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How the hell do you force quit something (or rather someone) you might just be addicted to? Control, alt, heat. 

Ronan has never been attracted to bratty Omegas.  No, he prefers his Omegas docile and sweet.  That is… until Ari sneaks into his DMs with some… free samples.  And well… they’re definitely not feet pics.  The more he gets to know him, the more addicted he becomes.  He should have just shut off his computer when he had his chances.  

Ari loves to tease and play, and well, the more Ronan stutters and stumbles over his words, the more Ari wants to rattle the big Alpha.  He’s a brat through and through, and only a strong Alpha is going to be able to tame his wild nature.

Is Ronan up to the task?  Does he even know where to begin?  I’m having my doubts, but who knows, they may just shock us all.

This is an Omegaverse MM romance.  It’s also spicy as all hell and unapologetic about it.    
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Trigger Warnings

Dear readers, 

This book is based on the Omegaverse, but it also features shifter elements.  

I don’t like putting this in as a warning, but I also know that everyone has their preferences.  This book is about a relationship between two men.  If that’s not your cup of tea, please see your way to the exit.  Thank you. 

This book is intended for a mature audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic sexual content and language.  Due to the content in this book reader’s discretion is advised.

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Sex without a condom. Sex work.  Cam-boy.  Sex toys.  Anal.    



If these are triggers for you, then please do not read.  Thank you.
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If you are already familiar with the Omegaverse, then you can skip ahead. The only real difference is that this world is made up of shifters. 



A society made up of:

Alphas

The natural born leaders of the pack, alphas are typically strong and aggressive, and are usually male, but can also be female. 

Betas

The neutrals of the pack.  Known for being levelheaded and a calming force.

Omegas

Submissive and gentle, omegas are more maternal and nurturing, and both genders can become pregnant by an alpha. 

Side note: might add more nontraditional designations








  
  

Prologue
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Ronan





Three months ago 

My brain is currently not on my side tonight.  All I can think about is the two Omegas in the store.  Kit and Riley, what an unlikely sort of pair they make, and yet, they seem to be right for each other.  I just hope Mr. Hawthorne leaves them alone.  I wasn’t lying when I told them I won’t always be there to help.  That thought churns my stomach with worry.  I let out a frustrated breath, slumping down further in my computer chair.

The only reason I had agreed to meet Riley in the first place was that I wanted an Omega of my own.  One to love and cherish.  From how his parents described him, he sounded like the perfect Omega for me.  I was excited to meet him until he walked into his parents’ dining room with another wolf’s scent clinging to his skin.

He didn’t look happy to meet me.  I don’t even think he knew I was going to be there.  The whole situation made me feel awkward, because there I was thinking I’d be taking the next step in life, and he didn’t even know.  Goddess, the scent of him combined with Kit’s nearly drove me crazy.

I shake my head to clear away the insane thoughts trying to take hold.  I don’t need to be pining over two Omegas that will never be mine.  They’re in their own relationship, and it has nothing to do with me.  It’s just a foolish fantasy, but I refuse to give up hope.  My Omega is out there, somewhere, just waiting for me.  I have to believe in that; otherwise, what is the point?

I flip my laptop open and power it on.  I quickly check my emails, making sure I haven’t missed anything important.  Then I navigate to my website and make sure nothing needs to be tweaked.  Sometimes being a small business owner is taxing as much as it’s rewarding.  Then, finally, I move onto my social media platforms, even as a cringe shudders through me.  

It’s the one thing that I could truly live without.  Yes, I enjoy what I do, but I never thought I’d be spending so much time trying to be awkwardly social with strangers over the internet.  When a friend talked me into making a business out of what I do, and I first started, none of this was even on my radar.

I thought it would just be listing my wooden signs, and people would just buy them.  In reality, it’s a lot of marketing to be seen by people and hoping like hell they buy it.  I’ve made some mistakes along the way and have since learned, but social media is one of those necessary evils.     

You would think, after three years of this, I would be used to it by now.  Well, you’d also be wrong.  I’m still as awkward and anti-social as the first Goddess damned day.  I start with the daily posting and making sure I’m being seen by my followers.  Then I move on to the comments and reply to every single one.

Mind-numbingly tedious work, but it’s still necessary.  Once I’m done, I make my way into my messages and start scanning through them.  I don’t see anything out of the ordinary.  A couple of commissioned inquiries and one customer who’s excited to receive their first piece.  

A small smile tugs the corners of my mouth up at that.  Even though I’m terrible at showing how grateful I am whenever someone wants one of my pieces doesn’t mean that I’m not.  My chest gets all warm and fuzzy when I know they like what I do and how excited they are about it.  I reply to every message and then back out of my business profile to check on my personal one.

Nothing seems out of the ordinary as I glance at a couple of comments my friends and family left on some of my more random pictures.  Then I open my messages because I notice an alert.  It’s probably just Brixton giving me a hard time about the selfie I took yesterday.  I never said I was a professional photographer.

I huff out a laugh while rolling my eyes at the thought.  No, I’ll stick to my wooden signs.  I click on the message before even reading the username, and my eyes bug out of my head from the sight in front of me.  The message is definitely not from Brixton, that’s for sure.        

I know I shouldn’t be staring so hard at my computer screen.  I also shouldn’t be this close, either.  I might just end up making myself go blind, but I’ve never had such a visceral reaction to just a Goddess damned picture before.  I’m only half aware that my mouth is hanging open, and my cock is quickly thickening between my thighs.  I swallow hard, trying to adjust myself in my computer chair.

The Omega in the picture is not my type.  Or at least that’s what I’m currently trying to convince myself.  His orange hair is a wild mess like he’s been running his hands through it.  His mouth is parted, and his little pink tongue is stuck out like he’s waiting for something.  His bright green eyes gleam with the mischief that I just know spells trouble.

I should click out of this… and hope that whatever this is doesn’t give me a virus.  I guess it would be my fault for letting my curiosity get the better of me.  I let out a sigh as I hover over the X, about to close out of the message.

Flaming_Twink69: like the pic?

Come on, even his username is a giant screaming red flag.  Here, alone in my room, I can at least admit to myself that I am intrigued, even if it goes against my better judgment.  I read over his message at least six times, unable to think of what I’m supposed to say to it.  Hell yeah, I like the pic.  

That seems way too forward, and something I would never say out loud.  It has crossed my mind several times, though.  My fingers twitch with all these intrusive responses that will never be heard.  I don’t want him to think I’m crazy or a creeper.  Even if he’s the one who somehow snuck into my DMs. 

The palms of my hands start to go clammy, and I feel dizzy with anxiety.  I don’t know what I’m supposed to say, and it feels like it’s getting harder to breathe.  My heart starts to race inside my chest.  Ding.

I blink my eyes rapidly when I realize the sound came from my computer, alerting me to another message from him. 

Flaming_Twink69: Don’t be shy, Alpha.  I bet you’re gagging to gag me, am I right?

My eyes widen at his vulgar words.  I can’t think of a single moment where an Omega spoke so openly to me.  I should have clicked off the little message window right there and then, but I didn’t.  Instead, before I can think better of it, I’m already responding.

Just.an.Alpha1988: How did you even get into my DMs?  I have my account set to private?!?

Flaming_Twink69: I have my ways ;)

I can’t help but roll my eyes at his message.  He must be fucking with me, right?  There’s no way to hack into a private account.  I scoff, trying not to think too hard about it.  I mean, I literally can’t with how all my blood has seemed to rush south, but that’s beside the point.

Just.an.Alpha1988: I bet you do, trouble.

Flaming_Twink69: Aw, you already picked out my nickname and everything! 

Just.an.Alpha1988: I’m closing out before you give me a virus.

Flaming_Twink69: No viruses here!  All squeaky clean!  I promise, and I’m really good at helping Alphas relax.  Just in case you need to know ;)

I should have exited out as I had threatened, but I didn’t.  Something about him intrigued me as no one had before.  I didn’t want to let this incident fall into the void.  Maybe… no, it’s too crazy to even think.  

Flaming_Twink69: … are you still there or have I scared you off?

But what if this Omega… was meant to crash into my life?  What if he’s the one?  My traitorous mind supplies, and my wolf is oddly quiet on the subject.  So, instead of closing out of the message, I stayed up until three in the morning, messaging him back and forth.








  
  

Chapter One
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Ari





Three months ago, I did something that was either the smartest or the dumbest thing I've ever done in my twenty-three years on this earth. Jury's still out on this one. 

It all started, as most of my greatest catastrophes do, with boredom and a half-eaten bag of sour gummy worms at two in the morning.  My ring light was still on from my last stream.  I hadn't bothered to turn it off because I was too busy lying on my stomach across my bed, feet kicking in the air, scrolling through social media like a little gremlin looking for chaos.

And oh, did I find it.

His profile wasn't even supposed to show up in my algorithm.  I mean, I'm pretty sure the universe has a sick sense of humor, because there he was 

Just.an.Alpha1988  

with his beautiful, elegant wooden signs and his stupidly big hands and his sharp as fuck jaw that could cut glass, looking like he had absolutely no idea he was criminally attractive.  A small business owner.  A woodworker.  Someone's wholesome dad-coded wet dream.

I clicked on his profile, intending to make fun of him to myself and move on.  I did not move on.  I sat there for forty-five minutes going through every single picture he'd ever posted.  Which, fine, wasn't that many, because the man posted maybe once every two weeks like a feral hermit with a good eye for composition.  But what he did post?    

Goddess above.  Big calloused hands smoothing over fresh-cut pine.  Sawdust on his forearms.  One shirtless shot that I'm ninety percent sure was an accident because he looked mildly horrified in it, and it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life.  He had no idea.

That was the thing that did it, honestly.  Most Alphas I run across online are painfully aware of themselves.  All puffed-up chest and fake dominance, thirsty for attention and not interesting in the slightest.  They look at me and see a mouthy Omega camboy and make their assumptions.  They think they can handle me.

They cannot.

But this guy?  This guy was in the comments of his own posts going, 

'Thank you, I appreciate it, hope it brings you joy.' 

Zero flirting.  Zero ego.  Somebody called him handsome, and he replied with a blushing emoji and a 'that's very kind, thank you' and I nearly combusted.

He was shy.  A big, broad, probably six-foot-something Alpha who worked with his hands and had a jaw like a weapon, and he was fucking shy.  I was done for before I even knew I was playing.

So, I did what any reasonable person would do: I sent him a thirst trap.  Look, in my defense, it wasn't even my worst one.  It was tasteful.  Relatively… kinda…  My mouth was open, my tongue was out, and my hair was a disaster.  My eyes were doing the thing, the thing my regulars pay good money for, but I was fully clothed.  Technically.

I found his personal account through a tag on one of his business posts.  It was set to private, but I have a gift.  People are shockingly bad at making their accounts actually private when they're still tagged in public posts.  Three taps and I was in his DMs.

I sent the picture with nothing else.

Then I waited.

That was the thing about shy Alphas.  You had to let the panic settle before they'd respond.  Give them too much too fast, and they'd short-circuit.  I'd learned that from years of streaming.  You tease, you pull back, you let them come to you.  The chase only worked if both parties were moving.

His first message was priceless.

Just.an.Alpha1988: How did you even get into my DMs? I have my account set to private?!?

I rolled onto my back, gummy worm hanging out of my mouth, and grinning at the ceiling like I'd just won something.  He used a question mark, and an exclamation point at the same time.  He was flustered.  I could feel it through the screen, and it was the most delicious thing that had ever happened to me.

I couldn’t help sending back: I have my ways ;)

And then I waited again.  The little typing bubble appeared.  Disappeared.  Appeared again.  I watched it like a hawk, biting down on my gummy worm with vicious satisfaction.  He was sitting there trying to figure out what to say to me, and it was everything.

When he finally responded… I bet you do, trouble. 

I made an undignified noise into my pillow that I will deny until I die.  He called me trouble.

First message, practically, and he already had my number.  Most people took a lot longer than that.  Most people never got there at all.

I should have taken that as a warning.

I didn't.

We talked until three in the morning.  Him cautious and dry and occasionally so unexpectedly funny that I actually laughed out loud alone in my room.  Me pushing every single button I could find with the focused dedication of a scientist running experiments.  He didn't scare easily.  Every time I said something outrageous, he'd come back with this calm, measured response that somehow made me want to be more outrageous just to see if I could crack him.

He was a challenge, and I loved challenges.  I love them because nothing is more satisfying than being the thing that finally makes his walls come down.  By the time we stopped talking, I knew three things: his name was Ronan, he made beautiful things with his hands, and he was going to be a problem.

The fun kind.

My favorite kind.

* * *

Present day

 I'm currently upside down on my couch with my legs draped over the back of it, phone balanced on my chest, reading a text from my best friend. 

Milo: Please tell me you haven't done anything insane today.

Me: Define insane.

Milo: Ari.

I smile.  Milo has known me for six years.  He has the tone down to a single word.

Me: okay FINE... I may have told Ronan that I'm doing a special stream tonight and he should tune in.

The three dots appear and stay there for a very long time.

Milo: Does he know what KIND of stream?

I consider this for a moment.  Ronan knows I'm a content creator, and he knows I do 'lifestyle content.'  In the three months we've been talking every single day, texts and voice messages and two-hour phone calls that I definitely didn't fall asleep during and definitely didn't wake up still connected to… I have been careful with great personal restraint, not telling him exactly what kind of lifestyle content.

Tonight, that changes.  

Me: He's about to…

Milo: I love you, but you're going to give that man a stroke.

I smile so wide my cheeks hurt.  Only if he's lucky.  The thing is, and I will only admit this here, in the privacy of my own skull where no one can use it against me, Ronan matters.  That's the terrifying part.  He snuck up on me.  Three months of talking and he's the first person I reach for every morning and the last one I text at night. 

He makes me laugh without trying to.  He sends me pictures of things he's working on and asks what I think, and I know nothing about woodworking, but I've learned so much just from listening to him talk about it.  He's also never once pushed.  Never asked for more than I offered.  Never made me feel like I was a novelty or a challenge or a means to an end.

Which means I need to either run screaming or blow his entire world open.  I've never been a runner.  I check the time.  Two hours until the stream. 

I roll off the couch, land on my feet with the grace of a cat, and head for the bathroom to start getting ready.  My setup is already good.  The ring light charged, the camera angled, and the specific playlist queued that puts me in the right headspace.

I catch my reflection in the bathroom mirror.  Orange hair is still doing whatever it wants.  Green eyes bright.  I look like trouble.

Good.

I lean in close to the mirror, meeting my own eyes, and I say out loud to no one… 

“Ronan, sweetheart.  I really hope you're sitting down.”

Then I grin, sharp and wide and entirely unrepentant.  Let's see how sturdy that wall of his really is.








  
  

Chapter Two
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Ronan





Iam a reasonable man. I have always been a reasonable man, or at least I try my best to be. I pay my taxes on time. I return my shopping cart. I don't tailgate on the highway even when the person in front of me is doing fifteen under the speed limit, and I am physically suffering for it. I am steady. Measured. In control. 

Right now, I am none of those things.  It's been three months since a chaos-colored Omega with a criminal username crashed into my private messages and apparently decided to take up permanent residence in my brain.  Three months of talking every day, and I mean every day, in a way I haven't talked to another person since I don't know when.  

Texts while I'm in the workshop, getting sawdust everywhere.  Voice messages I replay more than once.  Phone calls that go so long I wake up to dead air and a dead battery and this stupid warm feeling in my chest that I refuse to examine too closely.

Ari.

Even his name feels like a problem.  I knew from the first message that he was going to be a handful. Flaming_Twink69… I mean, come on.  The warning was right there in bold.  And I am a reasonable man, so naturally I stayed up until three in the morning talking to him and have thought about him every single day since.

Reasonable.

The thing is, and this is what keeps me up at night, what keeps my hands moving over wood in the workshop while my brain is somewhere else entirely, he's not what I expected.  Underneath all that noise and provocation and the relentless, gleeful button-pushing, there's something else.  Bright and curious and real.  

He remembers everything I tell him.  He asks follow-up questions.  He sent me a voice message last week that was eleven minutes long about the ethics of the fast fashion industry, and I listened to the whole thing twice.
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