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Blurb and Content Warnings
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Ella has spent years in silence; her life reduced to routines, suppressants, and strict containment policies designed to keep her nature hidden. But when her heat arrives early and uncontrollable, all the rules she’s lived by begin to unravel.

Through vents, unsent messages, and a forbidden scarf, an unseen neighbor has already been breaking through her walls. When the heat becomes unbearable and Ella opens her door, she isn’t just surrendering to biology, she’s choosing connection, trust, and the dangerous hope of being seen.

In a city built on isolation, one night of vulnerability could change everything.

Content Warning

This story contains:


	Omegaverse elements (heat cycles, scent, biological imperatives)

	Explicit sexual content

	Themes of isolation, vulnerability, and loss of control

	Power imbalance inherent in alpha/omega dynamics

	Emotional intensity surrounding consent and surrender



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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I first noticed it while washing dishes. The water felt too warm against my fingers, each droplet distinct and somehow meaningful. My skin prickled with awareness as soap bubbles popped against my wrist. Something was off. The careful chemical balance I maintained daily with pills and sprays and practiced indifference was tilting ever so slightly, like a picture frame nudged by an invisible hand. I knew the signs. Three days early, the heat was coming, and my suppressants were failing.

I set the plate down carefully, deliberately, not letting it clink against the metal sink. Noise attracted attention. So did panic. I'd been trained since childhood to recognize the symptoms and respond with calm efficiency. The fact that my hands shook slightly as I dried them on the dish towel was a problem. I'd fix that too.

The evening stretched before me like a test. Eight hours until my next dose. Eight hours of holding myself together while my body tried to betray me.

This morning, I'd followed my routine precisely. Wake at 5:30. Two suppressant pills with exactly six ounces of water. Scent-blocker necklace recharged and fastened securely at my throat. Extra neutralizing spray behind my ears, at my wrists, behind my knees. Colorless clothes; today, a pale gray blouse, navy slacks. Hair pulled back so tightly my scalp ached, a useful distraction from other sensations. No perfume, no scented deodorant, nothing that would call attention or linger in a room after I'd left it.

I'd even skipped my usual stop at the coffee kiosk downstairs. The barista had begun to recognize me. Yesterday, he'd started preparing my order before I reached the counter, plain black tea, no sugar, and the way he smiled as I approached had created a small, dangerous flutter in my chest. Better to vary my routine. Better to remain forgettable.

And yet here I was, skin tingling, heart rate elevated, the world suddenly too sharp, too present. I pressed my fingertips against the cool countertop, breathing carefully through my mouth. My apartment was my sanctuary precisely because it contained nothing unexpected. Three rooms in neutral tones. Furniture was selected for function rather than comfort. No photographs, no mementos. Nothing that might trigger emotion or memory.

I moved to the bathroom with measured steps, each foot placed deliberately before the next. The medicine cabinet contained a small arsenal of emergency suppressants, ranging from fast-acting sprays to stronger pills marked "For Crisis Only." I hesitated. Taking another dose so soon after my morning regimen could cause problems, dizziness, nausea, the cognitive fog that made it hard to maintain the careful scripts of normal interaction. But letting my scent levels rise carried worse consequences.

The building's policy for omegas was outlined in a sixteen-page addendum to the standard lease. I'd memorized every clause, every clinical euphemism for what they really meant: keep yourself contained or lose your home. Paragraph 4.3 specified that residents must maintain "appropriate biological signature levels in common areas." Paragraph 7.8 detailed the scent monitors installed in hallways and elevators, their sensitivity thresholds, and the automatic reports generated if those thresholds were breached.

Paragraph 12.1 was the most direct: "Residents exhibiting unmanaged estrus or rut cycles will be subject to immediate lease termination."

I'd signed my name beneath that paragraph, my hand steady, my face arranged in the polite, bland expression I'd perfected over years of practice. The property manager hadn't looked at me directly. Most betas found eye contact with omegas uncomfortable, as if our nature might somehow be contagious through a glance. But she'd stamped the paperwork with an approving nod.

"You'll like it here," she'd said. "Very quiet. Very discreet."

Quiet and discreet. The words that shaped my life.

I unscrewed the cap from the emergency spray, holding my breath as I applied it to my pulse points. The liquid felt cold against my overheated skin, a chemical sting that usually signaled safety. Tonight, it barely cut through the rising tide of sensation.

The air purifier hummed in the corner of my bedroom, its white noise usually comforting. I turned the dial to its highest setting, watching the small digital display as it recorded the room's scent levels. Still within acceptable parameters, but climbing. I needed to contain this.

Windows locked. I checked each one methodically, even though I knew they were secure. The habit of verification was soothing. Door bolted, chain in place. No deliveries scheduled, no maintenance requests that might bring strangers to my door. I was safe, contained, invisible.

Except to the sensors.

My gaze kept returning to the small monitor near my entryway, its screen displaying the building's assessment of my apartment's air quality. The numbers flickered slightly upward with each passing minute. Not dangerous yet, but moving in a concerning direction.

I should call my doctor. The rational part of my brain, the part that had been trained to override instinct, to prioritize control over comfort, knew this was the correct protocol. Early heat cycles could indicate health issues. Medication adjustments might be needed.

But doctors meant questions. Questions meant attention. Attention meant risk.

I pulled my phone from my pocket, then set it down on the counter without unlocking it. Later. If things got worse. For now, I had other tools.

The shower was my next attempt at normality. I turned the water to cool, not cold enough to shock my system, but cool enough to lower my body temperature, to wash away the faint traces of scent that might cling to my skin. I scrubbed methodically, the unscented soap creating a thin barrier between my body and the world.

It helped, but not enough. When I stepped out, wrapped in a thin towel, the bathroom mirror revealed my betrayal, flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the slight tremble in my lower lip that I immediately controlled by pressing my teeth against it. I looked like someone with a mild fever. I looked vulnerable.

I dressed in loose pajamas, the cotton soft against my sensitized skin. Too soft. Every brush of fabric felt deliberate, almost teasing. I focused on my breathing, four counts in, six counts out, a technique from the omega management classes I'd been required to take in school.

The refrigerator hummed as I approached it, the mechanical sound oddly intimate in the quiet apartment. I needed to eat something. Low blood sugar would only make the symptoms worse. But when I pulled open the door, the scent of cold berries nearly dropped me to my knees.

The strawberries were three days old; their scent was barely perceptible to normal senses. But to my heightened awareness, they were almost obscenely vivid, sweet and sharp and somehow red, as if color had a smell. I slammed the door shut, pressing my forehead against its cool surface, trying to regain control.
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