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      “…just one dose of Representine could change your life forever! Become the alpha you’ve always wanted to be. Enjoy life to the fullest at the top of the food chain and have men and women falling at your feet! Finally be matched with the omega of your dreams, willing to fulfil your every sexual desire! You deserve it. Call one of our clinics today…”

      My lip curled back as I smashed the remote’s off button. It clattered when I threw it across the coffee table and slumped back on the lumpy sofa.

      Representine. Just the word gave me hives, never mind the creepy-ass adverts showing betas morphing into full-blown alphas with wide, film-perfect smiles. It was the architect of my life’s destruction—an artificial hormone treatment that forced the body through puberty again. With careful genetic therapy and a shitload of luck, someone could change their dynamic and be something other than what nature had intended them to be.

      Oh, I knew all the science. Why wouldn’t I? My ex-husband had been chasing that particular golden goose for years. Convinced he’d been miscategorized, he’d tried everything over the years to change his dynamic and become an alpha. Finally, through Representine, he’d done it.

      I never expected he’d kick me out the day after.

      Cradling my coffee mug against my chest, I looked out the window. Rather than the plush lawns and carefully tended gardens of my former home, the ratty apartment looked out onto a parking lot. Beyond it was more cheap housing and inner-city scrubland. It wasn’t salubrious. It was cheap and the best I could afford with the dwindling money in my account.

      I cast a look at the envelope on the table in front of me. It was marked “From the office of the Affairs of the Alpha Council.” The opened edge was creased, even though I’d only taken the letter out once.

      I didn’t need to open it to know what was inside. The words of the letter inside were engraved in my memory for all time. It was short and official—a notification that my marriage was over. Not a divorce. Nothing as nice as that. It simply informed me that due to a mistake in my husband’s dynamic labeling, his code had changed and our marriage was no longer valid. Furthermore, all assets from the annulled marriage rightfully belonged to him.

      We weren’t divorced. In the eyes of the law, our marriage had never taken place. I couldn’t even sue the bastard for half of everything because he was a prick. No marriage, no way to divorce. I had no rights at all.

      I closed my eyes. More than twenty years just… gone because Robert was an alpha, and alphas ruled the world and everything in it. Betas, like me, were second class. Workers. Drones. Not quite the bottom of the food chain. Those would be the omegas. I shuddered. No woman wanted to be coded as an omega. Little more than sex slaves, the lucky ones were pampered and cossetted. The unlucky ones… fucked and bred with little care by asshole alphas until nothing was left of them.

      I sighed and finished my coffee, absurdly relieved and proud of the bright yellow mug in my hand. Yes, it was cheap, but it was mine. I’d brought it with my own money. I’d been kicked out of my home with nothing more than the clothes on my back and the one small bag I’d been allowed to take. I was watched every step of the way by officers from the Alpha Council to make sure I didn’t take anything that didn’t belong to me.

      I wouldn’t have. I didn’t want anything from Robert. Ever again. Not even his name. So I’d changed it back to my maiden name.

      All thanks to a little blue vial.

      He’d tried to get me to take the treatment, hoping I would represent as omega for him, but I’d refused. Hell yeah, I’d refused. At least as a beta, I had a life. Rights. Well, some anyway. More than an omega had. An omega was her alpha’s, or alphas’, property. Omegas had nothing. Were nothing. They weren’t allowed to hold down jobs, drive, or have a bank account. Hell, their passports—if they were even allowed one—were linked to their alpha’s. They couldn’t do anything without the permission of their alpha owner.

      My cell pinged with a text. I picked it up, my heart jumping a little as I recognized the number for the employment agency. The message was short and simple. I had an interview. Today. I leaped up from the sofa and rushed to get ready. A job would mean security and being able to pay the rent, already late, to keep a roof over my head for another month.

      I couldn’t be late. Too much was at stake.
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      Less than half an hour later I was ready and out the door, my mood brighter than it had been for weeks. I hadn’t worked in years, not since my son was young, but it didn’t matter. I’d always enjoyed office work, and the text had said the role was for a personal assistant. I could do that. Looping my small purse over my shoulder, I turned to lock the door.

      It was a mistake to turn my back on the stairwell landing. The skin at the back of my neck prickled a half second before hot breath washed over it. I cringed at the feeling of a large, bulky form behind me, knowing who it was before my landlord spoke.

      “Hey, darling. Fancy catching you here.”

      “Hi, Mr. Davis,” I said brightly, sucking my breath in as I turned while trying not to touch any part of him. That proved quite the difficult task when barely an inch of airspace separated us. My stomach roiled at his fetid breath. Oral hygiene was not Davis’s strong point. Neither was laundry, I realized as I came eye to eye with what looked like a takeout stain on his grimy t-shirt.

      Mr. Davis, the landlord who lived on the ground floor, was a large bulky beta of a man with dark eyes that watched the world jealously. I hadn’t liked him when I’d signed the agreement for the apartment. The way his dark eyes had wandered over me incessantly sent an unpleasant shiver down my spine, but I hadn’t had any options. This was the only apartment I could afford. It was this or being out on the street…

      I bit back a shudder. No one wanted to be on the street. The homeless were little more than prey for the rougher elements in the city—criminals and worse, wild alphas who didn’t conform to society’s conventions, making the darkness under the city their own. No, I didn’t want to be out on the streets.

      “Your rent is late.” He smiled, but it wasn’t a nice one. It was predatory.

      I plastered an innocent look on my face and shook my head. “The payment left my bank account two days ago. I’m sure it did.”

      It hadn’t. There wasn’t enough to cover it just yet, but I’d thought Davis was out of town, which gave me a little more time. I needed more time.

      “Let me ring the bank today,” I said brightly, sliding to the side and under his arm quickly. “I’m sure it’s just a processing error.”

      His expression tightened with rage, his black eyes tracking me as I put a safe distance between us.

      “Yeah. Sure it is.”

      He took a step toward me and I primed myself to run. Despite my calm expression, my heart pounded, but I reassured myself. He was big and unfit. I wasn’t. I’d been doing hot yoga and HIIT for years. I could be down the stairs and out the door in a flash if he so much as looked like he was trying to grab me.

      Either he realized that or he thought better of trying to assault a woman in public because he stopped, his eyes blazing with anger and something I really didn’t want to put a name to.

      “Make sure you call them,” he grunted, wiping a sweaty hand over the t-shirt covering his protruding gut.

      “Payment needs to be made today.” His black-eyed gaze raked my figure in the neat skirt suit. “One way or another.”

      I didn’t bother to unpack that one, instead burying my rage at the asshole deep down.

      “It will be, Mr. Davis. You have my word on that!” I called out as I ran lightly down the stairs and through the door to freedom.

      If I could land this job, that was. I didn’t want to think about what would happen if I didn’t…
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      Please let them like me. Please let them like me. I need them to like me so I can pay rent.

      The mantra rolled through my mind on a loop as I sat in a room filled with young girls who didn’t look old enough to interview for a fast-food joint, never mind apply to be a company director’s personal assistant. They were all betas, of course. We all were. Omegas were not allowed to work, and no alpha female would apply for a role as a PA. CEO was more their territory.

      I snuck a glance at the girl next to me, noting the sky-high hemline of her skirt. Belt was a more apt description. And if I’d worn a blouse that tight, I might as well have applied to star in a porn film rather than to be a personal assistant, but because she was young and skinny, she pulled it off without being X-rated. I sighed and resisted the temptation to look down at myself. I would only get depressed if I did.

      When I’d dressed earlier in my best skirt suit, simple blouse and kitten heels, I’d thought I looked good. My figure was neat, if a little on the curvy side, and my suit was a good one, if a few years old now. An investment piece, I told myself firmly. Good quality. A company director would recognize that and appreciate a well-dressed employee.

      Yeah… it didn’t work. I was a good twenty years older than any of the other applicants and suddenly I felt like a grandmother. Dowdy and dull. Desperate even.

      My jaw clenched as I forced myself to stay still even though all I wanted to do was flee. I was desperate. I needed this job. If I got it, I could make the payment for rent tonight and make what food I had in the kitchen last, secure in the knowledge that payday would be coming soon and I could shop.

      I hadn’t even texted back for the details of the job. All I knew was that it was for a PA role. That I could do standing on my head. I’d been a PA before I’d gotten married. My husband’s actually. He’d pursued me relentlessly, first for a date, and then when I wouldn’t fall into bed with him, to get married. Robert always aggressively pursued what he wanted, whether at work or in his personal life.

      Looking back, it really shouldn’t have come as a surprise when he’d applied for the Representine treatment. He’d always been convinced he should have been an alpha, rather than a beta, even citing our alpha son as evidence that two betas couldn’t make an alpha child. I had no clue how much money we’d spent over the years on tests as he tried to prove his dynamic had been registered incorrectly.

      I caught myself picking at my hem. Robert had always had affairs with one PA or another, girls no older than the ones in here giving me the side-eye. A leopard didn’t change its spots, and Robert had certainly had enough side chicks over the years. Then the treatment worked, and he became an alpha. As soon as the results had come through, he’d looked me up and down and told me he could do better than a dried-up, faded old beta female.

      My jaw tightened as I stared at the wall ahead. There were no tears. Why should there be? I was a beta, always had been, so I was no match for an alpha. Hell, no alpha would even look at me twice.

      “Ms. Clark?” I turned to find an alpha, unusually a woman, looking me up and down. My heart plummeted. With a side-shave, jeans and heavy combat boots, her closed-off eyes and jaded expression made something in the center of my chest ache as I wondered what had happened to her. I didn’t ask. The irritated look on her face told me it wasn’t the first time she’d spoken.

      My heart plummeted. Great first impression, just what I needed.

      “I’m so sorry. Yes, I’m Neve Clark.” I smiled to try and smooth over my inattention. Tiredness, I told myself. Sleeping on a lumpy mattress in a grotty apartment would do that to a person.

      “The Conrahans will see you now. Follow me,” she said, her lips pursed as she looked down at her clipboard.

      “Of course, thank you.”

      I smiled as I stood up, forcing the expression onto my face. Inside I was quaking in my shoes. I hadn’t interviewed for a job in… shit, I couldn’t remember, it had been that long. What if I fucked it up? This had been the only role the agency had been able to find for me in days. I could not afford to screw up, not with Mr. Davis on my case as well.

      I kept quiet as she led me down a lushly carpeted hallway. In one of the better areas of town and in a premium building, Alpha Security Company was obviously an extremely successful business. More so than I’d expected of a security business.

      A multitude of questions swirled through my brain but I daren’t ask anything else. We reached a set of double doors. Opening them, she ushered me inside with a murmured, “Ms. Clark for you.”

      I froze two steps into the room, staring at the two men on the other side of the conference room like a rabbit in the headlamps.

      One turned from where he’d been looking out the window, his hands in his pants pockets, while the other looked up from the file he’d been studying. Both pierced me with blue eyes; one paler and one more akin to midnight. Both tall and broad-shouldered, they had heavily muscled builds that no expensive suit could conceal, an aura of power clinging to them like a fine cologne.

      They were alphas.

      Raw, unadulterated heat washed through me, forcing me to press my thighs together circumspectly. I’d always been a sucker for big, muscled men and these two were like eye-candy. And alphas. There was no way I could forget the alpha part.

      Even betas like me were susceptible to the sexual magnetism alphas gave off. They were the top of the food chain, able to impress their will on the two lower dynamics.

      My eyes narrowed a little as the sensual haze lifted enough to let me think. There was something about them, though. Something that tickled in the back of my mind… Then my frown cleared as I realized why the name had seemed familiar.

      Holy fuck, I was looking at Dante and Mason Conrahan, the sexy young jocks who’d lived next door to us before we’d moved. The last time I’d seen them was at least ten years ago. Perhaps more...

      But oh hell, had they grown up. Far from the smooth faces I remembered, they both sported rugged beards. Solid chests and—I almost whimpered as Dante turned from the window and took a step toward me, his brow furrowed—thighs. Oh. My. God. He had thighs to die for.

      “Mrs. Sinclair?” he asked, his rough, deep alpha’s voice filled with surprise.

      “It’s just Ms. Clark now,” I said with a forced smile. “Robert and I separated. Please, though, call me Neve.”

      “Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that,” Mason rose from his seat, rounding the table. I was forewarned this time, so I managed not to moan as the tall, geeky teen I remembered was revealed to have grown up into a devastatingly handsome example of prime beefcake. “Come in. You look beautiful.”

      “Errr… Thank you,” I murmured, surprised by the comment.

      I found myself herded along, trying not to notice how nicely Mason’s hard body moved under his suit. He was an alpha, so of course he was built nicely. Panty-wettingly nicely. That was the point. Alphas were driven to dominate and fuck, breeding their omegas to bring more of their dynamics into the world.

      Before I knew what was happening, he’d settled me into a seat between the two of them, caging me between them. I cast around for something to say. Something witty and intelligent that wouldn’t bore them. Instead…

      “It’s got to be what… more than ten years since I saw you both last?”

      “Twelve years, six months and three days,” Dante growled, the sound affecting me on a visceral level as he took the seat opposite Mason’s. They both had files in front of them, coffee mugs and water glasses indicating they’d been at this for a while.

      My eyes widened in surprise. “That’s… very precise.”

      He watched me intently. “I remember everything about the last time we saw you.”

      I gave a small, strained chuckle. “I’m sure I looked an absolute sight. Running around after an eight-year-old takes it out of you. I never got to thank you boys for helping keep him occupied as you did.”

      It seemed wrong referring to two alphas as “boys,” and I winced, expecting a flare of alpha temper.

      Instead, Mason waved dismissively, a charming grin on his face as he put a glass of water on the table in front of me. “It was nothing. How is Cameron?”

      “He’s at college now,” I beamed with pride. It was easier talking about Cam. I didn’t have to think about the shit-show my life had become that way. “I didn’t think he’d make it, but he really put in the effort in his last year. After his alpha presentation, he got all competitive. We—I’m so proud of him.”

      “You didn’t look a sight at all,” Dante said on a low rasp, his gaze not leaving my face. “You looked stunning, just like you do now.”

      “Flattery will get you everywhere.” I chuckled, feeling a lot more at ease now that my surprise at seeing them both had worn off.

      I could do this.

      I knew Dante and Mason. They were good ki—men.

      They were good men.

      I could totally do this.
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      “Will it?” My smile turned predatory.

      I couldn’t believe my luck.

      Of all the people in the world Mrs. Sinclair, the Mrs. Sinclair, was sitting right in front of me and damn she looked just as good now as she had ten years ago—better in fact. She’d lost about two hundred pounds in useless weight when she’d gotten rid of her ex-husband. I’d never liked the guy or the way he’d treated her. Robert Sinclair was a grade-a fucking jerk. Worse than some alphas I knew and that was saying something considering he was a beta.

      I took a deep breath to calm myself, and her scent, as sweet and delicate as the woman herself, wrapped around me. I bit back a groan. Fuck, she smelled good. Too good.

      Heat roared through my veins, running straight to my cock, and I couldn’t stop my gaze caressing her. I’d waited years to smell her scent again. Been in the army, seen combat, left and built a business. But not once had the need to smell her scent left me.

      Petite and curvy, she primed all my alpha senses. She always had, even before I knew what I was. I’d lost count of the hours I’d spent whacking off in my bedroom and the shower thinking about her. About her doing yoga in her back garden in that itty bitty top and shorts.

      She hadn’t known I was watching her, hidden behind the blinds in my room that overlooked the garden. Even back then it had been obvious that she was self-conscious about her body, rushing back into the house if she heard the slightest sound in the neighboring gardens. I had no clue why because she had curves made for sin. Made for fucking. In my fantasies, we’d fucked. Boy, had we fucked. Anywhere and everywhere.

      Only as I’d gotten older had those fantasies had become darker, more about dominance and having her on her knees in front of me. That beautiful face turned up, her dark eyes imploring me as I took her mouth, my hand hard in her hair as I fucked her.

      She was a beta, but I didn’t care. In my fantasies she became an omega as soon as I touched her, my dominant nature awakening her true, hidden dynamic. It wasn’t unheard of. Some omegas were dormant until they met their true mate, and then their dynamic shifted and flared to life.

      Cock hard as a staff in my pants, I reached down to readjust it, not bothering to hide the movement. Why should I? I’m an alpha. Top of the fucking food chain. What I want, I take, simple as.

      Her gaze flicked down, her lips parting on a small gasp and eyes widening as she realized what I’d done. She snapped her gaze up and my smile broadened more.

      “Errr, it’s just a saying,” she managed, not quite keeping the little tremor out of her voice. Someone should have warned her playing word games with an alpha was dangerous. Really damn dangerous.

      Her cheeks flushed with color, fascinating me even more. I wanted to lean down and nibble along her ear lobe. See if I could make her go redder. I could. I knew I could. A little beta like this was easy prey.

      I didn’t. Instead, I exchanged glances with Dante. He leaned back in his chair to watch the interplay with lazy attention. That was the way we worked. I forged a path and Dante covered the rear. At first people thought it was because I was more dominant, but they couldn’t be further from the truth. Once Dante got going, he was a force of fucking nature. Not even I could stand in his way.

      We were paired alphas—alphas who had a soul-deep bond. It made us faster, more powerful and infinitely more dangerous. On the battlefield, it led to an almost psychic bond, the two of us operating as a single unit. Which was the reason the military sought out alpha pairs, preferring them over solo alphas.

      Now, though, the little light in Dante’s eyes as he watched our pretty little prize, caught between our bigger, harder bodies like an unsuspecting rabbit in a trap, said we were on the same page. As usual. I hadn’t been the only one jacking off to thoughts and stolen glimpses of Neve although Dante was the lucky bastard who’d seen her once in her lingerie. He’d never quit lording that over me.

      As we watched she pulled herself together and smiled brightly. “Right, so… I understand you’re interviewing for the position of PA.”

      She had the smile I remembered, bright and welcoming, the one that had gotten me through the hell that was high school before we’d transitioned. If she thought it was going to distract us and bring the conversation back to safe territory, she was wrong. Very wrong. That shit didn’t work with Alphas in general and definitely not with us. Not now we had her in our sights. Dante’s little nod spurred me on.

      I smiled. It was time to ramp up the heat on our little beta and get her right where we wanted her.

      “No. We’ve filled the position.”

      I leaned back in my chair. It was that or pull her into my lap, rock my stiff cock against her sweet little pussy, and make her understand just how much she affected me.

      “Y-you have?” The confident mask slipped, and her lip trembled. Guilt crushed my heart. I didn’t want to cause her pain. I wanted to bring her pleasure instead, make her scream and beg for more as she was impaled on my thick, hard cock.

      She smiled and her expression slid back to neutral and pleasant. I didn’t like that. What had happened to her that she’d learned to hide distress so well? She couldn’t hide it from us. It was still there in her scent, evident for any alpha with a nose on his face, but no hint of it shone on her face or in her body language.

      “Yes, of course you have,” she said, pulling herself together admirably. “Alpha Security Company seems like a solid company. A building like this, it looks like you’re doing really well. Anyone would be happy to work here. You should both be proud of yourselves.”

      She was babbling, her voice too light and bright, contrasting with the dark scent of her misery and distress.

      I rubbed at my jaw, the heavy stubble I could never quite erase no matter how many times I shaved prickling my fingers. I should be sensitive to how she was feeling but all I could think about was how she would react if I rubbed my stubble across her sensitive skin… Across her nipples.

      “It is,” Dante’s voice was little more than a growl, his eyes dark as they washed over her. “We’re dedicated to the company, and our men. We expect our PA to be just as dedicated.”

      She nodded, her eyes wide. It was obvious she hadn’t connected the dots yet. Perfect. Our pretty little prey was unaware and so, so tempting. This was going to be fun. Dark, decadent, filthy fun of the kind alphas excelled at.

      “We employ alphas, Neve. Ex-military, highly skilled combat veterans, most of them extremely competent killers,” I said.

      I didn’t include myself or Dante in that number. It went without saying that we were the biggest bastards on the payroll. Someone had to keep the others in line. But I didn’t want to give her any excuse to run from us.

      Her breathing caught, just slightly, the edge of fear entering her scent. There was something else, though, something sweet and delicious as she looked between us.

      “But, you hire them for good things. Don’t you? As bodyguards and to look after people?”

      My lips curved at her innocent view of the world. Yeah, we did good things, like protect women and children, and rescue kidnapped omegas. But sometimes to do good things, we had to do bad things to bad people. Some of us… well we were alphas. Violence was in our nature.

      She was a beta, though, and not part of our world. She had no way of knowing just how bad things were. How many alphas were hurting because their omegas had vanished. How many alphas just didn’t have omegas anymore… it was something the Alpha Council kept strictly under wraps and hired people like us to look into. The same way they were looking into new drugs to see if they could up the rates of omega presentation. It would give us all the omegas we needed. Craved. Went mad without.

      “Careful,” I smiled. “You’ll be calling us heroes next.”

      “But aren’t you?” she asked, looking from one of us to the other.

      Dante and I both chuckled. No way could any alpha be called a hero, and especially not us. We weren’t heroes. We were something else.

      “No, kitten, we’re not heroes.” Dante took the words out of my mouth.

      I slid forward in my seat. “There will be late nights. Travel, all paid of course…” Lots of time pandering to our every whim. On your knees. On your back… on our cocks.

      “Sounds like the ideal job.” She fidgeted in her chair; her eyes downcast. I fought back a growl of approval at the submissiveness of the posture. “I’m sure your candidate will love it.”

      “Well, I certainly hope so.”

      Hooking my finger around her jaw, I forced her to turn and look at me. The touch of her delicate skin sent a roll of awareness through me. God, I wanted her. Here, now. In all the filthiest ways my alpha instincts could cook up. “As alphas we can be very… demanding and dominant.”

      She froze, her dark brown eyes wide. They had a ring of amber around the edge. I’d never seen that before. I’d never been this close. Never had the opportunity to touch her silken skin. Her lips parted as I stroked my thumb gently along the line of her jaw, and all I could think about was them wrapped around me as she slid me deep. My cock jerked savagely, all on board with this plan.

      “Demanding is okay,” she managed, her voice soft. “Dominant… you’re alphas. Alphas are always dominant.”

      “Do you think you can handle it? Handle us?” Dante’s voice was hard. “We need a PA who can stand up to us, not collapse into a sniveling puddle of tears and desire every time we so much as growl.”

      I shared his frustration. We’d been through interview after disastrous interview this morning. Half the applicants had turned up wearing less than the average hooker, hoping to hijack our alpha sex drives and sleep their way into a prestigious job. The rest had just become puddles of drool and desire as soon as one of us growled and we hadn’t been able to get a lick of sense out of them.

      “Neve?” I asked, adding a hint of command to my voice to test her reaction.

      I watched her swallow again, her eyes dilating as she looked at me.

      It was the normal beta response to an alpha’s demand, one I’d seen countless times before, but fuck did it hit me hard. Why the fuck couldn’t she have been an omega? The growl rose unbidden to my throat. If she had been an omega… if I’d even had the hint of a suspicion that she was… nothing on earth would have stopped me claiming her.

      She blinked and bit her lip hard, the sensual haze disappearing from her eyes. Clever girl. She’d used pain to distract herself from the effect I had on her. One day I was going to teach her that pleasure and pain were bedfellows.

      “Yes. I can do that,” she said with a nod, realization dawning in her eyes as she figured out the job was still open.

      “I can definitely do that.” She nodded again, her hands neatly folded in her lap. She wore no jewelry, just a neat little watch. Instantly I wanted to see her dripping in diamonds and nothing else apart from high heels. Dragging my attention from my fantasy of her kneeling on the desk in nothing but a diamond choker, presenting herself to me, I realized she’d asked something. Her expression was expectant, her head halfcocked to the side. A soft, indulgent little smile played on her lips that I wanted to see more of.

      “I’m sorry,” I said automatically, even though as an alpha I wasn’t used to apologizing for anything. “What were you saying?”

      “I can start immediately,” she offered, adding another smile. Fuck, her ex was an idiot to have let her go. If she’d been mine I would have kept her chained to the bed and never let another man see her. I wouldn’t have fucked half the neighborhood like Robert Sinclair. Asshole hadn’t even been discreet about it. Talk about shitting on your own doorstep. It had even been obvious to Dante and me, and we’d been self-absorbed assholes at the time.

      “I’m between jobs, so if you’re short staffed, I can start right away.”

      The desperate hope that blossomed through her scent made me frown. I didn’t know much about divorce. It was a beta thing. Alphas didn’t divorce. They bonded with their omegas. But I did know Robert Sinclair was loaded. No way could she be hurting for money. There had to be another reason she wanted the job. I wasn’t vain enough to think it was because of us. Before walking into the room, she hadn’t even known it was us.

      I didn’t need to look at Dante. There was no question of letting her go now that we had her, and Monday was just too fucking long to wait to see her again.

      “Excellent,” I said, standing and towering over her. “You’re hired.”

      I offered my hand as Dante made a phone call to let Penny know we’d chosen the successful candidate and to let the others go.

      “Thank you so much,” she murmured, her gaze dropping submissively as her softer, smaller hand disappeared into mine. Just the touch of her skin, soft like satin, made me bite back a shiver. Like this, I realized how much smaller she was. “You won’t regret this. I promise.”

      “Oh… we know that.” Dante stood to tower over her on the other side with a wide, wolfish and utterly predatory smile that made her breath catch again.

      I resisted the urge to punch him in the arm for scaring our little beta and smiled instead. “If you follow Penny, she’ll get your paperwork sorted and show you to your desk.”

      The door opened to reveal our head of HR, the former sniper’s expression professional and no-nonsense. A rare alpha female, she’d lost her pair on the battlefield and had been solo ever since. She’d been one of our first hires.

      “Ms. Clark, if you would like to follow me,” she said, somehow making her request sound like an order.

      “Kitten heels…” Dante murmured as the door shut behind the two women. “Now we’re fucked.”

      “Indeed.”

      I rubbed at my chin. He was usually right about most things, but he was well off with the timing of this one.

      We’d been fucked from the moment we met her years ago and just hadn’t realized it.

      
        
        NEVE

      

      

      I had a job. Finally.

      I couldn’t believe it, a small smile breaking over my lips as I rode the subway home. Perhaps, after nearly six months of shit, things might, might just be turning around for me. I wasn’t under any illusions. I hadn’t gotten the job at Alpha Security Company because of my experience, which was twenty years old and pretty much nonexistent. Or through my skill set, which was again twenty years old and woefully out of date. And that description was being kind. Obsolete would be nearer the mark. The PC systems I’d used back then were like comparing dinosaurs to birds. I could kind of see the resemblance if I looked sideways and squinted a little bit, but other than that… yeah. I was just lucky it had been Dante and Mason.

      I leaned back in my seat, a frown on my face as I thought of my two bosses. The last time I’d seen them, they’d been in their late teens and pre-transition. I only knew a little about the family, but I did know they’d been adopted. Since the dynamic tended to present in family lines, there had been no way of knowing the two wouldn’t be betas like their parents. A flush hit my cheeks as I thought of the way the two were built now.

      Dante had been a big unit even back then, playing football at school, and looking back I could see the beginnings of his alpha build. Mason, though, had been tall and lean. Tall enough for an alpha but without the muscle mass or even the beginnings of it. My breath hissed quietly through my teeth. His transition must’ve been brutal because he was just as big as Dante. Well, as big and well-muscled as Dante was now. The guy must’ve put on at least a foot and a couple hundred pounds.

      The train slowed into another station, cutting into my chain of thought as I waited for the new passengers to board. There was always a moment on any form of public transport, where everybody looked and waited to see if any of the newcomers were alpha.

      I breathed a sigh of relief as all of the boarders turned out to be beta. There would be no risk of an alpha rage, or worse, two of them getting into a fight. When they did, whatever it was over, there was always collateral damage. Alphas didn’t care about betas. We were just drones, going about our daily lives, and serving them in whatever capacity was required.

      It was why the rest of us stuck together in packs. Safety in numbers. Even now, traveling alone, I’d settled myself in the middle of a row of seats, safely tucked in beside a group of other beta women who seemed to know each other. When I’d first sat down, I’d gotten a smile and a nod from the woman nearest to me. She knew the score. Tomorrow it could be her doing the same.

      The subway train set off again and I went back to my thoughts, nibbling at the ragged edge of a fingernail. It was a bad habit, one I was desperately trying to stop. I didn’t drink or smoke, though, and after the last few weeks… shit, months now actually, I needed some kind of relief from my anxiety.

      I looked around the carriage. It was mostly filled with workers… Office staff heading home or factory workers heading to a nightshift. A few were students, but on the whole the carriage was filled with tired-looking adults going about their day.

      Soft music played, barely audible over the rattle of the wheels on the track and the prerecorded announcements before we headed into each station. As always, effort seemed to have been put in by the speaker to ensure that each announcement was as incomprehensible as possible. I wasn’t even sure some of them were in English.

      I kept an eye on the display over the door a short way down from me, watching the little green dot as it crawled closer and closer to my stop. It was a long journey, practically from one end of the line to the other, but I had no other changes. So once I was settled in, I could relax a little and brain out. Those around me were doing the same, their attention on whatever device they had in their hands or their eyes closed listening to music through their earphones. One guy leaning against a rail near the end of the carriage even had a newspaper. God alone knew where he had gotten that from. Probably a museum or something. I had no idea they even sold print newspapers anymore, not with most people consuming their news and media online.

      I didn’t blame them. It was a monotonous journey with nothing to look at out the window but grey tunnel walls and the backs of office and factory buildings. If I was going to be doing this a lot, I’d need to bring a book or something to read.

      Perhaps I could check out some secondhand shops nearby. At the thought, my mood picked up. I hadn’t read in years. I’d never had the time because I was always running around after Cameron or Robert—after-school sports practice, dry cleaning run, or just the general day-to-day tasks of running a house.

      I’d driven then but I didn’t now. Not since the divorce anyway, or should I say the non-divorce. It wasn’t even an annulment. That would have indicated that at some point a legal ceremony had taken place. But no, no longer eligible meant everything had been wiped clean and my car, a snazzy little SUV I’d nipped around the city in, had been a victim. Like everything else we owned, it had been ceded to Robert on his dynamic change.

      But… I tried to brighten myself up. There was always in a silver lining. I now had a long commute, which gave me time to read again. I used to like reading. Time I got into it again.

      A soft ping announced that the door at the end of the carriage was about to open. My breath caught a moment before it did, spinning two loud and obnoxious alphas into the carriage. Tension immediately rose in the air, all the betas in the carriage dropping their gazes as the two alpha males walked straight through.

      They were laughing and joking with each other, barely acknowledging the rest of us. The one on the left collided with one old man, knocking him off his feet. The alpha turned with a snarl, “Watch where you’re going, you fucking idiot!”

      No one dared to move or help the old man back to his feet in case they incurred the alpha’s wrath as well.

      “Sorry, alpha sir,” the old beta muttered, bowing his head as he clambered painfully to his feet. “Won’t happen again.”

      But the two alphas had already strode onward, forgetting the old man even existed. The rest of us held our breaths until they left the carriage through the other door. The tension drained from the air like a plug had been pulled. Instantly, two factory workers were by the old man’s side, helping him back up and dusting him off with apologies for not stepping in. He waved them off, shaking his head. The apologies were merely perfunctory, and we all knew it. No one in the carriage could’ve done anything if those alphas had gone into a rage against the old man, merely for existing and happening to be in their way.

      The green dot on the map moved closer to my stop. When my station’s name was announced in the middle of some word Scrabble, I gathered my single bag and stood to edge my way toward the door. I had a spring in my step when the door opened and I stepped out.

      Today was the start of the rest of my life, and I couldn’t wait.

      Particularly not if it included Dante and Mason Conrahan.
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