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Foreward

Knotless is a contemporary omegaverse that takes place in an a
universe. The main character, Renée, is pretty broken and self depreca
I implore you to give her a chance to evolve throughout the story
people are born with bounds of confidence, and others are not, an
okay. The world would be a boring place if we were all the same...

This series will be a duology, so two books in total.

While every effort has been made to remove errors and typos, sor
still appear.  Please  kindly let me  know via
klrymerauthor@outlook.com, and I can have them fixed. I am Bri
some British spellings may have been missed, too.

And lastly, you will be assured to know that no animals are harmec
story. The dog has a HEA. Other trigger warnings may apply, but this
on the sweeter side, but still be wary...

Thank you for reading.
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CHAPTER ONE



CHAPTER ONE



T hey say the wrong one will find you at peace and leave you in
But the right one will find you in pieces and lead you to peace.

Well, I'm still waiting for the right one, whoever they may be. T
they exist. Not everyone gets to be so lucky. Well, unless you’re i
sister, Chloé.

She dazzles before me in a sparkling white gown, looking as if ¢
stepped out of the pages of a fairy tale book. Ever since the day she wz
people have adored her. My parents adored her. No, my entire family
her. And now the whole world adores her...

It’s her debut, and she’s going to outshine every other Omega
Debutante Ball. She’s graduating from the esteemed Omega ins
Blossoms Academy, and the whole family has come to see her on
day. All my female relatives fuss around her as they help her prepare,
I can do is stand and watch in the corner like a shadow.

Always the forgotten sister. The one who is constantly outshine

younger sibling. It’s a dynamic no one ever speaks of. Even in mov



books, it’s always the older sibling who is the star of the family. She
years my junior, and she has already accomplished so much more than
That’s because I never awakened. My Omega never manifested, anc
no choice but to sit back and watch as my sister gets the limelight.
She’s a perfect straight-A student. And don’t forget about her b
angel blonde locks and her sapphire eyes. Then there’s me, who’:
enough to even be considered dishwater blonde (or dishwater dull, to t
precise).
Also, my eyes aren’t quite so blue. They lean more toward tt
spectrum. Maybe gunmetal. I don’t know, and I don’t care. There’s n
pieces.putting a name to it because no one has ever cared enough to giv
second glance. Everyone’s eyes are on my sister. She will be the one
hat’s ifour family on the map.
1y little  We don’t come from old money, so we need to make a name for ot
amongst the upper class. My father got rich within my lifetime, and
she justenough to remember the early days. The days when he struggled to p
1s born,on the table.
adored Now he’s one of the most famous tycoons in the world, with
spanning the globe. Everyone knows the name Vincent Laurent.
at the Chloé is too young to remember the days when our family still str
titutionThis is the only world she has ever known. And honestly? I’'m glad fc
her bigwouldn’t have it any other way. Despite the fact that I’ve been super
and allof her for her entire life, I still love her.
I’m happy to be the older protective sister. She’s going to need all t
'd by ashe can get once she leaves us for a pack. The idea of all those horny

ies andlusting over my baby sister makes my fists clench, and I’m a natural |



’s threel don’t believe in violence. But I would gladly punch any man in tl

I have.who dares so much as hurt my sister.

1T have Chloé squeals when Aunt Rose removes her hands from her eyes,
her see her reflection in the mirror. She spins, and the diamonds of ht

eautifullight up the whole room. They reflect off the walls, and she truly is a v

s lucky Something I will never be.

ye more Chloé bounds toward me, throwing her arms around my shoulde
squeezes me too tightly, but I let her have her moment. It’s her debt

1e grayall. That’s how much I love her.

10 point  “Oh my God, Ney Ney. Isn’t this amazing? I look just like a princes

e me a Ney Ney is her pet name for me. The name on my birth certif

2 to putactually Renée, but I don’t mind. It’s what she has called me her whu
Even before she could talk, she called me Ney Ney.

rselves My name is the only thing I like about myself. It means reborn.

I’m oldthere is hope for me just yet.

ut food Chloé, on the other hand, means to bloom. Our parents couldn
picked a more fitting name for her.

. hotels She may be a twenty-one-year-old woman now, but she still acts as
six-years-old. Chloé is too sweet and innocent. The Alphas of this wo

uggled.eat her alive.

or her. I That is why it is my duty to keep her safe.

jealous “Yeah, you do. You’re going to wow them all, Chlo.”

She tightens her hug, squeezing the air from my lungs. I was neve
he helpof a hugger. Even as a kid, I wasn’t touchy feely. I am not a fan ¢
Alphasdisplays of affection.
bacifist. Chloé lets go of my shoulders, holding me at arm’s length. ¢

flickers inside her beautiful blue eyes, and I hate it when she looks at



1e nosethat.

She hates that I don’t get to experience the same level of happines:
- lettingdoes, all because my Omega never came to bear.
ar dress  “I’m sure you will have your debut one day too, Ney Ney.”
ision. Her words, though sincere, spear me like a lance. I’'m lucky enougt

myself a beta. I’'m twenty-four-years of age. Most Omegas manifest
rs. Shetheir teen years.
1t, after I sense the eyes of all my aunts in the room. Several give me th
sympathetic look as Chloé, but others regard me with disdain. Name.
s!” Rose. She’s always preferred Chloé over me, and she practically ignc
icate ismy whole life.
ole life. It’s just a shame our mother couldn’t be here celebrating with us. S
six years ago, and I had no choice but to become the family matriarct
Maybeeighteen.

I miss her, and if only she were here to see Chloé’s debut. I hc
’t havewherever she is, she’s proud of us.

Dad has been distant ever since she left. He hasn’t even bothered t
if she’stonight. He’s constantly working, traveling all over the world. "
rld willLaurent is a very important man, after all. Too busy to come to his y«

daughter’s debut.

I’m sure he’ll at least remember to video call.

Chloé closes her eyes, and a tear drips down her cheek. She’s going
r muchher makeup.

f open “Hey, don’t cry,” I whisper, rubbing up and down her bare arm.

I wipe off a little of her body shimmer, and I hear Aunt Rose gruml

sadnessthe background. It took her hours to get Chloé’s shimmer just right.

me like Aunt Lily rushes to my side, handing me a handkerchief. She was



the kindest of my aunts. She even helps as I dab at Chloé’s swe
5 as shecheeks.

Chloé really is beautiful. Inside and outside.

She is going to make some pack really happy one day. I just have tc
1 to callthey won’t break her heart. Not like the asshole who broke mine fot

duringago.

I made a vow to myself that day. I promised that I would never let
ie samehurt me ever again. No one can penetrate this concrete heart of mir
ly Auntl’m indestructible. Like titanium.
red me Chloé has never had her heart broken by a boy. She has never eve

boyfriend. Just a string of admirers.
he died “I wish Mom were here...”
1 at just Her words catch me off guard, and just like that, my armor cracks.
how just a few simple words can crack through titanium. Now my ow
pe thatstart to fall.

Aunt Poppy and Daisy offer their reassurances, telling us both t
1 arrivemom would have been proud of us. Only Aunt Rose keeps her distan
Vincenteven checks her watch, making sure we’re still on schedule.
oungest Mom was one of five sisters, and she, too, had a flower name. Via

the reason I grow them in my apartment now. To honor her memory.
They’re beautiful and always make me smile, even during the darke
‘toruin Music booms on the stage, and it looks like it’s time. The show is ¢
Each debutante will walk down the runway to a crowd of admirers
debuts her Omega.

dling in  It’s also a good opportunity for packs of Alphas to find an Omega
choosing.

always Every pack needs an Omega. They’re the matriarchs of the family,



et littleborn mothers and homemakers. That is why I have to be on my extr.
tonight.
No doubt Chloé will be the crowd’s favorite. Despite the fact that st
) ensureeven keep a darn plant alive, she is not quite ready to take on the burc
ir yearspack. She’s still young, still fragile. I don’t care if she is twenty-c
practically grown. I won’t let her go.
anyone “Well, it’s time,” Aunt Lily announces, clasping Chloé’s hands. T
1e now.women squeal in excitement, jumping up and down.
Yep. Time for me to keep an eye out for any vultures.

n had a image-placeholder

. Funny

vl tears

hat oury 414 yp my phone so Dad can watch Chloé walk down the runway

ce. Sheyre many oohs and ahs as she spins in her sparkly white dress, ¢

flashing at every corner. She’s absolutely in her element as she thrives

let. IS ytention.

Meanwhile, I abhor it. I’m a typical wallflower as I prepare to kee]

st days.gjdelines. But this is Chloé’s night. She deserves to show off and have

tarting. ¢,

as she | can hear her pealing laughter from all the way up on the no

section. She twirls and twirls, and if she isn’t careful, she’s going to

of thejrthe stage and land on some poor Alpha’s lap.

natural



a guard “So like her mother...” Dad sighs, watching Chloé’s debut from
across the world.

1e can’t He’s in GMT. So five hours ahead.

len of a “If only I didn’t have to be in London this weekend.”

me and I smile tightly. I know he truly regrets leaving us for that rainy littl¢
across the Atlantic, but I won’t pretend that I am a little upset.

'he two For once, could he not be the famous hotel tycoon Vincent Laur
least for just one weekend. Heaven knows we need him. I feel like I
see him anymore.

“Yes, she is,” I sigh right along with him.

Dad’s right. Chloé couldn’t be more like our mother right no
inherited her looks and her bubbly disposition.

“I see the paparazzi have their claws out ready...” I don’t fail to t
Alpha in him as he growls on the other side of the phone.

Mother was an Omega, and Dad is an Alpha. So it came as qu

_ ThereSurprise when I never awakened. Even all my aunts are Omegas. Ex]

.amerasAunt Rose, who is beta. Ironically enough.

off the [ have a theory. The only reason why Aunt Rose hates me is be

remind her of her. The disappointing daughter of the family.

There’s another reason why Chloé’s a fan favorite tonight. Her D

to the
? a littleSuper, super rich. Everyone is eager to see the sweet little hotel heires
her Omega. It’s also the night she will be unveiling her new fragrance
sebleeqdccents of her Omega’s perfume. Lemon cake frosting.
trip off Chloé stops to blow a kiss at the crowd, and I roll my eyes
umpteenth time when I see she has glitter in her palm. She’s all ab
sparkles and the glitter.

“Make sure she doesn’t do anything too worrying, Renée.”



1alfway Honestly, Chloé has always been well-behaved. She has never dc
much to tarnish our family image. There was that one time wi
paparazzi snapped her stumbling out of a nightclub, but that’s tt
worrying thing she has ever done. Chloé is squeaky clean. The press
2 islandhard to soil her sweet image.
She truly is sheltered. A sparkling princess who has no clue how th
ent? Attruly works. That’s why I have to protect her.
“hardly My aunts cheer in the crowd below as Chloé gives one last spin.
got allocated a seat by the stage. It truly is as if the world forgets about
Sometimes the press is surprised that Vincent Laurent has two daugl
w. She “Well, it’s getting late, Renée. I best go to bed. I have an 8 am meet:
Despite how annoyed I am that he couldn’t be here this weekend,
1ear theThen I get up from my seat so I can meet my sister backstage. “Goot
Dad.”
lite the “Good night, sweetheart. Love—"
yect for His voice cuts off as my phone goes flying from my hand. Its screer
on the floor, and I look up at the one responsible. “Hey, watch
cause Iyou’re... where you’re...”
The blood rushes through my head when I meet a pair of vivid bl
addy isframed by inky black curls. My tongue swells in size when I get an e
s debutthe Alpha in front of me, and I suddenly forget how to talk.
>, It has  He wears a dark navy suit, perfectly cut to fit his lean, muscled
Who knew men could be so pretty?
for the He’s not just pretty. He smells good, too. It’s a scent that my brai
out theeven place at that moment. It’s there at the back of my mind, but thoug
me. It’s a dark, musky scent with a hint of something spicy and wood

my head swirls as I try to get my bearings.



ne too My father’s tinny voice can be heard over the speaker of my
1en the“Renée, are you there? Hello?”
1ie only The Alpha grips my arms to steady me, and I lean closer without tt
tries sobreathing in his warm, spicy cedar.

Spice and cedar. That’s what he smells like.
e world I’m sure I will figure out what spice later...

“Are you all right, love?”
I never His accent. So British. My panties dampen as I imagine the way m
~me. would sound on his carved lips.
1ters. “Y-yes... I'm fine...”
ing.
I smile.phone. I'm awfully sorry.”

»

He chuckles, bending to pick up my phone. “It looks like I brol

1 night, The Alpha places it back in my hand. My dad is still trying to rec
“Renée, don’t make me call the police...”
I place the phone to my ear. “I’m good, Dad, gotta go. Have a good
| crackssleep.”
where I swipe the screen to hang up, meeting the handsome stranger’s eye:
I can’t even describe that kind of blue. Dusk blue? His irises do resem
1e eyes,sky just after the sun sets.
yeful of “That’s okay. I can always buy a new one,” I say.
The Alpha slips his hand into his back pocket, writing me a che
frame.eyes pop. “No, that’s quite all right. I’'m...”
“But I insist. What is your name, love?”
in can’t I swear Tweety birds float around my head as I try to remember my
shts fail“It’s... Renée. Renée.”
sy, and Why did I say my name twice?

The handsome stranger chuckles again, and the sound makes m



phone.flutter in ways it never has before. I have never had this reaction to a
never even felt this way about my traitorous ex.
iinking, “Well, this check should at least cover the bill for a new screen.”
My heart pounds as he passes me the check. My head spins when I
signature. Alexander Fontaine.
I know who he is...
Not by face. I think I would remember such a beautiful, chiseled fac
y namethe CEO of Fountain Magazine. One of the biggest fashion magazine
world.
Alexander smiles when he sees the look of disbelief in my eyes.
<e your “You’re...” I begin to say.
The Alpha nods his head. “The exact one. It’s a pleasure to me
ich me.Renée.”
“You... you too, Alexander.”
night’s His mouth quirks at the corners, and I lose myself in those heave
again. “Just Alex.”
s again. Just Alex. My head is still spinning, and I can’t believe this. I am ta
1ble theone of the most powerful men in the city.
Alex inclines his head toward the stage. “So, I take it you’re not d
your Omega?”
ck. My What? My Omega?
Surely, he can tell that I’m beta, right? Can he not smell my bland,
scent? I’m not even sure if paper has a smell. Unless it’s that ne
/ name.smell...
But the smell of a new book could hardly compare to an Omega’:
Omegas either smell sweet, spicy, or fruity.

y heart His pupils blossom when he breathes in my boring scent, and a lum



~man. lin my throat. His spicy paprika strengthens when his nose gets its fill
and then a low sound thrums in his chest.
I pant for breath. What the hell is happening right now? Why car
spy thehim growling?
Wait, no, that’s not a growl. That’s a purr. It’s so low that you c:
feel it, and his purr seems to rattle deep in my bones.
‘e. He’s Again, his scent swirls around me, and I close my eyes, feeling
s in theprancing deer atop the clouds. It’s as if this Alpha has awakened sor
inside me, and that’s when a dampness forms in my panties.
Wait. Is that slick? It can’t be.
No, it’s just my arousal. That’s normal.
et you, I just never met a guy who could make me so wet with a look alon
the one I dated several years ago.
“Well, I best go, Renée. Maybe we will run into each othe
nly lipssometime.”
Finally, he leaves the nosebleed section, heading up the stairs tow
lking togreen exit sign. It’s only when he vanishes that I remember my sister.
Chloé! She will be expecting me backstage.
ebuting She even got allocated her own room because she’s so, so special,
will be waiting on her own. Unless Aunt Rose and the others get to her
Now I think I finally understand why Alexander was here. He was
paperylookout for an Omega, and my beautiful little sister just happenec
w bookprancing around the stage at the moment he arrived.
I bite the inside of my cheek. I thought it was too good to be true. .
s scent.probably just interested in her. I bet there were traces of her lemon 1
on my clothes.

p forms No wonder his pupils dilated when he sniffed me.



~of me, Alphas love Omegas, after all. Just as they’re biologically ir
Figures.
1 I hear Well, back to reality.

an only

s like a

nething

e. Even
r again
rard the
. so she
- first.

, on the

1 to be

He was

frosting



Alphas love Omegas, after all. Just as they’re biologically inclined.
Figures.
Well, back to reality.



CHAPTER TWO



CHAPTER TWO



I can’t get Renée out of my mind as I search backstage for my little

The amount of Alphas lingering around makes me sick, and the
another thing coming if they think they can take Judith home tonight.

Judith had her debut along with all the other Omegas, and s
trembled like a baby deer when she walked down the runway. It was |
her to refrain from shaking. My sister does not like to be in the limeli;
our parents insisted.

It’s not every day a young woman gets to debut her Omega. In fact,
young women get to become an Omega. Just like the beautiful little ¢
that I bumped into just now.

I had mistaken her for an Omega at first. I could have sworn she sm
lemon cake frosting for a moment. But when I leaned closer to get a
sniff, I realized I had been very, very wrong.

They were just traces of an Omega’s scent. One that had no effect
whatsoever. Just like most Omegas I encounter.

Renée had smelled much better than lemon cake frosting... I couldr

put a name to her fragrance. It was just there, buried under the ¢



begging to come out.

It was as if her scent was beckoning me...

I’ve heard of scent matches. Even my own parents were scent se
and in the end, they fell madly in love and had three children. I’m th
at thirty-five. Then Henry was born after me at age thirty-three.

Judith came sometime after Henry.

She’s only twenty-one. Which is why I am very protective of her
almost fourteen when she was born.

Even though I came backstage to find my sister, I kind of hope to 1
Renée again. I had never seen such an intelligent pair of gray eyes. Sc

sister. depth, but also pain.
2y have Someone broke her heart once, and I would give anything to take t
away...
he had Focus now, Alex. You can’t have feelings like this about a woman )
1ard forin passing. It’s ludicrous.
ght, but So why can’t I get her mysterious scent off my mind?
I’m met by a potent cloud of various Omega scents when I walk 1
, not allthe throngs, searching for the shiny black head of my baby sister.
reature Could it have Kkilled the organizers to use some scent cancellers i
It’s stifling. I’m pretty sure some scents strengthen when several Ome
elled ofme, and it’s just a shame I am not interested in finding an Omega toni
deeperever.
There are plenty of other Alphas on the prowl, and it makes m
- on medetermined to get to Judith.
I finally spot her, sitting alone at her station all despondent. Shi
I’t evenaround with pure disdain, and it breaks my heart to see.

surface, She’s never been able to make friends. None of the other Omegas ¢



know that she exists. I'm aware some of them made life hard for
Blossoms.
nsitive, Our parents couldn’t come tonight since they were busy on the Wes
> oldestso it was up to me to be her chaperone. She even modeled a dress fi
own collection. I’'m a man with a taste for a fashion. What can I say?
But all eyes were on Chloé Laurent. The talk of the town. She’s the
. I wasOmega right now, and no one can seem to stop talking about her.
“Hey, Sprout,” I say as I reach her side.
un into  She rolls her eyes. “Don’t call me sprout.”
) full of T ruffle her head and she gripes, grabbing her comb to fix the fl
Henry wanted to come too, but we both decided that it was best he
1er painhome and watched the ball on TV.
Our brother is a famous actor. Or was... He hasn’t acted in anythir
sou metwhile. Not since the whole blowout with Vivienne.
We didn’t want the press focusing on Henry rather than Judith. It’s
night. It should all be about her.
‘hrough  “You did wonderful tonight.”
Judith rolls her dusky blue eyes again. We all have the same dusk
n here?“Please, I was a disaster. I could barely walk straight. I doubt any Alpl
gas spysaw me.”
ight. Or A growl starts in my chest. Judith tosses me a look. “Oh, relax, b
going to have to become some Alpha’s Omega one day. That’s just the
e moreis.”
Not if I have anything to do about it. No man will have my sister. -
e gazesof the reasons I have never been interested in seeking an Omega of my
That Omega could be someone’s baby sister...

seem to  But she's all grown up now. Hardly a child. It only seems like ye



* her atwhen she was into unicorns and all things horse related. I even got her
for her sixth birthday.
t Coast, A quiet settles between us. Sounds continue around us, and Omega
‘om mycan be a loud bunch. They won’t stop squealing. Several did whe
recognized me.
hottest I bet they won’t ignore my sister once they realize who she’s rel
Not that Judith ever cared about being popular. She would rather spi
days listening to heavy metal than pop. I could tell it was painful fo
slip into that pretty white dress.
lyways. Judith prefers black. She also hates smiling, and I bet it hurt when
- stayedto show her teeth.
When did my sister become Wednesday Addams? She would balk
1g for aher a pony now. Unless it was a black pony that was leading a
carriage...
her big I sigh. “Do you want to become some Alpha’s Omega?”
Judith glances across the room. Her eyes find the photographer
several snapshots of a group of Omegas. I think they’re the same gro
iy blue.tormented her.
ha even The photographer is an Alpha, and my stomach turns when he licks
in hunger.
ro. I'm  Judith shrugs. “What else is there for an Omega to do? I’'m never g
> way itbe president or ruler of my own country...”
I smirk. “Pray tell, little sis... do you want to become president?”
[t’s one Judith scrubs away her makeup with a wet wipe. It’s not the usue
~own. she often wears. “I don’t know. I could be. But alas, I'm expected
homemaker and a baby making machine until the day I die...”

sterday  She says the last part a little too loudly, and two Omegas glance o



'a ponyThey move to another part of the room, and I have to hand it to my sis
really knows how to make friends.
sreally “You don’t have to be any of those things. Your designation
an theydetermine your life. You do.”
Judith lifts the wipe she just used to clean her face, grimacing in
ated to.“It’s like it’s alive... creepy...”
end her She’s referring to the perfect imitation of her face on the wipe. Tt
r her toher eyes and lips, and I have to agree. It is pretty creepy.
She smirks at me. “I think I found my mask for next Halloween.”
she had I roll my eyes. “Judith. Don’t change the subject. I just want you t
that whatever you decide, I'm there for you.”
if I got My sister looks at me now, and there’s no missing the shine in he
funeralShe didn’t even want to go to Blossoms. She wanted to go to an o
college where she could learn art, but our parents insisted that she got
Omega training that she needed in order to thrive.
taking “Thanks, Alex. It means a lot.”
up who Judith wants to travel the world, but it’s not safe for an Omega. She
targeted just because of her designation. She could always use
his lipscancellers, but they’re hardly fool proof.
Most Omegas live sheltered lives.
ioing to I could pay someone to look after her, but then she would ne
independent. That bodyguard would have to follow her around twer
seven.
il black T rise. “Come on. I’'ll unzip the dress. Then you go and chan
to be asomething else.”
“Finally. No offence, bro. But white isn’t my color...”

ur way. I smile. “I know.”



ter. She Judith stands, and I zip down the dress half way. Then she grabs he
dress and heads for the changing rooms, and that’s where I meet the e
doesn’tprowling Alpha.
Seriously. Who let him in here?
disgust. Not today, my friend.
He gets the message and backs away from my sister. She may be g
1ere arebut she’s still attractive.

And that is why it is my duty to protect her.
o know
T eyes.
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Judith stands, and I zip down the dress half way. Then she grabs her black
dress and heads for the changing rooms, and that’s where I meet the eyes of a
prowling Alpha.

Seriously. Who let him in here?

Not today, my friend.

He gets the message and backs away from my sister. She may be gloomy,
but she’s still attractive.

And that is why it is my duty to protect her.
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€€ D o I have to?”
“Of course! It’s the unveiling of my new fragrance ¢
Omega, and I need you there for moral support, Ney Ney.”

I grit my teeth as my sister enters her gargantuan closet semi-naked
me a dress. I hope she doesn’t pick anything too revealing and too ¢
I’m more of a jeans, T-shirt, and sneakers kind of gal.

And I don’t do heels. Period. I’'m worse than Bambi on ice.

Someone knocks at the door, and Chloé shouts from the closet. “T]
be Marc! Let him in.”

I raise my eyebrows. “Are you sure? You’re in your underwear.”

Chloé pops her head back out the closet. “Oh, Ney Ney. You re:
precious. You do know that Mark is gay, right?”

I roll my eyes. Why does she have to say that like I was born yesterc

Marc has been a family friend for years. I went to his bonding cerer
just don’t think he should see her half naked. I don’t think anyone shot

My sister does not look appropriate. But she’s just so comfortable

own skin. Who wouldn’t be with a body like hers?



“Are you sure? That underwear is a little revealing.”

Chloé is wearing a thong and a tiny bra that barely contains her big
No cellulite to be found and I bite the inside of my cheek when I spy
stomach with the stud piercing.

My belly is a little rounder, and my breasts aren’t so big. Also,
catch the sun quite like she does. Instead, I burn like a lobster. The ¥
being fair-skinned.

Chloé giggles. “Trust me. He has seen me far worse than this...”

Dare I ask?

“Fine.”

I get up from Chloé’s four-poster canopy bed to let Marc inside. Tl

ind myOmega has nothing but a warm smile when I open the door. “He
Ney...”

‘to find “Hi Marc.”

;parkly. He gives me the famous Marc once over. “Still as stylish as ever, I s

I speak through clenched teeth. “Yeah. You too, Marc....”

Marc means well. He’s like the brother I never had. It’s just his

hat willshowing me he loves me by criticizing my clothes. We’ve been doin
years. Ever since he developed a skill for fashion.

I think he was ten.

ally are He tends to spend most of his days with his bonded pack of four
Alphas (lucky guy). There’s no missing their crescent-shaped bite

lay? around his neck, and I won’t deny the jealousy that bubbles inside me.

nony! I I will never have a bite mark.

1ld. Marc went to Blossoms with Chloé. He graduated two years ago,

» in herbeen enjoying the perks of Omega life ever since. He’s a natural home

and I think he and his pack are even thinking about adopting children.



Marc would make a great dad. He’s always been protective of 1
breasts.Chloé and I love him. I truly do. I just wish he would leave me and my
her flatskinny jeans alone.

They’re not even ripped on purpose. They’re just well-worn. Well-.
I don’tget attached to my jeans.
~voes of Chloé still lives at home with Dad, while I have an apartment in the

moved out at eighteen. I’ve always been pretty independent, and so
was able to, I got my own place. I even got the chance to go to coll
study a subject that I love. Not that I make much money from my art
I’'m slowly getting there.
1e male At the moment, I draw pet portraits for clients, and they’re gainin
'y, Neypopularity online.
Chloé isn’t so independent. Like most Omegas, she lives a shelter
It’s quite common for Omegas to live with their parents until they c

»

ee. age. Sometimes even longer.

Chloé has completed all of her Omega training now. She graduate
way ofBlossoms, just like Mom did twenty-five years ago, so she’s free no
ig it foras she pleases. But it’s a dangerous world out there for a sweet little (

And the thought terrifies me to the core.

It’s worse if you’re the famous daughter of a hotel tycoon. Chloé w
* hunkyprime suspect for predators for sure. It’s a good thing she has body
- marksDad’s personal hire.

I never got bodyguards. I never needed them.

When Dad is away, I tend to stay at the family mansion with Chl
and hasgets lonely and needs the attention. We’re so opposite. I sometimes wt
*maker,I was adopted, but I have Dad’s eyes.

Marc pulls me in for a hug, and how could I forget that he was a hug



me and It must be an Omega thing.
'ripped His caramel orchard scent tickles the back of my throat, and he
smells so good. Marc is actually Chloé’s personal shopper/stylis
loved. Icleaner. Every ‘It’ girl needs one after all, and you couldn’t find
better than Marc Wong.
2 city. I His mother, Jade, was best friends with our mom at Blossoms. So ti
on as lof us pretty much grew up together.
age and Chloé appears from the closet, and to my relief, Marc’s eyes stay
yet, butface. “Thank goodness you’re here, Marc. You have to help me find
for Ney Ney. She insists on going to the club in her jeans!”
g some “No, I don’t. I didn’t even plan on going!”
Marc moves like a man on a mission, tying his pink hair up into
‘ed life.“Well, we can’t have that now. Those jeans need to be condemned.”
ome of “Hey!” I snap.
They don’t hear me. They just search through Chloé’s many d
:d fromgarments, and why am I being ambushed?
w to do They talk amongst themselves about me. All good stuff, but my je
Omega.still crying. “She’s hour-glass,” Marc states. “So, we need somethi
accentuates her wonderful curves.”
7ill be a  Wonderful?
guards. I take back what I said. I love Marc and all his scathing remarks.
Marc works in fashion, so he knows his stuff. Still. Hour-glass?
honestly never given it much thought.
oé. She I always wear baggy shirts these days. I am too ashamed to show
onder ifbody after what he... No. No thinking about him now. This is Chlc
night. I don’t want to ruin it.

sger? Chloé’s blue eyes widen. “Ooh, good idea. Why didn’t I think of the



Marc grabs her chin, scrunching up her adorable face. “Well, thai
alwaysyou have me, Lo Lo.”
t/closet Lo Lo is his own personal creation.
anyone He continues his search through Chloé’s dresses, and they’re wastii
time. Nothing in that closest will fit me. Chloé is a size two. I am a six
1e three It takes Marc some time to find something that will even remotely ¢
let alone fit me. Most of Chloé’s dresses are too sparkly and pink
on hertastes.
a dress We really are like a meme. I’m the dark, depressing sister while st
bright and sweet one.
“Found the dress!” Marc shouts from the back of the closet.
a bun. Chloé rushes to his side, and a loud gasp spills from her lips. “I
forgot about that dress! Ney Ney, it will look perfect on you.”
I cringe. I doubt anything in that closet will look good on me. At th
lesigner] will just stick out like a sore thumb.
“Well, are you going to come in and have a look?” she says.
ans are [ roll my head on my shoulders, damning whatever deity may h
ng thatsilent prayers. Then I step into the closet. It could be a room in its own
Nugget, Chloe’s French bulldog, wags his stumpy tail when I pass
He’s been sleeping in his basket and has only just woken. He lil
because I always feed him treats when Chloé isn’t looking.
I have Finally, I arrive at the end of the closet. Marc holds out the dress
perusal, and I shake my head. That dress had belonged to Mom. No-
off myChloé forgot about its existence. It’s been in her closet for six years.
)6’s big There’s only one person it ever looked good on, and she is no long
us.

1t?” “No. I can’t.”



’s why Marc and Chloé blink in confusion. “But why?” Chloé asks.
“It’s too tight.” That’s a lie. I just don’t want to wear Mom’s d
wouldn’t feel right.
ng their It belongs to her...
Belonged.
suit me, Marc exhales. “That’s kind of the point, Ney Ney.”
for my I try to think of a way out of this. Honestly, the dress is perfect. Mot
great fashion sense, and the body to go with it.
1e’s the 1 will just feel as if I’'m on display. I hate people looking at me.
“No. It will make me look...”
Chloé places her hand to my lips, stopping me before the dreade
totallyleaves my mouth. I am not the F word. Not one bit. I’'m hour- glass, ¢
described me.
e most, It’s just that past experiences have made me ashamed of my hips.
“You’re nothing at all like your skinny sister...”
I push the memory away and try to get out of going tonight. “But I
ear myget up early. I'm working at the shelter again.”
right.  Chloé huffs. “Well, you’re taking the day off, okay? I’m sure the
inside.will understand.”
tes me, “But who will look after the puppies when I’m gone?”
Both Chloé and Marc have no idea how to respond to that.
for my Finally, Marc speaks up, even going so far as to use my proper Ir
wonder“Renée, you have nothing to be ashamed of. This dress will look gorg:
you. That booty of yours could have its own zip code. It would be a ¢
‘er withkeep it hidden behind baggy clothes.”
He’s right. I go to the gym regularly and I even do lunges. So I'n

toned right now. But I will never be a twiglet like Chloé. I have h



while she has a gap between her thighs.
Iress. It So many girls would kill to have a body like hers.
“He’s right, Ney Ney. You have a beautiful figure.”
I smile, knowing that she genuinely means it. They give me pup
eyes and I finally relent. “All right. If it means so much to the both of
They yell all of a sudden, making me jump. Even Nugget startle:
n had abasket, barking at us to stop. Then they grab my hand, spinning me
and it’s like we’re playing a game of Ring Around the Rosies.
We used to play it all the time as kids.
They rush me out of the closet, taking turns doing my hair and ma
d worddon’t even protest when Marc contours my nose, lips, and cheeks.
1s Marccomplain when Chloé back combs my hair and gives me a gigantic bee
Chloé plays some classic R&B while we get ready, pouring gla
champagne. She spills it on her lush carpet, and it looks like son
getting tipsy.
have to I hope there aren’t paparazzi at the club tonight. Who am I kiddi
course there will be.
shelter Her publicist has posted about the unveiling of her fragrance/On
over social media. Anybody who is anybody is going to be there...
Have I finally become one of the cool kids?
“All done! You ready to see, Ney Ney?”
1oniker. It’s been a while since I dressed up for a night on the town. I dor
2ous onknow how the kids are dressing these days. Am I even old enough ye
rime tothings like that?
“Yes, I’'m ready.”
1 pretty  Chloé squeals, “Spin her around, Marc.”

iip dips Marc grabs my shoulders gently, spinning me on the spot, and that’



I meet the stranger in the mirror. I hardly even look like myself. 1
damn. They are miracle workers.
Marc certainly knows how to work a makeup brush, and Chloé h:
py dogwonders with my hair. It doesn’t look so dishwater dull anymore.

»

you... Her blow-drying skills have brought out the natural light of my hair
5 in hisonly I could have blow- dried hair every day. I almost look as blonde
around,does.
Chloé clasps her hands, a hopeful expression in her eyes. “Well,
like it?”
lkkeup. I A genuine smile crosses my face. “I love it. I feel like a movie star.”
I don’t Her grin widens. “Trust me. You look even better than a movie sta
shive. at your booty!”
sses of I do as she says, turning before the mirror. Marc is right. This b
neone’smine could have its own zip code. The navy blue silk brings out the
shape of my ass. I have one of those bubble butts, which I always per
ng? Ofhated.
But tonight I’m loving it. I suppose curves and a big butt are hot rig
1ega all It’s an off the shoulder dress, contrasting beautifully with my whi
And the blue brings out the gunmetal of my gray eyes.
Marc has given me a smoky cat-eyed look. I glance at the On
question. He shrugs. “It’s a gift of mine. You have the perfect e
I’t evenmakeup, Ney Ney. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”
tto say Chloé agrees right along with him. “He’s right. Your eyes are beaut
Well, at least I love the dress. I just wonder what shoes they have
Chloé grabs a pair of peep toe heels, and I step into them, hoping th:
actually walk in them.

's when Marc passes me a silver, sequined clutch to go with the dress, and



But hotas if we’re set. He wears a trendy waistcoat, and he even has a match
too.
1s done Chloé wears a sequined, backless dress with a halter neck, and I
eyes when I see that it’s baby pink. It’s her signature color. Even F
, and iffragrance comes in a pink spritz bottle with a love heart charm to matc
» as she  When you spray it, little sparkles shimmer on your skin.
Just Be You will be flying off the shelves for sure. Every girl will
do yousmell like the hottest Omega in town right now.
“I just gave Dan a call. He should be here any moment.” Dan
’ personal bodyguard, and we’re going to need him tonight if it’s going -
r. Lookbusy as we expect.
Chloé drops to her knees beside Nugget’s basket. The bulldog
ooty ofover and licks her face.
natural Marc gripes. “Lo! Your makeup!”
sonally  “Oh, it’s fine,” she coos, picking up her chunky pooch.
He purrs in her arms, closing his eyes in satisfaction, though t
ht now.sounds more like a growl than an actual cat’s purr.
te skin. Chloé adopted him from the shelter, and it baffles me how someon
splash all their money on a pedigree only to give it up later. I try not tc
1ega inPeople have many personal reasons why they can’t look after their p
yes forNugget is a part of the family now. He keeps Chloé company when
away.
iful.” Her phone rings in her clutch. She places Nugget back on the |
for me.heading out the door.
at [ can “Well, let’s go. Dan’s just outside.”
I suck in a breath, mentally preparing myself. I can do this. I can be

it looks No one will laugh at me.
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T he private car pulls up along the curb, and the paparazzi converg
immediately. Or Chloé more specifically.

Marc and I may as well be chopped liver.

My sister has to yank me out of the backseat of the car as we hea
the red carpet, and her publicist really went all out. Lights flash, blind
eyes, and I can’t tell tit from tat. It’s like a wall of blinking stars, and
earth does she do this all the time?

I just want to retreat into my shell like a turtle and never leave again

At least I have Marc for support. The Omega senses my anxiety, .
onto my arm, and I whisper him a thank you.

“No problem, Ney Ney.”

Now the two of us stand to one side while Chloé takes the limelight.

“Chloé, tells us about your new fragrance!”

“Have any packs caught your eye yet!”

“Do the pose!”

Chloé does her famous pose. She glances over her right shoulc

expression demure, and the paparazzi eat it up. She looks even more «



in her sequined, backless dress. Her blonde hair falls to her butt
elegant waterfall of gold, and she’s absolutely enchanting.

My sister blows kisses, doing more poses, and there goes the little
eyed monster inside me.

I hate the limelight, yet a part of me can’t help but be jealous of r
sister. She is just so natural in front of the camera while I ju
uncomfortable. I also happen to struggle keeping my eyes open in eve
and I’'m as stiff as a robot.

Chloé drags me and Marc closer for a picture, and I let the extrove
over. Marc does his thing, looking absolutely fierce, while Chloé conti

s'e on uslook sweet. She even does a so-called ‘ugly’ face where she sticks her
out to the side, letting the world see how playful she is beneath all t
and glamor.

d down Please. That girl couldn’t look ugly if she actually tried.

ling my We make it to the entrance of the club, and just when I thought I cc

how ona break from all the ruckus outside. The music is too loud, and I
covering my ears. At least they have a number of scent diffusers, so
have to smell the cacophony of scents on the air.

holding I just remembered why I avoid nightclubs. But it is impressive. Tt
girls doing aerial displays high in the air, and there’s a man juggling fl

Also, people are dressed in cosplay. I just passed a woman dress
creepy clown.

It’s like we have entered a different world. The ceiling is draped in
white, resembling the inside of a circus tent.

“Why does it look like a circus in here?”

ler, her Chloé looks at me. “What?”

lluring I raise my voice. “I said, why does it look like a circus in here?”



like an She places her ear by my mouth. Then her eyes light up. “I know! It
right?”

- green- | peer around. It’s more like a cross between a circus and a haunted
A man dressed as a serial killer clown spooks me from behind. Well,

1y babyto. Instead of screaming, I deadpan him.

st look I'd be useless in a horror movie.

ry shot, The killer clown ignores me and proceeds to scare a group of gi
they all scream. One hides behind her friends, and it looks like someor

rts takeclown phobia.

inues to A woman dressed as a sexy clown passes the three of us, carrying a

tongueJaeger bombs. Chloé stops her, giving a tumbler to me and Marc each.

he glitz Ah, not a Jaeger bomb shot. They go straight to my head.

“Ready?” Chloé says, pressing the glass to her lips. Marc looks

eager as she does. That’s when they both look at me.
uld get I sigh, pressing my glass to my own lips. “When in Rome...”
cringe, We down our shots, and the drink goes straight to my head. My
I don’tburns, and then I get a weird taste of cough syrup.

Several shots later, and the three of us are dancing on the floor
1ere arerequests her favorite song, and now she grinds up close to Marc. Th
ames. like a pair of sluts.
ed as a A photographer catches them, and they pose like the divas they are

a perfect impression of a duck each. I think the photographer just man
red andcapture my earlobe behind Marc’s shoulder.

If he had gotten my face, then I’'m sure I would have looked as lifel

zombie.

That’s just me. The life of the party.

I have to keep an eye on Chloé and ensure that she doesn’t do anyth



’s cool,worrying. We can’t tarnish our father’s brand.
“Let’s get one for my page!”
| house. Chloé holds her phone out, flipping it to selfie mode, and then sh
he triesthe three of us. I caught a tiny shot before she posted it online, «
camera’s light just made my face shine like a ghost.
Chloé and Marc looked like supermodels.
rls, and The night’s starting to wear on me, and I’m getting blisters on n
1e has aChloé has yet to go on stage, but she’s already so wasted. It looks as
and I are going to have to drag her up.
tray of “We need to get her water, now.”
Marc nods. “On it.”
Thank God he’s here. He’s like our pink-haired guardian
just asMeanwhile, I have to push every perverted Alpha away who has his
my sister.
She dances with a guy who looks old enough to be her father, an
~ mouthher away, scowling at him. As usual, none of them are interested in m
all want a piece of the Omega. She’s definitely the best-looking in th
. Chloéright now.
ey look “She’s not interested,” I tell another Alpha.
He holds his hands up, stepping away. I roll my eyes. Alphas. "
», doingworse than horny dogs.
aged to Chloé can hardly stand up straight, and it looks like I am going to
babysit her for the rest of the night. What else is new?
essasa I pull her toward the VIP area, and she falls onto a plush pink
curling up like an adorable kitten. Maybe we should just take her home
She’s such a lightweight. It’s barely eleven 11 PM.

ling too  “Chloé, wake up. You have to go up on stage at midnight to announ



new fragrance.”
She mumbles something like “five more minutes” and this is hopele
e snapsdying for a pee, but I’'m too afraid to leave her. Dan has been hanging
ind thethe sidelines, keeping an eye on her from a distance, but I can’t see th
bodyguard right now.
Marc appears at last, helping Chloé drink her water. I take that as
1y feet.to leave. I’m peeing in my panties.
if Marc “Okay, I’'m just heading to the bathroom. Keep an eye on her
Marc.”
He salutes, and I rush through the nightclub in search of a toilet. Tl
huge line at the entrance when I finally find one, and this sucks. Now.
angel.no choice but to cross my legs and hope for the best.
eyes on This is why I hate nightclubs. The floor is getting sticky. And
vomit? Gross.
d 1 pull It’s a co-ed bathroom, so it’s available to everyone at the club 1
e. TheyEven the creepy clowns.
e room “Come on,” I mutter, jumping on the spot.
I catch the attention of a man in front of me. He angles his head, .
smile on his dimpled face. “You really got to go too, huh?”
They’re My face deadpans per usual as he asks the most damn obvious. “T
just sightseeing.”
have to His eyebrows rise. Then he chuckles, turning his body around so
look at me. My heart pounds when I get an eyeful of him.
booth, Well, hello, handsome.
3, He’s beta like me. So that means he never awakened as an Alph
Omega. He may lack a distinctive scent, but he still smells good. Lik

ce yoursoap and peppermint.



He has long ash blond hair, which he has tied back into a ponytail
3ss. I’mround pair of light brown eyes. I could gaze into those soft brown ¢
aroundnight.
ie burly The beta cocks his head, narrowing his lids. “You look familiar.

seen you before?”
my cue It’s not surprising. I know I describe myself as a wallflower, but I ar
public figure. My father owns a billionaire dollar hotel franchise. I ¢
please,that obscure. No matter how hard I try. I just choose to stay out
limelight.
1ere’s a I dip my head, hoping he doesn’t have any preconceived ideas ab
, I havelt’s another reason why it’s hard to find a guy. Most are just lookin
step in the door, hoping that by courting me, they can rub shoulders v
is thatrich and famous.

I don’t have one famous friend. In fact, I hardly have friends. I got
tonight.immensely at school.

Chloé and Marc are all I have.

“I’m Renée,” I say. “Renée Laurent.”

a warm [ see the moment my name registers. His eyebrows disappear i
hairline, and then he opens his mouth. “Oh.”

No. 'm The girl in front of him overhears us, and then she calls out my
“Laurent? As in Vincent Laurent?”

he can “Oh my God! She’s Chloe’s sister!”

“I love her!”

“Let her get to the front of the line. She’s practically royalty.”

a or an No, I am not. My father is a pretty big deal, but he is not a king.
e warmself-made billionaire.

I wave my hands. “No, it’s fine. I'm good with waiting.”



|, and a But they keep on insisting. They drag me closer, and I have no c
ayes alljust hope the handsome beta doesn’t think I am using my famous nam
ahead in life.
Have I I can’t complain. I know not everyone has it easy. When you’re {
doors open for you. Even bathroom doors.
nstilla I hold my hand out to my new friend of sorts. “Hey, you still nee
an’t bepotty, right?”
of the The beta glances at my hand. Then he shrugs, letting me lead hin
the line. Finally, we’re ushered inside, and that was a whirlwind. M
out me.beta pal is still chuckling.
ig for a I whack him with my hand. “Stop laughing.”
vith the He peers down at me, and he’s so tall. “It must be great being the d
of Vincent Laurent.”
bullied I narrow my eyes. Then I huff, marching toward a tap. “Yeabh,
didn’t ask to be.”
He sighs, leaning against the sink beside me. “Hey, I get it. It’s the
why I don’t like telling anyone my name either.”
nto his I glance up, drying my hands with some paper towels. I never use tl
dryer because of germs.
' name. “Why’s that?”
The beta meets my eyes, studying me carefully. Then he peers
down the bathroom. We’re alone. So it’s fine.
“Because I just happen to be a Fontaine...”
My eyes swell twice their size. It’s a name I know well. Especially
He’s abumped into another Fontaine earlier today.
Alexander’s paprika scent still lingers at the back of my throat

haven’t been able to get him off my mind since.



hoice. I “Oh.”
e to get Dimples appear on his cheeks, and I realize I have just mimick
perfectly from earlier.
‘amous, I shake my head. “Sorry, it’s... just quite the name...”
“Ditto,” he replies.
d to go The sounds of the club echo through the empty bathroom, and why
deserted in here?
n down Please don’t tell me they have deliberately prevented others from e
Ay newjust because I’m in here now. That’s ridiculous. I’'m not that important
I love my dad, but it’s not like he cured cancer or anything. Celebri
really not that special.
aughter I know I am hard on myself for not looking exactly like my sister,
good to live in a world where I meet famous faces on quite a regular b
well, I They are nowhere as beautiful as they are in magazines. It’s all
make women feel bad about themselves. Same with social media.
'reason [ don’t even know why I was worried about our selfie before. Chl
just work her magic on the app and make me look like a supermodel.
1e handagree with the practice. Also, I don’t want to inadvertently catfi
potential future partners.
Imagine how disappointed they will be when I turn up instead
up andbeautiful model they saw on the app.
He holds out his hand. “My name’s Jake.”
I take his hand, blushing slightly. “Nice to meet you, Jake.”
since I Another awkward silence. The distant beat from the DJ’s speakers ¥
beneath my feet, and I find it quite soothing after being out in the ¢
, and Thours. My ears are ringing, and it’s like someone stuffed my hee

cotton.



Jake points his thumb at a stall. “So, didn’t you have to pee?”
ed him Oh, of course. The urge to relieve my bladder has turned into du
now. I disappear into a stall, hoping he doesn’t hear me pee, and for 1
time I realize how drunk I am.
I can’t read the poster at the back of the door. My head is spinning.
is it so I flush when I’'m finished, returning to a sink to wash my hands. Jal
by a sink on my left, a warm smile on his face.
ntering I guess this is when we part.
He puts his hands in his suit’s pockets. “So, returning back to the ch
ties are I think for a moment. I have no choice. I have to keep an eye on Chl
“Yes,” I reply.
but it’s He shrugs. “Can I buy you a drink or anything?”
asis. My heart pounds. Wow. When was the last time a guy asked to bt
a lie todrink? When was the last time I even caught the attention of a guy?
They’re all interested in Chloé. The pretty Laurent sister. Or the On
loé willother words...
I don’t Who cares about her invisible beta sister? Well, another beta, for sta
sh any But when given the choice, most betas would go for an Omega
fellow beta. Yet Jake is offering to buy me a drink.
of the Unless this is some cruel prank.
No, he is not pranking me. I am an attractive girl. I have to rememt
It’s just hard to remember when I am constantly being compared to Ch
Besides, something in his eyes tells me that he genuinely likes me.
vibratesto him feels so natural. It’s like we have known each other for years.
‘lub for He offers me his hand. “Well, shall we, milady?”
id with My heart hiccups. He called me his lady...

The moment he takes my hand, the memories return. We even n



club, and he had seemed so kind back then, too.
il need No, Jake isn’t like my ex. I have to at least give him a chance. Stil
‘he firstbe on my guard.

I will not be made a fool of yet again.

<e stops
1b?”
08.
1y me a
1ega, in
rters.

over a

yer that.
oé.

Talking

1et at a



club, and he had seemed so kind back then, too.
No, Jake isn’t like my ex. I have to at least give him a chance. Still. T best
be on my guard.

I will not be made a fool of yet again.
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CHAPTER FIVE



I could listen to Renée speak all night.

She is not at all like other girls. Most are too fixated on then
never living in the moment. It’s everywhere I go. Every date lately has
huge disappointment, and I have even started swiping left on all my
apps.

Yet this girl has me enraptured. She’s beautiful yet doesn’t know it
makes my heart ache. When I spy her sister on the dancefloor wis
friend Marc, I think I understand.

It’s not fair.

While Chloé is lovely, she’s not the girl for me. I've dated far to
Chloé’s lately, but it would be nice to have a decent conversation
woman for once.

“So, aliens... Real or not?”

I almost choke on my drink. “What?”

Renée snorts, whacking me again in that playful fashion of hers. Sk
in the bathroom earlier, and the tingles that ran up my spine were sor

else.



I want her spanking me all over.

I purse my lips in playful thought, and I’'m glad that we have our ow
nook away from the rest of the club. It’s not as loud over here
goodness.

“Possibly. While I believe that a majority of alien sighting are hoax
believe there is life elsewhere. I mean, just look around. Who’s to ¢
you can only find life like this on Earth?”

Maybe I shouldn’t tell her that I write science fiction on the sid
writer of such a genre, of course I think about aliens. I dream up whe
worlds on a daily basis. Sometimes I forget what planet I’m living on.

Renée cocks her head to the side, and I peer into those intellige

1selves,eyes. There is a lot of depth behind those eyes, and I bet she think

» been adeep topics like this all the time.

 dating I haven’t met a girl like her in a while. Good looks are great and
what I really need is a woman with brains. One who can actually think

, and it Don’t forget about a sense of humor and kindness. “So, you think

th theiranother you and me out there right now, having a conversation like
another equally disgusting nightclub?”

I shrug. “Maybe. But I bet that version of Renée has three eyes ins

o manytwo. Also, tentacles...”
with a Renée blinks in bewilderment. Then she laughs, and I could lister
laughing all day. The action makes her nose wrinkle and her eyes spar]

She sucks on her straw, and I focus on her lips.

The blood rushes through my head when she sucks on her drink li

le did itand I never thought I would be envious of a straw.
nething No. I can’t let my mind wander. Renée is the type of girl that neec

wined and dined and treated like a princess first.



“So, what about ghosts?”
m quiet My guffaw is almost louder than the speakers when she asks h
, thankquestion. “Again. Who’s to say we don’t live on in some other format
to believe there’s more after this life...”
es, [ do Renée pauses, gazing down at her drink. She twirls her straw. °
say thatyou’re right.”
The beat continues through the club as I watch her for some time
e. As athinking about someone who has passed? Shit. I didn’t mean to upset |
ble newbest we talk about something else.
She glances back up, and another winning smile takes over her face.
nt grayabout alien ghosts?”
s about I palm my face. This woman. When I got ready this evening, I didn
I would end up talking about aliens and ghosts.
all, but I finish my drink, holding out my hand. “Come on. Let’s dance.”
Her big, gray eyes expand. Then she chews her lip. Again, o
there’sreminds me that it exists.
this in Damn, she is gorgeous. I can’t wait to see what her curvy body fe
grinding up close to me. I pull her up to her feet, and now her head
stead ofmy chin, even in heels. Then I lead her to the dancefloor.
Fuck. Renée dances like there’s no one else in the room. Everyone
1 to herso fixated on how they look, whether they’re dancing right.
kle. They dance for the benefit of others. Not for themselves. But
completely lets go.
ke that, It’s probably due in part to the alcohol in her system, but she just sp
spins and doesn’t care who sees. She’s one of the most beautiful cre
Is to behave ever seen.

I have to see her again after tonight.



The most I was expecting from tonight was a causal hook-up, but |
er nexthave been glad to have just gone home alone. I much prefer a lonely
? I likemyself than a hollow date.

There just comes a time in a man’s life when he is through with
‘I hopefucks. I'm twenty-nine years old now. Maybe those days are finally

me.
. Is she I will leave the casual fuck ups to guys like Dylan. He works at my
1er. It’sand he’s the biggest douche that I have ever met.

Renée’s long blonde hair sways around her as she works thos
. “Whatmaking every other girl dull in comparison. Her face is slick with

giving off a faded scent of something I can’t quite place.
’tthink It’s sweet but citrusy, buried just beneath the surface.
I have to make her mine. I see that she has no bite mark on her ne
has yet to be claimed. It makes me angry that no man has ever staked
1y dickon this beauty, but that’s alright. Their loss is my gain.

I press her back to my chest, letting her grind that beautiful ass aga
els likecock. The more she rubs, the harder I become, and I’m not going to be
reacheskeep it in my pants any longer.

She spins around and our lips brush. My hand reaches up to he
» else isteasing its fingers through her thick hair. My eyes fall on her rose-

lips.
Renée I'm going to enjoy kissing those...

The whole club disappears the moment I have my first taste of Ren
ins andhow have I lived twenty-nine years without experiencing a kiss like thi
atures I This is the stuff poets write about.

As much as I would love to hear her screaming my name, I can

myself on her. There is sadness inside those big gray eyes. Someone,



[ wouldtime, has hurt this precious thing, and I just want to find the fucker a
" bed tohim in the balls. Repeatedly.

Renée deserves the world, and I’m going to give it to her.
~causal She sucks on my tongue, making the most delicious sounds, and al
behindcan feel how hard her nipples are. She rubs them against my chest, ¢

tempted to sweep her up, call a cab, and book a hotel.

roffice, Screw this club.

“Let’s leave this place...” she whispers, peering up at me through a
e hips,hooded eyes. The gray has turned into silvery slits, and I’m glad to se

sweat,on the same page.

“All right.”

Renée sighs, blowing the hair from my face. “I just have to find m
ck. Shefirst.”
a claim I smile. “No problem. I’ll come with you.”

She twines her fingers with mine, and now we make our way thro
inst myheaving crowd. There, we find the blonde Omega and Renée tenses w
able tospies the crowd of Alphas.

They surround her like vultures. Luckily she’s dancing with he
r head,bodyguard, and the big brute just stands there, looking like a wax c:
coloredfrom a museum as she swings his arms.

Marc dances beside her, pushing away his own string of admir

points at the ring of bite marks around his neck, hoping they take the h

e, and Alphas. I live with three of them, but sometimes they just can’t ke
is? their pants.

Renée pushes her way to her sister. “Chloé, I’'m leaving.”
’t push Chloé turns to meet her sister. Then her blue eyes pop when they g

at somefill of me. “Sure!”



nd kick Well, at least I have her sister’s blessings. Somewhat.

Chloé and Marc wave us off as we leave the club, and I gulp mout
fresh air once we step out onto the street.

ready I There’s still a line of people waiting to get in. Some have even of

ind I’mdancing outside in the rain.

Time to hail a cab.
One pulls up, and luckily we managed to close the doors befor
pair ofangry woman tried to get in with us. She curses on the sidewalk as tht

e we’repulls away. Renée laughs.

“Looks like we pissed her off.”
“Don’t worry about her. We won’t see her again.”

y sister Renée looks at me, biting that delectable lip. Without warnir
straddles my hips, kissing me on the soft spot of my neck, and my
body freezes.

ugh the Damn. This girl really likes to seize her moment. Well, I can’t comf

hen she If she wants to let it go and just be free, well, I’'ll give it to her.

I’1ll show her the best goddamn night of her life.
T surly

aveman
ers. He

int.

ep it in

‘et their



Well, at least I have her sister’s blessings. Somewhat.

Chloé and Marc wave us off as we leave the club, and I gulp mouthfuls of
fresh air once we step out onto the street.

There’s still a line of people waiting to get in. Some have even opted for
dancing outside in the rain.

Time to hail a cab.

One pulls up, and luckily we managed to close the doors before some
angry woman tried to get in with us. She curses on the sidewalk as the driver
pulls away. Renée laughs.

“Looks like we pissed her off.”

“Don’t worry about her. We won’t see her again.”

Renée looks at me, biting that delectable lip. Without warning, she
straddles my hips, kissing me on the soft spot of my neck, and my whole
body freezes.

Damn. This girl really likes to seize her moment. Well, I can’t complain.

If she wants to let it go and just be free, well, I’ll give it to her.

I’ll show her the best goddamn night of her life.



CHAPTER SIX
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I have no idea what I’'m doing. I never have one-night stands. I hav
been that kind of girl, and I should have packed a spare pair of pan

These ones are soaking wet.

Still, I can’t help myself. It just felt right. Even when I got up and st
his hips, I wasn’t scared. For once, I want to live in the moment, &
going to seize my chance.

I’m done with being the mouse girl. Besides, I felt a soul connecti:
Jake. He listened to me all night talking about aliens for crying out lou

Most guys would have bailed. I am not like other girls after all.

My pussy throbs as I grind it against his hard cock, and I’m tempte
it right here in the cab. I hope the driver won’t mind.

I am so not myself. I entered that club a mouse and came out a lione

Jake runs his hands down my body, cupping them around the globe
ass, and I groan when he pushes me to his chest. My pussy bumps hi
and I rake my hands through his long hair, yanking that band free.

Damn. This guy has prettier hair than I do.

I tend to shy away from pretty guys, but I can’t help myself wit



He’s my own personal Ken doll, and I’'m going to enjoy dressing him
taking his clothes off. Either way works just fine.
Jake slips his hand beneath my panties, and I shudder when his fing
my sensitive lips. “Fuck... You’re so wet...”
I answer him with another kiss, biting his lower lip. He slides
inside, rubbing circles around my throbbing clit. The poor thing h:
craving attention these last few years, and a vibrator just isn’t cutting i
Jake can’t take his eyes off me the whole time he fucks me with his
My body wounds tight like a spring, lights blinking in the corners of r
He’s not going to stop until he makes me come. Well, it looks as
e neverabout to get his wish.
ties. “Not just yet...” he whispers darkly.
Jake stops circling my clit, and a cold rush chases away the heat.
raddledfeel empty.
nd I’'m I open my eyes. His pupils have blown out, and I can no longer see
brown. A small smirk plays across his lips. What’s he doing? Is he g
on withmake me come or what?
d. “You come when I say. Got it?”
I raise a brow. Oh, so he likes to be the one in control? All righ
'd to dowork with that.
He continues torturing my clit, hot tingles streaking up and down m
SS. as he works me back to my peak. The precipice is just in sight. I can
s of mymake it if he just...
is cock, “Not yet. What did I tell you, princess? You come when I say...”
Princess?
Jake's fingers tease me again and again, and I can’t take it anymc

h Jake.going to combust from the sheer pressure. It’s been a few years since



. up. Orhad his finger in me.
My body shivers as my pussy clenches around his finger, and I’m s:
er findsHe leans forward, pressing his nose to my neck. A soft growl escap
and he almost sounds like an Alpha.
further Nonsense. He’s beta, but he definitely has all the traits of an Alpl
1s beennow. It appears he never awakened. Just like me.
t lately. “Now, release...”
finger. Jake pinches my clitoris, and I finally reach my peak. I’'m flying hi;
1y eyes.the clouds as he takes me to heights that no one ever has before. A se
if he’slike honey trickles down my body, spreading heat across my skin, anc
collapse against him, catching my breath.
I’m already spent, and I don’t think I have any more orgasms in me.
Now, I That was the first one I had in a while.
Still, I’m prepared to try...
the soft Jake places his finger into his mouth, watching me with a sly smirk
'oing tol taste good.
Then he presses me to his chest, rubbing his hand around my bac
soothes me into a sense of calm.
t. I can I don’t even feel afraid when I’'m with him. He’s a stranger, yet |
can trust him. I barely register the rest of the cab ride to the hotel as I
y spinehis arms, and I look forward to seeing what the night brings.

almost It’s not over just yet.

re. I’'m

*d Mdan
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It turns out I was wrong. I did have more orgasms in me.

ghover yvye could barely keep our hands off each other as he paid at th

msation
1 then I

reception. Then he scooped me up in his arms, running me towards a |
elevators. We even did it in the elevator, and I watched my reflect
whole time in the mirrors when I wrapped my legs around him.

I looked hot. Like pornstar hot and I had no idea that I could pull fa
that.

I looked good enough to fuck. I'm pretty sure we steamed the mi
. T hope e elevator, and I can’t say I’m sorry.

We did it everywhere in the hotel room, and my favorite was acr
k as heinibar, Especially when he grabbed that cube of ice and...

I awake to the smell of coffee, and I open my eyes, gazing round th
sense Iy oot night hadn’t been a dream, right? It was all real?
dozein ¢ had to be. Jake was even better than the men I fantasized about v
vibrator.

“Good morning, princess...”

His warm, velvet voice makes my heart rate spike, and then I glanc
left. He’s silhouetted against the window, but there’s no missing his r

blond hair.



There’s no denying the moment the mattress of the king-sized be
beneath his perfect, toned ass either, nor the smell of coffee.
His grin brings out the dimples of his face as he holds up the fancy
made you some complimentary coffee.”
Well, that sounds nice. I shift myself up on the bed, reaching out
the steaming cup of coffee.
The coffee reaches parts of my soul like no other cup of coffee e
e hotelbefore, and I wonder why it tastes so different. Could it be due
bank of80rgeous beta who made it for me?
jon the 1hopeso.
Jake watches me as I sip my morning coffee, and it was just what I
ces likedfter last night. My head is pounding. I think I drank a little too mucl
end.
rors in  [hat’s when he passes me a fresh glass of water and aspirin, anc
godsend. Truly.
oss the Did God send him my way? He already looks like an angel, so I w
be surprised.
& TOOIL. “Thank you, Jake,” I whisper, relaxing back onto the mattress whe
the effects of the drugs taking over. Now my headache numbs to a dull
vith my Hangover headaches are the worst.

I sense his beautiful brown gaze on me as I lay back and relax, shuti
eyes. It still seems so surreal. I honestly thought I would be waking uj
e to the@Wn bed when I went out last night.
nane of 1 Just hope Marc and Dan got Chloé home safe. She was in a wor

than I was, and her speech was slurred when she got up on stage.
Still. The night had been a success. Chloé’s fragrance sold like hot «

the club.



d shifts Everyone wants to smell like the current ‘It’ girl.
“Feel better,” Jake asks.
mug. “I Inod. “A little. Can I ask you something?”
“Sure.”
to grab I open my eyes again, meeting his soft brown pair. “Why were yor
club last night? I doubt it was to get a free sample of my sister
ver hasfragrance.”
to the He chuckles, and the deep, velvety tone makes my pussy flutter. “A
as I would be honored to smell like that sweet, bubbly Omega, I was tl
business.”
needed Business?
1 in the He sighs. “I’m a writer for Manifest. You’ve probably heard of it.”
Ice spreads through my veins. Manifest? That has to be one of tt
| he’s ascathing celebrity gossip magazines out there on the market right nc
the writers are not kind.
ouldn’t They’re brutal.
He holds up a hand. “I can assure you that last night was real, R
n I feelgenuinely am attracted to you. Honestly. I don’t even know why I w
| pain. that magazine. I hate it. Just a bunch of bastards...”
I relax a little at his comforting words. I know I can trust him. I see
ting myeyes. The man hates his job.
pinmy “So, why work for them?”
He shrugs. “I don’t know. I guess I always wanted to be a writer ¢
se statekind. I suppose I wanted to put my four years of journalism school {
use. But...”
"akes at I blink. “But what?"

Jake huffs in frustration. “No one told me it would be so hard. We



did, but I didn’t really listen. The world of celebrity gossip can be so
It’s not even real journalism, but that’s my opinion, I guess. My bos:
would highly disagree.”

I wonder what pieces he has written.

u at the Again, he smiles. “Don’t worry. I’'m one of the more diplomatic w
’s newnever show a celebrity in a bad light.”

Well, that’s comforting. Manifest has said some shitty things about
s muchin the past.
1ere for I don’t care what anyone says. That man worked hard for what he |

one saw him in the early days when he struggled to feed his two
daughters.

Chloé has been their latest victim in our family, but what they
1e mostwasn’t enough to taint her image. Maybe the writers are losing their to
»w, and Manifest has never written about me. It’s as I said. The world forge

exist.

It’s better that way. I still remember the morning I had to hold Chlo
lenée. Iarms because some nasty journalist from another magazine called her «
ork for A comment like that would go over my head, but Chloé is far too se

I think one of her old assistants badmouthed her, saying how she
it in histwirly straw in all her drinks.

We all like our drinks a certain way.

“Hey, if it helps, I’ll ensure they only write good things about y
)f someyour family from now on. In fact, it’s one of the reasons I started worl
‘0 goodthe magazine. I stop them from writing about my pack. I’'m a Fontair

all.”

Of course. His own family is pretty famous too. Or his pack. They

]l, theybiological brothers. That much I know of. Alexander and Jake couldr



hollow.any more different.
5 Grace Though I know Alex and Henry are related, and I get giddy when
about Henry Fontaine.
I’ve had a crush on him since I was a teen.
riters. I Jake smirks, leaning closer so he can plant a kiss on my forehead.
now that you’re up... Care to mess around?”
my dad He wiggles his brows. I snort. Well, how can I say no to that face?
I grab his cheeks, running my fingers over his stubble. I still rer
has. Nohow it felt between my thighs, and my vagina betrays me when it thun
younga second heartbeat.
“Sure...” I whisper, making my voice extra breathy.
7 wrote Fuck. I probably have coffee breath now, but he doesn’t seem to
uch. fact, he kisses me as if he’s sucking the very air from my lungs, and
ts that Ikeep up.
I just hope that what he says is true. That I can trust him.
éinmy Jake pushes me back onto the bed, kissing up and down my neck. E
1diva. at the swell of my breasts, slipping his mouth around a taut nipple.
nsitive.spark when his teeth graze the flesh, and I buck my hips, loving the
likes adevours me.
Jake sucks, then nips, then sucks again, twirling his tongue around t
point of my nipple. He massages my other breast with his hand, sque
'ou andtight as he runs the nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and th
<ing fordazzle me again.
le, after The cliff is just in sight.
He removes his mouth from my breast with a pop, continuing F
7’re notdown my body. His stubble scratches my thighs when he stops betw

1’t looklegs, and I shudder when he slips his tongue inside.



He eats me out, the pressure reaching boiling point. There’s a rin
I thinkmy ears as the blood whooshes through my head. He adds two -
pushing them in and out slowly. Every nerve ending is on fire as he
and swirls that tongue, pressing his face in deeper.
“Well, Jake slips in a third finger, hooking them all the way inside. T
orgasm hits me like a fifty-foot wave.
I arch my back, and he laps up every last drop of my release. That
nemberthat mouth...
1ps like Jake truly is heaven sent.
The beta reaches parts of me that no other man has before. He tw
tongue, nipping at my clit with his teeth. I come yet again, clenching
care. Inhis cheeks.
[ try to Ilock him between my legs, too afraid to let him go. I need this.
My fingers grasp the bedsheets beside me as I see stars, mjy
trembling as he continues to suck on that sensitive nub. Another
[e stopsshakes my body from head to toe, and I can barely keep my eyes open
Lightsone.
way he When I’m done, I melt into a puddle, and I want to stay this way for
The sheets feel damp beneath my skin. His scent completely envelo;
he hardreminding me of what he just did.
ezing it Once the embers of my orgasm finally burn out, he raises his head,
e lightsmy arousal from his lips. Then he reaches across and plucks up an it
from the champagne bucket just beside us.
My heart pounds when he holds it between his thumb and for
lis path“Remember this?”
een my [ bite my lip.

He chuckles. “I didn’t know you liked it so cold, princess.”



ging in Cold and hot. It’s the juxtaposition of the two at the same time that

fingers,get enough of.

> swirls Jake presses the ice cube against my pussy, and I throw my heec
when it numbs my clit. Yes, yes, yes!

he first He aligns his hips with mine next, burying himself to the hilt as he «
fuck my brains out. He doesn’t remove the cube from my clit the who

tongue,fire and ice spreading over my skin.

It doesn’t take me long to come again. I wrap my legs around hi:

screaming when the stars blind me. Jake angles my hips, reaching my

rirls hisand I come again and again until the room blurs to white.

around My walls clench around him. I squeeze him tight, and this is my 1
part. There’s no missing the look of pure bliss taking over Jake's fac
almost feel like an Omega.

/ spine He is locked between my legs, almost like a knot. He may not be an

orgasmbut I’'m no Omega either.

for this Maybe I don’t always have to be so knotless. I can still find pleas
happiness in this world, even if I am just a beta.

ever. I just wish I didn’t have to leave. I have to be at the animal shelter b

pes me, But for the moment, I will forget about my life outside this hotel ro
just completely let go.

wiping

ce cube

efinger.



Cold and hot. It’s the juxtaposition of the two at the same time that I can’t
get enough of.

Jake presses the ice cube against my pussy, and I throw my head back
when it numbs my clit. Yes, yes, yes!

He aligns his hips with mine next, burying himself to the hilt as he starts to
fuck my brains out. He doesn’t remove the cube from my clit the whole time,
fire and ice spreading over my skin.

It doesn’t take me long to come again. I wrap my legs around his waist,
screaming when the stars blind me. Jake angles my hips, reaching my G-spot,
and I come again and again until the room blurs to white.

My walls clench around him. I squeeze him tight, and this is my favorite
part. There’s no missing the look of pure bliss taking over Jake's face, and I
almost feel like an Omega.

He is locked between my legs, almost like a knot. He may not be an Alpha,
but I’'m no Omega either.

Maybe I don’t always have to be so knotless. I can still find pleasure and
happiness in this world, even if I am just a beta.

I just wish I didn’t have to leave. I have to be at the animal shelter by noon.

But for the moment, I will forget about my life outside this hotel room and

just completely let go.



CHAPTER SEVEN



CHAPTER SEVEN



A chorus of barks echoes off the walls as I make my way down t|
of kennels. They have her placed in a quiet area just in the back

Sasha. My girl.

She came to the shelter several months ago, a terrified little thir
would shake in the corner with her tail between her legs, and I mad
duty to make her feel at home. I don’t care what anyone says. Eve
deserves a chance. The poor pooch had her heart broken.

We don’t know her full story, but the look in her sad brown eyes h
it all. Someone who she thought loved her had thrown her away. A
result, she has become withdrawn.

But that’s all right. I am willing to teach her what love is again.

I reach her kennel, and the dog bounces up and down the moment s
me. “Hey, Sasha!”

Her tail won’t stop wagging, and when I push my way inside her
she jumps up, giving me sweet doggie kisses. I can’t stop laughing. I
to believe she is the same dog that arrived here three months ago.

I have no doubt in my mind that she will make someone a lovely



companion one day.

She just hasn’t been lucky so far.

The sign outside her kennel describes her as a shepherd mix, thoug
a little smaller than the average German Shepherd. She has the charac
black spot and the dark muzzle, and a beautiful coat of black and tan.

Sasha is a beautiful dog, and the shelter guessed that she is aroun

years of age after they had the vet check her out. She still has her wh
ahead of her, and I am certain that she will find a happy family.

I lean against the wall of her kennel, letting her place her head on

as I spend some quality time with her. She’s not the first dog I have he
he aislerehabilitate. I have seen many former broken-hearted canines find
home.

It just takes a little patience. The shelter normally calls me in fc
1g. Shetypes of cases, and I think it stems from my own personal experience.
e it my I know what it’s like to be cast aside, too. While I may not have h
ry dogrough as sweet Sasha, my heart was still torn from my chest and be

and over with a mallet.
lad said I’'m surprised Sasha even found it in her heart to love again. We fo
nd as ajust outside the gates of the shelter, tied to a tree.

Some people deserve to be hung by their toenails.

She had been there all night by the time the shelter’s manager pulle
he seesher car. The damage had already been done, and poor Sasha had |

spirit.
kennel, But look at her now, snuggled up close to me, and she gives m
t’s hardDogs aren’t quite like humans. They don’t hold grudges.
Me, however... I still can’t let go.

animal It’s just hard to forget.



I stroke Sasha’s ears, closing my eyes. I bond like this with he
afternoons. Just after I’ve mucked out the other kennels and given tl
'h she’stheir breakfasts.
“teristic  Voices echo down the hall, and I peer out the bars of the kennel, spy
manager Michelle.
id three It looks like we have a visitor. Someone is looking to adopt.
iole life Hopefully, Sasha may catch their eye today. Honestly, I don’t cai
dog they decide to take home. Heaven knows that all the dogs de
my laphome in this place.
2lped to I rise to my feet, saying my goodbyes to Sasha as I go to help Mic
a newwork with these dogs on a regular basis, so I know all of their perso
by now.
r these Michelle is usually busy in the office with her husband, Tony
daughter Milly works on their social media page.
ad it as  “So, what kind of dog did you have in mind?” I hear Michelle ask
\at overvisitor as I lock Sasha’s kennel.
I make a silent vow to the dog that I will return later, going
und herMichelle. I stop in my tracks when I see the visitor. A mountain of ar
stands by her side, looking so out of place in the narrow aisle betw
kennels.
'd up in  Michelle is only four foot eleven, so it doesn’t help that she’s so sh
lost herthe Alpha has to be at least six foot six. If not bigger...
“It’s hard to say. I guess I will know the right dog when I see the
e hope.replies.
That is one impressively deep voice. It resonates inside me, mak
feel a sense of calm that I haven’t felt in a long while, and I’m pretty ¢

toes curl. In a good kind of way.



r most “Have you ever adopted before?” Michelle trills yet again, her v
1e dogsmerry and singsong.

I roll my eyes. She is such a flirt. Also, she is married, and has an ei
7ing theyear-old daughter. I guess it’s a reaction most women would have

such a perfect specimen.

The mountain of a man is beautiful. Albeit a little intimidati
re whatbeautiful... His biceps are like small tree trunks.
serve a [’m pretty sure I have seen him somewhere before.

He chuckles, and the sound reverberates deep in his chest. “No. Thi
‘helle. Ifirst time.”
nalities A yappy terrier bounces up and down at his door, eager for attenti

Alpha kneels to his level, putting on a soft baby voice for the dog’s sal
. Their Something stirs inside me when I watch that large Alpha talking

small dog, and let’s just say that I am definitely smitten. Whoever he
ing theheart is a lucky lady... or man.

Michelle spots me ogling him, fanning her face mockingly. It loc
to joinshe’s about to swoon. My mind immediately goes to Jake. He paid
1 Alphacab ride here, as I arrived a little later than usual.
een the Michelle didn’t mind. In fact, she was thrilled when I told her that

the night with a guy.
ort, but “It’s about time!” she had said.

She has been like a second mother to me these past few years, ¢

>m,” hebeen eager for me to meet a guy so she can come to my wedding. Jak
exchanged numbers, and he promised he would call. I just hope he st:

ing meto his word.

sure my  If not. Then who knows when I will trust again?

He was more than a one-night stand.



oice all The Alpha gives every dog a chance as he stops by their ken
introduce himself. We have over forty dogs at the shelter at the m

ghteen-mostly older dogs past the age of eight.

around Most visitors overlook the senior dogs, and every child wants a pupj

The Alpha’s eyes fall on Sasha, and my heart flutters. It’s hap
ng, yetMaybe my girl will finally get her home.

“Can I see that one?”

Michelle glances at me. I nod. I think Sasha is ready now. Besid:
s is myonly going to look at her. There’s no harm in it.

We take the Alpha to her kennel, and Sasha places her paws up
on. Thedoor, wagging her tail. Just two months ago, she wouldn’t go anywhe
e. that door. She acted as if everything was going to hurt her, yet not any

to that She passed all her behavioral tests, and the trainer gave her a perfect

blds his  Sasha is definitely fit for adoption.

The Alpha kneels down, giving Sasha some sweet baby talk, and it |
)ks likehe’s only tough on the outside. The guy is a big softie for dogs.
for my Well, that makes him good in my books.

“Hey, there, girl...”

I spent He presents his fingers to her, and she licks them through the ba
even places her leg through the door, putting her paw in his large ha
his fingers swallow it up.

ind has The Alpha rubs her paw affectionately with his thumb, and the two

e and Itender moment.

1ys true  “I think I found the one...” he announces next.

My eyes pop. “Really?”

“Yes. She’s a beauty indeed. She reminds me of the dog I had ¢

up.

»



mnels to Tears sting my eyes, and that’s when I meet Michelle’s gaze. She
10ment,reaching across to squeeze my shoulder. It looks as if I only we
managed to find another dog a home.
Jy. What can I say? I guess it just takes some time and patience. An
pening.forget love too. That’s all any dog needs.
The Alpha leans closer to the door of the kennel, letting her lick h
and they’re already inseparable.
2s, he’s I guess Michelle can finally start filing Sasha’s adoption papers.
image-placeholder
on the
re near
more.

L score.

appears

Michelle heads back to the office to start the process. It normally take

steps, but hopefully, Sasha can go to her new home in the next few day
irs. She

nd, and

My head is still spinning, and I hold back tears again. I always get
up when I see them leaving with their new families.

We always ensure the families are probably vetted first. That way,
share agqyre that the dog doesn’t end up back with us again.

I lead the Alpha to the exit as I tell him Sasha’s story. He balls his
anger when I tell him that she was dumped just outside the gates
pouring rain.

FOWING  «Bastards...” he mutters with a growl, and I freeze at the sound.



smiles, I have no idea what is going through his mind right now as he look
nt andthe distance, probably wishing he could punch the assholes whc

Sasha’s heart. Then he sighs, placing his sunglasses over his aqua blt
d don’t“Well, one man’s loss is another man’s gain.”

Finally, he peers my way, and for the first time, he truly notices me.
is face,before, but his attention was mostly on the dogs. Who can blam
They’re cute.

“Thank you for taking care of her. You’re a miracle worker, Renée.’

My same sounds so heavenly on his lips, and I bow my head, b
bright red.

“Well, what can I say? She was worth every moment. I’'m just g
miss her when she’s gone.”

That is normally the hardest part. It’s a bittersweet moment for sure
seemed to touch a deep part of my soul. I suppose I just felt a connecti
her.

We had both been badly hurt, yet look at us now. It just fascinates
Sasha still has so much love in her heart after everything she went t|

s a few

s, While I'm still getting there. Bit by bit, I will learn to trust again.
chokeq He holds out his large hand, and my heart skips a beat when he s
mine. Damn. That is one big hand. It’s even bigger than my face.

“The name’s Ezra Fontaine.”

we can
My brain short circuits when he gives me his full name.

fists in Fontaine? It can’t be...

in the Is he from the same pack as Jake and Alex?

I finally recall where I have seen Ezra. He’s a model. Often fo

billboards throughout the city. As a matter of fact, his face graced o1



¢s on inbillboard across my apartment for several weeks, and I used to talk to |
» brokehead.
1e eyes. “I bet you never get bad hair days,” or “Nice jeans.”
I can’t believe it’s the exact same model. It’s been a few years, bu
He didsad when they replaced his image with a washing machine. I th
e him?billboard is advertising a casino at the moment.
Ezra currently features in a commercial for a men’s cologne, and :
i of the big brands too. It appears he is making a name for himself.
lushing I only just had sex with his pack's beta last night. I probably still sir
him, and I hope Ezra doesn’t catch Jake's scent on me. I've showel
oing towould it have been enough to get his scent off my skin?
If Ezra does scent his beta on me, then he doesn’t mention it. Inst
. Sashaoffers me a handsome smile, showing me a set of even white teeth.
on with My pussy reacts, and I look away, blushing bright red. He’s j
beautiful, and his scent...
me that Lemon and honey.
hrough. He’s like a giant, sexy cough drop.
“It’s good to meet you, Ezra.”
Jueezes I don’t tell him about the billboard. That would be embarrassing.
His grin stretches, creating sexy folds on his cheeks. His smile ma
eyes crinkle at the edges, and it just so happens that my panties gr
little bit wetter.
If I were an Omega, would I be perfuming right now? Would I be d
with slick?
und on Would he be reacting to my arousal by purring deeply? It’s hard to ¢
ne such They say that only Omegas can hear an Alpha’s deep, affectionate |

I try to see the telltale signs. Does his chest vibrate slightly? Maybe I



it in myChloé and Marc about their acute Omega senses the next time I see the
Ezra lifts my hand to his lips, and his beard tickles when he p
delicate kiss to my knuckles. My breath hitches as his kiss lingers, anc
it I wasl could see his eyes.
ink the Maybe I should take his sunglasses off.
No.
it’s one Keep your hands to yourself, Renée.
“Well, goodbye, Renée,” he whispers, rubbing his thumb in circl
1ell likemy knuckles, and it mirrors what he did with sweet Sasha before.
‘ed, butAlpha just as taken with me as he is with the dog?
Finally, he lets go, and I miss the warmth of his hand. Now I watc
ead, hethe doorway of the shelter as he heads toward his sports car, w
merrily the whole way.

ust too He pulls out of the parking lot, offering me a short wave as he dri
down the highway. His kiss still lingers on my knuckles, and my hear
stop pounding.

What is it about Pack Fontaine that makes me so weak in the knees?

“Well, well...”

I startle, peering behind me to find Michelle waggling her eyebroy
lkes hisdaughter Milly is right beside her, giggling at my shame.
ow that Caught in the act.

“What? He only kissed my hand.”
lripping Michelle snorts. “I bet he did.”

And what is that supposed to mean?

;ay. “That’s two men now,” the woman croons.
purr, so  Milly gasps. “Wait.... are you serious?”

can ask The eighteen-year-old looks at me to confirm what her mother say:



‘m. throw my arms up, following them into the office. Unfortunately, Tor
laces ain on the teasing, and I have no choice but to listen to their silly tau
1 I wishwork at the computer, updating Sasha’s profile.

I guess I can put ‘reserved’ next to her picture at last.

I have never felt happier.

es over
. Is the

-h from

histling

ives off

t won’t

~vs. Her

s, and I



throw my arms up, following them into the office. Unfortunately, Tony joins
in on the teasing, and I have no choice but to listen to their silly taunts as I
work at the computer, updating Sasha’s profile.

I guess I can put ‘reserved’ next to her picture at last.

I have never felt happier.
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pull up through the gates, parking the car in the garage. Then I »
tossing my keys in the air as I head toward the house. I can’t wai
the guys the good news.
They were happy when I told them I wanted to adopt a dog. I finally
if I am in a good place financially to look after one, and so I went to 1
animal shelter that I found online.
Honestly, I would have taken every single dog home if I could hav
only have room for one at the moment
Although I live in a mansion, I share it with my pack. I have
respectful to them, and not bring home every dog that I find on the stre
I hate that Sasha had been abandoned, but at the same time I’m gl
gave her up because now she gets to be my dog. I will take her for w
the beach every day and let her cuddle up on my lap while we watch r
She is going to be spoiled rotten. I have a photoshoot later, but t
thing I am going to do when I finish is head to the supermarket. S
going to need plenty of food and toys, after all. She’s even going to

own bedroom at the mansion.



The pack won’t mind. They understand my need to love somethii

fur.

I had dogs throughout my childhood, and Sasha looked exactly like

That dog saw me through the worst of times. She helped me throt
parents’ divorce, and she helped me when I got bullied at school.

I need another dog to help me through adult life.

Sasha is not Molly. She will never replace the dog I had as a kid,

willing to give her just as much love. Heaven knows the dog deserves

Then there’s Renée. Could there be a kinder woman?

I couldn’t help but notice how physically attractive she was, and I
whistle,sense she felt a little awkward around me. But her pretty face was not
t to tellwas drawn to.

It was her beautiful soul.
feel as  That girl has all the time in the world for broken and abused anim:
‘he firstlet’s just say that Sasha wasn’t the only girl I wanted to take home witl

“I’m home!” I shout cheerfully as I walk into the house.

e, but I No answers at first. Maybe they’re still out. Alex will be at the offic
think Henry is at the gym.

> to be Jake normally works during the day too, but I’'m surprised when I

et. into the front foyer, a glass of water in his hands. “Hey, Ezra. Back alr

ad theythought you’d be at the shelter for hours.”

alks on I run my hands through my hair. “Yeah, I don’t know how I even

10vies. to resist playing with all those dogs.”

he first He stops by the foot of the stairs. “So, you pick out a dog?”

)asha is I grin. “That I did. A beauty too.”

get her He smiles. “Well, I’m glad. That’s going to be one hell of a lucky dc

“And I can’t wait for you all to meet her... So, why are you home?”



1g with Jake pauses on his way up the stairs, a sly smirk growing on h

“Grace gave me the day off. I was working late last night at that nightc
Molly. I lean against the wall, wiggling my brows. “Well, meet anyone spe:
1gh my His smirk widens. “How did you know?”

I chuckle. “I’'m an Alpha, Jake. I have a strong sense of smell, a

reek of sex.”

but I’'m I get another sniff and I stop short at the familiar scent. No, it couldr

it. He laughs. “I thought I washed it all off.”

“Well, what was she like?”
got the Jake meets my eyes. “Perfect. I think she may be the one, you know
-what I My eyebrows rise up into my hairline. “Wow. All that from a or

stand?”

He shrugs, heading up the stairs. “Well, who’s to say you can’t
als, andone at a nightclub? Besides, she was different. Most of the other gir
1me. were too fixated on themselves.”

I roll my eyes. I know the feeling. They’re like that all over the
e, and Imakes it hard to meet a decent girl who just wants to get to know y

last date constantly took selfies with me and posted them all over her
1e stepslikes.

eady? I Her caption: “I’m on a date with the billboard guy!”

She got tens of thousands of likes.

.anaged That’s what I’'m known as in the industry. The billboard guy. I had
somewhere. Now I’'m featuring in magazines for men’s underwear.
commercials too for all the big brands.

I keep telling myself I will find the right one. But for now, I will

»

)g. adopting a dog. Sasha will be the only girl in my life for the time being

Yet I can’t stop thinking about Renée. We will be meeting again



is face.return to the shelter to sign Sasha’s adoption papers. Maybe I should

lub.” out? That’s if she would even want to go out with me.

cial?” I may be featured in men’s magazines now, but inside I am still tk
insecure kid. The one who didn’t even get a date to the dance.

nd you Thirteen was a hard age.

I started dieting and exercising just before I went to high school. |

1’t be... want to go through four more years of torment. That was around the
got my Alpha, and then I just sprouted up. Things started looking up
from there.

” They made me captain of the football team, and I even dated tt

1e-nightcheerleader. I was young and I only wanted to date the hottest girl at
just for social approval.

1eet the But I couldn’t care less about looks now. A woman has to be mo

Is therephysically attractive. She has to be real.

Maybe Renée could be exactly what I’'m looking for. It’s hard to t
city. Itjust one encounter, but she’s a dog lover, and she works at a shelte
ou. Myalready puts her up in my books.
vage for Most girls would be grossed out at the thought of picking up dog po

“I know what you mean. Most girls I date only care about me beca

a model.”

I know how it sounds. I’m a model, and people want to date me a
to startmy pictures because they think I’m beautiful... Boo hoo.

I’m in But Jake doesn’t judge. It can be hard to find anyone who is genu
day and age, and I’m glad he has found the one.
opt for “Well, don’t stop trying. Maybe you will find your own Renée o

3. too.

when I Jake disappears up the stairs. I look back at the spot where he va



ask herDid he just say Renée? I’'m probably hearing things. Besides, what
chances it would be the exact same Renée, anyway?
le same Well, time to hit the gym.

I like to work out before every photoshoot.
[ didn’t
» time [

for me

1e head

- school

re than

o]l with
r. That

op.
use I’'m

nd take

ine this

ne day,

mnished.



Did he just say Renée? I’m probably hearing things. Besides, what are the
chances it would be the exact same Renée, anyway?
Well, time to hit the gym.

I like to work out before every photoshoot.
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meet up for brunch with Chloé and Marc at our usual place. The r
I arrive at the café, my sister jumps up from the table, throwing h
around me. “Ney Ney! I feel like I haven’t seen you in ages!”

In actuality, it’s only been several days. When I’m not at the ap.
drawing pet portraits, I’m at the shelter picking up dog poop.

Chloé and I haven’t spoken since I left her at the club, and I’'m glac
she is still in one piece. Dan and Marc most likely got her home, but
about her. She’s becoming quite the party animal.

Her fragrance made a lot of money in the end, and I even passed
girls on the street who smelled of her sweet lemon frosting.

It’s only a mere imitation of Chloé’s scent. It would never compa
the real thing.

Her fragrance has mostly been popular with beta women. But I'v:
that even Omegas are muting their natural perfumes with scent block
so they can smell like her.

Why would they do that? I’d do anything for my own Omega scent.

At the most, I smell like a new book. Well, maybe a book with



pages, but I want an Omega scent. It’s just not fair.

My anxiety has been through the roof. Jake still hasn't called me, .
been three days. That’s normal, right? I haven’t dated in a long tin
wouldn’t know what was normal anymore. I am so out of touch.

Chloé has the waitress serve us our usual coffees. Then she le:
elbows on the table with Marc, watching me with a smirk.

“So, spill...” she says. “How was he?”

My cheeks blush, and they make an asinine “oooh” sound.

“She’s blushing. How adorable,” Marc remarks.

Chloé gushes, reaching across the table to squeeze my shoulder. “C

nomentNey. I’'m so happy for you. Especially after what—"

er arms [ cover her mouth, shaking my head. She rolls her eyes, removing n
from her mouth so I don’t smudge her lipstick.

artment “All right. Since He who must not be named broke your heart fot

ago.”

1to see Marc drums his fingers on the table. “What’s the story there a

I worryforget, but congrats, anyway, Ney Ney, for forgetting about him and :
on. He was an ass. He didn’t deserve you.”

several Chloé gasps. “How could you forget? He left her because h
someone else.”

re with Marc’s eyes widen. Then he looks at me apologetically. “I’m so sor

I genuinely smile. For the first time, I don’t care about what he did

e heardMaybe it’s all right for us to start saying his name again. He who mus

cer, justnamed just sounds so much better, though.

It makes him sound like a villain. Which he was.

“It’s fine, Marc. Don’t worry about it. Honestly, I thought I was

scentedgetting over him once I met Jake. But Jake hasn’t called back.”



Marc raises an eyebrow. “So? It’s only been three days, sweetie.”
and it’s  “So, you think I’m being paranoid?”
1e, so I Marc laughs, leaning back in his seat. “Of course you are, but that
we love about you, Ney Ney.”
ans her “That I’m paranoid?”
“Yes,” he replies.
Well, that’s comforting to know.
“Besides, he would be a fool not to call you back. Any guy who
see your worth isn’t worth it in my books, sis. You’re better off.”
)h, Ney Chloé’s right, but after the way He who must not be named treated
felt worthless. I'm not the most touchy feely person in the wor
1y handalthough I love the idea of being an Omega, I’'m far too independent.
On one hand, I love my independence, but I also want to be cherisl
ir yearsloved and to be called a good girl. I've watched some Alpha and
porn, and the way the Omegas melt at that praise... I want that too.
gain? I Alphas don’t want independent betas. They want tiny Omegas wh
movingto be carried everywhere and doted on. The same with betas. As I lear
hard way.
e liked It was one of his reasons for leaving me.
Our drinks arrive. I ordered a cappuccino as Chloé ordered a vege

»

ry. Marc got an Americano.
| to me. “So, anything else happened in your life since we saw you last?’
t not beasks me, sipping her drink. She gets froth on her lips, and she Ic
picturesque. We should get a snapshot and put it on her page.
I sigh. “Yeah. Sasha got adopted. Well, she’s on reserve now, but sc
finallyhas shown interest.

Chloé and Marc give a collective “aw.” If there’s one thing that (



love, then that’s cute animal stories.
Marc smiles. “I’m so glad it had a happy ending...”
’s what Chloé places her hand on her heart. “Me too. You must be so prot
Ney.”
“I am. She’s only been at the shelter for a few months, yet she’s c
far.”
Marc sips his Americano. “Only because you took the time to g
doesn’ttrust. See, this is just proof of how perfect you are. You volunteer at a
in your free time. I would do it too, but I hate the idea of seeing all tho
ne, I’vewithout homes. It would be too much for me.”
Id, and “Same,” Chloé agrees. “I would cry just looking at their faces. I’d
adopt them all!”
1ed and Marc continues. “If this Jack...”
Omega “Jake...” I correct him.”
“If this Jake doesn’t call you back, then it’s his loss. You did
o lovedwrong.”
ned the Unconsciously, I glance at my phone, sighing in wistful bliss. Still -
Damn. Did I say something stupid? Maybe he was only using me so h
write an interesting article for Manifest.
in latte. I can see the headline of that piece already. “Renée Laurent: the ugl
How bad is she in bed?”
> Chloé T just hope they remember to put the special character on my name.
)oks sowhen people leave it out.
I didn’t tell Chloé what magazine he works for. She would tell me t
ymeonehis number instantly, but I feel as if I can trust Jake. Well, at least I 1
way.

Ddmegas Did I make a huge mistake?



Marc waves his hand in front of my face, and I must have zon
“Renée, stop. He will—”
1d, Ney The three of us jump the moment my phone buzzes, and I glance
seeing his name.
ome so Shit. He’s calling me. Actually calling me...
I pick up on the third ring. “Hello?”
ain her “Hey, princess. It’s so good to hear your voice again.”
shelter My heart pounds as I don’t register his words. I go to reply, but the
se dogsacross the table. Tweedldee and Tweedledum prop their elbows ug
watching me with dreamy Omega eyes.
have to I scowl, getting up so I can speak to Jake in private. I find a quiet
the back of the café. There’s only one woman present, typing on a lapt
must be writing her next screen play.
There are a lot of writers at this end of town.
nothing “You called.”
He chuckles. “I said I would, remember? I haven’t been able to get
no text.my mind. My pack are sick of hearing me talk about you.”
e could I bite my lip, watching my expression in the glass of the window. I
goofy; I have to stop doing that immediately.
y sister.  “Yeah, me too. Just ask my sister and our friend Marc.”
Is it possible to hear a smile? It’s been three days, but I can still e
[ hate ithis perfect grin.
“How would you like to go on a date tonight? I was thinking a m
) deletethen a walk along the beach?”
felt that “I would love to!”
Okay, maybe I sounded a little too ecstatic there.

Tone it down a notch, Ney Ney...



ed out. Why does my inner voice sound like Chloé?
“Then it’s a date. I will pick you up at seven. I look forward to see
» down,again. Princess.”
“Me too... I mean... I'm looking forward to seeing you.... not me!”
He laughs again. “Okay, gotta go. Don’t forget seven pm.”
How could I?
He hangs up, and I watch the wall in front of me for a while. Then
1 I lookcatching the attention of the screenwriter. She smiles at me. I blush, |
) again,back to the main area to re-join Chloé and Marc.
I take my seat, taking a sip of my cappuccino nonchalantly. Both (
zone atstudy me carefully.
op. She Marc’s the first to speak. “Well? Care to share? You’re kind of lea
hanging.”
I meet his eager brown eyes. “Oh. He’s taking me out on a date at se
Chloé and Marc blink at me in surprise.
you off “Are you serious, Ney Ney?” she whispers.
My gray eyes find her blue pair. “One hundred percent.”
look so  She and Marc exchange glances. They both make noises next, catct
attention of several people.
Chloé can’t stop squealing. “See? What did I tell you? Of course he
nvisioncall you back!”
Marc nudges my foot beneath the table. “Silly willy.”
eal and Iroll my eyes. “You would say willy...”
Marc shrugs, holding up his hand. “Guilty. But I’m not the only o
willy on their mind lately. So, details. Was he big or was he small?”
Chloé whacks his shoulder for me. She’s too innocent to ask sucl

questions, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t get curious.



“Well? What one was he?” she asks.
ing you I snort. “I’m not telling you that...”
Marc smiles. “All right. You can tell us another time. We just |
focus on finding you something to wear now.”
Chloé gasps. “I know...”
“Nothing that sparkles,” I reprimand.
I jump, She huffs, folding her arms. “You’re no fun.”
1eading Marc grabs his phone, typing a message to his Alphas. “I just neec
the pack that I won’t be home tonight. Tonight’s too important to mis
Jmegascan knot me another night.”
An old lady looks across at him as he says “knot” out loud. I h
ving uslaugh.
It humbles me how he’s giving up on spending time with his pack
ven.” me. I go to protest, but he reaches across, pressing his finger to my lij
fine, Renée. I want to see you happy. We both do.”
Chloé beams, and her eyes won’t stop leaking. “Yes. It’s more tk
deserve. Mom would be so happy...”
1ing the Does she have to mention Mom now? I’m sure she would be, but
this to be a happy occasion. Still, I can’t help but wonder if this 1
» wouldmother’s work?
Was she the one who sent me Jake?
Only time will tell.
I just hope I can finally learn to get over He who must not be nam
ne withwere both pretty young, but that’s still no excuse for what he did.
I’ve never told Chloé this, but the person he liked was her. I
h crudeboyfriend had a thing for my then seventeen-year-old sister. He

compared me to her on a daily basis.
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Until he finally had enough, realizing that I would never be my
Chloé will never find out the real reason why he dumped me.
He dated me because he wanted the chance of getting closer to her.

The last thing I want is for her to blame herself.



Until he finally had enough, realizing that I would never be my sister.
Chloé will never find out the real reason why he dumped me.
He dated me because he wanted the chance of getting closer to her.

The last thing I want is for her to blame herself.
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CHAPTER TEN



J’ ake arrived at seven pm precisely, just like he promised.

I turn to look at my personal stylists in the hallway of my apa
Once again, Marc chose my dress. Chloé did my hair and makeup, anc
like a million dollars.

Marc opted for an elegant red gown with a silk wrap, and Chloé cu
hair into sweet waves. I’m a mixture of sexy and sweet, and honestl
miracle that I agreed to the color red to begin with.

It’s too bold of a color for me. Even my lips pop, and they’re ¢
cherry red.

Jake steps out of his Mercedes, his eyes popping when he gets hi:
me. “Wow...”

Marc said to trust him on the red dress. A man loves a woman i
dress. It gets their blood pumping. The beta’s nose flares, and if he 1
Alpha, he would be purring right now.

“Good luck, Ney Ney,” Chloé whispers from the door of my apa
and now she and Marc resemble my parents as they wave me off.

Jake offers me his elbow, and we link arms as he leads me down the



I don’t actually live far from the pier. It was the reason why I ch
apartment. I wanted to be by the sea. I just love how the air smells r
ocean.

Jake laughs. “They seem nice. You’re lucky to have them.”

I smile. “They are. Chloé may be my annoying little sister, but sh
like a best friend. And Marc has known us both since we were kid:
even used to dress me up back then, too.”

“So, I have them to thank for the lovely dress you’re wearing tonig}
look beautiful, Renée.”

He stops to plant a kiss on my forehead, and my heart flutters. I
gasp, and I look up the street to see Tweedledee and Tweedledum w

irtment.me from the doorway.

111look I grab Jake and pull him along. I love them both, but I would rathei
on display for them. We need privacy.

rled my We arrive at the seafront several blocks later, and already the 1

y, it’s apumping. There are many fancy bars and restaurants here, and it’s ont
favorite places to go when I need to unwind.

1 bright Lights crisscross the street, joining each streetlamp, and it’s like en
whole new world. Jake bypasses all the bars and heads straight for tl

s fill of There’s an adorable restaurant just at the end, and it always gets boo.
weeks in advance.

n a red I hope that’s where he is taking us on our date.

vere an  “So, you like seafood, right?”

I blink, smiling. “Love it.”

rtment, He grins, and there’s that adorable smile I love, the one that he

ingrained on my mind since the first night we met.

> street.  We walk along the pier, and I try to avoid stepping on the gaps



ose mywooden slats in my heels. I’'m surprised I can walk this far in them.
iear the There are other couples present, and I wonder how we must |
outsiders. Would people believe we were just on our first date? That’
Jake takes my hand, and my chest loops like we’re on a roller coast.
e’s still “So, has anything interesting happened since we last saw each other
s. They 1 try to think. That’s when an older couple passes us on the pi
woman has a long-haired teacup Chihuahua in a fancy tartan coat, :
1t? Youmind goes to Sasha.
Does he know yet? I doubt Ezra would have told him about meet
hear aback at the shelter. The beautiful male model has probably already fc
atchingabout me.
I’ve also met Alexander, too, and I wonder when it would be bes
- not beJake. Would it be appropriate if I told him that I found both of h
brothers incredibly attractive? Two Alphas?
1ight is Would he be annoyed or jealous?
2> of my I am not an Omega, but I always craved the attention of Alphas. I
wanted to know what it was like to be knotted. To be doted on like a p
tering a Alphas treat Omegas like princesses, after all.
he pier. But my body is not built for an Alpha’s knot. It never will be.
ked out I doubt Alexander and Ezra would want me, anyway. However, I re
way Alex purred around me, and Ezra had kissed my knuckles...
“Yeah. The dog I had been working with for the last few months
found a home.”
Jake stops to stare at me. His brows rise. “You work with dogs?
1s beenknow.”
I shrug, brushing away a stray strand. It’s getting windier the furi

, in thewalk along the pier, and I’'m so grateful for the silk wrap.



Thank you, Marc, for your stylish insight.
look to I doubt it will be enough to keep the ocean breeze at bay, -
s whenGoosebumps are already popping up on my skin.
“I do. On a voluntary basis. I believe every dog deserves a second
?” at love. They’re often abandoned by their owners. Sometimes just out:
er. Theshelter, like Sasha.”
and my Silence passes between us as Jake takes in my words. A dog bark:
distance, and we look across the sandy beach to see a young guy
ing meFrisbee with his spaniel.
rgotten I don’t know how anyone can hurt them intentionally. The same wi
even though they can be assholes at the best of times. The shelte
t to tellcattery too, and I have been scratched and bitten by tiny kittens mor
is packthan I can count.
They’re just scared, though, and need to get used to human contac
way, they’re more likely to be adopted. Which they always are. Ex
alwaysloves a kitten. The same with puppies.
rincess. “Bastards...” he growls.
I sigh. “Yes. I try not to judge. You don’t know someone’s circumst
“Still, that’s no excuse to dump an animal on the street. The shel
call theright there. They could have waited until someone arrived in the morn
brought her in."
finally Very true. Michelle tried to capture the person on CCTYV, but the
wearing a hoodie. They also parked their car right up the street
[ didn’tcouldn’t read their license plate.
Sasha was one of the lucky ones. At least someone was bound to fi
ther weWe often find cats and dogs dumped on the highway where they coul:

be run over.



Jake glances back at me, squeezing my hand. “Well, it’s a good job
though.have you to take care of them.”
I blush, peering down at my shoes. I have managed to rehome sever
chanceduring my time at the shelter. It’s like I understand where they come fi
side the I got metaphorically dumped on the street too. Just because He wi
not be named was disappointed that I wasn’t more like my sister. He
s in theme to be a carbon copy. Even though we couldn’t be any more differer
playing We barely look alike as it is.
Even if I had awakened as an Omega, Chloé and I would still 1
th cats,different.
r has a Jake chuckles lightly and I glance up. “What’s so funny?”
e times His soft brown eyes settle on me. “One of my pack brothers just ad
dog. Maybe it’s the same dog...”
-t. That I laugh along with him nervously, hoping he doesn’t figure it out.
reryoneknow why I feel the need to withhold the information. It just seem:
betrayal.
Jake still doesn’t know about Alexander at the night of the ball. I v
ances.”check in the end to get my phone screen fixed.
ter was We make it to the restaurant at the end of the pier. Jake introduces
ing andto the maitre d', and she proceeds to lead us to our designated table.
[ stare at him, impressed, once we're seated right by the w
'y wereoverlooking the beautiful sea. He shrugs, holding up his business card.
so we “What can I say? Working at Manifest has its perks.”
I smile. “What did you tell them?”
ind her. “That I would write a glowing piece about their restaurant, so long
d easilygave me and my date the best table in the house.”

I laugh, and I can hardly believe what I’m hearing. It must be nice v



they allfor such a high end magazine.
I pick up the menu, glancing through the choices. All seafood |
al dogs“You know, you could always tell them you’re a Fontaine...”
‘om. Jake grabs a menu for himself. “And you could always tell them y
10 mustLaurent.”
wanted Point taken, but I won’t. I hate abusing my name like that. It w
it. enough at the club when everyone pushed me to the front of the line
toilet.
Je very My bladder is not more important than anyone else’s. I was happy tc
That reminds me. I haven’t called Dad since the night of the bal
imagine he saw the pictures online, and then the pictures later at the «
opted athe opening ceremony of Chloé’s fragrance. Chloé could barely g
words out for her speech, and I know it was filmed multiple times.
I don’t You can even see me and Marc in several shots, trying to keep her
s like afeet. I guess what Dad found online wasn’t too worrying, or he wou
called me and complained about how I let him down.
1Ised his We can’t have Chloé tarnishing the Laurent name, after all.
Apparently, she is my responsibility. It’s a burden I’ve had my whu
himselfand at times I still feel like she is three years old. Instead of trying to e.
now, though, she is getting wasted at nightclubs.
7indow, Honestly, it’s one of the reasons why I don’t go around showing
name. I could. So easily. Any designer dress could be mine, but I dor
to give our family business a bad name.
I’'m old enough to remember when Dad could barely feed us,
as theyremember how hard he had worked to create this lifestyle for us. I sti
the very first hotel he bought. Then everything else followed suit.

vorking Now he has hotels in every city in the world.



Chloé isn’t too bad, and at times, I don’t mind being her babysitter
blatters.always been ridiculously innocent. It’s one of her selling points for he:
so I know she wouldn’t do anything too damaging regarding her own ¢
ou’re a I have to have faith in her. Although her behavior is worrying me lai
“So, ready to order?” Jake asks.
/as bad I nod, peering down at the menu. I ended up getting scallops and
for thewith spicy avocado dip, while Jake got swordfish and calamari. It we
of the best food I’d ever tasted, and I was completely stuffed by the t
) wait. night ended.
I. I can We were even gifted with the sight of a porpoise just half a mile i
"lub forsea, and in the fading twilight, it looked so majestic.
set two Jake won’t stop staring at me as I gaze at the beautiful sea. The sur
setting over the horizon, turning the sky and the sea into a wal
*on herpainting of red, orange, and pink.
Id have “What?” I ask curiously next.
He shakes his head. “Nothing. You’re just so beautiful. The sett
almost makes you look as if you’re on fire, princess.”
ole life, My cheeks flush, and I focus my attention on the horizon again. Th
at coinsjust disappearing where the sky meets the sea. Any moment, I will
green flash.
off my “Are you waiting for something?”
't want I point at the setting sun. “The green flash. When the sun vanishes c
horizon, there’s a green flash. I want to see it.”
, and I He hikes up a brow, turning in his seat to watch the famous gree
Il recallwith me. The sky turns darker and darker, and soon it becomes a |
bruise.

Finally, it vanishes, and there’s the green flash. I pump my fist. “Wl



r. She’s Jake guffaws, throwing his head back. “I have to say. That was
r brand,impressive.”
-areer. I give a shrug. “You have to appreciate the natural wonders of the w
tely. He smiles, then asks a passing waiter for the check. He pays for tk
leaving a generous tip, then leads us back out of the restaurant. I shiv
lobsterwe step out onto the pier. “So cold. As much as I love the green flash
1s somethe sun would come back.”
ime the Jake puts his arm around me, enveloping me in his warmth, and
steals a kiss from my lips. He massages his tongue with mine, sucking
into thejust ever so slightly. He even nips my bottom lip, and I swear a
sounds in his chest.
1is just “Let’s go back to my place...”
tercolor My heart thumps. He senses my trepidation, running his smooth
and down my back. I relax in his embrace. “It’s all right, princess.
going to harm you.”
ing sun I know he won’t, but it’s just been some time since a guy brought n
to his place. I don’t know whether I should tell him now that I have
e sun ismet two of his pack brothers.
see the Would be hate me for withholding that information?
He doesn’t remove his arm from my shoulder as we walk back dc
pier, heading to my apartment where he parked his car. I spy Marc anc
yver thewatching us from the window as we get into his Mercedes, and they o
a good luck wave as he pulls away.
n flash I believe they were settling down to watch Chloé’s favorite movie
yurplishnight. Legally Blonde.
Yet they found me and Jake way more entertaining to watch. I don’

100!”  whether to be flattered.
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Well, time to meet Pack Fontaine.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN



€€ H ey, heads up. Jake just called. He’s bringing over his new la
later. So be on your best behavior, brother.”

I groan, rolling my head back on the couch at Alex’s pre-warning.
this mean I have to switch the TV off?”

Alex throws me a pointed look. “Yes. I've already warned Ezra. W
he is...”

I grumble, using the remote to switch off the TV. My show w
getting to the good part.

My older brother shakes his head. “It’s just for one night, little |
Honestly, you’re spending too much time around that TV lately. You
get out more.”

I rise from the couch, stretching my arms above my head. “That’s v
have a gym, bro. Still in shape. See?” I lift my shirt, letting him
perfectly cut abs.

He sighs. “You need fresh air. You’re wasting away. When was
time you had an audition?”

This again? I’m an actor, so auditions are a large part of my life. 1



taking some time off.

I had a regular part in a soap opera for years, but after the whole !
with Vivienne, I had to take a step back from the spotlight. You know
worse than coming back to your apartment late one night to fin
girlfriend in bed with another man?

Well, the whole damn world finding out about it.

We were the ‘It’ couple. The country’s favorite. The media loved ot
story. We met on the set of Alphas, Betas and Omegas. A well- knov
opera across the country. We were love interests on screen, and then
real life.

dy love It’s hard to be that physical on screen with someone and not .
develop some chemistry in real life. We were seventeen when we m
. “Doeskids. Also, our agents kind of pushed us to date.
It was good for publicity. How I’d love to go back in time and pu
hereverfucking agent in the face. But it was mostly my fault. I thought I was
or at least I was in love with the idea of being in love.
7as just Vivienne was one of the hottest actresses at the time and still is. S
over to the West Coast in the end for a fresh start, and now, she
orother.blockbuster movies.
need to She’s starring as the main protagonist in an upcoming superhero
from a well-known franchise, but I refuse to watch it once it’s released
~vhy we It’s going to be a little hard to avoid, though, when you see posters
see mygoddamn movie on every bus, billboard and online advertisement.
It’s much harder to forget a toxic ex when they are everywhere. It
the lastharder when they are more successful than you are, while you haven’
call in months.

3ut I'm Sooner or later, my agent will drop me. So I have to make my



comeback very soon.
debacle It’s been nearly two years since the whole blowout with Vivienne.
what’swill forget my name, and I will soon become irrelevant. It almost
id yourseem fair that she gets to have all this success while I’'m in the gutter.
Karma really does work in mysterious ways...
Alex smiles, trying to make me feel better. I bet he knows exactly
ir lovedmy mind has gone. Constantly stuck in the past with no way out. It’s a
vn soapway to live.
later in “Hey, it’s fine. I can always get you a position at the office.”
I cringe. “Office work really isn’t for me, bro. But thanks, anyway.”
at least Alex folds his arms, and the warm smile fades. “Then you get back
et. Stillstart booking auditions again. Call the director of Alphas, Betas and C
Tell them you would like to come back.”

nch my I groan, running my hand through my thick black hair. “I’1l think ab

in love, My older brother watches me for some time. Then he sighs, heading
door. “They should be arriving at any moment. Please look happy for |

he flew I rise, joining his side at the door. Alex wears a navy suit, as alway

stars innever see him out of one. He’s so professional. Then there’s me in m
and T-shirt. I’m not even wearing shoes either.

» movie I have a right to look relaxed in my own home. Besides, it could be

. I could be wearing PJs (I haven’t gotten to that stage yet).

for the I may be a bit lost at the moment, but I still get up at 4 am to worl
the gym. I still meditate.

’s even Also, I visit my shrink.

't had a Voices echo outside and Alex stands straighter. I do the same, tr
mimic him as best as I can. Where the hell is Ezra when we need hin

7 grandprobably out buying doggy supplies for his new bitch.



That guy loves dogs more than he likes people. Who can blame himr
Peopledon’t break your heart.
doesn’t I can’t wait until he brings his new dog home. It may just be what I
get on the straight and narrow again. Besides, I may be an asshole rig
but I still love dogs. Alex and I had a great dog when we were childrer
7 where Benji.
n awful He’s over the rainbow bridge now.
Jake opens the front door with his house key and I hear a femal
saying, “You have a beautiful home. I love the water fountain.”
My knot swells. Damn, Jake's date sure does have a sexy voi
up andfeminine and husky at the same time, and if she looks as good as she
)megas.then this evening may not turn out to be so bad after all.
Finally, he opens the door, and he smiles when he spies us. “Ah, th
out it.” are. Alex, Henry, I would like to introduce you to Renée.”
' for the He places his arm around his date’s shoulder, and she finally com
lake.” view. I don’t look away from her soulful gray eyes, and something stir
s, and Ichest.
ly jeans This girl has been hurt. Call it intuition, but it’s not hard to see t
behind her eyes. She’s trying to hide it, but it couldn’t be any more p:
~worse.obvious. Well, at least to me.
Someone hurt her in the past, and I ball my fists, wishing I could hu
< out indown so I can pummel them to the ground.
A strange reaction to have over someone you’ve just met, but I cai
but be drawn to her. She smells of fresh linen and something else. Sor
ying tol can’t quite place. There’s also bitterness to her scent, too. It’s fad
1? He’ssince she’s obviously happy in Jake’s presence, but it’s there, regardle:

One day, maybe I can take that bitterness away...
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CHAPTER TWELVE



CHAPTER TWELVE



O h, my. I can’t believe I am meeting Jake's pack.

Well, I've already met two of them, but this is the first tin
meeting Henry Fontaine. I’ve had a crush on him since I was a kid, a
even better looking in person.

He is just like Alex. Except his hair is cropped on the sides. His !
briny too, kind of like the ocean, but way better...

Well, there’s one thing I can scratch off my list. What does Henry F
smell like?

He seems to have faded from the limelight these past several ye
thanks to that bitch Vivienne Fox, who broke his heart. The press wa
and it’s no surprise he shut himself out. It’s another reason why I p
give Chloé the spotlight.

It was bad enough when He who must not be named dumped me,
have the whole world knowing about it too? No thank you. It’s embai
to be rejected. It makes you feel worthless and pathetic.

I can’t even imagine what Henry went through.

Alex steps forward to offer me his hand, and his paprika tickles the



my throat. It’s mouth-watering.
“Well, this is a surprise...”
Jake watches Alex curiously. “What’s a surprise?”
The Alpha glances at the beta. “Renée and I have already crossed p:
Judith’s debut. Her sister was there too.”
My heart pounds and I hide my face, hoping Jake doesn’t get mad. I
have already told him that I’ve met Alex, but the timing didn’t feel rig|
We were having too much of a good time. Besides, how can I tell k
I find his pack brothers attractive?
Jake smiles, raising an eyebrow at me. “Really? That’s news to me.’
I peer at him through the gaps of my fingers. “Sorry, but I met .
1e I amChloé’s debut. He was there that night, too. He broke my phone.”
nd he’s Alex laughs. “I did, but I gave you the check to reimburse the damay;
“You did. And thank you.”
scent is It all grows quiet, and I just wish that I could melt into the ground.
so embarrassing. Jake squeezes the arm around my shoulder. “It’:
ontaineRenée. You don’t have to worry about a thing."
“You’re not mad?”
ars. No “Of course not.”
s cruel, “Oh, then I should probably tell you that it was Ezra who adopted S:
refer to He blinks. Then he throws his head back and laughs. “No kidding!
least that means you get to see her all the time now.”
, but to My heart thuds. He’s right. I never thought of that. That just means
Tassingthis thing with me more permanent, and my cheeks flush. This is o
second date, yet I am meeting his pack already.
Alex leads us into the living room. “Come on, let’s have some w

back ofget to know each other.”



Is this really happening? Am I about to drink wine with Pack Fontai
Just as we settle down, I think about what Alex said. He ment]
name. Judith.
aths. At Should I ask?
“Why were you there at the night of the ball? If that’s okay of me to
should Alex looks up from pouring Henry a glass. He smiles, displaying a
ht. set of teeth. “Our baby sister, Judith, was there to showcase her Ome
iim thatas her older brother, I had to ensure she was safe.”
My heart lifts with hope. Thank goodness. I had thought he was 1
’ scout the Omegas, which was why I felt protective of Chloé. Also,
Alex atlittle jealous. He had reacted to her scent on me, but I try not to thin
that now and just enjoy the moment.

»

ges. It’s a strange mixture of feelings to have. I am jealous of Chloé, t
highly protective of her. It gets tiring at times.

This is “I’m the exact same with Chloé. She’s pretty well known, so I
s okay,ensure the vipers stayed away.”

Alex quirks a brow. “Vipers? What an apt description. There c
were a number of vipers in that audience that night. I had to chase
away from Judith.”

asha.”  Henry laughs at that comment, and I wonder what’s so funny abou

Hey, atgoing after his younger sister. “Trust me, they would have regretted it.
think Judith is your typical Omega who melts at the sight of blanke

he seesthey’ve got another thing coming.”

nly our Alex agrees. “I know. It would be like trying to court Wec
Addams.”

ine and Wednesday Addams?

Now I can’t help but picture Judith as a spooky pigtailed little girl.



ne? Henry looks at me. “She doesn’t know we call her that behind her b
loned adon’t tell her if you ever meet her.”
I nod. “Promise.”
It’s good to hear that Judith can protect herself. Chloé is
ask.” independent or scary, and I worry about her. It disgusts me the wa
perfectAlphas stalk the Omegas at those events. The Omegas are there t
'ga. So,themselves, not to be preyed upon like pieces of meat on the open save
Chloé didn’t seem to mind, though. She thrives off the attention.
there to  “Which girl was Judith?”
[ was a Henry answers. “The gloomy one. I doubt anyone would have noti
k aboutall that much anyway with the likes of Chloé Laurent around... Sorry,
she’s your sister, Renée...”
yut also I smile. “It’s fine. I guess that’s something Judith and I have in cc
I’m often overshadowed by Chloé’s light, too.”
had to Another pause and I can’t help but notice how each male looks sad
Shoot. Did I say the wrong thing?
ertainly Henry breaks the silence with a light chuckle. “Same here. I'r
severalovershadowed by a sibling, too. Try to guess which one.”
Alex tosses him a pointed look as he proceeds to pour my wine. I
t vipersand all three men look at me in pleasant surprise.
If they What’s the big deal? It’s just a giggle.
ts, then “At least he’s your older sibling, though,” I continue. “It just seemr
taken for granted that the older sibling always outshines the young
InesdayHowever, when it’s your younger sibling...”
Another awkward pause and I need to stop. I’'m making everyo
Why am I even saying all this? I guess I just feel so comfortable arot

pack.



ack. So Jake places his arm around me, offering me comfort. Henry laugh:
“Fair enough. You have me beat there.”

Alex speaks up at last. “If it’s any consolation, little brother, I hav
not sobeen compared to you. You’re a heartthrob after all. Every teen girl h
y someposter in her bedroom. I can’t compete with that.”

) enjoy My cheeks burn. I was that teen girl, but I don’t care to mention it.
inna. Henry scoffs. “You own your own fashion company. It’s clear v
winner is here. Besides, I was a heartthrob...”

The three of us watch him in silence. He just sounds so despondent.
ced herto say something to make him feel better, but I hold my tongue.

I know Trust me, he is still a heartthrob. He has many fans out there. Tt
themselves Team Henry and have vowed to boycott Vivienne whe
ymmon.name and all her movies.
She’s a cheater, and she broke his heart. She doesn’t deserve succes
for me.her fans are toxic, always defending her actions by saying Henry wasn
for her.

n often What is wrong with people? Cheating is cheating. That doesn’t exc
actions.

giggle, Just before I open my mouth, the door opens, and Ezra steps inside.
billboard boyfriend...

He stops at the threshold of the living room, smiling broadly when I
1s to beme. He’s carrying a bag of dog toys. One rubber chicken falls onto tt
er one.as he points his finger at me.

“Hey, it’s you... shelter girl!”
ne sad. Shelter girl? That’s a strange moniker.
ind this  Still, my heart melts at the sight of all those dog toys. I can see tha

is going to be spoiled rotten here.
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It’s everything she deserves.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN



’m unaware of how much times passes, but I must have had th
glasses of wine by the night’s end. It turns out that I love Jake’s pa
Already, I feel like a part of the family, and I wonder if this is norm
time last week, I didn’t even know Jake. Yet here I am, laughing ab
stories with his entire pack.

Ezra is really looking forward to picking up Sasha after work ton
Finally, he can sign the papers and take her home. He even gives me a
the house and shows me her bedroom. It’s three times the size of the
she had at the shelter.

Tears escape my eyes when I spy the mountain of dog toys in the cc
the room. It’s a doggy haven in here.

Sasha will even have her own bed.

Jake glances up at the male model, raising an eyebrow. “Really, E:
you not think it’s a bit much?”

He shrugs, scratching his head. “What can I say? I love dogs.”

“I think it’s perfect,” I blurt.

Both men look at me now. Jake seems to change his mind once he ¢



approval, congratulating the Alpha with a pat on the back. “Cool room
Ezra smiles smugly, peering at me. His eyes soften, and my heart sl
when I spy the appreciation in his gaze. I was the girl who rehabilite
dog he is about to bring home. So, of course, he is going to see r
savior.
I’m a friend to all animals.
Shit. What time is it? It must have been hours since I got here. It’s j
midnight when I glance at a clock. I should really think about going hc
Jake seems to read my thoughts, twining his fingers with mine. “F
all right. You can stay with me if you like.”
ree full “It’s just...” I peer at Ezra’s retreating back as he heads down the
ck.  have to be up early. I’'m volunteering at the shelter again.”
al. This 1 also want to be there when Ezra signs Sasha’s adoption pe
out dogshouldn’t have had several glasses of wine, and I’m sure going to pay
the morning.
10rrow. Jake smiles. “No problem. Hey, Ezra, can you take Renée to the
tour ofwhen you collect Sasha?”
kennel “Sure thing!” Ezra yells up the stairs.
Wow. I never thought of that option. We’re both going to the sam«
rner ofso it makes sense, but I don’t want to overstep a line. I’m dating Je
Ezra. I hope he doesn’t mind that I’ll be in a car with his pack brother.
I don’t get any competitive vibes from any of them, but I can imagi
rra? Doall respect each other’s boundaries. Especially with what happene
Henry and Vivienne.
Still. T won’t deny the attraction I feel for the whole pack. I’ve had
on Henry since I was a kid, and Ezra was the billboard guy. I talke«

;ees my



, bro.” picture for several months like a crazy person. Also, his dog loving a
1uddersmakes him fifty times sexier, and Alex is a perfect gentleman.
ited the It’s strange, but I feel like I have known them my whole life. Ma
ne as awere a pack in another life...
I’ve heard that Omegas can find scent matches. But could it be poss
betas too? I’ve already pin-pointed all of their individual scents, a
ust pastdefinitely scent-sensitive to each of them.
yme. Well, I hope I am. I’'m not an Omega, so my senses aren’t as heig
ley, it’sBut I still feel her there, just beneath the surface. My Omega.
But it’s not possible to awaken at the age of twenty-four, so I don’t
hall. “Thopes up. Betas don’t get the fairy tale ending.
“Sure. I’ll be happy to stay.”
pers. I When was the last time I stayed over at a boy’s house? And on a
for it innight, no doubtless? Dad will be furious. Well, when he gets bac
London in two more days.
shelter He will want to arrange a dinner with me and Chloé as soon as he’s
Jake grins, showing me his perfect white teeth. Then he leads me
bedroom. He has a very conservative style. Hardly any valuables or fu
2 place,but there’s no denying he’s a writer.
lke, not There’s a desk in the corner of the room with motivation poste
famous authors. A Mark Twain one catches my eye.
ne they I approach the desk, spying what looks like a manuscript. Jake catc
:d withstaring, turning sheepish, “Uh, it’s a working process...”
I glance up. “What is it?”
a crush He shrugs. “My novel. It’s stupid. Believe it or not, but writing
1 to hiscelebrities gets tiresome at times.”

I smile. “What genre?”



ura just Again, he blushes bright red. “Science fiction.”
My eyes widen. “Like spaceships and aliens?”
ybe we He sighs. “I suppose. I get bored with real life sometimes. It’s
dream up other worlds.”
ible for I place a hand over my heart. “I’ve never heard anything so sweet.”
nd I’m Jake rolls his eyes, stepping closer. He seizes my lips, dragging m
to the bed. He helps me out of my dress as I take off his jacket.
htened. Once we’re undressed, we lay side by side. He places his hand ins
panties, dipping his finger between my wet folds until he finds my clit
get myinto his hand, chasing my release, but I would be happy to just fall a
his arms like this.

It’s wonderful to be this close and intimate with a man again. I didn
schooll would ever let a guy touch me ever again after what I went through.
k from But I never had an intimacy like this. This feels real, like the kind I’

about in books or seen in movies. I always considered that kind of lo
back. fiction. At least for girls like me.
2> to his I am not one of the lucky girls who finds that special kind of conr
rniture, Well, until now.
Soon I picture all four members of Pack Fontaine around me. E
rs fromdown at my front, sucking on my breast. Alex massages my toes,
each one tenderly.
‘hes me Henry crawls toward me, devouring my lips with a passionate kiss.
I would make him forget all about that bitch Vivienne. No matter hc
and perfect her ass looks in the latest trailer for her movie. St
3 aboutsuperhero.
Jake rubs circles around my clitoris. Then he squeezes hard, mak

come in his hand. When I fall down from my high, he leans closer, |



his nose into my hair.
I drift off sometime later, and for once, everything feels right w
cool toworld.

Maybe I can finally forget You-Know-Who.
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his nose into my hair.
I drift off sometime later, and for once, everything feels right with the
world.

Maybe I can finally forget You-Know-Who.
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’m a complete ball of nerves the next day when Ezra drives us bot
shelter. Mostly, I’'m excited for the pivotal moment when I finall
see one of my dogs adopted.
I’ve only been working with Sasha for a few months, but I already
if I have known her a lifetime. Kind of like how I feel about Pack Font
I sit in the passenger seat with the window all the way down be
don’t think I would be able to cope with being in a confined space v
gorgeous Alpha.
He still smells of honey and lemon, and I just want to lean across ai
his shirt.
Keep it together, Renée. You are dating Jake. Don’t push any bouna
Ezra taps his fingers against the steering wheel, bobbing along to th
on the radio. I chew my lip, trying to think of something to say. “The
for this, by the way.”
Surprised, he peers my way. “You’re the one thanking me?”
“Well, yeah. Out of all the dogs at the shelter, you picked my girl. T

all the dogs don’t deserve a home, but you gave her a chance. She’s be



badly in the past. It’s more than she deserves.”
“I agree. If I ever find the one who dumped her, then I will person:
to it myself that they pay. No one hurts my girl and gets away with it.”
How precious. Sasha is already his girl...
What I would give to be his girl, too.
It appears Ezra is very protective of those he loves, and that is wh
maintain my distance. He will not want to betray Jake.
“How would you make them pay?” I muse.
Ezra thinks it through, pursing his lips, and he looks so handsome
pulls that face. “Well, I would wring their necks. Also, I’d thank them.
h to the I snort. “Thank them?”
y get to He regards me from the corner of his eye. “Because then I wouldn
ever had the chance of meeting her.”
feel as My heart pounds, and why do I get the feeling that question is dire
aine. me, too? He doesn’t know about You-Know-Who. Neither does Jake,
cause Imatter.
vith the Do I just have the look of a broken girl? I bet I look no different frc
Sasha was when she first arrived at the shelter. Granted, I’m not shaki
nd sniffmy tail between my legs, but I am still traumatized by what he did to n
It sounds so superficial. All he did was tell me that he didn’t love
laries. that he preferred my sister, but words can be very powerful things. Ht¢
e musicmy confidence, listing all of my flaws. It was the reason I couldn’t
ink youseveral years.
I actually didn’t think no man would ever love me because I wasn’t
Who am I kidding? Of course Jake’s pack wouldn’t want me. T
\Not thatAlphas. They are biologically programmed to be attracted to Omega

en hurt



they only seemed interested in me because they sensed traces of |
ally seelemon frosting on my clothes.
Maybe that’s the only reason why most guys seem interested in mu
Jake.
How long would it be before he started to see my flaws? All the o
y I willhe saw?
We arrive at the shelter, and I have to blink when he pulls up in the
lot. Already here? How lost in my own thoughts was I?
vhen he “Well, the day is finally here. Time to take my new girl home.”
7 Despite my oppressive thoughts, I smile. At least Sasha will have ¢
ending.
I’t have That I can make peace with.
I know Ezra will never hurt her. He just has that look in his blue eye
acted atalways tell when someone genuinely loves animals.
for that Michelle appears at the door with her daughter Milly, and how
forget? They’re going to have a lot of questions indeed.
om how image-placeholder
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I sign Sasha’s adoption certificate at the reception desk, wrapping t

securely around my hand. She places her paws up on the desk, allow



Chloé’sowner of the shelter to stroke her as I sign my name.
I can’t believe this. I am about to be a new dog parent.
e. Even Sasha whimpers happily as the staff says their goodbyes, and even
has a few parting words. It’s not like she won’t get to see her again,
nes thatstill cries.
I have never met a sweeter woman. She works at a shelter for free. 1
parkingis a billionaire, yet here she is, helping abandoned dogs.
Jake really found a good one.
She’s a keeper. I can see it in her eyes. So much depth, compassi
1 happyintelligence.
Also, sadness.
What I would like to do to the one who put that sadness in her souli
's. I caneyes. Whatever happened to her, it was way before we met. I wasn’t
her life last week, let alone a few months back.
could I But I still want to wring the neck of that asshole.

It was a man who did that to her, and what a total loser. Who in the
mind would throw a girl like Renée away?

In fact, I have half a mind to pull Jake aside and tell him to never br
heart. Because if he does... I may have to wring his neck, too.

I’m an Alpha, so I guess it’s in my nature to nurture and protect.
that Renée isn’t an Omega, but I still feel so protective of her. I mear
the reason why I am taking home my new furry companion today.

Without her patience and kindness, I don’t think Sasha would e
where she is today. It’s hard to believe she was dumped in the rain.

q Such a happy dog.

1er lea

ing the It’s a shame no one has extended that same level of kindness to

Poor sweet thing. How I badly want to show her what love is again. E:



is just platonic.
I don’t care how this girl stays in my life. All I know is that I nev
| Renéeher to be apart from it ever again.
yet she She’s a rare gem. Most girls of her social standing wouldn’t even b
volunteer at a shelter, and if they did... They would do it for the public
derdad “Are you being adopted? Yes you are, yes you are!” Michelle
bending over the reception desk to pet sweet Sasha.
The dog barks, saying her final goodbyes.
on, and These people provided her a home. They’re a small, family run she
love every dog they bring in. The teenage daughter has tears in her ey
then she runs out back into the office to have a private moment. The
‘ul graykeeps it together, but I can tell he is crying silent tears.
even in It must be like losing a family member.
Renée gives Sasha cuddles, and tears run down her own face. I gues
just proud of her girl.
ir right I know I call Sasha my girl, but she will always be Renée’s first.
she understands the dog on a more personal level.
eak her Finally, I sign my signature on the dotted line, and it looks like '
finally coming home. I could cry myself. But like a typical Alpha, I
I knowthe inside.
1, she’s  Who am I kidding? I can’t even watch sad dog movies without b
But at least this one will have a happy ending.
'ven be Renée and the family watch as I walk Sasha across the parking
toward the car.
Sasha stops for a moment to look back, and it seems she just 1
Renée.moment to reminisce. This place was a home for her for a while. S

ven if it



have been scared when she first arrived here, but it was still a place wt
er wantcould feel safe and loved.
“Bye bye, Sasha!” the family calls.
other to The dog barks and I lean down, rubbing behind her ears. “You read
ity. Sasha?”
croons, She licks my face, and I guess that’s a yes. I open the passenger ¢
her, winding down the window so she can watch the family as I dr
away to her new home.
lter and I just hope she likes her room.
res, and When the shelter is finally out of view, Sasha settles on the fro
wusbandpeering up at me. Her intelligent brown eyes say it all.
Thank you.
I lean across, taking her paw. “I’m gonna take good care of
s she ispromise.”
Sasha narrows her eyes, opening her mouth with a soft pant. I smil
I guessand I can hardly believe it.
I have a new dog.
Sasha’s

cry on

awling.

lot and

vants a

he may



have been scared when she first arrived here, but it was still a place where she
could feel safe and loved.

“Bye bye, Sasha!” the family calls.

The dog barks and I lean down, rubbing behind her ears. “You ready to go,
Sasha?”

She licks my face, and I guess that’s a yes. I open the passenger door for
her, winding down the window so she can watch the family as I drive her
away to her new home.

I just hope she likes her room.

When the shelter is finally out of view, Sasha settles on the front seat,
peering up at me. Her intelligent brown eyes say it all.

Thank you.

I lean across, taking her paw. “I’m gonna take good care of you. I
promise.”

Sasha narrows her eyes, opening her mouth with a soft pant. I smile back,
and I can hardly believe it.

I have a new dog.
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I just finish giving Mittens some water when my phone rings. Th
ID says it’s Dad. I slide the button. “Hello?”

“Renée, there you are. I just called to inform you that I’m bac
London. I would like you and Chloé to come around for dinner for
up.

A catch up? How long has it been? One month?

»

I guess a lot has happened since he left. Chloé’s debut, Jake, !
adoption...

I balance the phone between my ear and shoulder as I pet Mittens.
what day?”

My father clears his throat. “I was hoping maybe tonight.”

Tonight? I was hoping to go around to the Fontaine House tonigh
how Sasha is settling in, but I suppose that can wait another time. It’s
and I can’t say no.

“All right. I’1l let Chloé know.”

“Thank you. Also, thank you for keeping an eye on her. I’m getting

worried about her lately.”



Yeah, me too.

Chloé hasn’t done anything too disconcerting yet, but she is be
quite the party girl. Funny. She was a squeaky clean teenager. We bott

Maybe it’s just all those sheltered teen years finally catching up wit
always wondered when my inner teen would rebel. She hasn’t yet.

“You’re welcome, Dad. It’s been an honor.”

It hasn’t been an honor. Being Chloé’s babysitter is Hell on Eartt
would do it again and again because she is my sister.

“Be at the house for seven. See you later, sweetheart.”

He hangs up and I smile. I’'m so glad he’s back. I’ve missed hin

e callerknow Chloé has too. He may be away a lot, but he’s always been
father.

'k from Mittens rubs her head over my hand as I scratch behind her e

a catchworking in the cattery today. Michelle decided to stay in the kennels v
dogs on my behalf. I was just too sad to see Sasha’s empty kennel.

That’s a good thing, but I was so used to seeing her face eve

Sasha’sBesides, I like the cattery. It’s a hell of a lot quieter, and I don’t have
ear protectors.

. “Sure, There are a few meows here and there as the cats are waiting for the
and I think about ringing Chloé. She will be thrilled to know that
home. She was upset when he couldn’t make it to her debut.

t to see Chloé picks up on the second ring. “Ney Ney...”

my dad That’s odd. She doesn’t sound as enthusiastic as she normall’
Chloé’s always so chipper, even at ten in the morning. She sounds lik
still asleep.

i a little  “Hey, Chlo. Just to let you know that Dad is back. He just called me

invited us over for dinner tonight.”



She takes a moment to respond. “What... tonight?”
coming I pull a confused face, even though she can’t see. “Yeah... is
1 were. problem?”
h her. I Chloé falls silent. That’s when I hear the voice.

“Chloé... come back to bed...”

That’s certainly not Marc’s voice and my blood boils. “Chloé, who
1. But Iis that?”

Again, my little sister doesn’t reply. I grit my teeth. “Chloé?”

I don’t know why I am so angry. She’s twenty-one years of age. S
n and Iadult and she can do as she pleases, but she has just always been s
a goodbehaved.

Well, until recently.
ar. ’'m She always said she would save herself for her future pack. It loc
vith thethat vow went out the window.

Chloé sighs. “Look, it’s just Paddy, okay? I met him a few nights ¢
ry day.bar. Marc even likes him, so we’re good!”
to wear Paddy?

I bite my lip. “Alpha?”
ir food, “No. Beta. We... we didn’t do much. Just messed around a little...”
Dad is I’m not even so sure why she is explaining herself to me. It’s her |

she can do as she wants. She’s just always been so virtuous up until no

Still. T do think she should save herself. I wish I did. I hate that 1
y does.must not be named was the first to touch me. Just three more years to
ce she’sI will finally have a body that he has no longer touched.

They say it takes seven full years for the human body to regene
+and hecells. New hair, new skin, new everything.

“It’s fine, Chloé. The decision is yours, after all. I can’t tell you



do.”
that a She’s quiet, and I can almost hear her tears on the phone.
“Just don’t live with any regrets.”
Chloé takes several deep breaths. Then she says, “All right. Tell Da
be there. Can we keep Paddy a secret for now?”
the hell “Okay.”
Dad will not like the idea of his youngest child finally having a bo
She’s still a kid in his eyes. She still acts like one.
he’s an I just hope Paddy doesn’t turn out to be like You-Know-Who. The la

o well-I want to see is my sister getting her heart broken.

image-placeholder
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I arrive at the family mansion around 6: 30 PM.
Percy, Dad’s butler, lets me through the door when I knock.
“Hello, Ms. Renée.”

life and | have nothing but a wide smile for the old butler. He has worked

W family for years. He’s like a second father to me, and he takes care

1e whoygge while Dad is away on his business trips.

80, and  «percy » [ reply, pecking his cheek when I step inside.
He takes my coat from my shoulders. “Will Ms. Chloé be joii
rate itssoon?”

I turn to look at the butler. “Is she not here yet?”
what to



Strange. Chloé is always good at timekeeping, especially where
concerned. She can’t get enough of our old man. She’s Daddy’s littl
after all, and I know she was always his favorite deep down.

dIwill But he loves us both equally.
I’m the one he can always depend on. That’s why he asks me to |
eye on her, so she doesn’t do anything to damage the family brand or I
yfriend. Vincent Laurent has come too far just to have his dim-witted daugh
his hard work.
st thing “Ah, Renée. There you are...”

I turn to find my dad in the doorway that adjoins the foyer and the
room, and I rush forward, letting him wrap me up in his arms. His bu
scent travels up my nose, and his scent always made me feel safe.
good to see him again.

We have so much catching up to do.

Maybe he can take Chloé and I to the fun fair like he did when w
little, but that’s wishful thinking. Besides, it wouldn’t be the same -
Mom.

“You look elegant tonight, sweetheart,” he compliments me, lead
into the dining room.

for my I gaze down at my velvet plum dress. I always loved this little r

» of thel Ve also decided to be a bit bolder these days in my fashion ¢
Normally, I would wear baggy shirts and pants, even for dinner w
father.

Jing us Mostly, I'm dressing this way for myself. My ex used to get ma

didn’t dress feminine enough. Really, he was just mad that I wouldn

like my seventeen-year-old sister at that time, the one who he had

crush on.



Dad is It sounds so wrong when I look back. She was almost eighteen, but
est girl,preferred a minor over me. The asshole.
Dad pulls out a chair for me and then proceeds to pour me win
looking pretty dapper himself in a fancy suit. Dad never has a hair
<eep anplace. Always well-dressed.
ierself.  Well, unless he was taking us to the funfair. He could be a dad o
ter ruindays, regardless of what the press thought. Honestly, it was good
family brand.
Laurent hotels are family hotels, after all.
+ dining  “So, where is your sister?” he asks, his tone clipped, and that’s 1
irgundygood sign.

It’s so Chloé could never do wrong in Dad’s eyes growing up, being the
child and all, but even he’s not that blinded by his love for her to ¢
she’s changing lately.

7e were It’s ever since she started working on her public image. The swe
withouthotel heiress who everyone adores...
I play with my butter knife. It may not be a good time to tell Dad t
ing mehas a boyfriend. Also, I promised Chloé that I wouldn’t mention anyth
She may be an adult, but she’s just never had a boyfriend before.
wmber.think he will be able to stomach the idea of her “getting it on”.
“hoices. 1don’t think I can.
7ith my “Sorry I’'m late!”
Chloé bursts into the room, taking the seat next to me, and I inhe
d that Ismells of cigarette smoke. It’s wafting off her hot pink fur coat.
’t dress Percy moves to her side to take off her coat, and she thanks him s
a huge“Thank you, Percy...”

He bows and then goes to hang up her cigarette-smelling coat next t



he still Don’t tell me she has been smoking? It looks as if Chloé’s re
teenage years truly are catching up after all.
e. He’s What next? A tattoo? Dear lord, I bet she got a Chinese charac
' out ofmeans noodle soup.
Luckily, Dad can’t smell her across the table. When he gets up to p
n thosewine, I take the bottle and do it for him. Chloé can barely get her glas
for thelips. She’s not herself, and I think she’s already a little drunk.
Maybe giving her wine was a bad idea.
“Are you okay?” I ask.
never a Chloé glances up, smiling brightly. “I’m fine! I'm so glad you'r
Daddy. It’s not been the same without you.”
golden Dad smiles, holding up his drink in a toast.
see that We do the same.
“To family Laurent. May we remain forever prosperous.”
et little Prosperous in more ways than one, I want to add, but I hold my
letting my dad do the honors.
‘hat she The servers bring out the food, and we eat in silence. Hopefully, w
ing. get a moment alone, I'm going to ask Chloé what’s going on. Why
I don’tacting weird? Who is this Paddy guy she is dating?
Apparently, he got Marc’s stamp of approval, so I’'m satisfied, but
sister can’t help but be cautious.
“So,” Dad says. “How are things?
lle. She “Oh, they’re going great. My new perfume has been flying
shelves.”
weetly. Dad genuinely looks proud. “I’m proud of you, Chloé. It seems you
good eye for business, like your old man...”

o mine. She blushes, returning to her drink.



pressed He glances at me. “And you, Renée?”

I peer up from my own wine. “One of the dogs I work with fin¢
ter thatadopted.”

Dad raises his brow in pleasant surprise. “That so? Again, you neve
our hermake me proud. The both of you. You’re doing such wonderful thin
s to heryour lives. If only your mother could have lived to see...”

His voice drifts off and now he gives a melancholy sigh. I guess ii

being back home for him. This house has been empty since she passed

Silence trickles across the room, and I can tell that Dad has somet
e back,say. I prompt him. “Is everything okay?”

He meets my gaze. “I’ll be going away again to Paris in a fey

days...”
My heart drops. “But... you only just got back?”
It looks as if my dream of him taking us to the funfair is slipping
tongue,and further away.
“I know, but it’s business, as usual, sweetheart.”
hen we It’s not. I know he can’t stand to be in this house without Mom. But
7 is shecare to share. The man is still grieving. He lost his wife. But we ne
here.

still. A Chloé doesn’t speak. She just gazes down at the table with her eyes
She’s normally so chipper and bright, but she really does seem s
tonight.

off the She’s twiddling her thumbs.

That’s when I spy the hickey on her neck. Oh, shit.

L have a Luckily, she has covered it up with one of her designer scarves.
across and fix her scarf just as Dad gets up.

“Well, it’s getting late. I’m still a bit jet legged. I had Beth set up y



room for you, Renée, if you’re prepared to stay. The three of us cc
illy gotbreakfast together, too.”

Beth is the housekeeper.
r fail to I guess I could stay. Knowing Chloé, she will want me to sleep in
gs withwith her like we’re kids again.
Dad kisses us both good night and then heads up to bed. Meanwhile
I’s hardand I help the staff to clear the table. We always liked to help out, eve
we were kids.
hing to Mom and Dad taught us well, after all.
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Ldon’ty finq Chloé’s bedroom at the end of the hall, pushing my way inside.

ed himtypical Omega, she has stacks upon stacks of pillows.

Normally, I'm a one pillow kind of girl. Two if I’m feeling part
closed.

ubdued

wild. But lately I have started to see the appeal in multiple pillo
almost as if I am exhibiting nesting instincts.

Chloé moves aside several pillows for me so I can take my place
bed beside her. She relaxes immediately when I place my arm arou
and it won’t be long before she drifts off.

Ireach  g,metimes she asks me to sing to her or to rub her hair so she

asleep faster. Mom used to do the same thing when we were little. She
our old



in havesing us both to sleep, and they are some of my fondest memories.
I spy her picture on Chloé’s bedside cabinet, and it hurts not hav
around anymore. It hurts that Dad has been so distant ever since she le
her bed “Do you want me to sing to you?”
Chloé wiggles in my arms, making herself more comfortable. “IM
, Chloétonight.”
n when I don’t see her face. She already had her pink eye mask on when I a
“Well, how about I stroke your hair?”
She sighs, melting into her pillows. “That would be nice.”
I start stroking her blonde hair. I can tell by the sound of her breath
she’s still awake, so I decide to ask her a question.
“Chloé?”
“Hmmm,” she mumbles sleepily.
I don’t know where to begin. There is so much I want to say, but
want to keep her up all night either. So, I decide to keep it simple.
“You would tell me if something was wrong, right?”
Likea Sheyawns.“S-sure...”
It looks as if the land of sleep has already claimed so much of he
still hedge her a little further.

icularly
vs. Tt’s She may be a little more truthful if she is half asleep.

“Well, I just want you to know that you can talk to me at any time
“on thedlways be your big sis. You know that, right?”

nd her. A half-smile crosses her lips. Then she reaches her hand around, sq
mine. “Love you too, Ney Ney.”

~an fa]] | give my own smile. “You too, Chlo.”

» would I continue to stroke her hair, leaving it at that. There’s not much mo

do. Hopefully, she gets my message. If anything happens to her,



depend on me.

ing her Soon the sound of her snoring fills the room, but all that escapes hei

ft. are little puffs of breath. I dread to know what I sound like when I slee
I’m a drooler.

Jo. Not Eventually, I fall asleep with my hand nestled in Chloé’s hair, an
moment I can pretend we are kids again, hiding from a storm.

tived.  But alas, we will have to wake up again and go our separate ways.

ing that

I don’t

r. But I

. T will

leezing

re I can

she can



depend on me.

Soon the sound of her snoring fills the room, but all that escapes her mouth
are little puffs of breath. I dread to know what I sound like when I sleep. I bet
I’m a drooler.

Eventually, I fall asleep with my hand nestled in Chloé’s hair, and for a
moment I can pretend we are kids again, hiding from a storm.

But alas, we will have to wake up again and go our separate ways.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN



CHAPTER SIXTEEN



F uck. I must be losing my touch. Another failed audition. What
is wrong with me? This sucks. Everything sucks lately.

I pull up to the gates of the house, parking the car in the garage. M
couldn’t roll back any further when I spy all of Alex’s sports cars line
the lot and what a show off.

Okay, I shouldn’t be harsh. He’s been my rock since the whole sh
down with Vivienne, but I wish he didn’t have to show off be
successful sibling.

His net worth is way more than mine, after all.

I’m in a foul mood today, and I can’t wait to throw back on the cot
do some gaming.

I find the pack in the living room when I arrive. Sasha, Ezra’s ne
sits on his lap as he rubs between her ears. Over and over, he asks th
“who’s a good girl,” and she doesn’t stop wagging her tail.

The reason why that dog is here is because of Renée. She rehabilita
and my heart melts when I see the sweet canine wagging her tail, get

the rubs she deserves and more.



The three of them are watching the wide screen TV. I don’t think
them have realized I have arrived.
I had been so focused on watching the large Alpha petting his new |
I failed to see who popped up on TV. My fists clench the moment I §
her radiant smile and her sparkling eyes as the reporter asks her questic
Vivienne.
I forgot it was the premiere for her new movie today. Super b
whatever it’s called again. Starring the two-timing whore.
She doesn’t deserve that role. She doesn’t deserve all the accolades
cheers from the crowd. It’s as if the world has forgotten about what ¢
the hellOr they just don’t care.
That woman broke my heart.
1y eyes Worst of all, she looks super-hot, and I feel an old flame of desire |
'd up ininside me again when I get a look at her in that sheer floor-length g
splits down the middle, showing off her creamy skin, and shit...
iit went I am still attracted to her in some way. Never mind that she’s a chea
ing thedeserves to burn in the flames of hell, she is still incredibly hot. She
the best trainers to get her in shape for her new role. She will be we
spandex bodysuit, so her ass needs to look super great.
ich and Alex glances up, and it looks as if he has finally noticed me. The 1
them had been riveted on the TV. Vivienne’s new movie is highly anti
'w dog,after all.
e dog’s “Jake... turn that thing off.”
The beta glances up. Then he follows my brother’s gaze, and he loc
ted her,he’s swallowed lead the moment he spots me. “Shit. I’m so sorry, Hen
ting all He switches the TV off and then a quiet settles over the room

breaks the awkwardness by jumping off the couch and padding towar



any ofpet behind her ear, trying to calm my breaths. The dog has a calming
but it still isn’t enough.
yup that Here I am, coming back from a failed audition, while my toxic, tre
slimpseex is living the American Dream.
Jns. It’s just not fair.

Why should she get to be so successful while I’'m stuck here
itch, orwallowing in self- pity? I’'m so pathetic.

The whole world is laughing at me. I don’t bother reading the cor
and theonline, but I know what they say. They’re all laughing along with Vi
she did.and screw this. I need space.

“How did the 