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For all the submissive Omegas that woke up today wanting to be a brat <3 
This one's for you
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  A Word of Caution 
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Trigger Warnings
Dear readers, 
This book is intended for 18+ audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic violent and sexual content.  due to sexual acts, violence, language reader discretion is advised.  It also has darker themes of talk of rape, forced sexual acts, and crude behavior. 
Kinks/fetishes within book including, but not limited to:  
Light breeding kinks, light dom/sub, and the female main character will end up with multiple partners.  Sex without a condom.  biting/ primal.  knotting.  

If these are triggers for you then please do not read.  Thank you.
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We are the children of the Moon Goddess. We are considered shifters so please refrain from calling us werewolves. We very much don’t like that term that Hollywood came up with. The movies definitely got a couple things wrong. We are not controlled by the sway of the moon but rather encouraged. We can shift as we see fit. 
It was said in the moon legends that we were created to be the great protectors because of our strength and speed and maybe that was true at one point.  It was our mandate.  A title brought down from the stars themselves, or so we’ve been told.  It was supposed to be ingrained in us. 
We keep to ourselves, away from the prying eyes of humans but there are other shifters who out right flaunt what we are.  The Red Light District is such a place where they are law unto themselves.  Allowing shifters and humans to do unspeakable acts without consequence.  Most shifters rather stay away from humans because of their too curious natures. 
I know I would not like to end up being their next experiment.  Though we do live alongside the witches who seem to be another race created by the Moon Goddess.  I’m sure there’s others out there that I don’t even know about, but we’ll move on for now.
Our society is broken down into three classes.  Alpha being the most dominant one.  They are supposed to protect all others whether it be Omegas or Betas.  Then we have the Betas that are neutral and are generally working class.  They generally stay to themselves.  Finally, the Omegas or submissive ones.  They are supposedly known to need Alphas to survive.  At least that’s what I’ve heard.            
The moon legend also said that some wolves had abilities beyond the normal wolf shifter.  Some could heal, others could hide amongst the shadows.  There were even some that were said to be able to control the elements.  The list of abilities went on and on becoming more far-fetched as the legend goes.
However, one thing was very true, the abilities were more prominent in Omegas.  The Alphas became obsessed with those abilities and began to force Omegas into mate bonds that they did not choose themselves.  They believed that no Omega should be able to have such power above an Alpha.    
Many Omegas lost their lives fighting against what the Alphas were trying to do to them.  Others were forced into the bonds and subjected to the Alpha command to keep Omegas in their places.  At an Alpha’s feet.  It was even said that many Omegas went as far as to go into hiding from the Alphas that sought to chain them, for we were not meant for cages.
Over the years the Omegas began to lose their blessed powers.  I believe the Moon Goddess chose to do this to try and save the Omegas at one point but the history about this is lost to time itself.  Only the Moon Goddess would know for sure at this point.  
At one point the Omegas began to die out causing Alphas into multiple Alpha packs with one Omega to share.  A reverse harem, if you will.  To ensure the continuance of our species.  At first this did not go over well for the Alphas, given that they are possessive by nature.  As time went on and no other alternative was found they were forced to accept their new circumstances in this life.
Over the generations this became our new normal.  It was unheard of in most cases to have simply one Alpha and one Omega in a single pack.  Wolves stopped balking when an Omega pack walked into their establishments.  Males would fight for the rights to be an Omega’s chosen.  The Omega became the center of their own pack and Alphas once again became the protectors that they needed to be.   
The Moon legends say that every hundred years a new Luna was chosen by the Moon Goddess before she was even born into the world to create balance in trying times.  The Luna was always a girl and always showed signs of both an Alpha and Omega wolf.  For a woman could exhibit compassion while still being the force of nature to bring it about.  This was to ensure peace and balance.  For a Luna needs the instincts of an Omega and the protective driving force of an Alpha.  
The Moon Goddess always revealed her chosen Luna on a full moon of the young wolf’s thirteenth year.  When the unveiling occurred, it was said that five Alpha mates were presented to the Luna as her guardians.  These chosen mates were said to be the best fit for the chosen Luna.  They would keep her safe, protecting her with their lives if need be.  They would comfort and provide and when the time came, they would mate.  
They would watch over and protect her until her coming of age.  When the young Luna reaches her eighteenth year of life the wolves would hold a mating ceremony.  she would attend her mating ceremony to be bound fully to her mate guardians.  It is said that the Luna chosen pack would run underneath the moonlight to show unity to the whole of wolf kind.
Until that day the elders would look after her and guide her in the light of the moon.  They would teach her of the Moon Legend's history and prepare her for the struggles ahead.  For the Luna was destined for a very important destiny.
However, over the years the wolves began to lose such abilities.  Some said that it was because we lost faith in our Moon Goddess.  Others said that our abilities were taken from us because we began to use them not as intended.  I believe that we began to lose our abilities because we were no longer worthy of the Moon Goddess’s compassion.
I believe she turned her back on us a long time ago and forsaken us to what we had become.  A cruel breed that was no longer pack.  We sought out our own favors and prospered from one another's suffering.  When wolf began to turn on wolf, our Moon Goddess left us to our own untimely demise, but we did not fall.  No, we became so much worse.    
It had been five hundred years since the last Luna came into existence.  In that time our society began to crumble from the greed and power struggle of wolves.  We were no longer a pack animal.  We sought out our own selfish needs.       






  
  Chapter One
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Crimson
I’m fine. I’m fine. I’m completely fine. I keep telling myself this over and over, even my voice inside of my head sounds panicked.  All I can hear is the pounding of my own heartbeat inside my ears.  This is ridiculous, I’m freaking out over nothing.
I am in the safest part of RavenClaim where nothing ever happens.  It’s actually quite boring here if I’m being honest with myself, but it’s all I have ever known.  I was born and raised here by my grandmother.  Just a sleepy little town right by the sea where everything closed around ten at night.  I’m walking home from the local pub where I had dinner with my friend, Liam, after he got off work.  A friend that I had a crush on almost my whole life.
I have faith that one of these days he’s actually going to see me.  I mean like really see me the way I saw him.

I’m Sitting in the booth with Liam sitting across from me.  He’s telling me about his day, I think, but I keep getting distracted by the flex of his muscles as he eats the steak he ordered.  Is it weird to be jealous of steak?  I'd let him take a bite out of me.  That's normal right?  Goddess, I'm getting weirder by the day and even I can tell.  There was a secret smile playing across his expression as he caught me spacing out.  
“Crimson?”
“Huh?” 
“See something you like, little one,” his old nickname for me rolling off his tongue in a gravelly voice that made me shiver.  I could feel my blush turning my cheeks bright red.  I blink, still so distracted by his beauty.  Yes, Liam was a beautiful male with jet black unruly hair and a smile that could break hearts.  His beautiful blue eyes were my favorite part of him though with such depth and expression.  However, lately his expression had become more guarded from me which I tried my best to ignore.  I shifted uncomfortably in the worn leather booth.
He was over six feet and towered over my five foot three.  He was muscular but also on the lean side.  However, right now his muscles were stretching the black shirt he had on which was making my brain blank out.
“Of course I do,” mumbling mostly to myself and hoping it stays that way.  I’ve never told him how I truly felt about him from fear of him rejecting me.  I’d rather be by his side in whatever way he would have me.  I didn’t want that to change but the older I got the harder it was for me to keep my feelings contained.  I caught out of the corner of my eye him jerked back but he went about as if I said nothing.  I guess it was for the best.      
A noise jerks me back to the present as I dart my eyes around nervously.  The thought of Liam helped sooth some of my panic but not much.  I’m never walking home alone again!  I will force Liam if I have to next time!  I’ve always felt safe walking home alone except for tonight.  Pretty positive it’s just my overactive imagination.  
However, it’s like tonight was setting up the perfect horror scene.  Every sound is making me twitchy, and every slight move of the shadows makes me want to cringe and curl in on myself.  I feel like I’m being watched but every time I look over my shoulder, I see nothing.  
After the third time of looking over my shoulder I trip on a crack in the sidewalk that nearly has me face planting on to the cobblestone sidewalk.  Whoever said shifters had grace clearly never met me.  Drawing my dark red cloak tighter around my body as I feel a shiver run down my spine.  
It’s just a normal night like any other but my heart is racing, and my palms are sweating.  Is that footsteps? Goddess, Crimson, get a hold of yourself.  No one is following you.  I pick up my pace like someone is following me because really, I don’t care what my inner monologue is saying at the moment.  
I’m just hoping to get home faster and all the while trying to keep an eye on my surroundings.  Either my mind is becoming my own worst enemy or there’s really footsteps following further behind me.  Get home and have a nice hot bubble bath and we can forget about all this weirdness tonight, okay Crimson?  That will get rid of all this pent-up anxiety.  
The moon clings to the sky but barely gives off enough light to see because of the clouds.  I pass small cottages that all look like each other with all their windows gone dark and shutters pulled shut.  In the daytime it was quite a beautiful sight because it was like living in a fairytale.  However, tonight it’s like walking through a twisted fairytale where suddenly, the girl gets nabbed by the villain.
RavenClaim never really changes, like ever.  For as long as I’ve lived here everything remained the same, the cobblestone sidewalks, little cottages, cute storefronts, and the beautiful evergreens that our little town nestled in.  Funny how a place can feel so safe and yet my panic is telling me otherwise.    
I feel like I’m the only soul on these deserted streets, well except for my supposed night stalker.  And yep, that thought did not help my anxiety.  I take a deep breath in, but it feels like I can’t get enough air.  My eyes start to dart around again because I rather at least see it coming.
I mean the streets of RavenClaim are normally deserted around this time but usually it’s cathartic and generally brings me peace walking at night amongst the moonlight.  No one will hear my screams though, well that was a bit morbid.  The cold wind picks up, stirring my red curly hair all around me and slightly obscuring my vision.  All of a sudden, a loud crack comes from the side of me, and my heart feels like it jumped into my throat.
I take off running like hellhounds are on my heels.  My heart is slamming against my chest like it thinks it can run faster me.  My black knee-high leather boots kick up gravel behind me as I race towards home.  Huge evergreens loom in the distance creating haunting shadows and mist curls low to the ground dancing and twirling as I run for my life.  
Now you may be thinking Crimson you’re a shifter so umm, shift.  And to that I would say, rude, mind your own business but if you must know I am an Omega, and my wolf only comes out when she deems to grace me with her presence.  My anxiety cranks up to higher levels and I’m on the verge of hyperventilating.  Yep, nothing to see here, just currently having a self-induced panic attack.  
Reaching my front door in record time I reach into my pocket for the keys.  I don't even bother to try and catch my breath as I huff out heavy frantic breaths.  My hands are shaking uncontrollably as I try to get the key into the door.  My hands are moving in jerky movements as the keys fall from my hands.  Fuck… fuck… fuck… of course I’d be the girl to drop the damn keys.  What is this, a damn horror movie and I just didn’t get the memo?  On a lighter note, I got my exercise in for the day.  
I drop down on my hands and knees to search frantically for the keys I had dropped in the dark on the wooden porch.  The porch creaks and groans as I shuffle around searching blindly for the keys with my hands.  I find them quickly enough and somehow manage to get it into the door.  
Slipping into the house feels like a small victory and I quickly slam the door shut and lock it behind me.  I’m still breathing heavily from my impromptu forced exercise.  My heart is still pounding away in my chest as I find the courage to shift the curtain near the door to peek outside.  My eyes dart around anxiously everywhere trying to find something that can explain the cause of this much fear in me.  There’s nothing out of the ordinary outside as I try my best to see into the shadows. 
I swallow hard and slowly turn to face the inside of my home.  Our cottage isn't too big but also isn't too small.  There’s my bedroom and my grandmother’s and also a den.  It’s well lived in, and all my happiest memories are here in this home. 
However, tonight the house feels like a tomb.  I’m about to take my cloak off when I notice that the house is freezing.  I shiver and rub my hands up and down my arms.  I notice that all the lights are off too which is not normal because usually my grandmother would have left at least one light on knowing I’d be coming home.  
Everything else seems to be in its place from what I can tell but it’s almost eerie in its quiet state.  I keep my cloak on as I slowly creep through the house.  My nerves are already frayed and the panic from moments ago has yet to leave my body.  Definitely not going to be found trapped in a false sense of security.  
I walk down the hallway where pictures hang of Liam, and I smile back at me.  I have a horrible feeling that something is terribly wrong.  It’s like everything inside of me was telling me to run; that something isn’t right.  I try to take deep breaths, but I feel like I’m not getting enough air. 
Reaching my grandmother’s room I gently knock on the door but there’s no answer.  She hadn’t been well for the last week so maybe she went to bed early.  I try to reason with myself.  I gently push the door open hoping not to disturb her too much.  
“Grandma,” I whisper into the cold air, “I’m home.”  
As I get closer to the bed, I can see the outline of her body lying in it.  Her light gray comforter is wrapped around her shoulders, and I can only see the back of her head.  I come to stand right next to her and place my hand on her shoulder.  I’m about to shake her awake just to let her know I’m home because I didn't want her to wake up and think I hadn't made it home.
She’s cold and stiff as I jerk my hand back.   “Grandma,” my voice sounds shaky, and the panic is back in full force.  I push her onto her back and that’s when I notice her eyes are open but are not seeing anything.  “GRANDMA!” I shriek and try to shake her awake, but she’s already gone.
“No, no, no, “I whimper as tears cloud my vision making everything blur around me.  “Get up!  You have to get up!  You can't leave me.”  Nothing makes sense at that moment and a horrible feeling crawl into my chest.  I look around the room like this is some sick joke but it’s not.  An agonizing sob rips out of my throat.  I swallow the bile trying to make its way up my throat as I choke on my tears.  
That's when my wolf takes over causing me to shift.  Fur replaces my skin and I’m standing on all fours looking up at my grandmother.   I sit back on my hunches and tilt my head back and in the dead of night I let out a mournful howl.   

      [image: ]It’s a brisk night in September as the full moon hangs heavy in the sky. The cold winds are blowing in from the sea of our coastal town. It has been a week since I found my grandmother, and now I’m standing here at her funeral. I’m dressed in a modest black long sleeve dress. My bare feet are cold from the wet grass but I’m also numb to it. Tears track silently down my cheeks as one of our Elders speaks about how much Maggie will be missed. 
Wolves believe that when their loved ones are buried during a full moon they may come back in the next life as another wolf if they choose to come back at all.  I think it gives the family members peace of mind to think that.  I want to believe that my grandmother will come back.  They believe in the power of the moon and how it could heal wounds of the spirit.  I’m not too sure about that, I grumble as I try my best to ignore the ache in my heart.   
“She was a kind and gentle soul.  A wolf that showed so much kindness to the world.  And now the Moon goddess has called her back home to be with her among the stars.”  The Elder's voice slowly drifts out and in its place are memories of my grandmother.  Memories of her and I laughing as we drank our coffee at the small kitchen table.  A memory of her combing my hair and telling me fairytales as she got me ready for bed.  A memory of her fondly watching Liam and I make mud cakes in the backyard.     
Then my memories drift to more recent moments.  I remember that morning how my grandmother seemed worried but wouldn’t tell me why.
Grandma was in the kitchen as I searched for the scarf Liam had got me for my birthday last year.  I noticed that she was fidgeting, something that my grandmother never did.  I stopped in my tracks from looking underneath one of the sofas.  
“Is something wrong, grandma?” I asked from where I was kneeling.  She turned around and her expression softened to that of love and adoration.
“No, my sweet child.  Just old memories coming to haunt this old mind of mine,” she smiled and caused her laugh lines to deepen.  She turned back to finish getting her morning coffee.
“If something was wrong, you’d tell me, wouldn’t you?” I asked.
“Of course, sweetheart.  You’re the only one I share my secrets with, you know that.”
I shake my head from the memory and feel a pang of sadness for not trying harder to see what was wrong.  I feel the guilt overwhelm me; like I should have known something else was happening, but I was too busy wanting to get out of the house to go meet up with Liam.  I don't know if it would have changed anything, but I should have tried.    
It’s funny, everyone always told me that I could have been Maggie’s twin because of how much I looked like her when she was younger.  I have the same unruly deep red hair as her and big hazel eyes.  Now every time I look in the mirror all I see is her and it breaks my heart because I miss her so much.  
My grandmother was all I knew because my mother passed away giving birth to me and I never met my father.  Story went that when my mother told my father she was pregnant he ran for the hills never to be heard from again.  I never tried to track him down because why bother with someone who never wanted you in the first place.  I didn’t have any other family; it was always just my grandmother and me.  Well, it was really always my grandmother, Liam and me. 
Liam was a kid from the street a couple houses down from mine and once we met, we were inseparable.  He was the one I always relied on, my protector.  When I was hurt, he would try to find a way to comfort me.  I knew he came from a broken home where his father drank a lot, so I think he took comfort in coddling me probably because he never was.    
A warm hand wraps around my limp one and I look up to find Liam already staring down at me.  I give a sad smile and my eyes drift back to the scene in front of me.  I feel like I’m watching a slow-motion nightmare as I watch the coffin slowly disappear into the ground.  My chest feels tight with the horrible loss.  Liam’s tall frame is cast in the peaceful glow of the moon as I look over at him.  He brings his other hand up to my cheek to wipe away a tear.
“It’ll be okay,” his gruff voice reaches my ears, but it feels so far away.  Everything feels far away like a dream or in this case a nightmare.   
The doctors said she must have stopped breathing sometime during the night because of whatever it was she was sick with.  I could have sworn it was just a common cold and not something so devastating.  They acted as though it didn't matter at this point.  I, however, did not believe that.  Maggie was healthy and not even that old, so I didn’t understand any of this.  The doctors were no help in looking into this further.  
That’s when I finally break, and my heart can take no more.  I turn into Liam and bury my face in his chest letting out a horrible sob as my legs give out.  His strong arms wrap around me as I try to climb him to get closer to him and to get away from what is now my life.


      [image: ]Idon’t really remember Liam carrying me home from the funeral. He pulls back the light green covers that are on my bed and places me down so gently as if I was about to break. Maybe I’m already broken and unable to be fixed. I feel like I’m outside of my body looking in. Watching what is happening but not really feeling it. A numbness seems to blanket me entirely. 
He kicks off his boots and goes around to the other side and gets under the covers with me.  It reminds me of when we were kids, and he would sneak into my bedroom window to sleep over especially when I was upset about something.  My grandmother found out that Liam would sneak in to comfort me and tried to put a stop to it, but Liam was a stubborn male.  After several times of finding him asleep under the covers with me she took him aside and had a talk with him.
Liam never told me what she said to him no matter how much I begged to know.  Though every time I would ask about it, he would blush and mumble something around the lines of it was nothing to worry myself about.  To this day I was still curious about that conversation they had all those years ago.  
Liam pulls me close, jolting me out of my memories and wraps a protective arm around me and I feel safe and warm the instant his scent engulfs me.  That’s how I fall into the dark void of a dreamless sleep.






  
  Chapter Two
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Crimson
The next day I find myself entwined with Liam; my head buried in his neck. I shift to look at the clock to see what time it is, which reads noon. I feel like I have been asleep forever but yet my very soul is tired. Liam’s hand reaches up to drag me back down to him as he strokes my curls away from my face. It is just such a normal thing us sharing in this quiet moment but a sob wrench from my chest and I shudder. 
I don’t know how to do this by myself.  I don’t know how to be an adult yet and a stubborn part of me didn’t want to.  I wanted my grandmother back.  I wanted her to tell me that everything was going to be okay and kiss my forehead like she used to when I woke up from a nightmare when I was younger.
Did that make me seem childish?  Yeah, maybe but at the moment I can’t find it in me to care.  I just want my life to go back to the way it was.  Where the only thing I had to worry about was Liam and forcing him to see what I was the only girl for him.
Liam pulls me tighter to his chest murmuring reassures that don’t seem to make me feel any better.  “You can come live with me so you’re not alone,” he whispers into my hair, and I cry even harder.  “Little one, I didn’t mean it like that,” he huffs, I can tell he’s only frustrated with himself for upsetting me further, “I would just feel better that you were somewhere safe and looked after.  I can't stand the idea of you being left alone.”  I was sniffling and trying to get my rampant emotions under control, unable to say anything.
“Crimson, you know I’d take care of you, right?” Liam looks down at me with such sincerity in his eyes that it hurts my heart.  I stare into his bright blue eyes and brush his jet-black hair off his brow.  “I don't want to be a burden on you, Liam,” I whisper.
“You could never be a burden, little one.”
“You don't know that.  what if you want to bring someone over?”
“So…” 
I huff feeling insecure, “what if you want to bring a woman home?  Am I supposed to what, sit outside while you fuck her?”  I growl out the last bit as my wolf tries to peek out.  Yes, my wolf was very possessive of Liam whether I tried to hide it or not she always gave us away.
Liam cringes at my crude words but it’s the truth and I barrel on.  “And where do you expect me to sleep?  I will not share your bed after that, because all I would be able to smell is all of that.”  Liam let out a growl of frustration and I jerk back.  His face fell at my reaction, and I wish I could take it back, “fine,” he grumbles, “I have to get to work soon, is there anything you need before I leave.”
I can see him shutting down, but I tell myself it’s better this way.  He doesn’t feel anything for me in that sense and the more I encourage this obsession of him then the worse it will be when he finally breaks my heart.  I have to put distance between Liam and my heart.  
“No, thank you for staying the night with me but I guess it's best that you go so I can start dealing with my own life.”  I’m being bratty and I know it, but I can’t seem to stop myself.  That's not what I really want though.  I want him to force me into submission.  I want him to take away my choice because I don't want to have to deal with this alone.  I don't know if I’ll even be able to.  Decisions are not a strong characteristic for me, I always found myself second guessing everything.    
However, Liam gets up and puts his boots back on instead.  I noticed that he had slept in his jeans and black Henley shirt last night and felt bad that he was uncomfortable for me.  “I guess I’ll see you when I see you then,” he mumbles as he heads to the front door.  Yes, it was better this way and maybe if I said it enough times to myself then my heart just might get the hint.  I feel a sob trying to crawl out of my throat.  Fat chance in hell.  
I rush after him and grab his hand before he can escape out the open front door.  He looks down at our hands and his jaw is clenched so tight it hurts my jaw just watching.  I feel like he’s acting strange.  He never acts like this with me.  
“Really, Liam, I mean it, thank you.  Without you I really would have no one else.”  His shoulders slump in defeat.  He knows it’s true.  I have no other family and no real close friends.  Sure, I know people around town, but they are simply acquaintances.  Though there’s nothing that could ever really compare to what Liam and I share.
“I’ll always be there for you, Crimson, because that’s what friends do,” he grits the word out as if it’s like poison to him.  
“Liam, you’ll always be my best friend,” at the word his shoulders go up again like he’s fighting to stay calm.  I watch him take a deep breath and slowly blow it back out.  I don't think it helps though.  
“Right, friends,” Liam looks like he’s about to say something else but shakes his head, “I’ll see you later, little one.”  
He gives a little weird side hug and walks out the front door.  I can't even really recall such an awkward moment with Liam until this moment.  I close the door and slide down it until I’m sitting on the floor and a horrible sob rips out of me.  I feel like I can't breathe and all I want to do is fling the door open and run after him.  I cry big heavy tears, straight ugly crying at the moment.  Please look away.  I lost my grandmother and now I feel like I was losing Liam, as well.
My world is starting to feel like a chaotic mess, and I feel like my heart is trying to crack open.  I need my grandmother.   

      [image: ]After I get my emotions under control which takes a considerable amount of time. I decide to go to town and try to see if I can find a job. I hope that someone will hire me, but my chances are slim because Omegas are rarely ever hired. Most Omegas find their alphas and are taken care of by said alphas. 
I grumble to myself as I walk out of the third shop that had a help wanted sign in the window but still turned me away.  I'm positive I can unpack boxes just like anyone else around here.  I’m starting to get into a foul mood.
Betas sure the hell don’t have this kind of trouble getting a job, I huff and grumble under my breath.  I’m sure I can do the same thing they could.  Even humans seem to have it easier than Omegas.  At least they all could fend for themselves.  
Society sees an Omega and assumes we’re weak.  That’s a hard pill to swallow but it’s the kind of day-to-day thing that happens.  An Omega needed to have some type of connections to be able to do anything on their own.   
The air is brisk on the walk home and the sun is beginning to drop from the sky.  It’s twilight, the time where the night devours the day.  Bright pinks and deep purples streak the sky.  The leaves have already begun to change colors, bringing out oranges, reds, and browns.  I always loved autumn, because of the way the colors would brighten before falling away.  It was almost like one more happy moment before the somber times ahead.  A reminder that even though we must go now we will be back soon.  
I feel depressed by the fifth shop and decide to head home because I can’t take anymore rejection today.  As I walk home, I feel like someone is watching me and I feel my anxiety begin to start up.  I pass it off as the stress from trying to find a job as I round the corner and my grandmother’s cottage comes into view.  No, not my grandmother’s, mine, I correct inside my head.
I take a deep breath trying to force the emotions back down, but
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