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This book is dedicated to the traumatized, the broken, and the hopeless. You can heal.
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HELLO MY DEAR READERS! This book deals with several dark and terrible things. This is not a comprehensive list, but this book does have quite a few triggers you need to know about since it is 18+ only.

PTSD

Sexual Abuse

Forced Collaring

Physical Abuse and Neglect

Alpha/Beta/Omega Dynamics

Forced Knotting

Consensual Knotting

Trauma

Unformed Bonds

Isolation

Suicidal Ideation

Therapy

Government Control
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Wren

The scent hits me first—mine, not theirs.

Sweet. Sickly. Desperate.

Fuck.

The world tilted, an insidious nausea churning in my gut, and my vision swam. I wasn't just walking; I was adrift, propelled by some unseen current, until my shoulder slammed into a flimsy metal structure – a rickety monument to desperation and discarded trends. I’d crashed headlong into a display of garish, plastic-smelling handbags at the department store’s forgotten clearance table, tucked away beneath the buzzing, indifferent fluorescent lights.

The high-pitched wail of protest from the metal rack seemed to scrape against my very teeth, a sound amplified in the sudden, echoing quiet of the department store. It didn't just tip; it buckled, groaning under the slight impact. The bags, a kaleidoscope of ersatz leather and synthetic sparkle, erupted from their flimsy shelves, cascading down in a chaotic, brightly colored waterfall, thudding softly as they hit the polished linoleum floor.

A ripple of quiet judgment and detached curiosity spread through the aisles as heads swiveled. A child, perched in a shopping cart, pointed an accusing finger. The hushed whispers seemed to cling to the stale air, thick with unspoken accusation, and I froze – utterly, spectacularly frozen – like a small, desperate creature caught in the blinding glare of an unmerciful predator. My breath hitched, sharp and ragged in my throat. Every muscle locked, an instinctive, primal response to being seen, to being exposed.

My fingers, cold and raw beneath the worn fabric of my too-thin coat, dug into my own forearms as I dragged the material tighter around my shivering frame. My fists, balled deep within the pockets, trembled with a violence that felt utterly beyond my control, each tremor a confession of raw, unadulterated fear. All I wanted was for the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

Too late.

Too hot.

Too much.

My glands are already blooming under my skin, a sickeningly sweet pressure building, like poisoned fruit. Slickness collects at the apex of my thighs, a warning sign, a humiliating admission of weakness that oozes out with every bead. I’m sweating through three layers of clothing, the fabric clinging to me like a second, suffocating skin. My heat suppressant patch, once a promise of normalcy, is useless. It clings there, a pathetic square of adhesive, offering no relief. Must've been expired, or maybe my body's just done pretending I'm okay, finally surrendering to the inferno raging within. The air itself feels thick and heavy, pressing down on me, amplifying the feeling of being trapped in a body I can no longer control.

I don’t know.

I don’t care.

I just have to move.

I bolt toward the exit like a cornered animal, every instinct screaming for escape. The air inside the club, thick with pheromones and desperation, clings to me like a shroud. I ignore the way my scent trails behind me—sticky, sweet, and omega. That word's a brand, seared onto my soul, not some simple biological marker. A fucking curse. It hangs in the air, a siren song to the twisted and the predatory. The wrong kind of people can smell it a mile away, their eyes gleaming with a hunger I know all too well.

I slam into the cold air outside, the sudden shock almost a relief. The winter wind bites into my skin, raising goosebumps that have nothing to do with the temperature. My lungs burn with each ragged breath. I need to find an alley. A drain. A goddamn hole to crawl into and disappear. Somewhere the shadows are deep enough to swallow me whole, somewhere the scent can dissipate, somewhere I can just breathe without the weight of expectation, the threat of violation, crushing me. Somewhere to be just... invisible. The concrete jungle stretches before me, a labyrinth of potential dangers and fleeting moments of anonymity. And I have to navigate it.

But the street is already reacting.

A low growl echoes from somewhere to my right an ominous sound that sends a chill racing down my spine. It’s a deep, rumbling warning that reverberates through the stillness of the night, indicating that there’s something or someone lurking just beyond the veil of darkness. Someone close. Too close.

Every instinct within me screams to turn my head, to glance over and assess the situation, to confirm what I already dread. But I resist the urge. I don’t look. I don’t engage. That’s the rule. That’s always the rule.

In moments like these, the unspoken guidelines of survival play like a mantra in my mind. Staying composed, remaining undetected, and avoiding confrontation are key. The shadows around me seem to thicken, as if they are conscious of my presence, waiting for the slightest movement to pounce. My heart pounds ferociously in my chest, each beat a reminder of the danger that lurks nearby.

If only I could decipher the source of that menacing growl—was it an animal, wild and untamed, or something far more sinister, a threat that walks on two legs? The uncertainty gnaws at me, creating an invisible tension that wraps around my throat. My breath comes in shallow, measured gasps, and I strain to remain aware of every sound, every shift in the air.

The darkness is thick and suffocating, pressing against my senses. I focus on the cool earth beneath my feet, the smell of damp foliage, and the rustling leaves that surround me. Each of these details anchors me to the moment, grounding me against the fear threatening to overtake my thoughts. I remind myself of the importance of stealth, of patience.

Suddenly, the growl reverberates again, more pronounced this time, suggesting impatience or hunger. I can feel the pull of dread, lurking just at the edges of my awareness. It’s a game of nerves, a silent test where even the slightest twitch could tip the balance. I must stay calm, must keep my resolve intact.

Glancing down at my clenched hands, I remind myself that whatever lurks in the shadows may be closer than I care to admit, but engaging it could result in a far worse fate. Every fiber of my being tells me to stay the course, hold my ground, and remember the rules I’ve learned in this unforgiving world. I am not alone in this wilderness, and I must trust that my silence will shield me, at least for now.

“Shit,” I whisper, limping toward the alley behind the pharmacy. As I cling onto the cold, metallic surface of the dumpster, my body trembles with exhaustion and pain. My thighs are coated in a layer of sweat, causing them to stick together with every agonizing step. The relentless sun beats down on me, intensifying the heat and humidity that have taken over the city.

The cramp in my gut is unbearable, radiating through my abdomen like a vise. I struggle to breathe, my lungs constricting as if a heavy weight is pressing down on my chest. I can feel my heart racing, a rapid thump-thump-thump that echoes in my ears.

My vision starts to blur, and I blink rapidly, trying to clear my head. The world around me spins, and I grip the dumpster tighter, desperate to steady myself. I can hear the distant sound of traffic, the honking of horns, and the chatter of pedestrians, but it all seems so far away, like I'm in a dream.

I take a deep breath, inhaling the stench of rotting garbage that emanates from the dumpster. The smell is overpowering, but it somehow grounds me, reminding me that I'm still here, still alive. I slowly release the breath, trying to calm my racing thoughts.

I know I can't stay here forever. I have to keep moving, to find a safe place to rest and recover. But every step I take feels like a monumental task, my body rebelling against me with every painful inch.

I take a tentative step, wincing as my thighs slide against each other. I force myself to continue, one foot in front of the other, pushing through the pain and the fatigue. The cramp in my gut subsides slightly, and I feel a small surge of hope.

I know I can make it. I have to. I just need to keep going, one step at a time.

Don’t pass out.

Don’t fucking pass out.

“You smell that?”

Another voice. Male. Curious. Hungry.

My body is a cacophony of instincts, a primal urge so strong that it feels as if my very skin is on fire, shouting for me to run, to escape whatever impending doom looms behind me. Each heartbeat reverberates like a drum, echoing the command to flee. Yet, despite this desperate plea, my muscles refuse to respond, paralyzed by fear or perhaps the weight of uncertainty. It’s as if an invisible force has seized control, rendering me immobile and vulnerable in this moment of terror.

With a sense of urgency, I stumble and collapse behind the cold metal dumpster, seeking refuge in the shadows. The gritty surface of the ground is unforgiving as I curl myself into a tight ball, trying to make myself as small and inconspicuous as possible. I feel the harshness of the concrete pressing against my skin, but I am far more focused on the chaotic thoughts racing through my mind.

By instinct, I bury my face in the crook of my elbow, hoping to shield myself from the horrors I fear are drawing near. My breath quickens, becoming shallow as I try to steady my racing heart. The pungent smell of garbage fills my senses, a grim reminder of where I am, but it also provides a strange comfort  a layer of anonymity, a disguise that might keep me hidden.

In this cramped position, time stretches infinitely, and all I can do is pray  pray for them to pass by without noticing me, pray for the threat to dissolve into mere memory. Each second feels like an eternity, my mind a tumultuous whirlpool of dread and hope, as I hold my breath and wait for the sound of footsteps to fade away into the distance.

Then I hear it.

The worst sound in the world.

The clean click of a clipboard. The soft hiss of official shoes on asphalt. The scent of sterile soap and synthetic control.

Omega Registry.

They found me.

“Wren Callahan,” a woman says, her voice too smooth. “You’ve been flagged for unauthorized heat expression in a public setting. You’ve violated condition seventeen of the Registry Agreement.”
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