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AUTHOR’S NOTE


Hey guys, welcome to my new pen name, universe and trope. Just a bunch of new things happening at once.

I hope you all love my debut into the Omegaverse universe. This is a why choose with MM read, so if you don’t like alphas going at it in an elevator, STOP right now…

Still here? Awesome. Well if you happen to like this even a tiny bit, please leave me a review.

Thanks so much… Oh, I can’t forget my disclosure…

As with any of my books please remember I am not responsible or liable for broken significant others, therapy bills, or damaged devices.

I am always available for comfort from afar.

XOXO,

Megan (aka, Amber)


CONTENT WARNING


Now, I will admit this is lighter compared to my other books, but still there are a few things to point out. As always your mental health is more important to me than sales, and page reads.

This book has some triggering scenes, including an MC who grew up neglected with a mother who overdosed. As you can probably guess he has some trauma and PTSD.

There are also scenes of parental violence.

And abuse (not from the MCs)

The FMC is drugged, and omeganapped ( again not from the MCs)

Attempted murder

And possible NON-CON.

Still with me?? Awesome, keep reading…


“There are no wrong turns, only unexpected paths.”

-Mark Nepo

This is dedicated to all my smutty readers who just want to be thrown down and knotted in the middle of a snow storm.

I mean how else are you supposed to pass the long, hard, enticing hours?


MEET THE CHARACTERS


Okay now the moment you have all been waiting for…

Meet the characters:

FMC: Belle- tall, has curves, gray eyes, blonde with silver highlights, omega, student at Knottingshire Academy.

Nickname: Vixen

Scent: Peppermint mocha

MC: Angel- alpha, dark hair, blue eyes, tall, toned, likes leather

Lead singer

Scent: Chimney smoke and pine

Angel & Tate are cousins, dad's were twins, they look almost identical

MC: Tate- alpha, dark hair, blue eyes, tattoos, tall, toned, always has a notebook on him.

Lyricist, singer and guitar player

Scent: Fresh ink and vanilla bean

MC: Beckett- alpha, tall, blue eyes, dirty-blond hair, glasses, likes to dress professionally.

Assistant to Tate and Angel, secret lyricist for the band.

Scent: Chocolate and coconut

Relationship with Tate


CHAPTER ONE


BELLE

Looking out of the car window, I groan. I am not liking this weather at all. Even leaving the Academy five hours early, so that I could get to the airport and through security with loads of time to spare, I fear I am going to miss my flight.

The Uber driver sings along to some Christmas music, as I continue to stare at the huge traffic jam we have found ourselves stuck in.

So many cars just parked on the highway. “I don't have time for this,” I whisper aloud.

“What was that, hon?” the driver says, turning the radio down and shifting to look at me with a smile.

“Sorry, I didn't mean to complain, Dotty, it's just I can't miss my flight. My father ordered me home, and you don't want to anger him if you know what I mean.”

Dotty frowns, then nods and turns back around. She begins to hum while pulling out her phone.

There is an adorable photo of her with two little kids that look just like her. “They are so cute,” I comment, and she laughs.

“Annie and Dennis, my six-year-old twins. They are a handful at the best of times, but in the quiet moments, once they settle, they are my angels.”

“They are lucky to have you. My mother has always seen me as a smudge on her polished designer shoes. I was her meal ticket. A way to lock my father down.” I sigh, then rub my eyes.

“I'm sorry, I don't mean to unload on you. I'm nervous about this trip, and I tend to babble, with little filter when I'm anxious.”

“Talk away, hon, I don't mind. It's not like we are going to be moving for a bit anyway. Better yet, why don't you move to the front.”

Dotty lifts her purse from the passenger seat and places it beside me, then pats the empty chair.

I laugh,unbuckle my seatbelt, then open my door, shivering as the New York winter storm smacks me in the face with a blast of wind.

Quickly, I jump out and move to the front. The car beside us honks, and when I glance back at the driver, he has his hands lifted in a ‘what are you doing’ gesture.

I give him a wave, then climb back into the warm car and shut the door.

“Ugh, alpha cab drivers are the worst,” Dotty mutters, glancing at the man who is now shaking his head.

I roll my eyes, rebuckling my seatbelt as Dotty does something on her phone.

When she finishes she gives me a big smile and laughs. “So much better than the back. Now I can see you and not strain my neck. So tell me about yourself, dear.”

Laughing, I dig into my purse for some gum, then offer her a piece. “Well, I'm Belle, twenty-years-old, an omega, though I’m not looking to be packed up quite yet. I attend Knottingshire Academy. I am hoping to graduate with a degree in literature. I love books.”

Dotty smiles, grabs her phone and scrolls for a moment before showing me her extensive Kindle library.

“A girl after my own heart,” she says, then points to her current book. “This one is my absolute favorite, if you need something to read on the flight.”

I open my Kindle and download a few of her suggestions. “I read a lot, so I'm always looking for more.”

My phone rings and I groan. “It's my father, but I do not want to listen to him scream at me right now. I promise I'm not a rude person,” I grumble, declining his call.

“Yeah, I don't blame you, honey. I've been in some shitty relationships and my father wasn't the best either. So tell me more about this trip.”

“I'd planned to stay at the Academy. There is a new group of omegas starting next week and my friend Stetson asked me to help him get the dorms ready. He's a beta and not the most intune with what omegas like.

“But then my father called, ordering me to come home for the holidays. I guess my sister has some big announcement. I'd much rather stay in Connecticut. It's better than being ignored in a house full of people who are supposed to care about you.”

Dotty pats my hand. “Family is who you make them. Blood isn't always thicker, honey.”

“I like the Academy. Even being around a bunch of bitchy omegas, I have found a home. My room has a small space off the main area I use for my nest. It's perfect.”

“Just another thing that makes me thankful for being a beta. I applaud you and your heat cycles. I can't imagine the pain and discomfort you all must experience.”

The car in front of us slowly moves and Dotty cheers. Putting the vehicle in drive, she moves about a foot before pressing the brake again, sighing.

“It’s not so bad. There are toys we can buy and there are a few betas that offer to help us. Most girls just use suppressants. But my father would never allow such substances.”

Dotty scoffs. “Your father doesn't have a say in how you handle your heats, Belle. I know we hardly know each other, but you are a completely capable young woman.”

I raise my hand, pat Dotty on the arm and laugh. “Thank you, Dotty, and you're right we don't know each other well… yet. Don't think I won't be adding you to my social media. We are book besties for life now, you and I.”

Laughing, we gossip and chat for a little longer as she tells me all about her twins. I think I've made a real friend here tonight, and I look forward to a girls night soon after I return from LA.

“Okay, I hate to do this to you, love, but this car ain't moving, sweets. I think you may need to hike it the four blocks to the airport if you don't want to miss your flight,” she says, looking at me worried.

Groaning, I check the time and know she's right.

“I was afraid you were going to say that, but you have a point. Thank you, Dotty. I'll be in touch.”

Grabbing my purse, I open the door, then rush to the trunk for my bags. I'm glad I packed light for this. My closets at home have more than enough, if my sister hasn't raided them yet.

The man beside us is honking at me again, but I don't have time to bow down to another alpha.

Waving at Dotty, I check that the coast is clear, then carefully make my way to the sidewalk.

If I happen to use the alpha's hood for support as my feet are slipping in the slush he will just have to get over it.

I'm chilled to the bone immediately and wish I wore better shoes for this. The wind swirls around me, and my teeth are chattering as the airport comes into view.

There is a huge black limousine parked in the departure lane and is holding up a line of honking cars.

I wonder who's inside. Opening the airport doors, I shudder as the hot air washes over my chilled skin.

My clothes are damp, and I know that I need to change into something dry as soon as I get to my gate.

I do not need to get sick. This holiday break is going to be painful enough being back home. Looking around, I note that the place isn't as busy as I'd expected.

The walls are covered in festive decorations, and I wander closer to the large Christmas tree in the middle.

There is a Santa on a throne and if I had time, maybe I would sit on his lap. He doesn't look like any regular old man in a red suit if you know what I mean.

I give him a wave as I continue toward security. Now that I'm here I can take a few deep breaths. There is still an hour before my flight is supposed to leave, and I checked in a few hours ago on the app, so I don't need to get in that line.

It's not like I had anything better to do besides chat with Dotty. Which is a blessing at this moment. There is a man screaming at the poor worker behind the counter and a few babies crying.

Avoiding them, I make my way along the halls, dodging duffle bags and people not watching where they are going.

Like I get it, I'd rather be scrolling social media too, but not while walking through an airport.

Reaching the escalators that lead to security, I dig into my purse for my wallet and pull up my boarding pass on my phone.

There is a woman yelling at a man in front of me, and I'm trying not to laugh.

“Cynthia, I told you that our flight to the Maldives wouldn't be First Class. These were last minute tickets, dear.”

“I am not flying Coach, David!” she squeals, and I look out the window admiring the storm now that I'm not walking through it.

It's a blizzard outside, but with the lights shining through the snow particles, it's beautiful.

Cynthia continues to whine, and I'm so thankful that I'm not flying to the Maldives. Poor David.

As we reach the scanners, I wait until the next line opens before removing my Kindle, phone, keys, and wallet, placing them in the bucket.

My shoes are a little harder to remove, and I'm sweating by the time I'm walking through the X-ray machine.

A man waves me over with his wand, and I sigh.

“Remove the jacket, Miss, and raise your arms.”

Nodding, I do as he asks and cringe when he takes longer than necessary to ‘check’ me for weapons.

When he's finished, I don't waste a moment. Grabbing my shit, I toss it all into my bag, then make a mad dash to the restroom.

Locking myself inside a stall, I rest my back against the door,close my eyes, and take a few breaths.

I hate when people touch me without my explicit consent. As my heart rate calms, I begin to remove my clothes and pull out a dry pair of soft leggings with a large fluffy sweater.

After I'm changed, I look down at my feet and cringe. I am totally going to need to toss my new Christmas socks away, but for the moment they will have to do.

My boots are soaked.

Leaving the stall, I wash my hands, then fluff up my light curls. This weather is hell on my hair. I'm going to need to book a deep conditioning treatment soon.

Deciding to toss it up into a messy bun, I grab some chapstick and give my pout a thin layer. One of my favorite holiday songs begins playing over the speakers, and I find myself singing along as I grab my stuff and walk out into the hall.

My gate is across from the bathroom, and there are only a few people waiting. Maybe this means the red-eye to LA was a good idea after all.

Claiming a seat in the corner, I pull out my charger and plug it into the wall. I need to make sure my Kindle is completely charged for the trip.

I hate flying, and sleeping on a plane? Ah, yeah, that's not going to happen.

Placing my bags and boots on the seat beside me, I grab one of my cozy travel blankets and settle in for a quick rest.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I groan. I knew my father wasn't going to leave me alone.

Accepting the call, I wait for his latest melodrama.

“Hello.”

“Finally, Belle, how incompetent can you be not to answer your phone? I shouldn't have to call you three times!” he growls, and I roll my eyes.

“Oh, did you? I'm sorry, I must not have had a signal.”

“Likely story, but now that you have wasted my time you can be the one to contact Paul for a ride when you get into LAX.”

Ugh. Seriously?

“Why would my ex-boyfriend be the one to pick me up? We haven't spoken in almost two years.”

“Yes, well, he offered, and I don't have the mental capacity to drive to the airport and see your pathetic face. It's bad enough you're going to be around for two weeks.”

Someone giggles in the background, and my stomach cramps. I really hate going home.

“Okay,” I whisper, and he grunts.

“Great, glad we have that covered then.” He hangs up, and I'm pissed as a tear escapes the corner of my eye.

Quickly wiping it away, I look up and pause. There are three gorgeous men walking closer to the seats across from me, but that’s not what makes me freeze. A man is watching me intently, but he’s not giving me creeper vibes. Tall with dark hair and blue eyes, wearing a leather jacket, I almost regret using a scent blocker.

Though I am thankful for my scent blocking panties. I totally just made a mess in them. Giving him a shy smile, I look down and focus on my phone, trying to fight the urge to not stare at him.

He’s gorgeous and that smirk. Damn…

I wonder if he smells as amazing as he looks.


CHAPTER TWO


BECKETT

Removing my glasses, I rub my temples. Angel and Tate are at each other’s throats, and I’m about to throttle them both.

“Enough!” I shout. They freeze, turning to look at me. I never raise my voice, so they know that I have reached my limit.

“Thank you. Now that I have your attention, we have an hour before our flight leaves. We are already checked in, and the airport is aware that you are here, so they will do your security personally.”

I press the button on the side of my tablet, then place my glasses back on. I should have just worn contacts, but I was hoping to rest on the flight.

“There are only five passengers on the red-eye to LA, so as long as you don't cause a scene, you should be able to stay undetected.”

Angel sighs, rubbing his jaw. He hasn't shaved in a few days, and he has a delicious scruff.

Tate grunts, and I look over at him. Raising an eyebrow, he gives me a cocky smirk, crossing his arms.

“As for your father, Tate… Can one of you call him back? He's starting to give me an ulcer,” I grumble.

“Yeah, he can wait until we touch down in LA though. I could care less about his new stipulations. We are fucking Rock Gods! We don't need to find an omega and settle down,” Tate mutters before shifting to stare out the window.

The snow is coming down harder, and the line of cars honking at us is getting longer.

“You should get inside and up to the gate. People are going to start noticing the limo,” Ken, the guys’ driver states, after opening the partition separating us.

Angel looks behind us and winces. “I told you we should have just gone with the blacked out SUV.”

“Wasn't possible with the girl screaming your name and chasing you half a block,” I remind him, and he groans, rubbing his eyes with a yawn.

“Yeah,” he sighs, then grabs a leather jacket, slipping it over his black hoodie and pulls the hood over his head.

Tate buttons up his peacoat, and I fix my zip-up. I'd usually be wearing a suit, but I didn't have time to change after the gym. I am not dressed for this weather, but thankfully the doors are right outside the car.

“So we get in and up to the VIP elevator. Keep your heads down and move quickly,” I remind the guys, and they grunt in unison.

Sliding closer to the door, I grab my backpack and duffle bag, slipping it over my shoulder.

“Wait, is that all you’re wearing?” Angel comments, pointing to my hoodie.

“Yeah, but I’ll change on the plane.”

“Fuck that,” he mutters, unzipping his bag and grabbing another coat. “We don’t need you catching a cold,” he says, handing it to me.

Rolling my eyes, I slip my bag off my shoulder and quickly put it on. It’s warm and smells like him: chimney smoke and pine. Delicious.

“There, that’s better,” Tate says before shoving a dark-blue beanie over my head with a grin.

Laughing, I push him away and adjust it. We may all be alphas, but I like it when they take care of me. I didn’t have a family that took the time to care, let alone be bothered with my well being.

Grabbing my bag again, I open the door and take a deep breath of the fresh, cold air. The car was stifling with the heater on full blast. I glance over my shoulder at Angel and Tate.

“Ready?” I ask, fixing my glasses and stepping onto the sidewalk. People are shouting and yelling at us for taking so long. Have to love New York, especially during the holidays.

The passenger side window rolls down, and I move over to talk to Ken as the guys slip inside the airport, hopefully going to the VIP elevator, like I told them to.

“I’m going to find a hotel for the night, then start the drive to LA. If you need anything in the meantime let me know,” Ken says, and I nod.

“Have a good night. We should be fine from here,” I tell him, and he sits up straight in his seat before rolling the window back up.

Turning, I rush inside and sigh as the warmth hits me once more. Damn, it’s cold. Looking around, I don’t see the guys, so I walk over to the check-in desk and grab the itinerary and papers waiting for me.

Perks of being VIP: no line.

“Thanks,” I tell the girl behind the counter, and she blushes, looking away quickly. Laughing, I shake my head as I continue toward the elevator.

As I press the button, then wait, I take in all the decorations. We haven’t had time to do anything festive with the back-to-back concerts, and press interviews. I wonder if the guys are going to want to decorate their tour bus.

I should make a note to get in touch with Cristie. She would probably do it for me. As I’m contemplating things, my phone rings. Digging into the pocket in my zip-up under Angel’s coat, I grab it and quickly answer.

Shit! I should have checked who’s calling. I swear this man lives to make me ill. I wasn’t kidding about him giving me an ulcer.

“Beckett, where is my son?” Russel Baron, alpha to the Baron pack and Tate’s father barks.

“Tate’s currently going through security, which is where I am headed at the moment. How may I help you, Sir?”

“You can help me by opening your fucking emails and approving the list of names I sent to you. We have to line up the right omegas for the next two months. I am tired of them blowing me off. It’s time to settle.” I continue to listen to him rant about the same old shit.

It’s getting tiresome. The elevator finally opens, and I have an excuse to end his tirade.

“I will inform them as soon as I can, Sir, but I am about to enter a no signal zone. Once I am settled on the plane, I will go over the emails and give you their top five picks. Have a good rest of your night, Sir.”

I end the call before he can continue and sigh, leaning against the mirrored wall of the elevator, I close my eyes and take a few breaths. Tate, Angel, and I are pack, and I know they aren’t ready to add anyone new to our family.

Not only are they the lead singers of the band Knotty Trip, but they run a non-profit for disabled veterans. We don’t have the spoons to settle down just yet. Schedule is crazy enough.

The elevator dings, signaling that I have reached the top floor. Opening my eyes, I yawn. Tate is waiting for me with a grin on his handsome face and offers me his hand. I give him a thorough once over, checking that nothing has happened in the last ten minutes or so and release the breath I was holding when he looks okay.

Their fans can be crazy, and now that his father has slipped up and told reporters about him wanting his son to start a family, the omegas have become wild. Case in point, just a few hours ago, Angel had to run for his life when he found a fan hiding in the laundry bin at the gym, that’s supposed to hold soiled towels.

Taking his hand, I hold it until we reach the room where they have a guard checking our luggage and running a wand over Angel. He’s laughing and signing a fluffy pink notebook for a little girl in the corner.

She squeals when Tate enters and he grins, lifting our hands to give me a sweet kiss on my knuckles before dropping them and moving over to her. She starts to babble about one of his songs, and I smirk.

No one knows it because I hate the spotlight, but I actually write most of the lyrics for Knotty Trip. I love being a part of their dream, even if it’s in the shadows, though I am known for being the best assistant they have ever had.

Not that I would ever give up my job for anything. It keeps us close.

I have known Angel and Tate almost my whole life. I am a few years younger, but they were my neighbors until my mother passed away. She loved substances more than her son. I spent a lot of time over at the Baron’s. Eating, playing video games, and just enjoying my childhood the best I could.

Tate and I didn’t start officially dating until last year, when I confessed my feelings for him after a night of celebrating. I don’t drink for a reason, and my low tolerance had my filter non-existent.

I never thought Tate would feel the same way. He can be an asshole at times, but when it comes to the people he loves and his fans, he’s a completely different person.

“Now, I don’t know who is more excited, me or Angel,” he says, crouching down, so the little girl can wrap her arms around his neck and give him a hug. There is a woman off to the side and she has tears in her eyes.

I notice the little girl looks frail and when I glance at the woman again, I see that she’s holding arm braces in her hand. Oh shit!

I quickly move over to the woman and offer her my hand. I totally forgot about this meet and greet, and by the look of things they have been waiting for a long time.

“Ma’am please excuse our lateness. With the events of this afternoon, I will be honest and admit that this meeting slipped my mind. Please allow me to compensate for your time with concert tickets and a flight to see the band play next month in Connecticut.”

The woman gasps and throws herself into my arms. Her voice wobbles.

“You don’t need to do that. We would have waited days to meet you guys, but thank you. This is the best Christmas gift you could ever give to me and my Isabella.”

“It’s our pleasure.”

Watching the guys with Isabella, I snap a few photos after her mother, Maia, signed a photo release. I don’t plan to use this as clout, but I would like to add these sweet moments to their social media.

It’s rare to catch a genuine smile on Tate’s face. His blue eyes sparkle under the twinkling lights from the holiday decorations. He looks up at me with a grin, and I can admit I’m starting to get hard.

Not the time or place!

My phone rings, alerting me of an alarm I set for the flight, and Angel frowns. “Well my dear, Isabella, it seems our time has come to an end, but how about a quick song before we go?”

Tate climbs to his feet and moves over to the guitar case in the corner. He never goes anywhere without it. Angel takes a seat at the small table and helps Isabella sit on his lap.

“Is this okay?” He checks with her mom, and she nods. Lifting her phone, she looks at me for permission.

“We usually don’t allow personal videos, but if it’s okay with Tate and Angel, I’ll allow it,” I state, and Angel scoffs.

“It’s fine.”

Tate stands behind Angel, and I move out of the way as they perform a quick holiday carol for Isabella and her mom. It’s not an original, but a classic and when Isabella joins them in the chorus my heart thaws a little more.

After the final note plays, and the guys say their goodbyes, I check the monitor in the hall, showing our flight. We still have maybe thirty minutes before we will be boarding, but we need to get to our gate. I’m sure the guys are going to want something to eat as well.

“I hate my dad, but I want one of them,” Tate mutters as he meets me over by the elevator.

Taking my bag from me and placing the strap over his shoulder, he grabs my hand again. I glance at him. “Want what?”

“A kid. I don’t want to settle down yet, but I want the way a child loves unconditionally no matter what. I want one of them. With you and Angel. Maybe we could just find a surrogate.”

I’m at a loss for words as he tugs me into the elevator, and Angel joins us. I know that his ex-girlfriend did a number on him and that’s one of the reasons that he’s fighting finding an omega, but…

“Just consider it, okay. I will do the stupid dates so my dad will get off our backs, but I’d rather just keep our family small.”

Angel grunts, agreeing, and I nod. The elevator stops, and I walk over to our gate. Angel and Tate are talking about food, and I’m about to chime in when I smell it. The richest peppermint mocha. I can almost taste the smooth chocolate on my tongue. My mouth waters, and my pants tighten.

I’m not using any scent blockers, because I like to know if someone is going to be a threat.

Glancing around, I notice a cute blonde cuddled up in a chair in the corner. She seems to be arguing with someone on the phone, and when her gray eyes meet mine, then flick over to Angel, I know that we are fucked.

Who would have thought I’d find my perfect match in an airport.


CHAPTER THREE


BELLE

Ican feel him staring at me, but I don't know if it's because my father just broke my heart with his words, for the billionth time, or he's just another alpha looking for an omega.

Sighing, I grab my Kindle and try to read the book Dotty recommended. It's a spicy holiday novella which is perfect for the season.

We should be boarding soon, but as I glance out the huge window, all I can see is snow.

Shouldn't there be a plane? Grabbing my phone, I check the flight app and groan. Shit! We've been delayed two hours.

My father is going to throw another fit, and I don't want to listen to him berate me. Deciding not to tell him, I reach for my bag and stuff my things back inside.

If I'm going to be sitting here a while then I need something to eat. Looking around, I avoid the group of alphas across from me and purposely go around them as I stand and walk down the hall.

I can hear them whispering about something, but it's not my business. Passing the bathroom again, I decide to stop and wash my hands.

I'm itchy for some reason, and the cool water helps to calm my nerves. After splashing a little on my face and the back of my neck, I try to smile at my reflection.

I'm on edge after that call with my dad. I haven't seen Paul in a long time, and the last time I did, it wasn't good.

I don't understand why he's even in contact with my family. They never even liked him when we were dating.

He wasn't good enough. I never cared that he came from a poor family. I fell for the sweet notes he would leave in my locker and the way he would listen for hours as I talked.

He was more than my first boyfriend. He was my best friend. Until that night…

Shaking my head, I take a few deep breaths, grab my bag, and leave the bathroom once more.

I don't know why I always find myself in a restroom when I need a moment to cool my nerves.

Opening the door, I turn left, running into a hard chest. Dropping my bag, I place my palms against their coat, gripping it tight.

“I am so sorry,” I gasp, lifting my eyes to the man in front of me.

His lips are pursed and his eyebrows furrowed. He doesn't say anything, and this is awkward.

Removing my hands, I begin to wipe off my touch, sliding along his coat, brushing off nothing.

It's a nervous habit of mine, and at least this time I didn't dump a drink on an unexpecting stranger's lap.

I'll never forget my trying to help clean up the tea, and the man's cheeks turning red as he became affected by my touch.

I have always been a little clumsy.

“Stop,” he barks, and I freeze. My eyes widening at his tone. Damn.

Stepping away from him, I bend down and grab my bag at the same time he lowers.

“Fuck,” he grunts as our heads slam into each other. Ugh, just what I needed. My head swims, and my eyes water.

Blinking a few times, I don't fight him as he grabs my arm and helps me to my feet.

“Shit, are you okay?”

I think I nod as he leads me to a seat and helps me sit down.

“What the hell happened?” a man says, and I sigh.

“We knocked our heads together. Can you grab my other pair of glasses from the side pocket of my backpack? These snapped,” the guy I hit says.

Shoot. I'll have to offer to replace his lenses.

When my head stops spinning, I open my eyes, squinting at the bright fluorescent lights.

“I'm really sorry,” I mumble, pressing my fingers against my forehead, and I wince. “That's going to bruise.”

“Angel just went to get some ice,” the new man says, handing my victim his new pair of glasses.

“Thanks. He doesn't need to go to that much trouble though. I'll be fine. Not the first time I've almost concussed myself,” I say with a small laugh.

Both men turn to look at me with frowns on their undeniably handsome faces. I squirm, crossing my legs as my panties become even wetter.

“Right. Well even so, my mother wouldn't approve of me not helping a woman in need,” the man says.

“Um, okay, well I'm Belle,” I say, offering my hand.

“Tate,” he replies, giving me a quick shake before looking over his shoulder. The man in the leather coat is walking over toward us.

“I'm Beckett,” the man beside me mumbles, and I turn to look at him. He has the bluest eyes and messy hazel hair. His forehead has a red mark, and I wince.

“Hi.” I smile, then wave my hand at his head. “I really am a klutz. Are you okay? And please let me pay for your glasses.”

He stares at me for a few seconds, not saying anything, and I'm starting to think he doesn't like me much.

I should probably just go before I cause anymore drama. “Okay, then. If you change your mind let me know,” I mutter.

Standing, I take the small, blue ice pack from the man in the leather coat, then leave them, moving back to my corner.

My stomach grumbles, and I groan. I never did get something to eat.

TATE

“Want to tell me what that was all about?” I ask Beck as he watches Belle move over to the corner.

He looks almost sad with every step she takes away from us.

“Baby, what's wrong?” I sit beside him and take his hand. Sighing, he leans his head against my shoulder.

I rub my thumb against his knuckles. He seems down. He hasn't acted this way in a very long time. Maybe the stress of the tour is getting to him.

“It's nothing… I just thought…” Lifting off my shoulder he shakes his head, rubbing against me, and I purr. I kiss the mark on his head, and he gives me a small smile.

Angel hands him an ice pack, and he laughs. “Hard to think that little beta almost took your ass out,” he says with a grin, and I chuckle.

“Omega. She’s an omega,” Beck mumbles, and I give him another look. “You guys are on blockers, remember.”

“Shit, sometimes I forget. Are you sure you’re okay?” He nods, then looks off.

Angel plops down next to me with a groan, closing his eyes for a moment. I can't blame him. I'm exhausted too.

My phone buzzes, and I check the app for our flight.

“Looks like we have a delay. Should we go back to the VIP area and chill there?” I suggest, and Beck looks over toward the corner again.

“Did you want to invite Belle?” I look over to the blonde omega once more and take her in.

She looks harmless enough, I guess. At least she hasn't started to squeal or fangirl. Though maybe the knock to her head distracted her from our awesomeness.

He shakes his head, then stands and grabs his stuff.

“No, let's just go. We have some files to go through, and I need to email your dad back, so this gives us time to do that,” he says with a sigh.

He looks as exhausted as I feel, and I wish I could just tell my dad to fuck right off. He's become unbearable all of a sudden, and I don't know why.

Like I get it, in the beginning we partied hard on tour and got into some trouble with the media, but that was a few years ago. Lately we just chill at home.

And I wasn't lying about wanting a kid. I do. I always saw myself as a dad. I just don't want the drama of an omega. I've been burned once before.

No thank you. Never again. Angel hands me my duffle bag, and I slip the strap over my shoulder.

Beck begins to walk down the hall back to the elevators, and I follow him. Angel grabs my arm, and nods toward the pizza place that's still open.

“You guys get whatever, but I'm going to stop here. I'll meet you at the VIP room in a bit.”

“Sounds good. Grab a thing of garlic knots if they have them,” I tell him, and he grunts, walking off.

“It's so weird not having Ken and Rich here,” I mutter aloud and shake my head.

The airport is kinda deserted at this hour, but I'm still waiting for a group of crazed fans to pop out of nowhere and attack us.

We gave our driver the weekend off until he has to drive to LA, and the label thought having our bodyguard, Rich, traveling with us would bring more attention our way.

He's already in LA and is supposed to be picking us up when our flight touches down.

We have the weekend to rest, then three interviews with a few talk shows and a photo shoot.

The job never ends, but I love it. Having my fans sing back the lyrics I write with the man that I love will never grow old.

It would be even better if I could get him on stage, performing with me, but I understand he doesn't want the attention.

Even though his voice makes me rock hard, and my knot swell.

His mental health is more important, and I would never jeopardize that.

“Where did Angel go?” Beck asks as I stop at the elevator.

“He wanted pizza. I say we drop off our stuff in the room, then go search for something to eat. I want something warm. Maybe meatloaf and potatoes or pasta?”

“Yes, and something sweet. I think there is a Cheesecake Factory downstairs. They might be closed now though.”

The elevator dings and a stewardess exits. She gives me a flirty smile, and I smirk back.

I'm not interested in her at all, but we always have to be on point with our expressions. Never know who's watching or recording.

A friend of ours is in deep water with his fans. He was rude to a group of young girls, and caused one to cry. It was a set up on their end, but it doesn't matter - perception is everything these days.

“Are you gentlemen headed to the VIP lounge?” she coos, and Beck ever the professional steps in front of me and gives her his attention.

Pushing his glasses back up his nose with his pointer finger, he gives her a smile.

“Yes, we have a delay, it seems, so we are going to relax for a while. We'd appreciate it if we weren't bothered.”

“Oh, yes, of course. But if you need anything at all please come find me. I'm Rissa, and I'll be at gate seven. We are here to serve you… In any way, Mr. Baron.”

We wait until she continues down the hall, then step into the elevator and head to the lounge.

Yawning, I step into Beck's arms and rest my head on his shoulder as he runs his fingers through my hair.

“Keep that up, and I'll be pressing the Emergency Stop button and taking your ass right here,” I growl, and he shudders, gripping my hair tight, yanking.

Fuck it. Pulling away from him, I grab his throat gently and bring his lips to mine. “Tate,” he groans and my cock throbs. It’s been too long since I’ve had him, and he seems just as keyed up as me.

Kissing me harder, he moves me backwards until my spine hits the buttons. Oh right.

Reaching behind me I feel for the big red knob, then yank it, bringing the elevator to a stop.

The phone rings next, and I groan. Beck steps away giving me a moment to catch my breath as he begins to strip off his layers.

Turning, I grab the phone and answer it.

“Is everything okay? We got an alert that the elevator stopped.”

“I will give you ten-thousand dollars if you ignore the alert and give me thirty minutes,” I mutter.

Beck bites his bottom lip and moves his hand slowly along his abs, stopping at the waistband of his joggers.

His cock is hard and not bashful through the thin fabric.

A whimper slips up my throat, but I swallow it down.

“Happy holidays, Sir. You won't be bothered, and the cameras in that particular lift seem to be on the fritz.”

The call drops and I groan, placing the phone back on the receiver. Shit. I didn’t even consider this was monitored. I’ll have to make sure to get any copies of the footage before the camera was shut off.

Not that the world doesn’t know that Beck and I are together, but that’s another thing my father will throw a fit about.

“Thirty minutes, huh?” Beck says, moving closer to me.

Laughing, I give him a smirk, then grip his hips and bring his lips back to mine but not adding pressure.

“This will be quick, baby, but I've always wanted to join the Mile High Club.”

Beck groans and kisses me hard as his hands roam my body, removing my coat and slipping under my shirt.

Fuck, I seriously need him right now. Moving my mouth, I kiss and nip along his jaw until I can whisper in his ear.

“We can make that happen the next time we take a private flight. Now turn around and grip the railing. Show me how much you want your alpha's cock in that tight little hole.”

“Tate,” he grunts, pressing his nails into the flesh of my back and grinding his cock against mine.

“Now,” I bark and he laughs, moving away and turning to face the wall.

Grabbing the railing, he arches toward me, and I take in the gorgeous view of his inked back.

We all have tattoos, but Beck's are hot as hell. He always dresses so prim and proper.

No one would know he's a closet pain slut with a penchant for needles. “Damn, look at you,” I coo, gripping my cock through my jeans.

My knot aches, and I wish we had time to be locked together. The first time I knotted him I nearly blacked out.

I've never taken a knot, though we have tried. My ass is too tight, and he's thick as hell.

“Please, Alpha,” he whines, and I have to take a deep breath to contain myself. I love it when he calls me that.

“Touch yourself, baby. Grip that knot and squeeze it tight as I take this little hole,” I say, moving closer and unbuttoning my jeans.

Taking my cock out, I give it a few strokes as he groans at the pleasure I'm allowing him.

“That's it. You're such a good boy for me.”

“Fuck, Tate, seriously, I need to come. Please, Alpha, fuck me.”

Leaning over him, I kiss the back of his neck and wish I could sink my teeth into his skin.

We've talked about it before, but now isn't the time. Trailing my lips further south, I kiss along his spine, pushing his joggers down, and rub the tip of my cock against his tight little hole.

Groaning, he squirms, pressing back on me. “God, look at how much you want your alpha's cock.”

I release a deep growl as I spit on my shaft and work it to my tip. “We don’t have time to prep you, baby, but we know you like a little pain with your pleasure. Be a good boy and take it.”

As I push forward, he bears down, letting me slip the tip inside. Fuck, he feels like Heaven.

Moaning, he clenches for me, and I grunt.

The way his ass wants to swallow me whole makes my knees weak. Taking my hands, I spread him as wide as he'll go and watch as he takes me to the knot.

“Fuck, Beck, you take me so well, baby.”

Beck moans as I wrap my hand around his throat and arch his back, so I can press my lips to his.

Lifting his arm, he grips the back of my neck and tangles his fingers in my hair, entwining his tongue with mine.

I love kissing him. He tells me how much he loves me with each push of his tongue, and I return it with each thrust of my cock.

I can only imagine how many pheromones are flooding this elevator, and I almost wish I wasn't on my blockers.

I love when my vanilla bean and ink scent mixes with his chocolate and coconut.

Picking up the pace, he starts to strangle my cock, and I know he's close. Releasing his throat, he drops back down to the bar and moans.

My knot slaps against his ass with every thrust, and I grip his hips tight, fucking him with all the energy I have left.

After this I'm going to need a drink and a nap.

My cock swells, and I know I'm about to fill this hot hole. “Please, Alpha, please,” he grunts and I smirk, slapping his ass hard, leaving my mark on his tanned skin.

“Do. Not. Come!” I order, and his hand stops jacking his dick.

“Fuck,” I roar as I come inside of him, and he pulsates around me. My knot’s throbbing to be stuffed inside him, but not now.

Pulling back, I tuck myself into my jeans and drop to my knees for him. I may be dominant at times, but I love when he takes control.

“Now feed your alpha your cum like a good boy,” I say with a smirk, and he moves quickly, turning and smacking my lips with the tip of his cock.

He's close,his dick throbbing and the tip an angry purple. Opening wide for him, I moan as his taste hits my tongue.

“Mmm,” I hum, grabbing his knot and squeezing it tight as I suck him down.

“Jesus, Tate,” he grunts, thrusting harder. He takes my head and begins to skull fuck me, and my cock’s ready for round two.

A few more swallows and a hum has him exploding down my throat, moaning I take it all.

His knot swells as I continue to massage it. Pushing back onto my heels, I lick him clean, gazing up into his blue eyes.

His dirty-blond hair is a sweaty mess and his cheeks are flushed. He never looks hotter than when I cause him to lose control.

His glasses are askew, so I stand and fix them before giving him a quick kiss.

“We should probably get dressed,” I mutter and he laughs, giving me a grin.

Stepping away, I grab his clothes and hand them to him as he fixes my jeans.

I watch him and smirk. This is what I want. Him. We don't need an omega.


CHAPTER FOUR


BELLE

I’m not sure how long of a delay we still have left, but I am over just sitting here. My head is aching, and I really could use some food. I don’t want to leave the gate though. I’m all alone in this area, except for a stewardess that keeps giving me a dirty look.

The guys left a little while ago, and I kinda wish they’d stayed. Even if Beckett didn’t like me. I felt safe with them which is completely insane, since I don’t know them, plus the eye candy wasn’t bad.

Sighing, I lean back, grab my blanket, tuck it closer to me and close my eyes. I must have dozed off because a man hovering over me, touching my cheek, and smelling my hair, wakes me up.

Screaming, I push him away. “What are you doing?”

“Shhh, little omega, it’s okay. I didn’t mean to startle you.” My eyes widen, and I curse my scent-blocking panties. They must not be working if this stranger can tell my designation. So much for trying to hide my scent.

“Go away,” I order, but he just laughs, shaking his head.

“You smell delicious, even your fear has my mouth watering.”

Grabbing my bag, I dig for the mace I always carry, then wince. I removed it because it wouldn’t have passed through security.

“Get the fuck away from me!” I yell and he bites his bottom lip, groaning.

He steps closer again, gripping his dick through his pants, and his nostrils flare.

“Feisty little thing. You’re perfect for my crew.”

“What?” I gasp.

“There’s no one to hear you scream, but you can, it makes my cock drip.” Gross. Bile rushes up my throat.

Steeling my spine, I kick my foot out and hit him in the thigh.

Grunting, he hisses out “You’ll pay for that,” leaning closer and lifting his hand. I whimper waiting for the blow.

“Hey,” someone shouts, and I look around the man who’s now licking his lips. One of the men from earlier is racing this way.

“Get away from my mate,” Angel… I think that’s what Tate called him, roars, and my eyes widen.

Shit! Am I this guy’s mate?

“Mate… That’s cute. She’s not marked.”

Angel shoves him aside and pulls me to my feet. With no hesitation he kisses me until my knees go weak. Damn. “I’m sorry, baby, the pizza is taking longer to cook than expected,” Angel says, and I just blink at him.

The man grumbles some stuff then walks away with a huff.

“Thanks for that. I tried to hide my scent, but I guess my blockers stopped working… um, am I really your mate?” I whisper, looking up at him, and he moves away, shaking his head.

“No, sorry. I was just trying to get him to leave you alone. Though, honestly, I wouldn't know. I’m on blockers myself.”

He gives me a smile, and I nod. “It’s safer to travel that way. I don’t blame you… in fact would you watch my things, I think I’m going to quickly change.”

My cheeks blush, and I’m thankful he can’t smell how much slick coated my thighs from his kiss. Because damn.

After he nods, I grab my bag, then book it to the bathroom. I take a minute to catch my breath and quickly wipe up the mess, then change into new panties and soft pajama pants. It’s already past two in the morning, and I have a feeling we will be sleeping in this damn airport.

When I’m done, I return to find him sitting in my seat, scrolling through my Kindle. As if my cheeks weren’t already flushed enough, they have to be dark red now.

“Umm.”

“Wow, you are a naughty little thing aren’t you,” he murmurs, continuing to browse and I curse my OCD self for putting books in categories. “Tell me, what is Rockstar Why Choose with MM?”

Putting my Kindle onto his lap, he leans forward and gives me a smirk. His eyes twinkling.

“It's,” I croak, then clear my throat. “It's not as dirty as you're thinking. I mean omegas tend to have multiple mates, right?”

“Yes, but what is MM?”

It's official. I have pissed off someone in the past, and this is my karma: having to explain males fucking to one of the hottest alphas I have ever seen in a deserted airport.

He laughs, places my things on the chair next to him, and stands.

“I'm fucking with you, Vixen. I happen to know exactly what that is, and I have even read a few of your books.”

Biting my lip, I shake my head, then lean over and swat his arm.

He freezes and so do I. Shit!

“Sorry,” I blurt out, “I'm so sorry. You just remind me so much of my best friend, Stetson. He’s always picking on me.”

“Is he your alpha?” I look at him like he’s crazy, then burst out in laughter.

“God, no, he’s more like a brother, and he’s a beta.”

“Oh, well in that case, I’ll let it slide just this once. You’re lucky Rich isn’t here though. He’d have had you against the wall by now.”

My eyebrows furrow, and I try to think of who that is. “I thought the guys you were with were Tate and Beckett?”

His eyes widen, and when he goes to reply someone behind us calls his name. I watch as he mutters, “Saved by the bell,” under his breath so quiet, I almost didn’t hear.

Turning, I see it’s his two friends and they look freshly fucked. I bite my lip to hold my whimper in as my thighs squeeze together. Fuck. They look really hot. I think I may have hit my head harder than I thought.

“What’s taking so long? Did they have garlic knots?” Tate asks Angel, and he shakes his head. Beckett is holding a bag from Cheesecake Factory, and my stomach growls, loudly. He looks up at me and frowns.

“They had the ovens off, so it’s taking a while to get the food cooked. I had to pay extra for them to even do it,” Angel grumbles, and I laugh at how pouty he is.

“Yeah, no kidding, this meal cost me over ten thousand.”

“What?” I blurt, and Tate laughs, looking at Beckett.

“The appetizer was the most expensive part, but fuck was it delicious.” He licks his lips, and I gush. What is going on with me? Must still be turned on by that kiss.

“That’s highway robbery. I’d report it,” I say, then turn toward Angel. “Thank you again for everything, please let me buy you a coffee or something?”

“If that’s what you would like to bring to the picnic, then sure,” he says with a smile. My eyebrows furrow, and my lips purse.

“Picnic?” I ask, because I am seriously confused right now. Don’t tell me this guy, who I thought was saving me from a creep, is just as crazy. It’s bad enough that he’s an alpha, which I do not need right now.

“It’s a thing that my cousin and I do. We go around airports and pick something to share, then set it up picnic style and have lunch or dinner.”

I glance over at the alpha that looks practically identical to the man beside me.

“Cousin? I thought he was your twin.”

Angel laughs, then runs his hand through his messy hair. “Our fathers are identical twins, so it’s okay to think that, but nope, we are just cousins, and the other guy over there is our best friend.”

“That’s wild, but sure I can go get everyone drinks,” I say with a smile and he grins back at me. I turn to the other two. “Is there anything special that you’d like to drink? Or that you can’t have?”

“Peppermint mocha,” Beckett blurts, and I pause, then nod. My cheeks are heating again. I really need to get some space from them. He doesn’t want that because it’s my scent right?

“I’ll take a green tea,” Tate says and I turn to Angel.

“Surprise me. I have no allergies.”

“Do you guys mind watching my things? I know unattended bags in an airport can cause trouble, but I’d rather not drag my stuff to the coffee shop.”

I don’t think these alphas are planning to rob me, not that I have anything very valuable with me.

“I’ll stay here. Can we use one of your blankets for the floor?” Beckett asks, and I nod.

“Thanks, I’ll try to be quick, and hopefully it won’t cost an arm and a leg.” I give them a smile, wink, then walk off, cringing.

God. I am so fucking awkward.

ANGEL

Belle.

She's perfect and fucking adorable.

I watch as she speed walks away, her cute bubble butt bouncing in those soft pajama pants and her fluffy holiday socks.

Typical omega. I wonder why she doesn’t have any shoes on.

Then again sitting in a seat for hours, I’d take mine off too.

It’s a shame though, that kick to the creeper's thigh might have had more impact with a pair of boots attached.

I’m still pissed at what I’d witnessed. I look around for the asshole and find him leaning against the wall near the bathroom.

His eyes glued to where Belle just headed.

He's going to be a problem, but for now she's safe. I've never felt protective over someone before, but there is just something about that little omega.

I didn't plan to kiss her. I probably shouldn't have, because now all I can think about is when I can do it again.

My feet move before I even notice. Stopping, I take a breath.

There is a coffee shop a little ways past the pizza place, and when I was over there it had people around.

She should be fine. I'll just keep an eye on the creeper.

Tate clears his throat, bringing me back to whatever he was saying.

“What? Sorry, I wasn’t listening.”

Scoffing, he crosses his arms. “No shit. I said that we don’t have much food to share. The way we eat, and I didn’t know you were adding someone else.”

“It’s fine. Give her my portion.” I wave my hand and turn back to the man in the hall. He’s now talking to someone on the phone, and he has a slimy grin on his face.

“You’re going to give up your dessert? The alpha who doesn’t share and has shoved a fork in the back of my hand for trying to steal a fry once?” Tate stammers, and I laugh, thinking back to that day.

“They were parmesan truffle fries, and you could have ordered your own.”

Beck laughs and pushes his glasses back up his nose. His hair is messy, and I grin.

“I guess it's a good thing I hung back to get some food myself. Wouldn't have wanted to impose… though it's not the first time.”

Beck's cheeks darken, and I laugh. Small tour buses aren't very soundproof, and Tate has a thing for public places and voyeurism.

I don't judge, and I'm happy that they have each other, but I can admit touring is lonely when I can't have someone in my bed every night too.

“Do you think we are ever going to board this flight?” Tate asks while walking over to Belle's things.

He grabs her bag and pulls out a huge crocheted blanket. It looks cozy and soft.

“Use the other one,” I grunt, pointing to the one already half draped on the ground.

Grabbing it, he lays it out on the floor, takes his coat and shoes off, then steps onto it. Beck follows, but I wait.

Belle may need some help with the drinks.

Beck groans after sitting, and I smirk. I can only imagine his ass is a little tender. He sighs, leaning back on his hands and looks off at the wall.

Tate grumbles beside him as he begins to remove the containers from his bag.

I can smell the steak Diane and potatoes from here, and my stomach clenches.

It's one of my favorites with the shrimp and butter garlic sauce. Dammit! Tate pulls out a second entree, and I laugh.

“I thought you might be extra hungry after your six workouts today.”

“Hey it takes effort to be this hot. Besides, I didn't plan to add any extra cardio.”

He laughs, and Beck grins.

“Please move.” I hear Belle state, and I spin back around.

“This dick just won't learn. Tell security,” I say over my shoulder to my cousin, and Beck as I walk toward the feisty blonde.

“I told you to get away from me. I have someone.”

“I’ve never been the type to care. I can make it real good for you, girl.” As I reach them I catch the guy licking his lips and even my stomach turns.

“What did I tell you about coming around my omega? Now back the fuck off before you find yourself on your ass bruised and bloody!” I watch as his nostrils flare, then turn toward Belle.

“Babe, here hand me those,” I say, taking the tray of drinks with one hand and wrapping my arm around her with the other, giving her a squeeze.

I don’t know what it is about her, but there’s something…

It takes her a minute to relax, her body as stiff as a board, but eventually she calms. The creeper scoffs. Belle cuddles closer to me, and I press a kiss onto her head. She sighs, and I want to start purring for her.

What the fuck?

She's the perfect height to hold close, and I think it might be hard to let her go. It's as if she was made for me in some way.

My dick perks up, and the man's nostrils flare as my pheromones fill the air. Yeah, breathe it in, asshole. That's what a true alpha smells like. I don't know what his scent is, but it's probably something putrid, if I had to guess.

“Well aren't you just the cutest couple?” he coos, with a nasty sneer on his lips. “Funny though that your father didn't know you had someone in your life, Miss Talline.”

He gives us a smirk, and Belle stiffens once more. “My father?”

“Yes, it seems he didn't trust that you would get on the plane, so he sent me to keep an eye on you, so to speak. It’s not my fault your scent makes me primal.”

I growl, and he gives me a wink, then looks over our shoulders at something, and grins. “I'll be seeing you, Belle.” He moves, and we turn not giving him access to our backs. Just in case.

Walking around us, he continues past the restaurants and out of sight.

Belle shakes beneath my shoulder. “Hey are you okay?” I ask her, and she sighs.

“Yeah, I'll be fine. I should have known he'd pull a stunt like this.” She worries at her bottom lip with her teeth, and I find myself pulling her closer to me.

“Who?”

Looking up at me with those gray eyes that remind me of a cloudy day, she whispers, “My father.”

“Is he a bad man?” She doesn’t answer, but she does nod, and my blood runs cold. I squeeze her a little tighter.

I don’t know anything about this girl, but I will make sure she’s safe. At least until we reach LA… though I’m starting to wonder if maybe she would be our surrogate, and I can keep her.


CHAPTER FIVE


BECKETT

Iwatch as my scent match and my best friend talk to a man with greasy black hair in a long trench-like coat. Angel looks pissed, and Belle seems worried.

“Do you think he likes her? I've never seen him so attentive to an omega before,” Tate comments, watching the same show I am. His eyebrows are furrowed, and I groan. Pulling out his phone he texts security, and I decide now is the time.

Shit. I hope this doesn’t ruin things between us. He means everything to me, and he’s my family. The one that I can depend on no matter what. My heart and a part of my soul, even if it is damaged and darkened.

How could she be my match? Wouldn’t she know who I am? From what I’ve heard when you meet the one everything stops, but she avoids even looking my way.

“Baby, there’s something I should tell you,” I start, but then Angel and Belle begin walking over. “Later,” I tell him, sighing and he nods.

“Hey, sorry about that. I hope your drinks are still hot,” Belle says, taking a seat furthest from me. Angel hands her the tray once she’s seated and plops down next to her.

“Wow, this all looks delicious, but didn’t you mention a pizza?”

“Oh, shit. I’m on it.” Angel hops back up and rushes off.

“Do you think he will need any help?” Belle asks, watching him go, and my chest tightens.

Why is she acting this way? Does she not want to be my match? Or is she even my mate? I’ve never experienced this before, but the way my body is aching to be near her, and my cock is throbbing, I think that would mean she’s mine. Right?

But she’s avoiding looking my way again and seems on edge now that she’s left alone with me and Tate.

Huffing, I open my cheesecake and take a big bite, getting more frustrated and hurt the longer she’s silent.

“Sooo,” Tate says, pointing toward the drinks still in her lap. She looks up at him and her cheeks are rosy. She’s beautiful. Wearing a sweater and pajama pants with hideous socks, her blonde hair tossed up into a messy bun and her wide gray eyes.

If I had to pick someone for me… it would be her.

“I am so sorry. God, just going to state this for the record right now… not that you plan to spend time with me, but I babble, tend to knock into things or people, and I am awkward as hell.” Her eyes widen, and she bites her lips.

“I can’t believe I just said all that. Ugh, please take your drinks, so I can go hide in a ball back in my corner.”

Tate barks out a laugh, and I even chuckle. She’s actually really cute and I find her babbling adorable. Reaching for his tea he also grabs the peppermint mocha I requested, handing it to me, and now I’m blushing.

I’m glad the others are scent blind because she smells incredible. Taking a sip, I groan as the velvety chocolate flavor runs along my tongue with a hint of mint. I don’t know how long it takes me to chug that drink, but when I’m done, Tate is looking at me with fire in his blue eyes, and Belle is squirming.

“Thanks, I was thirsty,” I grunt, placing it on the floor and going back to the vanilla bean cheesecake. God the two flavors mixed have me almost creaming my pants. I think I need to get out of here.

“This better be the best damn pizza of my life or I am going to throw a grade A hissy fit,” Angel says, returning with a large pizza.

Taking his place beside Belle, he gives her a smile and gently pushes his shoulder against hers. Placing the box in the middle of the blanket, he opens the top and groans.

“Olives! I didn’t ask for olives.” Pouting, he leans back on his hands and turns to sprawl his legs out.

Heels clicking along the tile have me looking over my shoulder. That attendant… What was her name? Larissa? No, that wasn’t it… Rissa! Rissa walks over to us, and she’s frowning.

“I’m so sorry, but they just cancelled all remaining flights due to the storm. We have accommodations available across the tarmac at our hotel. If you’d like, I can show you the way.”

Belle gets to her feet and presses down her thighs, wiggling. “That would be great. When is the next flight to LA?”

Rissa scowls at her and gives her a fake smile. “Oh, I’m sorry, the accommodations are only for the VIPs. You can stay here though. I think we have some cots in storage. I'd be happy to set one up for you.”

Belle frowns, and she’s about to nod, but Angel cuts in. “That won’t be necessary. She can come with us.”

“I’m afraid company policy won’t allow that, Sir.”

That’s it! I have had it with her passive aggressive behavior. It’s quite clear that Rissa is an alpha, and she’s trying to claim some kind of territory over the guys. Fixing my glasses, I get to my feet and turn, giving Rissa my business scowl.

There’s a reason that I am so good at negotiations.

“Rissa, is it?” I wait until she nods before continuing. “We have been here many hours now waiting on a flight that’s not going to happen, after weathering this winter storm to even get here. We are tired, in need of showers, and still haven’t had a full meal. This woman here may not be flying first class, but she will be accompanying us for the evening.”

Belle gasps behind me, and I puff my chest up with a little pride.

Rissa places her hands on her hips, and shakes her head, giving a fake sympathetic frown. “I’m sorry, but that’s not…”

“I am so sorry about the delay Mr. Baron, if you would just follow me right this way,” an older man in a black suit says, hustling toward us. He offers me his hand, and I shake it.

“But, Sir, that’s not policy,” Rissa begins, and the man cuts her a menacing glare, making her step back and whimper.

“As I was saying, gentlemen, and miss, please follow me. We will have someone take your things as we will need to head toward the hotel. There is an overhang leading directly to the hotel that should give you some coverage from this weather. I’m sorry we don’t have any buses available at this hour.”

“Sir, we need you at security,” the man’s radio crackles, and he sighs.

“If you will please excuse me for a moment, I will be back to assist you shortly.”

He hurries off, and Belle looks at me. Her eyes are wide, and I notice there is a small shake in her hands. I’m about to ask if she’s okay when I catch Tate giving me a dirty look.

Shit.

TATE

Taking Beck’s arm, I pull him over to the side as Angel talks to Belle.

He removes his glasses and rubs his eyes. I know he’s exhausted. We all are, but has he lost his fucking mind?!

“You invited her to sleep in the same room as us? Beck, what the hell?”

“We can't just leave her here, and I know that you guys don't want to sleep in an airport on some musty cot.”

“Well, no, but how do you know she's not another fangirl? I don't want to wake up to my hair shaved and online for thousands of dollars. Or even worse… How do you know that she's not some secret reporter?”

Sighing, he yawns. “She hasn't mentioned the band, not even once. I don't think she knows who we are, Tate. Plus, look at your cousin. Do you see him leaving her here? We will make sure she sleeps in a separate room.”

Groaning, I lean my head on his shoulder, and he runs his hands in my hair.

This is something we do. It calms me and right now I feel antsy. Like there is something going on that I don't know about.

“Fine, but Angel's dick can be the one on the internet. I'm locking my door,” I grumble, and he laughs.

Someone scoffs behind me, and I cringe. Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath, then turn.

Belle stands there beside Angel and she's wringing her fingers together. She's looking at her socks, avoiding my eyes.

“It was nice of you guys to offer, but I'm just going to stay here. Thank you for the picnic,” she mumbles before rushing off toward the bathroom.

Angel steps up to me and presses his chest to mine. He's pissed, and I'm waiting for him to strike me.

Beck places his hand between us and shoves him away.

“That was a dick move, Tate. Belle has been nothing but kind to us. She's not some crazed fan.”

“You don’t know that,” I hiss. Has everyone lost their fucking minds?

“I do know. I have been spending the last few hours with her, and she’s sweet, a little awkward, but fucking harmless. So get your shit together and go apologize. There’s no way in hell I’m leaving her here with that asshole lurking in the shadows.”

Stepping away from me, he crosses his arms and waits for me to obey. Growling, I stomp off toward the little omega. She’s fixing her blankets and trying to make a small bed in the corner by the window.

I can hear her sniffling as I get closer, and my heart aches. Dammit! She isn’t Maisie. She’s not out to get me and my pack. Taking a deep breath, I stop a few feet from her so as not to crowd her.

I’ve noticed she’s jumpy at times.

As I clear my throat she pauses. “Listen, Belle, I’m sorry for being an ass. I’m known to be an alphahole, and you didn’t deserve to be treated like that. Please come with us to the hotel. It’s safer, and it’s only for a night.”

“Thanks, Tate, but no, I’m okay here. You guys have a nice night, or morning. It was lovely to meet you,” she says, glancing over her shoulder toward me.

Crouching down, I kneel next to her and place my hand on hers, stopping her excessive blanket fluffing. “I can’t in good conscience leave you here. So, please. You can have your own room. A locked door if that makes you feel more secure.”

“I really am tired… and starving… If you’re sure.”

“I’m sure and also hungry. So let's get your things together and go.”

After her things are back in her bag and she’s giving them to an attendant to bring to the room, Angel comes over with Beck.

As we turn to leave, that man appears and he’s angry. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, little omega slut?”

“Exfuckincuseme,” Angel spits out, sliding Belle behind him and stepping into that man’s face. “I don’t give a flying fuck who you work for, but you do not ever call a woman a slut!” he growls, and I nod along with him.

The man starts to laugh and thrusts his phone out toward Belle. “Your daddy wants to have a chat. Girl, you’re in trouble,” he coos with a grin, and I can see some of his teeth are rotted.

Belle steps back, her face turning white, and her hands begin to shake. She looks scared. Beck growls, moving closer to her.

Angel takes his phone and chucks it down the hall. “Get the fuck out of our faces before I ruin yours. Not that it would look much different.”

The man prepares himself to fight, but it’s pointless. Three against one and not only do we train in MMA on the regular, Beck has been taking Jiu Jitsu for years.

The attendant in the suit returns just in time with a few security guards. His tie is crooked, and he has a red imprint on his cheek.

“Arrest that man. Put him in a holding cell. I am so sorry, Pack Baron, he escaped the room we had him contained in and attacked us. Let’s get you guys to the hotel so you may rest. In the morning, or afternoon, I wouldn’t blame you if you’d like to sleep in, we will arrange alternate travel arrangements for you.”

“We will also need some food as ours is cold now,” I say and he nods.

“Anything you need, just let someone know. You have a personal concierge.”

“Where are my boots?” Belle mumbles softly.

“Oh, I’m sorry, miss, they must have been taken to your room, but don’t you fret, we will carry you.” He snaps his fingers, and I shift in the way.

“Hop on. I’ll give you a lift,” I say and she laughs, shaking her head.

“No, that’s silly. I will just walk. These socks need to be trashed anyway.”

“I’m not going to bite you, Belle, and I have been told I give awesome rides.”

“Really?” She double checks, and I can see her eyes are sparkling with mirth, but also a little excitement.

Beck groans and starts walking quickly following the man. I nod, and she laughs once more. It sounds like tinkling bells. Angel moves over and lifts her onto my back and she squeals, gripping me tight.

“I’ve never had a piggy-back ride before. Thank you, Tate,” she whispers close to my ear, and I grunt.

I kinda like this little omega riding me.


CHAPTER SIX


BELLE

Am I insane to be staying in a hotel suite alone with strangers? Alpha strangers at that? I wish it wasn't past three in the morning. I need Stetson's advice.

As we leave the airport, I can feel someone watching me, and I know that my father is going to punish me for this.

But I am not and will never stay in a place alone with that creepist (creeper rapist). He not only touched me without permission as I was sleeping, but he would have hit me if Angel hadn't swooped in and saved me.

He seems to be doing that a lot tonight. After I return from LA and go back to the Academy in Connecticut, I will have to send him a big thank you gift.

He's been so kind and welcoming to me. And that is why I am riding his cousin’s back out into the winter storm toward a hotel where we can get some rest.

I don't know how I'm going to get to LA, but that's tomorrow Belle's problem. Right now I just want a hot shower and some food.

The small bites of cheesecake I took before the flight stewardess interrupted us isn't going to hold me over.

Maybe I'll use my emergency credit card and order something. I know they said the guys would have a personal concierge, but I don’t want them to think that I am some kind of freeloader.

I come from money, even if my father fights all of my purchases. We pass under a covered awning, and the biting chill has my teeth chattering.

Tate picks up his pace, and I feel bad that he's having to carry me, but I can admit my panties are full of slick at the way his strong back muscles are pressing against my center.

I think I may moan at one particular step he makes as his coat grinds into my clit.

Fuck. I'm about to get off on him and even though my body is heating, I kinda feel sick. Is this consent? It's just like riding on the back of a motorcycle.

Angel laughs, and when I glance over at him his blue eyes are raging with heat, and he gives me a wink.

I'm about to be locked in a room with three hot as hell men. Alphas that have delicious knots.

I've only ever used a toy with a knot before, and the way my body is primed and ready right now, I'm starting to get filthy dangerous thoughts and ideas.

Beck opens the door to the hotel, and as we enter there is a full staff waiting for us lined up. Even a chef in a full white coat, checkered pants, and hat.

One of the maids squeals, and the man beside her whisper-yells at her to behave.

I look around and can't help but laugh. This place is right out of the seventies. There are old stewardess uniforms on mannequins behind a rope, and retro soda machines.

This place is trippy, but also really cool.

“You can set me down now,” I whisper to Tate, but his hands just grip me tighter as he shakes his head.

“Pack Baron, welcome to the TWA. We are so insanely pleased to have you, even under these circumstances.”

Beck steps forward and shakes the man's hand. “Thank you. We appreciate the hospitality and discretion. We are rather exhausted if you wouldn't mind showing us to our suite.”

The man nods, but waves at the chef. “Absolutely, but first if you could place your order to Mike here. He'd be happy to make you anything you'd like.”

“Steak and potatoes and something sweet,” Tate says and the man runs off toward what I'm assuming is the kitchen.

I can't tell from this angle, but I think there is a small restaurant in the corner.

“Great, now that that's settled if you would just follow me.”

Angel moves beside Beck and Tate takes his time as we trail behind the others. “This place is wild,” I say after the silence gets too stifling. “Um, may I ask who you are? The people here seem to treat you like royalty?”

Tates shoulders tense, and I immediately regret asking.

“My father is well-known,” he finally says and I nod, dropping it.

“Okay. I don't really care. Honestly I was just trying to make conversation. My father is well-known as well, but not for good reasons. He's not a good man and if I could disown him, I would in a heartbeat. And there I go again babbling, I'll just shut up now. Thanks for the lift, buddy.”

I cringe and shake my head. “Buddy?” I mouth, internally face palming. God, I am such a freak.

Tate's shoulders relax, and soon they are moving.

“Are you laughing at me?” I whine, wishing I could bury my face somewhere.

“You're very refreshing, Belle. I'm kinda glad we bumped into each other so to speak.”

“I bumped into Beckett. Who I don't think likes me much. I appreciate you letting me tag along tonight, and I'd like to pay for my meal. I don't want you to think that I'm a gold digger or something. Not that we are dating or anything like that. Shit. I need sleep. My babbling is so much worse when I'm tired.”

“It’s fine. You don’t have to pay me back. The meal is complimentary anyway and I happen to find your babbling cute. Like I said, it's refreshing.”

The guys stop walking, and the man in the red coat unlocks a door, moving aside for us to enter. I gasp and it’s not in a wow way. This place is like the seventies threw up.

There is even a legit Twister room: a space filled with colored dots on the walls and floor.

“Umm, I guess if I wasn’t here to see this, I would never believe it,” I mutter, and Tate laughs. Setting me down next to an old fashioned mini bar, I glance around. There are three doors.

“Can I be totally rude and hog the shower? I swear I’m not the type of omega to take long. I’d just like to wash off that creeper’s touch. I feel gross,” I say, voice starting out strong, then ending in a whisper.

I still can’t believe my father hired someone to essentially stalk me.

“Of course. Also pick which room is yours,” Angel says with a grin, and I smile. Beck takes a seat on the bright blue coach and pulls out a tablet, powering it on.

“Are you seriously working, baby?” Tate says, and I know my eyes widen at the term of endearment. Don’t get me wrong, I know that alphas have relationships with other alphas, but it’s rare.

“My best friend, Stetson is gay too,” I blurt out, then smack myself in the face. “Fuck, I am so sorry. That was rude. I’m just going to go drown myself in the shower.” Turning, I run toward the door in the middle, praying it’s the bathroom.

When I turn the handle and see it is, I sigh. The guys burst out in laughter, and I quickly enter, then slam the door shut behind me. Turning, I bang my forehead against the wood a few times, internally berating myself.

My phone buzzes, and I groan. I know exactly who it is, and I’m not ready to talk to him, but if I don’t answer he may send his goon here. I don’t want to cause Pack Baron any more problems.

Sliding my finger across the screen, I answer.

“Hello.”

“Don’t you ‘Hello’ me, you little bitch. Did you think you could just run around shoving your cunt in alpha’s faces, and I wouldn’t find out?”

“Father, no, it’s not like that. These men…”

“Alphas. They only want one thing from you, you stupid ignorant girl. Now, listen to me and pay fucking attention. You are going to leave that hotel, bail Leon out of jail, then get a rental and start driving. You have four days, Belle!”

He hangs up on me, and I bite my lip to hide my sobs. He’s more than just angry. I can tell from his tone he’s livid.

Taking a few deep breaths, I place my phone on the counter, shed my clothes, then toss my gross socks and panties in the trash can, before turning on the shower and stepping inside. For the hotel being retro, the bathroom is actually quite modern.

Including a rainfall showerhead and shower jets on both sides of the stall. The warm water washes away the tears I allow to fall as I lean my back against the cool tiled wall. I am so sick of my father trying to control me.

I have always been the perfect little omega for him. Attending his bullshit banquets, taking etiquette classes so I knew how to behave. Even putting up with my evil sister who has always been cruel to me.

I’m even attending Knottingshire Academy in Connecticut. A place where omegas go when their families don’t want them around. Where they learn an education in a safe environment. I never had a different choice.

I know what my life is meant to be. Eventually I will be married off like a broodmare to an alpha who needs babies. My sister’s lucky she’s a beta and gets to live any life she chooses. She’s my father’s pride and joy.

Even our mother can tolerate her longer than me. When I was younger I never got to go out for lunches and shopping trips. I was kept home with a tutor for most of my young life. I was to be seen and not heard.

Always an embarrassment. Sighing, I grab some of the complimentary soaps and shampoos, then quickly wash my hair. The hot water starts to knead some of the tension out of my body and as my hands trail my breasts and my stomach, my core starts to slick.

I’ve been turned on since the moment Angel kissed me, and it’s embarrassing. My heat isn't due for another week or so. I should be back at the Academy before anything happens.

I try to avoid showing any kind of weakness around my father. Not that he ever cared. He would send a maid in to drug me. Keep me out of sight. If I had to guess I would think being an omega is something bad in his eyes.

It’s natural, and I hope to one day find a mate or a pack that will show me love and care for me. Never treat me wrong for having to be needy every few months. But more than likely that won’t happen.

My father won’t take the time to find me a kind alpha. He will sell me to the highest bidder. I’m a little shocked he hasn’t already. Maybe he’s waiting for me to graduate. Though he sees me being a writer as another disappointment.

My sister is a lawyer. She gets him out of sticky situations. Born and bred to be his little minion. To follow the sheep blindly so to speak. I don’t mourn for her though. She loves being daddy’s little girl.

Turning around, I let the hot water beat against my back. A groan slips from my lips and I sigh. I am tempted to get myself off, before returning to a room full of gorgeous alphas, but I don’t know if this shower is soundproof and we don’t need that.

It's going to be strange enough sharing this place for the night. Annoyed, I quickly wash my hair, rinse, scrub my thighs again, and turn the water off.

As I open the glass door, the steam smacks me in the face. I don't know how long I've been in here, but I hope they aren't annoyed.

Reaching for a towel off the heated rack, I quickly wrap it around myself and then grab an extra one for my hair.

Wringing out some of the excess water in the sink, I wrap it up into a tight knot on my head.

When the steam clears a little and my vision isn't so hazy, I notice fresh toothbrushes and paste.

Taking advantage of the amenities, I quickly brush my teeth, then look around for my bag.

Fuck! Oh no. Please do not tell me that I didn't bring in a change of clothes. I need to put a pair of panties on before they tell how slick I am for them.

Angel mentioned flying scent blind, but what about the others?

Biting my fingernail, I try to think of a solution, but the lack of food and sleep is getting to me.

I just want something to nibble on and then a bed. Maybe I can just ask the chef to make me a girl dinner plate. Some cheese and fruit.

My stomach growls, and I look at the door.

Fuck it. Shuffling over, I turn the knob and peek my head out. Angel is making a drink, and the others are sitting on the couch, working on something.

“Hey, so remember I said I was awkward at the best of times?” Angel's head lifts, and he looks my way with a smile.

“I'm starting to like your weirdness, Vixen.”

My cheeks heat, and my thighs clench. Slick begins to drip down my thighs, and I know this is going to be bad.

“Right, so can I ask you all to close your eyes, while I run to my room and get dressed?”

Beckett’s eyes laser focus on me, and his nostrils flare. A growl slips from between his lips, and Tate looks between us.

Angel laughs, leaving the bar, and walks toward me, offering me his hand. “I will close my eyes while escorting you to your room,” he jokes, and I roll my eyes.

Taking his hand, he pulls me to the room next to the bathroom before shutting the door behind him.

I can hear their voices behind the door, but it's really mumbled.

Turning toward the bed, I see my bag and rush over to get dressed. I only have one more pair of scent blocking undies.

I'm going to have to find a store somewhere before going to LA. And this time I'm spending the money for a good pair. These cheap ones don't hold up for long.

After I'm dressed in a pair of shorts and matching pajama top, I crack the door open.

Angel looks up from the chair next to the couch and gives me a smile. “Feel better?” he asks and I nod.

“Yes, thank you. I think I'm going to lie down until the food arrives. Will you wake me when it comes?”

Beckett grumbles something, and Tate's eyes look wild. Did something happen?

After Angel nods I sigh and close the door, then climb onto the ridiculously plush mattress and close my eyes.


CHAPTER SEVEN


ANGEL

“Do you think we should check on her?” I ask, pacing the room. I feel antsy for some reason. Probably just the hunger. I hope the chef is quick. I mean steak should be medium rare at best. Doesn’t take long to cook.

“No, I think we should leave her alone and talk about why Beck is growling for no reason. Or how he’s been acting strange all damn night,” Tate grumbles, crossing his arms and moving further from the one he loves.

Beck sighs, places his tablet on the cushion beside him, then removes his glasses and starts to fuss with his hair. He’s on edge, and he’s giving us all the signals that he might be on the verge of a panic attack.

He hasn’t had one in a long time. This isn’t good. Moving closer, I crouch in front of him and wait for him to take some deep breaths. His blue eyes are wild, and his dirty-blond hair is now a tangled mess.

Tate is grumbling, ignoring how much Beck needs him right now. “Hey, B, look at me. What’s going on in that brilliant head of yours?” I ask him gently, and he bites his bottom lip.

“I think Belle might be my scent match… and if that means she’s mine, then she’s probably yours too.”

Well knock me over with a feather and smack my ass. “What?” I shout, then look behind me at the still closed door. Could she be ours? No, that’s crazy.

“I was going to tell you when we were all alone, but then the picnic happened, and the creepy guy…”

“That’s why you’ve been acting sad? Baby,” Tate groans, sliding closer and pulling him into his arms. I move back to give them a moment.

Beckett has trauma. Not only from his parents, but the world. He’s never seen himself as good enough and always second guesses if a person is genuine. I mean I get it. Ever since creating The Knotty Trip, I have had to be careful who to trust.

We were an overnight sensation, and the last five years have been full of madness, tears, and absolute joy. I love our fans and touring, but it gets lonely. I know Tate said he doesn’t want an omega, but if Belle is ours… I am not letting her go.

Walking toward her room, I stop at the door. Taking a few breaths, I lift my hand and knock.

“Come in.”

As I open the door, Belle is rubbing her eyes. There is a small light on the nightstand table next to the bed, giving off a dim glow.

Her hair is a tangled mess of blonde and silver, and she looks like she's been freshly fucked.

I know that she hasn't, but it doesn't stop my cock from thickening, and my knot from throbbing.

“Hey,” I grunt, moving a little closer to her. She gives me a smile and pulls the blanket against her chest.

“Hi. Is the food here?”

I shake my head and wave toward the other side of the bed. “Mind if I sit?”

“Umm, sure,” she says hesitantly, and I feel bad. I don't want to make her uncomfortable.

I climb up next to her, leaving enough space between us.

She lifts the blanket, offering it to me and I smirk. This isn’t the first time someone has tried to get me into bed with them, but this is new. I don’t usually snuggle. But with her I want to.

Once we are covered, she lays back down onto the pillow and turns to face me. Her kissable lips are right there, and I am fighting my instincts to roll her on to her back and kiss her until we are both breathless.

The wind rages outside, and Belle shifts a little closer to me, sighing as my body heat warms her.

“You're like a furnace,” she mumbles, her eyelids growing heavy.

“Should I leave?” I ask, and she shakes her head. Lifting my arms, she lies across my chest with a groan.

“I wish I could smell you. I bet it's amazing. Like a delicious pie or something woodsy.”

I laugh, my chest gently moving her head. “I've been told it's like Christmas in a cabin,” I say, and she sighs.

“Sounds perfect.”

Her breaths even out, and I hold her close while she rests, picturing a future with her in it.

Coming to our shows, riding on the tour bus… us bonding, having kids…

Fuck these scent blockers. I wish there was a way to turn them off. We've been taking them for years as we perform around thousands.

Their scents became overwhelming. Every two weeks we take a tiny pill and we are good.

But now… I’d give anything to see if she’s really my match.
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I must have dozed off. Beck shaking my arm wakes me, and I want to punch him. Belle mumbles something in her sleep, and I don’t want to move. I want to stay here in this bed with her forever.

“Food’s here. They had some oven issues that’s why it took so long. They also included a ton of side dishes and dessert.” My stomach clenches, then growls at the thought of food.

That olive pizza went to waste, but I don’t care. I have hated olives ever since my sister, Poppie, placed them on her fingers and chased me through the yard, during a picnic when I was three.

I’ve been traumatized ever since.

“Hey, Belle,” I whisper and gently squeeze her tighter to me. She groans. “The food’s here. Let’s eat, and then we can go right back to bed okay?”

“Can’t I just stay here and eat you,” she mumbles, and my eyes widen. Well damn, isn’t she a forward little omega.

“I’d love nothing more, Vixen, but some actual food first.”

“Ugh. Fine. You may carry me to the living room and feed me,” she sasses, and Beck laughs.

Surprising me and her, he bends down, swoops her up in a child’s cradle and carries her out the door. I’m instantly cold with her gone, so I toss the blanket aside and chase after them.

Tate’s watching them as Beck puts her on the couch, then makes her a plate, and hands it to her.

He seems to be contemplating something, and I have to wonder if he’s starting to like having her around as well. An omega was never in our cards, but I have to admit she fits beside us, seamlessly.

I plop down next to her and grab a plate. There is so much food, but I go for the steak, grilled asparagus, potatoes, and focaccia bread.

Beck sits on the other side of Belle, and Tate takes the chair. We dig in immediately, the only noises around us moans and grunts of how good this food is.

When my plate is almost licked clean, I lean back and groan. “Okay, it was worth the wait,” I sigh, and Belle giggles.

“I agree. I have never had a piece of meat slice like butter before. Thank you for including me. I still think I should chip in though. This suite couldn’t have been cheap.”

Tate groans, placing his plate on the coffee table.

“Belle, we have talked about this. We aren’t paying a dime for this. It’s complimentary, so please enjoy it.”

Belle opens her mouth to argue, and the room goes dark. A piercing scream leaves her lips, and she practically jumps onto my lap.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” Beck shouts.

“Hey, you okay?” I ask, and she whimpers. “It’s the storm, look outside.” Even the airport which has been all lit up outside is dark. The snow is falling harder.

Someone knocks on the door, and I stand, placing Belle beside me on the couch to answer it. Belle whimpers, grabbing my hand, holding tight and my heart breaks.

It seems Beck isn't the only one afraid of the dark. Even now we have to leave a light on for him. His mother once left him alone for a weekend. When she returned he had somehow locked himself in the basement. He was only seven. Something like that stays with a kid, and I would never judge or make fun of him for it.

I wonder why Belle is scared, but I’m not going to ask her.

“It's okay, Vixen, I will be right back,” I coo, and squeeze her hand. It takes a few seconds before she releases me.

“Shh, Belle, it's okay,” Tate mumbles, making the shushing noise, and taking my place.

I stumble through the room until I reach the exit. Searching for the knob, I find it then open the door.

A light blinds me. “Sorry to bother you, Sir, but we are just checking on all our guests. Are you all okay in there? If you'd like, we can start the fireplace for you. It gets cold quickly without the heat, and I'm not sure how long this storm is going to last.”

Nodding, I step out of the way and let him enter. He moves gracefully unlike my foal-like appearance not a moment ago, over to the fireplace.

I watch as he grabs a starter stick and gets the wood behind the metal grate lit. I can hear when Belle sighs as the room begins to brighten from the flames.

The man returns to me, stepping back out into the hallway. “If you need anything else, just let me know. The phones are down, but we have a bell at each end of the hall. Ring that and someone will be with you shortly.”

“Thank you. Actually, can you bring us a few more bedding quilts and pillows?”

“We have an omega kit in the closets for moments a heat may arise during guests stay, but yes, I will be sure someone brings you more.”

Turning, he walks down the hall, his light shining his way, cutting through the darkness.

After shutting the door, I walk back over to Belle and offer her my hand. “Come with me,” I say and she nods, standing from the couch and taking my hand.

I lead her to the closets, showing her the extra items. It’s darker over here, but pulling out my phone, I use the flashlight.

“Oh wow,” she says, taking in all the things.

“Grab some of the blankets, pillows, and candles. I'll be right over there,” I mutter, pointing toward the other guys.

I leave my phone on a shelf inside the closet, so she has plenty of light, then make my way to my cousin and best friend.

“Hey, I have an idea. Let's move the couch over by the kitchenette and grab both mattresses. We can sleep out here by the fire. It's already cooling down.”

My toes feel the chill as I get closer to the huge window. Grabbing the curtains, I pull them shut.

The dawn light was starting to peek through the storm, but we still haven't even slept. I think maybe we should stay here today, rest, then head out to LA tomorrow.

Tate and Beck move toward the rooms, and I stand on one side of the loveseat and push it closer to the fridge.

There isn't anything inside of it, so we don't need access, and this will give us more room to move around.

Someone groans in the bedroom, and I laugh. “Angel, a little help,” Tate grunts, pushing a huge queen mattress through one of the doors.

I rush over to assist and soon we have the living room set up. Beck gets the door and brings in all the extra bedding and pillows.

He also has some hot cocoa mix and a can of whipped cream. He shrugs when I nod toward it.

“Bellboy said the stove is gas and we can heat up water. There is a kettle under the sink.”

Tate starts to make the bed, and I look around for Belle. “She's in the bathroom. She placed the stuff on the couch,” Tate mumbles, fighting with the corner of one of the sheets.

Beck laughs, then drops onto his knees to help him. The bathroom door opens, and Belle gasps.

“You guys made a nest,” she squeals before running over and dive bombing the array of pillows Tate just made perfect.

“Oh, this is heaven,” she purrs, closing her eyes, sighing and yep… my cock is hard. “All that’s missing are some hot alphas to enjoy it with me,” she says, licking her lips. The way her eyes are glowing in the firelight is drawing me in like a moth to a flame.

My feet move quicker than my brain, I fall beside her and pull her into my arms before finally kissing her the way I have been craving.

She tastes amazing. Whimpering, she pulls back and runs her hands through my hair. Tate mumbles something to Beck, and I look over at them. Beck looks like he’s in pain and his cock is tenting his pants.

“She smells… fuck… I need some air.” Rushing to the bathroom, Tate follows him. Belle watches them go and sighs.

“He doesn’t like me much. I know I can be a lot at times, but I promise I’m nice. I was raised in a shitty family, but their evil didn’t stain me.”

Raising my arm, I place my hand below her chin and bring her lips back to mine. I don’t know why Beck hasn’t told her that she’s his match, but for right now I am going to show this omega just how much she’s wanted.

Tangling my tongue with hers, I groan as her slick pools between us and soaks my pants. “I am never washing my jeans,” I mumble against her lips, speaking my thoughts out loud.

Pulling away from me, she laughs, then sits up more, straddling my lap completely. Grinding against my cock, she has me seeing stars, and my knot aches to be inside of her.

She’s made for me, but I don’t want to rush her. This isn’t some crazed heat fuck. This is just us, trying to stay warm during a snowstorm. Two strangers… well I mean we have known each other for a few hours now.

I wouldn’t call this a one night stand either. Belle means something to us, but time will only tell if she wants to be friends or more.


CHAPTER EIGHT


BECKETT

My chest feels tight. I can’t breathe, and my cock is about to explode. Her scent, chocolate and peppermint is making my head spin. I’m not sure how much longer I can be tortured with her around me.

Placing my hands on the bathroom counter, I close my eyes and take some deep breaths. I can feel him watching me in the pitch dark, but it doesn’t matter. I know he’s still in a bit of shock and confused at how Belle could be mine.

So am I. I’ve come to the realization she must be on some sort of scent blockers like the guys, and she didn’t try to personally hurt me, but the damage has been done, and I don’t know if I can be vulnerable around her.

Everyone I know that has found their match, explain it as if in a religious way. The stars align. You have an instant attraction and just know that you are meant to be… So why did my perfect match, my scent match have to be on a blocker?

Just my rotten luck.

“I can hear your thoughts spiraling from feet away, baby. Talk to me,” Tate mutters, and I sigh. My shoulders are tense and when he steps closer, pressing himself against me, I begin to melt.

There is just something about him that calms the storm raging in my head. It almost rivals the winter disaster outside of these walls. My mind has never been kind to me. I’ve been broken down too many times.

“Why doesn’t she want me?” I whisper and he sighs, wrapping his arms around my stomach, he pulls me tight.

“She doesn’t know, and if you don’t tell her, she won’t. Can you really let her just walk away tomorrow? Get in a rental car and drive off.”

I’m shaking my head before I even realize it. “No,” I gasp, my heart aching, and my chest tightening even more at the thought. “She’s mine,” I growl, and Tate laughs.

“Yes, baby, she is. Now are you going to let Angel knot her before you, because it’s getting heated in there.” I quickly move back, grinding against his hard cock, and he grunts. Gripping my hips, he digs his fingertips in, and I moan.

“Get that sweet ass out there and knot that pretty little thing before I lock you in this bathroom,” he growls, and my legs feel weak.

“Yes, Alpha,” I sass, and he grumbles before smacking my ass and turning us toward the door.

Belle is straddling Angel and kissing him hard as she grinds against his cock through his jeans. Her scent is stronger now. I have to stop, and take a few breaths before continuing to move closer to them.

“Please, Angel, I need your knot. I am about to return to hell. I don't want to miss out on a real alpha fucking me. Give me something to fantasize about for the rest of my days,” she purrs, and I groan.

Dropping to my knees, I run my hand along her side, pushing her top higher up her back, showing me her perfect skin. She’s so soft. As she looks over her shoulder and sees it’s me, her gray eyes widen in surprise.

I guess I have been acting like an asshole to her. After a few seconds, she gives me a smile and licks her lips. I want to kiss her, but we aren’t ready for that yet.

“You smell so good, Belle. Your scent is driving me wild. I have to have a taste. May I?”

Her nostrils flare as she nods, and she slicks even more against Angel, making him groan.

“Hurry up and do something, Beck, she’s so fucking wet.”

Moving down the mattress, Belle shifts, flipping over on top of Angel, resting her back against his chest. He holds her, spreading her thighs for me as I pull the little shorts that have been teasing us off. I couldn’t believe it when she left the bedroom in this outfit.

Tight little pajama shorts and a thin matching top. Her nipples had been hard the whole time we ate, and I’ve been trying not to stare. She’s so gorgeous sprawled out for me on Angel’s chest. Her pouty pink lips parted as she pants.

Moving my hands along her thighs, I groan as she slicks against my hand. Needing a taste, I scoop some onto my finger and bring it to my lips. She whimpers, watching me, her eyes blazing as she starts to shake.

I love edging. The way you can bring someone to the brink over and over again; tease them until they are the one begging and pleading for you. Bringing Tate to his knees is one of the hottest things in my life, and I think this little omega is going to be just as needy for me.

Fuck, she tastes amazing. Tate groans, stepping closer. He’s shed his pants, and his cock is in his hand, slowly moving up and down as he watches us.

“Do you want a taste, Alpha,” I purr and he nods, dropping to his knees beside me.

“Fuck, so we are really doing this?” Belle gasps as I drag two fingers along her slit, gathering more slick, coating my fingers and bringing them to Tate’s lips. He groans, licking them clean.

He stops and gives her a serious look.

“Do you want to do this? Tell us now, Belle, because if not we will stop. Consent is very important to us. We would never take advantage of you.”

A tear slips from her eye and rolls down her cheek. I back away, and she grabs my arm, pulling me closer. “I want this. I want a night to just be wild and free. No one has cared about my consent before,” she whispers, and my blood runs hot.

I will destroy anyone who has ever hurt this sweet omega. My omega. “Give me names and I will drain their bank accounts, then drag their bodies somewhere they will never be found and let the wolves have them,” I growl and she shakes her head.

“It’s not important,” she whines, wiggling. Her ass grinding against Angel has him moaning, bringing me back to the here and now. Tate squeezes my shoulder, and I know that we will circle back to disposing of any filth that’s hurt Belle.

“Please,” she whimpers, and I laugh. Releasing her, I lean back on my heels and rip my shirt off and over my head, revealing my ink.

“Oh, God,” she moans, and Tate chuckles.

“Just wait until you see his back, babe,” he says, giving me appreciative looks in the firelight.

“Do you have any hard limits?” Tate asks her, and she shakes her head, licking her lips. More slick runs down her slit, and my mouth waters. Grabbing her thighs once more, I spread her and move onto my stomach.

Her scent is even stronger this close, and I think I may lose myself. “I will never be able to drink a peppermint mocha again without remembering your sweetness.”

Belle gasps, then moans as I lean down to lick up her slick from her thighs, nipping along her flesh.

“Fuck, you taste like my new addiction,” I groan, going back for more, avoiding where she wants me the most.

Belle's back arches, and her nipples beg to be touched, pinched, licked. I look up at Tate. “Touch her, baby, make her cream all over my face before I give her my knot, and you take my ass.”

Angel groans from underneath her, and I feel bad that he chose to hold her through this. Maybe he can take her ass after I finish my dessert.

Tate moves closer, his scent washing over me. I can’t help myself, lifting onto my palms, I lick the tip of his cock. Fuck the both of them together on my tongue is indescribable. I am going to need to hurry this up before I blow my load inside my joggers.

Moving back to the omega in front of me, I gently blow onto her clit before licking up her slick, moaning. “So fucking good, baby.” Swirling my tongue, I clean her up as even more slick coats my chin and scruff.

The guys aren’t the only ones who need to shave.

Belle shudders, her legs starting to shake as I continue to eat her like I’ll never get a bite again. “Oh, Alpha, please. Fuck, I need…” she whines, and I laugh.

“Come on my tongue, and then I’ll fuck this tight little pussy.”

“Hurry the fuck up,” Angel grunts as Belle continues to squirm against him. Blowing once more onto her clit, I take my hand and spread her wider with two fingers before nipping onto her lips, sucking them into my mouth, not wasting a drop of her slick.

If I worried she wasn’t mine before, I don’t now. This omega was made for me… for us. The way her body aches for me to lick, kiss, nip her. “Come for your alpha, little omega. Come for me,” I growl before sucking her clit hard between my lips and rolling it.

“Oh, fuck, Beckettttt!” she screams, slicking all over my face. I smile, moving back while rubbing her thigh. Tate growls, grabbing me by the back of the neck, pulling me onto my knees and taking my lips with his aggressively.

“Fuck, she tastes like sin.” That’s an understatement. I could write so many songs about this omega. The way she sounds as she comes, her breathless pants as I drive her closer and closer to her release.

“That’s it,” Angel grunts, and I pull back from Tate as he continues to lick Belle’s slick from my face. So fucking hot.

I look over, and Angel has Belle straddling him again as he kisses her. “I need your mouth, Vixen,” he groans, and she nods, wiggling down until her ass is in the air just waiting for me to bite it.

Fuck! No bites. No claiming. Not until whatever blockers she’s on fades away and she says she wants to be mine… or ours. We are pack, so it only makes sense that we would all belong to her.

Belle takes Angel’s jeans, unbuttoning them, teasing him with how slowly she’s moving his zipper down.

She has a little smirk on her lips, and I shake my head, smiling. Tate sighs, moving his lips back to mine and soon I hear Angel groan as she gags. I wonder if this is her first alpha cock.

“I need you, baby,” Tate says, moving his mouth to my jaw, nipping as he goes. I reach up and tangle my fingers in his hair, holding his lips to my neck as he sucks. I love it when he leaves marks on my skin.

I’m not ready for his bite, but maybe soon…

My cock jumps as his hands trail along my naked chest to my pants. Tugging them, he drops to his knees and pulls them to my ankles before sucking my cock into his mouth. “Fuck,” I groan, gripping his hair and gagging him just like Angel’s doing to Belle.

She moans, squeezing his knot. Her ass keeps moving, enticing me as the slick drips along her slit.

Tate hums, and I'm close to cumming, but I don't want it to be down his throat, I want to knot my little omega.

“Fuck, Vixen, you were made to suck my cock. I want to knot your throat so badly.” Popping off of Angel’s dick, she licks her lips and nods. Looking over her shoulder at me, she smiles.

“Only if Beckett knots me first,” she says, then winks. Tate chuckles around my cock, and I have to yank him off of me.

“Be careful what you wish for, little brat,” I warn, and her eyes bulge at seeing the piercings on my cock. I love pain with pleasure, so it was only natural that I not only have ink, but piercings.

I did a lot of research into what ones to get and landed on the magic cross. Tate loves it so I hope she will too. I also have a pubic piercing that will grind against her clit in certain positions.

“God, I need you. Now,” she barks, and I laugh at how cute she is trying to order me. I turn, and cross my arms, waiting. “Please, Beckett. Please, Alpha. I’ve never been knotted before unless it was a toy. I want to feel you,” she begs, and it sounds so pretty.

Dropping to my knees, I grip my knot and hold my cock. She’s making a mess of the bed, but that's okay. Her slick pools under her, and I know that when I fall asleep tonight, it will be in her lap or this spot on the bed.

I may even keep this blanket as a souvenir.

Moving closer, I rub the tip of my cock through her slick, before teasing her with shallow thrusts, just the tip and my piercing rubbing her walls. She tries to shift back, forcing me deeper, but I grip her hip with one hand and slap her ass with the other.

“Oh!” she squeals. Tate moves behind me and grabs my ankles, taking my joggers completely off before leaning over me and kissing the back of my neck. So many sensations flow through me.

The way Belle’s gripping my cock, eager for more, and Tate’s hands, spreading me wider so he can spit on my crack, rubbing it around my tight hole has me barely holding my orgasm at bay. As he slips a finger into my ass, my hips thrust forward and I slam into Belle all the way to my knot.

“Ah, fuck!” she screams then moans. “So much bigger than a beta,” she mumbles and all three of us growl. I don’t ever want to think about her being with someone outside of my pack.

Angel must feel the same way, spreading his thighs, he places his feet against the mattress and sits halfway up, using his palms to support him.

“Vixen, keep talking that shit and I am going to face fuck you until my knot locks in your throat.”

“Yes, please, Alpha,” she cries out as I start to pick up my pace and thrust harder into her hot pussy. I am losing my mind. The way she’s wrapped around me like a perfect glove, all of our scents filling this room.

I’m glad she’s not in heat because I would be in a complete rut right now.

Belle lowers onto Angel, taking his cock into her mouth once more and this time Angel doesn’t hold back. Using the back of her neck, he forces her to take all of him as she moans and chokes.

Tate moves closer, pressing his hot flesh to mine, and I shudder, pausing my thrusts, letting him get into position. Pushing in, the slight burn fades after he’s fully seated in me up to his knot, I moan loudly and fuck into Belle harder.

My knot continues to bump against her. I want so badly to slip inside of her. To be the one to breed her. Fuck, I can just imagine her swollen with our child. Belle whimpers and moans. Next time she won’t be gagged.

I want her screaming my name as I come. Tate picks up his pace fucking me harder into Belle, and I’m close. I need to knot her. I need his knot. “Knot me, alpha,” I groan, and he grunts, thrusting faster.

Fuck. I can’t hold out. I need to… Fucking her hard and fast, I spread her cheeks wider, opening her so she can take all of me. My knot is angry and purple as it slowly pushes inside of her.

My vision goes white and my head spins. I have to force myself not to collapse on top of her. Her pussy pulses around me, slick running along my thighs. “So good. Mine,” I growl as my knot slips all the way inside, locking us together, and I come harder than I ever have before.

“Ughhh,” she screams around Angel’s cock as he knots her mouth.

“Ready, baby,” Tate grunts, and I feel his spit running along my crack. “Such a good boy, taking his alpha’s knot,” he groans as he fucks harder, pushing his knot inside of me. I can feel his hot cum filling me up, and I’m done.

This is what I want forever… Us… Belle… Pack.

I’m not ready to let her go, as we all shift onto our sides. Angel has a blissed out look on his face, and I can relate. Tate spoons me from behind, and I’m careful not to pull too hard on Belle as we roll.

I know I need to tell her she’s my scent match, but I’m scared that if she knows she’s mine, she won’t want me. As she said this was just one night of being wild.

I’ll tell her in the morning. Ask her to ride with us to LA, but right now, I think we need some sleep.


CHAPTER NINE


BELLE

Light shines through the curtains that Angel opened after our showers last night, and I groan. I don’t think we have been asleep very long, but I know that if I dally any longer my father will come looking, and these guys don’t need my drama.

They have been incredible, and I am blessed that they took me in for one amazing, heat-filled night. I’m sad our time is about to end, but I know that one day they will make an omega so happy.

Too bad that can’t be me. I glance over my shoulder at the alpha who I thought hated me: Beckett. I guess it was the opposite. He’s holding me so tight as if he doesn’t want to let me go. I wish he wouldn’t.

If they’d ask, I would probably drop everything and run away with them, as long as we were far enough from my father’s reach. I thought NY was safe, but damn was I wrong.

Carefully I lift his arm off of me and place it between us. He grumbles something in his sleep, but his breathing is still heavy. I wasn’t the only one exhausted. I don’t want to just leave without saying goodbye, but it’s better this way.

Angel shifts on the other side of me before rolling onto his side and cuddling a spare pillow. I still can’t believe they made such a cozy nest out of nothing. Not only did they not make fun of my fear of the dark, they embraced it and made me feel safe.

Sighing, I sit up and climb to my feet, then very slowly move off the mattress over to the bedroom. I’m wearing a cropped gray sweatshirt and a pair of black panties. The guys' bodies run hot, so I kicked off my pants during our nap.

Picking them up off the floor, I step into them and pull them up my hips. A vase of red roses catches my eyes on the counter, and I smile. They weren’t there when I fell asleep. That was actually really sweet of whoever did that.

Walking into the bedroom, I quickly change my top and pack up my things. A pad of paper and pen on the desk catches my eye. I check over my shoulder, but the guys haven't moved.

Fuck it. Reaching for the pen, I scribble a quick note leaving my name and phone number. If they want to reach me, now the ball is in their court, so to speak.

Grabbing my bag and my boots, I walk back into the living room and place the note next to the flowers.

I can’t resist taking a rose. Glancing over my shoulder one last time, I take in the view, trying to save it to my memory.

I will also remember their kindness and the wild night we spent together. It will be my go-to fantasy for my heats, and if I end up in a miserable marriage like I’m destined to be in.

“Good-bye,” I whisper.

Sighing, I open the door and step outside into the hall, then shut the door behind me, being quiet as not to wake them.

Leaving the hotel, I thank the staff and pull up a car rental place on my phone. Looks like there is one inside the airport. Thank God, because though the storm is over it’s still freezing.

Taking the same path as earlier, I’m soon back in terminal five where I spent hours waiting on a flight that never came. Though it wasn’t all bad. I did meet the guys after all.

As I round a corner I bump into a not so friendly familiar face. “Ugh, what are you doing back here? Let me guess, the alphas you were with got tired of you,” Rissa, the stewardess from last night sneers.

Rolling my eyes, I shove past her. “Hey, I was talking to you, bitch, stop,” she barks, and I growl. I fucking hate alpha barks. My father used them on me growing up any chance he got.

“Seriously, I just need a rental car so I can make my way to LA. I have people waiting on me,” I reason, and she places her hands on her hips, giving me a once over.

She must find me lacking. Licking her blood-red-painted lips, she sighs, then waves her hand. “Whatever,” she says, then walks toward the covered path. Her heels clicking as she goes.

Yawning, I rub my eyes, then keep walking toward the front desk. I hope they have a car available. I don’t need anything fancy. “Oh, hi,” I say the minute I reach the man behind the desk. He gives me a smile.

“Good afternoon. How are you today? I hope you had time to rest.”

“Yes, thank you… I’m sorry I never got your name last night.”

“Brandon. I’m the head of the TSA, but they are short staffed today due to the storm and holidays, so I’m stepping in. What can I help you with?”

Brandon was the nice man who helped us last night. He also was the one who Leon punched, and though he tried to hide it, I can see a shadow on his cheek.

“I’d really like to rent a car, or anything you have. I need to get to LA as soon as possible.” I instantly know he can’t help me when he sighs and gives me a frown.

“I would love to help you, but we are completely out of rentals. I can’t even suggest another place, because they are all booked too. I’m very sorry, miss. But please here is my card. Let me know if there is anything else you need, and your cancelled flight has been refunded as well.”

“Okay, thanks.” I give him a smile, then walk off a ways down the hall. The Christmas tree is still standing proudly with all its decorations on view. It really is a gorgeous tree. Santa isn’t here right now and that’s okay.

Honestly this airport seems vacant. A few skeleton workers, probably getting an extra bonus or overtime just for coming in. Or maybe they never left. The storm was really bad. I didn’t even check to see if the hotel had power restored.

Taking a seat on a bench by the tree, I turn my phone on and make the dreaded call. I should just return to the Academy. I never even wanted to go home. I don’t know what could be so important anyway.

It doesn’t take long for him to answer.

“You better be calling to tell me that you bailed Leon out of jail and are on your way as we speak,” he snaps and I cringe. My shoulders hunch and I try to make myself smaller.

“I can’t get a rental. They are all out of inventory. I think I should just go back to the Academy.”

“NO!” he shouts and I jump even though he’s thousands of miles away right now. “You will find a way to get here in the next four days. I don’t care if you have to hitchhike or go to a car dealership and lease something. Get home, Belle.”

My eyebrows raise, and my mouth opens. Me? A new car? That’s like a dream. I have never owned anything. I had to use either the maids' vehicle or my sister, Kella’s after she inevitably smashed it.

“Okay.” He ends the call with a sigh, and I can’t help but feel he’s relieved. I hope I’m not walking into a trap.

BECKETT

I watch as Belle sneaks out of the hotel and sigh. I should have known she wouldn’t stay.

I thought she might have seen the flowers and waited longer than a few seconds before walking out the door.

I guess you could say I was testing her in a way and she failed. Just like they always do… Well besides the guys.

They have always stuck around for me, but everyone else leaves me in the end. I should be used to it by now.

Why did I think she would be different?

“She left, didn't she?” Tate mumbles into the back of my neck and I nod. Tears fill my eyes and my heart aches.

He squeezes me tighter and holds me as I take five minutes to be weak.

I wish I could be stronger. His equal, but he will always be the one to put my jagged, broken pieces back together.

“Do you regret not telling her?” he asks, pulling a way a little, so I can roll over and look him in the eye.

“No, I know this isn't how things normally go. I'm broken. I wanted her to fall for me without the bond, but instead I was an asshole, and in the end she decided I wasn't worth it.

Angel grunts from beside me and I look over my shoulder. His eyes are pinched, and he's frowning.

“Fuck it. Pack your shit and let's go get our omega.”
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It doesn't take long for us to have our things ready. Tate calls Ken for a ride, and he is thankfully still in New York. he tried to head toward LA, but the traffic made him return.

He will just have to drive us to LA. As we walk toward the door I pause next to the vase of roses.

My note hasn't been opened yet, so Belle must not have seen it.

“Bring them,” Angel says, grabbing a piece of paper beside the flowers. He turns to me with a huge smile on his face.

“She gave us her phone number. She didn't just up and leave us. Last night meant more to her than you think, Beck.”

I take the note and read it one… two… three times, waiting for the words to change.

For her to be like thanks for the knot, have a great life…

Sadly, that's happened before. But no, her words are sweet and they make me feel better.

Beckett, Angel & Tate,

Thank you for last night. For showing me what it felt like to be with true alphas.

For giving me a memory to cherish.

I hope to see you all again one day.

If you'd like to message me I'll answer.

555-091-3475

Xo,

Belle

Tate opens the door and grabs my hand, pulling me. “If we don't hurry she could leave.”

“Yeah, I'm ready.”

Pushing my glasses up my nose, he gives me a quick kiss, then we race back into the airport.

As we enter Terminal five, there is someone waiting for us with fake smiles.

“Hi, I was hoping I'd get to see you all before you left,” Rissa, the attendant from last night says.

She's wearing something rather revealing for work, and her lips are a bold red color.

I don't know what she's hoping to get out of this, but she reminds me of the omega that destroyed Tate.

She's hungry, and doesn't care who she needs to step on to get what she wants.

“Yes, well we are headed out now. We have to get to LA for work,” Angel says, walking around her. Tate and I follow, and she huffs behind us.

“I always heard that Knotty Trip was nice to their fans,” she shouts loud enough for a few people to stop what they are doing and look over here.

Fuck, if they get recognized then we will never get out of here. Tate stops walking, squeezes my hand, then let's go and turns to face the pissy alpha.

“Well if we hadn't been stranded here because of a storm then we may have been a little nicer. We are tired, hungry, and have shit we need to do. So please cause a scene, because I would love to report you to your manager again,” he barks, and she cowers.

“I'm sorry, Sir,” she whispers, then walks off. She attempts to keep her head and shoulders tall, but her pace is hurried.

“Good job,” Angel remarks, smacking Tate on the shoulder, and he laughs.

That could have been bad, but thankfully this place isn't busy.

We continue through the airport and hop on one of the trains to take us to Terminal One.

I have a hunch Belle is trying to get a rental, but little does she know that I rented all the remaining cars, so that she couldn’t leave.

I may have been testing her, but it didn't mean I'd planned to let her get far.


CHAPTER TEN


TATE

When the train stops and the door opens I have a bad feeling immediately wash over me. Something is wrong. Stepping into the hall, we pass the baggage claim area, but there is absolutely no one around.

“Fuck, we missed her,” Angel groans, running his fingers through his hair. He opted to wear comfortable clothes today and I think he’s got my sweatpants on. It’s an odd sight and I feel as if we are in the Twilight Zone or something.

“Well she left her number. Maybe just call her,” I suggest, and Beck looks at me. He’s nibbling on his bottom lip, and my cock twitches.

Last night was insane, and for a split second there, I actually started to consider making Belle our omega. Scent match or not. She fit so seamlessly into our family, but she fucked that up when she left.

She never should have made Beck cry. It wasn’t necessary to sneak out like some thief in the night. Tip-toeing and leaving some bullshit note. I carried her on my back. That means something when I usually don’t let women near me.

“This is the makings of a slasher flick,” Angel comments as we continue to walk down the deserted halls. Security isn’t even at the gates. Soft Christmas music hits my ears, and we follow it toward the huge tree that’s lit up.

A woman is singing and her voice is incredible, echoing through the empty space. As we get closer the blonde curls begin to look familiar.

Beck stops as we’re still out of view. “Wow, she can sing,” he says with awe and Angel smirks. I can see the wheels turning in his head.

“No, she is not joining the band. Don’t even think about it,” I grunt, and he sighs.

“Why not?” he whines, and I cross my arms. “Poppie is performing with us for the holiday event, but Belle could do back ups. Then she wouldn’t have to return to her evil family.”

He’s going to make me be the bad guy. “Because we don’t know her. Our naked asses might not be all over social media yet, but it could still happen. She left while we slept. How do you know that she didn’t do anything?”

“I know because deep inside I can feel that she’s not that type of person, Tate.”

“You don’t know that for certain, Angel.”

Ignoring me, he keeps walking over to the omega that’s twisting us up inside. She doesn’t notice us and keeps singing her heart out. She really is beautiful. The lights from the tree shine against her hair, making her look angelic, but appearances can be deceiving.

“You left,” Angel says behind her, making her squeak, and spin to face us with her hand on her chest.

Beck groans, and I look at him. His nose is scrunched. Raising an eyebrow, he leans closer to whisper in my ear.

“She smells like peppermint smores when she's scared. My cock is dripping,” he groans, pressing himself to me.

I can feel his hardness on my hip, and now I'm growing hard.

“Angel, hi,” Belle says, giving him a big smile, and I can see the tension leave his shoulders.

“Why didn't you wake us?” Beck asks, ignoring his cock for the moment.

Belle's cheeks darken, and she pushes some stray hair behind her ear. “Last night was amazing. If I could have stayed in bed, I wouldn't have minded a second or third performance, but I have to get home… somehow.”

“Well if you had waited, then you would know we have a ride to LA, and we're hoping you would come with us,” Beck snipes, and Belle frowns.

“I'm sorry. I didn't want to impose. You all did so much already.”

“Not an imposition, Vixen, we would have told you if we didn't want you around,” Angel says, moving closer and placing his palm on her cheek.

I watch Beck's hands fist and start to shake. I know he wishes he could be the one to comfort and touch her, but he holds himself back.

I understand, but if she is his scent match things are going to have to change.

“If you're sure? I'd love a ride. All the rentals are booked, and my father said I could lease a car, but the dealerships nearby are closed down due to the storm and holiday.”

Beck smirks, and I have to bite my bottom lip to prevent myself from laughing. Seems he's up to his old tricks again.

“Ken, our driver is waiting out front. We have plenty of room, so let's go. We will stop for food after we get out of the city.”

Turning, I head for the door. I don't look behind me because I know they are following.

A shiny black limousine waits out front for us, and Belle gasps.

“A limo! We are going to drive four days in a limo?”

Ken hops out of the car to walk around and open our door, but I hold my hand up and he freezes.

“It's cold, Ken, we can handle a door.”

“Thank you, Sir,” he says, then rushes back into his seat.

The storm is over, but there is still a windchill. Angel collects our bags and puts them in the trunk as I open the door and climb inside.

Beck holds the door for Belle, then follows. I notice that she keeps a backpack, placing it on the floor near the minibar and Beck keeps his bag.

I wish he would take a break on this trip, maybe write some new songs with me, but I know he will be too busy answering emails and booking our next few events. Not to mention the damn omega search.

Maybe I can convince Belle to marry me and be our omega… the thought has merit and it would get my dad off our backs.

I guess we will have to see what this car ride reveals.

Once Angel joins us, Ken rolls down the partition window, holding a tray of hot drinks and a bag of pastries.

“Traffic here is insane. The storm knocked down a ton of trees and some main roads are closed. We will have to take the back way to get through Binghamton, to the 81, then the 40 West the rest of the way.

“I know it’s not ideal, but it’s our only option at this point. After we get out of the city, we can stop at a Target and get some supplies. You might want pillows and blankets, and some things to keep you entertained,” Ken says with a smile.

He always knows just what we need. He has been with us a long time, and we will never replace him.

“Sounds good, Ken, thank you,” I reply, and he nods.

“I’m also going to be stopping in West Virginia for the night. If you’d like to book a room, Beck,” he says, and Beck pulls out his tablet, powering it on, nodding. He reaches in his bag and grabs his wireless headphones, popping them into his ears.

Ken rolls the window back up, and I pass out the drinks and food, and he slowly begins the drive.

It’s going to be a long ass day. Ken turns the radio on and immediately one of our hit songs begins to play. Angel presses the button to speak to Ken.

“Please change the station, Ken, thank you.”

The song turns to some bop, and we all relax. Belle’s more observant than I thought, noticing our odd behavior and as she leans forward, I worry I’m going to have to come clean, but instead she says something awful.

“Oh, so you don’t like Knotty Trip either?”

BELLE

Being in this car, finally leaving the city, I feel like I can breathe again. I owe these alphas more than I will ever be able to repay. I was ready to run away. Somewhere far, far away, rather than have to deal with my father’s wrath.

Beck hums as he types on his tablet, and Angel continues to eat his food. It was sweet of the driver to include me. A rock song begins to play, and I watch as the mood in the car shifts. Angel freezes mid-bite, his eyes going wide.

Tate has almost the same reaction and Beck doesn’t seem to notice anything until he pulls out his headphone to say something. I don’t recognize the song, but I have heard of the band before.

Angel barks for Ken to change the station, and I’ll admit I’m a little shocked that he would be so assertive, ordering the man who was kind enough to get us pastries.

The guys relax, and I’m feeling unsettled.

Hoping to ease whatever tension is now clogging the air in the car, I lean forward toward Tate.

“Oh, so you don’t like Knotty Trip either?” I’m joking, but I think I just did something bad.

All three alphas turn to face me and stare.

I swear I just stuck my foot in my mouth about something, and I’m not sure what. You could hear a pin drop right now. Ken turned the radio completely off, and the guys are silently staring at me.

“Is there something on my face,” I blurt out, then rub my mouth with the sleeve of my sweater.

Tate is the first one to snap out of whatever trance they were in. “You don’t like the band Knotty Trip?” he asks slowly as if waiting for something.

“Honestly, no. I mean they aren’t bad, and I do love their lyrics. At least the ones I have heard. They are dark, and emotional, but breathtaking at the same time. But I don’t listen to rock much. My sister is obsessed, but I prefer country music.”

I’m babbling, and Angel shifts away from me, leaning his head against the window. He seems sad. Beck won’t stop blinking at me, and Tate seems pissed.

“I’m sorry,” I say, because I feel like I need to right now for some reason.

“It’s fine. Just surprising is all,” Tate mumbles, then sits back and takes Beck’s hand. He rubs circles on his knuckles, and I smile. They are so cute together. I can tell they love each other very much, too.

I glance over at Angel, and his eyebrows are pinched. He seems to be thinking really hard. I reach out and touch his arm.

“Hey, is everything okay?” I ask him, and he glances my way, nods, then crosses his arms and leans against the door, closing his eyes.

Maybe he’s just tired. Sighing, I pull out my headphones and my Kindle. I might as well read if they aren’t in the mood to chat. This is going to be a long trip.

I must have dozed off, listening to an audio book. Reading on my Kindle was making my eyes tired. The car stops, and the partition window rolls down. I give Ken a smile. The guys are all sleeping.

“I need to use the restroom, so I figured this shopping plaza would work. If you want to wake them up.”

“Yeah, thanks. Is there anything I can get you at the store?” I ask, grabbing my jacket and putting it on.

“A few energy drinks would be great. Any brand and flavor is fine. I’m not picky.” I nod, then lean over toward Angel. He has a hoodie under his head as a makeshift pillow.

Ken opens his door and gives me a smile before walking toward a Target.

“Hey, did you want to go to the store?” I ask Angel, placing my hand on his thigh. He jolts awake and grips my hand with his, tight. His blue eyes are panicked.

“What?” he croaks. I point toward the store.

“Ken is using the bathroom. He suggested we get some things for the ride.”

“Oh, yeah. Okay.” He nods, then opens his door. Grabbing my hand, he pulls me from the car.

“Wait, shouldn’t we wake up Tate and Beckett?” Angel stops and looks at his cousin and friend asleep.

“I’ll grab them some stuff,” he mutters, then shuts the door and keeps walking. The parking lot is covered in snow, but it looks like someone plowed at least. When we reach the sidewalk, he lets my hand go and stuffs his into his leather jacket’s pockets.

He seems standoffish right now, and I don’t know why. Is this still about the music? Do they know the band or something?

The doors automatically open, and the heat rushes toward us. I head right for the bathroom, and Angel follows. He goes as far as to lean against the wall next to the Ladies room door.

“Oh, you can go shopping. I’ll be quick,” I tell him, and he crosses his arm, giving me a glare.

“I am not leaving you alone. In a town you don’t know. You may be independent for an omega, Belle, but you are still susceptible to danger.”

Ugh, rolling my eyes, I walk inside and quickly handle business. My phone rings as I’m drying my hands. I really don’t want to answer, but this may be one of the only moments I am alone without the guys.

They don’t need to see how angry my father is, or how he treats me. It’s bad enough I feel like a pity tag along right now.

Grabbing my phone, I answer.

“Did you handle the car?” he asks, and I sigh.

“Yes, I am on the way now. Just stopped for the bathroom.”

“How did you find a car? I didn’t receive any alert on my credit card?”

“I caught a ride with some people who also needed to get to LA.” I cringe waiting for his inevitable tantrum.

“You mean you are whoring yourself out to those alphas. Aren’t you? Belle I swear to… You know what, we will discuss this after you’re home. Four days, Belle, and not a second more.”

He ends the call and I groan. I don’t know how long the guys think this drive will take, but maybe I could offer to drive, so Ken gets a break.

Leaving the bathroom, Angel points. “So what was that about? Sounded heated.”

“Oh, you heard that? It’s just my father. Did you need the bathroom?” He nods, then walks inside. I decide to wait for him. It was nice of him to watch the door for me. I have a feeling if I were to wander right now, he may become upset… Well more than he already is with me right now that is.

It doesn’t take him long and soon we have a cart filled with blankets, pillows, snacks, and Ken’s energy drinks. I also take a few minutes to browse the books and lingerie section. I need some more scent-blocking panties.

Angel looks around at the Christmas section, and I laugh when he pulls out matching Santa boxers, and places them in the cart. I notice he also grabbed a PJ set, and I wonder if it's for me.

As we walk past the baby section he stops and runs his fingers over an elf onesie. He has a look in his eye as if he wants to buy it, but keeps moving.

“So, tell me, what is your favorite holiday memory?” I ask, and he gives me a smile, then laughs.

“Before my parents died, my mom would turn our whole house into a Christmas Village. She loved the holidays, but Christmas was her favorite. The whole kitchen would look like a giant gingerbread house.

“The living room would be turned into Santa’s workshop, including a golden throne for my father to sit on. In a costume of course. He loved her to the point of madness and went along with anything that would make her happy.

“They were scent matches…” He trails off and looks over my head. His eyes becoming glassy. Clearing his throat, he continues. “We had a tree in every room, decorated in a different theme. Mine always had some form of musical instrument ornaments, and my room would be turned into a caroler’s dream…”

“That sounds so cool. Your parents sound amazing. I’m sorry they are gone now… May I ask what happened. You don't have to tell me.”

I shake my head and laugh. “It’s fine, Belle. It happened a long time ago. My mother was in a car accident, and my father didn’t live long after. He drank himself to death, but I say he died of a broken heart.”

My eyes fill, and I can’t help it. I sniffle. That’s one of the saddest and sweetest things I have ever heard.

I can’t imagine someone loving me so much they couldn’t keep living without me.

“I didn't mean to make you cry,” Angel says, moving so he can wipe my cheek. I smile and take his hand placing it there. I love when he touches my face.

Staring into his blue eyes, I can see how amazing, and kind he is. I saw glimpses last night, but now. Ugh, why can’t he be mine?

I give him a shaky smile, then release his hand and step back. He clears his throat and runs his hand through his messy hair.

“So what about you? What was your favorite memory?”

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my heart and vagina. Damn hussy is slicking so much. I swear I will always have messy panties around these alphas.

“Oh, well mine isn’t that great I’m afraid. I had a nanny once wake me up in the middle of the night. She had a new dress and shoes for me. After getting dressed, she curled my hair and even let me put on some lip gloss. We snuck out and went to see The Nutcracker live. The lights, music, performers… It made me want to write something magical.”

“Where were your parents?” he asks, and I sigh, giving him a sad smile.

“They had taken my sister to Hawaii for the holidays. When I was little I believed their lies of only having enough money for three tickets. I tried to be understanding, but when I turned sixteen, and they left on a trip without me, ignoring my special day, it hit me. I’ve always been an outsider in my family.”

“I’m sorry, Belle, you don’t deserve that.” Moving closer he pulls me into a hug, and I melt against his chest. I’m going to miss him when we get to LA.

“It’s life, Angel. I’m an omega. Someone to be used and tossed aside. I’ve been told for many years now how insignificant I am. I’m used to it, but being here with you and the other guys, I think it might become a new favorite memory.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN


ANGEL

Belle saying she didn’t like my music hurt me and put me in a nasty funk, but seeing how genuine she is and sweet… Fuck, I’m an idiot. Who cares if she doesn’t listen to my heart and soul.

She’s welcome to her opinion, and by the sound of things she doesn’t get to have an opinion very often. I’m not going to force her to accept my dream, but I hope she will support us at least.

“Oh, these are perfect… I mean if you think they will like them?” she says, turning around and showing me the lap desk she has for Beck, and the video game she has for Tate.

“I know it’s nothing much, but it might make the trip a little nicer,” she mumbles, then blushes. “It was dumb, never mind.” She walks off to put the stuff back, but I reach out and grab her arm.

“No, Vixen, it’s perfect. I’m sure they will love them… but what did you get me?” I tease, and she laughs.

“It’s a surprise.” Putting the things in the cart, she does a full 360 spin, looking at all the things in the store. “I think that’s everything,” she states, then walks in front of me and pushes the cart.

I watch as her ass sways and follow after her when she gets too far ahead. My cock perks up, and I silently curse it to behave. I know we fucked last night… Well kinda, I am a little jealous Beck got her first, but she is his.

But that doesn’t matter. We didn’t bring her along with us to just keep fucking her, though I wouldn’t mind. I’m halfway in love with the sassy omega, and I know when she leaves Beck’s heart won’t be the only one broken.

As we reach the checkout, I place all the things on the belt, and she browses the candy, grabbing a few. “Tate loves Skittles, and Beck likes York Patties,” I tell her, and she grabs some of those too.

“What about Ken? I feel bad that he’s the only one driving us all the way. That’s got to be exhausting. Maybe we should all take a shift?” she suggests, and I smile. She’s really unlike every other omega and even some betas I know.

The moment they find out about our father’s wealth, before we even became famous, they would expect fancy gifts, dinners, and never once offered us something in return, or even a thanks. Well unless you count sex, and sometimes it wasn’t even that great.

Not like last night. The emotional connection I feel with Belle is indescribable, and if she’s not careful I may become addicted.

“Ken doesn’t like it when we drive his car, but we can offer,” I say when I realize she’s still waiting for me to reply.

“Oh okay then. I just feel bad. I’ve never driven a limousine before, but it can’t be much different than a car right?”

I shrug because honestly I don’t know. Ken has driven us almost everywhere. We have our licenses, but that doesn’t mean much when everytime we drive somewhere we have our guards with us normally.

Rich has to be beyond pissed that he’s not here with us right now. Damn label has him in LA already running security at the holiday event’s venue. They wanted to make sure that the stadium’s security was up to snuff.

I miss the asshole. He’s one of our best friends and a part of our pack. I don’t care that he’s a beta and neither do the others. He’s saved our backs more times that I can probably count and that makes him family.

The cashier rings everything up and Belle tries to hand her cash. I swoop in and give her my card. “No, Angel, I can’t have you pay for all of my things, at least let me separate it.”

I shake my head. “No, it’s fine. You can pay next time.”

“You’re giving me a ride all the way to California for free, please just let me pay.” Pouting at me, I almost give in.

“No,” I growl, and the woman behind the counter squeaks and swipes my card, then hands me the receipt. Belle’s gray eyes are blazing. She looks mad, but I don’t care. If she thinks that any of us are planning to let her pay for a thing this whole trip she has another thing coming.

The lady hands us the bags, and Belle huffs, stomping off toward the door. “Thank you,” I tell the cashier, and she reaches her hand out, but stops before touching me.

“Sir, I hate to ask, but my daughter is a huge fan. Would you mind an autograph?” she asks, and her hands are shaking. I give her a big smile and nod.

“How about you run back and grab our latest record? I will be happy to sign it and I’ll have Tate come in so he can as well.”

“That would be the greatest gift, Sir. Thank you.” She looks around and waves over a young man.

“Brandon, will you watch the register for a moment? I’m going on break.” He nods, and they switch places.

“I’ll wait here. I promise,” I reassure her, and she quickly rushes off. The automatic doors open, and Tate walks in, yawning. He looks over his shoulder, and Beck soon follows.

They spot me and join me over by the coffee shop. I’ve been contemplating on ordering something.

“So what did you do?” Tate asks the moment he’s next to me, and Beck’s biting his bottom lip, holding in his laughter.

I raise an eyebrow and cross my arms the best I can with my wrists covered in the bag straps. “What are you talking about?”

“Well we just woke up to a pissed omega, going off about a stupid alpha, controlling and domineering asshole,” Beck says, then bursts out laughing.

“She forgot we were in the car and essentially kicked us out after her tirade was over.”

“She kicked you out of our own car?”

“In a sense. I did need the bathroom. Which reminds me.” Beck walks off, and Tate waves his hand at me to explain.

“I wouldn't let her pay.”

“Perfectly acceptable,” he states, and I raise my hands into the air, smacking myself in the face with a bag.

“See. She totally walked off in a huff. We have more money than God. She doesn’t need to be spending hers,” I mutter, rubbing my nose.

The cashier rushes over, and her eyes widen when she sees Tate. Oh, right.

“Tate, I told… Actually I don’t know your name,” I say, facing the woman.

“It’s Becca, and I can’t thank you enough, Sir.”

She hands me the record and a sharpie. “I already paid for it, but your signature will make my little Ava so happy.”

I pop the cap and point to Tate. He rolls his eyes, but he knows the drill. Using his shoulder I sign the cover and make it out to Ava. I turn and hand the stuff to Tate and he does the same, using my back.

This isn’t our first rodeo. We hand it to Becca, and I put the bags on the ground. “Do you have a phone? We can record a quick video for your daughter.”

Her eyes widen, and she digs into her pockets, then frowns. Brandon walks over with a phone in a pink glitter case and hands it to her.

“Oh, thank you, honey,” she says to him, and his cheeks blush. She gives it to me, and I turn the recorder on, facing it toward me and my bandmate.

“Hey, Ava, we just met your mom here at Target and had to say hello to you,” I start, and Tate takes over.

“We hope you have an amazing Christmas, Ava, and give your mom big hugs. She’s pretty cool,” he says, and I end the video.

Becca takes her phone back with a shaky hand and looks up at us with tears in her eyes.

“Thank you. Money has been tight, but this will be her favorite Christmas of all because of you both. May I hug you? Is that okay?”

“Absolutely,” I say, and she rushes us into a group hug. I catch Beck over her head purchasing some things, and I smile. He may not want people to know that he’s a part of Knotty Trip, but he’s the heart and soul of our band.

“Thank you again so much,” Becca says, releasing us and wiping her eyes with a laugh.

“It was our pleasure. Merry Chirstmas, Becca,” I say, taking the cards from Beck. “Give your daughter and yourself the best holiday yet.”

I hand her the multiple gift cards that Beck just purchased, and she begins to blubber. “Oh, wow, you didn't have to do that,” she cries, and then takes one of the cards and turns toward Brandon. “Here, honey, go buy Ella that bike she wants,” she says, and now Brandon is on the verge of tears.

“I couldn’t Bec. You need it more than me. Ella can wait for her birthday.” She steps closer to him and pulls him into a tight hug.

“Go get the bike, Bran,” she says, and he nods.

After he leaves she turns to us again. “My husband died a year ago, and I haven’t been ready to move on, but that omega… the way he takes care of his niece,” she laughs and blushes. “I am fifteen years older than him.”

“Love is love,” Beck says, taking Tate’s hand and kissing his knuckles. She looks off toward where Brandon went and nods.

“I think you’re right. Thank you again so much. You just changed our lives in more ways than you know.”

We give her one more hug, then walk back to the car. Ken is laughing with Belle, and I hesitantly walk over to her after giving Ken the bags. Raising my hands, I move closer.

“Is it safe to approach?” I ask, and she rolls her eyes, but nods.

“I don’t like being controlled. I have been dealing with it all of my life. I’m sorry for being a brat.”

Lifting her chin, I press a kiss to her lips as she gasps and squirms. Before she can deepen it, I pull away, and she pouts.

“That’s not nice,” she huffs, and I laugh, bringing her into my arms for a hug.

“Cuddle with me?” I ask, and she nods. Ken opens our door and gives her a smile.

“Thank you for the snacks, Miss Belle,” he says, and she waves her hand in the air.

“It was nothing. I wish you would let me drive though.”

“Company policy, I can’t let anyone else drive, but I thank you for offering.”

Belle climbs into the seats across from where we were earlier, and I follow her. Beck and Tate climb in after, and Belle reaches for the bags.

Ken shuts the door, and soon the wheels are moving once again. “I know it’s not much, but I got you both something,” she says, handing Beck the lap desk.

His eyes widen as he takes it. “You didn’t have to do that, but this is great, and something I will definitely use. Thank you,” he says, pushing his glasses back up his nose. I notice the tips of his ears are red, and the way he crosses his legs doesn’t hide how turned on he is.

“I was happy to,” she says and hands Tate the game. “I don’t know if you have this one, but it’s my favorite. I saw you had a Nintendo.”

“I don’t have this one yet, and hey it's two players. Maybe we can play it together?” he asks, and Belle preens.

“I’d love that.”

I lean in and whisper into her ear, “And what about little old me?” I ask, and she laughs, reaching into her pocket. She pulls out the same CD I just signed for Becca and I laugh.

“I might not love their music, but you obviously do and I would never try to control what you can and can’t listen to… And maybe I’ll listen with you.” Damn, this girl.

I may own probably a million of those discs, but this one is special.

Pulling out one of the new blankets, I remove the tags and lay it over Belle and I. She looks at me with a smile. “Hey move for a second,” I say, grabbing a pillow and placing it along the side of the car.

Belle shifts, and I lie completely back, bending my knees and patting my chest. Rolling her eyes she climbs on top of me, settling between my thighs and grabs her new book, sighing.

“This is actually nice. I might fall asleep though. Fair warning,” she says, and I laugh.

“Hand me my headphones,” I ask Tate, and he digs in my bag, pulling out the wireless Airpods I use.

Placing them in my ears, I search for the audiobook version of what she just bought, then settle in for the next leg of the ride.

BELLE

Angel’s chest moves gently as he sleeps. Beck is playing a game on his phone, taking a break from his emails. I still don’t even know what these guys do for a living. Do they just live off their families’ wealth?

I wouldn’t judge them if they did. The world is a scary place, and stability isn’t a bad thing. At least they don’t act like pretentious spoiled assholes. Not like some of the omegas at school. Or my sister for that matter.

Tate groans and rubs his eyes. “I’m bored,” he complains, and Beck laughs.

“You lasted longer than I expected,” he says, lifting his backpack and pulling out a coloring book and markers.

“God, I love you,” Tate groans, and I have to hide how much his voice just made me slick.

I have been primed and ready to go since the moment I climbed onto Angel’s lap.

“You like to color?” I ask the obvious, because this silence is driving me crazy.

“I do. It helps settle my mind. I have ADHD at the best of times. The more intricate the designs are in the book, the more focus it takes and the more it helps me.” Beck hands him the lap desk, and a bottle of pop.

“Would it be okay if we talked while you colored? I’m bored as well, and reading is giving me a headache.”

“Yeah, what did you want to talk about?” he asks, opening a new page and picking a color. Finally deciding on teal, he starts to scribble. He even sticks his tongue out a little as he concentrates.

That’s adorable.

“What about ten questions?” I suggest, and Beck freezes.

“Okay, but we have the right to refuse to answer,” he says, and his voice shakes a little.

“Absolutely,” I say, nodding. Dropping my book on the ground, I carefully roll over to face them better, Angel lifts me, shifting until my head is on his chest.

“Mine,” he grunts in his sleep, and I blush. I wish, Angel, I really do.

“You guys can go first,” I say, and Beck stares at me for a minute.

“Why are you on scent blockers?” he blurts. My eyes widen, and I laugh.

“Safer to travel alone as an omega. If I can’t smell, and no one can smell me.”

“Your panties suck. I can smell you very well,” he mumbles, licking his lips, and Tate laughs.

“You’re not the only ones on blockers. Angel and I do the same. Nothing wrong with it. My turn… What’s your biggest pet peeve?”

I think for a minute. “Probably people who chew with their mouth open. What about you both?”

Beck answers first. “Users.” He doesn’t go into details, but he doesn’t have to. I nod and wait for Tate. He’s looking at Beck.

“Liars,” he says, then looks right at me. “Next question… Do you want to find an alpha and settle down?”

I lean forward a little, and Angel holds me tighter. “Are you proposing, Tate,” I joke, and his eyes widen. “Chill, I’m just kidding. Yeah, I’d love that, but it’s not in the cards for me. Not in the way I’d like anyway.”

“What the fuck does that mean?” Beck mumbles.

“Is that one of your questions?” I ask him, and he nods.

“I’ve known since the morning I woke up an omega that I was just a toy for my father to use in any way he wishes. He will probably sell me to the highest bidder, or to another company to branch out his business. I’d love to find my scent match or a pack to love me, but I don’t think that will happen. That’s why last night meant so much to me.”

“No,” Beck growls, and Tate drops his marker to take his hand. I watch as he relaxes and takes a deep breath. “No one should be a tool in someone else's life, Belle. You deserve more than that.”

My eyes fill, and I nod. “Thank you, Beck, but I don’t see another way. Okay next question. This was supposed to be fun,” I whine, and they laugh, nodding.

We spend the rest of the ride to West Virginia getting to know each other better, and I don’t think I have ever laughed as much as today.

Angel woke up eventually and instantly turned the game sexual. I was embarrassed to tell them that I’m not as experienced as they thought, but they didn’t laugh or judge me. If anything I think it turned them on more.

As we pull into the hotel parking lot, Angel has me pinned against the side of the car, and he’s kissing my neck, making me keen and squirm. I want him so bad.

Growling, he moves away from me, opens the door, takes the room key card from Ken, offers me his hand and when I go to take it, tosses me over his shoulder and runs for the room.

“I can walk,” I laugh, and he slaps my ass, making me slick even more. Beck groans, and shoves his face into Tate’s neck, breathing him in. I wish I could smell them too.

I think my blockers will wear off before I get to LA, and I’m excited to know what their scent is.


CHAPTER TWELVE


ANGEL

This omega is driving me insane. The way she thinks, speaks, eats, breathes. I have been rock hard since Target and my knot physically aches. I need her pussy right now.

Shoving past Tate and Beck, who opened the door after I couldn’t get the key to work, I walk toward the bathroom and set Belle onto the vanity counter, shutting the door behind us.

“Strip,” I order, and her nostrils flare. Crossing her arms, she pouts, batting her dark eyelashes.

God, she’s beautiful. Even with her rumpled clothes and messy hair. I think I’d like her covered in paint at this point.

“You’re not the boss of me, Angel,” she sasses, and my hand twitches. Fuck, I can’t wait to get her alone on a bed. I have a penchant for restraints, and she would be glorious sprawled out at my mercy.

“Fine, I’ll strip. I guess I’ll just take a nice hot, steamy, wet shower alone.” Giving her my back, I slip off my leather jacket, place it on a shelf, grab my tee from the back of my neck and pull it over my head.

Belle whimpers behind me, and I can hear her squirm. I bet she’s slick as hell right now, and my mouth waters for a taste. I never did get one last night. But I made my move. It’s hers now.

As I toss my shirt on top of my jacket, I reach for the band of my borrowed sweatpants, and pull them and my boxers down to my ankles, then kick them off.

“Damn,” Belle groans, and I smirk. Ignoring her, I walk into the shower, then shut the glass door and turn the hot water on. When the steam rises, I use some body wash and grip my cock, stroking it.

If I happen to moan loudly to tease a bratty omega… Well, then she better hurry up and join me or this tiled wall will be getting my cum.

The door opens, and a blast of cool air hits my heated skin. “Why are you so fucking hot,” Belle complains, and I laugh.

Turning, I continue to jack myself, gripping my knot and holding it. Belle whimpers and drops to her knees, opening her mouth.

“I don’t think you deserve my cock, Vixen,” I coo, groaning as my knot aches to be inside her. Fuck, Belle on her knees for me will stay in my thoughts for a long time.

“Please, Alpha, I need it,” she whines, and my balls tighten. I nod, giving her permission, because I’m not sure I could even speak right now. She moves closer on her knees and grips my cock.

Her tiny hand, trying to wrap around me, is going to have me exploding too soon. She opens her mouth again and sticks her tongue out. I smack my tip against it a few times, before she sucks me in.

Damn, I have missed her lips wrapped around me, but this time I am knotting her tight cunt, not her mouth. Grabbing my ass, she pulls me further into her mouth and hums. My legs shake, and I know that I need to hurry this up.

Shifting back from her, I grab her arm and pull her up, so that I can kiss her lips.

“Do we need some form of protection?” I ask. Belle looks over my shoulder, her eyes growing hazy.

“No, I’m covered. I have the implant… My father wanted to make sure I didn’t return from the Academy with any bastards. His words, not mine.”

“That’s fucked up,” I growl, lifting her, she wraps her arms around my neck, and her legs around my hips. My cock slips in her slick and I groan, placing my forehead against hers.

“It’s just how he is; has to control every moment of my life,” she whispers, and I sigh.

She’s not going back to her house. She’s staying with us. I have made a decision, and I am going to follow through. She can pop in, pack her shit, but then I’m going back to get her. I will marry this omega if need be.

“Please, stop teasing me, Angel,” she groans, and I laugh. My cock has a mind of its own, as the tip keeps sliding inside her and out.

“Fuck, you feel amazing, Vixen,” I moan, and she whimpers. I love when she loses herself for me. I can’t wait to have her during her heat. To knot and fuck her over and over again.

“Please, I need your knot,” she moans as I thrust deeper inside of her. Then I spin us so she’s under the hot water now, so I can fuck her into the wall. “Angellll,” she moans, and I smirk, picking up the pace.

“This is going to be fast, baby girl,” I warn as I pick up the pace, my knot hitting just right, as she clenches my cock so tight. “Fuck, you feel like sin. Something this perfect must be a trick,” I mumble, then cringe.

Damn, that was cheesy, but she’s so lost in the moment. I don’t think she heard me. Her slick coats my thighs, I groan at how badly I want to knot her… No, I need to knot her.

I shove myself harder, reaching around to rub her clit. I need her completely ready for me. “Come, Vixen,” I grunt as my knot continues to try to slip in. “Let me in, baby girl,” I order, and her head tips back, smacking into the wall as she comes all over my cock, and my knot slips inside with a pop.

“Fuck, yes,” I groan, shifting a little then finally filling her with my cum.

“Don’t stop. Please, Alpha,” she cries out, gripping me even tighter and digging her nails into the back of my neck.

“Fuck, Belle,” I roar, cumming once more. My knees shake, and I need to sit down. Turning us, I slide down the tiled wall onto the shower floor, letting the hot water rain down around us.

Leaning my head against the wall, I begin to purr, and Belle looks up at me before kissing my lips until I can hardly breathe.

Yeah, I’m not letting her leave us. It’s official, Belle is ours, and she will be wearing my bite before the end of this year. That’s only a week and a half away. No pressure.

BECKETT

Belle’s moans echo through the bathroom and my cock is about to burst. Tate groans himself, and I look over at him. His skin is flushed, and he’s pacing. Turning my tablet off, I remove my glasses, placing them on the nightstand.

Standing, I strip my clothes, keeping eye contact with Tate the whole time. I think tonight I’ll be in charge. I’m feeling off balance and could use the control right now. “Do you want this?” I ask him, and he nods, groaning.

“Yes, Alpha,” he purrs, and my cock leaks pre-cum from the tip, dripping down my shaft to my knot.

“Strip.” He doesn’t hesitate to kick off his shoes, then continues to rip off his clothes, throwing them everywhere. Moving closer to me, he grips my hair tight and kisses me, while taking his cock and mine, using lube he begins rubbing them together, making them glide easily.

“Fuck, I love the way you feel against me,” I groan, and he smirks against my lips. Shit! He’s such a brat. Smacking his ass hard, I pull away from him and point toward the bed.

“Present yourself for me, baby,” I order and he groans, doing as I said.

When he’s ready for me, I gently prep him by eating his ass. Moving my tongue around his tight hole. Fuck, he tastes amazing, and his scent has my head spinning.

“Beck, fuck,” he grunts as I slip my lubed fingers inside, stretching him for me. He’s never taken my knot, but tonight he’s going to. I am finally going to knot my alpha.

“Ready, baby?” He nods, and I grip my cock, using a lube packet to get him more lubricated. The moment my tip is inside him, my balls tighten, and I know this isn’t going to be long. “Touch yourself, Tate.”

Gripping his cock, he starts to fuck his fist, and the sounds are filthy. Pressing forward, I slip in a few more inches, all the way to my knot. He groans loudly, and I notice that Belle and Angel are quiet.

The thought of them watching us has me even closer. I give a few practice thrusts, making sure he’s really ready for me before picking up the pace. Gripping his hips I fuck into him harder.

“Fuck, Beck, baby,” he babbles, and I bite my bottom lip. So fucking hot.

I spit along his crack, getting him ready for my knot. I don’t want to hurt him, but I need to knot him. I need to fill his tight little hole with my cum. I need to lock myself to the man I love, and I think I might even be ready for his bite, but not tonight.

“Fuck, Tate, your ass is mine,” I grunt, pressing harder as my knot begins to push inside.

“Shit, Beck, it’s so big. Fuck! I don’t think I can. Oh GOD!” he shouts as I lock inside of him. I can’t stop myself. I come immediately, filling his ass with my cum.

“Make yourself come, Tate,” I bark, and he grunts loudly as his hips jerk and he makes a mess of the bedding.

He’s trembling. I wrap my arms tight around him, and kiss his back, until he turns and I can finally taste his lips. I love this alpha. He’s mine. My pack. My family and Belle is my omega, but she’s not ready to learn that yet, but it’s only a matter of time before truths are revealed.
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The morning comes too soon, and Ken is knocking on our door. Angel gets up and answers as I try to wake up. The scent of coffee fills my nose, and I groan. Fuck, I love that man. Not really, but he does treat us well.

Angel shuts the door and brings our tray of drinks over. Peppermint mocha for me and tea for Tate. I’m not sure what Belle likes, but she moans after her first sip. Angel licks his lips, and his cock perks up.

“Nope, big guy, we do not have time for that,” Belle sasses, rolling her eyes. Handing him her drink, she climbs off the bed, and we all groan as her ass is exposed. She slept in a cropped gray hoodie and no panties.

She was still locked with Angel after a second round in the bathroom, but he moved them to the bed when Belle started to fall asleep wrapped in his arms.

She’s changing us all. Even in a few short days, and the guys don’t even know if she’s their match too. I think she is. She’s too perfect for us not to be.

She’s making me think about the future for the first time ever. Something that would usually put me into a tailspin or an anxiety attack.

Getting dressed, we finish our drinks, leave a large cash tip for the maid, because this room needs sanitation, then leave. Ken waits for us at the check out desk and gives me a sad smile as we join him.

“Angel, why don’t you and Belle go wait in the car. Tate and I have something to do,” I say, and he nods, taking Belle’s hand, leading her toward the automatic doors. The limo is right out front, waiting.

The moment she’s outside Ken speaks. “Your father has found you a bride and wants you to meet her the night we get to LA. He said this one is the omega for you, and if you refuse he’s going to cancel the rest of your tour.”

“He can’t fucking do that,” Tate roars, putting his hands in his hair, tugging.

I grab my phone and immediately call Russel Baron, Tate’s father and the owner of our label.

“Beck, you don't -,” Tate starts but I cut him off. I point to the limo and he nods, knowing exactly what I'm trying to say.

“Beckett, I was wondering when you would call. I’m assuming you heard the good news. Wait until you meet her. She will be the perfect omega for you all.”

“Sir, what happened to the dates we had on the schedule?” I ask, hoping to bring some sense back into the man.

The last few months I swear he's been losing his mind.

“They have been cancelled and we sent the lovely omegas VIP tickets to your Georgia show. Everything has been handled. Tate will come to the house on Christmas Eve alone to meet his new bride.”

“The fuck I will,” Tate growls, taking the phone from me.

“I will not be coming alone. Beck and Angel will be there too. She's not just my omega, father. And what if we happen to meet our mate before this meeting?”

Tate's father laughs until he starts to have a coughing fit. It takes a few wheezes for him to catch his breath, and Tate looks at me.

His eyebrows are furrowed, and I shrug. Maybe he just has a cold. It is that time of year.

“You have spent five years gallivanting, Tate. It's time for you to settle and give me grandbabies. I miss the little pitter patter of tiny feet. This house is too big for just me. It's time, son. As for the others, we don't want to overwhelm the little omega. They can meet her later. You will be marrying her after all,” he states, and then yawns.

“Don't let me down, Tate.” He ends the call, and I grab my phone before it's thrown into a wall.

“Fuck,” Tate roars, and I sigh.

Well this just turned our world upside down.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


TATE

How the hell are we going to do this? I'll admit I still don't fully trust Belle, but I know Angel is ready to drop everything and make her his, and she's Beck's scent match.

Fuck! Everything is so damn complicated now.

Ken clears his throat, bringing me back to the present, and I groan.

“Something else is going on here,” Beck states, lifting his hand and squeezes my arm. My heart races, and I pull him by the hand into my chest.

I just need a hug from him right now. What if this omega does not accept our relationship?

“It will all be okay, Tate. I won't let anything get in the way of our future,” Beck says, running his hands along my back and purrs.

I start to calm, and Ken clears his throat, reminding us that we are now on a time schedule.

We have only a few days to get to LA, or my father may stop our tour and disappoint so many of our loyal fans. I won't allow that to happen… Even if it means I have to marry an omega I don't even know.
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We stop at a rest stop in Tennessee, and Belle bursts out of the car, Angel following her. I guess she had to pee.

Beck hands me his tablet, and I see the list of pros and cons he's been making. I'd laugh if my head wasn't so fucked up right now.

“The con list is larger than the pro,” he warns me, but I can see that. “I think we need to tell Belle who I am,” he mutters, shocking me.

“Are you ready for that, baby? Don't rush things if you're not. She still can't scent you. You have more time.”

Shaking his head, he groans and removes his glasses, then rubs his temples.

This is a tick of his that shows me how affected he is by everything. “What if she rejects me, Tate. I never imagined we would get to spend this much time together, and the more we talk the more I like her, but…”

“She won't reject you, baby. If anything I think she will be excited. She's falling for us, Beck. I can tell. Which makes this so much more fucking complicated.”

Ken puts the partition window down and gives us a look. “I'm going to pick up Rich in the next hour. He's going to drive us through the night.”

“Rich is coming?” I say with a big grin. I've missed my friend and bodyguard. He's been quiet in our group chat, and I was worried he's been pissed off at us.

“Yes. He flew in this morning. LA flights are running on schedule, and the weather here is a lot better,” he says, then yawns, and I can see how tired he is.

“Sounds good, Ken, thank you for everything. Remind me to give you a raise,” I joke, and he cracks a smile. We already pay him well, and he never accepts a raise from us.

He lost his family in a fire about ten years ago, and he looks at us like his sons. He's family. Blood isn't always thicker.

“Since we are alone we need to discuss the event next week. Poppie is scheduled to sing three songs with you guys, then she asked if she could do an original with Angel. I guess she's wanting to branch out on her own.”

“Yeah, that's fine, but move her to the end. She can be our closer. I don't know how this omega meeting is going to go. We may have to increase security.”

Beck nods, taking his tablet and writing something down. He's always so proficient. Even if he wasn't pack, he would have had this job.

There is no one better.

Ken sighs, and I look over at him. He's frowning and looks genuinely upset. “Ken, is everything okay?” I ask, and he grunts.

“I think you should tell Miss Belle. I can see the way she's falling for you all, and if you're going to break her heart in the end she needs to know now, so she may decide whether to continue this trip with you. We can put her on a flight to LA at any time now.”

I didn't even think about that… Maybe we should all just fly back. I'm about to speak my thoughts when Beck growls.

“No, I’m not ready for her to go yet. We will continue the drive to LA. End of topic,” he snaps, then winces. “I'm sorry, Ken. But no, Belle stays until we reach her home.”

Ken nods, then turns back to face the windshield. Beck turns his tablet off and puts his glasses back on before sliding down in the seat.

“We better piss before we get back on the road,” he mumbles, and I nod, following him. I can see his shoulders are slumped, and this is weighing on him.

Angel has Belle in his arms, swinging her around as she laughs. Her cheeks pink from the windchill and her hair messy. She looks beautiful, and happy.

Beck freezes watching the same show and I can see how sad he is. Reaching for him, I take his hand. “I have to at least meet with this omega, but it doesn’t mean that you have to accept her. Belle is yours, Beck.”

“And you’re mine, Tate. I’ll be fine. I guess it’s a good thing that she doesn’t know who I am to her, huh?”

He lets me go and takes off for the bathroom, the long way, avoiding passing Angel and Belle. Reaching into my pocket, I pull out my phone and make a call. If I am going to be marrying someone then it’s not going to be a stranger.

BELLE

“What’s taking so long? I hope they aren’t sick,” I say as we wait for Tate and Beck to come back to the car. It’s been over an hour of us sitting here. I look at Angel, but he doesn’t seem bothered.

“They are probably fucking in the bathroom, Vixen.” My eyes widen and I have to squeeze my thighs together.

“In a public place?! Really? Wow,” I gasp, and he laughs at me. Pulling me into his arms, he presses a kiss onto my head and sighs.

“You are seriously so innocent, Belle. How did I get so lucky?” he mumbles and I laugh, pulling away from him.

The way he talks has me wishing for things that can never be. Ken clears his throat and I look his way.

“Is everything okay, Ken?” I ask and he nods, then rubs his eyes.

“Yes, Miss Belle. I’m just getting tired. I think I need to make a coffee run,” he says, then yawns and I frown.

“I really wish I could drive. This isn’t fair to you. You better be asking for a big raise after this,” I say and he laughs, shaking his head.

“Not necessary, honey. I would have done this for free.”

Angel leans forward and whispers something to Ken, but I can’t hear what. Doesn’t take long for me to find out though.

Christmas music begins to play and Angel takes my hand. “Sing with me, Vixen,” he says, then starts to sing and my jaw drops.

Holy fuck! He can sinngggg. He gives me a smirk, the cocky alpha. I join him, harmonizing on one of my favorite songs and he smiles wider. His voice is gritty, powerful and I can tell he’s had some form of training.

Fuck, he’s even hotter now. I’m dripping as the song ends and about ready to rip his clothes off when the door opens and Beck enters. His face is flushed and his hair messy.

I guess Angel was right about them having a moment in the bathroom. He looks around. “Where’s Tate?” he asks and my eyebrows raise.

“Wasn’t he with you?” I ask and his eyes widen as he shakes his head.

“No, I needed a few minutes to myself, so I went on a walk as I thought.”

“I’m sure he’s fine,” Angel says, taking out his phone and texting his cousin.

I am so fucking confused right now. Ken starts to sing a new song and Angel joins in, probably trying to change the tension in the car now. I hum and Beck lip syncs, staring out the window.

I move over to him and take his hand, startling him. He tangles our fingers together and I lean my head on his shoulder. Sighing, he relaxes a little and I preen. Ever since that night together I feel as if he’s avoiding me, even if we are only a few feet apart.

He’s distanced himself from me and I don’t know why. Angel stops singing and shows us his phone.

Tate: I’m on a call with my dad. I’ll be back in a few.

Beck stiffens and looks at Ken. I can see him staring back at him through the rearview mirror. They seem to have an unspoken conversation and when Ken shakes his head, Beck sighs and wraps his arm around my shoulders, holding me closer, relaxing once more.

I don’t know what’s going on, and honestly these alphas are still essentially strangers to me, but even as they keep their secrets, I don’t feel threatened. If anything they make me feel safe.

Shit! I’m totally falling for these three.
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I must have dozed off again. I wake up wrapped tight in someone's arms, with a fluffy blanket wrapped around me. There is a beautiful voice singing and I don’t want to interrupt. Wait, is that Beck?

Tate stops the song and I sigh, snuggling deeper. “That’s good, but I think I like this better for the chorus,” Beck says quietly, then sings again.

Lies been told from birth to twenty-one

Life don’t stop we live on

Heaven help this fool erase a mistake or two, and help him to see he was wrong.

I need to get back to a time I felt like trying

Life doesn't stop, we keep on.

Time to pick myself up from off of the ground.

No more crying, or feeling like dying.

It’s time for us to move on.

“Yes, I like that,” Tate says and I can hear a scratching noise as if he’s jotting something down on a piece of paper.

Are they writing a song?

Angel joins in and sings the lyrics Beck just said and I get shivers down my spine. Wow, these men sound incredible together.

Opening my eyes, I watch Tate and Angel adding stuff to a notebook. “You guys should be in a band,” I mumble, my voice cracking a little. Beck stiffens and stops singing.

Angel leans forward, his blue eyes twinkling and laughs. “We should, huh?” he sasses and I sit up more.

“Yeah, you guys sounded incredible just now,” I mutter and he sighs, leaning back and crossing his arms. It looks like he wants to say more, but Tate interrupts.

“It’s just something we do to pass the time,” he says and then closes his notebook. I notice how weathered it is, like he’s had it a very long time.

Ken parks, and I look out the window. Oh, he’s at one of my favorite restaurants. I groan. “Please tell me this isn't a bathroom stop, because I would kill someone in cold blood right now for a burger.”

The guys all laugh at me. Crossing my arms, I pout. “I don't see what's so funny. I was being serious. Now feed your omega before she takes a bite out of one of you.”

Beck chokes on his sip of water and my eyes widen. Shit! I didn't mean to say I was theirs. Even though it feels like I am. I was completely joking.

“Come, Vixen, let's get you fed. I'm sure Ken would like a steak and we have to wait for Rich to get here,” he says and I take his hand when he offers.

“Wait, Rich, as in your best friend? Why is he coming here?”

Angel told me all about their friend and I have been curious about him.

“He works for our father's company. He has clearance to drive the limo, so he's coming to give Ken a break.”

“Oh, that's so nice. So we are driving through the night then?” I ask, stretching once we are out of the car.

“Yeah, we need to get to LA. Tomorrow we will stop for the night though. There is a place in Arizona that we need to go to…”

He trails off, then frowns. Beck and Tate are quiet as well and I worry that I'm missing something, but the moment the restaurant door opens for me and the smell of sizzling meat comes into contact with my scent deprived nose, I moan.

Damn my blockers are starting to wear off. Beck laughs and moves closer to me to kiss my forehead and I melt.

Right here into a puddle. Not to mention the slick filling my panties. But I can disclose that these new ones are the shit. They haven't worn off like that cheap pair, once.

He smells yummy, but it’s faint.

“Hi, welcome to Cheddars… Oh My Fucking God… you… your…” the hostess stammers until her eyes roll back and she faints.

Ken just manages to catch her before she hits the concrete floor.

Ummm… I look at the guys and everyone seems concerned, except Tate.

“She must know who our father is,” he mumbles with a sigh and Beck takes my hands, leading me to the bathrooms.

Angel waves someone over who looks like the manager and he talks to him for a few moments. They shake hands and then Angel turns to Tate as they speak. Beck pulls me around the corner to the restrooms and I stop, yanking my hand away.

Crossing my arms, I frown. “What is going on, Beckett?”

He groans and runs his fingers through his tangled dirty-blond hair. His eyes look worried.

“Belle, listen, I need to tell you something.” He moves closer and puts his hand around the back of my neck, pulling my lips to his. Kissing me hard until my head spins. “Mine,” he growls and my eyes widen as his scent hits me like a cloud of chocolate and coconut.

“Holy shit. Holy Shit,” I mumble, my eyes huge. He’s my… I’m his. Looking over my head, he smiles big at someone, but I never get to see who it is. Something hard smacks me in the back of the head, then total blackness.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


BECKETT

“Baby, baby, wake up. Fuck, Angel he needs a doctor.” Someone shakes me, and I peek open my eyes, but my head is killing me. What the hell happened?

“Hey, easy,” Ken says as I try to sit up. My temple throbs, and when I reach up, pressing on it, it’s sticky.

Bringing my fingers out so I can see what it is, my stomach twists. Blood? “Belle,” I groan, and Tate freezes.

“Belle did this?” he shouts, and I wince, shaking my head a little.

“No, someone came up to us and knocked her out, then hit me. I think he was familiar, but I can’t remember. He took her, Tate.”

“Yeah, I'm not so sure about that, baby. Her things are missing from the car. That was the first place Angel checked when we couldn’t find you guys. Her bags are gone and all of her blankets. It’s like she was trying to remove every sign that she was even here.”

“No, that’s not right,” I groan, then look around me. “Where the fuck am I?” I’m in a dark hallway, on the floor, but it doesn’t look familiar.

“It’s the storage area of the restaurant. We have been looking for you for three hours, Beck. Losing our fucking minds… and we had to call the cops, so I’m sure we will be all over the media soon.” Angel has the decency to wince, but I would have done the same thing.

“It’s okay. I will handle it, but first we need to get back to the car. I’ll need my laptop. I can track Belle,” I mumble, and Tate barks out a laugh, shaking his head.

“I wouldn’t expect anything less from our little hacker,” he says, then helps me onto my feet. I’m not stable by any means, and I need to lean on him. Angel comes to my other side and helps as we escape out a side door.

Ken runs ahead to start the car, then inform the police that I was found. The parking lot is a sea of blue and red and fuck, yep, theres the media. They are going to eat this shit up. I’m surprised Tate’s dad isn’t calling yet.

As we reach the car, I instantly smell it before the door is opened. “Someone used descenting spray. The whole car reeks of it,” I say, then cough, and Tate looks murderous.

“Why would they do this? Who would do this?” I climb in and grab my bag, but my laptop is missing.

“They took my backpack. I need to go to a Best Buy or something right now. I can’t track her without my laptop, or at least a tablet.”

“So she’s not only a little heartbreaking omega, she’s a thief,” Tate growls, and Angel looks heartbroken. He’s shaking his head, but the evidence isn’t helping things.

“I still think someone took her. Someone we know, but I can’t remember. It’s just a feeling,” I mutter, resting my head against the leather seat, trying to think.

Tate shouts next to me, and I jump. “Where the fuck is Rich? You don’t think…”

“No, he would never hurt me. He’s our friend, and your bodyguard. Call him. I’m sure he’s just delayed,” I mutter, and Angel pulls out his phone. I notice he’s changed his home screen to a photo of him and Belle.

Fuck. Please, baby, please don’t tell me you betrayed us.

ANGEL

I continue to call Rich for the next day and a half, but it’s all the same. His voicemail. I am so sick of hearing his voice, and now it’s filled with messages of me shouting, pleading, and trying to reason with him.

Tate is pissed, and Beck is beside himself. After we cleaned up his cut, Ken took us to a mall, but the stores were closed for the night. We haven’t been able to replace his stolen electronics.

A lot of stores are closed for the holidays. Which makes sense, but this is bullshit. Why would Rich do this? If he is responsible… I refuse to think Belle left us without even a goodbye, or a note.

She had to know how much I was falling for her. She’s everything I never knew I needed in an omega, and she’s mine. Scent match or not. I am hers.

Ken pulls over, and he looks awful. His skin is pale, and he has dark shadows under his eyes. Rich was supposed to give him a break, but instead we’ve been racing to LA. I have a feeling that’s where we will find my Vixen.

“Guys, I’m sorry, but I can’t keep going. My eyes are closing, and I don’t want to kill anyone.”

“I do. I want to beat Rich to a bloody pulp and then if he’s still breathing, burn him alive,” I growl, and Tate scoffs. Beck doesn’t even react.

“Ken, can you get us to the next airport? My dad said our tour bus is waiting in Arizona. We will just fly there.”

“No, I’m not going to Arizona. Let’s just fly to LA. Get this shit trip over with,” Beck mutters, and I have to agree with him. This trip started off amazing, but now we are all in a Hell of someone else’s making.

“Yeah, plus I have my tablet at home. We can finally track her,” Tate grunts, and I am ready to beat his ass.

“She didn’t leave us, Tate, so drop the fucking attitude.”

Ken yawns, cracks another energy drink, then continues driving us. “After I drop you off, I am getting a hotel room, but I’ll continue the drive tomorrow,” he says, and I feel bad.

“No, you are getting on a plane with us. The car can stay in Oklahoma. My father will get over it,” Tate mutters, and Ken nods.

I stare out the window as we drive, wishing Belle was still here in my arms. I enjoyed our cuddles, and I fucking miss her. Beck sighs and moves to sit next to me. Tate is coloring again, but it’s aggressive.

“My memory is still hazy, but I think right before I was hit, she scented me. We kissed, and when she pulled away, her gray eyes were wide and she was stammering. Do you think she freaked out and ran after learning I was hers?” he asks quietly, and I turn to look at him.

“Belle didn’t leave us, and I will die on this hill until I convince you. She wasn’t malicious, not like her… Fuck!” I shout, and the car swerves.

“Angel, don't do that!” Ken barks, and I wince.

“Sorry.”

Tate looks at me like I’m fucking crazy and maybe I am. “I think I know where Belle is, and she’s in danger.”
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As we touch down at LAX, I don’t bother with luggage, as Ken will grab it. Rushing through the airport, I ignore the people who recognize me and race out to the parking garage. Uncle Russel has a car there waiting for us.

“Are you sure about this?” Beck asks, and I nod.

“Yes, but first we need to run to the studio and get something.”

Tate jumps in and off we go into the LA traffic. This place is crazy and my knee won’t stop bouncing. I am anxious as hell. We are so damn close.

“So, what’s the plan?” Tate asks, chewing a piece of gum. He still think Belle tried to fuck with us, and I am over it. If he keeps this shit up I may leave his ass on the side of the highway.

“The plan is to go to the studio for five minutes tops, then storm Belle’s family home. I don’t care how powerful her father is. He’s going to meet the end of my 45.”

Beck freezes and looks at me. “You’re getting your gun!” he shouts, and I wince. “Have you lost your fucking mind? The media’s already having kittens about what happened in Tennessee. We can not risk any more headlines, Angel. You have a charity concert next week for the veterans. Are you really going to let them down?”

Crossing my arms, I grumble. I know he’s right, but I saw the fear in Belle’s eyes when she would talk about her dad and that creep in New York.

“These aren’t good people, Beck, we are going to need protection, and Rich is out of the question.”

“If I may speak up, Sir,” the driver says and we look his way. “Mr. Baron has arranged a full security detail that he’s personally vetted, and we have an undercover team watching Belle’s father’s estate.”

“Wait, so my father is actually trying to help us? I called him begging he let me marry Belle, and he said no again and again.”

“You did what?” Beck gasps, and Tate takes his hand.

“I saw how much the wedding was weighing on you. I called my dad in Tennessee and told him all about Belle and her being our possible scent match. He refused. Said our omega was already chosen.”

Tate runs his hand through his hair and sighs. “I don’t know what made him change his mind, or even if he did.”

We’re quiet the rest of the way to the studio. I’ve changed my mind on my gun, but I am grabbing my taser. Never know when a prick needs a shock.

BELLE

As I open my eyes I instantly know that I have been drugged. It doesn’t surprise me to see the twinkle lights and pale lavender canopy of my childhood bed. What does shock me is the man sitting at the end of my mattress staring at me.

He’s so familiar, yet he looks completely different. “Paul,” I croak, and he sighs, leaning closer to hand me a drink. I don’t accept it, and he laughs.

“You always were smart, Bella,” he says using the nickname he would call me when we dated.

“What happened? Why am I here?” I ask, and he shakes his head, offering me the glass again.

“It’s just water. You need fluids before tomorrow.” I hesitantly take it from him, and he gives me that grin I once loved.

His red hair flops over his hazel eyes, and he still has that boyish swagger. I always resented my father for keeping us apart. Paul was my friend before he became my lover. I didn't care about his social stature.

He was kind to me, but that doesn’t explain… “Why are you here, Paul?”

“I just don’t get it, Bella, how did you meet them? From LA to NY. You were never supposed to know.”

I furrow my eyebrows. “What are you talking about? Who?”

He groans, then stands and begins to pace. “Don’t play dumb, Bella. You were always the smartest omega in the class.”

Moving the glass I place it on my nightstand table. He may say it’s safe, but I’m not trusting it right now. This man is not the same as the one I loved. Kicking the blanket off, I move slowly.

It’s not my first time being drugged, and it won’t be my last. My heat is any day now and I know my father is going to keep me asleep for it. He never cared about my well being or how much pain I was in.

I may have been knocked out, but I still felt pain. He never bothered to give me medication to ease my discomfort. It was brutal, and I am not looking for a repeat performance.

When I get my feet steady on the floor, Paul stops moving and offers me his hand. It’s clammy and gross.

“Sorry,” he grumbles, letting me go and wiping it on his pants. He seems nervous, and there are shadows under his eyes. Honestly now that I’m getting a better look at him, he looks like shit.

“What’s going on, Paul? Please tell me. I hate being blindsided,” I groan as the room spins. Placing my hand on my stomach, I pray I don’t hurl.

“How did you meet my boys? The Knotty Trip? How the hell did my worlds collide so exponentially?”

“What?” I gasp, and sit back down on the bed. My mind whirls, and all I can see are the damn signs that I missed. The way they were upset I hated the band. The singing. The song writing. The hostess. “Holy shit!”

“Oh this is precious. You didn't know. You have been their little pet for days and didn’t even know the alphas you were alone with. Did you fuck them? I bet you did. Let me guess… Tate right? He always gets the omega sluts,” he sneers, and I glare as my eyes fill.

“How do you know them?”

“We have been friends for a long time, but they call me by my last name, Rich instead of Paul.”

Rich? Fuck. My heart aches. Why didn't they tell me? I made an ass out of myself. I even gave Angel his own CD. Wow, I bet they all had a nice laugh at my expense.

“Get out,” I croak, and he cackles, watching as my heart breaks. My chest hurts. Physically it feels like a dagger is sticking into me, shredding what was left of myself. I was vulnerable. I let them…

“I’m going to be sick,” I rush out, then race to the ensuite, just making it as I lose what stomach bile I have. I feel like I haven’t eaten in a few days, and who knows how long I’ve been drugged for.

“Gross. Don’t tell me they knocked your whore ass up,” Paul groans, and I shake my head.

God he’s so dumb. “You knew my father forced me to get the implant,” I mumble, then stand and brush my teeth. Not caring that he’s watching, I strip my clothes and step into the shower.

It’s not like he hasn’t seen it all before. He was my first and only until Beckett, and then Angel. Or should I call them Knotty Trip? Like what the fuck! And Beckett, I can’t even think about him right now.

I scented him, and he’s mine, and I think he’s known it since that first night at the airport, but he never said a word. I guess he was hoping I’d leave before finding out. How heartless can someone be?

Even after learning that I was destined to be an alpha’s whore.

Maybe it’s for the best that Paul kidnapped me and brought me here. I’m not worth their breath, and I doubt I will ever see them again.

I quickly wash, and when I step out of the shower, Paul is there with a towel.

“So can you tell me how you know them?” I ask, trying to fight the second round of tears.

He laughs and shakes his head. “I’ve known them longer than you, Bella. I’m their friend, Rich.”

My hands shake, and the towel falls. He gives my chest an appreciated glance, licking his lips, and I cringe, bending to pick it up and cover myself once more.

“You’re the friend they were waiting for at the restaurant. What, did they plan this all along? If they didn’t want me around I would have left on my own. They didn't have to go to such extremes,” I growl, getting angrier at the thought.

“Oh, Bella,” he says with a smile on his face. “I’m going to enjoy this. Hurry up and get dressed. Your father is waiting for you in the kitchen.”

He walks out and leaves me confused, and my heart shredded and bleeding on the bathroom tile. The moment my bedroom door closes, I fall to the floor and sob. Why did I ever think things could be different?


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


BECKETT

As we reach the studio the paparazzi are even crazier than normal. “This is fucking insane,” Angel mutters, staring out the tinted window. Fans scream and cry for us, holding signs and swag.

Usually we would get out of the car, and stand at the rope while the guys would sign things and take photos, but no one is in the mood right now. “Do you want me to stop?” the driver asks, but I shake my head.

No, I don’t want to waste an hour of time, when we can get this bullshit stop over with, and then go get Belle. I have a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach, and it will not leave. Karl parks as close to the side door as he can, and we climb out.

Tate is still grumpy, but I don’t have the mental capacity to calm him. My head is a mess. I am trying so hard not to break down, or have a panic attack right now. Angel opens the door, and we enter the studio, freezing as an annoying brunette stands and walks toward us.

“I thought you forgot about me,” she purrs, and I groan.

Kella Talline, the bane of our existence, and the president of The Knotty Trip’s fanclub. She has been running our social media accounts for the last year when the beta we hired left unexpectedly.

“We don’t have time for interviews today, Kella, we will need to reschedule. I’m sorry something has come up,” I say, politely, even though the sound of her voice makes me cringe.

I have never trusted her. She has shady eyes.

“Oh, well that’s too bad. If you want I can just come with you, and do the interview in the car?” she suggests, and I shake my head.

“Afraid that won’t be possible, but call me tomorrow, and I will let you know when we are free.”

Pouting, she looks at Angel, and he crosses his arms. “Ang, baby, do you really want me to go,” she coos, batting her eyelashes, and Tate steps forward.

“Leave now, Kella. We have shit to do, and you can’t come with us,” he growls, and her eyes widen. I can smell how turned on she is, and it’s nasty.

Grabbing her purse from the empty reception desk, she huffs and storms out the door. Once the door slams behind her, I turn toward Merry, our receptionist, and she walks up to Angel, giving him a hug.

“I’m sorry guys, she was just so damn persistent. I don’t even know how she knew you were coming in today. We didn’t expect your return for two more days,” she says and moves to give Tate a hug.

I’m not one for people touching me, so she just gives me a smile.

“It’s fine, but I think we need to revoke her privileges. She’s taking advances lately. And don’t think I didn’t notice she attacked that fan for being too close to Tate a few weeks ago,” I say, and she nods.

“I agree, honey. She seems to think that she owns you. Very possessive. I will take care of it, but you all look exhausted. Go home and get some rest. You have that interview with Good Morning LA in a few days. Tate, you will need to explain what happened, and why you reported Beckett and a mysterious omega kidnapped.”

Tate groans, and nods. “Yeah, I knew that was coming. I’ll handle it. Thanks Merry. Angel hurry up. We will wait in the car.”

He takes my hand and tries to turn us, but I freeze. “Merry, may I use your tablet?” I ask her and she walks to her desk before bringing it back to me. I take it greedily, then move to one of the chairs in the lobby.

Tate drags his feet, but follows. “Beck, baby, are you sure about this? We still don’t know if this was all a huge scheme. Belle might not have even been aware of it, but she was a part of it.”

“Tate, I say this with so much love, if you don’t shut the fuck up, I am going to knot punch your ass and toss you in the trunk,” I growl, giving him a glare, and he sits quietly next to me, groaning.

“Fuck, I am so turned on right now,” he mutters, and my nostrils flare as his scent hits me.

“Not the time or place, Tate,” I grumble, adjusting my cock, and focusing on the code in front of me.

“How did you even get a tracker on Belle? Do I even want to know?”

“Beckett,” Merry gasps, overhearing Tate. “Who did you track? That is beyond the realm of consent, son,” she scolds me, and I sigh.

“After she snuck out of the hotel, I stuck a tiny tracking device in her boot. Under the insole, hardly noticeable. I didn’t trust her not to sneak off again,” I mutter, and Merry shakes her head.

“And who did you do this to?”

“My mate, Belle, the omega who was kidnapped,” I whisper, my cheeks turning ten shades darker.

“Oh, you found your scent match? Beckett,” she squeals, and Tate shakes his head, causing her to frown.

“We don’t know who she truly is yet, Merry, so bring down the excitement,” he grumbles, and I’ve had it. I warned him.

Lifting my hand I slam it on his cock, and he groans, slipping off the chair and onto the floor.

I ignore him as he apologizes and grovels at my feet. Curled into the fetal position is where Angel finds him.

“Kept talking shit about Belle, didn’t you?” he asks, putting his taser and a few other things in a backpack.

Tate groans, and I sigh. “This isn’t working. Someone must have found the tracker, but that’s insane. Rich is the one who gave them to me. They are supposed to be untraceable,” I groan, gripping my hair and pulling tight.

“Fuck!” I roar, and Merry snatches her tablet before I can smash it. I have a tendency to throw electronics.

Dropping my head into my hands, I let myself break. “This was my last chance. What do we do now?” I cry, and Tate crawls up off the floor and wraps his arms around me.

I shift to face him. “I’m still mad at you,” I grumble, and he nods.

“I know, baby, but you need me right now, and if Angel tries to comfort you, I will knot punch him,” he mutters, and I crack a smile. Merry hands me some tissues, and she frowns.

“Do you know Belle’s name? Her full name? Her address? Who her father is?” she asks, and I shake my head.

“My father has security at her home, but we don’t know if she’s even there, and the undercover guards can’t get into the gate. Her house is locked up tighter than an impenetrable prison,” Tate says, rubbing my back and purring.

I’m starting to calm down, but I still ache for her. My Belle. My omega.

“Fuck, no wonder Belle hated being there so much,” Angel mutters, and I nod, sighing.

“So what do we do next?” I ask, and Tate’s phone rings. He lets me go and digs into his pocket, answering just in time.

He talks to his dad for a few minutes, and I watch as his face becomes pale.

“Yes, I’ll be there,” he mumbles, then hangs up and turns to me.

“I guess we have to hope my father came through, and Belle is the one I’m supposed to marry… tomorrow.”

BELLE

Paul comes back to get me this time with Kella in tow. “Ah, hi, Sis,” she coos, then smirks when she sees how much of a mess I am. “Aww did you get your wittle omega heart broken,” she baby talks to me, and I want to punch her in her fake nose, but that will just make things worse.

“I don’t feel very good, Kella. Please leave,” I whisper, and she scoffs, moving closer to me. Grabbing me by the hair, she pulls me from my window seat and over to the door.

“Kella, stop, fuck, ow,” I scream, but she continues to drag me over the carpet as it burns my naked thighs, and down the hall.

“Please. I’ll walk. Please stop,” I cry, and she huffs.

“Such a fucking weakling. Mother should have aborted you. Omega trash,” she sneers, and my eyes burn for another reason now.

I should be used to this treatment. I have dealt with it ever since I turned sixteen, and woke up in a bed of slick. My maid gave me eyes of pity and ran to tell my mother. She was all too pleased, talking about the payout she would get for my worthless cunt.

“Kella! What is all this racket?” my mother shouts, coming around the corner. She has a martini in her hand and her hazel eyes are already glassy. “Oh honey, don’t waste your time on her. Come, dinner is ready.”

She holds her hand out for Kella and my sister, the peach that she is, gives me a kick in the ribs for good measure, before dropping low to whisper in my ear.

“Buckle up, Sis, father is angry and can’t wait to put you in your place. You should have stayed in Connecticut.”

After she leaves, Paul offers me a hand and has the decency to avoid my eyes as I stand, clutching my side.

“Has it always been this bad?” he asks, and I lift my eyes to his.

“Would it matter? I thought you were different, but my father bought your loyalty too. He always wins, so why bother fighting?”

I try to walk away with my head held high, but my stomach cramps, and I curl into myself. Shit. I should have a few more days!

“Bella, what’s wrong?” I glare at him, and he takes a step away from me.

Taking a deep breath, I stand again and slowly limp to the kitchen. The moment I walk into the room, I know that I’m not going to walk out of here on my own.

“Well look, the prodigal whore has returned,” my father growls, and my stomach flips. I feel dizzy, and my stomach hurts. Sweat beads on my temples and hairline, and I know that my heat is coming sooner than it should.

“You wanted to see me, father,” I say, trying to hide my pain, but he’s always been observant.

He looks at Kella and gives her a wink as she preens, then faces me again. His expression changed to a sneer.

“Sit, we have some things to discuss before tomorrow’s events.” I use the counter for support, choosing to sit on the bench away from the table. My father huffs, but allows it.

I need to clench my fists together to hide my whimpers. “Are you listening to me,” my father roars, and I jump, wincing.

“Sorry, my stomach and ribs hurt. But you have my full attention now, father.”

His nostrils flare, and he stomps over toward me, gripping my throat and pulling me to my feet. I whimper, and he gives me his signature evil grin.

“I love seeing you in pain, daughter. I can’t wait to destroy you. To watch them break you, again and again. How dare you try to defy me. Whoring around with those alphas. Waving your cunt in their faces like the omega slut you are. I bet you slicked for them real nice, didn’t you, Belle,” he groans, and my stomach flips again.

“Please stop,” I whisper and he sighs, letting me go. Turning, I take a breath, thankful this is over, but I wished too soon. Spinning around he backhands me across the face hard. I see stars and my cheek burns.

My lip stings, and I know he just cut me with his ring that he never takes off. I once had it imprinted in my spine as he punched me repeatedly in the back, threatening to paralyze me. All for asking for a new coat.

“Killen, remember we need her in one piece for tomorrow,” my mother warns, and my father grunts, backing away from me as I clutch my cheek with my hand. Tears run down my cheeks, the salty liquid stinging my lip more.

“Anka,” my father shouts to my maid.

“Yes, Sir,” she answers submissively, and I close my eyes so they won’t see me roll them. Anka is an omega and has been my dad’s plaything for years. My mother pretends not to care as she has a harem of alphas at her disposal: my father's trusted guards. Paid in blood money, and my mother’s pussy.

“Get this filth out of my sight. Make sure her face is perfect for the ceremony.”

“Yes, Alpha,” she purrs, and I internally gag. I don’t want to be hit again.

I need to get out of here. I need to run away. Escape somehow. Because the fact of the matter is I’m about to be sold, and I’m in the early stages of my heat.

I thought the alpha’s betraying me was the most terrible thing to happen this month. I should have known things can always get worse.

TATE

After going home and getting some much needed rest in our own beds, I woke up alone. Beck is gone, and I can’t blame him. We don’t know how today is going to go, and the fact that he can’t come with me… it doesn’t sit right.

Beck is my mate. My best friend and the love of my life. He should be by my side as I meet my potential bride. She will be our omega. The one to bear our children. I don’t have to love her, but I will treat her with kindness and respect.

She is as much a victim as I am. Maybe Angel will fall in love with her and make her happy. Leaving my room, I fix my tie and walk down the hall. We bought this place a few years after Knotty Trip hit it big.

It’s a seven bedroom estate with high ceilings and a double staircase. We have a music room and enough space to host a ball if we wanted to. The kitchen is my favorite part, and maybe the backyard.

I enjoy the outdoor kitchen and pool when we get a break. But the main reason we bought this place was for the privacy and space for kids. We want a bunch, but I thought we would start in a few more years.

Sighing, I enter the living room expecting Angel to be there, but he isn’t. Grabbing my phone, I call him, but he doesn’t pick up. Instead he texts me.

Angel: I am out shopping with Beck. We will need to make a nest for Belle.

Ugh. I groan and rub my eyes. I don’t know if Belle is our omega. I don’t even know if she’s my scent match like Beck. What if this new omega is mine, and we end up with two omegas in the future.

Fuck, that would be a huge mess. Though Belle does seem the type to accept another omega as a friend. She doesn’t seem malicious or cruel in the least. I know I judged her harshly, but I have to be the voice of reason at times and protect my pack.

I am the pack leader. I have to be the mean one at times, but if it keeps Beck and Angel safe I will be as cruel as possible. I will be the asshole. The bad guy. Every. Single. Fucking. Time.

Walking out to my car, I take a few deep breaths. Ken is there waiting, but I’m not ready.

My heart’s racing, my hands are sweating and I don’t want to go.

But I will for them. I will marry a stranger. For them.

Fuck, here we go.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


TATE

The ride doesn’t take long, and Angel keeps sending me photos of different curtain materials and blanket colors. He wants me to be included in Belle’s nest, but I still don’t even know if she’s the one I’m about to ‘meet’.

I don’t have the heart to upset him or Beck though, because I know they are hurt they aren’t here with me right now.

When we reach my father’s estate, I notice there aren’t many cars here. I thought this was supposed to be a big event. So I could get to know my omega in a crowded environment.

“Ken, what’s going on?” I ask him, and he has the decency to wince.

“Tate, I’m not supposed to tell you this, but I think it’s time that you know. Your father is sick. His only wish before he passes is for you to settle down and start a family. He doesn’t want you to have any regrets and wait too long in life to have children.”

My stomach flips, and my hands shake. “He’s sick?” I croak, and Ken turns around to face me.

“Yes, he has a rare form of cancer, and the treatments aren’t working anymore. I’m sorry, Tate. I know you’re upset right now, but I need you to put your emotions into a box, and give this omega a chance.”

I nod, wipe my eyes and take some deep breaths. I can’t think about my father’s sickness right now. I can’t think about how I’m going to lose the man I look up to and respect. Or that he might not even be around for my wedding. The birth of my first child. He’s leaving me, shaking myself, I put his illness to the back of my mind, at least for tonight.

As much as I hate what I have to do… I will do it for him. My father

Opening the door, I climb from the car and walk up the steps to my father’s front door. Rich is standing there waiting for me with a big grin on his face. “Where have you been?” I growl, and he shakes his head.

“All in good time. I’ll explain later,” he mumbles, quietly, his eyes shifting, looking for people listening to us.

“You better, or you will be thrown off a cliff and fed to the sharks,” I promise, and he shudders.

We may not be the worst alphas known, and Knotty Trip can be a good cover at times, but we will take out someone if they deserve it.

Opening the door for me, I step inside as he follows behind. I can feel the tension bleeding from his pores. It’s so thick and I step to the side, having him stand next to me. I don’t trust him to be behind me.

There is something going on with someone I thought was my friend.

As we reach the dining room, I know that I have been lied to. I step back and Rich grabs my arm, pulling me further into the room. “Behave and follow along,” he hisses, and I rip my arm away from him.

My father stands by the kitchen next to a man in a priest's cassock. He’s speaking to another man that I don’t know. He has blond hair, speckled with gray at the temples and familiar gray eyes.

“Ah, Tate, son, please come here,” my father says, and I can see how weak he is now compared to the last time I saw him.

I never would have gone on tour had I known he was dying. My eyes mist and I close them, trying to get my shit together. Ken told me as a warning, but my father doesn’t know that I know anything.

“Father, I think you have some explaining to do,” I mutter and he sighs.

“I’m sorry, Tate, but time is of the essence, and this was the only way I could think of to get you here.”

I glance around at the few chairs lined up, decorated with cloths and ribbons. The three tiered wedding cake on a table with a few other desserts surrounding it. I can admit it is a nice intimate wedding set up, but my pack should be here with me.

“Why did you exclude Beck and Angel?” I ask him, because I have to know. The man beside him speaks up, offering me his hand.

“That would be my fault. My daughter can be difficult at times, and we figured one alpha at a time. We wouldn’t want to overwhelm her,” he says as I shake his hand. The words he’s saying sound genuine, but the gleam in his eyes tells me he’s lying about something.

My father laughs and pulls me into a tight hug.

“I love you son. This will be a good thing. Just wait and see. I’m doing this because I love you, Tate.”

Pulling away from him, Rich gives me a look, but it’s full of guilt. What did he do?

“Okay, let’s get this over with,” I mutter and my father claps his hands. The kitchen doors open and the omega in question enters.

She’s wearing a thick veil hiding her face, and a beautiful wedding dress made of satin and lace. I can’t scent her and that bothers me. My blockers wore off yesterday and I was hoping if it was Belle, that I would know.

A woman that I recognize follows after her, helping to keep her steady. Is she drugged, or just bad at walking in heels?

“NO!” Kella screams, ditching the bride and rushing over to me. “You can't be serious. Him? Father!” she whines and steps up to the man I just shook hands with. Come to think of it, I never got his name.

“Kella, stop this behavior right now,” the man roars, and I notice the omega’s body twitching at the sound.

“But Daddy, noooo. She doesn’t get to have him. Or them. They are mine. Do you know what I have had to do to get my job? Bad bad things, and you’re just going to give him to her!” she screams, tears running down her face. Her mascara runs, and I’m tempted to pull out my phone and record this.

“I said enough,” the alpha barks and she huffs, crossing her arms.

Walking over to me, she throws herself into my arms, and I toss her to the ground after she tries to kiss me.

“What the fuck, Kella,” I roar and she flinches, her tears coming faster now.

“It’s not fair. That omega slut gets everything, but she can’t have you. No one can,” she roars, moving toward the cake she pushes the table, and it crashes to the floor. Grabbing the knife that was laid beside it, she darts over to the omega as if she’s going to kill her.

“Knotty Trip is mine, you ridiculous, whiny, piece of shit, omega bitch!”

“No,” I bark, chasing her, and grabbing her by the back of her perfectly styled bun. I throw her on the ground and swoop my bride into my arms.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” Kella laughs maniacally as Rich takes the blade from her, and her father grabs her arm, dragging her into another room, shouting at her.

“I’m not sure what just happened, but let’s get this wedding going, yes?” my father asks, and I nod.

The omega is still shielded, but she feels familiar in my arms. Is she? I’m almost scared to hope she’s Belle, but something feels right about this.

The priest runs through our vows, and I say, “I do.”

The omega doesn’t speak, but nods. I can hear her sniffling, and I’m starting to worry that she is drugged and not consenting to this. But my father isn’t that type of man. He would never force an omega to marry me.

“I now pronounce you Alpha and Omega, you may consummate the marriage,” the priest says, his cheeks blushing as he closes his Bible, and rushes from the room.

My father claps and follows him out. Rich stays, and I growl.

Raising his hands, he walks closer to me. “I’m just the witness, I will turn around and give you as much privacy as I can. Just remember the veil stays on until you’ve been knotted”.

I hate these stupid traditions.

I carry my omega to the couch set in the corner covered in rose petals. It reminds me of the flowers Beck got Belle, and my stomach flips. She feels warm to the touch and I worry she’s not well.

“I wish I could remove the veil, so I could look into your eyes for this,” I mutter and she relaxes a little in my arms. A whimper escapes her lips, and she squirms. Laying her onto the sofa, I lift her gown and reach for her panties.

The moment I remove them, I know who this is. She perfumes for me and my cock drips. My knot aches and I growl. “Mine.” I don’t hesitate any longer. This is Belle, my omega and now my wife. Beck always thought she would be mine and Angel’s scent match, and he was right.

She’s mine for life and I am going to knot her, bite her, and breed her. “Fuck, Belle, we have a lot to talk about, but right now, I need to fuck your hot, slicked cunt. You’re dripping for me, baby,” I coo, and she whimpers.

“Knot, cum, please.” She sounds so perfect as she begs for me. I can’t wait to get her and Beck on their knees for me as I feed them my cum. My cock is ready to explode, and I haven’t even fucked her yet.

“Tate, it hurts, please!” she whines, and I freeze.

“Belle, are you in heat?” I look back at Rich, and he nods.

“She’s been in pain since last night. Her father kept her drugged, but he needed her to be able to walk for the ceremony. Knot her and complete the bond. Hurry, then I’ll help you sneak her out of here.”

“Okay, baby, this is going to be fast, but I will take you home to Beck and Angel, and we will give you all the knots and cum you want okay?”

“Yes, fuck me!” she demands, and I smirk.

“As you wish, princess.” I slam my cock inside of her and freeze.

“Fuckkkk,” I roar as she clenches onto me, not letting me move.

“Yes, Tate, more,” she moans, arching her back. I wish I could kiss her. I hate this fucking veil.

Gripping her hips, I lean closer and wrap her legs around my waist pounding into her hard and fast. My balls already tingle and the way she smells like melted chocolate and peppermint has my head going crazy. Not to mention she’s in heat. I can’t go into a rut. I need to do this and leave.

“Please, Alpha, knot me. It hurts, I need you. I’ll be such a good omega. I’ll do anything,” she begs, and I groan as her hands come under my shirt and she claws my back.

“Fuck, Belle,” I roar, pressing harder against her. My knot is aching. It wants inside. Her slick is covering my thighs and this couch is soaked. It will need to be burned after this.

No one gets to know how my wife smells.

“Hold on, baby,” I reach down and play with her clit as I press harder, forcing my knot inside of her. She gushes around me, and I come harder than I ever have.

My head spins, my knees shake and all I want to do is sleep.

“Mark her, Tate,” Rich groans from behind me and I growl.

Finally being able to remove her veil, I rip it off of her and kiss her lips, tasting her. My knot swells as more cum fills her. She pulses around me, whimpering and whining and it’s the sweetest music to my ears.

Fuck, she’s perfect, and as I nibble along her jaw and down to her breast, I find my spot. I pierce her skin with my teeth and my cock explodes once more. I can feel our bond snapping into place.

Lights shine behind my closed eyes, she licks and sucks my collarbone before sinking her teeth into my flesh. I know this is how things were always meant to be.

“Mine,” she growls, and it’s so fucking adorable I can’t stop my laugh.

“Fuck, Belle, you don’t know how perfect you are,” I sigh and she gives me a dopey smile. Her eyelids get heavy and I pull her closer, and roll us so she can lie on top of me.

A shrieking noise hits my ears as the doors burst open, and Kella rushes at us with another blade. This one is longer than the cake knife.

“How could you, Tate. You were mine. My alpha. How could you fuck this whore? You betrayed me, and now you both have to die,” she screams. I try to shift, to protect Belle, and as I roll as sharp pain pierces my shoulder.

“You asshole,” Kella shouts, and then the blade is gone, and I hear an oomph.

“Kella, you idiot,” Rich shouts, and my eyebrows raise. I am bleeding everywhere, and the pain in my shoulder throbs. My knot starts to deflate as my father enters with Belle’s dad.

“What the fuck is the meaning of this,” my father shouts as Rich covers us with a blanket.

I appreciate him trying to keep Belle modest, but I’m still going to chain him in the basement and interrogate his lying ass.

“This was never a part of the plan, Killen,” my father continues to berate the alpha, and I would high five him if I didn’t feel like razor blades were running through my veins.

“You agreed to the contract. Ten million dollars for my daughter. You owe me. The wedding happened, and they are bonded. Ignore my ignorant child. I will deal with her when we get home.”

“You think I’m going to allow this woman to live after stabbing my son. Oh, Killen, you’re not the only one with mafia ties. Guards take them to the shed, and call Doctor Opley.”

“Please Russel, we are both men of business, fathers, and now in-laws. I beg of you. You can’t do this!” Belle’s father screams as he and Kella are taken from the room.

“No,” I grunt, removing myself from Belle, and attempting to sit. Rich helps me, but I shove his assistance away.

I don’t trust him and our friendship at this point, count it over. I watch as he realizes how much he fucked up.

Walking away, he leans against the door. His hazel eyes gleaming with hurt.

We were his friends.

“I need to get Belle home. She’s in heat,” I tell my dad, and he looks at my shoulder gushing blood. “Send the doctor to the house. Ken will drive us home. She needs her other scent matches, Dad.”

“Wait, she’s your match? I thought she was just Beck’s… Oh, son, this is wonderful news. Okay, hurry home and call me in a few days. I’d like to meet my new daughter properly… and with more clothes on.”

Even in the midst of all this drama, he makes me laugh. Tears fill my eyes and I sniffle. Fuck I am not going to be able to handle him not being around. I pretend it’s because of the pain, and when he hugs me, I squeeze him tight.

“I love you, Dad,” I tell him, and he gives me a big smile.

“I love you too, Tate. I always have and always will. Thank you for giving an old man his wishes.”

Belle groans from the couch, and Rich steps closer. “I’m only going to help bring her to the car for you,” he offers, and I nod. I don’t think I could right now.

“Fine, but then pack your bags and get the fuck out of our house,” I mutter, and he nods with a sad sigh leaving him.

“For what it’s worth. I’m sorry, and I will explain everything.”

He picks Belle up gently, and we walk out of the house to the car. Ken hands me a towel to stop the bleeding, and I roll my eyes.

Out of everyone in that damn room, he’s the only one to think to give me something.

Shit, Nina, is going to kill me for leaving a blood trail on her freshly polished floors. I groan thinking of the ass whooping I am going to be getting from our maid the next time I visit.

Once we are in the car, I call Angel and tell him everything that happened.

I hope they are ready for our needy omega.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


ANGEL

“She’s in heat?” I shout, and Beck comes running into the kitchen. We have been preparing a nest just for Belle all afternoon. Partly to keep our mind off Tate meeting an omega and the other because Belle is ours, and she will need her own space.

“Yes, so get the dirty laundry, blankets, pillows, anything you can find. And prepare for a doctor to stop by. Kella stabbed me,” he groans, and I freeze, my mouth dropping open.

What the fuck? How in the fuck?

“You were stabbed? By Kella! Bitch is so dead. Forget removing her key card access. Let me burn her house down.”

“Ugh, we can’t… Well not until Belle says it’s okay. Kella is her sister. It’s a long story. I will tell you later, but don’t forget bottles of water and snacks. Hurry. We will be home in fifteen minutes.”

He ends the call, and Beck is pacing. His eyes wide and frantic. “Who is in heat? Is it Belle? The new omega? Because I don’t think I can handle fucking someone else, Angel. I can't because my heart physically aches, and my cock is soft.”

I laugh, shaking my head as I walk to the laundry room. I’m glad we were too tired last night to wash any clothes.

Beck grabs his phone and starts googling what we need for a heat, and I’m ashamed to admit how unprepared we are for this.

“The omega is Belle. She’s ours, Beck. Oh and Tate married and bonded with her, and Belle’s sister, Kella, the skank, stabbed him.”

“What the fuck,” he shouts, chasing after me. “Is Tate okay? Where was he stabbed?”

“Yeah, it was just a flesh wound. He will be A-okay in no time. But he said to prepare a room for the doctor. We should maybe do the spare room by the garage. Less risk of another omega’s scent getting in the house.”

“Smart, okay according to the interweb, we need items with our scent on them, cozy blankets. We already bought the curtains. Lube, we should get some of that for our room, and things to keep her hydrated and fed, if she chooses to eat.”

“Shit, what if we all go into a rut and fuck ourselves to death?” he blurts, and I toss my head back laughing.

“What a way to die, amiright?” I joke, and he glares at me.

“This isn’t funny, Angel. We have never done this shit before. What if we kill Belle. Fuck, I need to..” he starts to hyperventilate. I drop the clothes on the floor and rush over to him.

“Beck, breathe, deep breaths. I won’t let anything happen to you, Belle or Tate. You’re my family. I would die before any harm came to you. Listen to my voice.”

I place his hand on my chest and let him feel the deep breaths as I take them. He soon calms and falls into my arms for a hug. I may not love him like Tate does, but he’s still my best friend.

The broken boy that would sneak into our treehouse and hide when his mother was on a bender. The one that I would buy new clothes for and tell him they were too small for me, so his pants didn’t have holes and shoes weren't pinching his toes.

I meant what I said. I would die for Beck. He is my brother, my pack, my family, and nothing is going to change that.

I pat his back, and he nods. “Thanks. I’m sorry that I’m not stronger. I’ll sterilize the room for the doctor. You get her nest ready the best you can. After this heat we will take her shopping for anything she may want. I can’t believe she’s really ours… We get to keep her… I think finally our family is complete.”

He spins and rushes off for the medical supplies we keep in the garage. This isn’t the first time we have needed a house call from the doctor.

A few minutes later, after I place all our scent-covered clothes onto the giant bed we have in the room we were making for Belle, I hear the garage door open.

“Angel,” Tate shouts, and I can smell her. Holy shit. My legs shake as I run out into the hall and down the stairs to the living room.

“She smells like minty chocolate,” I groan, and Beck laughs.

“Yeah, I’m glad your blockers wore off, because I have been going crazy all week,” he groans, then takes Belle from Ken.

“I’ll leave you three to take care of your omega. I will stop by daily and leave things to eat out on the patio,” he says, then smacks me on the shoulder and walks back outside.

“The doctor is already waiting for you, Tate,” Beck says, and he gives Belle a longing look.

“She’s out of it now, but she told me in the car on the way here that she’s really pissed off at us, but she’s fallen for us and if she asks for your bite to give it to her. But she said, and I quote, ‘We will be having a long talk in a few days.’” He shakes his head and laughs, smirking, then wincing.

“Tate, go get patched up. We will take good care of our omega,” Beck assures, and Tate leans over and kisses Belle’s head, sighs, then walks off. I watch Beck as he almost follows, then stops himself.

“Come on. Let’s get her upstairs, so when she wakes up again, we are all ready,” I suggest, and he nods.

“I can’t believe she’s really ours. I’d thought she was, and I’d hoped, but now…”

Turning, he looks at me and I can see lightness in his blue eyes. Belle has changed us all for the better, but for Beck this was more.

“She’s not going anywhere,” I tell him, and he grins.

Once we have Belle placed in the middle of the mattress, Beck runs downstairs to check on Tate while I plug in the twinkling lights we hung on the ceiling. It is Christmas after all… Well in a few days.

Might as well make this festive. We also have some books around us. It just felt right for Belle to have them in her nest. The shelves will come in a few days.

Whimpering on the bed has my focus pulled back to my omega. My cock is painfully hard for her right now, and my knot aches. Stripping my clothes, I climb onto the bed and pull her against my chest.

“Alpha,” she purrs, and my eyes roll back. I think I’m going to have a problem with her heat. I have heard about ruts, and I already struggled to control myself around my vixen.

“Shhh, I have you, baby. How are you feeling?” I ask, and she whimpers, wiggling around until her face is between my throat and shoulder.

“You lied to me. You're mine, and you let me go,” she whimpers as she slicks all down my leg. “I should hate you, but I don’t, and I need you, Angel.” Looking up at me her face is flushed, but I notice a dark shadow along her cheek, and a tiny cut on the corner of her upper lip.

I growl, and she trembles, but not in fear. I would never hurt her. I will protect her and whoever put their hands on her will pay.

“I didn’t know that you were my scent match. Beck did, but he struggled to accept that you'd want him. Please go easy on us, Vixen, because we have been so scared since you disappeared. So miserable without you.”

“Enough talking. I need you, Angel,” Belle whimpers, and throws her leg over me, straddling my cock. She grinds on top of me, and her slick drips down onto my knot and balls.

She’s burning up, and I can tell she aches. “Please, Alpha, I need your knot,” she whines, and I nod. Lifting her hips, she grips my knot and holds me in position as I lower her down.

“Ahh,” she moans, rolling her hips slowly as I place my feet onto the mattress and fuck up into her. “Yesss,” she screams, slicking even more. Our scents fill the room and all I can think is that we need to go camping soon. I need a peppermint smore like right now.

“Fuck, Vixen, you’re perfect. My perfect omega,” I groan as she swivels her hips, grinding harder. My knot budges up against her, but it’s not time yet. Chocolate and coconut hits my nose and I know Beck has joined us.

“Do you want your alpha to take your ass while I knot this pretty cunt?” I ask her, and she nods.

“Knots, cum. I need you,” she stutters, her gray eyes hazing over. I nod at Beck, and he climbs onto the mattress behind her. I can’t see what he’s doing, but I know the moment he’s joined me in her delectable body.

“Fuck, Beck, I can feel you,” I groan, and he hisses.

“She’s so tight. I’m not going to last long.”

“Please, please, knots,” Belle cries, and I push her harder onto me. Leaning down, she licks my chest and nibbles, not piercing the skin… Until she does.

“Holy fuck,” I shout, as my knot slips into place and she licks her bloody lips.

“Bite,” she whines, and I kiss her collarbone before sinking my teeth into her skin. She cums hard around my length.

“I love you, Vixen, and I am never letting you go again.”

“So fucking hot. Belle, fuck,” Beck groans as he knots her ass and she turns her head to kiss him. The sight of her wearing my mark has my head spinning and I explode inside of her, filling her with my cum.

She slicks even more, and I can’t breathe. The scents in this room, the emotions she’s pushing through our bond. The way I can feel Tate and now Beck too, has me in a haze. But it’s the most incredible thing, and I don’t ever want it to end.

BECKETT

Angel passes out as Belle sleeps on his chest. I don’t know what to do right now, but I’m locked. There is no way I can move. Tate joins us and I glance at his bandaged shoulder.

“What did the doctor say?” I ask him. My words are choked, and he moves closer, kneeling beside me.

“I’ll be fine, baby, what’s wrong?” he asks, and I give him a big smile as the tears fill my eyes.

“She bit me,” I whisper, and he smirks. “She actually chose me. And she was lucid, Tate.”

“Well, then I guess there is just one more thing to do,” he says, leaning closer to kiss my lips and he runs his hand along Belle’s back. She sighs in her sleep, and he smiles, pulling back from me.

“What?” I ask, licking my lips.

He gives me a wink, then nips my shoulder. “Bite me,” he mumbles against my skin, and I burst out in laughter as my knot starts to deflate.

“Yeah. I think you’re right,” I say, turning to him and wrapping my arms around his neck. “I’m sorry it took me so long, Tate. But now we’re complete… Well. I lean down and bite his good shoulder in the same place he marked me. “Perfect,” I sigh, and he squeezes me tighter with his one arm.

“I would have waited forever for you, Beck,” he whispers before kissing me again until I can’t breathe, and I’m the one begging for his knot.

TATE

Four days… I haven’t had a normal conversation with anyone in four days. Do you know how boring that is, and how hard it is to take care of two alphas in a rut and an omega in a heat haze… With one good arm to boot.

Fuck, I am tired and we all need showers. No matter how often I helped them clean up and changed the bedding I still have slick and cum on my skin. I can feel Beck waking up, His emotions wash over me, and I grin.

He’s happy. For the first time in forever he is content and I owe it all to our omega. To Belle. We still have a lot to discuss, and I will need her to come back to my father’s with me. Shit!

I groan and rub my eyes. My father can be a sadistic alpha when it comes to evil. I hope he’s at least fed Belle’s dad and sister. I still can’t believe that psycho stabbed me. Someone laughs down the hall, and I breathe it in.

I can’t wait until we fill this house with joy and children. I said I didn’t need an omega, but I was wrong. I should have never let my past and trauma get in the way of my pack's happiness. Looking back at my laptop screen, I finished filling out the paperwork to officially claim Belle.

She’s not only my wife, she’s my omega, and that won’t ever change.

“I’m so hungry,” Belle moans, running to the stove and eating the bacon before it’s had a chance to cool. “Oh, fuck, shit, that’s so hot,” she mumbles, and I laugh.

Realizing that I’m in the room, I watch as her cheeks blush. I love that. I hope it never changes. Even after having her in every way possible, covering her in my cum. I love how innocent and shy she acts.

“Good morning, hubby,” she sasses, leaning over the counter, giving me a peek of her naked breast under Angel’s tank-top she must have snatched.

Laughing, I roll my eyes. “Good afternoon, wife,” I reply, and she rolls her eyes. Flipping her hair, she takes a band and throws it up into a messy bun, leaving a tendril down on each side of her face.

The bruising on her cheek is fading, but it’s now yellow. “I’m going to kill him for putting his hands on you,” I growl, and she perfumes, making my knot ache.

“Belle,” I grunt, and she blushes even more.

“Sorry. But I can’t help it,” she whines and walks closer to me. She runs her finger along my bandage and looks me in the eyes. “I’m sorry Kella hurt you. She’s always been evil.”

I wrap my arm around her, turning and pulling her between my thighs. “I would take a million stab wounds if it kept you safe, baby,” I mutter and then groan.

“Okay, I love you, but you need to go put some panties on. You’re making a mess on the floor, and we have things to do today.”

“Like…”

“Well first we need to deal with your family, then the guys and I have an interview…”

“Yes, about that! Why didn’t you tell me you were Knotty fucking Trip!”

Crossing her arms, she gives me the cutest glare.

“That’s my fault. We have been burned too many times. Fans pretending they didn’t know who we were only to take photos, or find things out that they could sell to the media.” I sigh, and close my eyes. “I’m sorry, Belle, but I had to protect my family.”

I feel her hand brush my cheek, and I open my eyes.

“I understand, Tate, but no more lies okay. I have been controlled and given half truths my whole life. I don’t want that from my alphas too.”

“No worries, Vixen,” Angel says, entering the kitchen. He’s freshly showered and ready for the day.

Belle perfumes again, and I really need some space from her. I’d like nothing more than to knot her and breed her, but we can’t. I wasn’t lying, we have so much to do, and we still need to talk.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


BELLE

This week has been a nonstop roller coaster. Not only are my father and sister in jail, but I am officially claimed. Legally that is. I’ve been these alpha’s omegas since the moment we bonded in that hotel room.

Who would have thought a canceled flight would have caused all this to happen?

Since my heat ended, the guys have spoiled me rotten. Even though I keep telling them to stop. I don’t need anything fancy. I just need them. Their love. But I have been having fun decorating my nest.

They did a great job of making me feel safe, but the colors are all wrong. I don’t think I ever want to see twinkling lights again, or purple. My childhood bedroom ruined that for me. But still the gesture was sweet.

Tonight is the charity event, and I am excited to see them sing live. I finally confessed the other night that I do like their music, but because of Kella’s infatuation I avoided it.

For the last five years it’s been non-stop “Knotty Trip this” and “I’m going to marry them that”. It’s just exhausting, but now that she’s no longer a thorn in my side, I can sit back and enjoy my alpha’s dream.

I wait backstage as they run around, finalizing anything needed. I have sat through dress rehearsals, wardrobe and makeup. Beckett sits next to me, speaking into a headset and he leans over, giving me a quick kiss.

He has been smiling more, and it makes me happy. A woman with dark hair in a sparkly dress and stiletto boots, rushes over here, shoving me aside and gives Beck a huge hug. I growl and her eyes widen.

“Do we have a problem?” she sasses, and I think we just might.

“Mine,” I hiss, pulling Beck back to me and he laughs.

“As much as I’d love for you to claim me again right here and now, Belle, you have nothing to worry about. Poppie is Angel’s sister.”

My eyes widen, and I brush my hair back, nervously.

“Wait, you’re my brother's scent match?” Poppie says, and I shrug. She surprises me by squealing and pulling me into a tight hug.

For being so tiny, she’s strong.

“Oh, my God! I can’t believe it’s you. Angel told us last night all about you, and I have been so excited. I’m sorry for just now, but do you know how many omega skanks throw themselves at Beck, trying to get to the band.”

I shake my head as I listen to her ramble and by the time she’s taken a breath, I think maybe I have a new friend.

I don’t trust many omegas, because the ones at the Academy are catty as hell, but I like Poppie.

We laugh and talk for a little bit until my other alphas join us. “Ugh, fine, I will give you guys a moment alone, but we have to go shopping before you return to Knottingshire Academy,” she says, and I nod.

“I see you met my cousin,” Tate says and I laugh.

“I did, and shockingly I like her,” I mutter, and he laughs, pulling me into his arms for a kiss. He’s wearing eyeliner and mascara with a T-shirt and ripped jeans. He’s hot as hell and I pray my panties keep my scent at bay today.

“I hate that you’re leaving in a few days. I wish you would reconsider coming on tour with us,” Angel grumbles, pulling me from Tate and into his arms. He’s in a tank-top and leather pants with his hair styled messy.

I whimper and he growls, nipping my bottom lip before kissing me.

I sigh and pull away. “I know, but I need to finish school. It’s my dream and you need to live yours. You can’t let your fans down, and it’s only two weeks, then you will be in New York, recording your new album, I’ll see you guys all the time, and on the weekends. This isn’t goodbye. You’re mine, remember.”

Laughing, he nods, then kisses me again and rushes off. I can hear the crowd going wild as Poppie starts off the show.

“Wow, she has an amazing voice,” I tell Beckett and he nods.

“Their family have always been very musically talented. Before she died, their mother taught piano in her spare time and their father was amazing on the guitar. It was only natural for them to be a success.”

“You also have an incredible voice, Beckett. Why aren’t you out there?” I ask, and he looks off toward Tate as he walks onto the stage and the crowd goes wild.

“I’d rather live in the background. What Tate and I do, when we write music, it's special and I don’t want to taint that with the limelight.”

“Well, one day I hope to hear you sing with them, but I get it. I’ve been writing a book for a few years now, but I’m not ready to share it with the public either,” I confess, and he turns to look at me.

“Well, I hope one day I can read it,” he says and puts his arm over my shoulder, pulling me in closer as we watch our family live their dreams.


EPILOGUE


“Girl, I have missed you so much. How is it you leave to go on a flight home and not only meet your scent matches, but the alphas of Knotty Trip. God, I am so jealous,” Stetson says the moment I walk into my dorm.

He was lying on my bed waiting for me. He’s lucky I love him and he’s the only one allowed in my private space.

“I don’t know. I’ve always been unlucky, but I think things have changed.” I laugh, dropping my purse on my desk and rolling my suitcase to the closet.

“I’d say. Being mated to those delicious alphas. Ughh,” he sighs, then sits up. “I have so much to catch you up on.”

“Okay, what’s going on?” I plop down on my desk chair and yawn. The guys and I flew back to New York a few hours ago and after a lot of bonding in the car, they dropped me off at the Academy.

They aren’t welcome on campus, due to being alphas, plus I don’t need these catty bitches knowing who my alphas are just yet.

Stetson sniffles and I look at him. “Hey, S, what’s going on? Is it Pierce?” I ask, and he nods before full on blubbering.

I quickly stand and pull my best friend into a hug. The guys and I talked extensively about my relationship with the beta and they understand that he’s my best friend. Tate was grumpy about me spending time with another male, but he will have to learn to trust me.

“He left to go to his father’s wedding, and he found his mate. He swears this won’t change anything, but she’s moving here,” he wails and I gently rock him side to side.

Pierce is a professor here at the Academy and Stetson is his teacher’s assistant. They have been seeing each other casually for two years now. He’s a grumpy alpha, who doesn’t like people. So for him to find his mate is shocking.

“So who is she?” I ask, and he laughs, wiping his face. I reach for a tissue and hand it to him.

“His new step-sister, Kinsley.”

The End…

The End…


AFTERWORD


Okay, let’s have a chat. This novella is done, but their storyline isn't. You will see Belle and her alphas again many times.

What happened to Tate’s dad? Who is Kinsley? What about Poppie and her band? Will we see Dotty again?

I know I’m edging you, but I promise it will be worth it. I never expected this story to grow how it did, but I have a lot more planned. I truly loved creating this world, even in the short amount of time I did it.

I hope that you loved this as much as I enjoyed writing it for you…

Please consider leaving me a review.

I know Megan Verse is just a new pen name and this was her debut, but if you’d like to check out my other wide range of books and tropes, I will list them below.

I do plan to come back to Knottingshire Academy…

Starting with Kinsley’s book. Keep your eye out for It’s Knot My Fault, a dark omegaverse, why choose, age gap romance, with MM.

I don’t think you are ready to meet Kinsley’s step-father and her new step-brothers… coming sometime in 2025.
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