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  OH BY THE WAY….DISCLAIMER



I am very proud of this book. It might not be the best, and it might suck to people, but I am extremely proud of myself for committing to it. I had no intention of marketing this book AT ALL. It was supposed to be a part of a back long that you would one day stumble upon….but then I got to know my characters, and I thought they deserved a little recognition…so here we are….eight months later… out into the world for all to see. I wrote this while extremely manic… and while having writer’s block on another story… There is VERY little plot… like… do not expect anything profound in this book. I wrote this with many genres in mind… Is it a thriller? an eroticia? dark contemporary?  It was never written to be JUST a romance. It is, however,  meant to be a fun book… something you don’t have to think very hard about and just enjoy for the vibes alone. But do carry on if you don’t care about anything I just said. 

I do hope sincerely you enjoy.







  Content Warning



This story is a mix of sugar, spice, and sharp edges. While much of it is flirty, kinky, and fluffy in all the best Omegaverse ways, it also dives into dark themes.

This book is intended for mature readers (18+) only







  Trigger Warning



The content of this book contains scenes and topics that may be distressing to some readers. 


	Sexual assault (past, mentioned)

	Stalking/Voyeurism

	Depiction of PTSD

	Explicit mature scenes & Language

	Praise kink

	Dirty talk

	Knotting (lots of it)

	Light rope play

	Inappropriate use of whipped cream

	Use of sex toys

	Mild Degradation

	Oral

	Anal

	Multiple orgasms

	Overstimulation




There are also psychological themes such as sex used as a self-soothing/control mechanism, emotional repression, and exploration of comfort vs control.

Please read with care and remember that your mental health matters and you are allowed to step away at any time.







  A NEED TO KNOW…



If this is your first time reading Omegaverse, HI HELLO WELCOME.

Here is a slight breakdown of how Omegaverse works in THIS book.








	ABO dynamic-There is no hierarchy between designations in my book. Traditionally, Alphas and Omegas pair naturally…it does not matter in this book. An Omega can mate with whoever, vice versa with Alphas and Betas.

	Hybrids- In this book, the characters have animalistic features. Some have actual tails, tufts of fur in some places, ‘wolf’ ears, claws, and canines. Others have more ‘human’ features, which is a more ‘clean-shaven’ look. They still have pointed ears, but CAN lack fur, claws, tails and the sharp teeth.

	There are no scent matches in this writing.  Attraction occurs just like it would between humans in reality. Mating is a CHOICE and is the NEXT LEVEL in a serious blooming relationship.

	Bonds form between mated pairs ONLY.










  Dedication






For the survivors who stitched themselves back together with softness, who guard what no one else sees, and the girls who still flirt after everything.

You are not ruined.

You are revered.
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There were many things in my life that I absolutely cherished.

An unlimited credit card, shopping, food…and my silent, emotionally constipated bodyguard.

Asher Riley.

The Alpha that Daddy assigned to follow my every move…which, by the way…was so overkill if you ask my opinion. But I digress. Asher has been my faithful shadow for a little over a year now, after some incident that I have no memory of. All Daddy said was that I was kidnapped at last year’s gala and that I was no longer ‘allowed’ to roam the streets freely.

Sooooo overprotective.

But what Daddy says goes…

And here I am…

Being awakened in the middle of the fucking night.

Did no one care that I required a minimum of ten hours of sleep to be rejuvenated? Ugh, so rude.

It was the sound of the softest creek, barely audible, that woke me from my slumber. The kind of noise that usually wouldn’t have disturbed a normal person. But I wasn’t normal. How could one be normal when raised in a world where danger was tailored suits and smiles hidden behind champagne? My instincts were sharp, primed, and sensitive to my surroundings, even when I was asleep. And right now? Those instincts were whispering one name:

Asher.

My lashes fluttered open, gaze slowly focusing and finding a tall, pale silhouette slipping into my bedroom. Even in the poorly dimmed light, he was unmistakable. Short, chopped snowy locks flowing into longer, feathered strands hugged the edges of his jaw like a winter pelt. His ears, pointed and long, twitched in restlessness at every shift of air. The tension in his shoulders gave way that he was not as relaxed as his lazy, predatory sweep portrayed. 

He was on high alert.

As always.

And above it all, his face. His face looked like it had been crafted by the gods. Strong jawline, upturned nose bridge, and soft lips. He was a beautiful specimen…even with the scars. Faded, pale, rugged, claw-like marks etched into his face-two along his left cheek and one on his right, barely missing his eye. He used to wear a mask to hide them, but he shortly stopped when I wouldn’t stop pestering him about it. His eyes were what took the cake. A vibrant, luminous shade of pale blue. Often looking silver but always cold and precise. Some days they reminded me of moonlight, others molten steel. Tonight, however, they reminded me that he was in my room for the third fucking time this week.

I groaned, sitting up, pushing my mane of silken curls out of my face. “Ash,” I murmured, my voice rough with sleep and annoyance, “It’s the middle of the night.” 

He didn’t jump. Asher merely paused at the foot of my bed, his baby blues sliding over me to the open balcony doors, then around the span of my room. 

Assessing.

“There was movement on the balcony,” he said, voice low and gravelly, carrying an edge that was both gruff and soothing. “Might have been a raccoon, but you know the rules.” 

I rolled my eyes. “You mean my father’s rules.” I corrected him. 

Not my rules.

Asher didn’t respond. He never commented on my father. He didn’t need to; his silence said enough. He moved over to the balcony; the faint jingle of his dog tags echoed like a soft bell as he did his routine check, closing the doors and locking them. I sighed. “You could have just knocked. That is what normal bodyguards do.” He tilted his head, one ear flickering. “I don’t need to knock. It would have woken you.”

“Being stared at like a security risk would have woken me up anyway.” I snipped. The barest hint of amusement tugged at the corner of his mouth, not quite a smile, but enough to make my heart stutter. Asher didn’t smile often…or ever really. “You’re safe,” he muttered, gaze sweeping over me once, eyes softer this time. “That’s what matters.”

That should have annoyed me. I was a whole twenty-four years old. Not some fragile doll made of glass. Sure, I was spoiled, thank you, Daddy, but I was not completely helpless. Still…something about Asher’s attention did not feel like control.

It felt like care. 

Heavy. Serious. Warm.

Even when he pretended there was nothing warm about him.

I sat up against my mountain of pillows, sheets falling on my lap. “You could just tell me you worry about me, you know.” His ears flicked forward, muscles in his shoulders tightening. For a moment, I wondered if I had struck close to the truth.

“Your safety is my job,” Asher said simply.

My eyes narrowed, ““That’s not what I said.”

A long silence stretched between us, filled only by the faint hum of the city sounds outside. Then suddenly, Asher took a step closer. Close enough that his shadow spilled over me like a protective shroud. His scent, usually kept rigidly restrained, brushed against my senses: pine, mountain air, and something dark and smoky beneath it. “You didn’t scent check before you went to bed,” he rumbled. I blinked, cheeks flushing, “Ash-”

“It’s my job,” he cut me off, tone soft but no less firm, which made me pout. “Your heat cycle shifted last month. You know your father’s concerns.”

I grumbled, “That I’ll wander off and get myself claimed?”

His eyes narrowed, turning sharp, “That someone might try.”

The air thickened, not with fear, but with something I was very familiar with. He began to lean forward; a soft “Hold still.” was all the warning I was given as he lowered his head, nose brushing softly against my neck.  My breath caught in my throat as my scent gland pulsed under my skin, seemingly vibrating under his touch. 

There was a careful inhale. 

Then another.

Finally, he exhaled, slow and controlled, before stepping back. “You’re stable,” he said, his voice a little rougher than before. “No spikes.”

I stared at him as if in a trance, heat creeping down my neck, slithering to settle in my belly. “You could have just…asked.”

“An Omega’s scent doesn’t lie,” he replied tersely.

I tilted my head, a teasing smile curling on my lips, “Oh? And you think I do?” 

He let out a huff, “Sometimes.”

My jaw dropped as I gasped in mock disbelief. “Ash!”

He let out a soft chuckle before turning and walking towards the door. “Go back to sleep. I’ll wake you when the sun comes up,” he said, not looking back. “And keep your damn doors locked.”

I let out a soft growl, “Bossy brute.”

“Careless pup.”

I blinked, shocked. Was he teasing? Asher only called me that when I pushed him off balance, emotionally, that is, not physically.  Never that. No, nothing could move Asher Riley if he didn’t want to be moved.

The door clicked shut behind him.

I flopped back into my blankets, huffing, heart thudding. He was in my room again…

For an Alpha who is all about logic and rules…Asher stepped into my space far too easily.

And gods did  I like it.

Daddy might have assigned him as a bodyguard, but somewhere along the way, Asher had stopped feeling like a cage to me.

Instead…he was starting to feel like something else.
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She smelled like sin.

Warm and bright, sugar-laced spice, velvet-wrapped danger. Like trouble made flesh…trouble that walked barefoot across marble floors and pouted when told ‘no’.

Odessa Ashbourne.

My charge.

My fucking curse.

She was a fluffy little Omega with too many silk robes, too few boundaries, and a scent that should be illegal. I had half a mind to file a complaint about it…that was if I didn’t know that it would end up on her father’s desk, and if Donovan Ashbourne even caught a whiff of Odessa’s scent on me…a shudder ran through me at the thought.

I stood in the hallway outside her bedroom, spine straight, fists curled, my jaw was so tight I was sure I cracked a molar.

Still breathing her in.

Still thinking about the way Odessa’s pupils were blown wide the second my nose brushed against her throat.

It was stupid.

Risky.

I shouldn’t have touched her.

I usually didn’t dare to get close.

But I barely needed to touch her to feel as if her scent had hit me like a heady drug. It rolled over my senses every damn day, soft and teasing, caught in the edges of every damn nerve.

Like a damn cat in heat. I thought with grim affection. All fluff and sharp claws. She was sweet, but painfully oblivious. I called her pup because half the time…she acted like one.

Bratty, reckless, and loud when she wanted something, then quiet when she was up to no good. One moment she would curl into blankets like a nestling, then turn around and stomp her feet and bare her teeth like a wild thing.

Most of the time, she drives me fucking insane…But I keep her safe anyway.

Always.

Because last year…she wasn’t.

A year ago, I wasn’t the bodyguard to some silver-spoon princess. I had been on contract elsewhere, working security-blacklist, not domestic detail. However, when Donovan Ashbourne reached out to me personally…I had dropped everything. One thing about Donovan Ashbourne was that he never begged for anything, but that night, his voice was broken.

“Odessa’s missing. She disappeared from the gala an hour ago. Her guard is dead. Found out in the parking garage. There’s no sign of her anywhere. I need you to find her, Riley.” I arrived on the scene forty minutes later. The ballroom was in chaos. Paparazzi camera shut down, security footage already being pulled. The last image showed Odessa walking towards a side hallway, alone, probably looking for the restroom. She never made it back out.

The doctor had said her brain created a defense mechanism to block out any of the trauma, so Odessa would not likely remember the full extent of what happened. Shortly after that, Donovan offered me a job.

Be Odessa’s bodyguard. A twenty-four-hour job that came with a ridiculous salary. I had vowed that something like that would never happen again. Every friend, social event, driver, hell, even the places she shopped at now underwent thorough background checks; I made sure no one could even think about getting near her without having to go through my approval. Odessa hated it at first, of course. She threw a full tantrum and went on about independence. She had called me mutt for a month straight and even tried to bribe me with money and braless distractions.

But I didn’t budge.

Not when she pouted.

Not when she pushed.

Especially not when she cried.

Because Odessa did cry sometimes. At night, mostly when she thought she was alone. As if her body needed a release from what her mind could not comprehend. I never entered the room when she did. I always stood outside her door, ears twitching at every muffled sob that racked through her, claws digging into the palms of my hands to keep myself from bursting into her bedroom and taking her into my arms to comfort her.

I had to remind myself I was not her mate.

I wasn’t supposed to care about her.

But fuck me…

I did.

Now outside her bedroom door, I took a deep breath, slow and steady, tamping down the last of her scent from my lungs. I won’t report the spike in her cycle. Not yet. It had not fully been triggered, and Odessa would bitch my ear off if her father locked her in heat quarantine again. Still, I made a mental note to begin prepping her heat suppressants discreetly, have the cooking staff stock her favorite teas, and make sure extra soft fleece was available for the nest she pretended not to use. After only a year of being in her orbit, I knew Odessa’s patterns better than she did now. The signs of her nervous tics, her fears, what made her light up like the sun, and the faint, sweet scent of her longing. That was what I carried in the depths of my bones every day.

So I stayed, watched, and guarded her like the spoiled, beautiful, maddeningly Omega she was.

Because I would not fail her.

Ever.
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It was the sound of a too-delighted squeal that had me groaning into my coffee. The faint sound of silk being tugged on and bare feet skidding across a floor barely gave me enough time to mentally be prepared for what would inevitably lead to a migraine well before the sun settled properly for the morning. I didn’t even turn around when the culprit of said impending headache burst into the kitchen. 

“It’s too goddamn early for trouble,” I muttered into my mug, taking a moment of silent prayer as Odessa bounced into view. All glowy skin and fluff. The oversized hem of her robe was threatening to slip off her shoulder entirely, already failing to cover the hint of pink lace beneath it. How the hell did she look beautiful even from rolling straight out of bed? Her tail, thick, soft and clearly at its maximum level of fluff, swished in wide, excited arcs. “Asher! Look! Look!” She held her phone out to me like it was a trophy. “Viv is hosting a lunch. A proper one! A luncheon on her garden terrace with the koi fountain and those horrible bird sculptures she thinks give a whimsical ambiance. And gueeessss who made the guest list?!”

I didn’t even look at the phone. Just stared at her deadpan. My nostrils flared once, subtly taking in her scent; it was bright, giddy, laced with hope and a fuck load of excitement.

Odessa was loud.

Too loud.

“You,” I said dryly, already preparing my ears for the screech.

And I was right.

Odessa beamed. “YES! Me!”

She twirled, yes, twirled, which made her robe flutter up in ways I refused to acknowledge.

“I haven’t gone to anything since…well…you know…the last year thing. Annnnd Viv said that it will be super lowkey! No Alphas. No cameras,” my eye twitched slightly. She leaned closer, invading my space and gave me the most sickening sweet smile that never boded well. “Can you tell Daddy for me?” She asked, fidgeting with my dog tags, batting her eyelashes. “Please? Pretty please? He listens to you more.”

I let out a grunt and shrugged her off, taking a step back. “No.”

She blinked at me, “No?”

I moved around the kitchen, ignoring the gaping look she was giving me, grabbed a glass, filled it with water and handed it to her with the daily supplements the maid left out for her. “If you want to go so bad, then tell him yourself and send the guest list.” Odessa made a face at my suggestion, snatching the pills from my hands, popping them in her mouth before taking a sip of water. Setting the glass down, she leaned against the counter, making her robe slither down another inch. I turned to put my mug in the sink so I wouldn’t see what was beneath it.

“He’s going to overreact.” She pouted, sighing dramatically. “He’ll probably try to cancel it. Or replace Viv’s staff…or make me wear a freaking nun’s dress.” She shuddered at the thought in disgust. I scoffed, “Good. Wear one.” Odessa squinted her eyes, her full lips thinning in annoyance. “Asssshhhh. Be serious! This is my first thing. My first anything in forever, might I add. I haven’t even posted on social media in literal months because Daddy thinks that even Twitter is dangerous.”

I shrugged, “He’s not wrong.”

She made a noise of complaint.

Taking another sip of water, she stared at me, watching for any cracks.

Too bad.

She won’t find any.

Then she smiled. That smile. The one that always meant a terrible idea was brewing in that beautiful head of hers.

“Asher,” she purred, voice soft and sweet.

My eyes narrowed. “No.”

Her brown eyes twinkled in mischief, “I could always go without telling him.”

There it was.

I glared at her, hackles bristling, “You could try, but I wouldn’t recommend it, pup.”

She ignored my sarcasm, “I could sneak out in a cab, wear sunglasses, put on one of those hard wigs, change my name to Cinnamon Mcfluff and-” A low growl rumbled in my throat, a warning, and she lit up like a Christmas tree. She giggled gleefully, “Oooh, hehe. There it is. The wolfy snarl. That’s when I know you’re actually listening.” I gave her an unimpressed look, folding my arms over my chest. “You leave this building without an escort, and I will chain you to your fucking nest.”

Her ears flattened, eyes widening in disbelief. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Try me and see.”

That should have been enough of a warning. She seemed to mull it over, tilting her head as her lips curled in amusement. “You would tie me up?”

The silence that followed was definitely not safe.

I blinked slowly, and her ears perked before she blushed. My eyes tracked the flush of colour as it crept down her neck, disappearing into the trim of lace. I did not comment, just stared until she began to fidget. Clearing her throat, a soft laugh escaped her, “Guess I walked right into that one, huh?” That got me out of my trance of staring at her cleavage. “Yes.” Odessa huffed, folding her arms over her chest, pushing up her cleavage. “Whatever. I’m going. Viv wants me there and I want to go and yooouu mister, can’t stop me.”

I let out an exhausted sigh, “Odessa, you’re not cleared.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “I’ve been cleared for everything except public events.”

“Exactly.”

She pressed her lips together, puffing out her cheeks, “You are impossible.”

“And you are reckless.” I retorted.

“You like it.” She purred.

“No, I tolerate it.” I grunt out.

Odessa pushed away from the counter, sauntering up to me and wrapping her arms around my waist. She looked up at me, big chocolate eyes sparkling. “Tell Daddy. Please, Asher?”

I did not budge.

She huffed, pulling away and muttering something under her breath about tyrants and celibate wolves, her tail batting me with one last sassy flick as she made her way back to her bedroom. The door shut with a slam.

I sighed, pinching the bridge of my nose. I would mention it to her father…eventually. Right after I vetted backgrounds on everyone attending the luncheon, got a layout of the venue, and got a camera to get live reports.

I wasn’t Odessa’s handler.

I was just the wolf keeping the world from chewing her up again.

At least that was the lie I told myself because gods knows I was not doing this just because her father paid me.
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Of course, that meant Odessa wanted to go shopping.

I have endured a lot in life. I have been shot at, mauled by a feral, and experienced hostage situations, but nothing…nothing had prepared me for this. Odessa Ashbourne in an overpriced boutique, stripping down to nothing but lace with zero shame. I stood in the corner of the private fitting suite, trying very hard not to look directly at the omega currently prancing around in sheer thigh-high stockings. 

The dress she stepped out in was pink.

It was fucking pink.

Bright, short, and what the fuck? Are those feathers?

The nerve in my eye twitched.

There was no way that was a dress. It should have been considered a napkin, held together by hope and thin straps that clung to her shoulders as if they had been stitched on. The hem stopped at an illegal length; neckline… nonexistent. Feathers exploded around her hips like the aftermath of a flamingo brawl.

It was a hazard.

“Okay, option three,” Odessa announced, smiling as she twirled, posing like there was a camera before looking at me. “The slit is a little scandalous, but the neckline? It makes my tits look good. So…what do you think?”

I just stared at her, at a loss for words.

My literal ability to form words evaded me. 

The thoughts that popped into my head were a problem. 

Odessa was a vision. 

She was curvy. Dainty. Almost too pretty for her own damn good. Her light olive-brown skin glowed beneath the soft lighting, warm and bronzed. Voluminous dark chocolate hair was like a lion’s mane, and her tail looked more like an expensive scarf than anything functional. Odessa was excessive in the way only an Ashbourne heiress could be. The type of beauty, softness, and femininity that made heads turn, whether intentional or not. Her scent was the first thing that reached me. Heady. Sweet. A particular mix of vanilla and ripe strawberries that hit like a drug when she was so fucking proud of herself. Odessa was vibrating with excitement, eyes bright and cheeks rosy.

My throat worked into a swallow before I cleared it, trying to compose myself. “You are not wearing that.” Immediately, her pink lips jutted into a pout. She crossed her arms under her chest, which made things worse and gave me that look. The one where she tilted her head, made her eyes go big and soft, and whined with enough brattiness that it made my blood pressure rise. “You cannot be serious. Viv said to wear something light and fun!” she whined. 

My eye was definitely twitching, “You look like a hungover swan.”

She beamed, “Thank you.”

I deadpanned, “That was not a compliment.”

She groaned in frustration, “You’re no fun, old man. You literally get to see tits for free. How ungrateful.” 

I pinched my nose, inhaling deeply and counting to five so I do not strangle her. Exhaling through clenched teeth, muttering under my breath
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