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      To the curious souls just stepping into this world for the first time - may you discover the thrill of designations, the madness of heats, the utter joy of knotting, and the sweet ache of bonds that go deeper than words.
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            Note From The Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Hey, lovely readers! [image: glowing star] Buckle up, because you’ve just stepped into the wild, chaotic, and absolutely intoxicating world of Omegaverse. If you’re new here, let me break it down for you - and if you’re a seasoned traveler in this world of knots and chaos, welcome back to the madness!

      Here’s the deal:

      [image: wolf] Knotting – Oh yes, it’s exactly what you think it is. It’s primal, it’s messy, and it’s one of the most iconic features of Omegaverse. You’ve got an alpha? You’re getting knotted. End of story.

      [image: fire] Heats – When an omega’s body decides it’s time to throw out all rational thought and scream, “I NEED MY ALPHAS RIGHT NOW.” A heat is intense, overwhelming, and yes, usually involves a lot of knotting and slick.

      [image: droplet] Slick – Think of it as nature’s way of ensuring everyone has a good time during all that heat-induced chaos. Yep, it’s as spicy as it sounds.

      [image: performing arts] Designations – Alphas, betas, omegas... Everyone has a role to play. Alphas are dominant and protective, betas are chill and usually the voice of reason, and omegas? They’re the heart of the story, bringing the heat (literally) and all the emotions.

      [image: revolving hearts] MM Content – Because love (and lust) knows no bounds. Expect steamy, heartfelt, and sometimes downright unhinged moments between our characters, regardless of their designations.

      This story is packed with all the classic Omegaverse goodness, but be warned: it’s not all cuddles and purrs. Dark themes are woven throughout, from trauma and betrayal to violence and survival. These characters are messy, raw, and sometimes downright crazy - but they love fiercely, protect obsessively, and will burn the world for the ones they care about.

      [image: stop sign] Your mental health matters – Seriously. Check that trigger warning sheet before diving in. If you’re not in a space to handle the darker themes, take care of yourself first. There will always be more stories waiting for you when you’re ready.

      So, grab your blanket, your favorite snack, and maybe a glass of wine, because this ride is going to be spicy, dramatic, and filled with all the chaos your Omegaverse-loving heart desires. Let’s dive in!

      With love and knots,

      Rynne

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Trigger Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      This story contains themes and scenes that may be triggering to some readers, including but not limited to:

      •	Non-consensual sexual situations

      •	Physical and emotional abuse

      •	Graphic violence and descriptions of trauma

      •	Mental health struggles, including PTSD

      •	Discussions of manipulation and betrayal

      

      These elements are included to explore complex characters, their growth, and the darker aspects of their world. However, they are handled with care and are not glorified.

      

      Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are sensitive to these topics, please proceed with caution or consider if this story is right for you. Your well-being is important.
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      This isn’t what my first heat is supposed to be like.

      I’m supposed to be delirious with happiness, cocooned in safety, surrounded by love. I’m supposed to feel cherished, like I’m the center of someone’s world.

      Instead, I’m rocking back and forth to the rhythm of someone else’s thrusts, my body trembling with shame and violation, my mind screaming for an escape that doesn’t exist.

      “Oh, fuck yes,” a voice snarls above me, dark and cruel, thick with satisfaction. His breath is hot and sticky against my ear, making my stomach churn with nausea. The weight of him on me feels suffocating, and every thrust is a new layer of pain and humiliation, burning through me like acid.

      “She’s a fucking good little cum bucket, D.” His words are a dagger, sharp and deliberate, meant to degrade. They tear through my already shattered sense of self, leaving me raw and bleeding inside.

      Tears spill freely down my cheeks, hot and relentless, but I can’t bring myself to open my eyes. I can’t look. I don’t want to see his face, don’t want to know who’s inside me, using me like I’m nothing more than a hole.

      Danny’s laugh cuts through the suffocating haze, sharp and familiar in the worst possible way. “She is a good little omega whore, isn’t she?”

      Danny.

      My alpha. My boyfriend.

      The man I thought loved me. The man I thought would protect me.

      My lip trembles violently, and I bite down on it until I taste blood, desperate to keep the sobs from spilling out. But when the alpha above me knots, his cock swelling inside me and locking us together, the pain and humiliation finally break me. A broken, guttural cry rips from my throat, and it’s met with laughter.

      Laughter.

      It echoes around me, taunting and cruel, filling the room with their sick enjoyment of my suffering.

      And then my body betrays me.

      The heat that’s been consuming me, burning through my veins, finally eases. The knot inside me provides the physical relief my biology craves, and for one horrifying moment, I feel a flicker of gratitude. A wave of calm washes over me, my body relaxing even as my mind rebels.

      The betrayal of it is unbearable.

      “Don’t you love this, little dove?” Danny’s voice is a mockery of sweetness, dripping with malice and amusement.

      Little dove.

      The nickname that used to make me feel cherished. The one that made me feel like I was special, like I was his.

      Now it twists like a knife in my chest, a cruel reminder of how wrong I was. There’s no love in the way he says it now. Only mockery. Only power.

      A whimper escapes my lips, unbidden, and it’s all the encouragement they need.

      The alpha inside me groans deeply, his hips rocking against mine in shallow, lazy thrusts as he wrings every last bit of satisfaction from my body. His hands are rough and possessive, grabbing at my flesh like he owns it. Like he owns me.

      I feel like I’m disappearing.

      Piece by piece, I’m slipping away, retreating deep into myself where their laughter and their touch can’t reach. My mind becomes a blur of static, my body trembling and limp beneath them.

      I am nothing to them.

      And as much as I want to fight, to scream, to claw my way out of this nightmare, I can’t.

      I’m trapped. Helpless.

      And the worst part?

      The only thing I can do is pray it ends soon.
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        * * *

      

      “No…oh fuck. No no no.”

      The voice cuts through the haze in my mind, sharp and agonized.

      I know that voice.

      I know it like I know my own heartbeat, like I know every scar on my body, every broken piece of myself.

      “Come here, little dove.”

      The nickname scrapes against my soul, jagged and cruel. It used to be sweet once, didn’t it? A lifeline. A sign of love. Now it’s poison. A reminder of everything I’ve lost.

      I want to scream. To fight. To tell him to shut the fuck up. But my body doesn’t move the way I want it to.

      I’m being shifted, lifted, my skin screaming in protest with every jolt, every tug. My body is a map of pain, every nerve a live wire.

      Broken.

      I’m so fucking broken.

      “Please, Sum…” His voice cracks, raw with something I can’t name. “Please, god, no. I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry.”

      Sorry? Sorry for what? For letting them ruin me? For not stopping it? For standing by while they took every last piece of who I was?

      Tears sting my eyes, but I don’t let them fall.

      I can’t.
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          SUMMER - SIX YEARS LATER
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      The steady rise and fall of my patient’s chest is the only goddamn thing keeping me upright at this point. If this kid can show up with three bullets in his gut, a concussion that could knock out a linebacker, and a shitload of broken bones, then surely I can stay awake for two more fucking hours until my shift is over.

      Right?

      Except I’m running on nothing but stale coffee and spite at this point, and my omega’s been scratching at me like an angry raccoon for hours, begging for just one goddamn second of comfort.

      I don’t blame my biology for wanting to crawl into a warm bed and disappear under a mountain of blankets. Hell, I don’t even mind being an omega most days. I know plenty of people see it as some tragic fucking handicap, but it’s never been that way for me. I like that there’s a soft part of me buried under all the sarcasm and caffeine jitters. I like that I want safety, comfort, things that smell good. It’s human, or whatever passes for human in this insane world.

      And anyway, even if I were a beta or an alpha, I’d still want the same damn thing. A warm bed, a soft couch, maybe a little room in my shitty apartment where I can pretend life isn’t a total dumpster fire for a couple hours. At least that’s what I tell myself.

      “Doctor Abraham,” a quiet voice interrupts my pity party, and I glance toward the doorway. Abby, my favorite nurse - and probably the only person in this hospital who hasn’t tried to kill me with their stupidity yet - stands there, looking sheepish. “I know you wanted a moment, but…”

      Her tone says sorry, but her face says get ready for more bullshit.

      “What is it, Abby?” I ask, plastering on a smile that probably makes me look like a lunatic.

      She shifts awkwardly, clearly trying not to laugh. “There’s a consult in the pit. Doctor Shaw is…occupied.”

      “Occupied?” I snort, rubbing at my temple because I already know exactly what that means. “Let me guess. He’s too busy trying to fuck the charge nurse to actually do his goddamn job, right? His knot can’t inflate unless he’s shirking responsibilities?”

      Abby bites her lip, but her shoulders shake with suppressed laughter. “You said it, not me.”

      “Jesus Christ,” I mutter, throwing one last glance at my patient. Poor kid looks peaceful, though that’s probably the blood loss talking. He’s young, maybe sixteen, and Abby mentioned his scent was sharp - new alpha, freshly presented. Probably doesn’t even know what the hell happened to him yet. Someone will come looking for him. They always do.

      I hate the scent-blocking spray for this reason. It’s like cutting off a whole part of myself, a part that could be useful in moments like this. But no, the government says omegas are a “hazard.” Can’t have us picking up on pheromones in a fucking hospital.

      I sigh and shake my head, shoving the thought out of my mind before it drags me down into the pit of all the other shit omegas deal with these days. Hell, if I hadn’t bulldozed my way through medical school and training, I’d probably be stuck at home, barefoot and pregnant, or whatever the fuck traditionalists think we should be doing.

      But not today. Today, I’m still here, and I’ve got shit to do.

      “I’m coming, Abby,” I say, standing on legs that feel like goddamn Jell-O.

      The door clicks shut behind her, and I head down to the ER, counting every miserable second until I can collapse in my shitty apartment with a cheap bottle of wine and absolutely no thoughts in my head.

      Abby waits for me by the double doors to the pit, giving me a sympathetic glance. “They said it’s bad,” she whispers as she hands me a fresh pair of gloves from her pocket. God bless her. “Some alpha tried to play superhero and failed. Big time.”

      I snort and snap the gloves onto my hands. “Isn’t that, like, ninety percent of the alpha population? Playing superhero until they can’t?”

      Abby chuckles softly, but I see the tension in her shoulders. Great. So, this is going to be a real mess. Just what I need when I’m operating on fumes and caffeine jitters.

      The chaos in the ER hits me like a goddamn truck the second I walk in. Blood on the floor, nurses shouting over each other, some poor tech nearly losing his grip on a tray of tools - it’s a clusterfuck, which is exactly what I don’t need right now. I’ve got a coffee buzz so strong I might actually vibrate out of my skin, no food in my stomach except the memory of a granola bar from twelve hours ago, and a sleep debt so deep it could tank the economy.

      And now there’s this fucking guy bleeding out all over my ER like he couldn’t pick a better time or place.

      “Who let Thor cosplay in a bar fight?” I mutter, stepping closer to assess the situation.

      A nurse to my left snorts but quickly masks it with a cough. “He’s semi-conscious, Dr. Abraham. Vitals are tanking.”

      I lean over the patient, my hands moving on autopilot as I press against the wound. He groans, his head lolling toward me. His scent punches through the spray - wild and sharp, like pine needles in a storm - and my omega twitches in surprise. I squash the reaction down like I’ve been trained to do and focus.

      “Hey, big guy,” I say, my tone as calm and steady as I can make it. “You’re in the hospital. Try not to move, okay? I’d hate for all this blood to go to waste. Looks expensive.”

      The alpha’s lips twitch into something that might be a smirk if he weren’t half-dead. Good. A sense of humor means he’s not completely out of it yet.

      “Doctor Abraham,” one of the nurses says, her voice tight. “His BP’s dropping fast.”

      “Yeah, no shit it’s dropping. He’s bleeding like a fucking fountain.” I bark out orders as I check his vitals. “I need O neg, stat. Get me an OR prepped, now.”

      The nurse scrambles to get the blood while I try to stop the bleeding. My omega, of course, chooses this exact moment to start clawing at me from the inside like a needy little shit. He’s hurt. He smells nice. Fix him. Oh, fuck off. I know he’s hurt. That’s literally my whole goddamn job. I shove the instinct down and keep moving.

      Abby appears at my side with a clipboard. “His pack’s on the way,” she says, handing it to me. “Vitals are rough, but he’s stable enough to move. For now.”

      “For now,” I echo bitterly, glancing at the notes. “He better stay that way, because I swear to God, Abby, if this guy dies on me and leaves me with his pack crying in the waiting room, I’m gonna lose my shit.”

      She pats my arm with a knowing smile. “You’ve got this.”

      “Damn right I do,” I snap, though it’s mostly to psych myself up. My hands are already itching to get in there, to fix this mess. This is what I’m good at - better than good, actually. I might be a sleep-deprived omega with a caffeine addiction and a mouth that could make a sailor blush, but I’m also a fucking surgeon. This is what I do.

      As we wheel him toward the OR, I glance down at him one last time. “Alright, big guy,” I murmur, more to myself than anyone else. “Let’s see if we can stitch your dumb ass back together. And when you wake up, you owe me a damn coffee.”
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        * * *

      

      Four hours later, and I’m hanging on by the thinnest fucking thread. Thor’s stitched up, patched together like Frankenstein’s monster, and parked in recovery. All I need to do is update his family, and then I’m free to stumble out of this godforsaken building and straight into my bed for a glorious twenty-four hours of doing absolutely jack shit.

      Or at least that’s the plan.

      “Doc Abe,” comes the unmistakable, greasy voice of Shaw from behind me, and I immediately want to crawl out of my skin.

      I turn to see him swaggering toward me like he thinks he’s starring in a shitty alpha cologne commercial. The kind where everything smells like “arrogance” and “regret.” His shoulders are rolled back, his head cocked just so, and his walk? It’s like he’s trying to flex every muscle he’s ever had, but instead, it just makes him look like he’s seconds away from throwing out his back.

      “You’re looking tired,” he says with a smirk that makes me want to physically hurl. “Anything I can… help with?”

      I’ve never had less patience for anyone in my entire life, which is saying something because I’ve spent the last four hours cleaning up literal alpha bullshit. My face goes completely deadpan. “Yeah, you can stop fucking the nurses and actually do your job so I don’t have to pick up your slack and do overtime.”

      His smirk falters, and for one beautiful second, I think I’ve managed to shut him up. But then his expression twists into that familiar mix of offended and smug, like he can’t decide if he’s more pissed that I called him out or more impressed that I had the guts to do it.

      “That was unprofessional - ”

      “Oh, unprofessional?” I interrupt with a laugh that’s so sharp it could cut glass. “You want to talk about unprofessional, Dean? It’s unprofessional to screw someone in the supply closet while patients are literally dying down the hall. It’s not unprofessional to ask you to do your fucking job. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

      I turn to walk away because I’m not about to waste another second on Captain Ego over here.

      “You’re a real bitch, Summer,” he growls, stepping toward me like that’s supposed to scare me.

      I pause, just for a moment, glancing back at him. If my scent blockers weren’t doing their job, I’m sure I’d be hit with whatever emotional dumpster fire he’s wafting my way right now - probably some fucked-up mix of anger, insecurity, and wounded pride.

      But instead, I just blink at him, my face blank, and say, “Yeah. And yet, here you are, still beneath me.”

      His mouth opens like he’s going to fire back, but I’m already gone, my back to him, because I have actual work to do. And if I stick around, I might just lose my license by shoving his smug ass into a biohazard bin.

      The waiting room is quiet in that weird, tension-filled way it always gets when the stakes are high. People shuffle nervously, their gazes darting toward every nurse or doctor who walks by, desperate for news. It’s like a human pressure cooker in here, and I’m about to step right into it.

      Clipboard in hand, I clear my throat and call out, “Pack Vasiliev?”

      The name leaves my lips, and the moment it does, a chill runs down my spine. Shit. The Vasilievs. As in the Vasilievs. Russian mafia. Bratva royalty out here. Of course Thor wasn’t just some idiot alpha who got himself stabbed - he’s Bratva muscle. Because why the fuck not? My night hasn’t been hard enough already.

      I feel the color drain from my face, but I school my expression before anyone can notice. Professional. Calm. Just a surgeon delivering an update, not someone who’s internally screaming about how her patient is probably part of a criminal empire.

      Three men stand up from a cluster of chairs in the corner. All of them are huge, all of them look like they could kill me with a flick of their wrists, and all of them are - if I’m being honest - almost unfairly attractive.

      The first catches my eye immediately because he’s beautiful in a way that feels entirely out of place in this context. His dark hair is perfectly styled, and his blue eyes are striking, bright and piercing but framed by softer, more delicate features. His mouth has a faint pout to it, and for a moment, I’m distracted by how utterly wrong it feels to call someone like him dangerous. He’s an omega, I realize, and a gorgeous one at that.

      The second man steps forward slightly, and holy shit, if the first was beautiful, this one is a walking work of art. He’s taller, broader, built like a goddamn mountain, and covered in tattoos that look more like a tapestry than random ink. The intricate designs ripple and shift as he moves, giving the impression that his skin is alive with stories. His sharp eyes lock onto me, assessing, and I immediately decide not to fuck with him.

      But it’s the third man who sends a chill down my spine. He’s just as big as the second, though there’s a sleekness to him that screams power. His tailored suit fits him like a glove, the sharp lines and dark fabric practically screaming, I’m in charge, and you’re not. His face is all hard lines and angles, handsome in a way that’s almost too intense. His presence alone is enough to make everyone else in the room shrink back.

      “Doctor,” the man in the suit says, his voice low and smooth, with a heavy accent that rolls over the word like a velvet hammer.

      For a split second, I think about how nice it would be to quit my job, move to some remote corner of the world, and raise chickens or something. But instead, I straighten my spine and nod, keeping my tone calm and professional.

      “I’m Doctor Abraham,” I say, meeting his gaze head-on because I’ll be damned if I let these men intimidate me. “Your…alpha is out of surgery and in recovery. He’s stable, but it was a close call. We’ll need to monitor him closely over the next few days to make sure there are no complications.”

      The man in the suit steps closer, and I have to fight the urge to take a step back. His presence is suffocating, but I hold my ground.

      “You saved him,” he says, and while the words sound polite, there’s an edge to them, like they could cut me if I’m not careful.

      I nod, gripping my clipboard a little tighter. “That’s my job.”

      The omega steps forward then, his soft features marred by a worried frown. His eyes search mine, like he’s looking for reassurance I’m not sure I can give. “We can see him?” he asks, his voice gentle, almost musical.

      “Not yet,” I reply carefully. “He needs rest. But I’ll let you know as soon as he’s awake.”

      The tattooed man growls softly, low and threatening, but the man in the suit holds up a hand, silencing him with nothing more than a look.

      “Thank you, Doctor,” the suited man says, his tone formal but still carrying that unnerving weight. “We owe you.”

      Something about the way he says it makes me feel like owing me isn’t necessarily a good thing, but I just nod and step back.

      “Of course,” I say, my voice steady despite the knot of tension in my chest. “I’ll keep you updated.”

      I turn and walk away, every instinct in my body screaming at me not to look back. But I can feel their eyes on me, heavy and unrelenting, and I can’t shake the feeling that I’ve just stepped into something far bigger - and far more dangerous - than I ever wanted to.
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      The relentless buzzing of my phone pulls me out of my warm cocoon of takeout containers and blissful, blanket-fort isolation. It’s been eighteen glorious hours since I stumbled out of the hospital, and I have zero - absolutely zero - desire to leave the sanctuary I’ve built here. My body is wrapped in soft fleece, my stomach is full of noodles and dumplings, and I’ve achieved peak laziness by not even glancing at my phone until now.

      Except now it won’t stop fucking buzzing.

      Groaning, I stretch out an arm and snatch the phone off the table, balancing it in my hand as I glare at the screen. But I don’t even check who’s calling because apparently, I’ve given up on boundaries.

      “What?!” I bark into the phone, my voice scratchy from disuse and irritation.

      There’s a sharp intake of breath on the other end, followed by the soft, sweet voice of Abby, the one person in the hospital I can’t bring myself to hate.

      Fuck my life.

      “Dr. Abraham,” she says hesitantly, and I already know this call isn’t going to end well. “I’m so sorry to bother you, but Dr. Shaw didn’t show up for his shift, and - ”

      “Didn’t show up or called out?” I interrupt, rubbing my temples like that’s going to stop the migraine that’s about to hit. Not that it matters. He’s not there, and if Abby’s calling me, I know where this is headed.

      “Didn’t show up,” she breathes, her voice full of apology, like she thinks I’m going to rip into her. God, I hate that she sounds anxious about this, like it’s her fault that Shaw’s a useless, selfish asshole. “Dr. Peters is on vacation, and Dr. Marland called out sick, and - ”

      I close my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose, because of course. Of course the whole fucking department is falling apart.

      I hate my life. I hate that Shaw’s incompetence is once again ruining my day. And I especially hate that I’m such a fucking pushover.

      But I can’t take it out on Abby, because she’s probably drowning in work right now. So instead, I sigh and let the inevitable words tumble out of my mouth like the masochist I am.

      “I’ll be right in, Abby.”

      Her relief is palpable through the phone. “Thank you so much, Dr. Abraham. I - ”

      I hang up before she can finish, because I don’t have it in me to listen to how grateful she is. This isn’t her fault. It’s Shaw’s fault, and Peters’ for taking a vacation, and Marland’s for catching whatever bug is going around.

      I glance down at the empty takeout containers scattered around me, the half-empty bottle of soda, the little patch of heaven I’ve created here. I could cry. I really could.

      Instead, I drag myself out of the pile of blankets, muttering every curse word I can think of as I start digging for clean scrubs. This job is going to drive me to an early grave, and I’ll bet my fucking paycheck that Shaw won’t even send an apology text.

      “Fucking prick,” I mutter, yanking on a hoodie and grabbing my bag.

      Goodbye, peaceful bubble. Hello, chaos.

      I stand in front of the mirror in my bathroom, glaring at the can of nasal spray like it’s personally responsible for every bad thing in my life. The government-mandated pheromone blocker is supposed to keep omegas “safe” in public spaces, but really, it just dulls one of my most useful senses. Still, rules are rules, and I’d rather not deal with the bullshit that comes with skipping it.

      I tilt my head back and spray twice, the cold mist hitting the back of my throat and leaving behind the faint taste of chemicals. God, I hate this stuff. It’s like drowning in a pool of antiseptic.

      Next up, suppressants. Not one, but two, because apparently, I’ve decided today is the day I want my liver to hate me. I pop the pills into my mouth and chase them with a swig of room-temperature soda from a can on the counter. Gross, but it gets the job done.

      I shuffle back into my bedroom, grabbing my black scrubs from where I tossed them last night. They’re snug in all the right places, and if there’s one tiny silver lining to my miserable life, it’s that these scrubs make my ass look like it was sculpted by the gods themselves. A small victory, but I’ll take it.

      After tying my hair into a braid that’s messy enough to look casual but tight enough to stay out of my face, I grab my to-go coffee cup from the counter. It’s chipped and stained, but it holds caffeine, so it’s basically the most important item I own.

      The walk to the hospital is short, blessedly so, and as I step outside into the crisp night air, I take a deep breath and let it wake me up a little more. My tiny apartment might be a shithole, but at least it’s conveniently located. It’s quiet, too, with just the occasional sound of distant traffic or the soft chatter of people walking home from late-night bars.

      The hospital looms ahead, its fluorescent lights spilling onto the sidewalk and making the whole place look cold and sterile. I take a sip of my coffee, bracing myself for whatever fresh hell waits inside.

      By the time I reach the entrance, I’ve already accepted that this night is going to suck. It’s just a matter of how much.
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        * * *

      

      Thor, the Vasiliev alpha, is still out cold. Not surprising, considering the knife wound, the blood loss, and the borderline miracle it took to keep his guts inside his body. He’s stable, though, and that’s what matters. The rest is up to time and luck.

      What is surprising - or at least mildly concerning - is the total lack of cops. No uniformed officers, no detectives, not even a whisper of the brutal attack that landed him here. No breaking news about a club brawl gone south or an alpha left bleeding in the street. But honestly? That’s probably par for the course when it comes to the Vasiliev family. Their power extends far beyond anything I can comprehend, and if they want to keep something quiet, you better believe it’s staying buried.

      When I step through the door to Thor’s room, I immediately stop short. The omega from yesterday is here, curled up in a chair beside the alpha’s bed. He’s fast asleep, his head resting against the back of the chair, one hand loosely clutching the edge of the mattress like he’s afraid to let go.

      Fuck. I really need to stop calling him Thor. But anyway, the omega.

      His hair is mussed, a few strands falling across his forehead, and there’s a faint crease in his brow, like even in sleep he’s worried. He’s beautiful - goddamn stunning, actually - and my brain does this little stutter-step as I take him in. Male omegas are rare enough as it is, and yes, they’re always beautiful in some way. But this one? He might just be the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen.

      The thought twists something inside me, a little pang of envy mixed with something deeper, something instinctual. I’m lucky my suppressants and scent blockers are working overtime because just looking at him has my omega scratching at the walls of my brain, begging for something she can’t have.

      The omega shivers slightly in his sleep, his arms pulling in closer to his body, and before I can think it through, I’m moving. It’s like my body has decided this is a problem I have to fix.

      I step into the hall and head straight for the omega nesting supplies we keep on every floor. It’s meant for emergencies, like helping patients or visitors who get overwhelmed, but right now, I’m using it for something else entirely. I pick out a blanket in a deep purple shade - not too flashy, not too plain - and hope he doesn’t hate it.

      Back in the room, I take my time draping the blanket over his sleeping form. The soft material falls gently across his shoulders, and he shifts almost immediately, nuzzling into the scentless fabric.

      My omega preens. Smug little bitch, I think, but I don’t stop her. It feels good, okay? Knowing he’s a little more comfortable, even if it’s the smallest gesture.

      I glance around the room, my eyes narrowing. Where are his alphas? I mean, obviously, the one in the bed is his - Thor belongs to him, no question - but where the hell are the others? Alphas don’t just leave their omegas unattended, especially not ones as rare and vulnerable as him. The very idea of some unbounded alpha wandering in and doing something unthinkable is enough to make my stomach twist.

      But then again, this omega isn’t like most. He’s a Vasiliev. That means a different set of rules altogether, a level of danger most people can’t even fathom. And honestly, he doesn’t look defenseless. He’s built, broad in the shoulders with lean muscle, like he spends hours training - or maybe fighting. He doesn’t need protection in the same way most omegas do.

      Still.

      I glance at him one last time, my chest tight for reasons I don’t care to analyze, before turning my attention back to the alpha in the bed. His vitals are steady, his color’s improving, and if he doesn’t wake up soon, I’ll have to start prepping for the next phase of care.

      But for now, I just let the quiet settle over the room. Because if nothing else, they both look peaceful, and I’ll take any small win I can get.

      The door clicks softly shut behind me as I leave Thor’s room, my thoughts a tangled mess of worries and instincts I’d rather not examine too closely. I’m too preoccupied to notice anyone in the hallway until I turn a corner and slam straight into a wall of solid muscle.

      Except it’s not a wall. It’s Shaw.

      Fucking Shaw.

      I scowl the second I see him, my lips curling back instinctively. “What the fuck are you doing here?” I growl, more annoyed than anything else.

      It’s bad enough he no-shows his shifts and leaves me scrambling to pick up his slack, but now, suddenly, he wants to appear? And looking like this?

      He doesn’t answer right away, but his breathing is heavy, his chest rising and falling like he’s just run a marathon. His eyes are wild, and there’s a sheen of sweat across his skin. When he takes a step closer, the deep, guttural growl that rumbles from his chest makes my stomach drop.

      I take a good, hard look at him, and it clicks.

      Oh, fuck.

      Shaw’s in rut. This big, dumb fucking alpha came to the hospital while in rut.

      I take an instinctual step back, my hands coming up as if that’s going to stop him.

      “Shaw,” I say carefully, my voice steady even though my pulse is hammering. “You shouldn’t be here. You need to leave.”

      He doesn’t respond to me. Instead, he inhales sharply, his nostrils flaring as his gaze shifts past me - to the door I just walked out of. The door to Thor’s room.

      And the omega inside it.

      Shit. Fuck. No.

      “Omega,” Shaw growls, his voice low and rough, vibrating with an animalistic hunger that sends a spike of icy dread through me.

      “No,” I bark out, stepping to the side to block the door. My voice is firm, but I know it won’t be enough. It doesn’t matter. I’m an omega, and no amount of yelling or posturing is going to override the way his rut-addled brain is zeroing in on the scent he’s picked up.

      Not my scent. I’m pumped full of suppressants, my own pheromones drowned out by the chemicals coursing through me. Which means there’s only one thing drawing him.

      The omega I just left - the defenseless one.

      Shaw’s head tilts to the side, his lips curling into a snarl that makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. His eyes are feral, and he looks at me like I’m the only thing standing between him and something he needs.

      “Shaw, don’t - ” I start, but I don’t get the chance to finish.

      His hand snaps out, closing around my throat with enough force to make my vision blur. My breath cuts off instantly, and I claw at his wrist, trying and failing to loosen his grip.

      “Get a hold of yourself,” I rasp, though the words barely come out. He doesn’t even flinch.

      My eyes dart around the empty hallway, praying for someone - anyone - to come by. A nurse. A doctor. Hell, I’d take a janitor or a delivery guy at this point. But it’s late, and the hospital feels eerily deserted.

      Shaw’s grip tightens, and my chest burns as I struggle to drag in even the tiniest bit of air. My nails scrape uselessly at his hand, and for a fleeting moment, I think, This is it. He’s going to kill me.

      But I don’t care about that, not really. If I can keep him here, keep him distracted, maybe it’ll be enough to protect the omega behind that door. Maybe he’ll spend his rut tearing me apart instead of going after someone who doesn’t deserve it.

      Shaw shoves me back, my head slamming into the wall so hard I see stars. My body crumples to the floor, but he’s on me in an instant, his fist connecting with my face before I can so much as breathe.

      The crack of bone and cartilage is sharp and sickening. Blood pours from my nose, hot and sticky, and my face throbs with every heartbeat. But I don’t stop.

      When he turns toward the door again, I lash out, slapping him across the face with everything I’ve got.

      It’s not much, but it’s enough to make him pause.

      “Omega,” he snarls again, like the word is the only thing his brain can hold onto right now.

      He snaps.

      Whatever restraint - or illusion of restraint - he had shatters completely. The blows come harder, faster, his fists slamming into me with brutal, relentless force.

      Pain explodes through my body, but I keep fighting, clawing and kicking as best I can. My vision blurs, and the edges of the world begin to fade, but one thought keeps me conscious, keeps me moving.

      Protect the omega.

      Even if it kills me.
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