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Exhausted, terrified, and out of options, a runaway omega stumbles into a small-town veterinary clinic,  and into the care of Jonah, a quiet alpha whose hands are better at healing than hurting.

What begins as shelter soon becomes something more: safety, trust, and a bond built on choice rather than command. But when her last suppressant patch fails, biology threatens to strip away the fragile freedom she’s rebuilt. Jonah offers her the one thing she’s never had before,  the chance to decide for herself what comes next.

Tender, steamy, and deeply emotional, The Vet and the Runaway Omega is a standalone MF omegaverse romance about finding home where you least expect it, and discovering that true strength lies in choosing love.

Content Warnings

This story contains:


	References to institutional control and forced pairing (off-page).

	Trauma recovery themes.

	Heat triggers, knotting, and explicit MF sexual content.

	Bonding mark.



Always resolved with safety, tenderness, mutual trust, and consensual intimacy.

I write omegaverse short stories across three heat levels.

Surrendered Heart Omegas Series (light pink covers) are sweet, with a little spice, and a guaranteed HEA

Stolen Hearts Alphas Series (dark pink covers) are darker, steamier, but still end with a HEA.

Mastered by the Alpha Series (Red Covers) are dark, dub-con, and only available on payhip or ream. The alpha gets his omega in the end, through heat bonding and situational manipulation.

This is a Surrendered Hearts Omega Series book
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Chapter 1
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I had been certain I'd collapse long before I spotted the clinic's porch light, my legs threatening to give out in the frozen ditch as I pressed on through biting wind and exhaustion so deep it felt like every bone in my body weighed twice as much. I could taste iron on my tongue, feel each ragged breath rasping across cracked lips, and sense my sockless feet sliding in damp leaves and mud before finally pulling myself up a narrow stone step beneath a window glowing soft yellow behind frosted glass.

The soft light spilled through the window, catching the raindrops clinging to my eyelashes. Two days of running, hiding, sleeping in drainage pipes, and now this small beacon of warmth seemed both salvation and threat. My hands trembled, not just from cold but from bone-deep fatigue that made my vision blur at the edges. Each step had been a battle against the instinct to curl up on the forest floor and surrender to whatever might find me there.

I remembered the wooden sign swinging gently in the breeze, the words VETERINARY CARE, WALK-INS WELCOME carved unevenly, the letters darker where rain had seeped into the grain. I stared at it, my mind slow to process the significance. Animals received care here. Not omegas. Not newly presented omegas who'd fled holding centers. But the word "welcome" kept pulling at something raw inside my chest.

My jacket sleeve snagged on a splintered rail as I leaned on the porch's rough-hewn post, and I pressed my cheek to the cold wood, riding out a wave of dizziness while my heart thundered in my ears. The world tilted and then righted itself. I counted my heartbeats, one, two, three, a technique I'd learned in those first horrible days after my presentation, when my body had betrayed me, transforming me from person to commodity overnight.

When the spinning subsided, I dared to peek inside. Through the frosted glass, I could make out the blurred shapes of a reception desk, chairs, and soft-edged shadows that might have been medical equipment or waiting patients. No movement. No official uniforms. No scent-scanning devices mounted at the door.

The air that spilled out when I cracked the door open was nothing like the sickly sweet institutional stink I'd fled, this scent was layered with dusty hay, a faint tang of antiseptic, and a woven thread of warm fur, as if a dozen animals had just curled into buckets and warmed them like coals. I swallowed, tasting a strange comfort in my throat. The scent carried a whisper of something else, something that made the omega part of me go still with primal recognition. Alpha. But not like the handlers at the center, whose scents were deliberately amplified to subdue and intimidate.

I froze, one foot on the threshold, ready to bolt back into the night. Better the icy darkness than another cage. Better starvation than forced pairing. My muscles coiled tight, the last reserves of adrenaline flooding my system.

And then the door eased open on hinges that creaked like a tired animal waking, and a wash of steam rolled over me in soft shapes from a chipped ceramic mug clutched in a huge hand. The steam carried the earthy scent of tea, proper tea, not the synthetic nutrition beverages they'd dispensed at the center.

The Alpha stood just inside, tall enough that he had to duck his head slightly beneath the doorframe. His dark hair was rumpled, as if he'd been sleeping upright in a chair. He wore a faded plaid shirt over wrinkled scrubs, both bearing small stains that might have been animal fur or medicine. His bare feet pressed against the cool tile floor, toes splayed for balance, and steam curled from the surface of the dark liquid inside the mug, promising something like sleep or rest, though I wondered how he could move so deliberately at this hour.

What struck me most was what he didn't do. He didn't demand my name, my papers, my scent-strip patch. He didn't reach for me or crowd my space. He didn't even speak at first, just stood there radiating a steady calm that felt like an anchor in the storm that had become my life.

When he finally spoke, he only stepped aside and said, "Easy," his voice low and calm, and the single word settled over me like a blanket as I stumbled past him. Not an order. A reassurance.

The warmth of the clinic enveloped me, and my cold-numbed fingers tingled painfully as circulation returned. I remained hunched, making myself smaller by instinct, half-expecting him to grab my arm or scan me for identification. Instead, I heard his feet pad behind me, slower, deliberate, maintaining a distance that somehow communicated respect rather than disgust.

I felt the faint brush of his Alpha scent, an earthy undercurrent of sandalwood and something more untamed, maybe cedar or pine, nothing like the sharp musk of the handlers who'd cornered me in the holding center. His scent was muted, controlled, as if he understood its power and chose to dampen rather than amplify it. It reached me in gentle waves rather than overwhelming surges.

I barely managed to nod before turning toward the back room, the soft echo of his footsteps guiding me to a narrow hallway lined with kennel doors, each one vented and bearing small name tags for the animals inside. "Rex - Lab Mix - Paw Injury." "Mittens - Persian - Post-Op." "Butterscotch - Rabbit - Upper Respiratory." Names, not numbers. Conditions, not classifications.
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