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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen and consenting adults. This book includes content that may be offensive to some, including breeding kink, pregnancy kink, a large age gap, masochist/sadist dynamics, wax play, knifeplay, daddy kink, calling her ‘babygirl’, pregnancy, knotting, omega heats, double penetration, dub-con, BDSM elements, unprotected sex. It may also have typos and other errors.

The author does not endorse the characters’ beliefs or actions. Reader discretion is advised.


ONE


Anastasia

“This looks like something out of a gothic novel.” My younger sister Aeryn stares at the foreboding castle rising ahead of us.

It’s imposingly large. Pointed arches and macabre towers fill my vision. Vines climb over the gray stone walls of the buildings, adding a pop of color to the otherwise grim buildings. Through the magnificent windows, I spy chandeliers spreading muted yellow light around the inner spaces.

I take a deep breath, massaging my legs. They have been cramped from sitting in the car for too long. My dad is driving. He has been silent all throughout the journey, which should tell me how stressed he is.

He’s probably more nervous than me. When I told my family I’d applied to Queens Academy and passed the entrance exam, they were shocked. I had always insisted that I would marry for love and on my own terms.

“Are you sure?” My dad was confused by my decision to enroll in a school that specialized in arranged marriages for the elite. Every woman who has been through these hallowed gates has married alphas from prominent families. The weekly ‘matchmaking dinner dates’ and end-of-term ‘courting ball’ are events created to allow students to meet and grow close to eligible alpha bachelors. Not to mention that the curriculum includes an extensive overview of the history of all the top alpha families in the country, the most eligible alpha bachelors, and ways to seduce them.

“You don’t have to do this for us.” My mother looks tense as she balls her fingers into fists. “Anastasia, we love you. We will support you if you want to take your time until you feel ready and find someone you like.”

My throat aches from agony. Despite my parents’ reassurances and support, I can’t be a burden on them anymore.

My family had to pay the price for me being an omega in more ways than one. My dad used to be a successful businessman but after he rejected alphas and betas who offered him business deals in exchange for my hand, his business went under. My mom works a manual job to support us after she was ousted from her previous office job for refusing to let their boss’s son marry me. We could barely make ends meet by the time I got to high school. My sister was bullied and threatened throughout school by alphas who wanted to force me to marry them.

Omegas are a rare commodity in society. Not every alpha can marry one even if they’re rich. And there’s no match for an omega’s body when it comes to pleasuring an alpha. That is why I’ve always been treated as a prize to be won. Alphas have fought over me, using my family to force me to be theirs.

But my family never held it against me. My parents loved me even though I was the reason their life was so difficult.

But I can’t ruin their lives forever. It is now time to let my parents live a life of luxury and let my sister fulfill her dream of becoming an artist.

For that to happen, I must marry into a powerful and wealthy alpha family. It doesn’t matter whether I’m loved or not. Because of my body, my husband will always desire me. I’ll just have to get pregnant and birth his pups. That is what omegas are created for.

I used to desire love, devotion, and connection. But I gave up on that. I grew up and realized that the world didn’t give omegas what they wanted.

So I’m going to do whatever I have to do to protect my family and give them the good life they deserve for raising me all these years.

“No, I’ve made up my mind.” I stiffen my shoulders. “I’m going to get married to a rich alpha.”  

“You don’t have to protect us,” my mom says. “We’re your parents. Let us do our job.”

“I’m an adult now,” I remind her, pushing her hand away. “It’s time I left the nest and made a life for myself.”

Aeryn clicks her tongue. “You’re only nineteen, sis.”

“That’s old enough for an omega,” I reply. “Besides, I promised you that I’ll send you to college and I don’t break my promises.”

“I swear college doesn’t even matter.” Aeryn tries to sound convincing but she can’t hide the note of despair in her voice. My sister loves art. She has always dreamed of being a painter. I want her to go to the best fine arts college so she can have a shot at her dream.

At least one of us should be able to fulfill our wishes. Hers just happens to be easier to fulfill.

“There’s no guarantee you’ll get the scholarship,” my father chimes in from the front seat. His eyes are on the road but his teeth are sawing at his lower lip. “You don’t have to force yourself to do something you’ll regret later.”

Queens Academy only accepts around thirty omegas every year from the million-plus applications they receive. Of those, only one student is offered the prestigious Stella Scholarship meant for underprivileged girls. The competition is fierce. Today, I’ll be taking the interview for the scholarship along with fifty other girls.

“I won’t regret it.” I fold my arms over my chest. “Now can you stop being negative? I intend to get that scholarship, enroll in that academy, and get married in six months.”

A shiver runs down my spine at the vision of a dominant alpha skimming his fingers over my spine while I’m naked. I close my eyes, blotting away the image. My core warms. My body desires an alpha’s touch even though my heart rejects a cold, physical connection devoid of real intimacy. It’s unlikely that I’ll have both.  

But I’m done being selfish and scarring my family members because I want to fall in love. There’s no guarantee I’ll ever find my soulmate. Being at the academy will give me a better chance of meeting alphas so who knows? I might end up meeting someone I can tolerate. An arranged marriage might not be so bad after all.

But all of this is wishful thinking. First, I have to make it through the scholarship interview. My parents can’t afford to pay the astronomical tuition fees so I’ll have to withdraw unless I can get funding.

I have done everything to prepare myself. These interviews aren’t orthodox. They don’t ask you about your future goals and test you on your seduction skills the way they do in the entrance exam.

Nobody knows the criteria for the scholarship. The interview is super-secret and conducted by the academy’s trustees. Even the principal isn’t part of the decision committee since the funds come directly from the trust that owns the academy.

“I looked up the trustees of the school.” Aeryn taps on her tablet, enlarging a logo with a snake. “The board consists of alphas from elite families but the current trustees are The Vipers.”

“The Viper family?” My mom gasps. “Those famous billionaires who are always in the news?”

Aeryn nods. “Their assets are in the billions. Apart from being in real estate, construction, and related services, they are also big players in the retail market. The school is managed by them, but it was founded with four other alpha families who make up the Storm Five.”

“The five largest conglomerates in the country,” I mutter. The Storm Five is a term used by the media for the most influential alpha families. Each has a storied history, insane wealth, successful businesses, and a strong influence over the country’s politics. There was a rumor once that without them, the country would cease to function. Every president needs their backing (unofficially, of course) to get voted. They pretty much rule the world.

“The interview is likely going to be carried out by the three alpha heirs of the Viper family—Orion, Leo, and Castel.”

My mother makes a surprised sound. “Is it safe to let an omega be so close to alphas? What if they try to hurt Anastasia?” She squeezes my hand a little too tight. My decision to attend a finishing school still makes her feel guilty. I applied for a scholarship because my parents are poor but she fears I’ll be bullied by other girls because of it. “If you ever feel like you want to leave during the interview, just call us, okay? You don’t have to stay here if you don’t want to.”

“I’ll be fine, Mom.” I put my arms around my mother’s withering, fragile form and give her a hug. Even though she’s a strong beta, years of malnourishment, hunger, and stress have robbed her of her health and beauty. Feeling her body form beneath my arms increases my resolve.

I have to do this or my family will never escape the curse of bearing an omega.

Dad brakes in front of the gates. Parents are allowed beyond this point. I climb out, waving my family goodbye. I show the guards at the gate my interview pass.

“I’ll be accompanying you to the interview.” One of them, a broad-chested man in a uniform, strides ahead of me. “Follow me.”

I scramble to catch up to him.

I’m breathless by the time we cross the lush gardens and marble fountain to enter a side building. It’s not the main building in the complex, but it is grand nevertheless. You can tell this place is run by the rich and attended by wealthy students.

We come to a stop in front of a huge wooden door. It’s polished and has a golden door knocker.

“Sit here and wait to be called.” The guard points to a row of empty chairs in the hallway. I take one. There are no other girls apart from me. That strikes me as odd. I know there are a lot of omegas interested in this scholarship, so how come none of them are here?

“Where are the other interviewees?” I ask the guard who is already heading back.

“Some of them failed before entering the building and most of them already had their interview. You’re the last.” The guard taps his cap. “Good luck, Miss.”

“Thanks.”

Silence swallows me. I can’t hear anything except the faint rustling of leaves outside. Then somebody pounds on the door from the inside.

The door creaks open and a young girl dashes out of the room, tears in her eyes. She has no scent which means she’s an omega. Betas smell like alcohol to me and alphas have a potent smell that makes my core cramp with need.

“They’re horrible!” She sniffles, looking at me. Her eyes are red. Fat streaks are rolling down her cheeks. Whatever happened to her inside that room wasn’t pleasant. She looks distraught. “Don’t go in there.”

“What—” My question is cut short by a commanding voice that rings from inside the room.

“Next applicant. Anastasia Wilde. Please enter the room now.”

I jerk to my feet, unable to reject the command of an alpha. The power in that voice is unreal. It sizzles through my veins, making my brain tingle. My bones rattle from the force of that sound.

It must be one of the Vipers. Regular alphas don’t have this kind of authority.

Before I know it, I’m grazing past the crying girl, heading straight into the dark abyss behind those doors.


TWO


Anastasia

My vision blurs the moment the door clicks shut. I’m inside the room, but I can barely see through my misty eyes. My heart rate is somewhere in the stratosphere. I’m panting like I ran through a forest in winter.

Three seconds ago, I was fine. Now I’m on the verge of a heart attack.

The reason is simple. It’s the three alphas sitting behind the table. Their eyes are identical shades of green. With small pupils, they resemble the eyes of a serpent.

Three snakes.

Three vipers.

I’m in a den of vipers. The sense of danger is real and immediate. Every pore in my body is oozing sweat. The overwhelming physical response is not surprising. My body is just reacting to their scent.

“I’m Anastasia…” I pause through my introduction. Nausea churns in my belly. My knees are trembling. There’s probably one second left until I faint from this sensory overload. My system can’t tolerate this level of alpha-ness.

It’s not even about how hot they are or how my pussy is leaking like a faucet in their presence. Alphas have two kinds of scents: one that they use to attract a mate and make her body wet for their cock. The second is used to intimidate and scare lesser alphas and betas, to show them the true might of an alpha without even touching them.

They’re using the second kind of scent on me right now. It is unheard of for an alpha to unleash their intimidation scent on an omega. Omegas have fragile constitutions. They’re easily cowered. This is overkill.

I wipe away the tears in my eyes, taking deep breaths to remain calm.

I can’t believe this. Their alpha scent is so strong I’m gasping like a fish out of water. No wonder the previous girl ran away crying. Even I would have to call the ambulance if they didn’t stop exerting pressure on me soon.

I’m sure they’re testing me to see whether I can stand their pheromones. Alphas can control their urges and scents. They tend to tone it down when they’re with omegas as a sign of respect.

But these three clearly don’t follow the rules. All I know is that I'll fail if I run away like the previous omega.  

I can’t afford failure.

This scholarship is the only way I can save my family. I’m not backing down.

I stand my ground, pinching my nose to stop myself from breathing. I used to swim when I was young. I could hold my breath underwater for a long time. It has been a while, but the moment I stop breathing, my system starts to recover. Without alpha pheromones messing with my fear response, I calm down.

“Do you want to leave, Miss Wilde? I’ll be happy to carry you out.” The alpha in the middle runs a finger over his sharp jawline. There’s an amused in his green eyes. His pupils are dilated, focused on me. He is stunning. His face is like a sculpture, with all clean lines and perfect features. His skin is smooth and flawless. He looks more like a god than a man.

The power of his beauty is supernatural. I have seen this magnificent visage on TV more times than I can count. He’s Leo Viper, the middle son. The CEO of Viper Real Estate. He’s twenty-five, but he looks younger.

Pasting a smile on my face, I shake my head. I’m still not breathing.

“People think marrying into an elite family is a ticket to an easy life.” This time, it’s Castel who speaks. He’s the oldest of the Viper brothers. At thirty years old, his face is graced with mature lines and he has a ‘Daddy’ vibe. But he looks like the kind of daddy who punishes you in wicked ways, not the kind who is gentle and loving. His darkness only adds to his allure, though. I’d kill for a chance to run my hands over his thick brown beard. “It isn’t enough for an omega to be pretty and get pregnant. You’ll have to deal with all kinds of situations when your husband is a powerful man. You’ll have to prove that you are an asset to him, not a liability he’ll have to keep an eye on. Do you know what dominant alphas hate the most?” He pauses, his thin lips screwing into a distasteful frown. “A weak omega.”

I choke. My lungs are empty. I need oxygen. But air comes with the steep price of sickness. The combined triple whammy of three intimidation scents rocks to the core of my body, seizing my heart with an invisible hand.

The muscles in my chest clench to protect my heart from the might of these alphas. I have never felt so close to death. My body can’t bear this assault. I could take two cocks at the same time and smile through it. But this? It’s a brutal power trip. They’re trying to rip my tissues apart and exert their influence over me.  

I might actually die before I complete this interview.

“I..” I start coughing. “I will be an asset.”  

Dark streaks dance in front of me. I’m being pulled into a coma but I refuse to submit and let these vile, power-crazed alphas intimidate me.  

The promise I made to Aeryn when I received my admission letter from Queens Academy haunts my mind. “I’m going to marry a rich alpha pack and make sure you go to college.”

I remember her hand shivering as I held it in mine. The tremulous hope in her eyes. The quivering of her lips. After living as an omega’s sister for years, Aeryn is afraid to dream of good things even though she’s a beta.

Omegas are rare but that isn’t always a good thing. Seduction is in our blood, in the way we move, in the way our bodies are built. Lush and fertile, tempting and soft. I ignite the libido of man in the vicinity with nothing more than my presence.

That kind of power always comes with a cost.

If these alphas think they are the only ones with power, they’re underestimating me.

I block my nose again. My limbs are still moving. I dip my other hand beneath my top, tracing the outline of my areola.

Getting myself aroused is the easiest way to begin leaking omega pheromones. All alphas are weak to the sweet smell of an aroused omega. It triggers their breeding instinct, their pleasure centers.

I would hate to be raped here because I unleashed my pheromones and seduced alphas but something tells me that these alphas are neither feral nor uncontrolled.

My fingers trace over the swell of my breast. Goosebumps fleck my skin. My nipple stiffens into a hard point, but I don’t stop touching myself. Every light flick against my hard bud creates a spark in my core. My pussy heats up. My skin heats up, too, and begins emitting my characteristic omega scent.

It diffuses through the air, warring with the potent stench released by the Viper brothers.

The Vipers are staring at me with suspicion. But when the first whiff of my vanilla and citrus pheromones hits their nose, their smell vanishes. Like a candle snuffed out, it disappears completely, replaced by the scent of their arousal.

I breathe easy, sucking in air in large gulps. I’m already turned on because of my solo love so more arousal won’t hurt me. I drop my hand from my chest, bringing it back to my side.

Now it’s my turn to watch the three alphas before me squirm. Orion, the third Viper brother, is noticeably flushed. He picks up his pen and pokes his hand with it, trying to trigger an adrenaline rush to calm down his hormones.

He has long blonde hair and looks like a prince from a Hans Christian Anderson fairytale. He’s the youngest at twenty-two. There’s something regal and otherworldly about his appearance. Something that makes him look a little bit more approachable than his brothers.

It takes a while before they get their bodies under control. Castel pops a pill into his mouth, which I assume is a suppressant.

“Did you just….” Castel’s eyes widen in surprise. He grimaces. “You used your pheromones to arouse us.”

“I’m assuming it worked.” I bat my eyelashes, pretending to be flirty.

Orion groans. “That wasn’t fair.”

I shrug. My skin is still buzzing from the near-death experience I just had. And he wants to talk about fairness? I rest my hands on my hips. “You’re not the only ones with pheromones.”

Leo bursts out laughing. He claps, breaking down into a hysterical fit of giggles. “She got us, brothers. You have to concede that she was clever. She used seduction to defeat strength. A very omega thing to do.”

I run my fingers through my silky strands, feeling proud of shutting down these alphas’ power play. “I said I could be an asset, didn’t I?”

“You’re the first girl to stay longer than five seconds.” Leo clicks on his tablet. He beams at me, all open and warm. His smile is like a ray of sunshine. I saw him suppressing a smile before. I guess it’s his personality. He doesn’t seem to take anything seriously. “Well done, Ms. Wilde.”

The praise goes straight to my head. An alpha’s compliment is like an injection of ecstasy. My body warms with joy.

Hope surges through me. My stressed muscles recover in an instant as if they’ve been healed. If I’m the only girl to withstand their strength, that means I pass, right? “Does that mean I get the scholarship?”

“No, there’s another condition you must mean to get a scholarship.” Castel slams his fist on the table.

Leo gets up. He walks to the giant window behind his brothers and points at a small cottage in the distance. It is on the property, but it looks homelier than the other buildings here. “That’s where we live when we’re not in the city for work,” Leo says. “It’s our weekend home, you could say.”

“There’s one thing you need to remember and that’s to never go near there. If you enter without permission, you’ll be expelled immediately.” Orion folds his elbow resting it on the table. His green eyes are shadowed by darkness. “That rule applies to all students.”

“Why? Do you keep corpses there? Should I be telling the police about this?” I’m not generally sassy but these guys are bringing it out of me. I don’t like the way they get to make all the rules even if that kind of authority makes them sexy and irresistible. I’ve had enough of alphas who want a weak, submissive omega who will obey their commands.

I want to test them, too. To know if Castel meant it when he said he didn’t want a weak omega.

“We’re not killers and we don’t keep corpses in the house.” Leo drags his hand through his golden hair. The strands are lit with glints of sunlight streaming in through the window. “It’s our private haven, you could say. The kind where we entertain women.”

“Ah.” Understanding dawns on me. Of course, these guys have chicks over all the time. With their looks, wealth, and power, I bet no woman can refuse them.

Debauchery on school grounds isn’t what I expected, though. I’m sure the Viper brothers have the power to do anything they want since they fund the academy. The principal must have no trouble turning a blind eye to their sexual activities on campus.

“I’ll stay away,” I promise. “Can I get the scholarship now?”

Castel leans back against his chair. He levels his gaze on me, holding it for a long moment. The three brothers are examining me like I’m a specimen under a microscope. What are they looking for? I can’t tell.

“The scholarship is our way of allowing an omega we think is special into the academy,” Orion confesses. “We pick someone with resilience and strength because this place is brutal. The rich omega heiresses who attend Queens Academy have been raised to make advantageous matches since birth. They will see you as unworthy of an alpha’s attention. You might be bullied or mistreated which is why we had to make sure that you were up for the task.”

“That was the reason you used your pheromones?” I scratch my ear which is ringing with the echo of their voices.

Castel nods. “Privilege often makes you the target of hate. With more wealth and power comes more danger. This academy will teach you to be alluring, seductive, and classy, but hosting parties and looking like pretty arm candy for your husband isn’t enough to survive in politics and business. You’ll need to use your omega wiles to your advantage once you’re married.”

“I’m sure you will succeed.” Leo grins. “With that said, welcome to Queens Academy, Ms. Wilde. You are our Stella Scholarship student for this year.”


THREE


Orion

The sight of Anastasia stroking her hard nipples through her top is etched in my mind.

“She was fucking epic.” Leo is walking side-by-side with Castel while I trail them. With all the interviews completed, we have time to relax. So we’re heading to our private sanctuary on campus. “I’ve never seen you look so uncomfortable, Castel. Her pheromones did a number on you.”

Castel growls, scratching his beard. His eyes are stormy. My eldest brother hates to lose and it’s clear that we lost to Anastasia Wilde. We thought we could intimidate her because she’s an omega but she laughed. I swallow, remembering the generous curve of her hips and the fullness of her breasts as her top strained against them. Her body was calling out to be dominated and pleasured.

“Shut it, Leo. I don’t have time for your jokes.” Castel checks his Patek Phillipe watch. “I need to fly back to the city in an hour. My schedule is packed with business meetings for the week.”

“You’re going to miss the first day of school?” My fingers ghost over Castel’s back.

He splays his hand in a mock apology. “I have no choice. Business comes first.”

Unlike my brothers, I don’t manage our businesses. My full-time job is as the director of the academy. I make sure things here run smoothly. My grandfather insists that managing this place will prepare me for bigger responsibilities. My brothers started working at Queens, too, which is why they have a strong tie to this place.

Besides, it’s understood that someday, we will choose our bride from the omegas who attend this academy. No woman has ever caught my eye before. But Anastasia is different. I felt a fizzing in my blood, a lightheadedness that I couldn’t control when her scent hit me. I’ve never felt anything like that.

Her seduction has a powerful effect on my body. I already crave her, even though I’m not supposed to. She’s not appropriate, though. Not because she’s a student, but because of her background. As heirs to one of the Storm Five families, we are expected to pick an omega from a wealthy family. The problem is, we have met most of the eligible omega heiresses over the years and none of them has caused any reaction in me.

Anastasia isn’t just sexy and beautiful. She’s strong and smart. I was impressed when she made three alphas lose focus with her pheromones. That’s legendary. Leo was right to compliment her. She’s one of a kind. A bold, determined omega whose progress I will watch with interest.

“She’s stuck in your mind, isn’t she?” Leo slaps my back. “You have it bad for her, Orion. You were blushing like a tomato during the interview.”

There’s no point arguing or denying Leo’s accusations because that only makes him pick on me more. My older brother is sharp even though he’s fun-loving.

“Her scent was potent,” I admit. My cock was standing up straight, desperate to feel the softness of her cunt. I would have fucked her right there if I had less self-control.

“She could be our mate,” Leo admits. “I liked her quick thinking. I can’t remember the last time a woman took me by surprise the way she did. I’d like to get to know her better.”

“I have my doubts.” Castel slides his hands into the pockets of his pants. He’s wearing his usual tweed woolen jacket. It makes him look like a professor rather than a businessman but Castel has always prided himself on sticking to his personal style. “She’s too chaotic.”

“That’s what makes her fun.” Leo giggles. “Besides, you need someone like her to lighten you up.”

Leo is right. Castel is dark and serious. While that means we can always count on him to take responsibility and clean up our messes, he needs an omega who can make him let his hair down. Shock him. Pull him out of his shell.

“We can’t touch her unless we’re sure.” I press my lips into a thin line. “Remember Dad’s rule? We don’t lay a finger on one of the staff or students unless we’re sure she’s ours.”

Leo sighs. “Yeah, yeah, I know.”

“Let’s watch her for now.” I open the door to our cottage on the campus. The scent of wood and spice assails my senses. “And if we feel like we can’t hold back, that she’s the one we’ve been looking for, then it’s okay to act.”

Castel nods. Leo whistles. That’s as much agreement as I’m going to get from my brothers.
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Anastasia gets into trouble as soon as the new term begins. I knew she’d be the type to attract bullies to her like a magnet. Her clothes, plain and worn, advertise her family background.

We don’t enforce uniforms at the academy. That’s because the girls are encouraged to develop their personal style and dress classy or sexy, depending on the kind of alpha they want to attract.

Anastasia’s clothes give away her lower status. While other girls are swathed in silk gowns, crystal-embroidered dresses, or tweed skirt suits, she’s wearing a T-shirt and jeans.

The auditorium of the castle was originally built to be an opera house. We still retain the private boxes so that I can observe what’s going on from high up above.

It’s easy to pick up movement from up here. My alpha instincts are sharp today. I can smell and see with supernatural clarity. Even the tiniest movement catches my attention.

Freya King, who is from one of the Storm Five families, is standing straight, looking elegant. Every alpha has had their eye on that girl since the day she was born. An incomparable beauty with the best genes and pedigree, she would bring her husband's family incomparable prestige and advantages.

My brothers and I believed we’d be the ones marrying her, but despite her wonderful personality, there was no chemistry between us. She says and does all the right things, but she doesn’t push our buttons like Anastasia does.

Marriage isn’t just about having kids and continuing the family line. We want a woman we can respect and be excited to come home to. That’s a high standard.

The mistress of the academy, a severe-looking beta woman studies the newest crop of girls from the stage. She’s behind the podium, delivering the welcome address to the girls before they attend their first lesson.

“We expect great things from you girls. Each one of you is a special gem, destined to stir the emotions of a powerful alpha. You will be the luckiest ladies in society, the shining stars who will have more wealth, comfort, and fortune than most. We will give you the best education here so you can seduce the man of your dreams and keep him attracted to you forever. You’ll be taught skills that are essential for being a part of high society. First, you’ll be picking your desired match from the list of alphas available. These men are looking for a high-quality wife. We’ll make sure you’re just that by the time you graduate.” She’s the best educator who has produced one impressive alumni one after another. That’s the only reason I let her teach at the academy.

However, the speech fades to the back of my mind as I spot a girl with red hair talking to Anastasia. A few other girls are clustering around her. Anastasia’s uncomfortable expression and the way she’s folding her shoulders in tell me that the subject matter of their conversation isn’t pleasant.

I’m wondering whether I should intervene.

The red-haired girl is the heiress of Armani Finance, a top financial company. She knows she’s powerful and there were reports that she enjoys lording over girls who don’t come from prominent families. Her posse consists of girls with similar ideas. I can see one or two familiar faces among them.

The school doesn’t tolerate bullying but girls being mean to each other is not enough to be classified as bullying. Anastasia will always be gossiped about and treated differently by other omega wives due to her background, even if her husband is an alpha. This school is a microcosm of high society.

“You have already been assigned your dorm rooms. Your first lesson will begin tomorrow but you’ll be picking a man to seduce from the list of alphas. We hope to have you wed to him by the time you graduate. Pick carefully. Don’t be too ambitious and choose someone you can see yourself with long-term. That’s all. Now you may return to your rooms and prepare for your first lesson.”

I don’t realize that my chest is tense from holding my breath until the mistress’s address comes to an end. All that bottled-up air whooshes out of my nostrils, making a loud sound.

The girls scatter, moving in different directions as they head to their respective rooms. There are three wings for the dormitories. We have no day-boarders at Queens Academy so all the girls stay here for six months until graduation.

My gaze homes in on Anastasia heading toward her room but the girl from before grabs her shoulder. She whispers something in her ear. I already don’t like where this is going.

Anastasia looks worried. The four girls nudge her in the direction of the forest. My alpha instincts surge to life. I can smell their ill intentions, and predict the disaster that is about to unfold.

There are stretches of land on the grounds of the castle with wild trees and nothing else. They’re meant for the animals who have always inhabited this land and the students are strictly forbidden from going there or hunting the animals.

I suppose it’d make for a good spot to bully someone unnoticed.

Adrenaline pumps through my system. I hurry down the stairs, bounding after the group. There’s only one thing crowding my brain and that’s the desire to protect Anastasia. It’s irrational but from the day her scent hit my nose, my body has bonded to hers in a mysterious way. I’m always aware of her presence, her emotions, her existence.

I can’t scrub her away from my consciousness. Sometimes, it seems like she’s the only thing in the world that matters.

I look left and right when I exit the building. I can’t see the girls. Concentrating my blood on my nose, I sharpen my senses. Anastasia’s scent is impossible to miss. It’s like a punch to my gut, awakening the carnal desires nesting in my groin.

But this isn’t the time to be thinking about sex, even if the urge to screw her mind out is pulsing through my veins.

I chase the trail of her perfume. I see her running through the forest, the other girls chasing her. She manages to lose them long enough to climb a tree, which shocks me. I don’t know a single girl who can climb a tree with her bare hands.

“I can’t see her. Where did she go?” Her bully screams. Anger sparks in my blood. I have never wanted to hurt omegas but I want to hurt these girls. I want to snap their fragile necks and tell them to leave Anastasia alone. I barrel toward them without a clear plan of action, rage guiding me forward.

“Maybe she went to her dorm room,” another replies.

The girls move in the opposite direction of Anastasia, toward the building they left.

The moment her bullies move elsewhere to search for her, Anastasia jumps out of the tree. Unfortunately, she skins her knee on the bark, losing balance. She lands with an unceremonious thud.

My muscles pull tight when I hear the crunch of her body meeting the dusty ground. It’s hard to tell whether that was the crunch of leaves or her bones. My heart races. My alpha instincts flare to life. There’s someone who needs my strength, my protection, my caretaking. I can’t deny my body’s need to help those who are weak. No matter how much Castel Leo and I pretend to be predators, alphas were created to be protectors. I have no hope of denying my biological need to keep our omega safe, especially when she’s genuinely hurt.

I dash in her direction.

Anastasia is making irritated sounds, sitting on the ground in a heap of dried leaves and dust.

She hisses when she sees me. “What are you here for?”

“To help you.” I extend a hand. She reluctantly takes it, using it to pull herself up to her feet. “I saw you running and then falling out of that tree. Come here, Omega. Let me take a look at your leg. You’re bleeding.”

She shrugs. “No thanks.” 

There’s wariness in her eyes. She doesn’t trust me and I don’t blame her. Castel, Leo, and I were tough during the interview. Perhaps she thinks I’m here to bully her, too. But I intend to change her opinion of me. Something about being feared by an omega doesn’t sit right with me. Sure, I want to be admired and respected by them, but scaring the weak and oppressing them through fear and strength is what tyrants do.

“I’m the principal trustee at Queens Academy.” I straighten my spine, keeping my gaze steady on her. She’s like a scared animal and any jerky movements or pushiness on my part will make her run away. “I would never harm a student.”

“It’s not that. I don’t need your help. I can manage on my own.” Anastasia stumbles forward, wincing. She’s clearly in pain and needs help. I rush to her side, taking her arm and draping it around my shoulder.

“Is that what you’ve always had to do? Manage on your own?” I settle my palm on her hip, gripping her tight, holding her body aloft. Unlike Castel, who thrives on sadism, I’m the protective type. “You’re with an alpha now. You can leave everything to me. Relax.”

She smells unbearably enticing. It doesn’t help that her scent has been embedded into my mind since the day she defeated us, brothers, in the scent war. I have developed a fondness for her smell and an even greater fondness for her personality. She stands out amongst omegas who feign helplessness and weakness, simply to stroke an alpha’s ego.

I don’t need superficial liars. I’d rather have an honest woman. I know Castel is tired of omegas fawning over him, claiming to be needy for his help and alpha strength when all they need is his money.

My fingers caress the fleshy curve of her hips. Damn, she’s so soft and fertile. Her body is ripe and ready to carry her alpha’s pups. I can smell it. My blood vibrates with heat. Anastasia’s presence is like a drug. I can’t keep my eyes off her. She draws me in like a moth to a flame. “You’ve earned my respect, Omega. Come with me. I’ll bandage those wounds.”

“My name is not Omega,” she snaps. “It’s Anastasia. I know you think you’re high and mighty because you’re a Viper, but I don’t like being looked down upon.”

Her defiance should ignite my competitive alpha instinct. I should be asserting my dominance, showing her what it means to disobey an alpha. But I don’t sense any threat from her willfulness.

“Noted,” I reply, sinking my fingers into my pocket. I pull out the hand-embroidered handkerchief I keep there. It is made of pure silk, embroidered with a golden viper, the family crest.

I tie it around the gash on her leg to cover the wound until I can give it proper care.

Anastasia’s fingers ghost over the thin fabric that is now almost red from absorbing her blood. “That looks expensive.” She digs her fingers into my upper arm, limping.

“I’m going to have to carry you like a princess. You’re straining your leg.” Before she can protest, I slide my arm under her ass and lift her up, cradling her against my chest. Her warmth tickles my abs, seeping into me like poison. I feel so good when she’s pressed up against me. I want to be melded with her while we’re naked, so I can really feel her body’s warmth.

I have never wanted someone sexually like I want her. The worst part is that it’s not just sexual. I want intimacy with her, real feelings, real words. Real caring.

Because whether I like it or not, I care a lot more for her than I want to.

“Wait, isn’t that place forbidden?” Her mouth tenses as we approach the cottage I share with my brothers. It’s the closest and most private place where I can tend to her wounds. We have a first aid kit and supplies there.

“I’m making an exception for you,” I say, kicking the door open. “Nobody will say anything if you’re with me.”

“Orion.” Anastasia looks around the grand living room. It is furnished with cozy yet tasteful furniture and Persian rugs. The suspicion on her face softens when I place her body on the couch. “Thanks. I had a feeling you were nicer than your brothers and I was right.”

I inhale sharply. Her words crawl into my soul, satisfying the alpha inside me. I love being cherished and praised by my omega. That’s the best feeling in the world.

As I disinfect her wound, her walls come down even more.

“I was really scared back then,” she confesses, which is not what I expected. “I couldn’t shake off those girls. There were four of them and they were insisting they needed to talk to me about something. I knew it was a tap but I couldn’t get out of it. I feel so stupid.”

“Don’t.” I place my hand on her head. I stroke her scalp, scratching her head to help her relax. She allows me to touch her, comfort her, and be there for her. She responds to my touch. The tension on her face eases. “I was watching you throughout the ceremony. I followed you when I figured out what was going to happen. You don’t have to be on your guard all the time. I’ll protect you as long as you’re here. I’ll keep an eye on you and come to your rescue when you’re in danger. I always have your back. I won’t let anyone be hurt in my academy.”

Anastasia’s chest swells with a surprised intake of breath. “I was right. You’re the nicest of the Vipers.” Her mouth fluidly morphs into a teasing smile. “This job suits you. I feel safe knowing you’re the principal, not your brothers.”

“I’m glad you trust me to look after you.” I wrap the bandage around her leg, pleased at how our interaction is going. It’s a delight seeing this side of Anastasia, a side that is open, receptive, and soft. The fact that I made her feel safe enough to show this to me makes me incredibly proud. I want to keep her in this cottage and see new facets of her personality. Her strength and femininity are equally addictive. “We’re Vipers but we’re still alphas. We protect our own. My brothers aren’t as bad as they seem, either. Once you get to know them, you’ll realize that.”    

“Maybe.” Anastasia focuses on me. “You seem to have a special bond with each other.”

“We’re family and we’ll grow closer as we marry the same woman and share her.”

“So you’re one of those alpha packs looking for an omega to share?”

“That’s right.” I close the first aid kit. “I can’t imagine a family that doesn’t include Castel and Leo. I want our omega to be happy with the three of us. I want my kids to call my brothers 'dad' and have three fathers protecting them.”

Anastasia’s fingers graze her bottom lip. My chest contracts at the sight of her fingertips tracing her plump bottom lip, teasing me with her seductive femininity. Her pupils are dilated. I can tell that she never considered the idea of a polyamorous relationship seriously but now she’s starting to see the benefits. “That sounds wonderful. Never thought you’d have such a soft side.”  

“Bonds make us stronger, not weaker,” I reply. “But only if they’re real.”

Then I leave before the urge to pin her to the couch and knot her consumes me.


FOUR


Anastasia

Sexual Arts is my least favorite lesson. It’s not because I feel like a deviant among a class filled with virginal heiresses who blush at the mention of penetration. My fetishes and kinks are out there, but I believed I’d find kindred spirits among my classmates. That was a mistake.

I was already depressed at the thought of giving up true love to make a practical match and protect my family. But now it looks like I’ll have to give up good sex, too. From what I’m hearing, no alpha with a recognizable family name is into anything sexually exciting.

Their names fill the board, along with their preferred kinks and type of woman. Half of them read submissive and vanilla. I’m already certain I’ll have to cheat on my husband to tolerate being married to him.

“You must find out what your alpha likes and cater to his preferences.” The teacher walks around the room, waving her dildo. When I joined the academy, I expected some sexual education but nothing of this sort. It looks like they’re training us to be submissive courtesans here. “That’s how you keep him attracted to you. If your alpha likes submission, you must become his submissive. If he’s into breeding, spread your legs and become his perfect breeder. When you pick the alpha you wish to marry before the final ball, you’ll be given a list of his preferences. The academy goes to great lengths to secure this information for you so that your married life can be as smooth as possible. You will be able to ascertain if his tastes are in line with yours and if you can take a lifetime of those kinks.”

Everything at the academy always sounds one-sided. They pretend they care about omegas but this place was founded by powerful alphas to create cookie-cutter submissive wives. They gather the prettiest omegas and groom them for a lifetime of service to a man.

“Your assignment this week is simple: you must have a sexual experience that you can tell the class about. It can be solo, it can be you discovering a new kink, or it can be you finding out more information about an alpha and his preferences.”

So they want us to be spies or get good at solo love. I suppose that’s only fair given that half of these girls are going to have to rely on vibrators to make themselves come once they’re married. Maybe they’re teaching us practical skills to survive an upper-class marriage after all.

When the bell rings and the class ends, the other girls shoulder past, snickering at me. Not one girl bothers to smile at me.

It’s been one week since I started at Queens Academy and I’m already hated by all my classmates. I blame it on Orion. He shouldn’t have given me that handkerchief. I wasn’t in a state to refuse, because it was drenched in my blood.

His scent is embedded into that thing and now everyone in my class knows that I received a gift from one of the Vipers. I didn’t think it’d be such a big deal, but apparently, half the girls here want to get hitched to the Viper brothers. They’re the most eligible men from the Storm Five.

I decided to grit my teeth and bear it. I only have six months until graduation and there’s a one-week break for Christmas.  

There’s only one rule at Queen’s Academy: don’t stand out.

In a school teeming with upper-class omega ladies who want to make the best possible match by the time they graduate in six months, the competition is brutal. It doesn’t help that I come from a poor family while most of them come from wealthy backgrounds. They’ve been trained and raised to be a rich alpha’s wife.

Still, I have to tolerate their behavior because it’s the only way I can get what I want. Aeryn called me yesterday and she was so excited at the idea of going to college.

The next day, we’re asked to pick the alpha we want to be courted by. There’s a fifteen-minute introduction event at the end of the week where we’ll have an opportunity to talk to the guy we picked. It is meant to be a chance to meet each other, and if they like me, they can meet me every few weeks during school events.

The final goal is to receive a proposal from them at the end-of-term ball.

Unlike most girls who are vying for the attention of alphas from the Storm Five families, I have strategized that it’d be better to go with someone less popular.

I picked Daniel Jones. He’s thirty-three, so a little old for me, but I’m into older men so that’s not a problem. His family owns a few factories and is in the textile manufacturing business. He’s the only heir, the only alpha in his clan. From all accounts, he’s a workaholic who has no interests apart from his work. He is also not attractive which means no other girl will compete with me for his attention.

I don’t need the biggest or richest fish in the sea. I need a fish I can catch.

“Today you will be talking to alphas. They will rate you after your first date so you know what you have to improve upon when it comes to conversational skills,” the mistress of the academy tells us. We’re taken to the auditorium which has been decorated like a fancy hotel. Each girl is given a table and our alpha is already waiting for us. Since some alphas had more than one girl picking them, they’d talk to them one by one. It’s possible for alphas to pick more than one omega to marry and it’s also possible for multiple alphas to pick the same omega.  

All of that makes matchmaking more complicated.

I have memorized Daniel’s features from pictures I could find online. He’s tall and wiry, with a quiet confidence to him. He’s reading something on his iPad. He wears horn-rimmed glasses that hide his dark eyes.

I try to remember what they taught us yesterday about moving gracefully. We were allowed to pick our outfits. I picked a pair of black jeans and a blouse with floral prints. It is the nicest thing I own. But it’s nothing compared to the other omegas. The other girls are wearing glittering diamond necklaces and sapphire earrings. They’re draped in the best, most revealing, and alluring dresses. 

Self-consciousness tightens in my chest, making me feel uncomfortable.

“Hello, I am Anastasia Wilde.” I clasp my hands in front of me, waiting for Daniel to instruct me to sit. That’s another one of those silly rules—omegas must make an alpha feel powerful by waiting for his command, even for small things. Apparently, they like that. I don’t know what it says about their fragile ego, though.

Daniel rakes my body, turning off his iPad. He tucks the device into his black leather bag and gives me his full attention. His dark irises study me. Then he nods. “Take a seat.”

I nervously lower myself onto the chair opposite his. I do it slowly, swaying my hips to be seductive. The teacher told us that every movement is a chance to make our alphas fall for us. We must use our bodies to our advantage. I’m trying to put everything I learned into practice so I can secure this match.

Daniel doesn’t seem impressed or aroused at my movements, though. “I’m Daniel. Are you enjoying school so far?”

“Yes. It’s a whole new world. I learn so much every day.” I wince inwardly. All of it sounds rehearsed. Soulless. I sound like a demure omega heiress eager to impress an alpha.

“I heard that you are a scholarship student.” Up close, Daniel looks ordinary, not the kind of man a woman would fantasize about. He’s the exact opposite of the Vipers. The memory of Orion’s gentle words and soothing touch makes the wound on my knee sting. I loved being in that cottage with him, seeing a side of him that made me change my initial impression. There was an electric spark between us, a magnetic attraction that I couldn’t explain. He must have felt it, too. That’s why he left abruptly.

My veins buzzed with current all day, my bandaged foot reminding me of the intimate and powerful moments we’d shared together. I can’t believe he was looking out for me. But the Vipers are a unit and I’ll have to seduce all of them if I want to be with any of them. I am super excited at the idea of a polyamorous relationship. When Orion painted pictures of my babies having three fathers and me having three husbands who adore me in their own way, I started to feel the inadequacy of a monogamous relationship. I want more. I want three men worshipping me, loving me, fucking me at the same time.

I’m supposed to hate the Viper brothers and stay away from them but they intrigue me. I want to be pulled into their dangerous web.

“Anastasia?” Daniel’s voice pokes through my bubble of thoughts. I’m rudely brought back to reality where I’ve already made a mistake—I wasn’t listening to Daniel because I was thinking of Orion, Leo, and Castel.

“Yeah, I’m sorry.” I clear my throat. “I’m really nervous since it’s my first time meeting you.”

“I see.” There’s barely any empathy in his voice. “I asked what your parents do for a living.”

My belly muscles clench at the question. It sounds so old-fashioned and judgmental. Isn’t he interested in me, my hobbies, my dreams of the future? It seems he cares more about my background.

“They work odd jobs,” I reply honestly. “I have a younger sister who is into art and she might be attending college soon.”

Daniel’s brows knit. He has probably guessed that he’ll need to take on the burden of my family if we get married. “So that’s why you’re on a scholarship.”

“Yeah.”

Oh god, he’s so stiff and formal. It’s impossible to progress this conversation. I have to wait for him to ask the questions yet he only asks dry, boring questions. There’s no way he’d be into the kind of sexual things I like. Dark, rough, breathtaking things. My entire life will be a series of missionary positions. I swallow, panic gnawing at my chest. I close my eyes, fighting the urge to flee. Daniel is not threatening, rude, or disrespectful. He is just not my type and the lack of attraction between us is starting to become obvious.

Am I really prepared to endure awkward social interactions for the rest of my life just so my family can live in comfort?

I steel my chest.

Of course, I am. That’s why I came here. I remind myself that I already put thoughts of steamy, satisfying sex, romantic banter, and electric love behind me. All I care for is marrying a generous, wealthy alpha who will give me space.

“Hey, dude, can you come with me for a moment.” Shock radiates through my system at that deep baritone. I snap my face up. Leo Viper is hovering over Daniel. He has a hand firmly placed on his shoulder. They’re both alphas, but Leo’s dominance is absolute. Despite his cheerful, devil-may-care veneer, there’s a clear threat in his scent.

Daniel knows it, too. He gets up immediately. “Ah, Mr. Viper. I didn’t think I’d run into you here.”

“My family owns this school. You can say I take a special interest in scholarship students. Noblesse oblige and all that.” His fingers dig into Daniel’s shoulder. “Would you mind if I took your place today? I need to talk to Anastasia about something. You can go back.”

“Sure.” Daniel doesn’t even bother refusing. Leo’s aura is threatening as fuck and I’d have done the same if I looked like Daniel Jones.

My chosen alpha grabs his leather bag and hightails it out of the auditorium as fast as he can.

“You just ruined my date.” I flash an angry expression at Leo.

Leo clicks his tongue. “It wasn’t going well, anyway. You can thank me for saving you.”

“I plan to marry Daniel.”

“You think he’s going to pick you?” Leo drapes one leg over another, taking Daniel’s seat as if it were the most natural thing. The worst part is, that every other gaze in the auditorium turns to us. I can feel the jealousy and resentment oozing out of the other girls’ eyes. They’re going to hate me more after Leo’s stunt.

My school life keeps getting worse and worse, thanks to the Viper brothers.  

“I smelled you in the cottage. You’ve been inside.” Leo narrows his green eyes. They’re an unsettling shade, too bright to look real. But I know they’re genetic.

“I was with Orion.” I wrap my fingers around the glass of water on the table, steadying myself. Leo’s presence is strong. I feel lightheaded like I’m in the presence of a god. He’s not using his scent today, but his natural charisma is intense. “I wasn’t trespassing.”

“Yep, I know. Looks like my brother thinks you’re safe.” Leo scratches his head.

“I am safe.” I scoff, realizing I stopped acting like a well-behaved omega the moment Leo came in. Ironically, despite his intimidating aura, he makes me feel safe enough to express my authentic self. I can speak my mind when I’m with him or any of the Vipers. “I’m not planning to rob you or anything. So if you’re suspicious of me, you don’t have to be.”

“I’ll decide that for myself after interrogating you.” Leo grins like a child who got his favorite present from Santa on Christmas. Grilling people and intimidating them must be his hobbies.

I sigh. “Don’t you have important things to do?”

“Running this academy is part of my job.” The cocksure smile on his face doesn’t budge. He thinks this is a game, a way to unsettle me. “And I have a lot to say.”

He doesn’t look like he’s going to leave. Daniel already left.  

I exhale. It’s my first date with an alpha and nothing is going my way. Daniel has already lost interest in me while Leo Viper is showing too much interest.

“I’m not interested in what you have to say unless you’re going to help me seduce Daniel. I hate to be pessimistic, but this date was a disaster.”

“Why him?” One thick eyebrow ascends to Leo’s forehead. His sex appeal multiples by a hundred. Desire throbs at the apex of my thighs. “You could do better.”

“Nobody wants him,” I reply. “He’s a safe bet. Besides, I can relate to him.”

“In what way?”

“We’re not anybody’s first choice.”

“Fine, I can help you with Daniel.” Leo touches his sun-streaked golden curls. My traitorous heart beats faster than it should. My eyes linger on his face, soaking in the details of his smooth skin, perfect angles, and bone structure. If I were a painter, I’d paint him and call it my masterpiece. These Vipers have unholy good looks. “But you’re going to answer some questions for me first.”

I indulge him, telling myself it’s for the sake of attracting Daniel. But the truth is that bantering with Leo Viper makes me feel alive. I want to hear his voice and be my authentic self for an alpha. “Ask away.”


FIVE


Leo

“What do you really want, Anastasia? You don’t look like a girl who wants an easy life or high social status. You wouldn’t have picked Daniel Jones if you wanted those things.”

“I want to help my parents and send my sister to college. Since my job options as an omega are nonexistent, I decided to go the old-fashioned route and get an arranged marriage with a man who would provide for my family. Does that answer your question?” She folds her arms over her chest, hiding her breasts. They’re already well-concealed by her modest blouse but she must feel exposed under my sharp gaze. I can see through her façade, and glean how fast her heart is beating for me. She feels things that she doesn’t understand and it scares her.

“That’s bullshit.” I bare my teeth. “You want to fall in love, Anastasia. Your eyes tell me that.” Sweat trickles down her face.

“I want to, but I’m ready to sacrifice my romantic ideals for the sake of my family,” she mutters. “I’m practical, too.”

I cover my mouth with my hands, cursing under my breath. “You have a hard life.”

“I’m an omega,” she counters. “What did you expect? Besides, you’re the same as me. You can’t marry for love either. You and your brothers will have to marry someone from a powerful family, someone who could help you increase your power and status. So don’t go looking down on me.”

“That’s not true.” I close his eyes, thinking back to the vow Orion, Castel, and I made on my eighteenth birthday. “My brothers and I will only choose someone we love. Alphas can’t cheat easily and we don’t want a marriage of convenience. That’s what our parents had and it destroyed their souls.”

“I never expected you to be a closet romantic.” Sarcasm drips from Anastasia’s words. It turns me on. She pretends to be a soulless debutante when she is with Daniel Jones. But she’s different with me. She can’t help but show her fire, and reveal her weaknesses. I do something to her and it makes me feel powerful. “Must be nice to be rich and not have to worry about making your parents’ life hard just by existing.”

My eyes widen at her comment. She hisses, annoyed that she let her weakness slip out so easily. I trigger her but it’s in a way that makes her honest.

“I’m sorry.” I reach out over the table and take her hand in mine. “Will you tell me what happened to your parents?”

The air of intimacy between us swells. She looks uncomfortable, but she tells me about the losses her family endured for her sake. Her dad’s business failure. Her mom’s job losses. Her sister’s miserable high school life.

“People are really terrible, aren’t they?” My tone is softer than before. I feel so protective right now. I want to rip out the throats of all the bastards who bullied her sister and tried to buy her by blackmailing her father when she was underage. Those losers deserve to be tortured to death. And I’m gonna make sure I do it.

I understand why Orion tended to her wounds. Anastasia is a deep soul. She has scars, but she has turned them into strength. She’s not attention-seeking, shallow, or greedy. She has endured things we cannot imagine and she’s still compassionate enough to think of her family before herself.

She’s the kind of wife I want. She deserves a real alpha who can protect her and make her life easier. Hell, I’m gonna protect her family while I’m at it.

“I can’t change your past, Anastasia, but I can change your future.” I keep my tone airy, knowing I’ll have to manipulate her into spending time with me. She doesn’t trust me easily and I can’t go announcing my intentions to her. At least not until she wins over Castel. That fucker has more scars than her.

“How? You just chased away my only marriage prospect.” Tears cling to her eyes. But she bites her bottom lip, refusing to cry.

“Look, honey, you’re not going to seduce Daniel with the way you’re dressed.” I tap on the table. “Alphas like women who invest in their appearance.”

“I don’t have any money to invest.” Anastasia grits her teeth. “I’m a scholarship student.”

“True, you can’t afford the kind of clothes required to seduce an alpha.” I pause. Gears turn in my brain. I like being around Anastasia but she didn’t pick me or my brothers as her match. Which means I have to change her mind. “I’m going to be Daddy-Long-Legs and provide a whole new wardrobe for you. Come shopping with me. I’ll let you pick what you like—under my supervision, of course. We can’t have you filling your whole wardrobe with jeans and T-shirts.”

She scoffs, leaning against the back of her chair, and pulling away from me. “I don’t need your charity, Viper.”

I curl my lips, shaking my head. I point my finger at her current attire then arc it to the nearest girl—who is dressed in a custom-designed mermaid gown. “Alphas are visual—they judge their mate by her style as much as by her scent. You’ll never get married to a rich man looking like that. He’ll think you’re a gold digger. I know you need him to provide for your family but don’t make it so obvious.” Anastasia’s eyes redden, almost bulging out of their sockets with hatred. But she knows I’m right, so she cools her jets. “It seems you do need my money, after all. I doubt your parents can afford to spend hundreds of thousands of dollars on silk dresses and ball gowns for you. Consider it a benefit of having piqued my interest.”

A protest forms at the tip of her tongue, but this time, her brain overcomes her pride. She knows she’s playing in a dangerous pool. The other girls are already picking on her and that’s only going to get worse unless she can show them that she’s on the same level as them.

For that, she needs a sponsor. My bleeding heart and fat wallet are at her disposal. She’d be an idiot to pass up this opportunity.

She’s the most intriguing omega I’ve ever met. I want to see her bloom, grow, and surpass my wildest imagination. She has the potential to become a woman to be reckoned with. To become the kind of woman who can bring me and my brothers to our knees.

“Good.” I rise from the chair. Fifteen minutes whizzed by so fast. This is the deepest conversation I’ve had in a while and it barely lasted half an hour. I wave at Anastasia. “I’ll see you on Thursday. Be at the cottage by five. We'll go shopping from there.”

Anastasia drops her elbows on the table. That’s not something a lady should do. She has so much to learn. Still, her honesty, her lack of artifice and her blunt manner make her more endearing than the polished diamonds around her.

“Shopping is something girls do with their best friends,” she says.  

“All the other girls here view you as competition. I’m the only friend you have.” I lick my lips, making a hissing noise. “You’re incredibly naïve for someone who pretends to be smart.”

“Fine,” she grunts. “I’ll go shopping with you. Just know that I’ll be carrying a pepper spray with me in case you get ideas.”

A raucous laugh shoots out of my chest. Damn, this girl is so refreshing. So full of surprises. I like that she’s wary of me. She can think for herself. She follows her own instincts instead of believing what her parents or other people have told her. I’m used to being desired by omegas. Most women would sell their souls to be touched by me. This is the first time someone detests the idea of being touched by me. Then again, she picked Daniel Jones, the most boring alpha in the universe, as her future partner. I can’t say she has good taste in men.

“That won’t help you, honey,” I quip. “You need to bring a gun if you want to protect yourself from me.”

She yawns. “I’ll see if I can get one.”

“Good luck.” I stride out of the auditorium. I’m grinning ear-to-ear. I have found my new passion project.


SIX


Castel

I smell Anastasia before my session begins. She enters the cottage and her scent trails down to the basement, to my sex dungeon. Leo told me she’d be at the cottage because he was taking her shopping later that afternoon. But she came early.

“You can’t invite her here. It’s our private space,” I barked at him over the phone when he told me.

“You invite all your women over, too,” Leo said in his charming voice.

“I have nowhere else to go. You know my kink is different so this is the only place where I can have privacy and not be judged.”

“You’ll be in the dungeon. Anastasia won’t even know you’re there.” Leo cleared his throat. “Besides, if she judges you for your taste, I’ll know she’s not the kind of girl I want.”

He’s right about that. I can see that my younger brothers are already falling for her. But I’m different. I can’t fall for a woman, no matter how wonderful her character is. Because I have a dark secret that turns away most of them.

I’m a sadist. Sexually, I like to hurt, and I want my partner to enjoy their time with me, not see me as a freak.

After bad experiences with delicate omegas who pretended to be into masochism just so they could have sex with a Viper, I have been burned too many times to care. Now I settle for pretty betas and alpha females who are less likely to bail when they realize how extreme my tastes can get.

“Are you ready? We’ll be doing the scene we discussed.” Shit. Anastasia’s close. She’s probably in the basement. Her smell is so strong like she’s aroused. She might be watching me.

Ignoring the pull toward Anastasia’s scent, I focus on my current partner. I found her online. She’s a beta.

And she looks nervous.

“Can you test on my hand first? I’m not sure that’ll be pleasant…” The uncertainty in her eyes irritates me. She’s not ready which means we’re probably not going to end up having sex today. Maybe she thought pain would feel good when she saw it in porn, but the reality of hot wax on her skin is starting to make her rethink.

“Sure.” I light the candle. It’s not a regular candle. It’s designed for sex so it doesn’t hurt as much as regular wax would.

Yet when I drip the wax on the back of her hand, she lets out a bloodcurdling scream.

“I can’t do this. I’m sorry. I don’t think this is my thing.” She dashes out of the basement, desperately climbing back up to the living room.

I growl. I wasn’t going to force her or make her stay. She didn’t have to run away like that.

I blow out the candle. Another day, another disappointing experience. I made time for this by pushing back meetings on my schedule.

Suddenly, I hear footsteps descending the stairs. Click. Click.

I perked up, thinking she had changed her mind and that she had finally realized the wax wasn’t that hot after all.

But the person who enters my dungeon isn’t the beta. It’s Anastasia. Her gaze surveys the dungeon, absorbing all the instruments of torture here. There’s a huge bed with black bedsheets, too. I stiffen when her pretty eyes lock on me. I’m half-naked, my chest exposed. I have a candle in my hand.

It’s pretty obvious what happened here. Now Anastasia knows my depraved desires, too.

“Wow, this place is...different.” Her voice is soft enough that I want to hurt her. She’d be the perfect partner, crying sweetly.

She stands before me in a tantalizing outfit, her shapely, creamy thighs bared by the leather miniskirt. A silk camisole molds to her firm tits. Lace caresses her collarbones. She looks like the perfect package, ready to be unwrapped and savored by my cruel hands.

Except she’s not mine. She’s a student at Queens Academy, a delicate omega who is being groomed to become an obedient wife, not a masochistic whore.

My stomach crawls with acidity at the thought. I don’t even like her, but I feel possessive about her. I don’t want her to marry another alpha. The moment she walked in, the moment she watched me in my most vulnerable, truest form, something shifted between us.

At the interview, I was the Viper heir everyone expected me to be—unforgiving, ruthless, strong, and self-controlled.

But here, in the dungeon, my armor falls off. My mask comes off. I accept my base needs and feed them. I’m a monster here, an untamed creature who hungers for other people’s agony.

“I heard her screaming so I came in to check. I just saw your date leaving.” Anastasia is surveying the place. She’s consumed by the various sex toys I keep here, as well as the different instruments of torture and the black-and-white decor.

I scoff. “She wasn’t my date. And I could sense you hovering close. You were watching.”

She shakes her head, biting her lip. She clasps her hand behind her back. I have no idea why she isn’t crawling back out. “I was only watching because what you were doing seemed interesting. I’m not usually like that. I don’t invade people’s privacy.”

“I’m sure Leo told you not to wander down to the basement. You want to know the consequences of disobeying an alpha’s order?” I stroke my leather riding crop, raking my fingers over the smooth instrument of torture. I’m hoping that the sight of the device is enough to send her running. I arc back. My anger has made my muscles bulge through my skin. My sex session with that woman was already going badly. She wasn’t prepared for my sadism and now I have to deal with the fact that Anastasia saw me at my worst, looking like an abuser when I had already received consent from the previous omega. “I’ll show you how an alpha punishes a disobedient runt.”

I stalk to her, every click of my shoes echoing wildly in the underground dungeon. I have tried to hide my indulgences, but they never stay hidden.

I’m Castel Viper, the heir apparent to the Viper empire, but the shadow of my sexual fetishes haunts me every day. I need to get off so I can function at my best. More than that, I need to know I’m not alone in the world. That there are other people who desire the same dynamic as me.

But every woman I bring to the dungeon turns out to be a disappointment. Too weak to tolerate pain and too weak to own up to her real desire. They’re only interested in my money. They think catering to my needs will buy them a way into my heart.

But I have an eye for liars. Nobody can lie when they’re in pain. Suffering brings out the truth buried in the hearts of these gold diggers.

“What were you doing with her?” Anastasia’s eyes are shiny, glinting with curiosity. The omega isn’t scared or repulsed. She’s turned on. Her skin is pink, flushed with heat.

My body reacts to her arousal. My cock swells with blood. Heat surges in my groin. There’s nothing more sensual than a woman who is turned on by the darkness. I'll lead her all the way to the bottom of the abyss.

I stiffen my chest, pulling away from her petite, tempting body. Too much closeness to this girl makes me want to become a beast. I want to push her past her limits, to do everything I have never done, and watch her come apart. I want to show her things that are evil and forbidden. This omega is perfectly poised for corruption. I want to drag her down to hell with me. “Ever heard of sadomasochism?”

“I had a feeling you were a sadist.” Her shoulders pull up, but I can tell that she’s just putting on a front. “You like hurting people, don’t you?”

“I like hurting for pleasure,” I correct her. “My own pleasure and that of my partner. I’m not a brute or a bully. That’s why I don’t deal with weak omegas who look like they’ll cry at the slightest torment.”

“I won’t cry.” Anastasia’s breath is laced with heat. It hits my lips as she leans closer to me. Sticking her hand into the monster’s mouth. “I’m not the crying type.”

“Forgive me, sweetheart, but you don’t look like the masochistic type, either. You think you can enjoy being my toy?”

Anastasia’s pink lips are pinker with blood rushing to them. “I enjoyed watching you drag your knife over that woman’s body.” She pauses. Her nostrils flare. “I enjoyed imagining myself in her place.”

The air between us feels thicker than black smoke. I have severely underestimated this girl. I thought she was foolishly brave, but that's not all. She has forbidden tastes like mine, tastes she can’t tell anyone about.

Even a powerful alpha like me gets judged in society for having deviant kinks. An omega like her would become a pariah if she expressed her desires. It was my idea to include sexual arts in the curriculum because I wanted omegas to find alphas whose kinks are compatible with theirs.

I never imagined I’d find someone I’m compatible with.

“You like danger, Anastasia?” I can’t resist the urge to poke her. The tip of my nose makes contact with hers as I close the space between us.

“What’s wrong with that?” Her voice is loud. “Just because I’m going to be sold off to some boring alpha who doesn’t want anything more than to impregnate me in the missionary position doesn’t mean I can’t experience exciting things before marriage.”

Despite my hardened distaste for women who see my sexual kinks as a way to get closer to me, to make me marry them and become a Viper, I can’t help but hope that Anastasia is different. It is a ridiculous thought. She is in this school to make an advantageous match, to secure a rich alpha husband but something tells me that isn’t all she is looking for.  

I trail my fingertips down her spine, marking every vertebra. There’s only the two of us here, and it already feels like I’m suffocating from the need in my chest. “What kind of exciting things are you talking about?”

Anastasia’s chest swells with a big exhale. Her every movement is magnified by the seductive aura pulsing from her body, drawing me in like prey. “Playing with knives. Guns. Wax. Riding crops. Instruments of torture.” Every word is enunciated perfectly, dragged out for my attention. She’s confident. Assurance oozes out of every syllable.

“You’re soaking wet, Omega.” Her pussy is slippery. That’s more slick than I have ever seen from a partner. Anastasia wasn’t lying about enjoying masochism if simply seeing a scene turned her on. Her pussy is throbbing and it’s impossible to not want to test its tightness. I push two digits into her tight hole, stretching her to gain entry into her forbidden heat. “I can slip my fingers into your cunt with no effort. Maybe I should slam my cock into you and make you scream.”

Her pussy clenches around me. “Your cunt likes that idea,” I remark with a sly smile. “It can’t stop convulsing around me like a whore who needs her next fix.”

Anastasia swallows. The column of her throat bulges. “You’ll have to threaten me if you want to stick your dick in my pussy, Viper.”

She wants more. My heart rate accelerates. Fuck. She wants it all. I don’t have to hold back.

“Fine.” I extract my fingers from her, licking off her wetness. It tastes so damn sweet that it gives me a sugar rush. My nerves come alive. My senses sharpen as if I consumed a drug. “I’ll threaten you.”

I reach behind me. There are a lot of knives on display, embedded into their velvet casing. The sharp blades glint at me. I grind my teeth. There’s no way I can resist using them now.

Sliding one knife from its case, I hold the blade up to the light. Anastasia makes a light ‘mmmm’ sound. One that’s filled with hunger.

Damn, this girl is something. Her eyes glisten with anticipation as I point the blade at her.

I press the tip of the knife to her throat, not hard enough to draw any blood, but enough to make her feel the pressure.

“Move,” I command. Anastasia staggers back on her feet. “Your body is under my control now. If you don’t obey me, you’ll get hurt, little dove.”

My mouth feels dry as those words leave me. I have never played like this with anyone. Threatened them. Blackmailed them into doing my bidding. It was Anastasia’s idea but I’m the one who is getting all aroused. Blood rushes to my cock. My dick swells when Anastasia wets her lips, sliding back on her feet.

“Keep moving,” I tell her. “I want you on the bed.”

Her pale throat works to swallow. “What will you do to me once I’m in bed?”

“Everything.” My voice is hoarse because my throat is choked with heat. Sparks tingle all over me. Fear has made Anastasia leak pheromones like never before. Just being in Anastasia’s presence is intoxicating. “I’ll show you the kind of pain you have never seen. And the pleasure that comes from it.”

Her slim legs, petite, curvy body, and tiny feet are all obeying me like a marionette. She continues to move backward, her gaze glued to me.

When the backs of her knees hit the mattress, she makes a winded sound, losing her balance and crashing onto the bed. She lands on her back. Her satin dress pulls up, revealing the creamy thickness of her thighs. She’s delectable, the perfect little treat I have been wanting to devour

The straps of her dress have gone askew, sliding down her arms, leaving her shoulders bare. The sight of her messy and half-naked triggers my lust.

“What a filthy, tempting sight you are.” I position the knife’s sharp edge against the neckline of her lacy dress, right where it meets the crease between her plump breasts. Her fat globes of feminine flesh are spilling out of the top, making my heart race. “I won’t be satisfied unless I see every inch of you and pump my cock into your cunt.”

Without further warning, I drag the knife along the flimsy fabric of her dress, cutting it open. Anastasia gasps. “What are you doing?”

“Ever heard of knife play?” I ask Anastasia. She nods. This girl is more knowledgeable than I imagined. Her lack of resistance and further communication tells me she wants me to continue.

So I do.

I yank her tattered dress away from her body. Her soft stomach swells and relaxes with her breaths. I run the back of the knife over her belly. “Be scared, little dove.”

Anastasia groans when I caress the tops of her breasts with my fingertips. She turns her face away. I grip her chin, turning her face toward me. “Eyes on me, babygirl. I need to see you cry.”

The slow torture of the knife’s hilt against her stomach soon makes her wet. So wet that clear streaks of slickness soak her panties and begin dripping down her thighs.

“Fuck. I’ve never seen anyone get so wet from being threatened,” I remark. “Your panties are pretty much useless now so I should get rid of them.”

I slice her panties open with the knife, making her jerk.

“That always surprises me,” she admits, biting her lip. Her pussy releases another stream of arousal, but now I can see it trickling over her pink slit.

“Spread your legs wide.” I seize her legs and crank them open. “I need to see you.”  

My cock wasn’t ready for the sight of her pussy. It’s magnificent. Her swollen clit, drenched in her own lubrication, glistens as it pokes out from her folds, needy for attention.

I place the flat part of the knife on it. The coolness of the knife’s metal makes a ragged cry emerge from Anastasia.

“You don’t need clothes anymore. You’re mine and I want you naked.” I unclasp her bra, freeing her perky, sexy boobs. Her tits are capped by pink areolae, ending in tight diamond points.

Stiffening my tongue, I rub the tip over her taut nipple. Then I take the nipple clamp and cage her tight buds. She makes a satisfying noise, one that stirs my inner longings.

“That hurts, but in a good way.” Anastasia coughs when I slap her breast, making it hurt even more. “Oh, fuck.”

All of that pain must be pooling inside her core, turning into heat. Because I can see how badly her pussy is throbbing.

I press the back of the knife against her clitoris, torturing it. Anastasia’s back arches every time the blunt hilt of the knife meets her nub, filling her with new sensations.

She’s begging me in no time. “Please, Castel. Alpha. I need your cock inside me. I’m going to explode.”

“There’s no undoing this once it has been done,” I whisper into her ear. “I’m not letting go of you, Anastasia. You’ll have to be my sex slave for the rest of your life.”

I leave the knife on the nightstand, using my fingers to flick her bean. Tears stream down Anastasia’s eyes. The nipple clamps must be starting to make her breasts feel sore, too. I remove them and lick her fat, swollen nipples.

The soothing effect after that agony is so intense that Anastasia moans. “Castel, I need you. Please. I’ll die without your cock inside me.”

Continuing to suck on her aching breasts, I undo my pants. I push them down, allowing my very hard, very swollen dick to spring free from their confines. I run the crown of my dick over her wet slit, gathering all the moisture from her slick folds.

Anastasia raises her hips, pushing closer to my cock, trying to swallow my length. She’s such an impatient girl.

But I love making her suffer. So I suck harder at her nipple, teasing her entrance with the tip of my cock. Letting her feel me without having the satisfaction of me buried inside her.

“Castel!” she yells. “My pussy is clenching so hard. I’m so empty without you.”

I part her folds with my fingers, brushing my thumb over her clit. “Such a needy slut.”

“Yes, I’m a slut.” Her face is flushed and her hair is loose, flowing wildly over the white sheets. She’s fucking gorgeous, so delicate, soft, and receptive to her alpha. I caress her belly, imagining her swollen with pups. A big belly will only add to her curvy perfection.

The dark notion of getting her pregnant and trapping her enters my mind. But she must be on suppressants. I doubt anything will happen, even if I take her unprotected. But what if she’s fertile? What if her womb is ready to carry babies?

I’m prepared for the consequences. The responsibilities. I want to breed her. To give her pleasure that’s beyond this world and leave a part of me inside her body.

“Take me, babygirl. Take everything I give you even if it hurts.”

I slam my cock into her tight channel. Her drenched core sucks in my cock like quicksand. The slide is smooth and easy.

Anastasia’s shoulders relax into the mattress. “God, that was so satisfying. You’re so big. I love the stretch.”

I’m glad she’s easy to please, but I have more for her. I pull out, then grab her ankles. Folding her legs, I push her knees back, raising her cunt higher toward me.

Then her heat sheathes my erection again. She fits me like a glove despite my cock being thick and long. Her wet, warm cunt is heaven.

At this angle, I hit the perfect spot inside her. She screams. The sound echoes in the basement, filling this quiet space with beauty. It has been ages since a woman screamed with pleasure here. Most of my dates end up being disappointing.

I thrust harder, grinding into her pussy with feral lust.

“Soak my cock and take my knot, you little slut.” I rough up her snug channel with my cock, stroking her inner walls. They clench around me, bathing me in her slick. “That’s going to be your punishment.”

Her slick makes my path smooth. I pound her with hard strokes, going all the way until I can feel her deepest core. Anastasia’s tits bounce, jiggling in rhythm to my thrusts. The sight is unbearably sweet.

My balls tighten. I want to spill inside her and watch cum trickling out of her pussy. Heat shoots up my veins every time her pussy grips me hard.

“I’m…” Anastasia pauses, breathless. I pinch her clit, continuing to plow into her fertile pussy, reminding her of my alpha strength. She’s petite and tiny, but her pussy is powerful, wrapping around me with incredible force, choking my cock.

I grit my teeth as control slips from me. I need to make her come fast. I circle her clit with my thumb. That does the trick, pushing her past the edge.

Her pleasure-soaked screams linger in the air even when she has stopped making any sound.

“That felt good, didn’t it?” I grin.

“So good. The pain made the pleasure feel better,” she replies, her eyelids drooping as her orgasm pulls her under.

“I’m gonna come inside you, Anastasia. You will never be able to forget this.” I grip her hips, riding her harder, giving my all to every stroke. My balls slap against her ass. The sound of flesh meeting flesh heightens my arousal. I feel so close to her. Knowing that she’s coming, knowing that she has accepted all of me, my dark kinks included is incredibly freeing.

Her velvet walls convulse around me.

“Fuck.” I dissolve under the chokehold of her pussy. Cum rushes out of my cock, filling up her unprotected channel. The animal inside me growls in satisfaction knowing I have creamed my omega’s pussy.

Anastasia’s eyes are shut with ecstasy. With her neck tilted back, she rolls her hips to meet my cock. My knot swells inside her, locking our bodies together.

“Is that your knot?” she asks.

“Yes, and now your slutty cunt is going to be stretched and filled properly. You can’t get away from me until my knot comes down.”

Anastasia shrugs. “My pussy feels so good right now so I don’t mind.”

“I thought I’d never find someone like you.” I kiss her forehead. “But here you are.”

“This was the most amazing sex I’ve ever had,” Anastasia says. “I didn’t think intimacy could feel so intense and consume my body.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” I massage her hips as my knot balloons inside her, stretching her channel wider. “There’s so much more I can show you.”

Anastasia exhales. “I’ll come here whenever you want, Castel. I don’t want this to be the last time. The teachers keep telling us in sexual arts how we’ll have to get used to boring sex once we’re married. I want to experience everything I can before the end of the term.”

Jealousy burns like acid in my stomach. Now that I know how compatible we are, I don’t want any other man taking away the jewel that I’ve found. Anastasia was born to be my obedient masochist, to bear the pain I give her and come for me. I’m only sharing her with my brothers, not anyone else. God knows she’ll need Orion’s gentle aftercare after intense sex sessions with me.

But it’s too soon to put a ring on her finger. I’ll have to get her used to being with me first. My brothers have to develop their bond with her, too.

“I want to see you every week,” I tell her. “I come to the cottage on Fridays. That’ll be our day. I’ll fuck you all evening. We’ll eat dinner and continue.”

Anastasia smiles, showing her pearly white teeth. “Sounds good.”


SEVEN


Leo

I know Castel had sex with her. I could tell from the way they were both looking at each other in the cottage. I can smell him on her.

It arouses my own sexual desires. I want to taste Anastasia, shove my cock deep inside her fertile omega cunt, and put my pups in her belly. The primal urge to breed her is like a fever. I can barely focus on the clothes as she exits the changing room.

“How about this one?” she asks, twirling around in a sparkly silver gown.

I nod to the retail assistant who has been helping Anastasia with picking clothes. “We’ll take it.”

I scratch my jaw, impatiently waiting for Anastasia to come out wearing another dress. I can’t explain this restlessness. I want to put my hands on her, skim them down her hips and cup her pussy. I want to possess her. But all I can do is watch her as she picks out outfits to impress Daniel Jones.  

Anastasia tries on different outfits, some casual, others more formal. Everything fits her curvy body and enhances her sensuality. I want to peel all those clothes off her and fuck her hard. I can’t feel calm until I stake my claim on her pussy like Castel did.

If my big brother trusted her to bear our pups, I do, too. The family elders will make a scene about an omega from a poor family but they won’t be able to do anything if she’s already pregnant. That’s probably what Castel thought. Or maybe he was being reckless, knotting a fertile omega without considering the consequences.

All I know is that my cock keeps getting harder every time Anastasia’s cute boobs and ass come into view. My balls are heavy with heat. The head of my dick is throbbing against my pants, creating a visible bulge.

“How about we try this next? She’ll need some lingerie to go along with her new clothes.” The retail assistant shows me a sheer lace set with a bra and panties. Just the idea of watching Anastasia wearing that in front of me has my cock dripping pre-cum.

Damn, this is how it’s gonna go then.

“That’s a good idea.” I grin. I’m certain Anastasia will never leave the changing room wearing something so revealing but she shocks me.

She struts out like a confident goddess, eyes gleaming with challenge. Anastasia in a lacy red see-through bra and sheer lace panties, her exposed nipples hard for my attention, is a sight I wasn’t remotely prepared for. Her fleshy thighs have me losing whatever self-control I was clinging to.

“You like how that looks on me, Leo? Wanna touch it and check if the quality of the material is good enough?” Her teasing makes my nether regions feel like they’re being stung by needles. I can’t keep my dick trapped in my pants anymore. My balls will die from lack of oxygen.

“I want to touch them privately.” I narrow my eyes at the assistant. Despite my boyish good looks, my aura has an intimidating effect.

Her knees shake. “Yes, sir, I’ll give you some privacy.” She’s out of sight before I can blink. Most people are afraid of crossing a Viper. It’s one of the many advantages of being born into a Storm Five family.

“You’re playing with fire, Omega.” The moment the assistant vanishes, I shove Anastasia into the changing room and lock the door. Molding my hand over her hips, I push her against the changing room wall, right opposite the window so she can see her reflection. See my cock spearing her cunt again and again.

“Put your legs around me, babygirl. It’s time you got fucked by a thick alpha cock.” I hurriedly free my dick. Then I pull down Anastasia’s lace panties. I dip one finger into her slit. It’s slathered with slick. Her omega body is responding to my lust and pheromones, readying itself for my assault.

This is what I love about omegas the most. They’re always so wet and ready to take an alpha. It’s their biology; they can’t help but receive.

Anastasia buries her nails into my shoulder when I enter her in a swift stroke. I drive my erection all the way into her, angling myself to touch her cervix. When I bottom out, she bounces on me, intensifying the penetration.

Her pretty tits jiggle. I can see her taut nipples scraping against lace. Her pink, puckered buds look like candy, calling out to be eaten. I bite one nipple through her bra before sucking on it. My tongue twirls around the hard tip. I crush her fat boobs under my hands, massaging them. Their softness makes heat pool in my groin.

It has been so long since I was buried in an omega. Anastasia’s sweet pheromones wreathe me like a noxious cloud. When I move my mouth to her other breast and bite and soothe it the same way, she grinds her stomach against mine.

She cries out when I suck too hard. “Leo, the staff will wonder about the noises.”

“They don’t care, sweetheart.” I nibble on her neck, eliciting a soft cry from her throat. “Why don’t you scream my name so they know who you belong to?”

“Leo!” Her body jerks against mine as I thrust into her harder. Her legs wrap around me tighter. Her breathing is ragged, torn by pleasure.

“You’re gonna have me addicted to your cunt at this rate.” Her pussy is massacring my cock, squeezing the life out of my hard dick with its tight clenches. Nobody has tested my self-control to this extent. Anastasia’s pussy was made for me.

Every time her walls convulse, rapture curls in my veins. My brain goes numb for a second, overcome by potent sensations. Her pheromones cloud my senses. I’m drowning in her feminine essence, wrapped up by her receptive body.

I have fucked omegas before but nothing came close to this. I had a feeling that Anastasia was special when I first met her. Now I’m sure. She’s meant to be my mate. That cunt is meant for me, to take my cock.

My fingers snake around her clit, teasing her swollen nub with light brushes. She moans every time my thumb grazes her sensitive bundle of nerves, pressing hard.

My thickness glides in and out of her channel, washing my body with waves of heat. She must be feeling it more than me because she comes on my cock without any warning.

“Leo, that was exciting…” Her arms tighten around me as she allows her eyes to drift closed, enjoying the experience of her orgasm while being held.

I shiver at her beautiful, satisfied face. I put this expression on her face and I want to do it a hundred more times. I could never tire of seeing her breathing softly, clinging to my masculine strength after being drained by her climax. This is what an omega should look like—feminine, satisfied, and full of love for her alpha.

My muscles tighten as her walls massage me, pleading my cock for seed.

I let go because that moment is too precious to waste. I want to make it even more incredible by coming together with Anastasia. My cum spills inside her unprotected walls, mingling with her velvet heat. Anastasia groans, rolling her hips to accommodate more of my sperm inside her fertile channel.

“Give me more, Leo. Your semen feels so good trickling inside my pussy,” she begs. She’s so damn needy in the kind of way that makes my inner alpha want to give her everything. Her fierceness has melted, replaced by a bold sexuality. She will demand her due from her alpha.

“You want more seed, babygirl. You wanna get knocked up by me?” I raise one eyebrow, challenging her.

“I have always fantasized about getting pregnant before marriage.” She winks at me. “I think you and your brothers have found the perfect omega to corrupt.”

I stroke her hair. My heartbeat flickers at the sight of her, open and ready to get pregnant for me and my brothers. She’ll be the perfect wife, the perfect mate, the perfect mother to our pups. There’s no doubt left. “Looks like we have, indeed.” I seal my mouth over hers, consuming her in a hungry, dominant kiss.

Anastasia trusts me. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have let me come inside her in a changing room. And even though I was initially suspicious of her, I now trust her.

She doesn’t move even when my knot grows inside her, trapping cum in her pussy, increasing the chances of getting her pregnant.

“We’ll breed you good, babygirl,” I whisper. “But if you end up with the Viper heir in your belly, you’ll belong to us forever. Are you ready for that?”

Anastasia’s eyes are glazed with lust and reverence. “Since Orion told me about his idea of a family with three dads and husbands, it has grown on me. If I’m going to spread my legs for an alpha and bear his pups, I’d rather have it be you guys. At least the sex is good.”

“I hope you become a part of the family soon. I can’t wait to stroke your pregnant belly.” I close the space between us, drowning myself in the sweetness of her mouth once more.


EIGHT


Anastasia

Two weeks later…

I shouldn’t have eaten the chocolate that the red-haired girl gave me. Now my stomach is cramping and my pussy is leaking like a fountain.

I’m going into heat. It hasn’t happened in years but I still remember the ache and agony from my first one.

I take suppressants religiously. This should not be happening. When my bully, Anya Harris, the red-haired girl who chased me through the forest on my first day at the academy, gave me a box of chocolates, I should have known she’d added something to it.

But she pretended to be apologetic and I fell for her like an idiot. “Orion chewed me out for mistreating you. I’m so sorry. I was just jealous because of all the attention you were getting. I shouldn’t have done that.” She handed me a box of expensive chocolates. I knew the brand but I had never been able to afford their stuff. “This is for you. I felt bad because you’re spending Christmas alone at the academy.”

I was greedy and too excited to try expensive treats that I would never be able to buy otherwise. I wanted to enjoy a sweet vacation and eat luxurious food while digging up dirt on Daniel Jones to seduce him. Before I knew it, I had stuffed my face with the whole box.

And I’m not paying for it. Anya must have wanted to get back at me after being scolded by Orion. She has always made it clear that she wants to marry the Vipers. I’m her rival. 

I scream as a new wave of pain sears my belly. The cramps are getting worse.

I have been nesting, piling pillows and blankets on my bed, but even while I’m wrapped up in the safe space of my nest, my womb clenches need to be filled. My body wants to carry pups, to be seeded by an alpha. That primal, feminine need to grow heavy with pregnancy throbs in every cell.

Abandoning the shelter of my nest, I waddle to the door.

The dorms are empty because everyone went home for Christmas. I didn’t want to inconvenience my parents so I decided to stay. But I can’t get through this heat alone. I need an alpha. Or multiple alphas. Only being filled with cock and stuffed with seed can pacify my raging senses.

I never had a heat after my first one. I take suppressants religiously. Looks like time has made my needs stronger. I’m fertile right now, ovulating, and ready to be impregnated.

I rush to the only safe place I know. There’s only one one alpha whom I can trust to protect me. There’s light bleeding out from the windows of the Vipers’ cottage. Relief steadies my trembling knees. I was afraid they’d have left for Christmas, too.

I knock on the door, my pussy cramping from the effect of my heat.

I collapse to my knees by the time someone opens the door. I clutch my aching womb, looking up at Orion’s clear green eyes.

He goes ramrod-straight. He picked up my scent. He knows I’m in heat. I can see the muscles on his face bulging through the skin as he tries to control himself. God, if he goes into a rut, too, it’ll be a disaster.

“How?” He is gentle as he bends down and picks me up. He kisses my chin. His light stubble scrapes against me, calming down my nerves a little. His masculinity and his alpha scent are already making me feel cooler. I feel safe in his arms. “It’s okay, Anastasia. We’ll get you through this. Lean on your alpha. But tell me how it happened.”

“Anya…” I choke. “She gave me some chocolates. I take suppressants but I think they were laced with something.”

“That girl.” Orion sighs. “I thought I’d gotten through to her. It’s all my fault. She took out her anger on you because you’re an easy target.”

“Ah!” I dig my fingers into his shoulder, clinging onto his solid muscle. He’s a rock, an anchor. Right now, my feminine, unstable body needs that more than anything else. Hormones are creating chaos in my groin. My pussy keeps convulsing madly, desperate to clench around a cock.

“My brothers will be here soon.” Orion carries me into his bedroom. The space smells like him. My chest cramps with a hot feeling. I want to be here. I want to soak up his scent until I’m enveloped in it. He lays me on the bed and rubs my stomach. “You can nest.”

I grab his collar. “No. I need to be fucked, Orion. I need you inside me, knotting me.”

Orion blinks. “You want me to knot you? Are you sure?”

“One hundred percent.” I begin to claw at his shirt, tearing away the buttons. I’m acting like a feral animal. I can’t help my urges and impulses. My body craves an alpha’s touch, an alpha’s seed. I’ll literally wither away in pain without it.

“Am I dreaming?” Orion stares down at his exposed chest, thanks to me clawing at his buttons. “Anastasia, I have dreamed of having you since the day I saw you.”

It takes all the remaining strength in my body to say, “I’m all yours, Alpha.”

Orion rolls me onto my back. He unzips my dress. It’s one of the new nightgowns Leo bought me during our shopping trip two weeks ago. I wore it to Castels’ dungeon last week and he loved it. I feel sexy in it so I wore it today to combat the loneliness of being alone on Christmas Eve.

But now I have the perfect man taking it off my body.

I tremble, fully naked before Orion.

“You’re a goddess, Anastasia. Your body is unreal.” Orion kisses my neck, trailing smooches down my breasts and stomach until his mouth finds my clit. His tongue circles my needy nub. He pleasures me with brushes and strokes of his tongue before he sucks on my fat nub.

Currents of rapture enter my bloodstream, raising my body temperature further. My pussy oozes lubrication, inviting Orion’s mouth to explore further.

He drags his tongue up and down my folds, lavishing them with attention. My back arches off the mattress when his tongue pushes into my pussy hole.

“You taste like honey, Anastasia. I’m going to want to taste this cunt all the time now.” His tongue thrusts in and out. The pace is fast and harsh. I lose myself to his rough tongue-fucking within moments.

Every now and then, he returns his attention to my clit, giving it a hard suck that has me curling my toes. Orion looks gentle but he fucks like a king. The wickedness of his mouth has my system praying for release.

With my head buried between my thighs, he reaches his hand upward, pinching my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. The sharp stab of his rough hands on my aroused tips jolts my core. Sensations collide in my groin. I’m a slave to his sucks, licks, and touches.

I could lie here and let him have his way with me forever.

“So good,” I mutter when my cramps lessen. My pussy is on the edge, ready to erupt on his tongue. “Thank you, Alpha.”  

I moan. Ecstasy has my eyes rolling to the back of my skull. Orion knows how to eat me out while taking full control of my body. My cells join the sensual dance of his tongue, absorbing every flick of his tongue like hungry monsters.

I don’t even realize when I’m already over the cliff. His mouth takes me to another world, a world where I shatter without knowing. My orgasm creeps up on me quietly, robbing me of all my power.

Exquisite emotions fill me up, making me forget the pain of being in heat. Orion has given me a calm oasis in the middle of a desert. I enjoy every second in that oasis, allowing my worn body to recover and throb with happiness.

“You’re so hot when you’re coming on my tongue.” Orion embraces my thighs with reverence.

“But it’s not over until I knot you.”

Orion quickly gets rid of his clothes, creating a small heap on the floor. He climbs between my legs, his knees on either side of me. My orgasm surges, heightening when the hardness of his cock presses against my hole, reminding me of the pleasures that still await.

I can go higher, and reach another peak.

Besides, I need him. Bad. My heat hasn’t subsided despite the orgasm I experienced. My omega body is at its ripest and most fertile right now. It doesn’t crave pleasure, it craves getting pregnant and bearing babies. My womb needs to be filled and my belly swelled before my body will calm down.

The painful heat and muscle ache from before reappear. I clutch my stomach, craving the relief his cock will provide when it sinks into my warm channel.

I reach out my hands and lock them behind his neck. “I’m glad you’re here. I’d have suffered for days without you.”

“My brothers have bred you, now it’s my turn.” Orion licks his lips. “I’m going to plant my seed in your needy womb. I hope you’re ready to bear some pups, Omega.”

He doesn’t go slow. He charges into me all at once, tearing my pussy apart with his thick erection. His rock-solid length drills into me, stretching me wide.

I open my legs wider, soaking up every thrust from his cock like it’s water. His powerful body is on top of me, his arms braced at my sides. He slams inside me with incredible force, rattling my bones every time he bottoms out in me.

The sound of our flesh slapping together feeds a deep need in me. Intense sensations collide in my belly. The friction from him sliding into my walls mixes with the primal, toe-curling ecstasy of his cock touching my cervix to produce a delicious cocktail of sensations. I’m delirious with pleasure.

Each brush of Orion Viper’s cock is like a forbidden rush of pleasure. I bet Anya would be pissed when she realizes that her present is what got me into bed with Orion. That’s karma for you.

“Yes, yes.” I shatter under the weight of his brutal thrusts. Each one is stretching me more, reminding me of how good it feels to be bred. It’s breeding season for me now until my heat ends and I’ll make sure I’m stuffed with cum throughout this period. This might be my Christmas present.

When my orgasm ripples through my organs, I can’t help but moan like a needy kitten.

“That’s a good noise you’re making. Looks like you need some cum.” Those filthy words sound sexier coming from him. He unleashes a torrent of semen into my pussy, cooling down the intense ache that has been clenching in my belly.

My pussy absorbs his seed like a thirsty slut. I surrender completely, allowing him to spill load after load of his release into my fertile depths. The sticky surge of cum in my intimate channel feels like heaven. It’s soothing me in a primal way, telling my body that I’m about to get knocked up by an alpha.

Only when Orion is done do I open my eyes. I smile at him as we breathe in unison. Then I say, “Do that one more time.”
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An hour later, the door flies open. Castel and Leo rush in, concerned. They’re still in their business suits so they must have left a meeting to get here.

Castel’s long legs eat up the space between me and the door. His palm flattens against my forehead. “Is she alright?”  

“I knotted her but she’s still burning up.” Orion bites his lower lip. He presses a cool compress to my head and my belly. He has been doing that for the last hour like a devoted nurse, but it has had zero effect. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Let’s bring her to the dungeon,” Castel says. “I know how to get her off quickly. You guys come, too. The three of us are going to make sure to breed her properly and make her heat subside.”

Without waiting, Castel scoops up my body like I weigh nothing. His solid, muscular arms carry me down the stairs to his private sex dungeon. I have been here a few times now. The woody, familiar scent of his perfume mixed with leather excites me. My brain associates that smell with kinky times.

Castel doesn’t lay me on the bed. Instead, he makes me kneel at its foot. “Bend over so we can stuff you properly. I’m going to use wax to make it more intense.”

“Yes, please.” I need pain and torture and all the intensity in the world to suppress my hormones.

I hear the brothers moving around, discarding their clothes. I bend over the edge of the bed, my pussy high and exposed, my hole wet and ready for cum. My breasts are smooshed over the sheets.

Castel climbs on top of the bed holding a red candle. Saliva leaks out of my mouth at the thought of that wax warming my skin. I’m drooling like a sick pervert. My body wants everything it can get. Every forbidden sensation. The Vipers could never be my real family but I’m determined to enjoy everything they can give me when I’m at my most vulnerable.

“Have you been penetrated by two alphas at once?” Leo asks me. I can feel the head of his cock seeking entry. My pussy easily opens up to him. I’m leaking waterfalls of slick and that makes his slide an easy one.

My pussy convulses when his long inches bore deeper. “Is that possible?”

“It is, during your heat. Your pussy can stretch more at this time.”

“Yeah, I want that.” My breaths are weak due to the churning in my core. Angry sparks of dissatisfaction churn through my bloodstream. Demanding more sex. I’m a nymphomaniac right now.

But I love how the Vipers take care of me without judging me.

Castel caresses the back of my neck, moving all my pair up over my head to leave my back exposed. “Time to focus your mind on me, little dove. This hot candle will be dripping on you, making sure you’re not too nervous while Orion joins Leo.”

I whimper, understanding Castel’s desire to make double penetration enjoyable for me. I do admit I’m nervous. All the Vipers have thick cocks and even fitting one makes my pussy stretch. Two at once? That sounds like suicide.

But that’s what excites my inner masochist.

“I want to feel the pain,” I whisper. I need something drastic to satisfy my body and what they’re offering seems to be the solution.

Castel’s eyes soften.

My nerves come alive when a hot droplet of wax lands on my back. Heat gathers in my core when wax contacts my skin once more. As Castel adds more drops, my skin burns with awareness.

“Just like that, keep taking me. Cover my cock in your omega slick.” Leo pushes into my wet channel, breaching my intimate walls with force. Friction grips me, not letting go. I’m paralyzed by the currents shooting into me after every scrape of Leo’s cock.

My brain goes numb at the intense swell of sensations in my pussy. My cunt clenches every time more wax contacts my skin, creating a ripple effect.

“You squeeze me so well,” Leo moans. “Maybe your greedy pussy needs another dick to squeeze.”

I hear Orion moving. My eyes are closed. All I see before me is sweet, tempting darkness. That makes the moment more special. Knowing what’s coming, and trusting my alphas to take care of me without having to confirm with my own eyes is the ultimate bliss.

Leo’s cock is still inside me, throbbing with unspent seed. Castel times the next plop of wax on my skin with Orion’s entry into my already-stretched cunt. I am so absorbed by the stinging pain on my skin that I don’t even realize that Orion’s dick is inching into me.

My pussy leaks more slick. Only when my walls feel uncomfortably full and pulled apart, do I realize there are two erections inside me.

Leo and Orion move in unison, thrusting into me together, penetrating deep inside me. Every double thrust wrings screams and moans. It’s otherworldly. They’re hitting every nerve ending inside my channel. My pussy screams with delight, eagerly opening up to their assault.

This is completely different from when Orion was fucking me. The added stretch and pain from the wax are making me soar higher faster.

“It doesn’t hurt, does it?” Castel murmurs.

“Two cocks feel better than one.” I smile. “We’ll have to try three.”

“Bad girl.” He slaps my ass. The shiver from his touch coalescences into a heavy pressure in my belly.

It doesn’t hurt to be penetrated by two fat cocks. In fact, pussy stretches gleefully, helped by the intense lubrication my body produces during my heat.

“Damn, she’s too tight. I can’t hold back.” Orion grunts.

My nails dig into the sheets, ripping them. My body is bettered by wave after wave of pleasure, helplessly floating on this ocean of bliss.

I come faster than I have in my life. My yells echo off the dungeon’s walls, making my skin vibrate.

Leo and Orion continue to stuff me, taking their pleasure until they break, too.

I feel like a feather floating in the air when my channel gets filled with semen. Two cocks pump loads of cum into my unprotected depths, sealing it with a knot.

I’m being knotted by two alphas at once. It’s out of this world. If you had told me before coming to Queen Academy that this kind of rapture was possible, I’d have laughed at you.

But now that I’ve experienced this, my only fear is that the Vipers have ruined me for all other men. I’ll never be able to have sex in a missionary position with Daniel Jones while knowing that it could be different.

I have been woken up from my dream. There’s no way I can be in a loveless marriage where the only sex is for the sake of procreation. I want more. I want this kind of intense passion that melts my nerves, that carries me to other realms.

“You’re gonna be sealed by our cocks for a while,” Leo says. My pussy whistles with glee at the two dicks ballooning inside me. My alphas don’t waste a single drop of cum, locking it all inside my fertile pussy so my body can get to work turning it into babies.

“I want to do this again.” My tired lungs somehow keep breathing. “Thank you. This was amazing.”

My cramps have reduced considerably since their seed started swimming in my cunt. My body is loving the sensation of semen trickling inside my pussy. Hope surges in my heart. Perhaps, I might get pregnant before long.

Because getting pregnant is the only way I’ll be able to have any connection with the Viper brothers forever.


NINE


Castel

“Here’s your hot chocolate.” I hand Anastasia a mug of steaming hot liquid. I give one to my brothers as well. Leo and Orion are cuddling with her on the couch in the living room, one alpha on each side of her. Anastasia is still naked and covered in her slick and our semen. Yet she’s the happiest I’ve ever seen her. Her heat seems to have subsided for now, but I know it’ll return in a few hours. Leo, Orion, and I are going to have to spend the next few days keeping our cock inside her until she has been pumped with enough seed to conceive a baby.

“Thank you, Castel.” Anastasia grazes her cheek against Orion’s shoulder. There are blankets and pillows all around them like a white fortress. Anastasia started nesting after she was flooded with enough cum. She built a home for our babies and she’s feeling content, imagining herself pregnant and motherly while she sits in her nest with Leo and Orion. “Join us.” Her gaze rides up to my forehead. She pulls a blanket over her lower half, hiding her naked pussy from view. Then she smiles, taking a sip of the hot chocolate. She’s the best present I could have asked for Christmas.

I snuggle up to the three of them, taking a spot beside Orion. My brothers have changed into their Christmas pajamas. A fire burns in the fireplace.

This is a domestic bliss scene straight out of a Hallmark movie. And I never thought I’d be part of it but I am. Anastasia has changed our lives. She has brought excitement, love, and togetherness.

Every week, she shows me how strong an omega can be as she takes pain and comes on my cock. I’m addicted to her filthy moans and the growing intimacy between us. She’s special in a way that I can’t describe. She embraces every part of me, even the ones that I had to hide from others. I can be myself around her and she can do the same with me. I like that she isn’t like the typical omega. She has her own individuality.

“So tell me about your family.” Anastasia wraps both hands around her mug, warming herself up. “I don’t know anything about the famous Viper clan. What’s it like on the inside?”

“There’s nothing much to it,” I reply. “Our parents are the typical patriarchal alpha and submissive omega brought together by an arranged marriage. They both come from good families but beyond that, they share nothing in common. I have never heard them having a decent conversation with each other.”

Anastasia sighs. “I guess I should be preparing myself for the same fate.”

“You’re still planning to go through it with Daniel Jones?” Leo’s eyebrows knit into an angry v.

“I have no other choice.” “She pulls her hair back, letting Orion kiss her shoulder. “My family needs the money and he hasn’t rejected me yet.”

“You could always marry us,” Leo’s eyes bore into her. Anastasia looks nervous.

“That was a joke, right?” she says. “I don’t think your family would accept me.”

“We’ll give them no choice,” Orion interjects.

“But you guys don’t even want to get married. You’re not among the alphas on the academy’s list. You know, the ones looking for a partner.”

I reach over and bury my fingers in her scalp. “That’s because we’re not looking for an arranged marriage. We wanted things to happen spontaneously between us and our future partner.”

My gaze connects with Leo over Anastasia’s head. We’re thinking the same thing but we’re both wondering if this is the right time to reveal our plans.

“So you wanted the stars to align for you?” Anastasia swallows. “And you think I’m that person?”

“Yes,” the three of us answer in unison.

Anastasia’s eyes widen. She coughs. We give her time and silence to consider this. She must have concerns; that’s only natural.

“From the moment you entered my life, you have held my attention. I can’t stop thinking about you.” Orion kisses her naked breasts. “Your body, mind, personality, soul…everything about you has me under your spell.”

Leo pulls her into a hug. “Spoiling you and watching you be sassy are my greatest joys. Give me a chance to be happy forever, Anastasia.”

Tears are gathering in Anastasia’s eyes. There’s genuine love and emotion behind my brothers’ declarations and I’m sure she can feel it, too. Leo pats her back while Orion smooths his fingers down her spine, comforting her while still allowing her to express her emotions and vulnerability.

Anastasia sniffles. I don’t know if it’s because of her heat or just the way she is, but her scent makes me want to make everything bad in her life go away. She makes me want to be an alpha. To protect.

“Babygirl, you have changed our lives.” I cradle her face when she finally squirms out of Leo’s grasp. “Sharing this heat with you has brought us to our senses. Nobody could ever take your place. I have looked for a woman like you all my life. Someone brave, kind, warm, and fearless. And finally, I have found you. You belong to us now, Anastasia. You’re going to be a Viper, too.”

Leo flashes his most charming smile. “You know you have what it takes. You’re just like us. Deep down, you know it, too.”

Anastasia nods. “I guess I am. I have loved every second I have spent with you guys—except that interview when you were being mean to me. Orion, you soothe my soul and make me feel safe. Leo, you’re like a ray of sunshine that I can always count on. I have so much fun trying new things with you. And Castel, your darkness is my darkness. You allow me to explore and cherish parts of myself that I feared I’d have to suppress forever. Together, the three of you make the dream team. I couldn’t imagine my life without you guys. But I’m in the throes of my heat now. So give me some time to make my decision. As much as I love you all and want to be your wife, I wonder if I’ll be mistreated by your family.”

“We don’t allow that to happen.” I hiss. “We’ll live away from them once we’re married. You don’t have to ever see them. You’ll be with the three of us, and we’ll ensure nobody hurts you.”    

Anastasia’s chest inflates with a huge inhale. I know all this is sudden. But I know we did the right thing by telling her. She looks relieved. The lines on her face are gone now.

“You guys are definitely a better option than Daniel Jones.” She snorts out a laugh.

Her stomach growls. Orion, ever the nurturer, rubs her tummy. Then he slides off the couch. “I’ll cook something for us.”

“We bought Christmas dinner,” Leo says. “It’s in the fridge. Just heat it up.”

“Thanks.” Orion skips to the kitchen. His disappearance allows me to get close to Anastasia. She lays her delicate fingers on my thigh, seeking strength from me. I close my hand over hers.

“What’s wrong, baby? Do you need something? You want me to hug you and warm you up?”

“Yes, please. I love being embraced by an alpha. Feeling all small and delicate and protected.” Her words become muffled as I press her against my chest. Her lips move against my naked chest. I feel amazing holding her. I don’t want to let go.

But her scent, intensified by her heat, invades my nostrils and poisons my blood. My cock is a hard ridge in seconds. I can’t help but want to thrust in her and knot her. I take one hard nipple between my fingers, rolling it.

“I’m sorry I ruined the holidays for you.” Anastasia kisses my chest. “I wasn’t expecting to go into heat.”   

“Nonsense. This is going to be the best Christmas ever,” Leo muses. “We’ll be spending it with our girl, helping her through her heat.”

“I’m glad you’re optimistic,” Anastasia replies. “You might feel differently in a few hours.”

“Don’t worry about anything.” I caress her hair. “We’re here to take care of everything. Just ask for whatever you need and let us worry about the rest. You’re the center of our world right now, Anastasia. Nothing matters more than you. We want you to be our wife and we’re going to show you that we’re husband material.”

Anastasia giggles. “I’m beginning to be convinced already. You haven’t let me lift a finger since I went into heat.”

I open my mouth to tell her that’s the way we plan to treat her for the rest of her life, but Orion’s voice slices through the air, beating me.

“Dinner’s ready, guys!” he screams. “Should I bring it over?”

“You want to eat in your nest?” Leo asks.

Anastasia burrows her back into a stack of pillows. “Right now, I hate the idea of leaving this place.”

“Bring it!” I scream to Orion.

He barrels over a few minutes later with two plates. He puts one in Leo’s hands and one in mine. “Take turns feeding her.” He sounds like a stern schoolmaster saying that.

“Yes, boss.” Leo salutes. He scoops up mashed potatoes with his spoon and brings it to Anastasia’s plump lips. She opens her mouth and eats all of it in one bite.

“Wow, this is great.” Her eyes gleam with excitement. I wipe the residual food clinging to her lips. “Seriously, where did you get this food from?”

“From a five-star hotel you’ve probably heard of,” I reply. “Vipers like opulence.”

Before she can answer, Leo is spearing meat with his fork, dipping it in gravy, and putting it in her mouth.

We’re like two overzealous Italian moms, taking turns to stuff Anastasia with all the food we can. She enjoys every bite, showing her appreciation for the food in the way she eats. She’s not a dieter and with curves like that, I’m gonna make sure she never has a reason to become one.

“I feel bad being the only one eating.” She frowns. “Let’s eat together.”

“We’re not hungry,” I say, tracing her ear with my thumb as she chews on asparagus. She’s not a picky eater. So far, she has eaten everything we’ve given her. “Besides, watching you eat is more interesting.”

“I love spoiling you. I told you that.” Leo kisses her head. “Now be a good girl and eat so you have the energy to get through your heat.”

Orion finally arrives with the dessert, a chocolate truffle cake. He turns on the music. The air fills up with festive jazz notes. I feel like I’m in a bubble of sophisticated familial fun. My brothers are around me and so is my future wife. Nothing is missing. This is the complete picture I've always envisioned. Finally, I have met the woman who will complete our family. My heart feels full. “Say aaah.” Orion gives her the first bite of the cake.

“She’s not a kid,” Leo replies.

“I’m practicing for being a dad. You know, we might have kids faster than you think.” Orion winks at Anastasia. “We’re going to keep breeding you during your heat.”

Anastasia stops chewing. Her gaze moves over the three of us in turn. There’s so much emotion on her face. So much love that she’s struggling to put into words.

“I thought I’d be miserable spending Christmas alone but you guys feel like family. This cozy cottage, this delicious food, and your company are elevating my holidays to a new level.” She tips her chin up at Orion. “Yeah, keep breeding me. I love it. I have never felt so feminine and free. Being bred makes me feel so warm and satisfied. I want to be a mom. I want to have kids and build a happy family. With you guys, preferably.”

“You feel like family, too, babygirl.” I rub her hard nipples. “I’m already picturing you holding our pups next year as we feed you.”

Anastasia blushes. “Yeah, that’d be awesome.”


TEN


Anastasia

Two months later…

My legs are shaking.

Anya sneers at me across the room. “You sure Daniel Jones will pick you?” She drags her gaze up and down my body. I’m already feeling self-conscious in my skintight bodycon dress. The teachers insisted on wearing something sexy to entice our alphas into making an official claim on us.

My breasts feel tender and swollen as they are squeezed tight by the tightness of the fabric clinging to my curves. Talking about my curves, I hate to admit that Anya is right. I have definitely gained weight. My belly is bloated and it bulges. My hips are fatter than usual, too. I run my fingers over my curves, shivering when my breasts tingle.

I just finished having sex with Castel and Leo at the cottage. Their cum is still warm inside me, protected by my pussy walls. I love how sensual I feel after having sex with the Viper brothers.

In the last two months, I have experienced so many new things. They took me on foreign trips every weekend, lavishing me with the kind of attention that I never expected to find.

Most of all, they are feeling more and more like family.

I love spending time with them, discussing mundane things, and sharing hugs and cuddles before bed. I love the life I have when we’re together. If I don’t end up getting pregnant before the end of term, I’ll be so super sad to leave them.

“Girls, it’s time to go out. One by one. And remember to walk with grace.” The teacher claps her hands.

With that, I have no time to think. Anya shoves me forward. I stumble inelegantly as I emerge into the school’s grand ballroom.

It has been decked to the nines. It looks like an expensive wedding is about to take place here. Alphas clad in suits are casually drinking champagne and seated at the tables.

Each of the girls has to go up to the stage and alphas can claim her to be their exclusive partner if they’re interested. It’s not the same thing as proposing marriage but it means that they don’t want to see her anyone else.

It’s a sign that they want her for themselves.

I swallow, scanning the crowd for the faces of the men I adore. My heart only beats for them. Their absence makes me feel like a withered flower. Castel, Orion, and Leo have stolen my breath, my heart, and my body from me. I can’t stop thinking of a future with them. I lie awake at night afraid my dreams will never come true.

I love them. I know that for sure. This was the kind of life I dreamed about all my life and I finally found it. Daniel Jones doesn’t even compare. How could I marry another alpha when my heart belongs to Castel, Orion, and Leo? But given their family circumstances, they can’t come forward with their offer publically unless they’re certain I’m going to bear their child.

Disappointment forms a lump in my throat. Anya leers at me. “I see you’re daydreaming.”

“Oh shut up,” I snap. “You never know what’s gonna happen.”

“Move,” she says. “It’s your turn to be on stage. Even if nobody picks you and you are publically humiliated, you still have to go so I can have my turn next.”

Does this girl never stop being selfish? With a huff, I ascend the stairs to the stage. I feel even more insecure when the lights blast onto my body, skimming over my flabby stomach.

“Anastasia Wilde, gentlemen.” The mistress of the academy waves her hand at me. “She’s twenty and her parents work blue-collar jobs in her hometown. She was chosen as our Stella scholarship student. Are any alphas interested in dating her exclusively?”

Silence follows the announcement. Sweat clings to my neck. I feel hot under the lights. I’m not expecting Daniel Jones to come forward because all our interactions so far have been disastrous. I doubt he’s interested in me.

I don’t mind not being picked by anyone. In fact, that would be a relief because I could continue to have sex with Castel, Orion, and Leo without feeling like I was cheating on my future husband.

I clasp my hands in front of me, eyeing the crowd of disinterested alphas. Anya has a cruel smile on her face.

“Us.” A deep voice slices through the quiet.

All heads turn. The spotlight finds the alpha who spoke. It’s Castel. Castel Viper.

He stands up, along with Orion and Leo.

“Me, too,” Orion says.

“Me three,” Leo adds.

Spotlights lock on all of them, highlighting the three most beautiful, decadently dressed men in the academy. They’re so dashing in suits and bowties. I want to jump into their arms crying.

I can’t believe they’re picking me. I can’t believe they’re admitting they want me despite knowing their parents won’t approve of me.

“My brothers and I want to marry Anastasia,” Orion says. “In fact, we insist on having the soon. She might have to drop out of the academy.”

The headmistress clears her throat. “If she’s going to marry the three Viper heirs, I’d say there’s no point in her staying at the academy. She can’t possibly make a better match.”

While she speaks, the Viper brothers stride toward the stage to where I am.

My chest is so full it feels like bursting. I can’t believe this is happening to me. The three men I love are telling the whole world they’ll marry me. They can’t take this back.

They come up onto the stage one by one. The crowd is furious. Whispers choke the air. There are many influential alphas here so I’m sure the news of the Vipers marrying a commoner like me will spread fast.

Anya’s eyes are bulging out of their sockets.

This is insanity. Nothing like this has happened at the academy before. No omega has been claimed and wed before graduation. Even the heiress of the King family hasn’t had that kind of success this term.

My stomach is trembling when Leo puts an arm around my shoulder.

Orion retrieves a box from his pocket. He opens it, revealing a bright diamond engagement ring.

“Can we have your hand, please?” he asks. When I offer it to him, he slips the ring on my finger.

“So it’s official now.” Castel claps. “We’re marrying Anastasia Wilde.”

“But why?” My lips are barely moving. I can’t regain control over my muscles. They froze in shock the moment Leo put his arm around me. Before that, I thought I was dreaming but at that moment, when his warm alphas scent covered my skin, I knew it was all real.

I’m really wearing a ring. I’m about to be married to the men of my dreams.

Everything will be okay. My family will be taken care of. My sister can go to college. And I can have a lifetime of exciting sex, adventure, and opulence while I bear babies for my alphas.

This moment is beyond my expectations.

“Why? Because we love you. That’s why.” Leo gently taps my back.

“We can’t live without you, Anastasia. You have shown us what family feels like, what true love feels like.” Orion presses a kiss on the back of my hand before allowing my arm to drop to my side.

Castel clicks his tongue. “Besides, we can’t let any other alpha claim you while you’re pregnant with our pup.”

The words don’t even make sense. What does he mean I’m pregnant?

“I’m pregnant?” My mouth gapes open. “How do you know?”

“Your scent has changed, babygirl.” Castel draws in a long inhale. “I can smell your womb is swollen with a new life. You’re bred and you will give birth in a few months.”

“When did you know?” I ask.

“A few weeks ago,” Leo replies. “We sensed the changes in your body. Your scent confirmed it but we didn’t want to tell you. We wanted to surprise you by proposing to you.”

Tears are streaming down my cheeks. Oh my god. This is the best surprise ever. I never imagined I’d be proposed to in front of so many important people. It must have taken guts and courage for my three alphas to do this. Their reputation is at stake. People will point fingers at them for going off and doing this on their own.

But right now, they look so happy. And their happiness makes my heart burst with joy, too.

“I’d say our pup is growing pretty well, seeing how your belly is already swelling.” Orion cradles my stomach, giving it an affectionate squeeze.

I gasp. I've been such a fool. The answer was in front of my nose all along. The weight gain. The tenderness in my breasts. My tits growing bigger. It was all because of the baby inside me. Why didn’t I recognize it?

I was so absorbed in fretting about getting pregnant that I didn’t even see that I was already knocked up.

I caress my stomach tenderly. I feel amazing. My senses are sharp and I feel secure because I’m about to become a mother. Having babies is the best mood booster for an omega. We don’t even get morning sickness.

The fact that I get to marry Orion, Leo, and Castel is the icing on the cake.

“Yes, I’ll marry you,” I reply.

“We weren’t giving you a choice. Our seed is planted inside you; you’re ours,” Castel says.

“We love you and we’re never letting you go.” Leo squeezes my shoulder tighter.

“That ring’s already on your finger, Angel. You can’t give it back now.” Orion winks at me.

A sob wracks out of my chest. But it’s a happy sob. I can’t contain my overwhelming emotions. This is everything I ever dreamed of.

The mistress clears her voice. “Well, it looks like Ms. Wilde will be Mrs. Viper soon. And I’m excited to meet your child. But if that’s done, it’s time for the next student to come on stage. Congratulations to all of you and I hope you experience a lifetime of happiness.”

I giggle, realizing that we managed to disrupt the program. But nobody seems to be minding. The girls are all watching me with tears and smiles. They must be dreaming of being loved like this, too.

I have obtained more than what I set out to obtain when I started at Queens Academy.

I have a baby growing inside me, three men who love and protect me, and a lifetime of joy to look forward to.

Coming to Queens Academy was the best decision of my life.
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