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      Hello Hello Hello! Buckle up, because we’re about to dive into the chaotic, violent, and ridiculously intense world of scent matches, feral alphas, and the kind of love that makes people go absolutely off the rails.

      Let’s Talk Designations (aka, Omegaverse 101)

      If you’re new to Omegaverse - or just need a refresher - here’s the deal:

      •	Alphas are dominant, protective, and feral as fuck when it comes to their mates. They’re the ones with the growls, the possessiveness, and the ability to scare the absolute shit out of everyone except their omega.

      •	Betas are the glue of a pack. They’re steady, logical, and just as dangerous - but with less of that I’ll-tear-out-your-throat-for-looking-at-my-mate energy.

      •	Omegas are rare, highly sought after, and biologically wired to thrive in a pack. But let’s be clear - our FMC is not the “soft, wilting flower” type of omega. She’s been through hell, and she will bite.

      The Vibes You Can Expect:

      •	Slow burn AF for the FMC – Because trauma isn’t solved with a magical d*ck and she needs time to accept her pack.

      •	Possessive, violent, loving packmates – These guys would literally burn down the world for their girl. Or for each other. Probably both.

      •	Dark themes – Yeah. It’s dark. There’s trauma, pain, and scenes that might be hard to read. But there’s also healing, devotion, and a love story worth fighting for.

      •	Pining. So much pining. – If you love desperate, feral longing, welcome to the perfect storm.

      •	Touch her and die energy – No, really. People die.

      •	Found family – Because blood doesn’t always mean loyalty, but these men? They’ll never let her down.

      So, if you’re ready for growly, violent, unhinged, but also incredibly soft alphas, a chaotic beta who absolutely stirs the pot, and an FMC who is about to learn what it really means to be part of a pack - then welcome to the start of their story.

      Please note that this is an MMMFM novel and it ends on a cliffhanger. This is part one of a duet that will end with a HEA.

      It’s going to be a hell of a ride. [image: skull][image: fire]

      Love always,

      Rynne

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Trigger Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains dark, intense, and potentially distressing themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Please proceed with caution if you are sensitive to any of the following:

      •	Abduction & Captivity – Scenes of kidnapping and forced imprisonment.

      •	Sexual Assault– References to past abuse and rape (depicted on page  - not done by the MMCs).

      •	Violence & Torture – Graphic fight scenes, bloodshed, torture, and murder.

      •	Dubious Consent Themes – The biological scent-matching system may imply power imbalances.

      •	Psychological & Emotional Abuse – Gaslighting, manipulation, and emotional trauma.

      •	Child Abuse & Neglect (Backstory) – References to parental neglect and physical/emotional abuse.

      •	Murder & Death – On-page killings, mentions of past murders, and gruesome revenge.

      •	PTSD & Trauma Responses – Flashbacks, panic attacks, flinching at touch, and hyper-vigilance due to past abuse.

      •	Suicidal Ideation – Mentions of hopelessness and expectation of death.

      •	Substance Use & Drugging – Chloroform used to incapacitate a character.
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        "One day, you’re a child, and the world feels safe. Then, without warning, something shifts—trauma sneaks in, and everything looks different. You’re left standing in a place that once felt familiar, now uncertain, unsteady, and forever changed."

        -Unknown
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            Maeve

          

          AGE TWELVE

        

      

    

    
      Mama is fighting with my dads again. Lately, that's all they do - argue, fight, scream. Their voices rise and fall like waves crashing against brittle glass, threatening to shatter everything. I can’t tell if it’s because something happened or if they’ve just started to hate each other. Maybe it’s both. Maybe hate grows like mold - slow at first, hidden in the corners, until one day it’s everywhere.

      Our home used to be different. It used to hum with warmth, stitched together with laughter and lazy Sunday mornings filled with the smell of pancakes and coffee. Mama was always curled up with one of my dads, her smile soft and real, like it belonged to her. Papa Desmond would stroke her hair absentmindedly while Dad Michael teased her about something silly, his eyes crinkling at the corners with affection. Papa Aodhán - he never said much, but his gaze was enough. He looked at her like she was the sun and he was trying to memorize the way it felt on his skin.

      But now… now Papa Desmond won’t even look at her. His eyes stay glued to the floor when they fight, blank and distant, like he’s somewhere else entirely. Even when she screams, his face doesn’t move - not even a flinch. Just that dead look, as if whatever tethered him here snapped.

      Dad Michael is the angriest. His rage feels like a storm trapped in a glass jar - too big, too loud, trying to break free. His sneers cut deeper than his words, though the words are sharp enough. His voice cracks sometimes, not from volume but from something raw beneath the anger. He looks… lost. Like he’s searching for something he knows he’ll never find again.

      And Papa Aodhán - his disappointment is the worst. It’s quiet, but it hangs in the air, heavy and suffocating. His lips press into a thin line, his eyes dark with something I can’t name. He looks at Mama like he’s trying to remember why he ever loved her in the first place.

      Mama’s not herself anymore. She’s sharp where she used to be soft, brittle where she used to bend. The comforting scent of lemon and sugar that used to follow her around like a promise is different now - too tart, too bitter, like something burnt. She screams things I don’t understand, her words jagged and full of secrets.

      Why can’t you understand that this isn’t enough?

      How can I be here when you’re all the same?

      I know what you did. Why do you think I looked elsewhere?

      I don’t know what she means. I don’t think I want to.

      Ronan knows, though. He’s sixteen, old enough to catch the things that slip through the cracks. I see it in the way he stares at the door during their fights, his jaw tight, his eyes dark and distant, like he’s watching something unfold that he’s already seen before. Like he’s not surprised, just… disappointed.

      A loud crash snaps me out of my thoughts. My heart jumps, thudding against my ribs like it’s trying to escape. I slip out of my room, my bare feet cold against the hardwood floor, the sleeves of my pajama top too long, covering my hands. I shuffle down the dim hallway, the house thick with the echoes of muffled yelling.

      Before I reach Ronan’s door, it swings open. He’s already there, waiting like he knew I’d come. His dark brown eyes find mine, filled with something I don’t have words for - unease, maybe. Fear. A quiet kind of sadness.

      “Come on, bug,” he murmurs, his voice soft in the way thunder can be soft when it’s far away. He pulls me into his room, gently guiding me toward his bed. The door clicks shut behind us, and the noise from the fight fades to a distant hum.

      Ronan tucks me in like I’m little again, smoothing the blanket over me, his fingers brushing stray strands of hair from my face. His smile is crooked and sad, like he’s trying to hold it together just for me.

      “Get some sleep. I’ll be right here.”

      I nod, but the words I want to say get stuck somewhere in my throat. I don’t know how to ask, Is everything going to be okay? Because I’m pretty sure I already know the answer.

      I focus on the comforting weight of the blanket, the faint scent of rain and earth clinging to Ronan. His scent has changed since he emerged as an alpha - stronger, grounding. It wraps around me, familiar and safe, like moss growing on stone, something steady in the middle of all this chaos.

      Ronan sits on the floor, his back pressed against the bed, his head tilted back until it rests near my pillow. He lets out a long, shaky sigh, the kind that sounds like it’s trying to empty out something heavy inside.

      I want to ask him what’s happening.

      I want to ask if Mama and our dads will ever stop fighting.

      I want to ask if our family will ever feel whole again.

      But I don’t.

      Because deep down, I don’t think I want to hear the answers.

      Something in my chest twists - a quiet, gnawing ache. A voice in my gut whispers that nothing will ever be the same again. Not really. And maybe… maybe it never was.
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            Maeve

          

          AGE FOURTEEN

        

      

    

    
      “Wake up, May.”

      A soft voice brushes against my ear, fragile and breathless, pulling me from sleep. I groan, burrowing deeper into the cocoon of my blankets, clinging to the warmth like it’s the only thing tethering me to peace. I don’t want to get up. I want to stay right here, wrapped in the safety of my sheets, lulled by the soft hum of music I keep playing to drown out the arguments that seep through the walls like poison - day after day, night after night.

      But the voice comes again, sharp this time, laced with urgency. I blink against the dimness of my room, my vision swimming as I adjust to the pale slant of morning light spilling through the blinds. Mama’s face comes into focus.

      Tear-streaked. Hollow-eyed. Desperate.

      She looks so fucking sad. No - broken. Like someone took all the pieces that made her whole and smashed them, leaving her stitched together with nothing but sheer will and brittle bones. But there’s something else in her expression, too - urgency. Like she’s standing on the edge of a cliff and trying to pull me back before we both fall.

      I sit up slowly, my body still heavy with sleep. “What time is it?” I mumble, my voice rough and thick.

      Her fingers clamp around my arm - too tight, bruising tight - and I hiss in pain, jerking instinctively. Her grip doesn’t loosen.

      “We don’t have time for this, May. We have to hurry,” she snaps, her voice a brittle whip in the quiet.

      The haze of sleep evaporates, replaced by a jolt of adrenaline that makes my heart stutter. Hurry? Why? Is there a fire? Is Ronan okay? My mind spins, chasing answers I don’t have.

      “What?” I croak, my chest tightening with confusion and something sharp beneath it - annoyance. It’s an ugly feeling, but one that’s become too familiar when it comes to her. I love her. God, I do. But the constant bitterness she spits at my dads, the way she’s been unraveling into someone I barely recognize - it’s exhausting. And she won’t tell me why. Won’t tell me what broke her or why it feels like our family is bleeding from invisible wounds.

      “We need to go, May,” she breathes, releasing my arm and spinning toward my closet with frantic energy. She yanks a duffel bag from the top shelf, her movements sharp and disjointed as she stuffs it with random clothes - like it doesn’t matter what comes with us, just that we leave.

      “Go where, Mama?” I ask, my voice flat, my body refusing to move from the bed. My fingers curl into the blanket like it’s the last thing anchoring me to this house, to my life.

      She doesn’t look at me. Just keeps shoving clothes into the bag with shaking hands. “We’re leaving. Your dads said to get out, so we need to go.”

      Go?

      I blink, the word sitting heavy and foreign in my chest. They wouldn’t kick me out. Sure, I wouldn’t be surprised if they finally told her to leave. But me? No. They wouldn’t. They would’ve done it years ago - when everything first cracked, when the love in this house turned sour. They would’ve waited until I was older, until I left for college like Ronan.

      “What are you talking about?” The annoyance sharpens, my voice a blade now.

      She whirls around, her blond hair whipping across her face, and when she looks at me - really looks at me - I feel the sting of it deep in my chest. Distaste. Pure, unfiltered distaste. It’s not the first time I’ve seen it, but it still cuts like it’s new. Before… whatever happened, Mama used to look at me like I was her heart outside her body. Now, it’s like I’m just a splinter she can’t dig out.

      “They don’t want us, Maeve,” she spits, her hands clutching the duffel like it’s the only thing keeping her upright. “They want us out of their house before they get home from work.”

      I shake my head, denial coiling in my throat. “That’s not true.”

      But she steamrolls over my words with a sharp, bitter laugh. “You aren’t their daughter. They let us stay until Ronan went to college, but they don’t care about you. They know you’re not theirs, and they don’t care if you live here or on the fucking streets. We need to go. Now.”

      The words hit me like a slap - hard, hot, and disorienting. I can’t breathe.

      Not their daughter?

      She has to be lying. She’s always lying. But… why would she lie about this? Why admit to cheating, to being the omega who tore our family apart, unless it was true? She never admits when she’s wrong. Never.

      “They’re not my dads?” I whisper, my voice so small it doesn’t even feel like mine.

      She snorts, cruel and sharp, like the sound of glass cracking under pressure. “Of course you’re not. Look at yourself. Dark hair. Skin and bones. It’s a fucking dead giveaway.”

      My lip trembles, shame burning through me like acid. Before I can react, her hand snaps out again, her fingers digging into my arm. She drags me off the bed, my feet stumbling to catch up. I don’t fight. I don’t cry. I just go.

      Through the hallway lined with family photos - my photos. Birthday parties, Christmas mornings, beach trips. All lies, apparently.

      Past the living room with its soft, cozy blankets and the kitchen filled with mugs my dads collect from every city they’ve visited.

      Through the front door where the welcome mat feels like a fucking joke now.

      This was my home. But I guess it never really was.

      She pauses at the threshold, her hand tightening on my arm before she finally looks at me - really looks. “You have to be good. Do as you’re told. We’re lucky my friend agreed to take us in.”

      “Your friend?” I croak, my throat raw.

      She nods sharply. “My… good friend.”

      Then she’s pulling me down the stone walkway toward an SUV I don’t recognize - a sleek, expensive thing that doesn’t belong here, even in our nice Seattle neighborhood. The door opens, and a man steps out.

      Tall. Broad. Cold.

      He steps out of the SUV like he owns the ground beneath his feet, his presence sucking the warmth from the air around him. His face is carved from stone - sharp, unforgiving angles that look like they were chiseled with a blade instead of born from flesh. High cheekbones shadowed by the early morning light, a square jaw clenched tight enough to make the muscle twitch just beneath his stubbled skin. His nose is slightly crooked, like it’s been broken more than once, and his lips are thin, pressed into a flat, emotionless line.

      But it’s his eyes that freeze me in place.

      Pale. Icy. A gray so light they almost look colorless, like fog trapped behind glass. They slide from Mama to me with the slow, deliberate precision of a predator - not curious, not kind. Just… assessing. Measuring. Like he’s already decided who I am without needing to ask. There’s no warmth there, no flicker of recognition or human softness. Just an empty, hollow chill that makes my stomach knot.

      His gaze lingers on me a second too long, like he’s peeling back layers I didn’t know I had, and it makes my skin crawl.

      His suit is dark, tailored perfectly to his broad frame, but it’s not the kind of expensive that whispers luxury - it screams power. The fabric stretches slightly over his shoulders, hinting at the strength beneath, like he could snap bones as easily as breaking twigs if he wanted to.

      And something tells me - he’s wanted to before.

      A jagged scar slices down from the corner of his left eyebrow, cutting through the thin skin just above his cheekbone. It’s old, faded white against his otherwise smooth skin, but it stands out.

      “This is your daughter?” His voice is thick with a Russian accent, deep and rough, vibrating in the space between us. I shiver, instinctively leaning into Mama even though she’s the last person I want comfort from.

      She lets me go without hesitation, sauntering toward him with that exaggerated sway of her hips. He wraps an arm around her waist, rough and possessive, and she melts into it like she belongs there. She looks up at him with a smile I haven’t seen in years - a soft, flirty curve that used to be reserved for my dads.

      “Yeah, baby,” she purrs.

      Baby.

      My stomach twists, nausea clawing its way up my throat. That word - it was theirs. My dads'. Our word.

      This isn’t a friend. Not the kind I know. This is… something else. Something wrong.

      The man’s eyes flick back to me, and this time, he smiles - a slow, cruel stretch of his mouth that makes my skin crawl.

      “Good,” he murmurs. “Let’s go.”
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      “My office. Now.”

      Illya’s voice snaps through the air like a whip the second I step through the door, slicing clean through whatever fragile calm I’d managed to hold onto. My spine goes rigid, my body responding before my brain even catches up - because that’s what fear does. It teaches you how to obey without thinking. How to move like a good little doll, limbs stiff with practiced submission.

      I follow, my footsteps light, careful. Not too fast - not eager. Not too slow - not defiant. Just… right. The perfect balance, the invisible line I’ve learned to walk to keep the inevitable from turning into something worse. It’s the only way to ensure that the beating I’m sure to get isn’t a death sentence.

      Illya isn’t my father. He’s my mother’s husband, a title that means nothing and everything at the same time. On good days - if there’s such a thing - he barely tolerates me, his indifference cold enough to make me wish for invisibility. But today isn’t a good day. Today is the day I emerged as an omega.

      In the middle of gym class.

      My scent had poured out of me like a fucking fog, thick and sweet, coating the air until it felt like breathing honey. I caused a riot - boys scrambling like animals, eyes glazed over with something feral, their instincts clawing through whatever scraps of civility they had left. Teachers trying to restore order, voices sharp and panicked, dragging me to the nurse’s office like I was radioactive.

      And then - Illya arrived. Not my mother. No, she’s in Paris, probably sipping champagne and pretending she doesn’t have a daughter at all. Illya’s words echoed in the sterile nurse’s office, cold and sharp:

      “Your mother went to Paris. Now you’re my problem.”

      Problem. That’s all I’ve ever been to him.

      I step into his office, my heart thudding like a metronome set too fast. The room is a modern nightmare - sleek, cold lines, all sharp edges and dark leather. It’s masculine in a way that feels aggressive, oppressive. The walls are adorned with abstract art, all harsh strokes of black and gray, like even the paintings are angry.

      And then there’s his scent.

      Oil and rubber. Thick, industrial, clinging to the air like smoke. Before today, I barely noticed it - a background noise in my senses. But now, with my newly awakened instincts, it’s suffocating. Overpowering. It coils around me, slick and heavy, clawing its way up my nose, threading into my thoughts until I feel like I’m drowning in it. My stomach twists, nausea pooling in the back of my throat.

      I stay by the door, fingers clenched into tight fists at my sides. Illya doesn’t even glance at me as he strides across the room, his movements smooth, deliberate. He heads straight for the small bar cart tucked into the corner, crystal decanters gleaming under the dim light. He pours himself a glass of vodka, the liquid catching the light like liquid silver. His posture is relaxed, casual even - like this is just another ordinary evening.

      But I know better.

      Illya is never relaxed. Never calm. He’s a storm bottled inside a man, his rage simmering just beneath the surface, waiting for any excuse to spill over. I’ve been on the receiving end of that rage more times than I can count. I’ve felt the sharp bite of his temper, the bruises blooming like dark flowers on my skin.

      He takes a slow sip, finally turning to face me. His pale eyes - sharp, piercing - lock onto mine, and for a second, it feels like the floor tilts beneath me. There’s no softness there. No sympathy. Just calculation. Like he’s trying to decide what to do with me now that I’ve become something he can’t ignore.

      His gaze drags over me, lingering just a second too long. It’s not the indifferent glance I’m used to - the kind that dismisses me like background noise. No, this is different. This feels like a spotlight, searing through my skin, peeling me apart layer by layer until I’m raw and exposed, like my very bones are laid bare. My skin feels too thin to keep him out, to keep me in.

      Illya turns fully, his dark eyes locking onto mine. They’re like bottomless pits - cold, endless, and hollow - void of anything resembling humanity. The air thickens, every breath harder to pull in as he starts walking toward me. Calm, measured steps. No rush, no hesitation. Like he’s already decided how this will end.

      His eyes never leave mine, not even when he stops inches in front of me, his towering presence casting a shadow that feels colder than the sterile air in the room. He tilts his head slightly, nostrils flaring as he inhales deeply.

      “Apples,” he murmurs, voice low and husky, pupils darkening, swallowing the little color left in his irises.

      Fear skitters up my spine like ice-cold fingers. My instincts scream run, but I don’t move. I don’t breathe. I just stand there, paralyzed, staring up at the man who has never looked at me with anything but contempt. I have the scars and healed-over fractures to prove it - ghosts of bruises that never quite faded, bones that still ache when it rains.

      His hand lifts slowly, deliberate, like he’s savoring the moment. Fingers pinch a lock of my dark chocolate-brown hair between his thumb and forefinger. He rubs it together, the friction barely noticeable but somehow deafening in the quiet room. His chest rises as he takes another deep lungful of my scent, and this time, a low rumble vibrates through him - not a purr, no warmth or comfort in the sound. It’s the beginning of a growl, raw and primal, scraping against my nerves like sandpaper.

      A small whimper escapes me before I can swallow it down.

      His smile spreads wide across his face, all sharp edges and too many teeth. It’s not a smile meant to comfort; it’s a display - a predator baring his fangs, enjoying the ripple of fear his presence causes.

      His hand slides from my hair to my arm, fingers tightening until pain blossoms beneath his grip, sharp and immediate. Another whimper slips out, this one ragged, and he laughs.

      It’s a dark, joyless sound that echoes in the pit of my stomach, twisting the fear tighter.

      Without warning, he yanks me forward, dragging me toward his desk. My feet stumble to keep up, my heart racing so fast it feels like it might burst. The office feels smaller, the walls pressing in, the air growing thinner with every step.

      “Illya,” I whisper, my voice trembling. It’s not really his name I’m saying - it’s a plea. Please stop. Please don’t. But I don’t say the words because I know they won’t matter. They never have.

      He growls, a deep, guttural sound that vibrates through my bones. He pulls me behind his desk with brutal efficiency, spinning me around so fast the room blurs. My back slams against his chest, broad and unyielding, the solid wall of him caging me in.

      My body shakes uncontrollably, every instinct screaming danger as his hands clamp down on my shoulders, fingers digging in like talons. His breath is hot against my skin as he shoves his face into the curve of my neck, inhaling deeply, the sound obscene in the suffocating silence.

      I squeeze my eyes shut, wishing I could disappear. Wishing I could melt into the floor, into nothingness.

      “Please,” I whisper, my voice fragile, splintered at the edges. I don’t even know what I’m begging for. Please let me go? Please stop touching me? Please… just stop?

      But he laughs.

      It’s low, dark, curling in the pit of my stomach like a snake coiling tighter. It’s not the kind of laugh that comes from amusement - it’s the sound of someone savoring control, feeding off fear.

      Then - he shoves me forward.

      I stumble, my hips slamming into the sharp edge of his desk, the impact jarring enough to steal the breath from my lungs. Pain shoots through me, hot and immediate, blooming across my side like fire. I gasp, a hiss slipping between my clenched teeth, but there’s no time to recover, no space to catch my breath.

      His hand slams between my shoulder blades, heavy and unyielding, forcing me down until my cheek is pressed against the cold, polished wood. The surface smells faintly of ink, leather, and the faint metallic tang of something I don’t want to name.

      I struggle instinctively - a useless, pathetic twitch beneath the iron weight of his grip. My muscles tense, trembling under the pressure, but it’s like trying to move against a mountain.

      Tears prick at the corners of my eyes, hot and uninvited. I swallow them down, refusing to let them fall, refusing to give him that satisfaction. But my body betrays me, shaking with adrenaline, fear pulsing like a second heartbeat.

      His fingers dig into my back, pressing harder, like he’s trying to crush me into the wood, into nothingness - exactly where I wish I could be.

      I bite my lip so hard I taste blood, the copper tang sharp against my tongue. My breath comes in short, ragged bursts, fogging against the glossy surface beneath me.

      “Don’t move!”

      The command slices through the air like a blade, sharp and undeniable. It’s not just a voice - it’s a force, something that grabs hold of me from the inside out. My body obeys before my mind catches up, locking in place, muscles frozen in rigid defiance of the panic screaming beneath my skin.

      I’ve heard stories about what an alpha’s bark can do to an omega - how it strips away autonomy, how it roots you to the spot, drowning you in submission. But hearing about it and feeling it are worlds apart. This isn’t just fear. It’s like my own body has turned against me, refusing to move, refusing to fight.

      My lips tremble, the only part of me still capable of motion. My mind races, trapped in a loop of disbelief and horror, screaming to run, to do something - but I can’t. I’m locked in place, my own body betraying me.

      His hands move along my body, shuffling from the back of my thighs and up, his fingers squeezing the curve of my ass with a quiet groan, the heat of his palm searing through the fabric of my clothes. He moves to grip my hips before he rubs against me. The hard length of his erection pushing against me.

      My mind blanks out. My entire world comes to a screeching halt as I listen to the sound of a zipper coming down.

      Cold air hits my center as he pulls my uniform skirt up and exposes my cotton underwear. He only stops for a moment before he is dragging my panties down my thighs.

      “Illya, please don’t,” I whisper, tears forming in my eyes.

      He laughs at me, deep and deranged before he barks out again, “Don’t fucking speak.”

      A large heated blunt object touches my most sensitive private area before shoving forward so fast and hard that my breath gets trapped in my lungs as my body locks up in pain. I’m being torn in half…my body splitting from the inside out.

      There’s a deep unrestrained groan from behind me but I can’t breath. I can’t think or see or understand.

      Burning pain as he drags himself out only to shove back inside harder. A whimper of pain escapes me but that only spurs him on. He groans and moans as he continues his assault on my body. His hands gripping my ass and spreading me wide so he can watch as he enters my body over and over.

      I want to scream. I want to hit and punch and bite but…I can’t.

      I can’t fucking move.

      “This is what you wanted, isn’t it, little doll?” He groans, his movements speeding up.

      He doesn’t want an answer. He hasn’t released me from his bark. I just lay agains the desk, my arms limp at my sides and my face smashed to the wood. The burning doesn’t lessen during it. Even as wetness seeps out of me…warm and burning…the scent of copper in the air.

      I’m bleeding.

      Because I’ve never done this. Never had anything or anyone inside of me. I was saving myself for the day that I met my pack…the ones who are meant to do this to me. The ones who are supposed to love and cherish me.

      This right here isn’t love. Its abuse….it’s torture.

      “I knew you would be a good little doll for me,” he groans, snapping his hips harder as he spreads my ass further, like he is going to rip me in half.

      The slapping of skin on skin increases as do his groans of pleasure.

      I sink inside my head, wanting to disappear completely. Wanting to be done with this moment in my life.

      He pushes himself harder against me and my eyes widen as I feel his knot trying to penetrate me. Tears stream down my cheeks as I beg in my head.

      Please stop.

      Please don’t knot me.

      Make this stop.

      Please.

      “Fuck, I wanna shove my knot inside this tight little pussy,” he groans out before his hand comes down hard on my ass. Slapping me in a way that is not pleasurable at all. “I have a meeting so I cant be stuck inside your little whore cunt though.”

      It sounds like he is talking to me but he isn’t. He’s enjoying the fact that I cant fight him or cry out or speak. He likes pretending like I am in control and I’m allowing this but really his bark holds me fucking hostage.

      His rhythm speeds up, almost painfully as he snaps inside of my body over and over and over.

      “Yes,” he hisses, his rhythm faltering slightly. “Oh fuck yes.”

      And then it happens.

      Warmth floods me. His release painting my insides like he is owning me. My tears stop flowing as numbness takes over. I feel nothing. Not pain or sadness or anger.

      I. Feel. Nothing.

      Immediately after he pulls out and I wince as fluids start sliding down my thighs.

      He hums and I hear a snap, then a flash of light.

      “Get up,” he murmurs but the word still holds some bite…some bark.

      I stand up, my skirt falling over my ass. I turn slowly, my body is sore and…uncomfortable. He has his phone in his hand, smiling down at it like he’s pleased.

      He turns the screen and my eyes blur with tears as I take in my pussy, raw and bleeding with cum dripping out of it. He lets out a derisive snort and rolls his eyes like my emotions are ridiculous. Like he didn’t just rape me on his desk.

      “Get out of my fucking office and go clean up,” he says in a dismissive tone. “No need to walk around proving you’re a whore.”

      I don’t speak as I turn and leave the room.
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            Three Years Later
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        "What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger? Yeah, right. It just gives you trust issues, a sharp tongue, and a low tolerance for nonsense. At this point, I’m not stronger—I’m just caffeinated, sarcastic, and slightly unhinged."

        -Maeve
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            Maeve

          

        

      

    

    
      “Happy birthday, kid,” Donny says, flashing that soft, dad-bod grin like he’s just handed me the meaning of life.

      I scowl. Hard.

      Not because Donny’s a bad guy. Hell, he’s the best boss a girl could ask for - if your dream boss is a gruff, bearded wall of muscle with the emotional range of a teaspoon and a soft spot for strays like me. No, I’m pissed because he just had to acknowledge that it’s my birthday. Like it’s some sacred fucking event instead of the annual reminder that I’ve survived another trip around the sun without accidentally yeeting myself into the void. Yay, me.

      I don’t give a damn about birthdays. Or holidays. Or really anything that requires social interaction or the faintest whiff of forced cheer. There’s a reason I spend my life hunched over keyboards, whispering sweet nothings to circuits, and ghosting humanity like it’s an ex who still thinks we can be friends. Solitude is my kink. People? Not so much.

      Donny chuckles - chuckles, like my misery is his personal ASMR - and slouches onto the battered old couch in the corner of my office. Yeah, that’s right. My office. My little dungeon of digital bliss. The walls are painted black because colors are for optimists. LED light strips snake along the floorboards, casting just enough glow to make it look like I’m plotting world domination - which, to be fair, I could. Dark, plush carpeting muffles the sound of my existence, and a glorious array of monitors wraps around me like the loving embrace I never asked for but definitely deserve.

      This is my sanctuary. My fortress of fuck-off. Hidden in the basement of Enterprise Security Connections, where the Wi-Fi’s strong and the people are scarce. No one comes in here. No one.

      Except Donny.

      The big, burly, alpha pain in my ass who’s somehow morphed into a pseudo-dad over the last two and a half years. Ever since he found me - nope. Nope. Not going there. Not unpacking that emotional baggage today, Satan.

      “It’s a normal day, Donny,” I grumble, snapping my gaze back to my screen like it’s personally offended me. I scroll through the clusterfuck that is my inbox - ten packets today. Ten. Like the universe woke up and chose violence. That’s ten potential jobs to sift through before I cherry-pick the one that doesn’t bore me to death. I’m picky. Sue me. I don’t do boring. I don’t do repetitive. I like my work the way I like my coffee - strong, complex, and liable to give me heart palpitations.

      And I really fucking love working with experienced teams. No hand-holding, no explaining basic shit, just pure, unadulterated efficiency. That’s my love language.

      “It’s your big day, kid,” Donny grumbles, crossing his arms over his chest like he’s trying to win the World’s Sturdiest Man competition.

      I snort, loud and unapologetic. “Oh, please. I’ve been working here full-time for two years. The only thing that’s changed is now it’s legal for you to exploit my talents. Congrats on dodging the child labor lawsuits.”

      He hums, this low, gravelly sound that’s halfway between a sigh and the noise an old engine makes when it’s deciding whether to start. “I know. I just wanted it to be special, is all.”

      And just like that, the snark factory in my brain grinds to a screeching halt. Fuck. The way he says it - soft, like it matters. Like I matter.

      I feel the ice fortress around my heart do this annoying little crack. Not a big one, just a hairline fracture. The kind that lets the feelings sneak in like emotional cockroaches.

      Without Donny, I’d be dead. That’s not me being dramatic. It’s not some tragic, YA backstory bullshit. It’s just the truth. This lone alpha saved my life, stitched together the mess of who I was, and somehow turned me into someone who could stand on her own two feet without collapsing under the weight of her own bullshit.

      And yeah, he gave me a shot at something rare - an omega with a career. Not a housewife, not someone’s pretty little trophy, but a person with a job that actually fucking matters. That’s practically a unicorn these days.

      I swallow the lump
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