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ABOUT OMEGA

Ten years ago, Deirdre Tombs died. When she was reborn the next day, Deirdre had become a shapeshifter who can’t shift shapes. Nobody knows what animal she’s supposed to be. She’s definitely not a werewolf. The Alpha, Rylie Gresham, can’t force her to transform like other members of her pack.

Now Deirdre is considered an Omega, the weakest shapeshifter in the pack—a vulnerable position when Everton Stark demands tribute from Rylie. He wants to be the dominant Alpha. The only Alpha. And he plans to make her pack submit whether they want to or not. Stark can make every shapeshifter obey him by force of will alone.

Every shapeshifter except Deirdre.

The shifter who can’t shift is the only hope for Rylie to win the war against Stark. It will take everything Deirdre has to survive undercover in his den. But can an Omega’s will be stronger than that of a charismatic, deadly Alpha like Everton Stark?


​For Garion,

My Alpha and Omega and everything in between.
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​Montreal, Quebec—May 2025

It was a gray, drizzly day, and Deirdre wasn’t looking where she was going. Her gaze was focused on the ripples her boots created as she strode through inch-deep puddles slicking the sidewalk.

When she bumped into a man heading the opposite direction, she muttered an apology and kept going. She didn’t look at him until he grabbed her by the arms so tightly that she thought she would bruise through her jacket.

Deirdre lifted her head and found herself staring into a pair of golden eyes.

“Kill them,” the man said. “Kill them all.”

And he continued walking as though he expected her to obey.

She turned to watch him go. The sheer mass of his body forced the crowd to part around him like a river surging around a boulder. His hair was tawny brown, his arms tree trunks, his stride purposeful. He could have been any of the city’s indigent shifters, driven to insanity by life on the streets without a pack.

Deirdre pulled her hood over her eyes, slid her hand into her pocket, and stroked the comforting firmness of the Ruger LCP .380. It was the tiniest handgun she had ever owned. It didn’t even leave a visible bump when she carried it in her jacket.

What could the stranger have meant? Kill “them?” Kill whom?

She couldn’t stop to puzzle his instructions for long. She needed to move. After all, she was still being trailed by a man named Colin Burgh, and he had almost caught up.

Deirdre wanted to reach the privacy of home before Burgh tried to kill her.

He’d been on her heels since she left the office. For the moment, her would-be assassin was pretending to window shop at a shoe store. His eyes were shifty, lips tight—nervous about his upcoming kill.

It was impossible to know who had turned Burgh on her. It could have been the Redshank family, though. She’d repossessed their car the other day—stolen it, if she was being honest with herself—and they’d caught her in the act. The Redshanks weren’t rich, but even they could afford a clumsy thug like Burgh.

But instinct told her that Burgh had been hired by her boss, Gutterman. Their business relationship had been strained lately, and it wouldn’t be the first time he’d used Burgh’s services. Gutterman didn’t hate Deirdre or anything. He just didn’t want to have to fire her and pay into unemployment.

Once Deirdre took care of Burgh, she’d go back for Gutterman.

Deirdre resumed walking, eager to get out of the rain even if it meant having to defend herself against a murder attempt.

She really hated the rain.

As she continued, Deirdre watched the reflections in the windows she passed for Burgh. He was easy to spot in that blue jacket and orange scarf. Practicing the art of being subtle by not being subtle at all, she imagined. Who would imagine an assassin could be so obvious?

But Deirdre didn’t see his ugly jacket in the reflection. When she stopped at the intersection, she watched that window for a good thirty seconds, and Burgh never showed up behind her.

Deirdre risked a glance over her shoulder.

The broad-shouldered man with the tawny brown hair held Colin Burgh’s arms now, just like he’d held Deirdre’s. Burgh seemed transfixed by whatever the hulking man had to say. It figured that the creep on the street would have something to do with Colin Burgh.

She pressed the button for the crosswalk again, knowing that it was a placebo and wouldn’t hurry the signals. The rain was growing heavier. Cars blew past, sluicing through the shallow stream of Rue Metcalfe and splashing mud over the sidewalk. She didn’t step back in time. The water soaked through her shoes and froze her toes.

Finally, the light for the crosswalk changed. Deirdre was two steps into the intersection when the screaming started.

Instinct took over. She drew the Ruger and dived behind a parked Mercedes.

The screams spread like an infection, sweeping along the street.

Peering over the car’s hood, she watched as a delivery van launched into the air and flipped end over end. It crashed into the wall of a DKNY. Bricks showered onto the pavement, pulverized on contact.

“It’s just a random moon-sick wolf,” she whispered, trying to convince herself. “It’s nothing personal.”

The moon sickness had been getting worse lately. It was spreading throughout werewolf communities worldwide, turning ordinary people savage for brief minutes—long enough to slaughter those close to them and deliver a huge shock when they regained sanity. A horrible tragedy, but a brief one.

Another car flipped, its hood punched in half. Deirdre couldn’t see where it ended up. She knew that the car-flipper was drawing nearer, though. The third car to go flying was on the opposite side of the street from where she hid.

This was starting to look personal.

She’d loaded her gun before leaving work, but she checked the magazine again. It had a six-bullet capacity—seven if she kept one in the chamber, which she didn’t. Getting her hands on three silver bullets had practically required a jumbo loan. She’d gotten the three iron bullets by swearing her firstborn to Gutterman. There was no seventh bullet to load.

Another scream shattered the air, and a body splashed to the pavement beside Deirdre. Blood misted over the sidewalk.

The Mercedes groaned as it was lifted behind her. Colin Burgh jerked it over his head, fists clenched in the aluminum.

She stared up at the man in the flapping orange scarf, which was now stained with blood. There was no nervousness in his eyes anymore.

He also wasn’t furry, so it couldn’t be moon sickness.

Three silver bullets won’t be enough.

Deirdre threw herself away from the car, rolling behind the corner of the bistro.

Burgh whipped the car in a wide arc like a shot put. The Mercedes cartwheeled through the window of an Ethan Allen. Veins bulged on his forehead and neck as he roared, spittle flying from his lips.

He hadn’t aimed the car at Deirdre.

This wasn’t an assassination.

Burgh pounded down the street, moving almost at werewolf speed. People fled in front of him—everyone who hadn’t been smart enough to disappear when he’d thrown the first two cars.

He caught a woman at the tail of the escaping crowd, wrapped both of his hands around her jaw, and tugged hard. Her head separated from her shoulders with the wet sound of tearing flesh, spraying her fluids onto the brick wall beside her.

Burgh hurled her severed head into the wall. It erupted.

This time, Deirdre screamed along with everyone else.

Once that woman dropped, he reached into a shattered window and yanked someone else onto the street—a girl no older than ten, his bloodied fist tangled in her hair.

The girl kicked at him. She might as well have been kicking at an avalanche.

Deirdre stood and lifted the Ruger.

“Hey!” she shouted, loud enough that her voice carried across the street.

Burgh didn’t seem to hear her. He closed a hand around the girl’s throat.

Deirdre squeezed the trigger.

The crack of the gunshot was like a spike in Deirdre’s unprotected eardrums, instantly muting the pattering of rain and pounding of feet.

The bullet entered Burgh’s neck on one side and exited through the throat, just below the jaw. He bellowed as blood gushed down the breast of his jacket.

The Ruger was a tiny thing without much stopping power. But it was enough to force him to drop the girl. When she landed on the sidewalk, she was squirming and alive, unlike the headless body beside her.

One silver bullet down, two to go.

Now she had Burgh’s attention.

Too bad she hadn’t given any thought to what she would do once she had it.

“Great idea, Tombs,” she whispered to herself.

Burgh broke into a run. The pounding of his feet dented the asphalt on impact. Blood streamed from the holes in his throat. Silver ensured that he couldn’t heal quickly, and it might poison him eventually, but for now he wasn’t dropping.

Deirdre bolted, cramming the Ruger back into her pocket holster to free her hands.

Burgh’s fist closed on the hood of her jacket and yanked.

She struck the asphalt on her back. Her head ricocheted, the street whirled, and moisture soaked through her jacket.

Meaty hands descended on her. She threw herself to the right, rolling away from Burgh, and she allowed the momentum to carry her to her feet. His fist slammed into the street where she had been lying.

I need an escape.

A block away, rain streamed from a drainage pipe attached to the side of a bank. It was bolted to the cement. Looked sturdy enough to support her weight. Didn’t matter if it wasn’t—Burgh swung at her again, and she had to run.

Deirdre leaped the bank wall, wrapping both hands around the pipe.

“Just like practice,” she whispered.

And she hauled all one hundred twenty-seven pounds of her body up the pipe, one hand over the other, feet seeking traction on the brick. Her boots scrabbled for purchase. Got traction. Her shoulders protested at the sudden weight.

Parkour had been a hobby at first—a way to get exercise outside the boring confines of the gym. Deirdre had scaled a hundred drainpipes like that one.

But never with a bloodthirsty shifter on her heels, and never when everything was so wet.

Deirdre was level with the third-story window when fingers dug into her ankles. He jerked her leg away from the wall. She gripped the pipe tighter, burying her fingers between the metal and wall, back muscles crying out.

The ground was twenty feet below, but Burgh had easily leaped to grab her without needing to climb. With his face tilted to the sky and the cloud-veiled sun shining on him, she could see that his pupils were dilated until the irises were a thin rim of gold. He wasn’t even looking at her. It was like Burgh was operating on programmed instructions and pure, unfocused hatred.

She stomped her heel on his face, once, twice, a third time.

He slipped. Dropped back to the sidewalk.

Fresh adrenaline flooded Deirdre. She climbed the rest of the way to the roof in seconds.

She hurtled across the rooftops, vaulting over an air vent, sliding underneath a pipe beyond it.

Judging by Burgh’s roar, he reached the roof behind her within seconds—maybe with a single leap.

He was so much faster than she was.

“Whatever I did to deserve this,” Deirdre panted, “I’m sorry.” She wasn’t sure whom she was talking to. All the gods were dead, after all.

She still uttered a prayer as she raced toward the edge of the building, roof trembling with the vibrations of Burgh’s pursuit. She prayed that there was another building behind the bank. She also prayed that there would be something soft on its roof to catch her.

Burgh’s fingers scraped her spine.

And then Deirdre flung herself off the roof.

Her arms spread wide, hands grasping for something—anything. Her knees were drawn to her chest. The jacket flapped behind her.

For an instant—one serene, weightless heartbeat—it felt as though Deirdre was flying.

But then she fell.

The roof of the next building approached at shocking speeds. There was no soft landing waiting for her. Only concrete.

Deirdre protected her head with her arms, extended her legs, and screamed all the fear out of her chest.

She hit heels first. Tried to bend her legs to absorb the impact.

Her ankles shattered.

Deirdre slammed into her side and skidded six feet, shredding the arm of her jacket.

“Damn,” she groaned.

That had been her favorite jacket.

She tried to stand, but her broken ankles wouldn’t hold her. She bowed her head, eyes screwed tight as the bones knitted. The healing fever swept over her—the rapid-fire restructuring of muscles, bones, and nerves that all shifters underwent when injured.

Deirdre had timed how long it took for a broken wrist to heal once. It had been five minutes from greenstick fracture to wiggling fingers.

She didn’t have five minutes for her ankles to mend.

Burgh slammed onto the roof behind her. His landing was neater. He didn’t break anything.

“Damn!” she swore again, jerking the Ruger out of her pocket.

He gripped Deirdre’s ponytail and whipped her head against an air conditioning unit. Pain gonged through her skull. Her vision blurred and doubled. The healing fever raced to correct the damage he inflicted, but her energy was already focused on her ankles—she couldn’t heal everything at once.

Deirdre scrabbled away from him on hands and knees. A foot smashed into the center of her back, flattening her to the roof.

She aimed the gun blindly over her shoulder and fired.

Burgh didn’t even twitch.

She’d missed. Thousands of dollars in the hole and an insane werewolf assassin on her back.

Deirdre would have wasted a hundred silver bullets for a way to kill Burgh. She wiggled, seeking leeway to aim at center mass, but couldn’t turn enough to get a clean shot.

He kneeled on top of her, pinning her arms with his knees.

A metallic glint caught her eye.

Colin Burgh was wearing a knife on his belt.

That was how he must have originally planned to kill her. A silver knife worked on most shifters. A sharp blade was enough to prevent important limbs from regenerating, and it would certainly stop her heart if buried in it for a few seconds.

Deirdre bent her arm back and yanked it from his belt.

Burgh didn’t try to stop her. He didn’t need to. His hands closed on her jaw, just as they had with the woman he’d decapitated, and he began to clench.

She drove the knife into his wrist. The blade scraped bone and emerged from the other side. Hot blood dribbled onto the roof beside her head, splattered on her hair.

Burgh released her with a howl.

Deirdre stabbed at his right knee, his thigh, anything—but he had already backed off, getting out of the range of the knife.

One bullet left.

She rolled onto her back. Aimed the Ruger with her right hand.

Deirdre shot straight into his eye.

Maybe it worked, maybe it didn’t—she had no idea. Burgh smashed into her. Deirdre’s head bounced. She saw an instant of stars, and then nothing.

There was no healing fever in the darkness.
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​Deirdre awakened on a couch with a throbbing headache and ice packs on her ankles.

She groaned and kicked the ice packs to the floor. She was cold—so very cold, deep into her bones, like she might never be warm again.

“Burgh,” she hissed, teeth chattering. Where is Burgh?

“You’re awake!”

Deirdre sat up to look around. She definitely wasn’t in Canada anymore. The sun streaming through the windows was warm and bright, untouched by cloud cover, and the bedroom’s decorations screamed America. The wainscoting was white, the wallpaper gold, the carpet a lush blue. An American flag hung in the corner between two paintings. It was an old flag, too—the kind with fifty stars rather than the crescent moon design they’d instated last year.

The bedroom was so fancy that it seemed to belong in a museum, although the rumpled bed had obviously been used.

A woman stood by a full-length mirror, suitcase open at her feet, and beamed at Deirdre.

“What’s going on?” Deirdre asked, edging over to sit directly in the sunbeam. Her whole body was trembling with cold.

“Sorry to have you brought all the way here,” the woman said. “I really wanted a chance to speak with you, but my schedule was too tight to fly to Quebec.”

Deirdre wetted her lips with her tongue. “Where am I?”

“This is the White House.” She turned back to the mirror, smoothing her hands over her suit jacket. She didn’t seem to like what she saw. She fluffed up her hair and picked at her eye makeup with a fingernail. “What do you think? How do I look?” The woman faced Deirdre, arms spread wide.

She looked fine. The cream skirt suit did favors for the peach undertones in her skin. She looked professional, mature, almost matronly. In fact, there was something very motherly about the woman. Like she could have been swapped out with any of the foster parents Deirdre had lived with through the years.

“I thought the White House was destroyed,” Deirdre said.

“Parts didn’t come back after Genesis, but some areas are fine. They’ll have the West Wing restored next autumn.” The woman dropped her arms. “I’m sorry, I should probably introduce myself. I’m—”

“Rylie Gresham,” Deirdre interrupted.

Now that she’d had a moment to clear her head, she recognized the werewolf Alpha. Rylie Gresham was known for avoiding public appearances, but she’d held a few press conferences over the years, and every shifter watched them.

If the gaean species—like shapeshifters and the sidhe—had a president, it would have been Rylie Gresham.

She was responsible for the social programs benefiting victims of Genesis. Everyone who had lost something when the world ended a decade earlier had been given jobs, homes, and healthcare because of Rylie Gresham. The dozens of group homes Deirdre had suffered in as a child had also been established by this woman.

Deirdre wasn’t sure if she was supposed to bow, kiss her ring, or punch her in the face.

Her ankles felt better, so Deirdre settled for standing up. “It’s an honor to meet you, Ms. Gresham.” The words felt awkward coming but of her mouth, but it seemed like the right thing to say. Unless the title was wrong? “Um, Alpha Gresham?”

“Rylie. Just Rylie. Thanks.” Her smile was tolerant, as though she dealt with people fumbling over formalities every day. “And you’re Deirdre Tombs. How do you feel? Did you finish healing?”

“I think so.” Deirdre fingered the back of her head. She remembered Burgh smashing her into the roof hard enough that something had cracked, but there was no injury now.

“You had my guy worried. He thought you weren’t going to make it. I’m glad to see that wasn’t the case.”

Mention of her “guy” made Deirdre take a second look around the bedroom. It seemed wrong that someone like Rylie Gresham would meet a stranger without guards.

Of course, Rylie was capable of transforming into a massive, beastly wolf within heartbeats, so she was probably her own best protection.

“So…what can I do for you?” Deirdre asked.

Rylie slapped her forehead. “Right. Okay. Where did I put that?” She dug through her suitcase and came up with a laptop. She set it on the desk underneath a portrait of President Carter. “I’m going to show you a recording of what you experienced in Montreal. Do you mind?”

Deirdre blinked. “Uh…I guess not.”

“Great.” Rylie opened a video file on her laptop and clicked “play.”

The video had been taken from a security camera. Deirdre watched herself enter from the right side of the frame—a girl wearing a peacoat, jeans, and combat boots, with all of her straightened black hair hidden by the hood. Her posture made it obvious that she hated the rain. Deirdre hadn’t realized she projected her misery so obviously.

As she watched, the broad-shouldered man stopped her in the middle of the sidewalk and grabbed her arms. The camera didn’t show his face. But there were a lot of little details that Deirdre hadn’t noticed on the street that she now saw in the video. The backs of his hands were hairy. There was a tattoo on the side of his neck, something inky-dark and complex, but the camera’s resolution was too low to show it. He also had the telltale bulge of a firearm at the small of his back, barely concealed by a jacket.

In the video, the man spoke to Deirdre, then moved on.

Rylie stopped the playback.

“Is that all you wanted me to watch?” Deirdre asked.

“We don’t need to review the fight,” Rylie said. “I just want to know what Everton Stark said to you.”

“Who’s Everton Stark?”

Rylie plucked at the hem of her skirt, then smoothed it over her thighs again. The leader of the preternatural world was awfully fidgety. “He’s a threat. A significant threat. It’s important that you tell me what he said, Deirdre.”

“He told me to kill them,” Deirdre said. “He wanted me to kill ‘all of them.’ I don’t know who he was talking about.”

“Did you do it?” Rylie asked. “Did you kill anyone?”

Deirdre folded her arms tightly over her chest. “No.”

“I understand that you work for someone named…” The Alpha grabbed a report printed on White House stationary. “Gutterman? Is that right?”

“Yeah, Gutterman.”

“He’s a nightmare demon. Did you know that?”

As if Deirdre could have missed the way that her skin crawled every time he entered the room. It wasn’t just because he was a disgusting person. That was his power. An aura of terror followed Gutterman everywhere he went. “I know,” she said.

“He has a lengthy record with the Office of Preternatural Affairs. He’s flaunted the law since well before Genesis.” Rylie’s eyebrows knitted with concern. “Gutterman is a murderer.”

It was probably best if Deirdre didn’t admit that she knew that. “I’m not a killer. I repossess things when Gutterman’s debtors don’t pay their dues. That’s all. I’m good at sneaking around.”

“I saw your attempt at escaping the werewolf,” Rylie said. “You’re really good.”

“Thank you?”

The Alpha clasped her hands together. Her eyes were bright and the corners of her mouth were lifted in a smile. “I believe that you didn’t kill anyone. In fact, you drew Colin Burgh’s attention away from the people he was hurting, led him somewhere isolated, and put your life on the line trying to stop him.”

“Yeah, well, he would have killed me if I hadn’t,” Deirdre said.

“You didn’t have to fight him. He was distracted.”

Annoyance crept through Deirdre. “He was killing people. What’s the problem?”

“You’re not a problem at all,” Rylie said. “In fact, you might be the solution to my problems. I’d like to offer you a new job. It will require you to break your ties with Gutterman, leave your home, and join me at the shifter sanctuary. Are you interested?”

Leave Gutterman, who had probably tried to kill her? Get a job that didn’t involve repossessing cars from lowlifes? Live somewhere that it didn’t rain three hundred days out of the year?

Was she interested?

But Deirdre’s moment of excitement shriveled. She clenched her fists. “I’m not eligible for sanctuary residency.”

Ten years earlier, Genesis had destroyed the world. Most people had come back to life afterward—but many of the survivors came back different.

People who had once been human had woken up as sidhe, shapeshifters, and a hundred other strange creatures. Deirdre was one of those who had been turned into a shifter. She passed all the tests that qualified her as a shapeshifter, anyway—the rapid healing, improved reflexes, and aversion to silver.

But she couldn’t shift shapes. Where most people turned furry every full and new moon, Deirdre stayed human. And she didn’t have animal instincts, either.

Nobody knew what Deirdre was supposed to be.

Because her breed was a giant question mark, she hadn’t been allowed to live with the orphaned shifter children at the sanctuary. She was considered too dangerous.

“I know that you don’t shift,” Rylie said gently. “But that’s okay. I’ll name you my Omega. You’ll be in my inner circle—practically a member of my family.” She took Deirdre’s hands. Rylie’s blood was heated by the power of her inner wolf, making her skin warmer than sunshine.

It wouldn’t be the first time that Deirdre had been called Omega. Various foster siblings had gifted it to her as nickname, taunting her for the weakness.

An Omega was the lowest of the low, no better than the dirt underneath a werewolf’s paws.

Those momentary fantasies of being liberated from her life in Quebec vanished all too quickly, leaving a hollow, bitter core within Deirdre’s heart. It was a familiar sensation. It was the way she had felt every time she needed to be moved to a new family, a new boarding school, a new orphanage.

It was the sensation of painful inevitability.

“No,” Deirdre said. “I’m not interested.”

She would never allow herself to be some pack’s Omega.

Rylie dragged her bottom lip between her teeth, scraping lines into the lipstick. “Will you think about it? Please? I could really use someone like you.”

“I’d like to go home,” Deirdre said.

Rylie sighed. She plucked a tube of lipstick off the desk and reapplied it. “I’ll have my guy take you back as soon as the press conference is over. Ten minutes. Okay?”

Deirdre nodded mutely. Her stomach knotted in on itself, twisting with immediate regret. She ignored the sick burn of shame.

Better an outcast than Omega.
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When Deirdre opened the bedroom door to leave, she was greeted by hands shoving her aside, a clamor of unfamiliar voices, and so much motion that she didn’t know where to focus.

Everyone outside Rylie’s room wore business suits, so Deirdre felt trashy in her t-shirt and jeans. If she’d known that she was going to be knocked out, dragged across the border to the White House, and seen alongside an important politician, she would have dressed better.

People closed in to speak to Rylie. There were a few people with huge cameras, armed guards, a woman with a tablet rattling off a list—“express your sympathies, reassure people that moon sickness isn’t contagious or permanent, then move on to what we plan to do”—and some interns in pack-branded t-shirts that said “Our Sanctuary, Your Safety.”

The crowd was overwhelming, too much for Deirdre’s senses. She tried to retreat into the bedroom.

“Move it,” someone said, barring her entry. He was short for a man, about on eye level with Deirdre, and built stocky. His white skin had olive undertones and his head was shaved. His rain slicker didn’t match the sunny weather in Washington, DC.

Deirdre knew a shifter when she saw one. She squared her shoulders and stood tall, refusing to show submission. “Let me past.”

He didn’t look intimidated. He spoke to Rylie over Deirdre’s shoulder. “Aren’t you going to introduce us?”

Rylie looked like she’d forgotten about Deirdre during all the commotion. “Oh, sorry. Deirdre Tombs, this is Gage Cicerone. He’ll take you home after the press conference.” She slapped Gage lightly on the shoulder. “Be nice to Deirdre, okay?”

“Who, me? I’m always nice,” Gage said.

Rylie rolled her eyes. “That’s what I’m afraid of. Don’t let him give you trouble, Deirdre. He’s wonderful once you get to know him.”

“Alpha! Over here!” shouted a White House staffer, flapping a folder above his head so that he could be seen over the crowd.

“Sorry, have to run.” Rylie pecked Gage’s cheek and then disappeared into the throng, tailed by interns trying to brief her on the upcoming speech.

Where the Alpha went, the crowd followed. It only took five seconds for the hall to empty.

Deirdre was alone with Gage Cicerone—as alone as they could be at the White House. There were still people clustered around the door through which Rylie had disappeared.

Her gaze skimmed from his beat-up shoes to his scruffy jaw. “Who are you, exactly?” Deirdre asked. “My handler?”

“I’m the guy who saved your life,” Gage said.

She gave him a second look. He looked like any shifter she might have known in the group homes: tough with way too much attitude. And an apparent inability to shave his face properly. She never would have guessed that he could have taken down the raging beast that had almost killed Deirdre.

“What happened to Colin Burgh?” she asked.

“He’s dead.”

“Good,” Deirdre said. “I’ve never seen a guy moon-sick to that degree.”

“And you never will. Come on, this way. We can watch Rylie’s press conference.”

He dragged Deirdre around a side hallway where fewer staffers were gathered. A guard wearing a black suit and an earpiece stood beside a door that had been propped open.

Through the door, Deirdre could see the immense crowd waiting to hear Rylie speak. The walls were draped with banners in the colors of the werewolf faction: gold and blue. An enlarged portrait of Rylie, looking regal and serene, hung on either side of the stage. Her appearances were so rare that it was more than a simple press conference. It was an event.

The sheer size of the auditorium awed Deirdre. It must have been able to fit thousands, and every seat was packed.

When Rylie stepped onto the stage, she wasn’t the fidgety, unassuming woman that Deirdre had met in that bedroom. She was straight-backed, confident, and proud. A leader of wolves, just like on the banners bordering the stage.

A familiar sense of grief rolled through Deirdre at the sight of Rylie.

The last time Deirdre had watched one of the Alpha’s public speeches, it had been two years after Genesis. She had been living in a group home and there hadn’t been anything else to do. The pain of everything Deirdre lost had still been so fresh. Now it was a wound that had scabbed, but not healed, aching just under the surface.

She turned from the door. Gage’s eyes weren’t on Rylie. He was watching Deirdre with a curious expression.

“What’s your problem?” she asked.

“You look better now that you’re awake,” he said. “What are you?”

Deirdre’s spine stiffened. “I’m an Omega. Haven’t you heard?”

“Funny. But really, what are you?”

“What are you? I assume you must be a wolf if you’re in Rylie’s inner circle.” Wolves were the most common breed of shifter. Before Genesis, they had been the only breed of shifter.

“Assume away,” Gage said. “I’m just wondering how you resisted Stark.”

That was the name that Rylie had used to identify the creepy guy Deirdre met on the street. “Guess I just wasn’t in a ‘kill them all’ type mood.”

He leaned in too close to stare at Deirdre. She stared back without yielding an inch.

“Weird,” he muttered.

He’d be the one calling her Omega next.

She didn’t like this line of conversation. Or any line of conversation focused on her, for that matter. “So are you, like, Rylie’s boyfriend or something?” Deirdre asked. “Beta consort? Mate?”

Gage barked a laugh. “She’s practically my mom. I’ve lived with her since Genesis, along with all the other kids.” That meant that he had gotten to spend his youth at the sanctuary. Not sent to boarding schools for wayward gaean children.

Deirdre hated him immediately. She hated his smile, the way that Rylie had kissed him, and how he said the word “mom” without any hint of pain in his voice.

Rylie’s voice echoed throughout the auditorium now.

Deirdre didn’t stick around to watch the press conference.







​III




​By the time Deirdre got home, they were still airing the press conference on every channel. It had been on the radio in Rylie’s private jet. It played in the cab on Deirdre’s drive back from the airport. And her roommate had it on TV when she walked through the front door.

“Where have you been?” Jolene asked. She lounged on the couch upside down, feet propped up on the back, russet braids draped across the floor. She tossed another piece of popcorn into her mouth and crunched it loudly.

Deirdre dropped the shredded remnants of her peacoat on the side table. “I was at Rylie Gresham’s press conference in Washington.”

“Crazy, huh? A cure for moon sickness. That’d be something.” Jolene fumbled blindly for the remote on the couch. It was out of her reach. “So you were working late, huh? What’d Gutterman have you repo this time?”

“My sanity,” Deirdre muttered.

She took the Ruger out of her pocket and checked the magazine. Only the three iron bullets remained. She was surprised that Gage, who had returned both the jacket and the gun, had let her keep the illegal ammunition. Iron was the only surefire way to kill the sidhe, after all.

Stuffing the gun into the belt at the small of her back, Deirdre snagged the remote and flipped the channel.

“Hey, bitch!” Jolene protested. “They were about to show the press conference again!”

“I know.” Deirdre wasn’t sure which channel
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