
  
  
      
        
          A Tale of Blood and Glass

          
		      
          Jennifer Carter

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Jennifer Carter 

All rights reserved.

No Ai Training

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Tale of Blood and Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Blurb
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Word of Caution 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author Note’s
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Playlist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Eight 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
         Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter Twenty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Chapter Thirty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Chapter Thirty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        About Jennifer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Also by Jennifer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
[image: image-placeholder]



Twisted Tales from RavenClaim

Series

Cinderella 

reimagining

By

Jennifer Carter










  
  
[image: image-placeholder]



What if Cinderella snapped, and murdered her stepfamily in a desperate act? And all that was left behind at the scene of the crime was a dagger made of glass. And what if her mate was the one in charge of the investigation and the only way to save her was to cover up the murders? 

Once upon a time.  This story can’t possibly start like that.  No, it’s much more violent than that.  It’s more of a cautionary tale of what truly happens when an Omega hits her breaking point.

Sinna has been beaten down one too many times throughout her short life.  When she is pushed too far over the edge she finally snaps.  Some would say she turned feral.  Rabid even.  Though, isn’t that how so many females are conceived when they finally fight back?   

Stephen is the lead detective on the case and knows something just isn’t right about what’s going on.  Will he choose to go against his own moral compass to protect an Omega in need? 

Conner the friend’s bully, but that’s a long stretch to be calling him a friend.  Will he grow a backbone and help Sinna?  

Dante, owner of the tattoo shop ‘Ink and blood’ is about to harbor a murderer?    

There’s no fairy godmother to save the day or pumpkin that turns into a carriage to sell this tale.  Life is not all fairytales and happy endings.  Sinna will have to be the one to save herself, in the most brutal way possible.  Will Prince Charming (AKA her mates) be able to find her and keep her safe in time?  
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Dear readers, 

This book is intended for an 18+ audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic violent and sexual content. Due to sexual acts, and violence, language reader discretion is advised.  It also has darker themes of torture, murder, murder of stepfamily, gore, bullying, and crude behavior. 

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Light breeding kinks, light dom/sub, and the female main character will end up with multiple partners.  Sex without a condom. Biting/ primal. Knotting.  



If these are triggers for you then please do not read.  Thank you.
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Just in case you didn’t know, this book is an Omegaverse. I want to give a little break down as far as society norms for an OV is. 

A society made up of:

Alphas

The natural leaders of the pack, alphas are typically strong and aggressive, and are usually male, but can also be female. 

Betas

The neutrals of the pack.  Known for being levelheaded, and a calming force.

Omegas

Submissive and gentle, omegas are more maternal and nurturing, and both genders can become pregnant from an alpha. 

Sometimes my characters lean into other designations that they aren’t supposed to be in.  That is done on purpose.



A Bit of History


We are the children of the Moon Goddess.  We are considered shifters so please refrain from calling us werewolves.  We very much don’t like that term that Hollywood came up with.  The movies definitely got a couple of things wrong.  We are not controlled by the sway of the moon but rather encouraged.  We can shift as we see fit.  

It was said in the moon legends that we were created to be the great protectors because of our strength and speed and maybe that was true at one point.  It was our mandate.  A title brought down from the stars themselves, or so we’ve been told.  It was supposed to be ingrained in us. 

We keep to ourselves, away from the prying eyes of humans but other shifters outright flaunt what we are.  The Red Light District is such a place where they are a law unto themselves.  Allowing shifters and humans to do unspeakable acts without consequence.  Most shifters rather stay away from humans because of their too-curious natures. 

I know I would not like to end up being their next experiment.  However, we do live alongside the witches who seem to be another race created by the Moon Goddess.  I’m sure there are others out there that I don’t even know about, but we’ll move on for now.

Our society is broken down into three classes.  Alpha is the most dominant one.  They are supposed to protect all others whether it be Omegas or Betas.  Then we have the Betas who are neutral and are generally working class.  They generally stay to themselves.  Finally, the Omegas or submissive ones.  They are supposedly known to need Alphas to survive.  At least that’s what I’ve been taught.            

The moon legend also said that some wolves had abilities beyond the normal wolf shifter.  Some could heal, others could hide amongst the shadows.  There were even some that were said to be able to control the elements.  The list of abilities went on and on becoming more far-fetched as the legend goes.

However, one thing was very true, the abilities were more prominent in Omegas.  The Alphas became obsessed with those abilities and began to force Omegas into mate bonds that they did not choose.  They believed that no Omega should be able to have such power above an Alpha.    

Many Omegas lost their lives fighting against what the Alphas were trying to do to them.  Others were forced into the bonds and subjected to the Alpha command to keep Omegas in their places.  At an Alpha’s feet.  It was even said that many Omegas went as far as to go into hiding from the Alphas that sought to chain them, for we were not meant for cages.

Over the years the Omegas began to lose their blessed powers.  I believe the Moon Goddess chose to do this to try and save the Omegas at one point but the history about this is lost to time itself.  Only the Moon Goddess would know for sure at this point.  

At one point the Omegas began to die out causing Alphas into multiple Alpha packs with one Omega to share.  A reverse harem, if you will.  To ensure the continuance of our species.  At first, this did not go over well for the Alphas, given that they are possessive by nature.  As time went on and no other alternative was found they were forced to accept their new circumstances in this life.

Over the generations, this became our new normal.  It was unheard of in most cases to have simply one Alpha and one Omega in a single pack.  Wolves stopped balking when an Omega pack walked into their establishments.  Males would fight for the right to be an Omega’s chosen.  The Omega became the center of their pack and Alphas once again became the protectors that they needed to be.   

The Moon legends go on to say that every hundred years a new Luna was chosen by the Moon Goddess.  Before she was even born into the world so she may create balance in trying times.  The Luna was always a girl and always showed signs of both an Alpha and Omega wolf.  

A woman could exhibit compassion while still being the force of nature to bring it about.  This was to ensure peace and balance.  For a Luna needs the instincts of an Omega and the protective driving force of an Alpha.  

The Moon Goddess always revealed her chosen Luna on a full moon of the young wolf’s thirteenth year.  When the unveiling occurred, it was said that five Alpha mates were presented to the Luna as her guardians.  These chosen mates were said to be the best fit for the chosen Luna.  They would keep her safe, protecting her with their lives if need be.  They would comfort and provide and when the time came, they would mate.  

They would watch over and protect her until her coming of age.  When the young Luna reaches her eighteenth year of life the wolves would hold a mating ceremony. She would attend her mating ceremony to be bound fully to her mate guardians.  It is said that the Luna's chosen pack would run underneath the moonlight to show unity to the whole of wolf kind.

Until that day the elders would look after her and guide her in the light of the moon.  They would teach her of the Moon Legend's history and prepare her for the struggles ahead.  For the Luna was destined for a very important destiny.

However, over the years the wolves began to lose such abilities.  Some said that it was because we lost faith in our Moon Goddess.  Others said that our abilities were taken from us because we began to use them not as intended.  I believe that we began to lose our abilities because we were no longer worthy of the Moon Goddess’s compassion.

I believe she turned her back on us a long time ago and forsaken us for what we had become.  A cruel breed that was no longer pack.  We sought out our favors and prospered from one another's suffering.  When wolf began to turn on wolf, our Moon Goddess left us to our untimely demise, but we did not fall.  No, we became so much worse.    

It had been five hundred years since the last Luna came into existence.  In that time our society began to crumble from the greed and power struggle of wolves.  We were no longer a pack animal.  We sought out our own selfish needs.       
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	Look What You Made Me Do by Taylor Swift


	Can You Feel My Heart by Bring Me The Horizon


	Cinderella’s dead by Emeline


	Wait and Bleed by Slipknot


	In The Air Tonight by Marilyn Manson


	Feel Good Inc. by Gorillaz


	Hello Heaven, Hello by Yungblud


	Let it go by James Bay


	Better Days by Goo Goo Dolls


	Welcome to the Black Parade by My Chemical Romance


	Lil Boo Thang by Paul Russell 


	Miss Murder by AFI


	Castle by Halsey


	Secrets by OneRepublic


	Shoot out the Lights by Ron Pope
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Mary Shelley once wrote, ‘I have love in me the likes of which you can scarcely imagine and rage the likes of which you would not believe. If I cannot satisfy one, I will indulge the other.’ Truer words have never been written before. Almost as if they were written for me, or at the very least describe how I feel most days. 

For too long now I have felt used up, helpless, and so utterly alone with no hope in sight.  I would like to say that I love profoundly and fiercely, but the world has taken that choice from me.  I would like to proclaim that I’m a gentle feminine soul, but that would also be a lie.  

 Instead of submitting and becoming complacent like how they wanted me to be, I took a different path.  I refused to kneel to their whims.  I turned to the only thing I still had control over.  My rage.

A rage that burned brighter and hotter with each passing day until it was all that I knew.  They tried to take my autonomy away from me.  Something I was not willing to give.  And that was my breaking point.

I battled internally with my moral compass, and the broken pieces that should have been dead and gone won out.  Maybe that’s why I did it.  I became so pent up with these horrible feelings and like a ticking time bomb I exploded.

  The world would not give it to me, so I took it for myself.  I took back what I needed, without regret or remorse.  It may not have changed the past, but it would ensure my future was changed forever.  For if I am to become the monster… then I would be the worst kind of them all.  An Omega scorned.  An Omega to be feared.
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“You missed a spot,” Katherin’s nasally voice sounds from behind me making me cringe. The old wooden floorboards creak as I shift towards her hovering over me. I glance over my shoulder to find a sneer spreading across her ugly face. My whole body flushing hot with anger and the need to do something about it. I grind my molars hard trying not to react. 

  My left eye twitches with annoyance and I clench my free hand into a fist until I feel my nails digging into the flesh of my palm.  I never in my short life thought I would fantasize about murdering another female so much in such a short period of time.  But here I am, yet again.  

Her voice grates along my last nerve as I try to suppress the cringe that comes along with hearing it.  I’m about ready to snap from her overbearing presence.  Doesn’t she have somewhere else to be?

  I have this sudden urge to shove this dirty rag down her throat until she chokes on it and silence her forever.  Before I can even open my mouth to tell her to go away, she presses her fat hand on the window.  Sliding her pudgy hand across the clean window and leaving a smudged handprint across the glass.  Oh, hell no, I just cleaned that!

 I grit my teeth so hard that I’m surprised my molars don’t crack in half as I try to hold myself in check.  My entire body is vibrating with suppressed anger.  When what I really want to do is turn around and punch her in the face.

Really.

Hard.

I feel my vision turning red with the anger that’s now boiling in my blood.  I clench my fists harder to keep myself from doing something that I’ll end up regretting.  Not because I’m against physical harm at this point, but because I know that the backlash will be worse for me.  By the glint in her dark eyes, she knows it too.

 I turn around to face her as a smug smile curls her lips, and my vision becomes tunneled as I fight to get my anger under control.  My wolf growling in the back of my mind does not help the situation at all.

  I know she’s pushing me just to see if she can get a rise out of me.  Like this is some kind of game, but it’s not.  This is my life she’s messing with.  The realization makes my body go cold and I have to swallow hard.

It’s always been like this with my stepsister since the moment my father brought her into his house.  Along with a new stepmother and stepbrother.  I tried to play nice even when my instincts were screaming at me that these were not good wolves.  

Her hand slaps hard against the glass again causing me to jolt from my thoughts.  She’s been harassing me all morning… for the past several years of my life if I’m being honest, and I’ve about had enough of her all together.  Ignoring her hasn’t helped since this is the third time she’s done this.  

“Better hurry up before Mother finds you slacking,” she says in an overly sweet voice that sounds like nails on a chalkboard, and my stomach to twist in knots.  Her comment causes my face to scrunch up in disgust.  I let out a slow shuddering breath but everything inside me now is coiled to attack.

I want to rip her tongue out for the ignorant words that fell from her mouth, so I don’t have to hear her speak ever again.  She’s one to talk since she doesn’t lift a finger around this place.  I feel my canines elongate in my mouth as I fantasize about ripping her throat out with my bare teeth.  A little thrill runs through me at the thought.  

I think I’ve murdered her at least four times in my head now, but really who’s keeping count?  My tongue runs over one of my fangs and I have to push down the inferno raging inside.  I try to take a deep breath in hopes of submerging my wolf that wants to break free.  She takes a stumbling step back when she realizes my eyes are on her.  By her reaction, I’m sure she can see my wolf staring back at her.   

“She’s not my mother,” I grit out in a cold tone barely above a whisper, still kneeling in front of the window.  Of course, that’s the reason why I didn’t see my evil stepmother nearby.  

“Excuse me, what was that Sinna,” Lori, my horrid stepmother, asks from the doorway just behind me as if she appeared out of thin air.  

I didn’t even hear her approach.  I was too focused on Katherin.  I look over my shoulder as she glares down at me.  Every instinct inside of me urges me to stand up.  To not give her the high ground, but I force myself to stay still.  Nothing good will come of trying to fight back.  It never does.  

I clear my throat before saying, “I was just reminding Katherin that you are not, in fact, my mother.”  I mean, it’s only the truth.  Out of the corner of my eye, I see Katherin snicker behind her hand causing my stomach to churn with anxiety.  She takes in the scene she instigated with a satisfied gleam that instantly puts me on edge.

 When I look back at Lori, I can tell I have struck a nerve in her.  I know I should have kept my mouth shut and my head down, but times like these make it almost impossible.  She standing ramrod straight looking down her nose at me with her hands clutched in front of her impeccable dress.  I stare up at her in defiance still kneeling on the ground at her feet.  

Her eyes seem to blaze with the hatred she only seems to reserve for me.  As if I ruined her life yet it’s the other way around.  She destroyed my entire life, and there is no remorse in that cold fury gaze of hers.

 I knew I had messed up the moment I opened my mouth, and those words came out.  I can’t find it in me to care or try to take them back either.  Call me reckless or what you will, but I’m tired of submitting to this female.  I was already having a foul morning due to her little bitch of a daughter.  I let out a sigh of defeat as my shoulders inch up towards my ears anticipating the inevitable blow to come.

It was always best for me to be on my guard around them especially when they were both in the same room.  I was just thankful, that Chris, my stepbrother wasn’t around this weekend.  A shudder of real fear runs through my body at the thought.  Make no mistake, they were all the same.  Designed to make my life a living hell since my father had brought them home. 

I hate feeling like this in my own home, but I have no choice in the matter.  I was a victim of circumstances.  Goddess, how I despised that.      

“You will not disrespect me or my daughter in my home,” she sneers in a haughty tone as she turns her nose up at me like the regal bitch, she thinks she is.

Everything in me flushes with heat and the need to lash out is an undeniable urge.  I grind my teeth at her words because this is not her home.  No matter what anyone else seems to believe.  It doesn’t fucking matter what my father’s will says.  He would have never left my home to this disgusting foul creature that’s currently towering over me.  

Every time I hear her threat it brings a chill racing down my spine.  For her to be able to hold so much power over me makes my skin crawl.  What’s worse is that she knows how deeply she controls me.  She knows I have nowhere else to go.  It has always been her favorite threat to hang over my head, knowing that I couldn’t fight back.  Knowing that I would submit to her whims.  

My chest tightens and for a moment all I want is for this nightmare to come to an end.  I’m so tired.  It’s not the kind of tiredness that can be solved with sleep either.  I’m mentally and physically drained from being permanently stuck in survival mode for the last several years.  My hatred and anger can only carry me so far.

I had a mother and father once, who loved me dearly.  They would have done anything to see me happy.  I miss those days so terribly and remembering them only makes me feel more utterly alone in all of this.  Everything changed and now it feels like a lifetime ago.  I was young when my mother became ill, and without much warning passed away.

Over time my mother has become a fading memory that my mind has trouble grasping.  I don’t remember the sound of her voice or the scent of her.  I barely remember her smile or the embrace of her hugs.  I don’t remember a lot of things about her anymore.  

One thing that I do remember crystal clear is Lori being at my mother’s funeral.  And how odd it was.  I remember it like it was only yesterday, but I didn’t understand why she was there.  I had never met her before.  I remember clinging to my father’s sleeve with tears streaming down my cheeks.  I remember disliking Lori from the beginning when he introduced me to her.  

It was only a gut instinct at the time I met her, but even then, I somehow knew she was a bad person.  I’m positive it was my wolf’s instincts trying to warn me.  It’s true what they say, how children and animals can sense another person’s intentions.

And Lori’s intentions were pure evil.  It was in the way she smiled at my father but then sneered behind his back at me.  It was in the way she clutched at his other arm like she had a right to.  As if she was entitled to be there.

I could not tell you what type of flower was on my mother’s casket.  Or the farewell song that was sung.  I could not tell you if it was raining or if the sun was shining that day.  However, I could tell you the way Lori’s hand grazed up my father’s arm.  I could tell you the sly grin curling her blood-red lips.  I could tell you the unease unfurling inside of my chest.  

I knew something was wrong with her.  Only a few short months after my mother was in the cold hard ground Lori and her children moved into our home and lives.  A home that was once filled with love, and fond memories of my family.  Now an ever-present reminder of how quickly things can change for the worse.  

Shortly after my father married Lori, he suffered a massive heart attack and passed away.  At least that is what was disclosed in the autopsy report.  There one day and gone the next.  It happened so quickly that it made me dizzy with grief.  

My father’s will left everything to Lori or at least that was what I was told.  I never once saw the actual will to confirm what it had said.  I didn’t trust her, but it still left me at her mercy.  I knew she had something to do with the cause of my parents’ deaths.  However, I had no way of proving it.  The only thing I had to go on was my gut instincts, and they were rarely wrong.  

Lori had sat me down the same day they put my father in the ground next to my mother, and with a cold detached voice, she ripped the rug from under my feet.  

“I understand that you’re not intelligent enough to comprehend what it is I’m telling you right now but in time you will,” her words ring in my ears as if it was only the other day.

 It had been almost eight years since that cruel day that left me an orphan with nothing to my name.  Since then, I’ve been living under the same roof as my parents’ murderer.  Always worrying and wondering when I’ll be next.

Lori abruptly snaps her fingers in front of my face causing me to flinch backward and bringing me out of my dark thoughts.  Kathrin snickering with amusement from the side of me causes me to muffle a growl of irritation.  

“Have you heard a thing I’ve said,” Lori growls, and her eyes harden with anger.  I hesitantly shake my head, because I wasn’t listening at all.  Half the time it was all dribble that came pouring out of her mouth.

“You are to sweep and mop the floors, wash the dishes, and have lunch ready by noon,” she says sweeping her hands down her dress and smoothing out invisible wrinkles, “move along, Sinna.  Don’t make me get the cane again.”  An involuntary shudder runs through my entire body at her threat.  

The last time that happened I couldn’t stand correctly for over a week, let alone sit.  She had been almost giddy with excitement as she hit me repeatedly.  I try my best to block the memory from my mind, but it’s the evil in her eyes that I can’t seem to forget.  I scramble to my feet rushing to get out of the room, but her voice stops me in my tracks.

“Are you forgetting something, Sinna?”

I slowly turn around and my brow scrunches in confusion.  She lets out an annoyed huff.

“Apologize to Katherin.”  My hands ball up into fists at the command in her voice.  I know that if I don’t Lori will be all too happy to beat me.

“Sorry,” I mutter glancing over at Katherin in disdain.

“What?  I didn’t hear you since you were mumbling,” her grin widens.

“I’m sorry,” I say again louder and clearer this time so there’s no mistake.  Lori gives a curt nod, and I rush out of the room like a whipped pup, hating myself for the weakness.  I can hear Katherin’s giggles chasing behind me as I exit the room.  

When I reach the hallway, a little sigh puffs out of me.  Then the anger bleeds through my panic and I’m back to clenching my hands into fists at my side.  I despise them, and I despise myself for not being strong enough to do anything about it.

Lori believed she needed to present a happy family front.  She was the type of female who needed to be better than everyone else in the room.  Whether anyone believed the lie or not that also didn’t matter.  The image that she crafted inside her mind was all that mattered.  

I, however, was not happy with any of this.  Part of that happy family front was making sure I knew my place.  Which was clearly beneath the heels of my stepfamily, and they reminded me of that every single day.  

I only have a few more months of school left, I sternly reminded myself.  Just a few more months until I can get far away from this place and never look back.  I had hoped that I would have found my Alphas by now, but even that seemed to be an impossible task.

  No Alpha wanted a mangy-looking Omega.  How could they when they could have a better mate?  My nose starts to sting as my eyes fill with unshed tears.  I fingered a hole in my sleeve as a cringe ran through me.

Worthless.

Useless.

Pathetic.

Most days I could brush off the hurt, but it was getting harder and harder to let it go.

Be grateful they said, I snarl in the back of my mind, without her, you’d be in foster care.  I roughly swipe the back of my hand over my eyes to get rid of the evidence of my weakness.  I take a deep breath trying to get myself back under control, because no matter how much I wanted to cry it wouldn’t help.

  I began doing the chores my stepmother assigned to me as I stepped into autopilot mode.  I had gotten so good at pretending everything away that most days I wasn’t even actually here.  I lived inside my mind.  Far, far, away from the nightmare that was now somehow my life.
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The halls are crowded the next day at school as I try to make my way to my last class of the day. Thankfully my easiest class. My Omega class. Where I’m supposed to be the perfect Omega. I’m failing that class, but whatever. Life goes on, and like I said it’s still one of my easier classes. 

Posters are plastered here and there along the off-white walls of this little hellhole.  ‘Be the change you want to see in the world’, catches my eye before I let out a scoff of disgust.  Yes, that’s all its gonna take, I think with a petulant roll of my eyes.  

Yeah.  

Fucking. 

Right.  

How can you be the change when you’re drowning in everyone else’s rules?  

 Omegas, Betas, and Alphas trudge through the halls to their destinations.  The sea of movement forces me to continue down the hallway.  I dart around the ones that are standing around their lockers.  An irritated huff escapes me when I nearly trip over a backpack that someone left in the middle of the way.  It’s borderline exhausting being in the middle of them all after the weekend I had to endure.  

So many scents churning together to make one nauseating scent that makes my head begin to pound with an oncoming headache.  Just a couple more months, I try my best to reassure myself.  It doesn’t work, but it’s the thought that counts, right?  Ha!  Who am I kidding?  I let out a shuddering breath as I continued on my way.

I’m generally invisible to most and I don’t mind that one bit.  I still get the odd looks of disgust or pity every now and again.  For the most part, I try to block it out of my mind.  Sometimes it’s better to live in ignorance than depicting every single expression on another’s face.  

Judgmental fuckers, the lot of them.  It makes me wonder how they would cope if they were in my shoes.  Not well, I would imagine.  Especially when it rains, and the water soaks your socks because there are too many holes in the soles for them to be adequate any longer.

Sadly, that pretty much sums up my life.  My soul is riddled with holes and that leaves me flooded with all these overwhelming emotions that I have to force myself to push down.  Most days it’s surprising that I can find a way to get out of bed in the mornings.  

  It’s still better here than at home at least.  I’d rather dance in puddles all day, getting soaked to the bone than be anywhere near that murderess.  Life’s funny that way, I suppose.  

“Move it or lose it,” someone shouts behind me, jolting me out of my thoughts.  I freeze on the spot.  My shoulders hunch as I try to make myself smaller.  I press closer to the wall in hopes that they’ll just go around me.  No such luck.

  I get jostled as a couple of males pass me throwing a football between them.  I duck my head trying to make myself as small as possible.  Less of a target.  I don’t want to get hit in the head with it… again.  I bite down hard on my lip to keep the pathetic whimper of fear behind my teeth.  I truly hate this type of frantic energy especially when it incites so much anxiety inside me.

  Just when I think the chaos has officially passed me, a shoulder slams into me hard causing me to stumble into the wall.  I thought I was going to make it through the day without an incident.  I guess I was wrong.

“Oh, hey Tramp, didn’t see you there,” Chris growls in a cruel voice, and my nose scrunches up in disgust.

  I turn my head slightly to glare into his dark cold eyes.  It was my fucked-up stepbrother, of course, it was.  If I thought, I could be lucky enough to just get through the day I was truly mistaken.  Surely, the Moon Goddess was looking down on me laughing her ass off.

  Anger surges through me as I wonder how it would feel to set him on fire.  I can imagine him squealing like a stuck pig as he flails about trying to put the flames out.  I hold back the laugh from that mental image, but just barely.  His eyes narrow on me as if he was reading my thoughts and I cock an eyebrow in return. 

I hadn’t seen him all weekend and I was thankful for the reprieve, but I should have known it wouldn’t last long.  My eyes dart around for a friendly face, but all I see are his stupid friends who always seem to encourage his behavior.  The worst part was that they were all Alphas.  

The shitty little nickname makes my insides churn with anger.  Tramp.  What a bunch of assholes.  It wasn’t funny the first time they started calling me it and it sure as hell isn’t funny after years of hearing it.  It was just Chris trying to show everyone else that I was the one from the wrong side of town.  Yet, it’s his family that moved into my house.  Not the other way around.  

I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek refusing to give these assholes the satisfaction of seeing how they affect me.  Just a few more months and then I won’t have to see any of their ugly faces ever again, I remind myself.  It doesn’t help, but I’m not surprised.  I try to jerk out of Chris’s grasp, but his hand only tightens further in my shirt.

“Let go,” I grit out.

“Or what,” he sneers leaning in until his hot breath hits the shell of my ear causing me to flinch, “what are you going to do about it, Tramp?”

For one blinding moment, all my senses go dead with panic.  Then my wolf snarls in the back of my head as I struggle to get away from this horrible Alpha.  Disgust swirls inside of me, and the need to get away is all-consuming.  

“Hey man, let’s go or we’re going to be late for practice,” one of the Alphas mutters.  My eyes dart toward him, but he’s not looking at me.  His dark brown eyes are focused on Chris with a look of worry.  I watch his hands tighten around the football until his knuckles turn white.  What a strange reaction, I find myself thinking.

 Chris ignores his friend in favor of pushing in closer to me.  My chest tightens with a burst of fear.  My breath catches in my throat as my panic rises to new levels along with the urge to shift and protect myself.  I can feel his hard length poking into my lower back making me nauseated.  Is he getting off on this?

“Hey, come on Chris,” his friend mutters trying to get him to let go of me.  Everything happens so fast.  My canines elongate with all the fear and anger swirling around inside of me.  I turn my head to try and reason with Chris, but that’s not what happens.  Instead, as if my instincts kick in, I sink my teeth into the flesh of his hand.  Chris lets out a shout of pain that has my whole body lighting up with satisfaction.   

 The hot taste of copper has my stomach churning and bile rising in my throat, but I refuse to let go.  I chomp down harder causing him to howl in agony as he tries to rip his hand from my mouth.  I’m surprised I’m not shaking my head like a feral wolf, thank the goddess for that.

My head slams into the wall causing me to gasp in pain and let go of him before I even know what’s going on.  I’m dazed for a moment as I blink my eyes slowly trying to get my brain to reset.  My ears are ringing, and my vision is blurry as I stumble away from my psychotic stepbrother.  I spit a wad of Chris’s blood on the floor to get the taste of him out of my mouth.     

“She fucking bit me,” Chris hollers and I manage to tilt my head in his direction.  The veins in his throat are pulled taunt with anger and he looks murderous.  Everything feels like it’s in slow motion and I wonder if he managed to give me a concussion.  His dark eyes are glaring back at me with such anger that if I wasn’t so out of it, I’d probably be fearing for my life.  Instead, I scoff because I obviously have a death wish, but really what more can they take from me?

“You better get that checked out,” one of the Alphas laughs, “it could get infected because of her feral ass.”  I try to block out the hurt, but it’s no use.  Chris snatches me by my shirt collar again yanking me closer until we’re nearly nose to nose.  

“Just wait till I get home and tell my mother about this little incident,” Chris snarls not looking away from me.

“Eww, gonna go home and tell mommy on her,” one of his friends ribs him causing his cheeks to turn an ugly red with his embarrassment. 

“Let’s go,” he growls before releasing me with a shove and his intense gaze, and I take a deep breath, “she’s not worth my time.”  When they’re finally out of sight the adrenaline that was coursing through my body drains and I collapse into a heap on the floor.  My teeth begin to chatter and my whole body shakes uncontrollably as I curl into a tight ball against the wall.

I glance up at their retreating forms, and the one who tried to help looks back at me.  His black hair falls into his gaze from the movement.  There’s something in his eyes.  Something I don’t even think I have a name for.  When he turns his back on me my chest pinches tight, and I force myself to ignore it.  I’m used to dealing with my life all by myself.  

Why would I think anyone would possibly care about me now?  The nice Alpha doesn’t care, and I shouldn’t get silly little thoughts stuck in my head that he might.  It’s fine.  At least my encounter with Chris wasn’t worse.   

I tuck my knees against my chest and wrap my arms around them.  Letting out a shuddering breath I take a moment to try and calm my racing heart and my messy emotions.  I squeeze my eyes shut tightly.  Tears leak out of the corner of my eyes involuntarily, and I press my forehead against my knees.

  Distantly I hear the bells sound through the hall letting me know that I’m officially late to class.  I’m alone in the hallway.  No one bothers to check on me.  No one even bothers to come looking for me.  No one even cares.  It’s pathetic for me to think otherwise. 

After what feels like a million years, I manage to uncurl my stiff body pushing my legs out in front of me with my head tilting to the side.  I stare at a piece of gum stuck on the floor next to me.  That’s fucking gross.  My head lolls to the side where I see a trash can only a couple of steps away.  Really?  

  I let out a scoff of disbelief and shook my head before forcing myself to stand up on shaky legs.  Enough of the pity party.  There’s no way I’m going to class now, but I’m also not going to continue to sit here on the floor.  Especially not next to a chewed-up used piece of gum while having a pity party for one.

I stumble my way to my locker which luckily isn’t that far from where I was sitting.  Grabbing what I need to before heading right out of the school building.  I shield my eyes from the late afternoon sunlight.  I blink my watery eyes several times trying to adjust to the bright light outside.

Slowly, I glance around to make sure no one is nearby.  When I realize it’s just me, I let out a heavy breath.  My gaze goes to the tree line and my wolf whines in the back of my head.  I just need to run, that’s what I need.  I force myself to continue toward the tree line and once I’m there I drop my old ratty backpack on the ground next to a huge oak tree.  

I pull off my clothes and fold them.  Setting them in a pile on top of my backpack.  Then I let the shift take over and let my wolf out.  My bones crack and reform as a dull pain pulses through me.  It doesn’t take long before my paws hit the dirt and then I’m running.  I’m running faster and faster as my breath heaves in and out.  

I run until my legs ache and my body is depleted of the anxious energy churning through me.  All the while wishing I was actually free.  If only it were that simple, then I would run fast and far.  And I would never look back.
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