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Elara Wynn came to Crescent Ridge for one thing; peace. A quiet cottage, a fresh start, and the hope that being a newly registered omega wouldn’t define her every step. But a missed suppressant dose and a violent summer storm shatter those plans, forcing her into her first unshielded heat.

Her new neighbor, Talon Reeves, is everything she meant to avoid: older, Alpha, and far too aware of what’s happening on the other side of the fence. Yet instead of pushing, Talon waits. Patient, steady, offering comfort without demands.

Alone, Elara risks being consumed by biology and fear. With Talon, she finds something she never expected; choice. Trust. And the possibility of a bond that feels less like surrender and more like freedom.

A tender, storm-swept Omegaverse romance about vulnerability, boundaries, and the healing power of being seen.

Trigger / Content Warnings

	Omegaverse dynamics (heat cycles, pheromones, Alpha/Omega instincts)

	Missed suppressant dose leading to uncontrolled first heat

	Intense biological need and vulnerability

	Implied risk of non-consensual circumstances (though the story emphasizes respect and consent)

	Knotting and mating scenes


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 

[image: ]


The cottage key felt impossibly heavy in my palm as I stood at the end of Maple Hollow Lane, cardboard boxes stacked in my trunk like building blocks of a new life. Golden-hour light spilled across the modest porch, turning the weathered wood warm and inviting despite my churning stomach. This was it, my fresh start in Crescent Ridge, where nobody knew me as anything but Elara Wynn, new resident. Not daughter, not failed academic, and certainly not newly registered omega still learning to navigate the weight of that designation. Just Elara, starting over. If only my hands would stop trembling long enough to unlock the door.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of fresh-cut grass and distant pine, and pushed the key into the lock. The door swung open with a gentle creak, revealing hardwood floors bathed in amber sunlight. Dust motes danced in the beams that stretched across the empty living room, and for a moment, the stillness felt like a breath held too long.

"Home," I whispered, testing the word in the quiet air. It didn't quite fit yet, like a sweater three sizes too large. But it would. I'd make it fit.

I dragged the first box from my car, books, always books first, and set it on the floor with a hollow thud. The rental agreement sat on top, its final page bearing my signature next to the highlighted omega disclosure clause. My finger traced the words I'd read a dozen times before signing: *Resident acknowledges the responsibility of maintaining prescribed suppressant regimen in accordance with Crescent Ridge Municipal Code 27.3...*

The same words in every lease I'd been offered once my status became official. Three months registered, and already the world had shrunk around me, possibilities narrowing with each form I signed.

"Not today," I muttered, shoving the agreement back into its envelope. Today was for unpacking, for claiming this space as mine. For pretending, just for a few hours, that nothing had changed.

Box by box, I transformed the empty cottage into something resembling a home. My collection of paperbacks lined up along the built-in shelves, filling barely a third of the space. The kitchen received my mismatched plates and the single pot and pan I'd brought from my old apartment. I'd need more; I'd need everything, really, but essentials first. Bed linens. Towels. The bottle of suppressants went directly onto the bathroom shelf, positioned where I'd see them every morning.

By dusk, I'd assembled my bed frame, but the mattress remained propped against the bedroom wall, a monolith I couldn't maneuver alone. Sweat dampened my hairline as I slumped against the kitchen counter, surveying my progress. Boxes opened but not emptied. Furniture arranged but not settled. A home half-formed, like my new identity.

The cottage felt smaller in the fading light, more like a hiding place than a fresh start. The windows needed curtains. The front door needed a better lock. Little things I hadn't considered when signing the lease, details that seemed suddenly urgent as darkness crept across the yard.

A sharp tingle at the back of my neck pulled my attention toward the kitchen window. Something, someone, watching. I froze, my hand instinctively going to my throat, where my scent glands pulsed beneath my skin.

The window faced the neighboring property, separated by a weathered wooden fence that looked older than both houses combined. Beyond it stood a man, tall and broad-shouldered, his face half-shadowed in the gathering dusk. He wasn't looking at me directly, but I felt his awareness like a physical touch.

Alpha. My body recognized it before my mind processed the silhouette, the stance, the subtle command in his stillness.

I swallowed hard and stepped away from the window, counting breaths until my pulse steadied. Just a neighbor. Probably wondering about the new arrival. Nothing unusual about that in a small town. Still, the air felt different now, charged with something I didn't want to name.

After a moment's hesitation, I slipped out the front door and rounded the cottage to where the fence separated our properties. Better to introduce myself now, on my terms, than let uncertainty fester.

He stood exactly where I'd seen him from the window, one hand resting on a fence post, his gaze now fixed somewhere in the middle distance. Up close, he was more imposing than I'd realized, older than me by at least a decade, with the kind of solid build that came from physical work rather than gyms. His hair was dark blond, shot through with early gray, cropped short enough to be practical but not severe. Work boots, worn jeans, a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms corded with muscle.

He turned as I approached, green eyes catching the last of the daylight. Surprise flickered across his face before settling back into neutral.

"Hi," I said, my voice steadier than I felt. "I'm Elara Wynn. Just moved in today."

He studied me for a long moment, long enough that I fought the urge to fidget under his gaze. When he finally spoke, his voice was deep and quiet, like distant thunder.

"Talon Reeves." He inclined his head slightly. "Welcome to the neighborhood."

The fence between us suddenly seemed flimsy, an inadequate barrier between his presence and my instincts. I gripped the wooden slat nearest me, anchoring myself to something solid.

"Thanks. It seems... peaceful here." Small talk felt ridiculous, but silence felt dangerous.

"It can be." His gaze swept over the cottage behind me, taking in the moving boxes visible through the open door, the single lamp glowing in the living room window. "You need help with anything? Moving furniture, hanging shelves?"

The offer caught me off guard. It was ordinary neighborly kindness, but the thought of him inside my space made my pulse skip erratically.

"I'm fine, thank you." The words came out more clipped than I had intended. "There's just some unpacking left."

He nodded once, seemingly unsurprised by my refusal. "Suit yourself. But the offer stands if you change your mind."

Something in his tone made me wonder if he knew, if he could tell what I was just by looking. Just by scenting the air between us. I wore blockers, of course, but they weren't foolproof. Nothing was, not really.

"I appreciate it," I said, meaning it despite my wariness. "But I should get back to it before it gets too late."

"Storm coming tomorrow," he said, glancing at the sky. "Might want to secure anything you don't want getting wet."

"I'll keep that in mind."

Silence stretched between us, taut as a wire. I couldn't read his expression in the deepening shadows, but I felt his attention like a weight.

"Good night, then," I finally said, taking a step back from the fence.

"Night, Elara." My name in his mouth sounded different somehow, careful, measured. "Lock your doors."

The comment might have seemed threatening from anyone else, but from him, it felt like genuine concern. I nodded and retreated to my cottage, feeling his eyes on my back the entire way.

Inside, I closed the door and leaned against it, exhaling slowly. My heart hammered against my ribs, and the skin along my arms prickled with awareness. It was nothing. A perfectly normal interaction with a neighbor who happened to be an Alpha. That was all.

So why did the air in the cottage suddenly feel too thin?

I forced myself back to unpacking, determined to establish some normalcy before sleep. The kitchen boxes yielded my coffee maker, a welcome sight after a day of moving. I'd just plugged it in when a sharp rap at the front door startled me into nearly dropping it.

Not him, I thought immediately, then scolded myself for the assumption. And for the flicker of what? Disappointment? Absolutely not.

The woman on my porch was short and round, with gray hair arranged in an elaborate twist and enough jangling bracelets to announce her arrival from twenty paces. She clutched a covered dish in hands dotted with age spots and wore a smile that managed to be both welcoming and assessing.

"Well, hello there!" she said before I could speak. "I'm Dottie Mears, just across the lane. Thought I'd bring over a little welcome gift." She thrust the dish toward me. "Lemon bars. My mother's recipe, God rest her soul. Best in the county, if you don't mind my saying so."

"That's very kind," I said, accepting the dish. "I'm Elara Wynn."

"Oh, I know, dear. The rental agreement's been filed with the town clerk for weeks. Public record, you know." She peered past me into the cottage. "My, you're traveling light, aren't you? Barely a stick of furniture in sight."

I shifted, blocking her view. "Still unpacking."

"Of course, of course. Starting fresh, are we?" Her eyes twinkled with curiosity that bordered on invasive. "That's what Crescent Ridge is for, isn't it? Fresh starts."

There was something knowing in her tone
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