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        I’m his mate. I’m his weakness.

      

      

      
        
        A girl going into heat in the middle of a press conference, surrounded by Alpha politicians who didn’t plan to show the world their true, volatile nature? Causes a bit of mayhem.

        Being the girl whose first heat made every mayoral candidate go into a rut on national television…?

        I thought the utter humiliation sucked—that losing my job for something out of my control was as awful as it got.

        I was wrong.

      

        

      
        He came from the shadows. Told me I belong to him. And then… Then he showed me exactly what that means.

        But powerful as my Alpha suitor is, his ruthless possessiveness might be the ruin of us both.

      

      

      
        
        Alpha is the first book in Nora Ash’s suspense-filled Omegaverse series, Alpha Ties. Each book is a full-length novel with a complete romance storyline.

      

        

      
        This series gets dark, and it gets dirty. If you don’t enjoy your romance scorching and your alphas rough & dominant, give this book a pass.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      I write romance that Hurts So Good.

      

      
        
        FIND ME HERE:

      

      

      

      
        
        Newsletter

        Facebook Group

        Instagram

      

        

      
        Goodreads

        Bookbub

        Website

        Facebook Page

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Note

      

      
        Summary

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Ezban Confinement Facility, Location: classified

      

      
        Gimme More Leod!

      

    

    
      
        Also by Nora Ash

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      It usually takes a lot to shake me while I’m on the clock, but these political gatherings are tough to get through for most single women. I am no exception.

      I grit my teeth and pretend like my system isn’t being bombarded with alpha pheromones. As I glance to the side I can tell I’m not the only one in the throng of reporters who is on edge from all the airborn aggression—a couple of the other female journalists are fidgeting, and a burly man holding a video camera on his shoulders is flexing his free hand. Probably an alpha himself, judging by the size of him. But he’s been through this before, as have we all, and we’re all pretending like we’re not noticing the testosterone rolling off the mayoral candidates in thick waves.

      I clench my pen tighter and squirm in my chair from discomfort at the latent aggression as I take in the five candidates. Every single one is so obviously alpha, which I think is just another sound reason to avoid any and all politicians. When your job is not to cover them for the most volatile election in recent memory, of course.

      “I’d like to offer you all my warmest welcome to this our third debate.” The current Lord Mayor smiles from his podium up front, in what I’m sure his PR team meant to be a jovial manner. Lord Mayor Bremen is a man is his sixties, with dark gray hair and sharp eyes, and he has ruled Mattenburg with an iron fist for eight years. If there is one thing he’s not, it’s jovial.

      “With only two weeks to election day, we have a busy schedule ahead of us, so let us get started with the evening’s topic of CO2 emissions and recreational planning.”

      I start to write notes on my trusty notepad, not bothering to look up while Bremen continues his introduction to the third subject the candidates have to discuss in a public forum before the elections.

      “To get us started, I am certain Mister Peter Leod will enlighten us on the Liberals’ viewpoints.”

      I look up, my pen pausing in time to see the Lord Mayor step backward and allow for one of the other candidates to take the floor. It is well known that he and Leod have been butting heads since before the election campaigns started, and as far as I know, Bremen has never allowed him to open a debate.

      If Leod is as surprised by the gesture as I am—as the rest of the room appears to be—then he doesn’t show it. He is a very tall man, who hides his alpha physique as best he can underneath an immaculately pressed, white shirt and a blue suit. No doubt in order to appeal to the liberal citizens his party represents—the ones who don’t care for archaic roles and biologically dictated power structures. I probably would have voted for him myself, if it wasn’t because I’ve been exposed to the lies and corruption within our city council for a few years now, thanks to my job. There are no Santa Claus, no Tooth Fairy and definitely no trustworthy politician in this city.

      “Thank you, Lord Mayor.” Leod lets his eyes sweep over the cameras and gathered reporters, the air of confidence that has made him rise from a relative nobody to a serious contender within the span of two years vibrating from him like a near-tangible entity.

      I frown and stare at his defined features in the hopes of seeing even a glimmer of surprise or annoyance, but there is nothing but cool, calm self-assuredness. Maybe I’m just grasping at air, hoping to see something—anything—that will make a three-hour debate on CO2 even slightly interesting.

      I’ve barely had the thought when his sweeping gaze catches mine.

      A jolt shoots through my body, almost like someone’s sent an electric current through me. I blink, startled, and immediately proceed to drop my pen. I hurriedly close my knees and catch it in my skirt before it can clatter to the floor.

      What the hell was that?

      I clutch my pen tighter as I suppress the odd tingling sensation in my tailbone left behind by whatever the hell that electric jolt was.

      But when I look back up, he is still looking right at me, his cool, gray eyes seemingly boring into mine.

      I am vaguely aware that my mouth hangs open and that tendrils of sensation are running down my arms until my fingertips buzz, but mainly, I’m just quietly freaking out. Why the hell is he staring at me? He looks… angry. His nostrils flare and a small frown makes its appearance on his forehead.

      This makes no sense. I am certain he doesn’t know me personally, and I’ve never written anything remotely exciting enough for a man like Leod to take notice.

      It seems to dawn on him that he was meant to be talking right now, because he jerks his gaze away, smoothing the small frown as he resumes his speech.

      I breathe a shaky sigh of relief at the loss of his attention, but I can’t stop my hands from trembling. I don’t understand what just happened—I don’t understand why he was staring at me, and I certainly don’t understand why my body is… is doing whatever the hell it is it’s doing. The buzzing in my tailbone seems to intensify for every shuddered breath.

      My bewildered thoughts come to an abrupt halt when my abdomen suddenly contracts in cramps. I manage to bite down on my yelp of surprise and pain, stifling it to a grunt.

      The woman next to me gives me a puzzled look, but no one else seems to have noticed.

      Sweat starts to trickle down my forehead, and my hands now shake worse than ever. Oh God, what is this? I frantically go through everything I’ve eaten all day to gage if it’s a really poorly timed food poisoning, but I’m interrupted by another cramp low in my belly. I bite my tongue hard to avoid crying out, clutching my pen and now crumbled-up notepad as hard as I can until it’s over.

      I have to get out of here, before I barf on someone. Once it’s finally over I scramble to my feet, doing my best not to make so much noise I draw any attention, and I manage to get to the passage that runs between the seated reporters before I have the next attack.

      Only this time, it feels different. Instead of pain, an intense heat blooms in my abdomen. It’s so strong I have to lean over and brace my hands against my knees while I gasp. And then, it’s like something snaps. Inside of me.

      I cry out as fluids rush from deep in my very core, and for a moment I think I am hemorrhaging. But the liquid that floods my panties and soaks through my skirt to make a puddle on the floor beneath me isn’t red. It’s clear.

      I stare at it in uncomprehending shock for two full seconds, gasping for breath. What the hell?

      A deep growl makes me look up, confused and embarrassed beyond belief. Everyone’s staring at me, and apart from the unwavering growl, you can hear a pin drop.

      I catch Leod’s eyes as I desperately try to get a grasp on the situation, and freeze to the spot. His eyes are no longer cool gray but deep black, and his nostrils are flared. But he’s not the one growling. Movement from closer by catches my attention in time to see the big alpha cameraman toss his equipment to the ground so it breaks into a thousand pieces.

      I gape at him, briefly wondering what on earth he’s doing, until I catch sight of his face. His nostrils are as flared as Leod’s, and his eyes pure black. And he’s coming for me.

      The second he lunges, all hell breaks loose.

      I scream, loud and shrilly as the giant of a man throws himself at me like a crazy person, but he’s intercepted by another alpha. The newcomer grabs him by the shoulders and tosses him to the side, before he turns toward me. The same black look of insanity is in his eyes. The cameraman returns and swings a punch at his head, regaining his attention.

      What the hell has gotten into them? I stumble backward, try to get away from them, but trip over someone’s chair, lose my balance and fall on my ass with a squeal. Another hot, wet cramp deep in my abdomen makes me groan on impact and clutch my stomach.

      “Get up!” someone hisses above me, and two small but surprisingly strong hands grab me underneath the armpits and pull me up. What I see when I’m once again vertical makes my jaw hit my chest.

      The press conference has turned into a brawl. Fists are flying everywhere in the heaving throng of reporters and politicians, punctuated by loud growls and roars, and above it all is the unmistakable scent of alpha in rut. Of multiple alphas in rut.

      “Dear God!” I whisper, clutching my bag like a safety blanket against my body. I’ve never seen anything like this. We are supposed to be civilized, supposed to have control over our baser instincts. But this… this is like being trapped in a cage with a pack of savage animals. “What the hell happened?!”

      “You happened!” the voice from before hisses behind me. I spin around to blink at the person and find a redheaded woman with a ‘Staff’ badge on her blazer’s lapel. “Come with me, now.”

      “I don’t know what you mean,” I protest, though I follow her as she grabs my arm and starts leading me through the fray of women and beta males trying to skirt the fighting alphas. Several have cameras pointed toward the middle of the brawl. She seems to know where she’s going, and all I want right now is to get out of there so I can find somewhere to lay down until my cramps are over.

      She shoots a pointed look over her shoulder at my crotch, where a wet patch is clearly visible. “You Presented. In the middle of twenty-plus alphas. What did you expect was gonna happen? Now let me get you the hell out of here, before any of those idiots get a hold of you and permanently wreck their careers.”

      I falter, shock numbing my muscles for a second, but the redhead continues to drag me along, taking us through an emergency exit door and pulling me into a deserted hallway. She pushes a key into the lock and twists it, securing the door.

      “W-what do you mean, Presented?” I say, the note of hysteria audible even to my own ears. “I would never…! I’ve never…!”

      She draws in a deep breath and finally turns to look at me. “Look, just calm down. I’ll get someone to take you home. You got a man waiting for you?”

      “What? No. I live alone.” I gape at her. “Why would you⁠—”

      The redhead lifts one shoulder at me in an almost apologetic gesture before she pulls out her walkie talkie. “I hope you’ve stocked up on batteries, then. Scott? I need a car to meet me at level 2. Make sure the driver is female, understood?” The last part she speaks into the walkie. “Some reporter chick freakin’ Presented in the middle of Leod’s speech. Damn press conference nearly turned into a live gang-bang.”
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      “…multiple politicians were involved in the brawl that caused yesterday’s press conference at the town hall to shut down, but experts say that none were as harmed by the incident as Peter Leod. As the face of the Liberal movement, his complete lack of restraint won’t sit well with voters.”

      I cringe and bite back a humiliated whimper when my TV displays a clip of Leod jumping off the podium and into the fray of fighting men, his nostrils flared and his pupils blown—the poster image of an out of control alpha. Another clip, from a different angle, shows him facing off with Lord Mayor Bremen. Both men’s expensive suits are ripped, displaying bulging muscles through the gashes.

      “The incident happened when an unnamed female reporter Presented in the middle of the press conference. What triggered this biological response in the woman is unknown, but one thing’s certain—we can expect to see some major damage control from all parties in the upcoming weeks before the election.”

      

      I turn off the TV when it cuts to Bremen, looking his stone cold psychopath self, attempting to “do damage control” by emphasizing his party’s old stance on women in the work force. It’s bad enough the most humiliating experience of my life has been broadcast on TV and distributed across the world via the wonders of YouTube—having the right wing use me as a launchpad for their outdated views is just adding salt to the wound.

      A small twinge in my abdomen makes me grit my teeth in frustration. It’s been twenty-four hours and still my body reminds me that is hasn’t been taken care of like it needs.

      Presenting. It’s always been nothing more than an embarrassing topic in my high school biology lessons—something so deeply intimate an alien I, along with most other women I know, have never thought about it again after leaving high school behind. Why would I? I’ve always found nothing but disgust in how alphas use their biology to oppress others, and the knowledge that every single one of them is a domineering prick doesn’t make the idea of being intimate with one any more appealing.

      Not to mention their knots.

      I shudder at the thought. I’ve never seen one myself, thankfully, but I’ve heard stories. Always whispered in hushed giggles among drunken girlfriends, never something anyone would dream of mentioning in polite company while sober. The thick, swelling gland on an alpha’s genitals that locks his lover to him, whether she wants it or not, is always the butt of many crude jokes once the alcohol starts flowing, but also the horrific topic of more than a few rape survivor stories.

      Unexpectedly, a shiver of desire travels up through my spine as the image of an alpha grabbing me by the hips and forcing me down over his huge knot, spreading me open far beyond what I’ve ever been before so he can claim me in the basest of ways flutters for my mind’s eye.

      “Fuck!” I curse in a futile attempt at giving air to the overwhelming sense of betrayal that follows that debauched urge. Isn’t it bad enough I’ve spent most of last night fighting tooth and nail against my body’s desperate need? That I freakin’ Presented in front of all the city’s reporters and politicians? Why is my biology still trying to undo the thin layer of civilization that separates us from devolving into wild beasts?

      The next twinge from down low is interrupted by the sharp sound of my phone going off.

      I suppress a groan and reach for it, cringing at the sight of the name on the display. My boss. My boss, who I haven’t had the courage nor the inclination to get in touch with after I completely blew last night’s deadline.

      Praying silently that a miracle’s struck and he’s in a good mood I answer it.

      “Yes?”

      “You’re suspended.”

      The immediate slap from the gruff voice on the other end makes me choke out a strangled cough. “But… no! Why?”

      The second the question’s past my lips I want to slap myself, but it’s too late to take it back.

      “I’ve been fending off irate calls from every fucking politician in this city, demanding your immediate termination if we ever want a single interview from any of them ever again.” Despite the prickly tone, he sounds more exasperated than angry. Thank heaven for small favors, I guess.

      “I…” I want to argue, but even as tears of frustration over the injustice of it all wells up in my eyes, I know it’s useless. No editor in his right mind would risk his access to the town’s politicians over a lowly reporter.

      “Is it at least with pay?” I ask, doing my best to keep my voice calm.

      He scoffs into the receiver. “Not a chance, doll. Keep a low profile and I might let you have your job back once things have cooled down after the election.”

      “Dammit Roy, this isn’t fair,” I hiss, losing my cool at the prospect of an entire month without any way of making ends meet. “It’s not like I chose for it to happen! I… it’s not my fault a group of over-wrought alphas can’t keep it in their pants!”

      This time, there’s an amused tone to his snort. “Always the idealist, huh? I’m afraid from their point of view, it’s very much your fault they all lost their damn minds and nearly gang-banged a woman for open screen in the middle of prime-time, and you know how it goes. My hands are tied. Just count your blessings that none of them know your actual name, or things would look a lot worse for you. I’ll be in touch after the election with an update on your continued employment.”

      “Roy—” My protest is cut off by the call ending. I stare mutely at my phone, doing my best not to let the tears blinding me fall.

      Fucking alphas! How will I eat? How will I pay my rent? It’s not like I have a stack of cash in the bank to fall back on, not with how prices on everything from food to electricity have sky-rocketed these past few years. I pay nearly all my wages in rent as it is.

      Why did this have to happen to me? Why? What on Earth caused my body to betray me like that?

      All of a sudden I can’t take it anymore. I need to get out of my small, dank apartment that still reeks of my humiliating desperation, and I need to get out now.

      Irritated, I wipe at my eyes until my vision clears, before I throw on a sports bra and my jogging suit, shove my feet in my trainers and head out the door.
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      I take the back roads to the park, avoiding the throng of late-night shoppers and commuters. It’s after nine PM, but in a city like this there are always people on the streets. Normally, I like being a city girl, but right now I’d give a lot to live in a remote hick town down South.

      Of course, if I did, the entire town would likely know exactly who caused the embarrassing catastrophe at Town Hall last night.

      Probably another lovely side-effect of Presenting.

      I huff and jab my headphones in as I pass through the wrought iron gates into the dark park. Even in the relative silence, the sounds of the city around the patch of green still grate against my raw nerves. Probably another lovely side-effect of the hormones still lingering in my blood. Irritated, I turn up the volume and lose myself to the thrum of the bass.

      That’s probably why I don’t notice them until it’s much too late.

      Fifteen minutes into my jog, a flash of light from behind a mass of bushes further down the path finally alerts me to the danger.

      I pause, my steps faltering when the light abruptly disappears—as if someone shut it off to hide their presence.

      Frowning, I fumble with my ear phones until the music fades into a low rush that mixes with the sounds of the city. Shuffling from where the light was seconds ago, like feet against grass, prickles at my ears.

      “Hello?”

      Hello. Not the brightest thing to call out into the dark. Flashes of statistics run through my mind as my heart rate picks up, headlines of violent crimes committed by the numerous gangs plaguing the city making me nauseous with fear. What am I doing here? No woman in her right mind goes out after dark, not to remote locations like this park!

      But I was too lost in my own frustration, too hazed by the remnant hormones to think clearly.

      “Hello yourself, darling.”

      Every hair on my body stands on end at the mocking purr from further up ahead. Two large men step out from behind the bushes, one of them casually waving the knife in his right hand at me.

      “Well, don’t you just smell delicious,” the other says, his lip pulling up in a mock-smile. “All ripe and ready for a fat knot.”

      Alphas.

      I step backward, clenching my fists as I suppress a whimper. Now’s not the time to start blubbering. Without giving them any time to preempt it, I spin around and run.

      Loud whoops sound behind me.

      “It’s no use running, bitch!” one of them shouts. I keep running, as fast as I can. I’ve made it further into the park than I realized, and I mentally cuss myself for being so stupid. I know the damn statistics, I know what happens to a lot of women bold enough to go out on their own after dark. But call it deluded optimism or even just pure stupidity—I never thought it’d happen to me.

      It won’t, I silently promise myself, in between ragged gasps for breath as I sprint along the gravel path as fast as I can. I’ll outrun them, I’ll make it to the still populated streets—I won’t become another statistic. I won’t, I won’t, I won’t!

      The crunch of gravel fifty yards further up the path makes my heart skip a beat, relief flooding through me. Someone’s here, someone will help me⁠—

      The relief turns to icy dread in my veins when three large, dark shapes appear, blocking the path as they look at me. I stop cold, the fear in my gut reaching my throat.

      Oh, God.

      “Heeeere, pretty girly,” one of the newcomers coos as he takes a menacing step forward. “I’ve got something real big to show ya!”

      Footsteps from behind me make me spin around again, in time to see the two other alphas round the corner behind me in an unhurried jog. Both their faces are twisted with ugly smiles.

      “Leave me alone!” It’s meant to sound confident, but it comes out as a desperate squeak.

      “Don’t pretend like you’re not gagging for a fuck.” The bigger of the five grabs his crotch. “Give up your cunt willingly and we’ll make sure it doesn’t hurt. Much.”

      As terrified as I am and despite the wave of nausea that suggestion brings, some part of my brain is still functioning above the paralyzing fear threatening to take over. In their faces I see a complete lack of empathy and know they’ll never listen to reason, and so I do the only thing I can. I keep running.

      “Wrong choice, bitch!”

      I don’t turn my head to see who shouts the insult after me—I only focus on throwing myself through the thicket surrounding the path. The branches rip at my clothing and skin, drawing painful gashes in my flesh, but I don’t slow down. If I do, I’m lost.

      Only when I hear the unhurried sound of footfall and whoops from my left does my attention waver, and with a sick sense of dread I realize I’m being herded. They’re herding me, like an animal, and I don’t have time to figure out where to as I desperately crash through the undergrowth, heart pounding and the prayer of ‘Please let me get out of this unscathed, please, please, please,’ running on repeat in my frantic mind.

      Perhaps that’s why I don’t hear the rush of the river before it opens up in front of me, wide and deep.

      I come to a halt at the very last moment, staggering on the edge of the slippery bank for a few seconds. When I regain my balance and spin around, the five alphas have formed a loose half-circle around me, about fifteen feet away. Blocking me in, with the cold river in my back.

      “Told you not to run,” the alpha farthest to the left purrs, the sound grating against my nerves. I’ve only ever heard alphas on TV make that noise, but this is such a cruel, mocking version of what’s supposed to be the most comforting sound in the world it only makes every hair on my body stand on end.

      “Please… don’t hurt me.”

      It’s the wrong thing to say—it’s a stupid thing to say. We all know that they will hurt me, and take pleasure in doing so, but I can’t stop the plea from bursting past my lips. Maybe somewhere, deep in one of them, there’s a shred of humanity left close enough to the surface to hear me.

      “Oh, darling,” the man front and center, their leader, purrs mockingly, making another shudder of discomfort at the sound wracks my panic-frozen body. “If you didn’t want it to hurt you shouldn’t have run, now should you? You’re gonna learn your place tonight and, baby, it’s gonna hurt.”

      “Well, that and seeing how many cocks she can fit at once,” a voice from the pack shouts, which is immediately accompanied by rough laughter. Tears of absolute terror obscure my vision, turning the pack of alphas into a menacing blur of heavy bodies.

      “Time to open your legs, cunt.”

      This time, what bursts from my throat is a distressed cry, loud and shrill, and with it the numbness retreats from both my brain and my limbs.

      “No! No, no, no!” I scream my denial out as they rush towards me, try to strike at them with my hands and feet, but they are too many and way, way too strong. I cry out again when a large hand impacts with my face, the slap momentarily dazing me with the pain shooting to the receptors in my brain, and then I’m face-down on the cold, muddy riverbank. Hands pin my arms down, hands press my face into the mud and a knee in the small of my back stops my wild attempts at fighting back as my clothes are ripped from my body.

      Oh god, this is really happening. They will all take me, hurt me, use me, I think, praying despite all reason that they won’t. That somehow they’ll choose to stop.

      My pulse is pounding in my throat and I can already taste the bile. This is not like being part of some statistics, not by a long shot. This is a living nightmare where I can taste, smell and—worst of all—feel every pull to my hair, every rip of my clothes against my skin as they tear at it in their savage urge to get to my unprotected body.

      Their shouts become louder. At first I assume it’s from the mounting excitement, like a pack of dogs yipping while they rip their prey apart, and I close my eyes in a feeble attempt at shielding at least a small part of myself from the brutality. But then the hands and bodies pressing me to the ground disappear.

      The shouting, which my brain has muffled until it was only noise, as if to spare me the crude details of what will happen to me, slowly transforms back into distinguishable voices.

      Anger. Fear. Pain. Some even sound as shrill as I did just moments ago.

      Perplexed, I manage to roll to my back, but the sight that meets me makes me wish I hadn’t.

      The gang, or, the two who are left standing, have huddled together with their backs to each other, knives at the ready. Both are bleeding from long slashes to their arms, legs and torsos. The other three are ... I gulp and quickly look away from the savagely butchered bodies on the ground only a few feet away. Before I manage to avert my eyes from the gruesome display I recognize the cruel leader’s cold eyes staring up at me from underneath a near bush.

      His body is no longer attached to his head.
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      A shadow moves in the darkness, and death follows in its wake. The faint light from the city reaching into the park gleams off cold steel as the newcomer finally makes himself known.

      He whirls across the grass, and I hear the sick sound of metal slicing through flesh followed by wet gurgling. When the two remaining men fall to the ground, he finally stands still, staring down at the unmoving bodies. His victims.

      He is a huge man, bulging muscles clear even in his shadowed outline. An alpha, no question about it.
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