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  About the Book


Don’t wait for True Love to find you! MateR is Vale Valley’s #1 dating app, connecting soul mates for over ten years. Put your trust in MateR, and let us bring True Love to you! 
Alpha Pierce made all the smart decisions to get where he is today, but somewhere along the way, he forgot the most important thing: Family. Now he may be rich and important, but the only person he has to share it with is Daniel, his cat (who probably hates him and most definitely judges him). He would give anything to meet the love of his life, even if it means lowering his expectations and trying out a dating app.
As the only omega male in his family, Finn has had to deal with single alphas being paraded in his face for years. But none of them are his choice. Finn decides that a dating app will give him an opportunity to choose his own mate, away from his family’s interference.
One amazing (and awful) date later, and Pierce and Finn may have actually found their soul mates. Now if only they could find each other again... preferably before their baby is born.
The Omega Mix-up is book eight of the popular multi-author series, Vale Valley, a small town open to everyone who needs love and a home. This is a story of a blind date that was destined to go so wrong before it could finally be right.
The Omega Mix-up is a non-shifter mpreg romance for readers who enjoy knotty angst, pushy grandmothers, and a cat who will one day rule us all.
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  Chapter 1
Finn



“Seriously, you guys need to stop,” I said, tugging on my hair in frustration.
“Oh, come on, Finn,” my mother said, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. She eased my hands from my hair and smoothed the blond strands back into place. “They mean well.”
“That doesn’t make it right.” I kept a tight rein on my tone of voice; I knew how easy it would be to take everything out on my mother, and I also knew she didn’t deserve it. So, instead, I turned my glare across the table at my three older sisters.
“I don’t see what the big deal is,” Monica, my eldest sister, said.
Kristen, my middle sister, was already nodding her head in agreement. “Totally! You’re blowing this out of proportion.”
The youngest of my three sisters, Ella, said nothing. She was too busy hunched over my cell phone. Which was the whole reason I was scowling at them.
The three of them were so close in age and looked so similar that they were often mistaken for triplets. They all had our alpha-mother’s dark hair, the same black eyes. I, on the other hand, had our omega-mom’s blonde hair and blue eyes. The differences between the four of us didn’t end there. They were all women, obviously.
Oh, and my sisters were all alphas.
I was the lone omega in the whole house.
On those all-too-frequent occasions when the Alphas—with a capital A—were bulldozing me, I especially missed my mama; cancer had taken her from us almost ten years ago. She had been the balance to our family, smoothing out the abrupt alpha lines with her mellow omega vibe, and in her absence, I was practically drowning in all the hormones in here.
“Hand it over,” I growled, hand reaching out across the table.
“Hang on… almost done…” Ella leaned back, frantically typing on my phone.
Maybe I should move out, I thought to myself yet again. It was a persistent dream in the back of my mind, but it always seemed just out of reach. It had been hard to work while still in school, and now that I was freshly graduated, I didn’t have the padded bank account I would need to live on my own. It was even harder to convince the Alphas that I was capable of surviving without them.
“Say cheese,” Ella said, finally looking up from my phone with an evil grin. She held it up at my face, and I barely had time to hold my hand up to block the flash of light.
Kristen leaned over Ella’s shoulder to get a look. “Oh, that’s awful. Take another one.”
“I dunno,” Monica said, squinting at the screen. “I think it’s avant-garde.”
The three of them held the phone away from their faces, turning their heads at an angle.
I plucked the phone from Ella’s outstretched fingers with a triumphant, “Aha!”
And then I looked down at my phone and found my mouth pulling down into a frown. “I did not agree to this.”
Across the screen was my new profile on MateR, the hottest new dating app for single alphas and omegas. Monica was right; the picture did look very artistic, like I was intentionally shading my face with my raised hand, though even my own alpha-mother wouldn’t recognize me. “This says I like to cook.”
“You love to cook,” Kristen says.
“You guys never let me cook,” I snap.
“That’s not our fault. You burn scrambled eggs,” Kristen said, pulling a face. “We didn’t say you do cook, just that you love to do it.”
I lowered my head to the table and thunked it a few times for good measure. I needed to tamp down on the urge to throw a fit. Growing up in a house full of alphas had made me less docile than most omegas. No alpha would go for a feisty guy like me when they expected their mate to be compliant and flexible.
The stupid mating app will never work.
I don’t have time to date.
I especially don’t have time to waste with a bunch of rejection.
My self-esteem can’t handle it.
I should just delete it.
The excuses went round and round inside my head until I was interrupted by my nana coming home, her frizzy gray hair sticking out in all directions like she’d trekked through hurricane winds rather than a leisurely stroll through the grocery store. Mom went to take the grocery bags from her, but Nana swatted her hands away. “I’m not an invalid,” she sassed.
Honestly, I’m not sure how so many alphas could live under the same roof without clawing each other’s eyes out. It was a constant state of chaos, everyone jockeying to be top dog. Nana may have been the oldest, but we essentially just let her think she was queen of this castle. Her back was bent, her hands arthritic, and her memory was spotty. And yet, she put every one of us before herself, doing everything in her power to be sure we had everything we needed. It got under her skin that she could no longer work to provide for us financially, so we made sure she felt needed in every other way.
“I got us some nice steak,” she said, loading the groceries into the fridge. “We have company coming for dinner.”
“Oh, Ma,” my mother said with a small sigh. “Who have you invited over?” Nana often invited random strangers over, whoever she ran into when she went to the grocery store.
“Oh, you know, nobody special,” Nana said innocently enough, but her eyes flitted over to me, and I got a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.
“Nana…” I said, but she refused to meet my eyes. “Tell us about this ‘nobody special.’”
Nana closed the fridge and turned to face me full-on. “His name is Adam, and he seems like a very nice alpha.”
I groaned, plunking my face back down on the table. Our kitchen wasn’t exactly small, but it was starting to feel incredibly crowded. Having five alphas dictate how you live your life will do that to a room.
“Any chance you can call him to cancel?” I asked, my voice muffled against the formica tabletop.
“Why would I want to cancel?” she asked, and I could hear the disapproval in her voice. It was bad manners to cancel on a guest. “Besides, I didn’t get his phone number. But he was very good at picking produce. You should have seen the way he was handling those melons. You can tell he’s very good with his hands.” She held her hands up to demonstrate his fruit fondling abilities.
“Ew!” I slammed my hands over my ears, but it was too late. Nothing could make me unhear what my grandmother was implying.
With my hands still over my ears, I pushed back from the table and dashed up the stairs to my room, trying my best not to see the hand gestures she was making on my way past her.
I slammed the door shut behind me and pressed my back against it. I wish I could say I was mortified, embarrassed beyond belief at the way my family was acting. But the truth of the matter was that this was all a daily routine. There was a steady parade of available suitors being marched through our house. Every one of my family members, excluding my mother, seemed to know what was best for me. They all had a friend of a friend who was such a great catch. These alphas had important jobs, strong personalities, and even stronger bodies.
But I didn’t want those alphas. I wanted my alpha.
Okay, so I hadn’t found my alpha yet, but I knew that I would find him on my own, when the time was right. By the way my family was acting, you’d think I was in a hurry. Why couldn’t they just leave me be? I was still young, only 23, just graduating from Vale Valley University. I had my whole life ahead of me.
I flopped down across my bed and glanced down at the phone still clutched in my hand. I thought about the nice alpha coming to dinner and how it felt so completely out of my control. I was sure he would be very nice, but what kind of creep agreed to get set up with some strange omega without even laying eyes on him? It wasn’t a very alpha characteristic to get pushed around by a little old lady. He must have been desperate.
But I wasn’t desperate.
I unlocked my phone and stared at the dating app profile again. Instead of a name, they had labeled me as “Eyes Wide Shut,” which I thought suited my feelings on this dating endeavor perfectly. Maybe if I went on a date or two, my family might get off of my back. At least on the app, I would be able to choose the alpha myself.
I scrolled through some of the local alphas looking for love, because… what harm could it do to look? No—swipe left. Nope—swipe left. Not even going there—left. And then I found one who tweaked my interest. He had a nice smile. His profile said he loved animals.
As long as he didn’t love animals like how I loved to cook.
And, without thinking too hard, I swiped right.
What’s the worst that could happen, I thought with a shrug.






  
  Chapter 2
Pierce


“Don’t look at me like that.” 
Daniel eyed me from across the room. Who the hell was he to be all judgey, so high and mighty on his hoity-toity pedestal?
“Nobody’s keeping you here,” I assured him. “This place is plenty big enough for the both of us.”
He merely blinked his piercing yellow eyes.
“As if you’ve never done it,” I muttered. Finally, Daniel turned away, breaking our staredown. I sighed in defeat and released the grip I had on my cock. I’d found zero release, but there was no way I could jack off with Daniel in the room.
I threw on a pair of boxer briefs and got out of bed. “Come on, Daniel. Dinnertime.”
Daniel’s tail twitched, and he hopped down from his perch on the window ledge. I threw some kibble into his bowl, and as soon as he was distracted by his food, I ran back to bed, slamming the door behind me.
“Ahhh, peace at last,” I said to no one in particular. Because there was no one here to say anything to. Just as there had been no one for a long time. Too long. Years, in fact. If I tried really hard, I could just barely remember the last time I had someone in this bed with me. Hmmm… that would’ve been Jacob. The memory was hardly anything to fantasize about, though.
I grabbed the lube from the nightstand and squirted some into my palm, but when I got right down to it, I wasn’t even in the mood anymore.
Dammit, Daniel.
I paused, hand stilled over my half-wilted penis. I needed this release. Desperately. I had three meetings lined up for tomorrow, and I needed to have my head in the game. You don’t get to be the CEO of a Fortune 500 company by being sexually repressed. So, I guess what I really needed was something to fantasize about.
I wasn’t a prude, per se. I’d had plenty of sex in my day. But recently I was always too busy to find time for a relationship, and casual sex wasn’t really my thing. I’d spent years building up my tech business, focusing on green technology. I truly believed that saving our planet was my number one priority.
But that left my love life as number two. And as it turned out, you can’t save the planet in a day, a year, or even a decade. The idea of working tirelessly on my mission alone for the rest of my life really wasn’t appealing.
Surely I could find a way to balance the two.
I slowly pulled my hand up, sliding to spread the lubricant along my length. What did I want in a man? Ideally I wanted an omega, someone to one day have children with, but there was also a certain appeal in alphas. I liked a man who wasn’t afraid to take what he wanted, who spoke his mind, who pushed back.
As I stroked myself, I tried to imagine this fantasy man with his hands on my body. He would be lithe and lean, tan and trim. I could practically smell his earthy scent, like mint and freshly mown grass. His grip would be confident, almost bruising in his need for me.
My panting breath quickened as the picture formed in my mind. I wanted to run my tongue down the length of his body, pausing to nip at his skin. Oh, the sounds I would draw from his hot mouth.
I pumped harder into my hand, faster, squeezing until I pulsed with my orgasm, not coming into my lover’s ass like I imagined, but all over my stomach and chest. My groan of pleasure quickly turned into one of disappointment.
Dammit, I’m so lonely. I couldn’t stop the moment of self-pity. But no matter how much I suppressed it, it didn’t make my statement any less true. I really was lonely. I was an alpha whose only companions were my right hand and my judgemental cat.
I cleaned myself up and opened my bedroom door. “Daniel?” I called out into the empty apartment. “You can come back now.” I could practically hear an echo.
He didn’t come back. I wasn’t too proud to admit that I went searching for him.
I found him sprawled across the couch and sank down into the cushion next to
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