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Mila never planned on returning to Ridgepack territory. But when her uncle challenges her inheritance, claiming an unmated omega can’t stand on her own, Mila is left with only one option: a bond certificate.

Rowan, the Alpha she once walked away from, is the only one powerful enough to protect her claim. Their arrangement is meant to be temporary; a fake bond, six months, no strings attached. Just business.

But pack lands have a way of stirring instincts long suppressed, and proximity to Rowan is more dangerous than Mila ever imagined. With her heat spiraling out of control and old feelings clawing their way to the surface, the lines between arrangement and reality blur.

What begins as a bond on paper soon ignites into something far more primal... and far more real.

A steamy Omegaverse romance filled with tension, longing, and the fight between control and surrender.

Trigger / Content Warnings

	Omegaverse dynamics: heats, suppressants, knotting, scent/pheromone influence

	Power imbalance themes: alpha/omega hierarchy, social pressure, dependency laws against omegas

	Dubious consent elements: biology-driven desire, heat cycles reducing control

	Family conflict: inheritance disputes, manipulative/controlling relatives

	Sexual content: explicit scenes, knotting, primal intimacy
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The gravel road narrowed as I drove deeper into Ridge pack territory, my knuckles white against the steering wheel. Each turn brought a fresh wave of scents, pine, earth, and something primal that my suppressants couldn't quite block. I'd forgotten how the mountains felt like they were watching you, how the trees seemed to lean in and whisper secrets you weren't supposed to hear. Five years away had dulled my memory, but my body remembered. It always did.

My rental car protested as I navigated the steep incline, tires slipping on loose stones. City life had made me soft, unprepared for the brutal honesty of these back roads. A branch scraped against my window like fingernails, making me flinch. I glanced at the directions scrawled on the gas station receipt, two miles past the lightning-struck oak, right at the fork, straight until the clearing. Directions that made sense only to people who belonged here.

I didn't belong here anymore. The thought settled cold and heavy in my stomach.

The trees parted suddenly, revealing a clearing bathed in late afternoon light. Rowan's cabin stood exactly where I'd been told it would be, though "cabin" seemed too modest a word for the structure before me. Two stories of rough-hewn timber and stone, windows glinting like eyes in the sunlight. Smoke curled from the chimney, disappearing into the clear fall sky. It looked like something from a painting, the kind that made you ache for a place you'd never been.

I killed the engine but didn't move. The silence pressed against my eardrums, broken only by the ticking of the cooling engine and the distant call of birds. My hand drifted to the glove compartment where my suppressants were stashed. I'd doubled my dose this morning, but the mountain air was stronger than city air; it carried scents farther, making them linger. It made me feel things I didn't want to feel.

"Just business," I whispered to myself, the words hollow in the quiet car. "Just a signature on paper."

Before I could talk myself out of it, I grabbed my bag from the passenger seat and stepped out. The mountain air hit me like a physical force, clean and sharp and alive. I inhaled deeply, centering myself. Grounding my thoughts.

I was halfway to the porch when the door opened.

Rowan filled the doorway, broad-shouldered and still. Just seeing him made something twist painfully in my chest. He looked exactly the same and completely different, familiar features arranged in a new expression I couldn't read. His beard was fuller than I remembered, dark blond and neatly trimmed. His green eyes watched me approach with careful neutrality.

Five years since I'd seen him. Five years since my father's funeral, when he'd tried to speak to me and I'd walked away.

"Mila." My name in his mouth was a statement, not a question. His voice was lower than I remembered, rougher at the edges.

"Rowan." I stopped at the foot of the three wooden steps, refusing to look up at him. "Thanks for agreeing to see me."

He nodded once, stepping back from the doorway. An invitation without words. I climbed the steps, painfully aware of the space between us as I passed him to enter the cabin. He smelled of pine and wood smoke and something else, something distinctly him that made my omega instincts stir despite the suppressants.

I crushed the feeling immediately. This wasn't about instincts. This was about survival.

The cabin's interior was surprisingly bright, with high ceilings and wide windows that framed the forest like artwork. River stone formed the massive fireplace, where flames crackled and hissed. Simple furniture, clean lines, nothing excessive, just like Rowan himself. A bookshelf lined one wall, neatly arranged volumes. The space felt lived in but orderly, warm yet somehow reserved.

"Can I get you something? Water? Coffee?" he asked, closing the door behind us.

"Water's fine." My mouth had gone dry. I set my bag down carefully, trying to look casual despite the thundering of my heart. "Nice place."

"It suits me." He moved to the kitchen area, his movements economical. No wasted energy. "You're still on suppressants."

It wasn't a question, and I bristled at the observation. "Yes."

He handed me a glass of water, his fingers never touching mine. "They're not as effective out here. Pack territory has its own... presence."

I took a sip to avoid responding immediately. The water was cold and crisp, probably from a well. "I've noticed. But they're better than nothing."

Rowan gestured to the living area. Two armchairs faced each other across a coffee table made from a split log, polished to a soft sheen. I sat, and he took the chair opposite me, his posture straight but not stiff.

"Your message said it was urgent," he said, getting straight to the point. Typical Rowan. No small talk, no dancing around issues.

I set the water glass down carefully. "It's about my father's property. The house and land."

"Your property," he corrected quietly.

"That's the problem." I looked up, meeting his eyes directly for the first time. "Uncle Maxwell is contesting my claim."

Rowan's jaw tightened, the only visible reaction, but enough to tell me this wasn't news to him. "On what grounds?"

"On the grounds that I'm an unmated omega who abandoned her pack responsibilities." The words tasted bitter. "He's filed a petition with the territory council claiming I'm unfit to manage the property. Says it should pass to him as the closest alpha relative."

"That's not how your father's will was written."

"No, but there's a precedent. The old laws..." I swallowed hard. "An unmated omega can be declared legally dependent if he or she has no stable bond or pack affiliation. Maxwell's arguing that by leaving after Dad died, I forfeited my pack standing."

Rowan's eyes darkened. "Those laws haven't been enforced in decades."

"They've never been removed from the books, either." I leaned forward, fingers laced tightly together. "Maxwell has three council members in his pocket already. My lawyer says we have two weeks before the hearing. If I can't prove I have a legitimate claim by then, a claim that supersedes the old dependency laws, I lose everything."

The fire popped loudly in the silence that followed. Rowan's expression remained unreadable, but I could see the subtle shift in his posture, the Alpha responding to a threat, even one that wasn't directly his.

"What are you asking me, Mila?" His voice was careful, measured.

Here it was, the moment I'd been dreading since I'd decided to come back. I took a deep breath, steadying myself.

"I need a bond certificate," I said, the words feeling strange on my tongue. "A formal claim filed with the territory registrar."

Rowan went completely still. Not even a breath disturbed the air between us.

"You're asking me to claim you." His tone was flat, impossible to read.

"I'm asking for a fake bond," I clarified quickly. "Just the paperwork. Enough to satisfy the council that I'm not..." I stopped, recalibrated. "That I have pack protection. That Maxwell can't declare me dependent."

"A fake bond." He repeated the words slowly, as if testing their weight.

"It's legal," I rushed to explain. "Rare, but legal. No actual mating is required, just a formal declaration of intent and protection. My lawyer found three precedents in the territory archives."

Rowan stood abruptly, moving to the window. His broad back was to me, shoulders tense beneath his flannel shirt. I watched him, my heart hammering. He stared out at the trees for what felt like an eternity.

"Why me?" he finally asked, still facing away.

The question caught me off guard. I'd prepared for resistance, for outright refusal, but not for this. "You're the Alpha. Your claim would be uncontested."

"There are other alphas in the territory."

"None that I trust." The words slipped out before I could stop them, raw and honest.

He turned then, his eyes finding mine across the room. Something flickered in their depths, a flash of emotion quickly banked. "And you trust me? After five years of silence?"

The accusation stung, though his tone remained neutral. "I trust you to keep your word," I said carefully. "I trust you not to use this against me."

"You've thought this through."

"I have." I reached for my bag, pulling out a slim folder. "My lawyer drew up the paperwork. It's a temporary arrangement, six months maximum. Long enough to secure my inheritance and get Maxwell off my back. After that, we file for dissolution. Clean break."

Rowan approached slowly, taking the folder from my outstretched hand. He leafed through the pages, his expression giving nothing away. I watched his hands, strong, capable hands that built this cabin, that led a pack. Hands that had once, briefly, held mine at my father's graveside before I'd pulled away.

"No actual bond," he clarified, eyes still on the document. "No mating. No claim beyond what's on paper."

"Exactly." I
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