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  Chapter 1


The day that Sara’s life changed was unlike any other.  
She was lined up in the common room along with another ten children, then yelled at for rolling her eyes. 
Sara huffed and passively took the tirade of insults like always. It wasn’t like she ever wanted to be in St. Mary’s home for children in the first place.
Sara was sent to the crumbling red building after her mother passed away. The rooms were crowded and the heating was bad. The staff were mostly overworked, underpaid, and didn’t hesitate to snap at the children whenever they misbehaved. 
Sara was already fourteen. Despite her cute face, long glossy black hair, and large innocent brown eyes, her chances of being adopted out were zero. Sara had no choice but to stick it out until she was old enough to leave. 
The head carer, a short angry woman named Ms. Brown, paced back and forth before them.
“Listen up children, today you have a special visitor," the old woman said in the same high-pitched voice she used when talking to infants. "As you know, some boys or girls will turn into either Alphas or Omegas. It’s dangerous for such children to be left unchecked. Therefore a nice lady has come to weed them out.” 
It was no secret that Ms.Brown hated the special designations. The bitter woman referred to Alphas as pompous dictators, and Omegas as promiscuous breeding stock.
Sara was too busy worrying about her bleak future to care about special designations. 
The door swung open, revealing a middle aged woman, tall and poised, her lustrous brown hair cascading down her back. She was clad in a sleek black suit and elegant heels.
It was obvious that the woman was an Alpha from the way that she held herself. She was confident and domineering. Her presence seemed to overpower the room as two men in black suits obediently followed behind her. 
“Hello children,” the Alpha gently said with a smile, and Sara suddenly had the urge to do whatever the older woman wanted. "My name is Amanda Styles. I’m a senator for Alpha and Omega rights,” she said like a well rehearsed speech. “It can be difficult for children of special designations to live in society without any parents to guide them. Alpha and Omega instincts can be strange and confusing. Therefore I’ve started a fund to help send such children to a special boarding school, to help them navigate through this difficult time.”  
"That’s so cool," said the girl next to Sara. "I wanna go!" 
"You're so stupid, June," hissed another boy. "You’re much better normal than as a weirdo Omega.”
"I'd rather be an Omega than stuck here," June replied, clasping her small hands together. "Then I could marry a big strong Alpha man and be happy forever." 
“Yeah, and spend the rest of your life pumping out his babies.”
“Children enough!” Ms.Brown snapped. “Our guest is speaking.”
Amanda Styles laughed. “I know that many of you want to go, but unfortunately only Alpha and Omega children can enter at this time. Even if you’re not an Alpha or an Omega, there are still many positive aspects to being a Beta. I believe that anyone can reach their full potential with enough hard work and effort.”  
Sara snorted. She doubted if anyone could reach their full potential while trapped in that dump.
“Although it’s too early to tell if you will be an Alpha or an Omega," said Amanda Styles. "Many children your age have already developed a special gene, so we’ve created a machine to find it in your DNA. Simply swab the inside of your cheek with a cotton bud, then the machine will give us the results.”
The two men began passing out cotton buds to Sara and the other children. 
One small boy refused until Ms. Brown shot him a dark glare. The elderly woman didn’t want any children suddenly presenting while in her care.
Sara took the cotton bud and aggressively swabbed her cheek. She had no desire to be anything other than normal, but for the first time, a chance to escape the home had finally appeared. Special designations were often slaves to their animal like instincts, and Omegas were treated as below regular people, but if she tested positive, she could finally leave that rotten orphanage behind. 
One small girl enthusiastically walked straight up to the two men and handed them her cotton bud. She stood there with a bright grin plastered on her face, as one man placed the cotton bud inside a black tablet.
“Negative,”  he said. 
“Fuck,” the girl hissed. 
“Language, Kate!” Ms. Brown snapped. 
The men proceeded down the line of children, but everyone was negative. It wasn’t a surprise. Alphas and Omegas were only twenty percent of the population. 
Finally, they reached Sara and took the cotton bud from her thin fingers. 
She found herself feeling hope for the first time in years. She prayed that she wouldn’t be disappointed again. 
“Positive,” said the man, and Sara’s heart leaped in her chest. 
“How wonderful!" Ms.Brown enthusiastically clapped her hands together, but her eyebrow twitched with irritation. 
Amanda Styles was before Sara in an instant. “Welcome to a new world, young lady,” she said brightly, and Sara had never felt such adoration in her whole life.
Sara wanted to leave as fast as possible. She went to her dorm room and scooped up her belongings, shoving them into a worn backpack while Ms. Brown silently watched. 
"This doesn't make you better than the rest of us," the old woman bitterly muttered, but Sara just poked out her tongue. 
Sara was led outside to Amanda Styles’ sleek black car. 
One of the men opened the car door to allow Amanda into the backseat. Sara followed behind. 
There was already a thin pale boy with brown hair and large hazel eyes, sitting by the window. He was immersed in a video game, with oversized headphones covering his ears.
"This is my son, Ruben," Amanda said proudly. "Ruben, why don’t you introduce yourself to your new classmate?" 
Instead of greeting Sara, the boy just huffed and kept playing his game.
Amanda Styles anxiously bit her lower lip. 
Sara felt a stab of anger. She couldn’t understand how anyone who was lucky enough to have a mother, could possibly treat them that way. 
Rude snob, was the first thought that entered her mind. 
She crossed her arms and watched the scenery speed past the window, dreaming of her new exciting life.






  
  Chapter 2


St. Augustus school for Alpha and Omega students was renovated from a large Catholic school. It had several brick buildings that separated the Alpha and Omega students over two campuses. Most of the students Sara’s age were yet to present, so they took classes in the Alpha campus.  
The students were divided by uniform colors. Black for Alphas, white for Omegas, and green for the students who hadn’t yet presented.
Sara was given a small bedroom in a dorm, along with several sets of green blazers and skirts. It was the first time that she’d received new clothing in years. She found it hard to accept that everything wouldn’t be suddenly snatched away.
The Omega students had their own campus and dormitory down the road, so Sara was mostly surrounded by Alpha students. They were taller and stronger than regular people, not to mention the special aura of greatness that they seemed to project. Most of them would go on to take top leadership places in society, such as politicians, doctors, or lawyers. The government and army were virtually run by Alphas.
Sara hoped that she could be just like them. She wanted to be a great Alpha like Amanda Styles. The woman was always on T.V, speaking at rallies, and trying to improve conditions for mistreated Omega people.
But despite Amanda Styles being Sara’s new savior, her son, Ruben, was like the devil incarnate. 
The sullen teen spent most of his time moaning about his parents, as though his kind mother hadn’t saved Sara from a life of poverty. 
“All these charities she has are so fake,” wafted Ruben’s stuck up voice in the middle of math class. “It’s all just a ploy to help her get more votes.”
Sara’s pencil snapped against the page of her notebook. She tried to control her anger. As annoying as Ruben was, he was still the son of her idol. 
“And the orphan program,” he continued moaning to one of his friends. “That’s the worst. Now she thinks that she’s some sort of holy savior. They’re all way better off without her."  
Before she knew it, Sara threw her pencil straight at the back of Ruben’s head.
“Ouch. What was that for!” the boy snapped and spun around. His eyes widened as he recognized Sara. “Oh, it’s you.” 
“How dare you talk about your mother that way,” Sara angrily growled.
“I can talk about her anyway I want, she’s my mother.” 
“At least you have a mother.”
“Yeah, well maybe I’d be better off without one.”
“You have no idea what you’re talking about!”
“Really? What would you know. Oh, I forgot....You would know all about that, because you’re an orphan.” 
Sara reached her breaking point. Overwhelmed by an intense surge of anger, she propelled another pencil in his direction. 
Ruben retaliated and threw it back, smacking Sara across her shoulder. 
She huffed in anger and threw anything that she could get her hands on, pens, pencils, and erasers. 
Ruben raised one arm to defend himself, then threw his own stationery straight at her. Several students were caught in the crossfire, and the class soon erupted into a stationery war.
“Emo loser!” Sara cried at Ruben.
“Crazy orphan!” The boy cried back.
“Ungrateful arsehole!" 
"Well...You won’t be so mouthy after we present..... Once I’m an Alpha, and you’re an Omega.... you’ll come begging for my knot!"
“You..” Sara seethed with anger as she tried to come up with a more cutting insult.
“Enough!” their elderly math teacher yelled as he slammed a textbook down on his desk. 
The fighting instantly died and Sara put down the pencil in her hand. She tried to channel all her rage and anger through her eyes as she glared at the stuck up boy. 
Ruben was trying just as hard as he furiously returned her gaze. 
Sara mainly learned one thing during her first year.
Ruben Styles was an arsehole. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Sara and Ruben’s relationship didn’t improve. Their fight had ignited some sort of rivalry. If she couldn’t beat him to a pulp, then she was determined to best him in every subject.
Styles was quick to take her up on the challenge. He never hesitated to shove his smug face in front of her whenever he beat her score on a test. 
“Looks like you loose again, orphan girl," his irritating voice would say. 
Sara would clench her fist. Just looking at him was enough to ignite rage in her soul. The other students had to stop Sara from launching herself at the arrogant boy.
“I just want to kick him in the nuts,” she hissed when venting to Phil, a tall curly haired boy who she usually sat next to in class. “That would teach him.”
“Geez,” Phil muttered. “I don’t know why you have such a big problem with Styles, he’s not that bad.”
“Not that bad?” Sara snapped. “He’s rude, arrogant, and thinks he’s the shit.”
“And so are most of the Alphas here. I don’t know why you’ve singled him out.”
“He’s different,” she snapped, even though Sara couldn’t justify why. It was just a feeling she had about the guy since they met. 
The situation wasn’t helped by Sara’s fear of presenting as an Omega. If Ruben Styles became an Alpha, and she became an Omega, then it was over. There’d be no way to beat him. 
"Styles’ parents are both Alphas," said Phil. "So it’s pretty much a given that he’s gonna be an Alpha, too. And he’s big for his age, they say that's another sign.”
"But I could be an Alpha, right?" asked Sara. 
"Maybe, but female Alphas are pretty rare. You’ve got a ninety percent chance of being an Omega." 
Sara felt the blood
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