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Coco and the Misfits

(The Candyverse #4)

By Mona Black

A sweet omegaverse contemporary standalone novel

––––––––
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Coco Amos is convinced she’s an omega, despite her official designation as a beta.

Her family tells her she’s wrong, but what if she’s right? Should the stamp on her ID matter more than the way she feels?

She’s unapologetically and flamboyantly omega, with her pink hair and frilly dresses, her cozy little apartment featuring a mini nest by the window, drinking her lattes sweet and frothy and liking her men big and burly.

Alphas. She’s into alphas and she wants a pack. Because why the heck not?

Coco is sure she will awaken any day now as a full-fledged omega. But this awakening is taking its sweet time. Which is beyond frustrating.

Should she wait longer, or climb the three handsome alphas interested in her like trees and let fate take the wheel?

Zach, Ryder, Atticus. Each one is different, each one sworn to never get a pack or a family. Will she make them change their minds?

The stakes are high. Her heart is on the line, as is her sanity.

Has she found the right people for her, the alphas who will help her accept herself and make her happy?

* This is a sweet omegaverse standalone novel with low angst, four gorgeous guys and a delta girl who find happiness together, accepting themselves and finding trust and love in each other. This story contains M/M, knotting, heats and ruts, a virgin delta girl and a virgin omega boy, a bit of a praise kink, fated mates and a found family.

Please note that this is not a shifter story, but it is set in a world where apart from gender, we have a designation as alpha, beta, omega, or more. Omegas are more submissive and are generally paired with dominant alphas. This is an oversimplification of course, I hope that in the course of the story it all becomes clear.*

Possible Trigger warnings – read with care:

TW: In this series, you have designation dysphoria, which may not exist in our world but may trigger some readers due to similarities to social stigma and discrimination against gender dysphoria. To all my nonbinary and/or trans friends and their friends, read with care and look after yourselves.

Other:

Anxiety and mention of depression

Knotting, group sex, anal, voyeurism

Attempted kidnapping and resulting trauma

Overuse of cutesy terms

Fiction is an allegory for real life.

For everyone who was told by society who they should be but know better: I see you.

MONA BLACK
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COCO

––––––––
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“Are you sure it’s not too much?” June asks, taking a step back, hands on hips, giving my grand oeuvre a critical look.

“Are you nuts? It’s never too much for us omegas.” I finish painting the kitchen cupboard the dusky pink I chose and grin proudly. “It’s perfect.”

“Maybe,” she concedes. “If only you hadn’t painted everything around us a shade of pink.”

“But that’s the whole point. Shades of pink: a sexy affair.” I put a finishing touch and climb to my feet. “This feels more like me.”

“You live in a pink apartment. The kitchen was already pink, now it’s just... pinker.”

“Exactly.”

“Coco...” She shakes her head at me.

“Too much?”

“Yeah.” She laughs. “But also it’s so you.”

“I know.” I grin. I’m over the top most of the time, but my friends get me. “Gimme five, bestie.”

June laughs again, high-fiving me. “Glad to see you happy.”

Right now, I really am. The pink is fighting the blues that hit sometimes. Every time the month rolls by and I don’t get my heat, I’m sad. I am an omega, dammit. I feel it in my bones. I’ve always known it.

So why won’t my body get the memo?

“So are we done here?” June glances around my newly painted kitchen. She’s dressed in streaked overalls, her blond hair caught back in a messy bun, and even so, disheveled and dirty, she screams omega. There is something about her heart-shaped face, her curves, her cute smile.

Whereas I scream. Just scream. Into my pillow, at night. On my balcony, in the mornings. Like a demented magpie.

I scream, look at me, I’m an omega. I’ve built the best nest, I’ve dyed my hair pink to match my apartment. I have the vibes, I have the signs. Let me into the club.

Isn’t it about time?

I realize June is frowning at me, still waiting for an answer.

“We’re done here,” I rush to say. “Thanks, girl.”

“You should have asked a rugged alpha to paint with you,” she says, “but I did my best.”

“A rugged alpha to smash up my kitchen and take me against the table, calling me a good girl,” I mutter, tapping a finger against my lower lip. “That’s an idea... Is that what you mean?”

“Probably.” She giggles. “Any particular alpha in mind?”

“Too many to choose from,” I say dismissively. “You know me. I flit from bed to bed.”

“You’re so full of shit,” June says.

She’s right, but that’s only because I’m on a dry spell. Dry like the desert. And it’s not that I don’t see eligible alphas around me.

I do.

But those I like all seem spoken for. Which is another way of saying they keep falling for others, and not me, and I keep falling for unavailable men.

I just need to put more work into it. Into flirting and going out. Hunt. I’m sure that’s the issue. Speaking of which...

“Going to the gym later on?” I ask her.

“Sure. What time?”

“Gimme an hour to shower and make myself pretty. I’ll pick you up.”

“In your pink Cadillac?”

I wink at her. She used to live across town but now she has moved into an apartment two floors above mine, so we’re practically roommates. “Yeah, baby. Wear something nice.”

“I sure will.” She sticks her tongue out at me. “Mission parameters?”

“The same,” I say solemnly. “Stand by for further instructions.”

June and I have been infiltrating an alpha base, aka a gym full of muscular, sweaty alphas. There’s so much eye candy I’m going to get cavities, but a girl has needs.

Also, it’s research. Search. Hunting, like I said. One can’t just sit and wait for the right pack to come to them, right? One needs to be proactive.

Go get those hunky alphas before another gets there first—again.

Not to mention, at the gym I have my eye on a particular alpha and the hunt is on, baby.

Watch me toss my pink hair over my shoulder as I go.

***
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An hour later, dressed in my flirtiest little dress and high heels, my hair pinned back with butterfly hairpins, my lashes curled and my lips painted, I feel ready to tackle my mission.

“June!” I knock on her door. “Are you ready?”

The door opens and she appears breathless and barefoot, only wearing a thin white summer dress. “Let me put on my sandals and grab my bag.”

Her blond hair hangs around her face, her bare legs are freckled and she’s pretty as a picture.

She’s my girl, my best friend. We sort of grew up together. Our families are friends and we lived on the same suburban street as kids. I always thought we’d find our packs early, that they’d be friends, too, and we’d hang out together all the time. Doing fun activities with our kids.

Yeah, I’ve plotted it all out in my mind. Three kids, at least one of them liking cutesy flowery things like me, a little picturesque cottage out of town with a creek nearby and a touch of a fairytale.

It will happen. I just know it. We’re still young. I’ve barely turned twenty-three. And my dream is very much alive.

“You’re pensive today.” She slips her sandals on, grabs her purse and saunters out. She links her arm with mine and gives me a little wink. “Ready for hunk hunting?”

“Ah. Yeah.”

“What’s up?”

“Nothing.”

Twenty-three. I am turning twenty-three in a couple of weeks and suddenly the weight of my age feels oppressive. Not to mention, Mom has been gently prodding me to meet a few packs.

But this mood isn’t like me. I’m a ray of sunshine. I believe in myself and the future.

So I grin at June and tag her down the stairs. “It’s hunk time!”

“You said it, sister.”

“I brought popcorn.”

“You didn’t!”

“No, but lollipops. Even better.”

June giggles and the hunt is on.
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COCO

––––––––
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The gym isn’t far from our building and plenty of our common friends frequent it. Some even work there, and right on cue, June sighs.

“Oh look, Zayne is here,” she chirps, her eyes full of hearts, pointing at someone standing by the coffee machine. She has a soft spot for the older, blond top alpha of Gigi’s pack.

I mean, he’s hot, but I make a point of not looking at taken alphas. And betas. And omegas. Especially if they are in a relationship with one of my friends.

That’s my number one rule.

Semper fi, baby. We don’t touch or even ogle our friends’ pack members, no matter how hot.

Besides, I’m looking for a pack of my own. I’m really into alphas, like a good little omega. They call to me. Masculine sirens, gods of maleness, hulking, muscular, growly bulwarks of men. 

And yeah, I’m into men, I admit it freely. No girls for me, though absolutely no judgment. I need that gruff strength, that deep voice, that big cock—

“Girls!” Ronin, one of Gigi’s alphas, struts toward us. “How is it hanging?”

Speaking of big cocks hanging...

“Hey, Ron. How is Gigi? How is Casey?”

“They’re good. We’re all good. How is Sawyer and company, have you seen them lately?”

“I bet he’s busy.”

Sawyer is the owner of the Book Café, our favorite hangout, and he recently found the pack of his dreams. He’s an amazing guy and we’re all happy for him.

As I am for Ronin. And Bee, and Gigi, and Kaden, and all the guys I’ve met over the past two years, since I moved to the city to get a diploma in fine arts, but dropped out of college quickly and got a job.

The truth is, the main goal was to find myself, but that’s another matter.

Ronin runs a hand through his closely-cropped, white-blond hair. “You’re here a lot. Did you decide to join the gym at last?”

“Ha, dream on! We’re here for pleasure, not pain, we chorus,” and he laughs. It’s our usual answer, our line.

“Pain can feel good if done right.” He winks. “Well, gotta run, girls. My pack is waiting.”

“Aw,” June sighs as he turns to go. “He’s dreamy.”

He sure is, but see rule number one about not ogling my friends’ pack mates. Ronin is a fine alpha, but there are more fish in the sea and I intend to catch a couple.

Speaking of alphas... Zayne has spotted us and makes his way toward us.

“What are you girls doing here? Have you decided to join the ranks of healthy adults?”

“We’re here for pleasure, not pain,” we chorus again and giggle maniacally.

“If by healthy you mean sweating like pigs in the mud, rolling about on filthy mats and then crawling home to fall dead into bed...” I shake my head. “No gracias, ya comi.”

June frowns. “Doesn’t that mean... No thanks, I already ate?”

I shrug. “Fitting, isn’t it?”

Her skeptical look remains. So maybe not. But my attention is scattered, for many reasons.

Some of those “reasons” are doing squats in one of the gym halls. I can see them through the open glass door as they bend those powerful legs, their sweat-drenched stomachs beautifully contracting, six-packs visible through their tops. In another hall, a group is doing some form of martial art, moving through graceful positions, and my mouth waters as I observe two guys with powerful physiques.

They may not be as graceful but oh boy, do they pack a lot of strength.

“...and there he is,” Zayne is saying. “I’m sorry, ladies, I have to go. I have a class to teach. Zach, look who came to visit us.”

June’s face is flushed as she watches Zayne go, but I turn around slowly as a scent of sun-kissed leather and citrus hits me.

Zach...

If you asked me, I’d never admit it in a million years, but there is one specific alpha I come to the gym for. I mean, sure, I ogle all those glistening muscles and tight ass cheeks and bulging biceps parading about. I’m only human.

But this alpha... Good lord, have mercy.

My thighs press together. 

And why would it be a problem? Zach is single, as far as I know. Available. Slightly younger than me by three years. A total hunk.

But that’s the thing. There has to be a catch, right? He is so perfect. Big, strong, blond, golden all over. A golden retriever through and through, and I am a pet lover. All the pets. All the petting, heavy or light. I’m here for it.

So why do I always hesitate when I see him? This babbly extrovert turns... shy?

Can’t have that. It could send the wrong messages. It could be interpreted as awe, adoration, fascination, or fear, and it’s none of that. Of course not.

“Hey, Zach!” I say brightly. I even wave. “How is it going?”

“Coco. And June.” He grins, stopping in front of us, folding powerful arms over his chest. He’s dressed in his black martial arts uniform, broad shoulders stretching the jacket, his blond hair soaked with sweat and sticking to his brow. “You seem to be hanging out here a lot for two people not interested in exercise.”

“Who says we’re not interested?” June teases, and I shoot her a glance, suddenly annoyed at her charming smile. What’s wrong with me? “But not in exercise. Right, Coco?” 

She shoots me a look. Waiting for me to join in the teasing.

I press my lips together.

“We’re here for pleasure, she says finally, a little uncertain. “And entertainment.”

Zach is quiet, looking at us. It feels as if he’s looking at me, through me. Reading my thoughts, my body language.

I tense. “We, um. Yeah.”

The usual panic that has been stopping me from sleeping with anyone lately, the cause of my dry spell: what if the guy I go out with finds out I’m not officially an omega? What if he gets angry? After all, what alpha would want a late-bloomer omega? Why would he believe me? Without an officially named omega, one can’t have an official pack.

What am I doing? Should I believe the B on my ID and stop hoping for that day when I blossom into what I know in my heart I should be?

Make my life easier, as my mom says. Stop hurting my chances, as Dad says.

Stop hoping I will wake up and be someone else, as some of my friends say.

But is this a trick? Because I am me. I don’t want to be someone else. I just want to be allowed to be who I am. What I identify as.

“Join my class, then,” Zach says, still grinning, still golden all over, still handsome as a devil. “I hear it’s quite entertaining and pleasurable.”

It takes me a long moment to remember what we were talking about and before I can help myself, I hear myself say, “I’ll join.”

“What?” June’s head whips around so fast she’s like that girl in The Exorcist. Then she laughs. “Very funny, Coco.”

“I’m not...” I clear my throat. “Not kidding.”

He gives me an intense look. At least I think it’s intense. Maybe he’s just annoyed. See why this is dangerous? “I look forward to teaching you. All the stances and moves.”

“All the positions,” I murmur. “All the moves.”

Oh yeah. Zachary Ashford is dangerous. Every male’s and female’s eye in the area is fixed on him as he struts our way. I mean, they aren’t blind, obviously. Only a blind person would ignore him and only because they wouldn’t know what they’d be missing.

He lets out a low huff of a laugh, resonant and sexy. “I’ll be waiting for you, then.”

“Yeah,” I breathe as he nods at June and turns to get back to work. “Yeah...”

What did I just get myself into?
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COCO
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“You’re acting weird today,” June mutters as we make our rounds at the gym, glaring at me instead of staring at the sexy booties on display.

“Don’t I know it?” I huff. “Sorry.”

“Is everything okay?”

“I need to get another job,” I lie. Okay, not entirely a lie. This matter does worry me. Maybe I’ve hit the nail on the head. I don’t do well under stress.

“Oh no. What happened with the old lady you were working for? Did she—?”

“She’s fine. Her daughter has financial difficulties and decided to find cheaper help. I mean, I get it. I couldn’t go lower, though, or I wouldn’t have enough to live on.”

“That sucks,” June whispers. By mutual understanding, we’re heading out of the gym. “Can’t you find anything in the arts? That’s what you like.”

“I doubt it. Don’t worry, I’ll find something else.”

I don’t have a degree in art or any other qualification. I’ve done all sorts of jobs, from cleaning maid to dog sitter to cashier. My family isn’t poor, but Dad’s investments didn’t pay off and I don’t want to ask for money.

I like being independent, being able to afford my own little apartment and the simple joys in life like frothy cappuccinos and chocolate cakes, fun nights out and vintage clothes.

And I’d hate to return home with my tail between my legs and admit I failed.

Failed to study, failed to make enough to live on, and failed to find a pack.

“Are you really going through with it?” June asks and I blink, not following. “Taking a martial arts class with Zach?”

“Oh. Nah.” I laugh and wave a dismissive hand. “Of course not. Can you imagine me attacking people? Hai-yah!”

She snickers. “Not really. So were you joking?”

Was I?

“I wasn’t thinking,” I say. “That’s all.”

“I mean, Zach is hot. Like, off the charts hot.” She’s giving me a thoughtful look. “Coco, are you falling in—”

“No.” I shake my head for emphasis. “Nope.”

“—in lust,” she finishes. “Look, I get it. He’s damn pretty. And he’s an alpha.”

“With a big cock, I know.” I sigh. “Dammit.”

June’s face colors again. “Oh. How would you know that?”

“I have eyes. Duh. Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed his package. I know you have.”

“I thought you... Did you ever...?”

“Hook up with him? No. But I wouldn’t mind going on my knees for Zach, to be honest with you. That cock looks like a big mouthful.”

Her cheeks turn redder. She chokes a little. Maybe she’s imagining it, too. “I bet he wouldn’t object.”

“To me going down on him? Who knows? He has a gaggle of betas and omegas following him around.”

“He likes you, Coco.”

“I don’t know about that. Maybe as a little sister. Not a lover.”

I frown at her hot blush. She fancies him, too. Who wouldn’t? That could be why I hesitate to flirt with him. He’s hot property and I don’t know if I can afford him.

I lead June down the street toward our building, feeling unsatisfied with today’s venture and fascinated with her still red face.

This girl is no blushing maiden, take my word for it. After all, she is my collaborator on these sniff-out-the-hunks missions. But her skin flushes at the drop of a coin and makes her look like an innocent little girl.

As for me, I rarely blush. And can keep a straight face, because one thing you need to know right off the bat is that I have no filter and the inside of my head is a filthy, filthy place. 

The only person who can make me blush is my own dirty thoughts, and I have plenty of those.

I am a girly girl, okay? Loving sex doesn’t contradict my nature. People think omegas are sweet babies, but we’re all half sex-crazed bitches—and that includes the boys.

“Do you really think he likes me?” I ask her as she lingers by my door before climbing the rest of the stairs up to her apartment.

“Who?”

“Santa. Who do you think? Zach.”

She giggles, looking much more like her normal self. “Sure. It’s the way he looks at you, didn’t you notice?”

“I bet he looks like that at all the omegas.”

“He never looks like that at me,” she says and leaving me with that little tidbit, she skips up the stairs and vanishes around the next landing.

Well, damn.

***
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Evening is falling and I’m curled up on my divan-like window-seat, a sea of pink-hued pillows and rugs. I’m working on a comic I started when I was about fifteen, about a girl born in a world full of dragons, a girl who loses everyone she has ever loved and dies, but then is reborn and vows to take revenge.

Why such a tragic storyline? I don’t know, okay? Maybe it was teenage hormones, moodiness and maudlin-ness. Or simply an allegory of life, the idea that you have to lose everything before you realize what matters and what you need.

Well, all I need is a cat or a small dog and I’m set. Who needs humans when you can have a furry friend by your side? Humans are complicated.

What if that’s what I need? To stop thinking of alphas and just cuddle a cat? Sawyer has a super cute one, Potato, and I’m jealous.

But even Sawyer said it, in a prophetic fit, before he got his pack: animals can’t replace the need for a pack.

Sighing, I draw a black cat next to my comic’s heroine. This is a scene before her world went to shit. Her name is Kat and the cat’s name is... Girl? I giggle to myself. No, the heroine’s name is actually Rae and she returns to life later in the story as something else, something other than human, redefining herself.

A rebirth.

My pen stills against the paper. Is that why I like this story? Could it be this simple? Are we the same, trying to define ourselves against the expectations of the world? Is it—?

The doorbell rings and I roll onto my back with a groan, flopping against the cushions like a starfish. “June? Is it you?”

“Coco, it’s Ruby! Are you there?”

“Ruby.” I roll to my feet and hurry to open the door because this is unusual. “Rubes. What’s up? Is everything okay? Come on in.”

She steps inside, tugging with one hand at her dark ponytail. “Am I interrupting something?”

“The party is in full swing, as you can see.” I gesture around my empty apartment. “No, Rubes, you haven’t interrupted anything.”

She nods, trudging into my tiny living room.

“Is something wrong with the dogs?” I ask.

My question is justified, all right? Ruby works with stray and traumatized dogs at a local animal shelter and is often worried about them.

But she shakes her head, plopping herself on my heart-shaped sofa.

Yes, it is heart-shaped.

Yes, it’s also pink.

I do have some other pastel colors as accents, blues and mauves, and the color palette makes my little heart happy.

“So what is it, girl? Spill.” I sit across from her in a pale blue rocking chair and start rocking. It can’t be that bad, right? She’s not crying or screaming. Whatever happened seems to have mostly shocked her.

She rubs her hands over her face. They are reddened and scratched. The badge of an animal lover. A tear leaks and rolls down one cheek.

That snaps something in me.

“I’ll bring tea. And cookies,” I decide, grandmother mode kicking in. “Wait right here, okay? Don’t go anywhere.”

I think about locking the front door so she doesn’t escape, but if needed, I can sprint across my tiny apartment and tackle her to the floor. She’s not going anywhere before she tells me what the matter is.

Carrying the steaming teapot and the plate of chocolate cookies to the low table, I serve her a cup. I think that in a past life I must have been a witch in a little cottage in the woods, befriending animals, brewing soups and feeding stray handsome men in need of a gorgeous girl like me.

“Here you go.” I all but shove the tea into her hands. “Drink. And start talking before I sit in your lap and squeeze your cheeks.”

Her eyes widen. “You wouldn’t.”

“Sure I would.” I stuff a cookie into my mouth and wave with my teacup for her to start spilling the beans. I hate this feeling of helpless worry that fills me as she wipes her cheeks with one hand, the cup rattling in the other. “Are you certain this problem isn’t dog-shaped?”

“No. It’s... human-shaped.”

“Ah.” I feel on more solid ground now. Dogs are great, but I’ve never had one and though I wish I had a little pet to cuddle with, I wouldn’t know the first thing about them. I shove the plate of cookies closer to her. “Eat.”

My solution to many issues. Probably in reaction to my mom’s healthy lifestyle. Sugar has supported me through hard times. Lettuce? Not so much.

Nodding, she sips at the tea, then takes a cookie and clutches it until it starts to crumble. “I shouldn’t have come here. You don’t know me enough and I—”

“I know you well enough. Take whatever it is off your chest. I’m told it helps.”

She nods again and places the teacup down while continuing to crumble the cookie between her fingers. “There is this guy—”

“I knew it!” I inhale part of my cookie and choke. Coughing, I wave for her to go on. “Dammit.”

She hesitates. “A guy at the animal shelter. We had... we had a thing.”

“A fling?”

“More than that. At least it felt like more. And then he... he left.”

“To another town? Another planet?:

“No. He’s still right here. He left me to join a pack.”

“That asshole!” I burst out, slamming my teacup down. “How dare he?”

Her eyes widen in alarm. “Coco—”

“Come here. Hug attack!”

“What? No—”

I launch myself at her and tackle her backward until her head hits the backrest. Glomping her for all I’m worth, I plant a noisy kiss on her cheek and squeeze her against my boobs.

What can be more comforting than a soft boob-hug, right? And I’m pretty gifted on that front. Plentiful. Boobiful.

She pulls away after a moment and sniffles. “Sorry. It’s nothing tragic. I just needed a shoulder to cry on.”

“Or a boob,” I say, nodding sagely. “My boobs will always be here for you.”

She laughs and I brighten. “Good to know... I guess? Even if I’m not into girls.”

“It’s never too late,” I say, just to make her laugh again.

I mean, really, it happens. I have a friend who discovered she liked girls later in life. But I don’t know how to mend Ruby’s broken heart. She’s a quiet girl. A steadfast friend. She has a heart of gold, and every injured or abandoned animal has a place in it.

“I’ll find the asshole who left her and break his balls,” I mutter. “How dare he choose another over my friend, even if it’s an established pack? Self-serving idiot.”

“Anyway, I’ll be fine.” Ruby puts on a brave smile and removes herself from my boob cushion. “I should get back to the shelter.”

“Girl, it’s late! It’s almost dinner time.”

“My animals need me. We just brought in an entire family. You should see the puppies!” Her smile is back, blinding bright. Damn, this girl is pretty when she’s happy. “I’m feeding them with a bottle as the mother doesn’t have enough milk, poor thing. You should come see them!”

Puppies. Kittens. Flowers, Rainbows. I can practically feel my eyes go heart-shaped.

“You know what? Why not,” I decide. “One of these days I’ll come visit you. Then I make a strategic move. If you promise to come to a girls’ night out with us.”

“Oh no. Not fair.” Her smile falls. “You know I hate going out.”

“I know, you sleep with the chickens. Sorry, I meant dogs. But one time, Rubes. After all, you need a rebound guy. Let me find you one. I’m a pretty decent matchmaker.”

“But I don’t want—”

“Yes, you do. Trust me.”

Ruby may officially be an omega, but she has designation dysphoria like me, which makes me feel close to her even though I know her very little. She is officially an omega, but she thinks she may be a beta. I think so too. Those blood tests are not to be trusted. Look at our friend Bee. She was declared a beta but turned out to be an omega.

Just like me. Well, hopefully. One day soon.

“Now shoo,” I tell her, “go pet the puppies and kiss their cute noses for me. I’ll let you know about our night out.”

I wink at her and laugh when she groans.

I like to be weird, but also kind. I’m in the business of confusing people but also helping them. I want to think they appreciate it.

Ruby will warm up to my methods, I’m sure...
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ZACH
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Coco...

She’s so pretty. So girly, frilly, flowery, sweet... like candy on my tongue. Her pink hair gets my heart pounding, my cock hard. Her smile gets my insides twisting. Her curves, oh boy... I fantasize about her at night.

Seeing Coco is always a punch to the gut, followed by a fist around my dick.

Yeah, a pleasant punch. A pleasant fist. It’s only that violent, that visceral, I don’t know what to do with it. No other chick has ever made me feel that way. No other omega. No other person, period.

It’s... slightly terrifying. I’m still young. I don’t plan on getting to know anyone seriously at this point. Don’t get me wrong, I love sex. Fucking love it. I’m horny all the time and I’ve slept with a fair share of girls and guys.

Why does Coco hit differently?

Anyway, like I said, not looking for anything serious. My mom had me when both she and my dad were very young and I always got the feeling they felt... trapped for a big part of their lives. They stayed together for many years because of me, and I believe that one shouldn’t going a pack and find his mates this young.

And why does Coco make me think of pack and mates?

Fuck.

I try to get her out of my mind but the idea that she might join one of my classes completely throws me off my game. I make mistakes. I stumble. The students laugh at my sudden clumsiness.

What the hell, right?

Being half-hard for most of the afternoon, ever since I talked to her, isn’t helping when teaching martial arts. I’m wearing a groin protector but my dick barely fits in it right now. It’s uncomfortable and annoying.

A fucking disaster.

“Zach! Hey, Zach! What next?” a slender omega guy calls out and I jolt, finding myself frozen in front of the class.

I grin, my go-to cover-up expression and guide them through the next exercise, then set them up in pairs and walk among them, correcting mistakes.

This is it. Everything’s fine.

But the tightness and the horniness persist until the end of my working day and I don’t like it.

A voice from the doorway of the locker room startles me.

“How’re you doing, son?” My dad grins at me, his duffel slung over a broad shoulder. “Did I manage to get a drop on you? What’s my prize?”

“Very funny,” I growl. “Hey, Dad.”

“I thought it was damn funny. You should have seen your face. I never catch you off guard. What’s up?”

“Nothing,” I mutter.

“Hm..”. He pins me with his gaze. Sometimes I think he can see the inside of my head, then I have to remind myself that not even I know what’s going on in there.

An alpha like me, he works here, too, as a trainer. He recently got himself a nice little pack and I’m not jealous at all. Am I? Fuck.

I’m still feeling off, dammit.

I need... something. Something that’s missing from my life, but not a pack. Hell, no. Some thrill, something new, some excitement.

When I met my buddies yesterday they were talking about a night out. That’s probably what I need. Drink, dance, laugh, hang out. Find someone to fuck. And life will go back to normal.

“I’m done here.” I swing my own duffel over my shoulder, avoiding his too-knowing gaze.

“Heading home?”

“Yeah.”

“You could swing by. Eat dinner with us. Catch up with everyone.”

His pack is awesome. I never thought it possible but I like every single mate of his. I should think he has good taste since he had me with Mom and Mom is awesome too but... Yeah, it’s not easy to like an entire pack and yet here we are.

It doesn’t change the fact that I feel off my game tonight and I don’t want him teasing any annoying truth out of me.

Whatever that might be.

I clap his back. “Another time, Dad. Give my regards to everyone.”

“Will do. Zach... you know you can always come to me whenever you want to talk, right? Whatever the problem is, big or small.”

“There is no problem, Dad. I swear. I’m probably coming down with something.”

“Are you taking your vitamins? Eating well?”

“Yes, Mom. Stop your worrying.”

“It’s my job to worry about you, kiddo. When you become a parent, you’ll get it.”

“Yeah, yeah. Until then..”. I smirk at him. “Be good.”

“Hey, you...” He shakes his head with an affectionate smile. “That’s my line. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

Like get a teenage girl pregnant, the way you did with my mom? I think, but don’t say it. It wouldn’t be fair. Accidents happen, which is why I’m standing here, and my parents never made me feel unwanted. A happy accident, if an accident at all.

They risked their lives, their hearts, to give me a home.

So why am I so risk-averse? I won’t even buy the lottery or take a bet. I like my odds good and my outcomes certain. Easy conquests. Easy relationships.

I think of Coco’s smile and rub my eyes.

No, not ready for any risks at all.

***
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Unlocking the door, I enter my apartment and cross the empty living room. I glance inside the small kitchen. Empty. I frown.

I share the place with two other idiots but it’s oddly quiet tonight.

Loud voices filter through Ezra’s door, letting me know that despite appearances, I’m not home alone, and I relax. I don’t like being alone, living alone. I grew up as an only child and you’d think I’m used to loneliness, but I’m not. I never got used to it.

The voices increase in volume. What the hell? I recognize Ezra’s voice but also Gael’s. I knock and push the door open, catching the two halfwits in the middle of a shouting match.

“Hey, hey!” I grab Ezra who’s actually going after Gael and pull him back. Gael has his fists raised. “What the fuck, guys? Calm your tits!”

“That asshole!” Ezra rages, fighting me. “Let me rearrange his fucking face!”

“Me? He’s the one who started it.” Gael comes after Ezra, so I swing Ezra around and grunt when Gael’s punch hits my back. “Fuck.”

“Cut it out. Both of you.” I drag Ezra, who’s struggling like a wild animal, to his bed and throw him on top of it, then turn and jab a finger at Gael. “And you. Sit.”

Both of them are betas and the growl in my voice finally gets to them. They sit, rubbing their heads, glaring at each other. They may not be omegas but they still submit when I tap into my dominating side.

“Now...” I clench and unclench my fists, trying to let out the tension so I won’t end up grabbing the shaking the two dolts until their teeth fall out. “One of you explain first. Gael, go.”

Ezra scowls. “But—”

“Wait your fucking turn,” I snap and he falls silent.

Gael grunts. “He tried to steal my boyfriends.”

Well. That’s succinct and clear.

I turn to Ezra. “Now you.”

“Not my fault his boyfriends dumped him for me, is it?”

“You may give better head, but you’re a black hole of destruction, Ez.”

“You’re digging too deep, Gael, which may be why your boyfriends got bored with you.”

Well, shit. I raise my hands before they jump on each other again. “Enough.”

“Enough? My boyfriends!” Gael shouts. “You don’t just break up a relationship like that—”

“It was already broken, you idiot.” Ezra sags, obviously giving up the fight. “Otherwise, they wouldn’t have hooked up with me. It’s just sex, G.”

“Fuck.” Gael slumps back, too, dragging a hand over his face. “Just sex. Great.”

“Guys.” I prop my ass against Ezra’s desk. “I know what we have to do.”

“That right?” Ezra gives a glimmer of a grin. “Dr. Doolittle.”

“He talked to animals,” Gael mutters. “Whatever.”

“We need to go out tonight,” I say, “and get wasted.”
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COCO

––––––––
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I glance around at the girls. We’re seated at our usual table in the Book Cafe and everyone looks morose.

“We need to go out and get wasted,” I say.

Silence greets my words.

I sigh. “Ruby, support me here.”

“She’s right,” Ruby unexpectedly says. “Let’s go get wasted.”

June and Bee exchange glances. Gigi and Sophie laugh. Brinlee, the latest addition to the girl club, the cute delta in Sawyer’s pack, sips at her coffee and smiles.

“I’m not hearing any negations, so I’ll take that as a yes,” I say. “Feel free to invite your boys if you want to, but I’m talking about a girls’ night out. Dancing, drinking, exorcising demons. You know what I’m talking about. We haven’t had such a night in a while.”

And I know just the place. A place with a delicious bartender, even though he is in an established pack. I’m still sussing him out, but he’s just gorgeous, and I think he’s an alpha, too.

“I... can’t,” Bee says slowly, a blush spreading over her face.

“Huh?” I blink at her. “Why, what’s up?”

“She’s knocked up,” June giggles, then stops when Bee’s blush grows darker. “No. Really?”

Bee nods.

“Oh my God! I’ll become an aunt?” I squeal.

“You’re not related to her,” Gigi reminds me.

“Oh, shush. My friends are family. Right, Bee?”

Bee laughs softly, places a hand on her belly. “In about six months. I haven’t told anyone outside of my pack yet.”

“Congrats, girl!” June leans sideways and wraps her up in a hug. “That’s wonderful!”

“Bee! That’s amazing news!” I get up to glomp her. What can I say, I’m a glomping fan. “Give us a hug. Wait until I see your pack. I’ll pinch their lean, sexy cheeks.”

Bee is laughing. “Which cheeks are we talking about?”

“The ones on their faces, I say firmly. “I’d never touch any other part of your guys, woman. I may require a ladder to reach the alphas, though.”

“So true,” she snickers.

I pull back to give the other girls a chance to smother Bee. Babies make wanna squeal and dance. I’ve looked after quite a few older people and they are also sweet, but babies... I sometimes wish I’d studied to become a kindergarten teacher, but I’m not sure I’d be a good one.

I just want... babies.

Oh no. Is baby fever kicking in already? Just more proof I’m an omega, since betas rarely get it.

The thought has me smiling again. I wait until everyone has congratulated Bee and daydream about my pack in a little cottage full of giggling toddlers.

“So about tonight,” Ruby says, breaking the spell. “Are we still doing it?”

There is a hardness in her eyes today and I think she’s past the shock and in the anger phase of mourning. She needs this night out more than I do.

“Of course we’re going out,” I say. “Except for Bee and her little bean.”

Bee giggles.

“Where?” Ruby asks.

“Alpha Bet, the hottest bar in town. I can get us discounts. I know the owner.” I waggle my brows. “Aren’t you impressed?”

“You know everyone,” Bee says.

“Go, Coco.” June wolf-whistles. “The owner? When did that happen?”

“Last time we got to talking and he offered. So dress sexy, ladies, and shave your legs. You never know who will get to see your unmentionables tonight.”

Gigi, who has been sipping at her coffee, splutters. “Unmentionables.”

“Wear all the black lace,” I instruct them, “and your sky-high heels, because tonight we conquer and slay.”

“Conquer and slay what?”

“The night, of course. It’s ours, as is our desire and we’ll sate ourselves on dicks and balls. Or pussies, whatever rocks your boat.” I wink at the snickering girls around me. “The main thing is to have fun without guilt.”

And maybe find our potential mates but I won’t even say it out loud, not to jinx us. One never knows when fate might knock on your proverbial door, and tonight could be the night.

***
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“Coco! You ready?” June calls out from outside my apartment door. “We’re gonna be late!”

“One sec!” I dab some more red on my lips and smack them together. Leaning back, I give my image a critical look. I look good, if I say so myself. My midi dress is very twenties, deep red with tassels on the hem and fabric roses on the shoulder straps. My long necklace is made of fake pearls and more flowers and my pink hair is perfect for the style. “Coming!”

Grabbing my little black bag, every girl’s faithful companion, I toddle across the apartment on my heels and throw the door open. I strike a pose. “Ta-da!”

“Gorgeous!” June grins and strikes a mirroring pose. “Look at us!”

She looks absolutely stunning in her long, flowery dress and the low chignon she’s pulled her fair hair into. A miniature goddess of nature, her style matching mine and yet entirely her own.

“Let’s go get them, tiger.” I step outside, closing the door behind me, and link my arm with hers. “My feet will be weeping before we reach the bar in these heels.”

“Take them off?”

“Are you kidding? These babies aren’t coming off my feet, not even during sex. Trademark heels. Men know me by these heels.”

She giggles. “Suffer, baby.”

Suffer indeed. Suffer for beauty, suffer for attraction and lust. Suffer to reach your goal and get the good stuff. It’s all about work and play, effort and negotiation, and the girl who winked at me in the mirror is ready to give it her all.

Look at us go. Tonight will be epic. I just know it.

Wait, didn’t these just sound like some damn prophetic words?

***
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“Evening, girls,” the huge alpha bouncer folds his arms over his chest and grins at us. “Haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Been busy.” I grin back at him. He always sorta flirts with me but never goes further than that. His name is Erik and true to his name, he has great Viking vibes going for him. Blond hair and beard and clear blue eyes. “Will you let us in?”

“Depends.” He winks.

“Oh. On what?” I’m mildly interested but not wildly interested, if you get my drift.

“On going out with me.” He seems to read my face right because he nods. “Just a drink someday. If you like.”

“That I can do.”

“Then please step inside, fair ladies.” He gives a funny little bow and sweeps a muscular arm to the side. “Have fun!”

I do like him. As a friend. I think he’s cool. But despite the punch-you-in-the-face alpha maleness of his... I don’t feel attracted to him.

Huh. Interesting. Not all alphas do it for me, then. Filing this info away for further examination, I drag June into the bar.

“I can’t see anyone we know,” June yells in my ear. “Where are the girls?”

“At the bar getting shitfaced, probably,” I mutter. “That was the stipulation for tonight.”

“True.” June giggles as I drag her further in, sliding through the usual throng of customers who are drinking, talking and swaying to the music. “We’ll have to catch up.”

“We can do it!”

Both of us giggling now—imagine, we haven’t had a drop of liquor yet—we make our wobbly way to the bar. The place is packed, jumping, throbbing to a strong beat. It’s the best place in town to spot singles, and they also have the best cocktails.

What’s not to like, right?

I spot Gigi and Ruby further down the bar with cocktails in their hands. They seem to be deep in conversation. I miss Bee, who is a hoot, charmingly naive and sweet, but all my girls are amazing.

“Ladies!” I wave a hand in the air. “Here we are!”

They don’t hear us over the din of the music and voices until we’re almost on top of them. They are talking about relationships and packs, no surprise there after what Ruby told me the other day.

They jump two feet into the air when June and I sneak up on them and put our arms around them.

“Hi, ladies,” I say, making my voice low and growly. “Who’s up for some fun?”

“Coco!” Gigi laughs and turns to hug me back. “Stop scaring people, you little gremlin.”

“I’ll make you scream my name,” I continue in my faux-alpha voice. “I’ll show you heaven!”

Ruby is laughing so hard she’s crying tears. The girl is totally smashed. “More, more,” she chants.

“I’ll push you against the wall and see how slick you are for me,” I go on. “I’ll eat you up until you—”

“I see you ladies know how to have fun,” a growly, deep voice—a real male deep voice—says from behind me and I almost have a heart attack. “Do go on.”

June is laughing so hard she’s in hysterics. “Coco...”
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