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      "Fuck. Oh, God. Fucking, yes. Just like that. God, that feels so fucking good. Don't stop!"

      The nasally cries pour through the wall and into my room, dragging my attention away from the chemistry formulas I've been staring at for the past hour. Of course my roommate is fucking her Alpha What’s-His-Name again. Ever since he came into her life this week, that's all it's been.

      At this point, I'm not even sure what part of our shared space is safe to sit on. It seems like everything is fair game as far as they're concerned. Everything but my room, that is. A heavy sigh drifts from my lips as I look over at my neat and tidy bed. Definitely no Alphas messing up my sheets. No hands fisting the fabric as they pin me down and rut into me until I'm dripping all over everything until everything is basically a biohazard.

      Slick gathers between my thighs as they continue to go at it. From the harsh, frantic sounds of scraping and bumping, I wouldn't be surprised if he had her pinned to the wall, rutting into her like an animal. It would at least help explain the unhuman noises filling the space.

      The small, carefully placed picture frames and dry-erase calendar rattle with every punctuated moan. Honestly, I'm shocked they haven't fallen yet. There’s still time, though. I’m not naïve enough to think they’ll stay on that much longer.

      Gathering my laptop, I move to my bed and lie down. Though I'm further away now, I can still hear everything, still feel the vibrations of their lust thrumming through the walls. I should be studying. I should be preparing for my finals. Instead, my hand wanders down into my pants where I drag my fingers across my slick lower lips and slide back up to circle my clit. Pleasure blooms hot and immediate, even as guilt rises in me like bile.

      I shouldn't be doing this. I shouldn't be listening in. I sure as hell shouldn't be getting off to my dorm mate and her boy toy of the week. It's wrong to be using them like this, feeding my desperate, hungry mind. Would I want them doing the same to me?

      My heart and mind don't seem to agree because I keep touching myself, stroking wet circles around my clit as heat drips down my spine and curls my toes. Her cries become harder, more frantic, as his growls permeate the space—deep Alpha sounds that sizzle across my ears and drive a spike of jealousy straight into my chest.

      How many times have I dreamed of an Alpha to bend me to his will, to consume me, to make me his? To shove me to my knees and make me choke on his cock while he tells me what a needy little slut I am?

      God, I've been reading too many romance novels. At this moment, all I can think about, all I want, is an Alpha's lips hovering over mine. Every breath I exhale is one he draws into himself, drinking me in heart and soul. His hands map my body in hushed, fierce reverence as he owns me, barely leashing the violence I know is coiled beneath his skin.

      Pleasure swirls through me as I work my clit faster, letting the sounds of my friend's passion spur me forward. Granted, with the way her Alpha grunts like a caveman, I can't see myself actually wanting a guy like that. Not really.

      I want someone smart, someone who can dirty talk with the best of them, someone who can wreck me with words before he ever touches me… someone like the heroes in my novels. Someone who'll whisper filthy promises against my throat about how he's going to ruin me, split me open on his knot, make me beg for it.

      If only I could make fiction rise off the page and take me, own me, claim me. Scrunching my eyes closed, I picture his teeth at the juncture between my neck and shoulder, holding me down but not piercing. Not yet, not until his massive knot fills me, stretches me open, and ties me to him. Not until I'm so full with his cock that I can barely breathe, pussy clenching desperately around the thick invasion as he forces me to take every inch.

      Then, and only then, will he sink his teeth into my flesh, making us one. God, how romantic. My blood pouring into his mouth, sliding down his throat as our souls merge and intertwine until there's no him or me… just us.

      It's not the blood that draws me. I've never been a fan of vampires or monsters. It's being so consumed by another person that their heartbeat becomes yours, that you can't tell where you end and they begin. I just have to get through the blood part first. Might as well picture it as the sexiest thing on earth.

      My free hand joins in, drifting lower until I can slide a finger inside my pussy. My inner walls clamp down immediately, desperately grasping at the pathetic intrusion as I strain toward release. God, I'm so empty. So fucking empty I could cry.

      One finger is nothing compared to what I need, what I'm aching for, but it’s something. It's that tease, that hint of fullness that finally sends me over the edge. My hips buck pathetically against my hand as I imagine it's an Alpha's thick fingers buried knuckle-deep inside me, his palm grinding against my clit while he tells me to come for him like the desperate little omega I am. I come hard, spasming around my own finger, teeth sinking into my lower lip to keep from crying out so no one can hear my shame.

      Heaven knows I don't want Chelsea finding out what's happening in my room. It would be mortifying for them to know I just came all over my hand because they decided to fuck… again.

      Groaning under my breath, I ease my finger out and wipe it on my pants, the coarse fabric rough against my oversensitive skin. I can't go out and use the communal bathroom now. Not when they're still going at it loud enough that I'm sure the apartments at the other end can hear. I'll have to keep some sanitization wipes in my desk drawer in case this happens again.

      No, I scold myself. It's not going to happen again. This cannot happen again. Not like this, anyway.

      Heat fans my cheeks as I pick up my laptop and try to concentrate. Chelsea's punctuated cries continue to pepper the air, driving me to distraction. Thankfully, I managed to ease the ache enough that it only annoys me instead of being both irritating and arousing.

      As I root around for a set of headphones, my phone goes off. The familiar ring makes my gut twist until I'm nearly sick. Dad. Of course he'd call just as I was getting off. His timing, as always, is impeccable.

      "Hey Dad," I grumble into the phone as I wedge it between my shoulder and ear while I continue seeking out the headphones that seem to have grown legs and walked off. 

      "Hey, Little Lily," he croons, setting my already raw nerves on fire. "Did I catch you at a bad time?"

      As much as I want to tell him yes, I want to get him off the phone even quicker. Even though the two next door seem to have quieted down, I'm not sure how long that will last. And good luck trying to explain that to him.

      I can hear it now. Little Lily, you're too young to be engaging in that. Little Lily, that's inappropriate for an omega. Little Lily… Little Lily…

      "Lila," he barks out, interrupting my thoughts. "Are you listening to me?" The sharp edge of his tone rankles me even through the phone.

      His cop voice. Great. Just what I need. He doesn't get mad, not really, but as an Alpha, he's never one to shy away from asserting dominance, especially when annoyed.

      "Sorry, Dad," I mumble. "I think the phone cut out for a minute. Can you repeat that?"

      The pause on the other end is heavy, causing my heart to clench in my chest. Does he believe it? Or is "thoughtless Lily" just spacing again? Will his training demand that he interrogate me before getting to the reason for his call?

      "I said, your mother and I have everything set up for when you come home. I know the semester ends in about two weeks, so you make sure to come home straight away. Don't make me come out there and drag you back."

      There's a slight chuckle in his tone, but I know he's deadly serious. If I don't show back up on their doorstep the moment I'm free from classes, nothing will stop him from retrieving his "little girl" from the clutches of the scary collegiate institution. And if he doesn't, I'm sure some helpful officer from the precinct I'm currently in will be more than happy to assist a fellow cop.

      It's bad enough that I hear a lecture every time I return. I really don't want that, plus a humiliating car ride home. Besides, after being here for two semesters and still managing an A average despite the distractions, I think I'm doing pretty well for myself. He might not think so… but then, that seems par for the course.

      "It's just you though, right? No boys coming home with you?"

      And there it is. The question that's always on his mind. You're not dating, right? You're concentrating on school. You know Alphas only want one thing. Take your mother. She has a degree and works outside the home. You don't want to end up barefoot and pregnant before you even start your life, do you?

      "No, Dad. No boys."

      Not that I haven't considered it. Unfortunately, all the boys on campus are jerks and jocks. None of them see me as anything other than omega pussy they can claim. I refuse to be another notch on their belt. Not when I'm sure I can find what I'm looking for in an older man… someone who knows what the fuck he's doing. Someone who can make me scream his name without fumbling around like an idiot.

      "That's my good girl."

      God, how that endearment grates on my nerves and makes it all worse. I want to be called a good girl, but not by him. I want it growled in the dark as hot, thick fingers fist my hair, as my lips stretch around a massive cock and I worship it like the good, little, slutty omega I know is somewhere inside me.

      I want to hear it when I'm on my knees with tears streaming down my face, gagging on an Alpha's dick while he pets my hair and tells me how well I'm taking him. But from my dad? It's just patronizing and infantilizing. Not to mention a complete mood killer, removing any lingering trace of arousal dripping through me from my afternoon interlude.

      Shaking my head, I finally find my headphones and drop them on the bed. "Is there anything else you need?"

      "Nate's coming home. Just wanted you to know. He's taken leave for a few weeks, so it will be like old times again. Isn't that great?"

      My stomach drops. "Yes," I murmur. "Just perfect. The best way to spend my winter break before the spring semester."

      "There now!" he booms out, covering up an extra loud groan from the boy toy next door. "I knew you'd be excited. I'll let your mother know. Love you, sweetheart. See you soon. Good luck on your exams. Remember, you got to⁠—"

      "Keep my grades up," I intone, cutting him off. "I know, Dad. You tell me every time."

      "And you keep getting good grades because I tell you every time. I'm sure you want to keep your freedom out there, so, what…?" he trails off.

      "Good grades and no boys."

      "Exactly. Bye, sweetheart."

      Winter break. Dad. My stepmother. Nate. A full house. Even now, the pit in my stomach expands so much I worry I'll be swallowed whole. How many years has it been now? Ever since he joined the military, I think I’ve seen him once? Maybe twice?

      Each time, it was always tense, always stilted. Or it could just be me. It’s not like we got all that close when he came into the family. His mom, or rather, my mom too, as dad insists, isn't all that bad. But Nate can be insufferable. At least, what little I remember.

      He's probably still that irritating guy, only now made more annoying by being the big bad Alpha overseas defending our freedom. People don’t change all that much. They think they do, but in reality, it’s just their true selves coming out of hiding.

      By the time I press end on the call, cold sweat beads on my forehead. Unfortunately, that was the wake-up call I shouldn't have needed. Here I am, liberty in the balance, and I got off instead of prepping for my test… a test in a class I'm just not even passing. If I don't ace this final, I don't make the grade. If I don't make the grade, I'm forced back home.

      Tears gather in my eyes as I look at the chemistry formulas swimming in and out of focus. I'd like to think Dad wouldn't pull me out and make me study at home over one bad class, but I can't chance that. It's the only freedom I have, the only way I can be unrestricted for a little bit.

      I nibble the edge of my nail as I flip through the pages and search for the terms I'm struggling with on the internet, but still, nothing helps. As much as I hate depending on yet another man, I know exactly who to call. It's the call I've been dreading since I took this stupid class.

      The school tutor hasn't helped. Been there, done that. Nothing he says makes sense either. But try telling that to my dad. If I just work hard, my grades will reflect that. Well, case in point, that doesn’t always work.

      Ugh. So stupid. I should have just swallowed my pride and called Nate earlier, but I thought I could do it. I thought I could handle it. Now, here I am at the last second, praying for a Hail Mary.

      Picking my phone back up, I dial the one number I've been avoiding as much as I can—Nathaniel Vance, my stepbrother, military chemist or something like that. At this point, I don't know which option I'd consider lucky. Would he actually answer and help me? Would he be too busy and I wouldn't have to have an awkward conversation with him so soon before winter break?

      Questions pepper my brain as it rings, and I almost squeak in surprise at his rough, grumbled, "Hello?"

      When the hell did that happen? Or has he always sounded like rumbled exhaust pouring from a vintage car? It slithers down my spine and causes my clit to pulse, just for a moment, just until I scream at my brain that it's my stepbrother and I should have already gotten over this stupid crush years ago.

      "You there?" he asks, scattering my thoughts again.

      "Y- yes. Hi. Sorry. Are you free?"

      His low, deep chuckle skitters over my skin until goosebumps explode across my arms. Bad. This is very bad. What the fuck is wrong with me?

      "I don't know,” he laughs. “I'm a pretty busy guy, but for you, I think I can make an exception. It must be serious for you to call me. What's going on? How can I help you?"

      "Chemistry," I blurt out.

      “Chemistry?” he questions back in that low, deep voice of his that has me questioning every thought going through my mind. “Chemistry can encompass a lot. Are you having boy trouble or equations trouble?”

      Why did he have to ask it like that? Plopping my head in my hands, I force myself to breathe. Deep, even, calm.

      "I have a final,” I say once I’m back under control. “And I'm bombing this class. I think I remember you saying you were good at it. Am I remembering correctly? Please say you can help me?"

      Try as I might to be cool, calm, and confident, I find myself babbling in a way that causes my insides to clench with humiliation. He's my stepbrother. An annoying Alpha. That's it.

      He's the same jerk who hid my papers and pencils. He's the one who would dunk me in the pool and make me fight him to get a breath of air. He's the dork who was obsessed with martial arts movies and acted them out whenever he got the chance.

      He's not hot.

      He's not available.

      He's not what I want.

      Besides, he's in the military. Those guys are just dumb jocks. I want a suave man who can sweep me off my feet, who can charm me with words. Not someone whose idea of a great time is flicking you on the back of the ear then darting away.

      "I'm okay at it," he chuckles, breaking into my thoughts. "At least that's what they tell me at work." Even over the phone, I swear I can hear that smug expression I'm sure he's wearing.

      Ugh. I really need to get laid if he's what my body responds to. Unfortunately, that's not going to happen. Not any time soon, at least. I wonder if I can just buy some toys and trick my body into thinking it has what it needs until I'm free from school, free from Dad, and free to make my own choices without scrutiny. Maybe a thick silicone cock that can fill me properly, make me feel something other than pathetically empty. God knows my fingers aren't cutting it.

      Besides, if I order now, it'll get here before I leave, and I won't have Dad sniffing around the suspicious package until I'm forced to reveal his "Little Lily" is nothing more than a horny young adult who just needs a good fuck. That I’m an omega who needs to be bent over and used until I can't think straight. No, not a fuck. I just need something to take the edge off.

      "You there, Little Lily?" he breathes, making me see red and forcing slick to gather between my thighs all at once. "How can I help?"

      There it is. Little. Fucking. Lily.
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      Hot water laps at my sore muscles as I slide deeper into the tub. So very like Lila to call me at the worst possible moment. Biting back a groan, I sandwich the phone between my ear and shoulder as I try to get comfortable. Despite these housing units being sized for an Alpha, the tub leaves much to be desired.

      Silence still looms between us as I twist about until I can breathe without a stitch in my side. Even though I'm bone-tired and soul-worn, I don't want to alienate my stepsister. She rarely calls me. So it must be something important for her to be this desperate.

      "Lily?" I bark out again, rougher than I mean to.

      I can't see her through the phone, but I can almost imagine the slight wince marring her forehead as she backs the phone away from her ear. Even when we were both younger, she wasn't able to fully handle my commanding presence. Odd, seeing as her dad is also an Alpha.

      Tempering my tone, I try again. "Come on, Lily. You need my help, but I need more specifics than Chemistry. Chemistry can cover a whole range of issues. Just saying you need help in the class tells me nothing. I need you to be specific."

      "My name isn't Lily," she eventually grinds out.

      Ahh. So that's her issue then. With a sigh, I rub a weary hand over my eyebrows. "Lila. My apologies. What's going on with Chemistry?"

      "I don't know," she wails, pricking my heart.

      I sit up, causing water to slosh over the sides. There's fear there, something more than a class. I'll bet my rank on it. "Talk to me, Lila. What's going on? And don't give me this bullshit about the name. I know there's something else."

      Silence.

      It eats at my brain even as weariness slams into my very soul. There's something wrong. Something she's not telling me. Could it really be that bad?

      A soft groan nearly slips from my lips as I roll my shoulders and sink back down. The water is far too warm. The slope of the tub is far too ergonomic and relaxing. All I want to do is sleep, to forget the hellacious day and have some peace.

      Unfortunately, one thing stands between me and that dream—Lila. Glancing back down at the phone, I make sure the call didn't somehow hang up, but no. It's still on. Still going. And it's nearly one in the fucking morning.

      God. And I have to be back at it in about five hours.

      This time, the groan actually manages to slip through. "Lila. I don't have time for your games. Just tell me what you need so I can help you."

      A soft sniffle is all I hear before she breaks down into wracking sobs. Concern overrides exhaustion as I sit back up, drenching the pristine tile floor.

      "Lila," I nearly shout as I press the phone close to my ear, desperate to hear something, anything. There has to be at least one clue as to what's going on right now. "Do I need to call the base police?"

      Even now, my finger hovers over the button to end the call and instantly switch to someone who could do a wellness check. Fuck. I shake my head as the absurd thought enters then leaves just as quickly. What could the security forces do here in Ramstein? She's all the way in Colorado, and I'm stuck here with my dick in my hands.

      "Do I need to call your dad?" I amend as my heart hammers in my chest.

      "No!" she cries out even louder. "Anyone but him. Please, Nate. Don't you dare call him. I don't need him. I… I need you."

      Those last three words sink into my chest and settle there, warm and heavy. Irritation slithers up my spine as I slump back down into the tub, trying to ignore the way my body responds to hearing her say she needs me, trying to ignore the way my cock thickens at the breathy desperation in her voice.

      
      Not happening. It’s because I’m tired and haven’t seen to my needs at a clinic. Nothing more. It’s not because it’s her. It’s because I’ve been neglecting myself. Taking a deep breath, I put my brain back where it belongs.

      "Give a guy a heart attack, will you? What's wrong with you? I've never heard you so worked up before. Is he…" My throat threatens to close as my brain runs through all the ramifications of her words until only one stands out in my brain. "Is he hurting you? Is he hurting Mom?"

      "What? No," she hiccups as her breath seems to slow down a touch. "Nothing like that. Well… not physically anyway."

      "Lily," I growl, purposefully using the nickname she hates. "I don't have all day. What the fuck is happening over there?"

      "He's going to make me quit school. I just know it. He won't understand. He won't listen. I don't know what else to do. I don't know where else to turn. I⁠—"

      "Lila. Slow down. For God's sake, breathe. Okay. Do it with me. In."

      I take in a deep breath as I force my bunched muscles to loosen. Over the phone, I hear her do the same, only it's shakier than mine. Whatever is happening, she's completely unable to regulate. Until I get her calm, it'll be hell getting any information out of her.

      "Good," I breathe. "Now out slowly." The air comes out of her in a whoosh, bringing a faint smile to my lips. "That's not slow, Little Lily."

      "I said," she growls out, "don't fucking call me that."

      "I'll stop when you can calmly tell me what's going on."

      "I'm failing Chemistry. Okay? I can't seem to learn any of this. I don't get any of it. It's not what I'm going to school for. It's just a stupid elective."

      "And this involves your dad how?" A slight ache blossoms in my forehead as I sink back into the water and close my eyes.

      "If I don't get good grades, he's pulling me from school."

      Confusion muddles my already tired brain as a frown pulls down my lips. "He can't do that. Not legally anyway."

      She scoffs. "No," her voice drags out as if I'm dumb. "But when he's paying for you to go there and live in the dorms, he kinda has the means to make it so I can't stay."

      "I'm not an idiot, Lila. I understand all that. But you can't just get student loans?"

      "Argh. Can't you just help me not fail my final so I can stay? I don't want to be at home. I don't want to go to a community college when this one sets me up for my dreams. Look. You managed to get away. Hell, you're all the way over in… In…"

      "In?" I ask, amusement coloring my tone. "Do you not even know where I'm stationed?"

      Again, that damnable silence.

      "Not really," she finally admits. "But it's not my fault. They keep moving you around."

      This time, I actually laugh. Pain jostles my ribs for a moment as I sputter into a soft cough. "No. They haven't. I've been over here for years now. Come on, Lily," I tease. "Think. Where am I?"

      "Look. I don't know. I've been busy trying to focus on me."

      "I can tell."

      "Hey," she barks out. "It's not like you actually know where I am."

      "University of Colorado Denver. Wanna try that again?"

      "You're so infuriating." The irritation in her voice would be hilarious if I wasn’t so damned tired.

      Shaking my head again, I play this little game. "And you're desperate for my help. You're not going to get it until you get your head out of your ass and actually think about where I am."

      A smirk tugs at my lips as I stretch out in the water. Just like old times. The banter, the thinly veiled sibling dislike for each other, even though we never grew up together. It's things like this that make me miss home. These little things that make me happy to be heading back.

      A soft huff over the phone makes me smile even wider. "This is cruel and unusual punishment," she finally laments. "Aren’t there like Geneva Convention laws about this sort of thing?"

      "Who the hell are you going to report me to? I ask you to remember where I'm stationed and somehow you're now experiencing psychological warfare by way of a bad playlists? Please. Cruel and unusual… You don't even know the meaning of the phrase."

      "Then you obviously haven't heard my roommate fucking at all hours of the night," she mumbles so softly I almost don't hear it.

      I don't miss that note of longing in her voice, however. It calls to me in a way nothing about her ever should. My cock twitches beneath the water, and I shift uncomfortably. Heat pools low in my gut as I picture her in bed, frustrated and needy, listening to those sounds. Fuck. Shrugging it off, I will my erection to flag with promises of sleep and a rut clinic. It’s the only thing I can do.

      With a sigh, I roll my head back and forth to release some tension in my neck. "Look. It's really late, and I have an early morning. If you need my help this desperately, let's get on with it."

      "What time is it there?"

      "Do you really care?"

      "I should…"

      The wistfulness, the soft longing in her voice pricks at my heart. Even away from the family with the freedom she seems to crave, she's so lonely. Unfortunately, I get it.

      "Look, Lila. I was just teasing. It really doesn't matter."

      "Germany. Right? Somewhere in Germany?"

      My heart shouldn't warm at her remembering, but it does. It drives home just how much I miss my family. As much as I love serving my country and living on such an amazing base, there's something to be said about coming back home.

      "You're right. Good job. You've won the prize. How can I help?"

      "What's the time difference there? I don't think I've ever looked it up."

      "You never really had a need to. It's not like you call me regularly or anything."

      "Yeah. You're right about that."

      My lips turn down into a frown as I mull over our conversation. Is it odd? Mom calls me all the time unless I'm out with the squadron doing drills or taking care of an emergency. Lila's dad is usually there with her to join in. But never Lila.

      Then again… I guess it's not all that weird. Still, it would have been nice to hear from her. At least once or twice.

      "Eight hours," I eventually grumble. "I'm eight hours ahead of you."

      "Oh, God! I'm so sorry!" she cries out. "I'll let you go. Don't worry about it. I'll figure it out somehow."

      "No. You've already got me on the phone. So what's your question?"

      "It's not that easy…"

      "Try me."

      "All of it?"

      Baffled, I pull the phone away from my ear and just stare at it. There's no way I heard her correctly.

      "What? All of what? All of Chemistry? You want me to teach you all of Chemistry right now? What the hell were you doing in class? What about the tutors? Something? Anything? What the hell, Lila?"

      "Don't be mad," she cries out. "I tried. I really tried. But this professor is like a traveling adjunct or something? Nothing he talked about was in the books. He'd go off on these weird tangents about bats in the belfry, napalm, and oh, you'll love this. He had a whole discussion on how breasts are made up of fat."

      I blink, doing my best to digest her words. I mean… he's not wrong. But… "What the hell does that have to do with Organic Chemistry?"

      "I don't know!" The wail in her voice nearly vibrates the phone. "I've tried the tutors, but it's like they're speaking Greek to me. I just don't get it."

      "Latin or German more likely." I half wince as I await her response.

      "Not funny, Nate."

      Chuckling, I shake my head. "I thought it was humorous. What are you working on right now? What made you call me?"

      "Can I switch to video?"

      "Not unless you want to see a whole lot of me you'd rather keep out of your mind."

      The line goes silent as she seems to puzzle through my words. "You're naked? Why are you talking to me naked? That's weird."

      "Well, you did call me while I was trying to soak."

      "Who the fuck soaks at like…" she goes silent again, presumably so she can count the hours between us. "One-thirty in the morning?"

      "Someone who's worked all damn day keeping people safe and just wanted a moment to relax." It comes out gruffer than I anticipate, but honestly, I'm so tired and weary I can't seem to control my vocal tone.

      "Sorry. I'll just send you a picture."

      "That would probably be for the best."

      Putting the phone on speaker, I step out of the tepid water and wrap myself in a towel. Even with the small soak, my muscles still scream at me. Soon I'll be able to take a break
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