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What is Omegaverse?

If you’re not familiar with what Omegaverse is, let me enlighten you a bit on the topic! Otherwise just continue to the next chapter!

It’s an alternate universe completely made up to where, unlike traditional werewolves that can shift, it has to do with the person’s genes. There are only three types of genes, A/B/O is the term.

Alpha/Beta/Omega

One major difference between Omegaverse and any normal werewolf story, is that these beings don’t shift into actual wolves. They don’t have a second half within them, like a werewolf would. (Unless you decide to make your story so, it’s all fiction so anything is possible!)

Instead, they have what’s called pheromones. A scent that comes from the glands of the neck that can be both controlled and uncontrolled, depending how strong the person is. But be warned! When a heat/rut cycle happens, most times the person is so weak that they have no control of it whatsoever. That includes the opposite of the receiver.

Further explanation: If an Omega/Alpha is in heat/rut, then their counterpart also loses control from the intoxicating scent and won’t be able to control their desires to dominate the one who is producing the pheromones.

Curious of what each characteristics are like?

Let’s explain a bit further, shall we?

Alphas - Are considered the highest type in Omegaverse. Not only are they very protective of what they consider theirs, they also have the tendency to be highly aggressive. They are bigger, stronger, and more dominate. Not all Alphas are as strong as other Alphas, however. It all depends on their upbringing and how well they hold themselves. They have what’s called a rut phase. It’s like a heat, where the individual can’t control their pheromones. And also, like heat they desperately need their counterpart, in their case an omega, to relieve themselves sexually. When an Alpha is in rut, it can be harmful for the omega since they lose all sense of themselves while in this state.

Most considerate Alphas tend to lock themselves up or hide somewhere while in the rut phase.

They also do what’s called the Knot. It’s when the male’s member enlarges to where they lock in the omega and impregnates them.

Female Alphas however are not able to get pregnant due to the fact that they don’t have a womb. But they are able to get their partner pregnant by a tractable penis that only comes out during the knot.

Betas- Now Betas are any normal human being. They don’t have pheromones, and they don’t experience the heat/rut. They are the everyday workers of everyday life. Such as doctors, nurses, educators, laborers, and common day jobs. They don’t have a scent, and they are immune to both Alphas and Omegas pheromones. Which means they aren’t affected by their heat or rut.

They are the more calm, levelheaded, more rational ones. They can’t reproduce with either of the two, so they tend to stay with the Beta pool since a Beta can only reproduce with another beta.

Omegas- They tend to go into heat more often than an Alpha goes into rut. When they go into heat their fertility increases tenfold, making them want to breed with an Alpha. They can function properly if they take what is called suppressants. A drug or medication, if you will, that helps lower their pheromones.

During the heat cycle they become extremely weak, more accessible to being sexually harassed by an unexpecting Alpha if they are near enough to them and very vulnerable. They get sexually aroused, and they tend it get irritated, itchy, labored breathing, sweaty, and secretion of large amount of slick (a fancy word for being wet).

The thing about Omegas is that they can be either male or female that can get pregnant.

Let me explain: A male omega has a uterus in the anal cavity, and they can give birth this way or by via C-section, which tends to be much safer. A female Omega is just like an ordinary female, but with the characteristics of an Omega.

Omegas are feminine, small in appearance, and most times have a sweet natured attitude. They are the motherly, lover type of the gene pool. They care for their young and once they acquire an Alpha that they are bonded too, they are the most loyal.

Unfortunately, for Omegas, they can’t be hired for work due to the heat cycle. So, in most cases they try to find an Alpha that will take care of them even if they don’t tend to bond with them.

That’s the gist of the basics of omegaverse. Now on with the story if you’re still interested!
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*Tristan*

My wrists felt raw as the metal clasps rubbed, bruised, and bit into my soft flesh. My eyes were swollen from all the tears I cried. I was tired, scared, and felt like the world around me was collapsing. 

I once again pull on the chains that bound me to the wall. It was semi dark, cold, and empty. I shivered uncontrollably from the coldness. I wore nothing but a thin white shirt and short, skin-tight grey shorts. Being an omega, I didn’t have a whole lot of fat to begin with and I had horrible blood circulation. My fingers and toes felt numb to the cold. 

My left lower jaw was throbbing and bruised from the hard slap I had received before I got locked up in here. My hair was limp and stringy from lack of it being washed. I don’t know how long I have been in this cell. There was no sense of time, whether it was day or night. There were no windows. 

I wanted to go home. 

I wanted him. I wanted Axel. 

I needed him. So badly.

I didn’t even know if he was left alive. I couldn’t think like that, I had to stay strong and believe that he was still here with me on this planet. I had to be the strong one now. I wasn’t alone anymore. I had a responsibility. I needed to protect our little bean.

I knew what they were trying to do. They were trying to starve me. To get rid of the precious living thing that meant the world to me. To Axel. But I refused to let them take away the most beautiful thing that we had created together. They were the symbol of our love and I’ll be damned if those assholes took it away from either of us.

Axel was the only one who was on my side, had always been on my side. He wasn’t here now, it was all up to me to get us out of here, out of this situation. 

Once again, I try to pull the chains from the wall, not caring that my wrists were starting to bleed. I will survive, I won’t give in to their demands. I will keep our child safe.

Tears welled up in my eyes as the chains didn’t even give an inch. Resting my head against the cold stones of the wall I close my eyes and went back to when it all started.

The day that our entire lives had changed. To where our story began.

Four Months ago

I watch as the drops of rain slide down my window as the storm gently passes by. I sit on the window seal as I glimpse down to see Roman and Alexia rush to a white Tesla, that belonged to Roman’s best friend Eli.

I envied them as they drove away to, only they knew where. Sighing heavily, I get up and close my curtains, then turn away. At nearing eighteen years old I was still trapped in this hellhole, probably for the rest of my life. For years I endured being imprisoned in this house, confined to this room.

All because I’m considered, what they state, a rare omega. A male omega that can keep the human race alive. According to my Aunt and Uncle, who took me in when my parents had died, I was born for one purpose and one purpose only.

To breed, to reproduce, to birth the next generation. It was drilled into my head day after day for the past twelve years of my life. It’s all I know.

Then I met him.

Now I say this with bitterness, not with affection. But you see, he was my first love, at least what I thought love to be. I was fourteen at the time and not as caged in as I am now. I always knew I was different. Aside from knowing I was a male omega, my appearance wasn’t like most omega’s, even the occasional male ones.

I was more feminine, smaller in size, more...pretty in my features. Or so I was told by countless people. My skin was flawless without much imperfections. I hate it. When I look at myself in the mirror it’s like a porcelain doll was staring back at me.

I didn’t feel real. Like I was some genetically made human hybrid that they tried to clone. But I knew I was a living being by looking at my mother’s photo. I was almost identical to her. All the way down to her platinum hair. Another rarity.

For some reason we were both born with a genetic effect that’s called Poliosis. Although I have a full head of white hair, my roots were black that turned white as it grew longer, and my thin eyebrows were black as well. Unlike most men, I didn’t grow hair on my legs, face or armpits. If you’re wondering if I had hair down there as well, the answer to that would be no. Don’t know what to say, it just never grew.

Anyways, back to being fourteen. At that time, I was allowed to go to school since my condition hadn’t presented itself just yet. I remember all the stares, all the whispering. Everyone wanted to be my friend. Who knew that being a male omega would make me so popular?

Of course, it infuriated both Roman and Alexia. They hated that I was getting all the attention. Especially when it came to Alexia’s crush. Although male omegas were a bit rare, they were still around. I just stood out more than others with my tiny physic and abnormal hair color.

His name was James. The most handsome boy I had ever seen. He was also an Alpha. Which meant a highly aggressive, highly possessive, and highly conceited male. Like everyone else, he noticed me and being a sought-out Alpha, even though we were just starting out in our adolescent lives, our hormones were on the rise.

At that time, he was beginning to produce his pheromones. Maybe I had been attracted to his scent, but when we started dating it was the best time I have experienced. He had been sweet, charming, lovable. But then things changed and honestly, I don’t want to get into what happened just yet.

But our relationship caused major issues with my aunt and uncle. They were furious with me. They had banned me from seeing him, but as a young teenage boy who was in love, I snuck out of my window in the middle of the night to be with him.

The night I did that, I will never forget. It was the worst night, aside from my parents’ death, that I had. I was caught in shame and humiliation. I was so embarrassed and regretted I had ever met James.

My uncle was so beside himself with anger that he barred my windows, put padlocks on the outside of my bedroom door. I was withdrawn from school and put on home studies. He took my phone, my computer, any communication I could possibly receive from the outside world. I was allowed a single bed, a dresser, and a study table. I wasn’t allowed to leave the house. I was only allowed to come down during mealtimes and was banned from watching the television.

My life had become a living hell. My cousins didn’t talk to me, my aunt didn’t talk to me. It was as if I no longer existed to them. I will never, for as long as I lived, forget the words my uncle spoke to me when he shut my bedroom door to a life that wasn’t a life at all.

“Your life no longer belongs to you. I’ll decide what to do with you, who you will go too. I will choose your Alpha when the time is right. You were born to breed it’s best you remember that.”
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*Tristan*

I head to my door, press my ear to it, and listen. It seems that Uncle Sean was snoring in the living room, it was so loud. I could hear dishes clanging downstairs which told me that Aunt Katrina was cleaning the kitchen.

I rush quietly under my bed. I shove old clothes and stuffed animals out of the way and grab the box that was hidden there. Slipping out, I sit on my bed and open the box to reveal a few trinkets from over the years. Things that my aunt thought had been thrown out, things that used to belong to my mother.

But these items weren’t what I was searching for. Underneath it all I pull out a cellphone, I definitely am not supposed to have. I always make sure it’s on silence and the vibration is off. I turn it on to see a ton of messages from the only two people who knew this device existed. And also knew of my situation living here.

I have another cousin that wasn’t liked very much by Roman, Alexia and Uncle Sean. Aunt Katrina adored Sia, even though Sia was Uncle Sean’s nephew. Our dads and Uncle Sean were all brothers. Sia was the sweetest to Aunt Katrina and at first, I thought maybe it was because he wanted that motherly love since his mother died when she gave birth to him. But I soon found out that wasn’t the case at all.

The first time I met Sia was before my parents had passed away. I was only four and he was a good five years older than me. We always hung out when he would visit, and he cried just as hard as I did when my parents were killed in a car accident two years later.

According to Uncle Lander, Sia begged to come visit me when I moved in with this family. The two brothers never got along while growing up, so Sia didn’t know his other cousins, Uncle Sean and Aunt Katrina very well. They only associated with them during big family events. But Uncle Lander agreed when he realized what kind of life I would have to face.

Unfortunately, Uncle Lander couldn’t raise me himself. The court wouldn’t allow it, especially when he was a single father, and his income wasn’t considered suitable. He tried though, but lost to Uncle Sean, who fought tooth and nail to get custody of me.

When Sia came to visit, he noticed the situation I was faced with and made sure to visit at least once a month. He tried to do once a week, but Uncle Sean refused it. When that incident happened at school and they took everything away from me, Sia came to visit and was furious. He had just turned nineteen and Uncle Sean was no longer obligated to let him come over.

Aunt Katrina put her foot down when it came to Sia. It was the first time I heard them argue that was louder than their own television. Of course, she won the argument. Sia made sure to be extra nice and lovable to her. I just never thought he would be willing to talk to any of them until he told me,

“Tristan, you actually think I endure seeing their ugly faces because of that? Are you dense or something? I’m only nice because of you. You’re the only reason I hang out with that old bat.”

I was shocked. Apparently, he noticed the look on my face and shook his head sadly. “We seriously need to get you out of here. I knew they all hated me, except for Aunt Katrina. So, I only pretend, Tristan. I’m here only for you. You’re very important to me. If you weren’t here, I would make sure to never see them again.”

I cried like a big fat baby after that. He comforted me, like always. His visits were the only times I was truly happy. When he saw the deadbolts and lack of freedom, that was when he slipped me the cellphone. He promised to pay on it for me and to make sure to never get caught with it. I was ecstatic. Instead of only hearing from him when he came to see me, we were able to message each other every day.

He knew I couldn’t respond until late at night. I also made sure to not sign up for any social media. Alexia was a wiz at that crap and would love to rat me out to her parents.

There were three messages from Sia. I quickly opened them up and read.

Sia: Are you alive still? (This was always the first message he sends me every night.)

Sia: If you’re not alive I’ll make sure they all die a horrible, lingering death. (A promise he makes quite often)

Sia: I’m visiting sooner than normal. Try to stay alive until then please. I really don’t want to spend the rest of my life in a prison cell. But no worries, I’d gladly go for your sake. 😉

Happiness shot through me at the mention he was coming to visit me. I quickly send a response back to him.

Me: I’ll try but no promises on that. I can’t wait to see you!!! Don’t forget to bring me my favorite snack! 😊

I go to the other five messages that was left for me. I open them up and smile. A couple of months ago I was able to go to the grocery store with Aunt Katrina. While there, I wasn’t supposed to talk to anyone and always had to stay by my aunt’s side. But that day she asked me to get something that she had forgotten. While in the aisle there was another boy there staring at a bunch of baby supplies. I could tell he had been crying.

I wasn’t trying to intrude, but there was something about him that seemed familiar. He finally noticed me and looked embarrassed. I thought maybe he would have run off, but he hesitated and looked to me.

“Are you...an omega too?” He whispered, looking around to make sure no one overheard him.

I stared at him with disbelief. “Are you?” I whispered back.

He quickly nodded his head and looked back at the baby food that was in front of him.

“Me too.”

He quickly looked back at me and gave me a sad smile. “Name’s Cameron.”

“Tristan.”

We started talking for a bit and I found out that he was twenty. He didn’t look it, but the thing I’m learning about male omegas is that we seem to look younger than what we were. He was petite just like me and seemed to be sweet natured. We instantly became friends. He had given me his number right before my aunt found me and was furious that I was taking way too long.

From that day forward we texted back and forth. Over the course of three months we learned about each other. I told him about my family and how I was treated. He told me about how he had fallen in love with an alpha and discovered that he couldn’t conceive. When his alpha discovered this, he was left high and dry. It made me angry for him and heartbroken.

Cameron desperately wanted a child and finding out he will never be able too does something to an omega, after all, we were created to reproduced right? If we can’t do that than what use were we to the outside world?

I read the five messages he sent me.

Cameron: I went to see a doctor today. I didn’t want to tell you until I knew what the outcome would be.

Cameron: He told me about an injection that I could take once a month to be able to conceive in the future. It’s new and hasn’t really been tested. I haven’t given a definite answer yet.

Cameron: Do you think it’s too much of a risk?

Cameron: Of course, I won’t know if it’ll work without an alpha of my own.

Cameron: I’m being too desperate, aren’t I? Respond when you can. I really need advice on this and you’re the only person I trust in this world.

My mind is full of questions of this new injection. I wasn’t so sure about him using it, especially if it was new and not tested on others. I knew he wanted to be able to give his future alpha a child, but this just seemed too much of a risk for someone who didn’t deserve him if the only reason was to produce a baby.

I go to respond when I suddenly hear the deadbolts unlocking. My heart jumps to my throat and quickly hide the cellphone under my pillow. Just as I turn back around, I see Alexia standing there.

“Didn’t you leave?” My voice sounded defensive, and I silently curse myself.

She scowls at me. “I forgot my purse, what are you doing?’

Ignoring her, I cross my arms and ask a question of my own. “If you forgot your purse then what are you doing in my room? Your purse isn’t in here.” I nearly snap.

She walks further into my room, looking around and frowns. “I don’t need a reason to be in here Tristan, besides, it’s after midnight and your light is still on. Don’t you have a curfew or something?”

I scowl at her. “Can you please leave my room? I don’t have time to play your stupid games Alexia. I would like to go to bed.” I stand up and head to the open door waiting for her to get the hell out.

She stares at my floor where all the things were still laid out from when I pulled them out from under the bed. My heart picks up double time, afraid she might question about the mess, but to my surprise she turns around and walks out not saying another word to me. I shut my door and she relock the deadbolts.

I give a sigh of relief and quickly respond to Cameron telling him to hold off on the injection until he knew more information and a second opinion about it. I understand the need to feel wanted. I knew the emotions he was going through, being treated like a complete outsider. But his health and wellbeing were far more important to risk on something like this without knowing the damages it could cause.

I turn off my phone and place it back into the box. I shove everything back under the bed and turn off my lights. Lying in bed, I couldn’t sleep. So many things ran into my head with the thoughts of Sia visiting and Cameron’s insecurities.

Eventually, my eyes began to droop and before I knew it, I fell fast asleep.
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Chapter Two
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*Tristan*

The next day I was allowed out of my room on the account that I had to go shopping with Aunt Katrina. The only time this happens is when Uncle Sean wasn’t in the mood to go with her. We had been gone for hours and didn’t come home until the sun was setting. It started raining earlier which caused us to come home faster than usual. Aunt Katrina hated the rain, it made her bones ache, or so she had said.

As soon as we walked in, I immediately knew something was wrong. The house was quiet, and the atmosphere held a tension that I haven’t sensed since I was fourteen years old. My body stiffened automatically, and my heart pounded hard in my chest.

Aunt Katrina walked in the kitchen carefully. As soon as I rounded the corner something quickly flashed in front of me and a sharp pain pierced the right side of my cheek. My body slammed backwards against the wall, causing me to fall on my ass.

“Did you think you could hide this from me?!”

Uncle Sean was standing over me looking angry, his face strained and red from his furry. My upper cheek throbbed as I held it and I shook with fear as I look up at him. He was shoving something in my face and what I saw made everything in me drop. I suddenly felt lightheaded from the dread that was seeping into my system.

There, in his chubby hand, was my cellphone. I look over to Alexia, who had her arms crossed and a satisfied smirk on her face.

“I knew you were hiding something when I saw the state of your room last night, so I figured I would look to see what it was. And what do you know, a cellphone! Last time I checked, you aren’t allowed to have one.”

Her voice grated on my ears as she spoke. I slowly stand back up and face my angry uncle. Roman wasn’t around, which meant he was off somewhere with his friends and my aunt just stood on the side looking shocked. She didn’t do anything to intervene.

“Where the hell did you get this? Who got it for you?” He demanded.

I refuse to say it was Sia. If I did then he would never be allowed back to visit, doesn’t matter if Aunt Katrina accepted him, there was no way after this he would be welcomed in this house. I keep my mouth shut.

“You will answer me right now boy! Who gave you this god damn phone?!” He was starting to turn purple with his screaming.

Again, I didn’t answer, but lowered my head instead. He grabs my sweater and slams me against the wall hard. I gasp out in pain from the brutal force of his fist against my chest.

“Sean!” I hear Aunt Katrina yell, but he ignores her as he gets right into my face.

“So, help me, if you don’t say something I will beat you so bloody you won’t be able to walk for a week.” He seethed.

“I found it.” I quickly reply.

“Bullshit.” Alexia spats while she was observing her nails.

“Open the lock on this, I want to see what you have been doing.” Uncle Sean suddenly asks, shoving the phone at me again.

Blood drains from my face. If I opened it, they’ll see all the messages from Sia and Cameron. I couldn’t let that happen. So, I do the dumbest thing I have ever done in my life.

“No.”

That one little word was all it took.

He slams me again against the wall and then slaps me so hard that I go flying across the floor towards the door. I hear my aunt scream and even Alexia gasps. I was in so much pain that I couldn’t bring myself to stand.

“This is the last time you’ll ever defy me.” I hear him taking off his belt and I knew what was coming.

“Sean no!”

“I will not tolerate such disobedience from the likes of you! You do what I tell you to do, when to do it and how to do it!”

My eyes widen as I watch him fold the thick leather belt in half and raise it high into the air, ready to strike it down on me. Adrenaline flows through me like a tidal wave. I scramble to my feet and throw the front door wide open.

“Don’t you dare run out that door! Get your ass back here now!”

I don’t listen as I run as fast as I possibly could. Tears and rain ran down my face. My back hurt. My face hurts even worse. But nothing was as more painful than the damage to my pride and my self-worth.

I kept running until I could no longer breathe, and my legs were ready to give out. I come to a stop, lean over with my hands on my knees, breathing heavily. The tears wouldn’t go away. I was so torn with hateful, sad, depressing emotions that I just couldn’t take it anymore.

I stand up to see where I was at. I stopped inside some park that I wasn’t familiar with. It was cold, wet, and dark. The streetlights were lit, giving me at least some light. I walk a little further until I reach a wooden bench that was under a big oak tree.

I sit down with a hard thump. My back wasn’t in so much pain anymore, but my cheek was throbbing, and I could tell it was already beginning to swell. Getting hit twice in the same spot, I was glad the bone didn’t crack. I reach up a hand and gently press my fingertips to the tender flesh. I wince and hiss at the pain that it caused.

More tears well up and everything that happened moments before flashed before me and I pitied myself more and more with each passing moment. I sat there under that tree feeling hopeless.

I don’t know how long I sat there for, feeling sorry for myself. I finally registered the cold with my sweater and jeans completely soaked. The rain wasn’t letting up at all. My hair plastered to my head while my lips, fingers, and feet felt numb with the cold.

At first, I didn’t see him.

I was so absorbed in my thoughts that I completely ignored everything around me. I jerked at the sight of him, staring at me. He was tall with dark hair and he was broad shouldered. He wore a black shirt with a long brown trench coat that looked really warm and comforting. He had long legs that wore black jeans and black boots. He carried an umbrella with him.

He carefully walked up to me and quickly stopped when he noticed I stiffened with him approaching. He slowly sat at the other end of the bench, not caring that it was wet. We both just sat there for the longest time. I didn’t want to seem rude getting up just because he sat down near me. I couldn’t tell if he was an alpha or a beta, but I definitely knew for sure he wasn’t an omega. He didn’t have that look.

“You’ll get sick like that.” He says softly.

My shoulders tense at the sound of his voice. It was smooth and deep. The softness of it caused me to shiver. I still don’t say anything to him. I didn’t know what his intentions were. Was he just trying to be nice? Concerned for my welfare? Or did he have another motive?

My Aunt’s words came flooding into my mind. Don’t trust anyone. I took those words to heart, especially after what happened with James all those years ago.

I hear ruffling as if he was moving or something. Staring at the ground, I was hyper aware of my surroundings and I realized we were quite alone in this park. It was well into the night too. My heart started pounding, thinking that he could attack me at any time while my screams and cries for help wouldn’t be heard by anyone.

I flinch when something heavy covers my shoulders. I quickly look over and see him move away a little. I look down at what he placed there. It was his coat.

“You shouldn’t be out here alone. I don’t know what you’re going through, but it shouldn’t be bad enough to risk your health. Life is important, you should cherish it.”

I didn’t know what to say. Tears well up again as I stare at him. How could someone be so gentle? So beautiful? So considerate? I may not know him, but just looking at him I could see he wasn’t like most people.

I still don’t say anything though. My voice was caught in my throat and I was afraid that I was going to start bawling my eyes out if I spoke. I suddenly hear a car pull up behind us. I turn to see a taxicab sitting there waiting.

“It’s for you. You should head on home and get warm.”

With that, he gets up and walks back the way he had come from. I blink at his kindness. I have never met anyone that would do something so generous for another and it threw me off. Getting up, I walk to the cab and get in.

“Where too kid?” The driver asks.

I told him my address. Sure, I didn’t want to head back, but I had nowhere to go. I also didn’t have any money on me. “Wait! I can’t pay you.” I felt the embarrassment flush my cheeks.

“No worries, the ride was paid in advance through the app.” He knocks on a sticker that was attached to his window.

“Oh.” It was the only thing I could think to say. I pull the stranger’s coat closer to me. It smelt nice. The scent calmed my nerves and made me feel safe for some reason. I didn’t even get his name, hell I didn’t even say thank you. I wished I was able to at least say that before we parted ways.
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Chapter Three
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*Tristan*

I hear the door unlock and I quickly sit on my bed. Aunt Katrina walks in with a tray of food and water. She doesn’t say anything as she closes the door behind her and sets the tray on my dresser.

I feel relieved as I see it was dinner. That meant no enduring the uncomfortable conversation with Uncle Sean at the table. Him and Roman always had the knack to kick me down and make me feel the lowest human being that was ever created.

I watch her sit on the bed with me. She was tall for a woman, and she looked plain. Her hair wasn’t really that glorious, always stuck in an unflattering ponytail. She always wore plain dresses that had no color and were always faded. I don’t think I have ever seen her smile once since I have known her.

“I bought you some new clothes today. I’ll bring them once your uncle inspects them and meets his approval.”

I didn’t know what to say other than, “Thank you.”

She gives me a curt nod. “Well, it’s obvious you’re out growing the old ones, so I had to nearly beg him to allow me to go shopping for you.”

She looked uncomfortable, like she always did when she had to converse words with me. I look down to my hands not knowing what else to do.

“Now, you’ll be eighteen soon, remember what I have told you. Never trust an alpha other than your own, especially when they haven’t marked you yet. Anyone will always take the chance to take advantage of you Tristan, so you always must be aware of people. This world is a nasty place and you’ve seen it firsthand all those years ago.”

She was beginning to get heated up with her conversation. One I have heard countless times before. I just nod to agree with her.

“No one is your friend. All they do is take what you have to offer. They don’t care about you, they only care about themselves, do you understand me?”

I again nod, hoping this talk will end soon.

She stares at me for a long moment. “You’re too pretty for your own good.” She looked disgusted by that. “Just like your mother. She was a beauty alright.” She sighs heavily.

She clears her throat as she gets up. She walks to the door and hesitates for only a split second. She was about to look back at me but thinks better of it and walks out. I hear the click of the locks as she locks me in once more.

I grab the meager meal and tears well up in my eyes. I hated my life, hated everything about me. Hated that I was an omega. The fact that no one has spoken a word to me since I showed up late at night, fully drenched wearing a coat that I didn’t have before I ran out.

My uncle didn’t say a word to me. In fact, he didn’t even look at me once. Aunt Katrina just simply took me upstairs and made me take a shower. I stared at the large bruise that was now present on my skin. There was no way hiding this.

I didn’t know what they did with the phone, but knowing my uncle, more than likely he destroyed it. I wanted to wash the coat, but I was afraid that if I did, they would take it from me and throw it out. So, I just hung it up in my closet to dry.

I found it odd that I wasn’t being punished for running away last night. I was terrified that Uncle Sean had something else planned in sight for me. I just didn’t think that plan was going to change the course of my life.

The next morning, I was allowed to leave my room and join the family for breakfast. I sat next to Alexia, who completely ignores me. I wait until Aunt Katrina settles a plate in front of me. No one says a word until everyone was seated. Roman looked like he seen better mornings as he kept rubbing his temples.

Looks like another night of booze and partying. He never gets punished for it either. We at first silently eat our food until Uncle Sean sets the newspaper down and looks straight to me. I stop my fork halfway to my mouth when he states,

“I approve the clothing your aunt picked out for you. Very settle colors, not too revealing. They’ll suit you just fine.”

“You bought him new clothes?” Alexia speaks up. She didn’t sound too pleased by that at all.

“He needed them dear.” Aunt Katrina soothed with a small smile.

“Then give him Roman’s old clothes. Daddy, after what happened last night? Are you serious?” She spits out, looking pissed.

“Like hell he can have my old clothes. I would rather see them burned in a dumpster than have him wear something that was once mine.”

“You wouldn’t be wearing them anymore so what’s the point?” She sassed back with irritation.

“Stop it both of you.” Uncle Sean demanded. “Tristan can’t wear your brother’s old clothes Alexia. If you haven’t noticed he’s nowhere near Roman’s size.”

I sat there quietly, not saying a single word. I wasn’t looking forward to the clothes. They were always plain anyways. Although, I really did appreciate that I will now have pants that weren’t high waters on me, so that’s a plus, I guess.

“Now Alexia sweetie, about last night-”

Knock, knock, knock. 

We all stop at the sound of someone at the front door. Uncle Sean deeply frowns as he gets up, throwing his napkin on the table. He hated being disturbed during mealtimes. It was so early in the morning and upon looking at everyone’s faces, none of them were expecting company.

Aunt Katrina quickly follows him. I hear mumbled voices and the next thing I knew my aunt came rushing towards me looking a bit ecstatic. Without a word to me she takes my arm and pulls me from my chair.

“Mom, what is it? Who’s at the door?” Alexia asks as she turns in her chair to watch us head back up the stairs.

She ignores her as we rush to my room. I was getting a little scared. Who was at that door? Why was my aunt acting this way as if she just had received the greatest gift of her life? The voices in the hallway muffle out as she shuts the door and quickly sits me on the bed.

“It’s a representative from the Nolan clan, Tristan.” Her voice held glee.

My blood ran cold at hearing the Nolan name. She must have seen my face turn pale cause she then starts to calm me down.

“Oh no, this is a blessing! Your uncle is talking to them now and they want to meet you!”

“I don’t understand.” I say meekly, completely terrified now.

Here is the thing about the Nolan clan. They are not nice people. The alphas in their family are mean, vicious, and controlling. They were the strongest alphas in the entire country. They ruled with an iron fist and they would do anything to get what they wanted. It didn’t matter if it destroyed families, killed innocent people, or bankrupted the hell out of their competitors.

They took what they wanted, not caring of the consequences. The law was on their side since they were the richest clan and had the highest in political standings. They were pretty much like kings of this land. No one ever defied them and, as I heard it, they treated their omegas like the breeding machines that my uncle said we were.

“Apparently, your uncle talked to them after you ran off, he made an offer for you to Lincoln Nolan.”

Definitely not good. The one thing I had heard rumors of was the head member of the Nolan clan was obsessed with finding a male omega for his son. The stories about that son was even worse than the rumors of the entire clan combined. It left me terrified to know what they wanted from me and how much they offered my uncle to have me.

I knew my uncle wouldn’t hesitate to give me over to those evil people. He always wanted to give me away to the highest bidder. I just never imagined it would have been him. It seems I pissed off my uncle for the last time.

I was doomed.
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Chapter Four
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*Axel*

I step into the Steffon’s family home. The man of the house...Sean was it? He at first answered the door rudely, then he looked suspicious of us. But once he saw the emblem on our necklaces, he was shocked.

When Thomas explained the reason for our visit, I could see the changes of expressions come across the fat man’s face. Pure happiness, glee, and greed. I instantly loath the man. Who could ever possibly be so happy to give their nephew, their flesh and blood, to a monster of a clan? For money no less? It made me sick to my stomach.

Wearing the emblem around my neck disgusted me, but I learned to deal with it over the years because I had too. Not for my sake, but for my birth father’s. He’s the only reason I put up with the Nolan’s.

“May we meet him?” Thomas asks, pulling me from my dismal thoughts.

We’re suddenly met with three others in the hallway. An older woman had come down from upstairs while, I’m assuming, the other two were their children. I didn’t see the nephew anywhere.

The older woman seemed flushed and excited. Probably told the boy the ‘good news’. This was anything but good news and he had no idea what he was in for. Poor kid. I look over to the siblings and wondered if maybe they were twins. They looked so close in age and nearly the same height. They both seemed curious of us. The girl looked a bit afraid.

I didn’t blame her. More than likely she heard all about the rumors of the Nolan clan. Rumors that were true, but no one could ever prove them. They both stared at me for a little too long, making me feel a bit uncomfortable.

“Are you boys, Alphas?” Sean suddenly asks.

Thomas cleared his throat at the disproval of the man’s rudeness. I was so used to men like him coming and going in my lifetime that it no longer bothered me. I just simply ignore them now. Which I did rudely as I walk pass them, straight to the stairs.

“We’re Betas.” Thomas sighs, most likely staring after me as I leave him behind.

I wanted to get this over with. We came here to confirm of the male omega existence and whether he will be a good match for Lincoln. Personally, I hope the kid was a narcissist, just like most of them were, and had no loyalty to a single partner. It’s what Lincoln would deserve. But that thought instantly disappeared. No one deserved to be stuck with a sick bastard like him. No one deserved the treatment he gives to his sex partners.

I hear arguing down below, but I just keep going until I hit the lading of the second floor. I check and open each door until I come across one door that held two separate dead locks. The room was locked making me frown in curiousness.

I unlock the deadbolts and try the doorknob. That doorknob was left unlocked, making me frown deeper. I slowly open the door and peer inside. Unlike all the other rooms, where there were a bunch of expensive crap and miscellaneous shit everywhere, this room held barely anything.

I carefully walk in and see just a few furniture and no personal items. I was trying to figure out why they would have such a bare room locked up with so many deadbolts. The bed was perfectly made, the desk in the corner only had a single notebook with a pen. There was a dresser with one photo frame of a lovely couple that didn’t seem to be present here in the house.

There was no one in the room. I would have walked out thinking nothing of it if it wasn’t for the bars on the window. My fists clench as I stomp to the window and rip the curtains open wide. I stare at those bars in dread.

A noise then sounded behind me. I quickly turn in the direction of the closet. The doors were closed, and I could hear a small whimper coming from behind those doors. Cautiously, I head towards the closet, hoping for whoever was in there wouldn’t be too alarmed by my presence.

I had a strong feeling exactly on who it was. I just wished I was wrong. It was clear that the person that resided in this room was being held like a prisoner. I clasp the knob of the door and gently, carefully, and very slowly, opened it.

My breath held and my heart slammed against my chest at seeing someone so small cower in the corner of the closet. I knelt down to his eye level. He hugged his knees to his chest, and I can see tears were gathered in his eyes. He looked so innocent, so child-like that all I wanted to do was protect him.

I instantly recognized him.

He looked no older than fifteen. He was breathing heavily and shrunk back from me. His hair was unusually white with black roots. Something I definitely would never forget about him. I could tell he was thin, but not unhealthy. He wore a pastel yellow sweater and light blue jeans.

He was beautiful.

And I was very angry.

I didn’t know what came over me, but I instantly knew there was no way I was going to let Lincoln have him. It was clear to me that he was the male omega we came here to see. He was too pure looking, too innocent and I couldn’t have my half-brother destroy him.

The night before, when I chanced upon him in the park, I would have never dreamed he was the same person we were contacted to meet the next day so suddenly. My first impression of him last night was one of wonder. When I noticed him sitting there, I was shocked that he sat there in the rain like nothing mattered anymore in this world.

He looked beaten down and all alone. I didn’t know what he was going through, but I knew he wanted to escape it. I would have taken him to a hotel for him to have a decent, stress free stay, but he was wary of me and for good reason.

I didn’t see it last night, since it was so dark, but I see it now and my blood was boiling to new levels.

I gently reach out and carefully grab his chin to look at the nasty bruise that was there. An electricity shot through my fingertips and we both stiffen at the feeling.

We stare at each other for a long moment, checking each other out. Neither of us said a single word. He relaxed just a little until we heard footsteps coming up the stairs. I quickly stand up and close the doors. I rush out of the room and shut it, leaving the locks unlocked. I turn away and come face to face with Thomas and Sean.

He raised an eyebrow at me. I just shook my head at him, looking to the uncle of the boy that was hiding in the closet. “We’ll have to decline.”

I didn’t say another word as I walk pass them all and left that awful house. The Steffons quickly follow me and Thomas.

“What?! What do you mean you decline? What the hell is wrong with him?” Sean Steffon demands as he stops us from opening the wooden gate of their front yard.

I sigh irritably, trying hard to keep my cool with this man. I stare him down. I could tell he was intimidated, even if the knowledge of me being a Beta should have made him superior to me, he still looked frightened and held his stance.

“You contacted us saying you had a male omega in your possession, and he agreed to the terms of the situation. However, you failed to mention he was underage. How old is that boy up there?” I demanded, my anger starting to get the best of me.

Thomas shifted next to me with a frown. I knew what he was thinking. The boy being underage wouldn’t matter to the Nolan clan one bit. But I needed a good reason to refuse and being underage was definitely one of them.

Sean stiffened his poster. “What does it matter how old he is? That shouldn’t matter to you people. You’re looking for a male Omega, aren’t you? I have one, so that should be efficient enough to accept him!”

I was going to kill this bastard. I took a step forward, but Thomas quickly stopped me from making a huge mistake. He gently pushed me away from the fat greedy asshole and gave me a stern look that told me more than enough to back down.

“How old is the boy?” He asks.

“Seventeen, soon to be eighteen. So, what’s a few months?” He grouched.

I wanted to curse. I was hoping he would be younger. Him being seventeen didn’t help the situation at all. Although, I was sort of glad he wasn’t as young as I first thought him to be.

“Let us discuss this first. Lincoln Nolan may want to wait until he’s eighteen to make it as legal as possible, for social status concerns of course.” Thomas says.

That seemed to calm down the man and he agreed. “I’ll give you three days to make a decision, otherwise I’ll pawn him off to the next highest offer.” With that he walks off back inside.

Three days? It was apparent he wanted to get rid of the Omega as soon as he could. I was highly curious of this boy’s story and what he has been through thus far. Three days wasn’t enough time to figure out his predicament. He wasn’t going to Lincoln, I’ll make sure of that, but I wasn’t letting him stay here for another moment just to get beaten either. I had to think of something.

Because that kid needed my help.
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Chapter Five
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*Axel*

“Talk to me Axel, what the hell was that all about? Underage, really?” Thomas asks me as soon as we check in the hotel room.

Thomas was the only person I could trust in the Nolan clan, other than my birth father. I take off my jacket and throw it on the bed. We decided to share a room tonight than getting separate ones like we normally do. Sitting on my bed I let out the huge sigh I have been holding in since we left the Steffon residence.

“Remember when you asked about my coat last night?”

He frowns as he sits on his bed across from me. “Yeah and might I add you were very vague about it.”

“Well, I came across a kid who had no protection of any kind against the rain. It seemed he had run away. I could tell he was tired, crying, and broken. He was very suspicious of me-”

“Who wouldn’t be.” Thomas scoffed with a grin.

“Shut up.” I say, shaking my head at him with a small smile. “Anyways, as I was saying, I didn’t want to freak him out more than he already was. So, I gave him my coat and called him a cab. I just didn’t think that he would have been that same kid I met at the Steffon’s today.”

Thomas looked thoughtful for a moment. “Okay, so obviously this kid left some kind of impression on you. I mean you flat out refused him...because of his age.” He stressed.

“Tommy, the kid was terrified. It was like looking at a caged animal that sat in the corner and shook in fear. I found him hiding in his closet with one side of his face bruised. It makes sense now why he ran away.”

“He’s too innocent.” I didn’t mention the emotions I felt seeing him. The connection we felt when our skin touched.

Last night in the park I was going to just walk on by. But when I saw how dissolute and forlorn, he looked, I couldn’t just ignore it. I try to stay away from all Omegas, whether female or male. My experiences with them were not good ones and I would rather stick with a Beta if need be.

Betas were easy to deal with. They didn’t complain too much, and they were calm and understanding. They were safe. Omegas just made you go crazy with frustration and lust. They were usually high maintenance, pouted constantly and seemed helpless at anything. They were also devious and cunning when it came to getting the Alpha they wanted.

“Innocent or not Axel, Han won’t care about that. We have to give him a good reason that the Omega is unsuitable.”

“Deformation.” I quickly say.

“What? Was there something wrong in the way he looks?” Thomas seemed concerned now.

I knew that would get his attention. Thomas’s sister was born blind. It didn’t matter to others that she was an Omega that had great health and strong genes to produce Alphas. No one wanted her when they found out she couldn’t see. Thomas would defend his sister to the death if needed. She was such a sweet kind girl that deserved to be loved.

There was even a time that he proposed for me to give her a chance. But my preference were men. Women couldn’t do it for me, not ever since one particular female nearly ruined my life, and I wasn’t going to do that to his sister. She deserved a man that will love and adore her completely. I couldn’t offer that. Besides, she was at least ten years older than me.

“Not that I know of. He didn’t speak once to me both times that I saw him. Other than that, I think he’s quite normal.”

Thomas looked very confused and before he could get another word out, I quickly say, “We lie, Tommy.”

His eyes widen in surprise. “That’s really risky Axel.”

“Not like you haven’t done it before...or that you’re still doing it.” I gave him a knowing look.

He was then alarmed. He sat up straighter and stiffened his posture. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I give him a reassuring smile. “Relax Tommy. I’m not going to rat you out. I trust you and I know he does too. I never seen him so happy in all these years. I want him to be happy.” My smile fades as I think of my birth father, who was also a male Omega.

He had been happy once. A long time ago. He had fallen in love with my dad when he was just sixteen years old. They had been childhood sweethearts and knew they were going to spend the rest of their lives together. So, it was no surprise that when he turned eighteen, he had quickly gotten marked and gotten pregnant with me.

For the next three years we were one happy family...until Han Nolan showed up. He was on the hunt for a strong male Omega that could birth Alphas and he found that in my birth father. There was just one thing standing in his way.

My dad.

Han didn’t care that my birth father was already marked and had a child. He finally found what he was looking for and went after it. There’s no proof, but we all know that Han murdered my dad. When he was found dead the mark burned off my birth father causing immense pain and heartache that lasted for years. Han didn’t even wait as, that same night he killed my dad, he injected a heat enhancer into him and raped him there in our own home with his overpowering pheromones. The thing about it is, even to this day, he never marked my birth father.

Seven months later my half-brother Lincoln was born.

My birth father wanted to kill himself when he was carrying Lincoln, but he told me that he never could do it because of me. I was the splitting image of my dad. He couldn’t leave me with such cruel people and that seeing me every single day brought him joy, reminding him of the love that he once shared with my dad.

After Lincoln was born, he didn’t want anything to do with him. Lincoln was a cold reminder of what had happened to our family. How Han had torn it apart and destroyed what happiness we once held. So, he passed him on to wet nurses and the maids to raise him. My birth father refused anyone taking care of me. I was always by his side.

I was treated horribly while growing up. I had to watch my brother get everything he ever wanted while I was left with nothing. As a child it hurt, but as I grew older, I understood, and it no longer bothered me. I didn’t want anything the Nolan’s had to offer. I was proud that I was a Besson and not a Nolan.

I always heard stories of my dad. The mischief that they would get themselves into during their school days. I didn’t have any pictures of him since Han burned them all and refused to give my birth father any remembrance of him, other than me. Apparently, I was more than enough and that we should be lucky and thankful he was willing to raise me at all.

“I love him, Axel.” He whispers, while covering his face with his hands.

“I know you do. I know he loves you too.”

He shakes his head with worry. I knew why. If Han ever found out about them, they were both going to die. I wouldn’t and couldn’t let that happen. I remember the day Thomas joined the Nolan clan.

I was just six years old. At that time, we had just learned I was an Alpha and it terrified my birth father. He was afraid that if Han found out, he would make me the weakest Alpha ever to exist or...kill me if I ever became too strong. The Nolan clan can be the only Alphas to surpass every other Alpha out there. Han had to be the strongest and he made sure that Lincoln was too.

The day I first met Thomas is one I will never forget. His first duty was to take me and my birth father to the hospital to get my results. When he walked through those huge doors of our home it was like a blinding light emitted off him. I wasn’t the only one in awe, my birth father was too.

At the time my birth father was twenty-four and Thomas had just turned twenty-two. He claimed he was just a Beta, but his appearance and physic said otherwise. He was the first person who was kind to us. When the results came back, he was in the room with us. We both watched my birth father break down. Thomas knelt right in front of him and took his hands in his own. My birth father flinched and was wary of him.

“He’s not going to kill your son, Andi. I will make sure that won’t happen. If fact, he doesn’t even have to know the truth.”

My birth father looked confused, at just six I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew what he was saying was serious.

“We can lie about the Alpha status and say he’s a Beta instead.”

“What are you talking about? He’ll know it’s a lie, Axel’s pheromones alone will expose him!”

Thomas smiled at him. “I can make it where Axel can learn to control his pheromones so well, not even the strongest Alpha can figure it out.”

“How? How do you know?” He whispered.

“I was around you this entire time and not once have you picked up on it.”

He looked at Thomas completely bewildered now.

“Promise to keep a secret?”

My birth father just simply nodded. “I’m not actually a Beta...I’m an Alpha.”

We both stared at him like he was crazy. He then went on to tell us that as being a family member of the Nolan clan brought him nothing but hatred and disgust towards his own flesh and blood. He and his younger sister had been raised by their grandparents, so wasn’t really around them much while growing up. He was raised in a happy, loving environment. His grandfather was the one who trained him how to completely control his pheromones. He didn’t understand why until it was time for him to join the clan.

He wanted no part of being a Nolan. He was going to head back home, but then he saw us in the gardens one day and instantly knew he had to stay. For us. He saw how unhappy we were and how we couldn’t leave on our own.

From then on, I would secretly train with Thomas and as the years passed the two of them fell in love. Hiding it was a whole other matter. It was hard, but they made it work, especially when Han was involved in an illegal drug that was supposed to enhance the performance of sexual activity, the man was getting older after all, that actually backfired on him to where he couldn’t perform at all.

The first few weeks was hell for my birth father. When Han couldn’t get it up, he beat him instead. At that time Thomas almost exposed himself to challenge Han, but my birth father stopped and begged him to let it go.

“It’s been years Tommy, why are you worried now? Han doesn’t even bother my father anymore.”

Thomas looks directly at me. I could see a mixture of sadness, yet joy too. “Andi’s pregnant Axel.”
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Chapter Six
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*Axel*

I stare at him in disbelief. My birth father was pregnant? At his age? My birth father was already forty-one and having a child this late in life was very high risk. Concern slams me in the chest, but more than that, I was concerned what would happen should Han find out. Afterall, he still kept my birth father just to show dominance and the fact that he can still control our lives.

“How far along is he?” I ask, trying to slow down my heart rate from this news.

Thomas sighs heavily and looked like he wanted to throw up. “He’s already four months along.”

My eyes widen. “Tommy-”

“I know what you’re going to say Axel and trust me, it’s something me and your father has discussed many times.” Thomas got up from the bed, pacing back and forth, running his hands through his hair.

“Don’t get me wrong though, I’m completely in euphoria right now, but...” He stops with his shoulders slumping in weariness.

“Han.” I say.

“Yeah...ahem...we’re going to leave Axel. I won’t risk my unborn child’s or your father’s life. I would rather run away somewhere he won’t be able to find us than try and fight the Nolan clan.” He stares down at his hands, breathing out a huge sigh, then looks up to me. “We want you to come with us.”

I was shocked. It wasn’t like Thomas to run away like that, but I completely get it. I wished he could mark my birth father, but with his hidden alpha status, plus the scent that would surround my birth father constantly, was way too much of a danger to them. I would love more than anything to go with them, but there was one issue.

“Running away won’t be easy, there’s a lot of planning involved and obstacles that will prevent you to accomplish it.”

“We know, we’ve been planning and running through every scenario we could think up since the day we found out. We’re willing to take the risk.”

“What about his health? I mean, a baby at his age?” The entire situation was beginning to fully sink in.

Thomas looked a bit scared on that subject. He slowly walks back to his bed and sat down. “We talked to the doctor and she’s willing to travel with us. She’s known us since the day of your results and it’s a rare case that a male omega can still be able to conceive at his age. She wants to record and study on it.”

I rub my face with all this information. “About me coming along...I’ll go, but I have to get that boy out of that place first and find somewhere it’s safe for him to be.”

“Thank goodness.” He sighs with relief making me frown.

“Your father has been begging me to convince you, he said he refuses to leave you behind and if you stayed, he was going too as well.”

I chuckle at him. My birth father has always lived for my sake. I understood how terrified he was to leave me behind. I wouldn’t have minded though. He deserved to be happy, they both did. If I had to stay behind just to ensure that happened, I would gladly to do so in a heartbeat. I would love to see my little brother or sister grow up, but if my staying made sure that happened as well, then there really was no second thoughts about it.

My family came first now and always.

“So...” Thomas became serious as he looks to me. “What’s your plan about the omega boy?”

I sigh heavily as I cross my arms. “Well...we kidnap him of course.”

“We...kidnap him?” He looks unconvinced about the idea.

I stand up and give him a grim look. “Yep, kidnap. First, we have to stake out the place and figure out their schedules throughout the day and night. His window has bars, so we won’t be able to get him that way.”

He looked appalled for a moment. “Bars? Wait, please explain exactly what you saw in that room.”

I told him what I found and how the room looked. About the deadbolts on the door, the fact there was the bare minimal of belongings and possessions. Not to mention the repeated account of the bruise on his cheek, which told me of abuse.

After I was done, we both just sat there in silence, thinking of everything. He nods his head and clasps his hands together. “Alright, I’m convinced. So tonight, we’ll check out the place and tomorrow I’ll take the first shift of staking it out during the day. It shouldn’t really take us long to figure out how to get him out of there without repercussions. The less violence and casualties, the better.”

“One more thing Tommy. We have to make it where it looks like he ran away. We can’t have them be suspicious of the Nolan clan being involved and I definitely can’t have Han and Lincoln know I took the kid. They’ll want to know why after telling them he isn’t suitable.”

Thomas gives me a sad look. I hated that look because I knew exactly what he was thinking. I did not want to go there, ever.

“Agreed. So, we’ll wait a couple of hours and head out?” He asks, looking at his watch.

I was about to answer when my phone starts ringing. I quickly see who it was and scowl at the name that was displayed. I compose myself and answer the call.

“Well?” The voice demanded.

Not a simple greeting or any manners of any kind. I hated the sound of his voice. I hated everything about the man on the other line of this phone.

“Declined.” I say just as rudely.

“Don’t give me that shit Axel. You seem to forget your situation. What’s wrong with this one? And it better be for a good damn reason you refused.”

“He was deformed.” I tried hard to keep my temper in check. If my birth father wasn’t in that home this asshole was in right now, I wouldn’t have given a damn how I talked to him.

“Deformed? Explain.” He again demanded.

“Retardation. He’s a mute as well. Probably wasn’t educated correctly since they kept him locked up most of his life without any social encounters.”

“Fuck. God damn piece of shit.” I hear him sigh with anger. “We have another lead, so you and Thomas get your asses back to the house.”

With that he hangs up. Well shit, another one? This was never going to end until they found a male omega for Lincoln. I was just glad he believed it. I look to Thomas as he stared at me.

“We’re summoned back. They found another omega.” My irritation was getting worse by the minute.

“Well, looks like we have less time than we thought.”

“Stupid prick didn’t give me a chance to request another day.”

“He knew you would have asked. He knows you well Axel. A little too well. We need to be careful.”

I rub the back of my neck, feeling the tension building. At age twenty-two I shouldn’t feel this much pressure and always feel the need to be watching my back. The faster we deal with this omega, the faster we can get the hell away from all this bullshit.
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*Tristan*

As soon as the man from last night left the house, with whoever was with him, I hear yelling from Uncle Sean. My heart speeds up as hard footfalls reach my door. He didn’t even bother to use the doorknob as he kicked the door wide open.

The wood crashed and split as it hit the wall. I jump in fear and scramble back as he charges towards me. I didn’t know what was wrong, but he was definitely angry. I try to get away from him as I quickly crawl on my bed to head on the other side. Truthfully, I don’t know why I was running away since I was just caging myself in. There was nowhere to run in this tiny room.

I didn’t make it fully across the bed as he snatches my foot and pulls me hard. I cry out in terror, clawing at whatever I could grab. He just kept pulling until I slam to the ground on my stomach.

“You little shit! You said something to him, didn’t you?! What the hell did you tell him to refuse you like he did?! Huh?!” He was yelling so loudly I was sure even the neighbors could hear him.

My torso was throbbing and burning as my shirt and sweater had risen up as he kept dragging me across the carpet. I hear my aunt gasp in horror as she stood in the hallway looking on. He pulls me out into the hallway and takes me to the stairs.

Fear strikes me as a sudden thought that he was going to kill me right here and now. “No! I-I d-didn’t say anything! I promise! Please don’t!” I beg as tears starts falling down my face.

“Shut up, you worthless piece of trash! Roman get your ass up here!”

I’m suddenly jerked upward as Uncle Sean grabs my arm and nearly rips it out of its socket. I whimper in the pain that shot throughout my body. I was limp with all the sudden harsh treatment that was being done. Roman grabs my other arm and together they take me down the stairs.

“I should have done this last night! You’re going down in the basement!” he roared.

My eyes widen in horror and the adrenaline rushes through me once more learning what he plans to do to me. “NO!! Please! I don’t want to go down there! Not there, please uncle!”

I start to scream as if my life was depending on it. I dig my heels in the hard floor and try to pull myself away from them. I jerk and pull as I sob my heart out. I hear them grunt in frustration as they pull on me harder.

“Why the hell is he so damn strong? He’s a fucking omega dammit.” Roman grunts as he jerks my arm as hard as he could.

The movement caused a pulled muscle and I gasp at the intense sharp pain that shot through my entire arm. The pain was so bad I went limp all over again. With that disadvantage they both lift me into the air. Uncle Sean opens the door that led to the dark basement below.

Seeing the darkness, my strength doubles and I start kicking and screaming as hard and fast as I possibly could. I hear Roman curse, but my efforts weren’t doing anything. They took me down the stairs with the struggles I was still giving them.

The light was suddenly turned on and I see the worst thing that my uncle has ever created just for me. Sitting in the far corner was a small handcrafted wooden shed that held a single tiny window in the door. There were four separate locks on the door. The size was barely enough to fit four people and stood at eight feet tall.

I was now hyperventilating as we neared that awful box. A box created for when I went into my heat cycle. For years I endured the suffocating space that soon turned me in a claustrophobia mess.

I was having a hard time breathing as they threw me in without so much as a care to my condition. I quickly get up and try to reach the door before they slammed it in my face.

I pound repeatedly like a madman. “LET ME OUT! PLEASE, PLEASE LET ME OUT! I CAN’T BREATHE, PLEASE!!” I start heaving as my sobs tore at me.

“You will stay in here until I deem fit to release you!”

With that, the light was turned off and a few seconds later the upstairs door was slammed shut.

I was shaking horribly as I fall to my knees and crawl backwards toward the wall of the box. I felt the corner and huddle myself in a ball. I tried as hard as I could to control my breathing, but it was so hard. My sobs wouldn’t go away, and I couldn’t see anything in the pitch blackness that took over. I was scared and alone.

I close my eyes as the hicks of my tears slows and my body trembles in despair.
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Chapter Eight
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*Axel*

It’s been nearly forty-three hours since we decided to kidnap the omega. That first night we watched the house was pretty boring. But one thing we knew was that the Steffons went to sleep around nine in the evening, while their kids stayed out late. That was going to be an issue since their schedule varied at different times and were never consistent.

I couldn’t pinpoint the perfect time to head in when I was already running out of time. Han will question on why we haven’t returned yet and I couldn’t chance him breathing down my neck even more than he already was.

It concerned me however that not once has either of us seen the omega. I knew they kept him inside, but it was concerning that we didn’t see the light in his room come on once last night or even tonight.

We were crouched down across the street behind some hedges. I was thankful it wasn’t raining tonight as it did again the night before. I perk up when I suddenly see a dark figure slowly creeping onto the Steffon’s property. I could see it was a man that wore a hooded sweat- shirt.

Thomas sees him as well as he taps me twice. I nod my head and together we cross the street when the man started climbing a tree that was grown next to the omega’s room. We quietly reach the fence and crouch down again. I watch as the man crawls on the hanging branch and gently taps the window. We wait to see if the omega was there. Minutes pass with nothing happening. The man then looks inside the window, and I could have sworn I heard him curse.

We watch him climb back down and head towards the back of the house. I was on high alert with what was transpiring at the moment. Something was off and who the hell was that man? Was he an acquaintance of the omega’s? Was it perhaps a secret partner that no one knew about?

That thought had my insides feeling taunt, making me frown at the strange reaction. But the two times I came across the boy I didn’t detect any alpha pheromones. We silently open the gate and follow him to the back. We carefully peek our heads around the corner to him kneeling on the ground trying to open something against the wall of the house.

Then I realized what it was. A basement window. Was this guy trying to break in? My senses went haywire as a sudden, dreadful thought occurred. Was this guy also trying to kidnap the omega?!

Thomas must have sensed my emotions when he suddenly placed on hand on my chest and shook his head at me. He then points to somewhere behind the other man. I turn to look, and my eyes widen as a second figure comes out of the blue, holding a long stick of some sort and raises it above the man’s head.

It was our time to intervene. Before we could even take two steps the hooded man suddenly turns around in such speed it was amazing. He disarmed the other figure, threw them on the ground and straddled the poor fellow.

A sudden gasp escaped the newcomer, and we all freeze at the sweet smell of omega pheromones. I quickly put my walls up to ignore the scent as I was trained. I could tell Thomas did the same. But the hooded man was still sitting on top of him, frozen as if afraid to move.

“Get off of me!” The omega hisses as he whispers loudly.

“Who the hell are you?” The hooded man whispers back.

“Someone who is going to kick your ass if you dare go near my friend!”

Hearing that took me by surprise as it did to the man on top of the omega. “Kick my ass? You, an omega?” The guy chuckled as if amused now.

The poor fellow began to struggle as he tried to buck the other guy off him, and it was our cue to join in on the situation. We both slowly come forward and I clear my throat to get their attention. They both jerk their heads in our direction.

The hooded man quickly gets off the omega, pulls him up lightning fast and pushes him behind him as if protecting him from us. First, I felt offended that he would think I would ever harm any omega. Second, I was surprised he was acting so protective when it was clear he didn’t know him and third; I was shocked at how young they looked.

The man could be as old as I was, but the omega hiding behind him looked no older than fourteen, if that. I step forward and the man tenses, his Alpha pheromones release slightly as if being threatened.

“Whoa, it’s okay. We’re here as friends.” Thomas says gently, raising his hands in the air.

The omega behind him backs away quickly and begins trembling. More than likely from the Alpha’s pheromones that were affecting him.

“You might want to shut that down.” I state, nodding my head at the omega.

The man turns around with wide eyes. “Oh shit! I’m so sorry, I didn’t-”

“J-just s-stay away from m-me.” The omega was gasping for air as he tries to control himself.

“Wait, who the hell are you people?” He comes back to his senses, looking at all of us.

I wasn’t sure how much to reveal since I had no idea who he was either. Thomas looks to me with suspicious eyes. His eyebrow raises at me in question.

I went ahead and took a chance. “We’re here to rescue the omega who lives here.”

The man stares hard at me for a few seconds before replying. “Why the fuck would you rescue him? How do you even know who he is?” he demands.

I didn’t like the tone of his voice and my alpha instincts were surfacing. Thomas must have sensed them since he grips my arm tightly, getting my attention.
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