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Dedication:


I dedicate this work to my husband, who, without him, I wouldn’t have nearly as much sexy material to write about.
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This is a work of fiction, but it does contain depictions and mentions of postpartum depression, alcohol use, alcohol abuse, self-loathing, mentions of male pregnancy, mentions of forced bonding/marking, antiquated ideas and expectations of gender roles, at-home piercing, fake therapy depiction (not an accurate depiction and should not be used for medical diagnosis), and violence.













CHAPTER ONE










MY DAUGHTER TURNED two years old. Well, biologically, she was my daughter, but as far as I and the rest of the world were concerned, she was my niece. She had been adopted by my eldest brother Levi and my former lover Casey as fucked up as that sounds. It was a dark blip in my past that I did my best to avoid, though that was hard when every so often my phone went off. No matter how many times I told them I didn’t want pictures or updates, Casey would still send them every once in a while, and no matter how much I logically told myself that I didn’t care all that much and that it wouldn’t affect me, seeing a picture of her stirred something deep inside me.


It was the omega in me. I could recognize my child immediately, and a part of me was inexplicably drawn to her, no matter how hard I tried to deny it. I gave birth to her, held her for maybe an hour, then handed her off to her adoptive parents. That was the first and last day I saw her in person. After that, I got the first ticket out of that town into the city to finally achieve my celebrity dreams.


I really never wanted children. I wanted Casey, that was for sure, and back then, if I had to have a baby to get him, that’s exactly what I would do. I was a dominant omega, and though I thought that would be enough to woo anyone, especially a beta like Casey, it just wasn’t. So, I threw a Hail Mary and gave birth to that beta’s child, a little girl they decided to name Alisa. She was two, and her birthday was today, which I was reminded of by the picture Casey sent me.


She had big gray eyes, a dominating trait from the Cade family, with a shock of curly red hair on top of her head. I was beyond thankful that she had Casey’s hair. If she had turned out blond like me, it would probably make the pang in my chest more painful. She was beaming, sitting in Levi’s, my brother’s, lap. He was beaming just as brightly as she was, his cheek pressed against hers. Just as intended, no one would ever question whether or not he was her father, both in looks since they were related and in his love for her. He loved her because she was Casey’s daughter.


That’s all it took for uncle to become father.


With a sigh, I ruefully downloaded the picture to my gallery, and all the while, the hairstylist cooed above me.


“That baby is adorable. Is that your nephew? Niece?”


“Niece. She turned two today.”


“How sweet. I can’t wait to have a baby.”


I had to bite my tongue. Whenever anyone talked about children, I felt compelled to respond with my own feelings or opinions, but as far as anyone knew, I had never had a child. I wanted to keep it that way, if possible. I was the cool uncle, nothing more, and that was for the best.


With a bitter taste in my mouth, I shoved my phone into my pocket and stared at my reflection in the large vanity mirror. Just like the little girl in the picture, a pair of gray eyes stared back at me. My blond hair had been meticulously straightened to lay perfectly flat against my forehead, just above my eyes and slightly over my ears. Even so, the hairstylist was still going over spots, ironing out even the most minute kinks, invisible to my untrained eye.


I was just about to shoo him away when he finally set the straightener down and picked up the hairspray.


“Is this your first nude shoot?”


“With a partner, yes.”


In truth, a majority of my work was in the nude. When I imagined my career in the city, I imagined acting, singing, or dancing. However, the quickest way for an omega to break into any celebrity industry was through modeling, and, unfortunately, that usually included nude shoots. It took time to sift through the porn and the scams, but eventually, I landed my first gig posing for a calendar. I had been December, pictured smiling and playing completely naked in the snow with a conveniently placed snowman to hide the naughty bits.


As luck would have it, my manager happened to get it for his own personal enjoyment and contacted me soon after to sign me. The days of fending off porn and scam offers were long behind me now, but the legitimate nude shoots were as present as ever. I still hoped for the days of acting and performing, but after two years of the same kinds of gigs over and over again, I found myself growing content and complacent. I made good money this way. Was there really any need to pursue anything more?


My lack of ambition made me nauseous.


The hairstylist, utterly ignorant of my thoughts and feelings, gasped before spraying a cloud of hairspray around his handiwork, sending me into a coughing fit. Without a care in the world, he kept right on chattering.


“Oh wow. That must be a little nerve-wracking. Or is it more comforting since you won’t do it alone this time? I just couldn’t imagine doing anything in the nude, but I’m a beta, so maybe it’s different for me than it is for an omega. This is pretty standard for you guys, right?”


Once I had regained my composure, I rolled my eyes.


“I’d rather not hear you talk about omegas and betas like we’re different species. Thanks.”


The young man’s eyes widened, his cheeks flushing red.


“I-I’m so sorry, Mr. Cade. I didn’t realize—“


Before he could finish, I waved a hand back toward him, effectively silencing him.


“I’m not interested in excuses or apologies. Are you done now? I’d like to relax awhile before the shoot.”


The man bobbed his head, sweat forming across his brow as he plucked up all his tools and products with shaking hands. Neither of us said another word as he packed up and shuffled out of the room. Finally, in my lonesome, I pulled my phone out of my robe pocket and immediately started shuffling through the images I had of Alisa.


It was this day, two years ago, that I was laid up in a hospital bed, going through some of the worst pain I had ever experienced in my entire life, just as my mother had warned me. But, just like he had said before, that pain seemed vague and distant now. If I was a traditional omega, I could see myself falling into the trap of wanting to go through it again just because I couldn’t quite remember what it felt like anymore.


What I did remember, though, was her crying. Her voice was bright and sharp as it cut through the chaos of the delivery room. I could still clearly see them holding her up over me, asking me over and over again:


"Do you want to hold her?”


Almost through pure instinct, my hands had reflexively reached out. But inside, I was screaming no. Of course, I didn’t want to hold her. Why would I when in only a few hours, if that, she would be plucked out of my arms? Still, my body responded, and they did exactly as my body wanted. They put that slimy, writhing, crying creature into my arms. I felt her warmth, my warmth, seeping back into my chest. I held her weight, the weight I had grown and carried for months inside me, now outside of my body. It was overwhelming, and tears of joy and rage poured out of me all at once.


My greatest regret was holding her. If I could have said no, then maybe looking at her pictures now, I wouldn’t feel such a heavy weight in the pit of my stomach. Despite the ache, though, I couldn’t stop myself. I started from the beginning of the gallery, which was a picture of her when she was only a few days old. Casey had her against his chest, her little body sprawled out across it, fast asleep without a single care in the world.


The ones that followed were similar, with her sleeping in various positions and places, often in Levi’s or Casey’s arms. Yet, even as similar as the images were, it was evident she was growing and changing. Every picture documented a slight change in her. Her peach fuzz was slowly growing out into red locks, and her eyes, which were often closed, suddenly appeared open more often. Those chunky arms and legs thinned out over time, and her frame grew out. It was a culmination of years, but I could swipe through it in minutes. Suddenly, that little, screaming infant was a wide-eyed, beaming toddler.


Before I even realized it, tears were slipping from the corners of my eyes, falling in large dollops on the phone screen as I stared at the latest photo again with my brother’s face pressed right alongside Alisa’s. Casey chose Levi. I chose to give up Alisa. We all made choices back then, including me, yet, I was still inexplicably miserable. With a growl of sorrow and rage, I wiped my eyes and turned off my phone completely.


Settling into the silence, I closed my eyes and allowed my head to tilt back until it rested on the thin back of the chair. It would probably leave a crease in my freshly flattened hair, but that wasn’t my problem. They would poke and prod me all over as soon as I got on set anyway, and anything they missed would just be fixed in post. I thought I would feel better in silence, but it made it so much easier for my thoughts to take over and bombard me. Much to my surprise, I longed for the annoying prattling of the hairstylist again, but my pride would never allow me to admit such a thing.


I did my best to steer my thoughts away from the picture of my biological child saved in my phone and instead toward the photo shoot at hand. I would be shooting with another prominent dominant omega model Michael Channing. He was renowned because of his unusually rough yet beautiful aesthetic. He had tattoos and piercings, often edited out of photos for other models if the model could even get the gigs to begin with, but that wasn’t the case for him. Often, he got his jobs because of his tattoos and piercings. This shoot was no different.


We would be advertising jewelry. I would wear the more feminine earrings and pieces, while he would wear the masculine variant. This particular line had the spring theme, and every piece had some callback to foliage or plants that grow in the springtime. It was nothing special, but Michael was so important for this because one of his most prominent tattoos was of a branch of cherry blossoms that started from the top of his shoulder and followed down the length of his body to the top of his left foot. It matched almost perfectly with the feminine variation of the jewelry line, which had multiple pieces with cherry blossoms as the motif. So, even though my body was completely clear of any marks, I would still match him with my jewelry, which was really the only role I played in all this.


I was just the blank canvas against the art that was Michael Channing. What a joke. He had been in the industry a year or two before I started, but he had already made a name for himself. On my first day in the city, I saw an ad campaign in the subway, plastered on at least 10 feet of the wall. He was advertising a perfume brand called Snake Bite, and as the name suggested, he had been coiled from head to toe, nude, of course, with various snakes. The most important feature, of course, was the perfume bottle he cradled against his left cheek, a deep cobalt blue. It was the same color as his snake bite piercings in the shoot.


Though I never admitted it out loud, nor would I ever, I would be lying if I said that image didn’t stick with me. It was my goal at the time. Little did I know how much work it would take to get there and how much work it would be to get out of it. Still, even as I rued my youthful ignorance at fawning over that gaudy picture, I couldn’t help recalling just how beautiful he was. I had to admit, even without the punky aesthetic, he was beautiful, and there was no doubt he probably would have gotten plenty of gigs without it.


Back then, he had shaggy silver hair. It was choppy and uneven in many places, but it seemed purposeful in its chaos and asymmetry. His eyes, half-lidded and golden, like he was just about to shut his eyes, seemed to cut through you, no matter where you stood by the advertisement. Then there was his skin. At the time, he had minimal tattoos, primarily focusing on piercings in various places that he would remove or change depending on the campaign. Otherwise, his skin was pretty much unmarred, bronzed with a natural tan. He wasn’t as toned back then, but he was still small and smooth like all omegas, his body shimmering right along with the scales of the snakes.


The more I thought about him from back then, the angrier I found myself getting. Bastard. Why was he so naturally talented and attractive? It made me sick. I sent silent curses out to my genes. Perhaps if I had received my father’s striking blue eyes alongside my mother’s raven-colored black hair, I would be just as popular as Michael Channing, if not more so. But no, I had received the complete opposite.


As soon as my thoughts began to travel down the path of my family, I was back to thinking of the little girl memorialized on my cellphone. Much like myself and every other child from Asher Bennett, my mother, we were all blessed or cursed, depending on who you asked, with the same gray eye color. It had become the trademark for the Cade family, though the one who brought it in wasn’t even a Cade at all. I had passed the same thing on to my daughter, a final fuck you from fate, I surmised, as that was the one thing I had hoped she wouldn’t inherit from me.


But, of course, she would. She was my child. Looking at those photos, there were more than just her eyes that mimicked me. As much as I tried not to see it, the older she got, the more her features seemed to align with mine. The soft round curves of her face, the roundness of her eyes, the way her brow arched sharply upward, and even her smile twitched up unevenly on one side because of her one-sided dimple. She was half of me, and there was no doubt about it.


Yet, I had absolutely no claim to her, not that I wanted it. Of course, I didn’t. I would have ended up as a little homemaking omega if I had. I’d probably have had a whole gaggle of children by now, probably all with that bright red hair and those same gray eyes. My body would be positively ruined, even more so than it already was. Thankfully, I was so pale that the stretch marks were nearly invisible, but I could still feel them if I dared touch that area with my bare hands.


I’d probably spend my days waiting for Casey to come home if I didn’t have a job of my own. I couldn’t even begin to fathom what sort of day job I would have that didn’t include modeling, acting, or singing, but there was no way I would have been able to do what I was doing now if I had stuck on that path. Right? This was for the best. This is what I had wanted.


Right?


Just as I was beginning to question everything, the grating voice of my manager broke the never-ending silence I had created for myself.


“Gabriel! Come on. It’s time to get going. Put on your most pleasant attitude, and let’s knock this out.”


The sarcasm didn’t escape me. Pleasant attitude? I couldn’t remember the last time I genuinely smiled at anyone since I moved out here. I, of course, wasn’t going to break my record now. However, I did my best to sneer over at my manager, who frowned in return.


With a sigh, he responded in kind.


“Perfect. Get your ass moving, would you?”


I would have usually put up a bit more of a fight or fuss just to see how angry I could get him before he exploded, but I was so happy to have a distraction that I rewarded him with compliance. I stood up, smoothing out my robe to ensure all of the most important bits were still covered, before making my way over to my manager. He held the door open for me, still frowning like I had said something foul. I was beginning to wish I hadn’t spared him a little tantrum or something worse.


Then I returned to where I had been in the silence of my dressing room. Once again, I couldn’t help being somewhat thankful for my annoying manager. With an uncharacteristic show of affection, as I patted his shoulder, I made my way past him and through the hallway toward the set.













CHAPTER TWO










THE FIRST THING was always to be introduced to the designer and the photographer. As expected, they were both “eclectic” and “charmingly quirky” in their own ways. After being on a number of sets, I learned that the artsy folk all were different variations of the same type. They were either uppity or so into their craft that no matter how desperately you tried to sway the conversation elsewhere, they’d always bring it back to their “process” or “art.” It was grating, to say the least.


The photographer was, thankfully, the uppity type, grunting his name before wandering back to the set to fiddle with his equipment. He was my preferred type. They avoided anyone who didn’t hold the same level of skill as they deemed necessary to hold a conversation with. As a model, I was just barely above a bug in his mind. The designer, on the other hand, was the other type.


I could see the wheels turning behind his gaze when his eyes lit upon me. He told me his name, which I promptly forgot before he started divulging what inspired him to create the collection, how he chose the metals and jewels, and what he thought this line would add to the art of jewelry-making, blah, blah, blah… I had long since glazed over, staring off somewhere above his head. There was no telling when he would be done, but I thankfully didn’t have to wait for him to stop himself.


My manager butt in, tugging me away with a half-hearted:


“So sorry, but Gabriel still needs to meet Michael.”


Before directing me towards the set where the fixture of my memories sat in a chair wrapped in a robe that matched my own, my manager tugged me along, going over a list of things I should and shouldn’t say, things I should and shouldn’t do, but none of that was of any importance to me. Just as I had been when I saw his poster in the subway, I was positively fixated on the man in front of me.


He was a dominant omega, just like me, and he was just as gorgeous. I was never one to be intimidated by other omegas, recessive, dominant, or otherwise, but this man was different. His features were sharp and sculpted, skin ever so slightly tanned. It was just enough that his golden eyes and silver hair stood out all the more. He had a soft, gentle smile, but his eyes were so sharp even that smile seemed threatening in its own way.


The photo hadn’t done him justice in the least.


“This is Michael Channing. Michael, meet Gabriel Cade. He’ll be your partner for this shoot.”


Michael’s lips parted, revealing a bright white smile, perfect except for the slightly sharper canines that prominently framed his front teeth. Another imperfection that worked to his advantage as part of his imperfect aesthetic. It was just one more thing to add to my list of things I hated about him.


“Hi, Gabriel. Looks like they hired the two archangels for this job. Do you think they intended that?”


I couldn’t help frowning. I already knew I didn’t like this guy. He was cocky, and it absolutely seeped out of his pores in the undercurrent of his cloyingly sweet pheromones. He smelled like sugary perfume like a rose dunked in syrup or something. It was as gross as he seemed to be.


“Doubt it.”


My manager bristled beside me, his hands flailing.


“Please pardon him, Michael. He’s had a long day, so he’s a bit short.”


Michael waved his worries away, though his golden eyes were trained solely on me.


“No worries. I get it. It’s nice to meet you all the same, Angel.”


“It’s Gabriel.”


He stuck his tongue out from between his teeth.


“Same thing. Ready for this?”


With that, he stood up, allowing the robe, which had been loosely hanging from his frame while sitting down, to slip off his body. Just as I was beneath my own robe, he was fully nude. I couldn’t stop my wandering gaze as I studied him up and down. His body was much more toned than it had been when I first saw him in his promo for the perfume, but that was a slight difference compared to the rest of him.


The most dramatic change was the tattoo of the cherry blossom. It was a massive tattoo, just as I had heard, but seeing it in person was a different beast altogether. A single branch spanned the top of his shoulder cap, down the side of his body, until it tapered off the top of his foot. It was beautiful and vibrant with heavy black outlines, as he hadn’t had it for very long. As soon as he was exposed, an assistant of some kind rushed over and immediately began slathering him in lotion until his entire body shimmered.


All the while, though, he watched me, grinning.


“Come on, Angel. Time to start working. Don’t tell me you’re shy. I’ve seen your work.”


I hated him. I could feel my eye twitching as my annoyance surfaced. He wasn’t wrong. I needed to disrobe so they could do the same to me, but now that he said it out loud, I didn’t want to. I felt like I would lose if I did. There was nothing to be done about it, though, as the assistant finished up with him and then turned to do the same to me, only to stand awkwardly with his fingers slathered in lotion as he found I was still robed.


With a sigh, I carefully untied the robe and let it fall to my feet.


Just like he had said, this was par for the course when it came to omega modeling, and I had done plenty of nude shoots. I had just never done one with someone else, especially someone I disliked as much as Michael. It didn’t help that as the robe fell, Michael’s gaze followed.


He was such a pervert. He didn’t even try to hide it as his grin widened, and his tongue flickered out to swipe at his lower lip before biting into it. Michael positively oozed sex, like an animal, and just like an uncivilized animal, he let his pheromones run wild, filling the room with his sugary floral scent. Everyone’s attention turned to him, some even openly blushing or drooling, depending on their own secondary sex.


I, on the other hand, gagged.


“Could you please hold off on the pheromones? We are trying to work, not start an orgy.”


Michael’s smile fell for the first time, his face wrinkling up in confusion. I was just growing satisfied by this reaction until he gave me a closed-lip smirk.


“You don’t think it’s work to have this much sex appeal?”


Oh yes, I hated him. I scoffed, holding out my arms as the assistant finished lotioning my body. I felt slimy and gross, but nothing felt worse than that stupid grin Michael had plastered across his face as we made our way to the set. It was an entirely white background, perfect for Michael to stand out against, while I just melted into it. To my surprise, as they arranged for us to stand at the center of the all-white display, they put Michael directly in the center, facing the camera. That wasn’t the surprising part. What surprised me was that they put me directly in front of him, facing away from the camera but pressing us so close together I could feel his breath on my mouth.


Just like most omega, dominant or otherwise, he was short. We were probably only a few centimeters apart if not the same height. Somehow that lit my anger all the same. Admittedly, I’d probably be pissed if he was taller, shorter, or anything in between.


I hated him.


Interrupting my inner tirade, the director’s voice boomed over the chattering around the set.


“Gabriel, turn your head to the side. Michael, rest your head on his shoulder.”


As he commanded, so did we follow. As soon as we were in position, assistants rushed up from the side, moving our hair around, touching up any smudged makeup, and putting on the jewelry destined for this particular shot. In this case, I got a daffodil ear cuff while Michael got a circlet around his wrist, the same shade of gold as the daffodils on the ear cuff, and a matching stud in the exposed ear.


It was then I realized they matched his eyes. I wasn’t the star, even as I blocked him. As if he could read my mind, he chuckled deeply against my neck, lifting the hand with the circlet on the wrist and pressing it to the nape of my neck. The other rested on my hip, even though it wouldn’t be in the shot.


“You look good in gold.”


I scoffed.


“You look like shit.”


That only made him cackle all the more. Rather than having the director scold him for throwing off the shoot’s mood, the director cooed, barely breaking over the sound of the camera shutter. If I had laughed, I had no doubt I would’ve been scolded. It took everything in me to lightly smile instead of frown like my facial muscles so desperately longed to do.


Thankfully we only held this pose for a few more pieces, matching his eyes like the sunflowers, marigolds, and the like. The only difference was the way I faced. The sunflower line was almost entirely necklaces, so for that portion, my back was leaned against his chest while we were pressed cheek-to-cheek. The marigolds were mostly wrist and finger jewelry, so I had to tilt my head back and cup his face while he leaned so close against me that our lips nearly touched. It took everything in me not to puke.


Little did I know I would be longing for this pose as we moved on to the grand finale, the cherry blossom line.


This would be the main advertisement for the jewelry line, expected to be on billboards, in magazines, and maybe even in the subway like Michael’s perfume ad had been. It would be full-bodied to catch Michaels’ tattoo, but also so I could wear the entire line, which consisted of belly chains, head jewelry, necklaces, ear cuffs, rings, bracelets, anklets, toe rings, and more. Those delicate feminine pieces weighed me down as it was being piled on me.


Meanwhile, they were directing Michael where to lie across the floor. His jewelry was limited to cherry blossom studs and a unique neckpiece with a plain silver chain that looped and looped until it formed a net over his shoulder, where the cherry blossom tattoo began. However, the heaviest piece was yet to be put on him.


It was me. I was supposed to lay across him, as flush as I possibly could get so my body would follow the contours of his, just as the cherry blossom branch along his side did. I was just another piece of jewelry to dawn his body. The prospect had me grinding my teeth, but I silently did as I was told, gently lowering myself against Michael’s body.


He was much firmer than I had anticipated, with the muscle in his abdomen and chest stabbing into me. Unsure of what to do with my hands, I initially opted to tuck them beneath myself, but Michael took the opportunity to take them and drape my arms around his neck.


“You don’t have to be scared. You can touch me. I won’t bite unless you ask.”


I didn’t have to look at him to know he was smiling, as the grin came through perfectly in his tone. Instead, I stared directly into the black lens of the camera, resting my head against my arm to avoid one more place of contact between us. My pride was sufficiently bruised. There was no need to damage it further if I could help it.


The vibrations of his laughter shook against my body.


“I like you, Angel.”


My face was burning, and I could already feel it spreading down my neck and across my shoulders. That asshole. Now that I was lying on top of him, I suddenly recalled the ad of him with the snakes. This time, I was the snake.


But I wasn’t the only snake in the mix.


It was gradual, but I felt it swelling against my limp dick. He had a boner. I tried my best not to squeal as I met his gaze, only to find him smiling down at me, a disgusting glint in his golden eyes. He wasn’t even embarrassed. Not that he had any reason to be. For an omega, he was rather substantial in size. Not as big as a beta or alpha, of course, but pretty impressive all the same.


Still, I wasn’t in the market for omega cock, much less his.


Parting my lips for the camera and doing my best to look sultry, even as my entire body turned red, I mumbled:


“I hate you.”


He openly laughed again, the photoshoot be damned. As far as he was concerned, he might as well have been lounging around at home rather than nude at a professional studio. Running a hand through his hair, he flashed me another grin.


“You hate me? Have I done something to you?”


I smiled in return, trying to match his energy for the sake of the shoot.


“No. I can just tell I hate you.”


His hand was under my chin. Then he pinched it ever so slightly as he tilted my head up. The necklaces and chains around my neck chafed my flesh and clanged together so loudly it made my head spin. But it wasn’t loud enough to drown out his husky whispers.


“Well, I find you interesting, and I think we have pretty good chemistry. Do you find me interesting, at least?”


Chemistry? Is that what he called that weird boner pressed against me? I had never had another omega come onto me like that in my life. Admittedly, I had never considered an omega as a potential partner until that moment. It was unfortunate that the first one I was now considering was Michael Channing.


“I suppose.”


He chuckled, stroking the corner of my lips with the pad of his thumb.



