, so I’ve just been lying here in wait, cock dripping pre-cum all over my abdomen as I stroke it lazily.

Her baby blues snap to mine when a grunt of pleasure escapes before I can stop it. “Parker,” she breathes. She seems a little less hazy than she was this morning, and I’d be willing to bet it has something to do with that red, angry bite mark on her hand. It’s obvious Mack has been tending to it, but I still have the urge to demand to know if he’s been taking proper care of it. Of her.

“Come here, flower,” I bark, enjoying the way she instantly obeys. Though when she stands to walk to me, I shake my head. “Crawl to me.”

Her eyes turn hooded as her pupils dilate, and she doesn’t hesitate to drop to her knees. Her perky tits sway lightly beneath her as she crawls to me, and my knot swells. I drop my hands to my sides, afraid if I keep stroking my cock I’ll come before I can get her off, and that’s just unacceptable.

She stops in front of me, waiting patiently on her hands and knees for my next instruction. “Good girl,” I murmur, getting up on my knees so I can move behind her. Sitting back on my heels, I take a moment to just admire the sight of my omega’s perfectly wrecked pussy. A mixture of her cum and Mack’s slides down her thighs, and the site does nothing to dispel the ferocious need driving me forward.

I don’t waste any time, lining myself up with her dripping cunt and slamming home in one quick thrust. She keens, startling my brother awake, and I wink at him. There will be plenty of times we have our omega between us, but right now? Posey is all fucking mine.

My hands trap hers behind her back as she cries out, and I use my grip on her wrists to yank her up until her back meets my chest. Each thrust has her tits bouncing, making my mouth water with the urge to bite. “Good,” I growl on another thrust. “Fucking,” another thrust. “Girl.”

Unlike the others, I am not going to knot her as I claim her. I will have to be a little more creative with my positioning to get my bite exactly where I want it, so after a few more thrusts I pull out and flip us so she’s sitting on my face but facing the guys. “Park…” the lust in her voice has her slurring my name, but there’s hesitation written all over her face.

“Trust me, flower,” I plead with her. Pride fills my chest when she nods, body relaxing as she sits, gracing me with her sugary sweet taste. There’s an undercurrent of musky need to it now that wasn’t there outside of heat, and I think I could get just as addicted to this version of her pussy.

Her thighs tremble on either side of my head as I swipe my tongue through her slick, lapping up every drop I can and growling every time she releases a new gush. I feel her tongue swipe across the head of my cock and whatever she tastes makes her whimper. She sucks my cock with vigor, tracing every vein and working the head in a way that has me shivering underneath her.

Fuck I’m close.

“You going to come for your alpha, flower?” I ask through gritted teeth and she nods, bobbing faster on my cock and using one hand to work my knot.

I shove two fingers inside of her and curl them, making her come instantly. She floods my face and neck with her slick which triggers my orgasm. A roar tears out of my throat and I sink my teeth into her inner thigh until I taste blood, claiming her as mine.

Posey screams, clawing at my thighs hard enough that I pray she’ll leave scars. No one but us will see them, but I’ll know exactly what put them there.

Just when I’m beginning to worry she isn’t going to bite me back, she strikes. Her teeth sink into the skin above my hip bone and my mind whites out, ears and eyes filled with nothing but static as a second more powerful orgasm rips through me, leaving me a shell of the man I was before her.

As soon as I’m back in my right mind, I look down to see she’s changed her position and is now lying on my chest with her head propped on her arms, grinning at me. Our bond sings with her amusement and love, and knowing I made her feel that way fills my chest with a savage sort of pride. My alpha is just as smug as Posey is knowing we finally got to tie her to us permanently.

And we’ve got the bite marks to prove it.
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Posey Hale is an absolute vision. Her pink braid is in shambles, she’s covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and her face is red from exertion, but she’s never looked more beautiful than she does right now.

I thought watching the others bond with her first would make me jealous, but there’s a sort of comfort in knowing we’re coming full circle. Jude bit her first, Parker was intimate with her first, and Mack said ‘I love you’ first, but I was the first one to see her, to know she was ours. Being her last bond doesn’t bother me, because we’re going to be together forever regardless of the order, and that’s the real prize.

Crawling over to where Posey still lays dozing on top of my twin, I stroke her hair gently, careful not to mess up the braid any more than we already have. I know Jude can just redo it, but I don’t want anything getting in the way of this moment.

When she doesn’t stir, I decide a massage is in order. I start with her hands, avoiding Mack’s fresh bond mark before moving on to her arms, then shoulders and back. She lets out little moans and grunts each time I hit a particularly tender spot, but otherwise doesn’t wake. When I finally get to her butt, I place tender kisses on the red handprint outlines I can still faintly see on the flushed cheeks.

“Mmm, Pax.” Posey sighs, barely cracking her eyes open enough to spot my beaming grin. Even with her eyes closed, she knew it was me. And that’s exactly why I’m not jealous of the others. My omega knows and wants me as I am, not as some alternate version of Parker or as the weakest member of the pack.

“Tired, sweetheart?” I ask sweetly. She’s been through so much the last few days, I wouldn’t blame her if she needed a nap or time to recover.

She nods, and even though I’m okay with it, my stomach still sinks a little bit. At least until she says, “So after you bite me maybe you could hold me while I nap?”

I bite down hard on my bottom lip, but even that doesn’t stop my grin. “I love that idea.”

Park is so exhausted he doesn’t even flinch when Posey rolls off of him and giggles quietly. It’s so nice to see her clear after two days of her instincts in control that I can’t help but take her mouth in a deep, licking kiss that has both of us fighting for air when we finally part.

I lay her down, placing my knees between her thighs and using my elbows to hover over her upper body. The last thing I want to do is crush her when she’s already exhausted. “Soft and slow, sweetheart. There’s no rush,” I whisper against her lips, grateful when she nods in agreement.

Sliding into Posey is like finally finding a home after spending your whole life feeling lost. I keep my promise to her, thrusting slow and deep, making sure my pelvis grazes her clit on each pass. “You’re so beautiful, Posey. I can’t believe how lucky I am to get to love someone as perfect as you.”

Her eyes gloss over with tears, but they don’t fall. “I love you, Paxton. You were the first alpha I ever met that I wanted, and I know now it was my omega recognizing you as mine.” She pauses, taking a deep breath. “Please bite me. Make me yours, officially.”

Ignoring the sudden blurriness in my vision, I use my nose to nudge her head to the side as my thrusts pick up. I find a spot above her heart and bite down as softly as I can while still drawing blood to complete my side of the bond, and Posey gasps. “I love you, sweetheart. As long as my heart beats and even after.”

Her pussy walls clamp down around my shaft, pulling a tortured groan from me as my knot starts to swell. I thrust forward hard one last time to lock us together, and that’s what finally tips my omega over the edge, too. I watch in awe as she mirrors her bite to mine, sinking her teeth in over my heart and completing our pack bond.

Posey’s emotion fills my chest, but so do faint echoes of our pack mates. I gather our omega in my arms and snuggle down to sleep, and as she drifts off I lay silently sifting through the different tethers in our bond, tears tracking down my cheeks when it truly sinks in that we’re finally whole and for the first time ever, our pack is complete.

A hand lands on my shoulder and when I open my eyes, I find Jude smiling down at me. “It’s incredible, right? I can still feel her in the forefront of everything, but you guys are there too. It’s… it feels really good.”

I nod in agreement, sniffling and wiping my nose on my arm. “What happens now?”

He chuckles, squeezing my shoulder tightly. “Now, we start our life as a pack.”
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My new favorite animal is a nervous Jude Carter. After bonding with Paxton my heat came to a sudden, very climactic end, and after one last painful dinner at my parents where all they did was drop innuendos like flies in winter, we were on our way home. We hadn’t even been back on campus a full twenty-four hours before Parker got a text asking him to cover his coworkers shift, which gave me plenty of time to enact a plan that’s been brewing since I first met the blond Adonis.

Sneaking out was never going to work when I have three nosy alphas who have all but surgically attached themselves to my ass, so naturally I enlisted their help. Not that there’s much to help with, so it’s probably more moral support than anything else, but I digress.

“Alright little doll, are you ready to tell us why you’ve brought us to a random sketchy alleyway in the middle of town?” Jude asks suspiciously. All three of the alphas have oh so graciously kept their questions to themselves this afternoon, and I’ve been silently betting in my head to see who breaks the silence first. I’m honestly kind of surprised Jude is the one to finally crack when McKenzie has been bouncing on his toes for the last twenty minutes.

The constant movement has been impossible to miss, even when I’m actively avoiding looking directly at my giant alpha. We arrived back on campus late last night which meant Mack had to attend baseball conditioning this morning to appease his coach, and he convinced me to meet him at Sugar & Spice for a midday coffee after. Naturally I said yes, but that was before I knew what his post-conditioning outfit looked like. Had I known, I would have suggested we meet at the practice facility.

My larger-than-life alpha had the audacity to show up in light colored jeans that barely contain his massive thighs and a fucking crop top. Have you ever seen thick washboard abs in a crop top? Well now I have, and I may never recover. My perfume bloomed and slick soaked my panties so quickly I questioned whether I was going into heat again. I manhandled the sexy idiot out of the coffee shop and away from what I was sure had to be at least twenty different appreciative stares before my omega had a chance to get too growly. McKenzie thought my jealousy was precious and walked all the way home with me wrapped around him like a koala, saying no one would be able to see his abs if he had my body to block them.

And I mean, he wasn’t wrong.

Snapping out of my crop top daydream, I shrug, leading them further down the alleyway to a nondescript door set between two dumpsters. We could have used the front entrance, but when Lainey suggested this place and told me about the side entrance, I couldn’t resist the temptation to mess with my alphas a little bit. “You’ll see.”

Mack beams at me, darting in front of me with impressive speed to open the door with a flourish. “After you, pretty girl,” he grins.

My answering grin is wide as I brush my hand across his still exposed abs, winking at him as I do. His groan is music to my ears and makes the other alphas laugh, only for the them to stop abruptly when the shop comes into view.

Paxton spins on his heel, panic written all over his stunning features. “Sweetheart, you know I love you, but if you brought us here to get tattooed…” he trails off as his face tinges a sickly green color.

I rush forward, throwing my arms around his waist and bringing his nose to my neck where my scent is strongest. Their scents soothe me when I’m not feeling well, so I’m hopeful mine will do the same. He sags into my hold, sucking down deep lungfuls of my scent. “We’re not getting tattoos, Pax. Promise.”

“Then why are we here, Omega?” There’s a hint of a growl in Jude’s voice that does things to me that definitely aren’t appropriate for the public, so rather than respond and escalate things, I turn on my heel and practically skip to the front desk.

The man at the desk is intimidating as all get out, with shaggy black hair cut short on the sides in a sort of modern mullet style. Tattoos cover nearly every inch of visible skin, and jewelry adorns his eyebrow, ears, neck, and hands. I’m pretty sure this is the guy Lainey told me to ask for, so I take a chance and hold my hand out with a wide smile. “Hi! Are you Rhys?”

He scowls, glaring at my hand for a moment before he reluctantly takes it, letting go just as quickly. “Who’s askin’?” There’s a slight drawl to his words, not unlike my own. Three equally irritated warning growls sound behind me at Rhys’s brusque tone, making me roll my eyes.

“My name is Posey. My friend Lainey set up this appointment for me and told me to ask for you?” The words come out as a question, because I’m still not entirely sure this man is actually who I’m looking for, even if he does match the description Lainey gave me.

His entire demeanor shifts at the mention of my best friend, piquing my curiosity. “Oh, right! Yes, I’m Rhys. Sorry about that, we’ve had some videos go viral on social media and the number of people that come in asking for me or Shep.” He shakes his head, sighing heavily. “Anyway, you’re here for a piercing? Do you know what you want? I don’t do intimate areas, but we have a female piercer if that’s what you’re looking for.”

My face flames, especially when I hear the choked groan from behind me. “No!” I stumble over my words, but Rhys just waits patiently for me to get myself together. “Sorry. No, I want to get my nose pierced.” I turn around, my eyes meeting Paxton’s with a wink before sliding to my pack lead. “I’ve been thinking about it since I met Parker, and I think it would be fun to surprise him with a matching nose ring.”

All three alphas beam at me, and Pax nods enthusiastically. “He’s gonna lose it when he sees.”

I know I didn’t need their approval to put a hole in my body, but it feels good to have it and it settles my omega. Rhys quickly hides a curious look when I turn back around, but I’m distracted when he leads me across the shop to his station. There are framed drawings all over the walls that range from portraits to monsters and more. One in particular catches my eye, looking familiar for some reason, but before I can ask about it Rhys leads me to a partially reclined leather chair. I’ve never been in a tattoo shop before, but it looks exactly like one you would see in a movie.

“Do you have any other piercings?” Rhys asks. He wipes down a metal table in front of the chair before laying out what I can only assume are the tools and things he needs to do this.

I nod, pointing at my ears. “Had them done in a piercing parlor in Georgia when I was a kid, but nothin’ else.”

His green eyes light up, getting infinitely lighter. “I thought I recognized the accent. I’m from Georgia, too.”

The guys insert themselves into the conversation then, telling him about our trip as Paxton kneels down next to me. His eyes are shining with gratitude as he clasps my hand between his. “Park is already obsessed with you, Pose. I can’t wait to see the level of insanity he reaches when he realizes you put a hole in your body just so you could match him.”

I lean down and place a gentle kiss on his lips, trying to remain aware of our surroundings so we don’t make anyone uncomfortable. “I hope you know I would do the same for you. Plus, what’s one more hole in the grand scheme of things?” I shrug.

He snorts, drawing the others’ attention to us. Rhys uses a skin safe marker to place a dot on my nostril and hands me a mirror to check the placement. “It’ll probably hurt about the same as your ears but because of the location your eyes might water. Just remember to breathe,” he reminds me. My alphas crowd around the back of the chair so they can be out of the way but still watch and my stomach flutters when Rhys gloves up and pulls out the needle. “All right,” he murmurs. “You ready?”

Blowing out a steadying breath, I inhale the combined scents of my alphas to calm my nerves and nod. “Ready.”
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“If you don’t stop staring at our omega she’s going to get a complex,” Pax chides from the kitchen.

“Yeah, a goddess complex,” Mack chuckles from the front hall. He’s determined to move me into their apartment until we can find something else but I didn’t want to give up my pretty furniture and decor, so he’s been hauling all of my stuff over here and slowly replacing their things since we got back from my appointment this afternoon.

I would feel guilty, but the second I expressed selling my things and using theirs all of the alphas expressed their outrage at the idea, even Parker chimed in through text when Jude asked. None of them seem to mind my girly style and have given me free rein to decorate how I like. McKenzie even offered to go shopping with me so I could “Posey-fy” his room as well.

Jude ignores Paxton’s warning, continuing to stare at me with an intensity that usually means very fun things, especially when his kettle corn scent swells, making my mouth water. “I hope she does,” he mutters. “And I hope her ego gets so big she never doubts how utterly enthralled we are by her.”

Heat suffuses my cheeks but before I can come up with a response, the dull thud of boots sounds outside the door. My heart takes off in my chest and I must not be blocking my emotions well because Parker sends a pulse of urgency down the bond. I barely manage to hold myself back from running to my impatient alpha to show off my nose, instead waiting him out on the couch. I know the other guys want to see his reaction, but most of all Pax.

Parker stomps into the living room, his bond a maelstrom of excitement over seeing me, relief at being home, and curiosity at why we’re all staring at him. “Why the fuck are you all staring at me like you’re waiting for something?” He grumbles, toeing off his combat boots and making a beeline straight for me. “Not you, flower. You stare at me as much as you want.” He smirks.

As soon as his gaze lands on my face, the smirk drops along with his jaw. One finger slowly traces the left side of my face, skirting around the little silver hoop in my nose. “What did you do, baby?”

My teeth dig into my bottom lip, nerves consuming me. My bond with Parker is a mess of emotions from both of us, but the other three are quiet, keeping to themselves to let us have this moment. “I wanted us to match.”

He opens and closes his mouth several times, but no sound comes out. Clears his throat once, twice, a third time before he’s finally able to speak and when he does, his eyes are glossy. “You pierced your nose to match me?” The question is raspy and a little choked despite his best efforts.

I nod. “That was one of the first things that caught my eye and made me realize you weren’t your brother. I remember thinking how much I liked it and wishing I had one, too.”

Parker’s eyes blaze with heat as the air around us sweetens with the scent of salted caramel and before I realize he moved, he’s jumped the couch and thrown me over his shoulder. “I’m going to spank our omega for keeping secrets and then spend the rest of the night spoiling our sweet girl with orgasms for being so perfect if you assholes want in,” he calls over his shoulder.

The sounds of choked laughter and shuffling feet follow, and I giggle as blood rushes to my head. If being myself and going overboard to surprise one of my alphas gets me this kind of treatment? I’m ready for a lifetime of secrets and surprises.
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“Do you think she’ll like it?” Mack asks, wringing his hands together for the millionth time. I’ve never seen the big guy look so nervous, not even during the draft. After a wild season and a third NCAA championship under his belt, McKenzie Madden was drafted as the first overall pick to the Boston Blacktips. We were all thrilled since Boston is less than a two hour drive from Sunday Harbor, which means we can be with Mack as often as our schedule allows.

The last eight months with Posey have been more incredible than I could have ever imagined. The sweet omega keeps us on our toes in the best ways, and she’s exactly what this pack needed to feel whole. And today, we make it official.

Keeping our new pack house secret from our omega has been hell, but it’ll all be worth it to see her face when she realizes it’s her dream home. Lainey helped us get access to Posey’s Pinterest and anything she wanted, she got. The white, two story beachfront home has light blue shutters and a pastel pink front door, not to mention flowers everywhere. Mack and Paxton have been out here for over a month making everything picture perfect for our girl, but it never feels like enough.

Turning to Mack, I brush my sweaty hands on my jeans and do my best to make my smile look reassuring instead of nauseated. I’m as nervous as he is, but someone has to keep it together. “She’s going to love it. We’ve done everything exactly how she would want it, and if she doesn’t, then we change it until she does. But we know her, Mack. And you know how badly she’s been wanting a pack house.”

While the apartment was fine for a while, it got cramped very fast. The new pack house has six bedrooms, seven bathrooms, including an attic nest with an en-suite. It’s probably more space than we need, but one of those bedrooms and bathrooms is a separate guesthouse out back for when Posey’s family comes to visit. Everyone has their own space this way, even if we’ll most likely end up in the nest or Posey’s room most nights. The nest is the only thing we didn’t touch, wanting to finally have the nest building experience as a pack since Posey wasn’t able to have one at the apartment and she built hers before she met us.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, bringing me back to reality.

Parker


2 min. Ready?




Me


Ready.




“They’re two minutes out,” I inform Mack. Poor guy looks like he’s about to keel over or vomit on the hydrangeas, so I take two large steps toward him until I can grip his arms and make him look at me. “Feel your bond. Feel how happy she is,” I remind him. At first it was strange getting used to having all of this lightness in my chest. After so long only having my own cynicism as company, Posey’s effervescent happiness is exactly what I didn’t know I needed. I just have to brush along the bond in my mind or touch the bite mark on my neck and she sends back a pulse of joy that’s so pure I can’t help but smile. Everyone around me noticed the change during my tenure as an adjunct professor, but they refuse to say anything for fear of me returning to my surly ways.

That’s fine by me. Now that I’ve graduated my only concern is my omega and our pack, and I hope they always know just how happy I am to have them.

Posey’s pretty blue Bronco rounds the bend in the road, Paxton at the wheel. I can’t see Parker or Posey which means he’s probably keeping her distracted in the backseat.

Lucky asshole.

It’s fine, because if all goes according to plan, Posey will be surrounded by all of us and naked except for one thing by the time the sun goes down.

As soon as they pull in the driveway, the back door pops open. Parker leads a blindfolded Posey out, and we all watch on in amusement as she huffs and puffs, pretending to be irritated with the situation. In reality, I feel her bursting with excitement through the bond. Her pink hair is down in messy waves around her face, and she’s wearing a pretty white dress that makes her tan skin glow with sandals that make her a few inches taller than usual. Our omega looks as beautiful as always, and a cursory glance around tells me we’re all smiling like the lovestruck idiots we proudly are. “Okay, okay,” she giggles. “Where are we? Can I take this thing off now?”

Parker looks to me, and I nod. He whips the soft fabric away from her eyes with a flourish, and I have a front row seat to watch Posey’s eyes light up even as they water. “What is this?”

I hold my arms out wide, showing off the house. “Welcome home, little doll.”

Her hands fly up to cover her mouth as she gasps, taking in the house with more focus. Rather than rent a pack house on campus, we decided as a pack to purchase a house nearby and make Maine our home base for the next few years. Posey loves it here and while she was more than willing to transfer to be closer to our big guy, he begged her to stay here where she has a support system. The twins’ parents and sister, Lainey, and even Mack’s parents are all here at least some of the time, and with her being so far away from her own family, we knew it was important to give her a home base.

When this house went on the market, we knew it was the one. Renovations took a few months to complete and then we had to decorate and get everything just right, but now it’s summer, the flowers are blooming, and it’s a beautiful day to finally do what we’ve been waiting months for. “We had some help,” Pax murmurs in her ear. “But we wanted you to have a home here. A pack home for all of us, including Mack when he has down time or in the off season.” He’s wrapped his arms around her for support, while Mack and Parker are at my sides, eagerly awaiting her reaction.

Mack nods furiously. “I bought a little apartment in Boston, just barely big enough to fit us all, but I’ll be here every spare moment I can, and you’re welcome in Boston anytime, pretty girl. Baseball is my passion and will be a wonderful career, but you are my home, Posey. No matter how long I’m gone, wherever I am, my heart is with you.”

Posey throws herself into Mack’s arms, sniffling, and I nod to him to lead us out back where the real surprise is. “We’re excited for you to see the house, but we have something to show you in the backyard first, if that’s okay?” I ask, stroking a soothing palm down her back. She turns her head to smile at me, nodding silently. I’m sure this is a lot to take in, but we’re not done just yet.

Posey

I have a house! My alphas bought us a freaking pack house and I had no idea. When Parker coaxed me into a blindfold earlier, I just assumed I was in for a kinky ride and didn’t ask any questions. Now I’m wishing I would have, then maybe I would have been at least semi-prepared for the onslaught of powerful emotions.

The house itself is absolutely magnificent. Perched on a small private beach, the postcard worthy white house with its pink front door looks straight out of a Martha Stewart magazine. Flowers bloom on either side of the stone walk leading to the most southern front porch I’ve ever seen on the East Coast. I briefly note the ceiling over the porch is even painted blue like my childhood home.

McKenzie doesn’t let me down for a moment, whispering sweet nothings in my ear as he carries me around the side of the house. When we finally stop, he sets me down and placed his large hands on my shoulders to turn me. What I see has another gasp flying from my lips.

There are posies everywhere.

A veritable field of wildflowers covers the backyard, but front and center is a gravel pathway that leads to a circle surrounded by posies and roses. My feet carry me across the yard without conscious thought, and the sight is even more magnificent up close. If I thought the front of the house was magical, the back is a freaking fairytale secret garden come to life. Butterflies flit from flower to flower, never stopping at one for too long, while little bumblebees add a soothing buzz to the otherwise silent afternoon.

After a few moments of stunned silence where all I can do is stare at the beauty around me, my brain finally kicks back on. I turn around to squeal at my alphas only to find each one of them down on one knee. Tears immediately spring back to my eyes as I watch the alphas I love stare at me with unbridled devotion in their eyes.

Parker speaks first. “Flower, before we met I promised myself that if this day ever came I wouldn’t get all emotional about it because that’s Mack and Paxton’s job,” he sniffles. “But then you came along. You and your boundless love and patience for my obsessive, slightly stalker-y ways, and that goddamn nose ring.” A watery giggle escapes me when he gives me a pointed look. “I know we’re already bonded and proposing might seem a little redundant to some, but I would like to tie you to us in every possible way.”

Jude goes next. “We all know I wasn’t the best version of myself when we met, little doll. But you make me want to be. You blew into my life with your sweet scent and even sweeter personality, and knocked down every single wall I had built around myself.” He chuckles lightly, an embarrassed tint on his cheeks. “Pulling my head out of my ass was easy because when it comes down to it, the choice between a life without you and a life with you isn’t a choice at all. You stole my heart without even trying, Primrose, and I hope I never get it back.”

Paxton sniffles, gearing up for his turn to speak. “I was the first of us to see you, and as soon as I caught a glimpse of that cotton candy hair and your perfect freckles, I knew. The smile on your face spelled mischief and joy all at once, and those are perfect words to describe you, sweetheart. When I dreamed of my perfect omega, she was always this faceless person that was kind of like me. Shy and quiet and a little withdrawn. But you? God, Posey. You are my every unrealized dream come true. You’re better than I could have ever imagined, and I love you so much. I hope I get to spend the rest of our lives being in awe of you.

Tears are streaming down my cheeks, and they only get worse when I see the matching trails of tears on McKenzie’s face as he begins to speak in a strangled voice. “I loved you from the moment I scented you, pretty girl. And if I had known then what I know now? I would have scooped you up and never put you back down. But I couldn’t have known, because every single day I find a new facet of you to adore. We cherish every single thing about you, Posey. From your innate kindness that you share with everyone you meet, to your exuberant happiness that makes you glow from the inside out, to the unconditional love you showed to a pack of lost alphas looking for their home. I love you doesn’t feel like enough to properly encompass what we feel for you, and I’m not sure if we’ll ever find the words. So instead, let us ask you a question.” I choke back sobs as he holds out a tiny pink velvet box, opening it to reveal the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen. A large pear cut stone sits on a gold band that was made to look like twisted vines studded with sporadic pink stones, each holding a leaf with green stones. It looks like someone took pink posies and made them into a ring.

“Will you marry us?”

I’m nodding before they even finish the question and throw myself at them, confident that one of my alphas will catch me. I land sprawled in Jude’s lap as McKenzie slips the ring on my finger with a reverence that only has me crying harder. All four alphas shower me with kisses and whispered words of love and praise as our scents combine to create the perfect representation of home.

The next few years while I finish school are uncertain. With McKenzie off living his dream, Jude starting his career, and the twins graduating before me, things are bound to change, but with these men by my side? I’ve never looked forward to uncertainty more. We may not have a guide to forever, but this omega had the perfect guide to falling in love.


The End


At first, I wasn’t sure how writing my first book after a two year hiatus would feel. But now that it’s done, I just want to go back and live with these characters a little longer. This world that we’re in for the Packed Up at Harbor U series means so much to me and I can’t wait to see what you, my wonderful, patient readers, think of it.

I don’t have a lot to say here other than thanks for visiting Sunday Harbor, we’ll see you again soon for Lainey’s story in book 2:

An Alpha’s Guide to Finding the One

Preorder on Amazon or through this link:

https://a.co/d/0eyxBIKo
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