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The world blurred into streaks of green and gold as I pushed my cheetah form faster through the underbrush. Sixty miles per hour. Could I reach seventy? My heart hammered against my ribs, not from exertion but from the hollow ache that had taken up residence there weeks ago. Months, if I was being honest with myself. Each footfall struck the earth with deliberate force, punishment disguised as freedom. Running couldn't fix what was broken inside me, but at least out here, with wind threading through my fur and the scent of pine filling my lungs, I could pretend that being an omega wasn't slowly killing me.

Drew had suggested this retreat after the latest disappointment. "A change of scenery," he'd said, voice carefully neutral as he stroked my hair while I stared empty-eyed at the ceiling. "Somewhere peaceful where we can reconnect." What he meant was: somewhere isolated where I could fall apart without witnesses. Somewhere I could grieve what my body refused to give us.

Three years. Three years of carefully tracked cycles, of hoping each heat would be the one that took. Three years of Drew's gentle optimism crumbling into forced smiles that didn't reach his eyes. Three years of my failure as an omega.

I veered sharply left, nearly slamming into a tree trunk, using the burn in my muscles to silence the thoughts. The nature reserve stretched for miles, pristine, remote, and mercifully empty of other shifters this early in the morning. Drew was still asleep back at our cabin, his breathing deep and untroubled when I'd slipped from our bed before dawn. He wouldn't worry for hours yet. Hours I could spend outrunning my shame.

That's what I told myself as my paws dug into the soft loam, propelling me forward with each powerful stride. The truth was uglier, more selfish: I couldn't bear to wake up next to him again, to see the careful way he'd touch me, like I might shatter. Like I was fragile, not just in body, but in spirit. The way his eyes would search mine for signs I was "coping." The unspoken question hovering between us: was this the month my heat would finally arrive as it should?

Spring was supposed to be my season. The retreat director, a matronly beta wolf, had nodded sagely when Drew explained our situation during check-in. "The natural rhythms here have helped many couples," she'd assured us, eyes lingering sympathetically on me. "Especially omegas with irregular cycles."

Irregular. Such a clean, clinical word for broken.

I pushed faster, my breath coming in short, sharp pants. This, this was what my body was good for. Speed. Not nurturing. Not creating. Not fulfilling the one purpose society valued in an omega. The wind parted around my sleek form, the only caress I welcomed anymore. It didn't pity me. It didn't need anything from me except forward motion.

The terrain grew steeper, more challenging. I welcomed it. Rocky outcroppings replaced the soft forest floor, forcing me to calculate each landing, each leap. My muscles burned with sweet, clarifying pain, the kind I could understand, the kind with a purpose. Not like the dull, empty ache after each failed heat. This pain meant I was still alive, still capable of something, even if it wasn't what Drew needed from me.

I'd caught him last week, staring at a neighbor's omega with their newborn twins. The naked yearning on his face had gutted me. He deserved cubs of his own, a proper family. What he had instead was me: a defective omega who couldn't even maintain a regular heat cycle.

The thought sent a surge of desperate energy through my limbs. I sped up dangerously, taking a ridge too fast, too recklessly. My vision tunneled, the forest around me reduced to a green-brown smear. A distant part of my brain registered the warning signs, the loosening shale beneath my paws, the steepening incline, the way my breathing had gone ragged with emotion rather than exertion.

I didn't care. For one glorious moment, I was nothing but motion and fury and freedom.

Then my right forepaw struck a patch of loose rock. It shifted, slid. My rhythm faltered. I compensated too sharply, my back leg twisting as it sought purchase where there was none. 

Time slowed. My body, usually so perfectly balanced, tipped sideways. I felt myself becoming airborne, a weightless second of disorientation before gravity reasserted itself with brutal efficiency.

The first impact knocked the air from my lungs. The second sent pain lancing through my hindquarters. I tumbled, unable to control my descent, rocks tearing at my fur, my skin. Each collision forced a yowl from my throat until I finally skidded to a stop against a fallen log, my body curled around itself in instinctive protection.

For several heartbeats, I couldn't move. Couldn't think beyond the throbbing pulse of pain radiating from my back leg. When I tried to stand, fire shot up from paw to haunch, dropping me back to the ground with a strangled sound that was neither human nor fully animal.

The shift came involuntarily. My body's desperate attempt to escape the pain. Fur receded, limbs elongated and realigned with sickening pops as bones reset themselves into human form. I bit back a scream as the transformation intensified the agony in my twisted leg before settling into a steady, pulsing hurt.

I lay naked on the forest floor, curled on my side, pine needles and dirt pressing into bare skin. Vulnerability crashed over me in waves. Not just physical, though that was bad enough, but the raw, exposed feeling of having my defenses stripped away. In human form, there was no outrunning my thoughts. No pretending I wasn't completely, utterly lost.

A sob built in my chest, but I swallowed it down. Crying wouldn't help. Nothing would help except getting back to the cabin, to Drew. But how? I couldn't shift back with my leg injured like this, and I couldn't walk. The realization that I'd have to call for help, admit I'd been stupid enough to run myself into injury, made my stomach twist with fresh humiliation.

I pushed myself to sitting, wincing as my ankle protested. Not broken, maybe, but definitely sprained. Angry red scrapes covered my arms and torso, dirt ground into the deeper ones. Blood trickled from a cut above my eye. I swiped at it angrily, smearing it across my cheek.

"Perfect," I muttered to the silent forest. "Just perfect."

My phone was back at the cabin, along with my clothes and my dignity. The sun had risen fully now, warming the rocks around me, but I couldn't stop shivering. Shock, probably. Or shame. The forest stretched empty in all directions, indifferent to my predicament.

I tried again to stand, using the fallen log for support. My injured ankle buckled immediately, sending fresh pain shooting up my leg. A cry escaped before I could trap it behind clenched teeth. The sound echoed, seeming to mock me as it bounced between trees.

That's when I caught it, the faintest shift in the air. A scent that hadn't been there before. Rich and earthy, with notes of sun-warmed grass and something deeper, more primal. Alpha. But not Drew's familiar scent of cedar and spice. This was different. Unknown.

My omega instincts flared in immediate conflict, seek protection versus hide vulnerability. I pressed myself against the log, heart racing, caught between hope and dread. Footsteps approached, deliberate but unhurried. Not predatory, but not hesitant, either.

"Hello?" a male voice called out, low and steady. "Is someone hurt?"

I remained silent, torn between relief and mortification. Being found naked and injured by a stranger wasn't exactly how I'd planned to spend my morning.

The footsteps grew closer. "I heard a sound," the voice continued. "I'm not going to hurt you. I'm staying at the retreat center."

The mention of the retreat center loosened something in my chest. Another guest, then. Not some random hiker. Still embarrassing, but marginally less terrifying.

"Over here," I finally called, my voice rough. "I fell. I can't walk."

A moment later, he appeared through the trees. Tall and lean-muscled, with short dark hair and alert hazel eyes that quickly assessed the situation. His movements were graceful, measured, the confident economy of an alpha, but lacking the swagger I associated with predator shifters. His scent grew stronger as he approached: alpha musk layered with grass and earth and something like ozone before a storm.

Gazelle, my mind supplied, recognizing the underlying scent signature. A prey shifter. The realization softened my defenses slightly. Prey alphas tended to approach the world differently, less dominating, more vigilant. More attuned to others' distress.

His eyes met mine briefly before politely shifting away from my nakedness. "That's quite a fall you took," he said, shrugging out of his light jacket and holding it out to me. "I'm Chris. I'm a guest at Pine Ridge."

I took the jacket with shaking hands, draping it awkwardly across my lap. "Ren," I replied, not meeting his eyes. "I'm staying there too. With my mate." I emphasized the last part, an automatic defense.

"Drew, right? The cheetah alpha?" Chris asked, crouching down to my level but maintaining a respectful distance. "I noticed you two at dinner yesterday."

I nodded, surprised he'd bothered to observe us. We'd kept to ourselves, barely speaking even to each other.

"Your ankle looks bad," he said, gaze moving clinically to my swollen joint. "May I?" He gestured toward my leg, asking permission to examine it.

I hesitated, then nodded again. His hands were warm and sure as they gently probed the injury, his touch professional rather than intimate. Still, I couldn't remember the last time anyone besides Drew had touched my bare skin. It felt strange. Not unpleasant, just... different.

"Not broken," he confirmed. "But you shouldn't put weight on it. You're about three miles from the retreat. I can help you back, or I can go get help if you'd prefer."

The thought of waiting alone, or worse, having a search party find me like this, made my decision easy. "If you could help me back, I'd appreciate it."

He nodded, then stood. "I'm going to have to carry you. Is that all right?"

The question surprised me. Most alphas would have simply scooped me up without asking. Drew certainly would have. "Yes," I said, something warm and unfamiliar stirring beneath my embarrassment. "Thank you."

Chris bent down, helping me




































d2d_images/cover.jpg
averse

MM Omeg
KIT LUXE





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





