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Kit has been in love with Riley for years. Years! Even before that incident at Riley’s parents’ cabin during their shared heat. Does it truly matter that he’s his best friend? Or that he’s an Omega? The world seems to be against him. 

Kit had given up all hope of Riley ever feeling the same way.  When Riley’s parents kick him out for refusing every Alpha they threw his way, everything changes.    

Kit’s bright idea to get the guy: let’s become cam-boys!

Insert heavy sigh here.  What could possibly go wrong?  I have this feeling that Riley just isn’t that type of Omega, but what do I know?    

Will there be sparks?  And hopefully not the kind that set the house on fire?  Will Riley finally accept what his wolf instincts have been trying to tell him all along?  I guess we’ll see what happens behind the scenes.

For fans of MM, Omegaverse, Omega x Omega, MPreg, and just a whole bunch of crazy spice.  
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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
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Dedicated to the brats and attention seekers. 

Trust me, you’re seen.








  
  

Prologue
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Kit





Three years ago 

“I still can’t believe you got your parents to say yes to letting us come up here by ourselves,” I say as soon as I walk through the front door of the little wooden cabin.  I’m completely drained from the drive up here, and my wolf is itching to break out.  Sure, it wasn’t the best time of the year, and personally, I could live without the snow falling out of the sky, but it was our little getaway.  

A shiver wracks through me from just how cold it is.  Okay, yeah, and a little bit because of who’s currently behind me.  Recently, I've been hyper-aware of how close my best friend is at all times.  I’m positive I’m not supposed to feel this way around him… who’s also another Omega. 

“Well, I did just turn eighteen last week,” my best friend, Riley, says, and when I look back at him, I find him rolling his eyes, “maybe they’ll start giving me a little more freedom now that I’m officially an adult.”  I can’t help the little snort that escapes me, causing him to glare at me.  I just shrug back at him.

I suppose you’d call this our love language.  He snarks, and I just go along with it.  Love, what a word, am I right?  I’ve been thinking more about it lately.  Especially when I find myself alone around him.  I shake my head and ignore the way my chest tightens and my stomach clenches.  It’s not like I actually know what love is.   

Riley’s parents are extreme traditionalists.  They believe in all the old traditions based around shifters.  Ever since he turned eighteen, they’ve been hellbent on finding him the best Alpha.  I can tell by his tense shoulders that it’s been taking its toll on him.  I’m still shocked that they let their Omega son out of their sights, but I’m excited for this weekend, and I know Riley is too.

“Goddess, it’s fucking cold in here,” I whine, blowing into my hands and rubbing them together, “I’m going to end up losing a finger at any moment.”

“Oh, stop being such a baby, Kit,” he says with a shake of his head, causing his light brown hair to sway with the movement.  I still hear that familiar fondness in his voice, “I’ll get the heater turned on.  Maybe we can even figure out how to start the fireplace so we can have s’mores later.”

“As long as we don’t end up burning the place down to a crisp, I’m down,” I huff out.

“That only happened once,” he grumbles under his breath, “and I had it under control.”

“Yep, sure.  Whatever you say, Riles,” I say, around a mock-innocent look.

He continues grumbling under his breath as he stalks toward the thermometer.  I hear the heater kick on and let out a little sigh.  

“Stop being so dramatic,” he mutters, “I swear, sometimes I wonder how you’re my best friend.”

“Geeze, love you too, Riles,” I gripe, then my brain stutters when I realize what I just said to him.

I glance over at him out of the corner of my eye, but he’s not even paying any attention to me.  I let out a sigh, crisis averted… for now.  I plop my ass down in one of the armchairs sideways and swing my legs over the arm.

“My parents would murder you for sitting like that,” he huffs before sitting down on the couch like a well-trained Omega.

“Good thing they’re not here then,” I say with a wink, and he just shakes his head at me.

“What am I going to do with you, Kit,” he asks.

“I’m sure there are plenty of things you could do with me that would have your parents cringing in horror,” I say with a shrug.

My eyes widen just slightly because I shouldn’t have said that.  I’ve been in love with my best friend for what seems like forever, but he doesn’t feel the same way about me.  Plus, I’m sure his parents would have a coronary if they knew.  Omegas don’t belong to other Omegas.  That’s how it works… allegedly.

I don’t believe it, though.  Not with how my wolf wants to rip out of my skin and claim Riley as my own.

“Are you feeling okay, Kit,” he asks hesitantly.

“Why wouldn’t I be okay?”

“Well, it looks like your wolf wants out with how your eyes are glowing right now…”

“Oh…” I puff out, “he must be restless from the drive.” I lie.  That’s all I’m ever doing lately.  Lies on top of lies, and the worst part is that it’s always to the person I love most.

“Okay then,” he mutters like he doesn’t believe me one bit, “maybe we should go for a run then?”

“No,” I nearly shout, causing Riley to jolt in surprise, “I mean, umm… not right now, okay.”

If I let my wolf loose, there’s no telling what he would do with Riley this close.  I don’t want to take the chance and end up losing my best friend over my wolf instincts.  Of course, Riley doesn’t understand I’m trying to keep him safe from myself.

He lets out a sigh before standing up from the couch, “sure, whatever.  I’m gonna go get some firewood from the shed out back.”  He doesn’t look my way, and I can hear in his voice that he’s disappointed, but I can’t for the life of me understand why.

“Do you need any help?”

“Nope, I got it.”


      [image: ]A loud crash has me jolting up in the armchair and nearly falling off.

“Riley?  Are you okay?”  A groan is my only answer, which has me rushing to get up and go see what’s wrong.  When I step into the kitchen, I see him hunched over in pain with his hand pressed against the wall.  His other hand is wrapped around his stomach as he lets out little pants of panicked breaths.  The firewood is scattered across the floor, and I realize that’s probably what scared the ever-loving shit out of me.

“Riles,” I say once more, much softer this time, “are you okay?”  He lets out a soft whimper, and as I step closer, that’s when it hits me.  The sweet aroma fills the room with notes of vanilla and peaches.  The scent of him causes my mouth to water.  His arousal is thick in the air, and there’s only one explanation… he’s in fucking heat.   

My heart all but jumps in my throat as my cock thickens with interest.  I let out a slow breath, trying to calm down, but the ache is going nowhere.    

“S-sorry, Kit,” he stutters out, “I thought I still h-had another week.”  A devastated expression scrunches up his face and makes me feel helpless.

I have no fucking clue as to what to do to help him.  I don’t have a knot.  I’m not an Alpha.  My body obviously doesn’t care either, as it responds to him and his heat.  Slick starts pooling at my hole, and I shift awkwardly.  My stomach clenches, and I blink my eyes as a small cramp starts in my lower stomach.

“Fuck,” I whisper hoarsely.  My hand immediately presses against my lower stomach, almost mirroring Riley’s stance.  

“S-sorry,” he whimpers again.

“No, not that,” I rush out, “I think I’m starting my heat too.”

Slowly, he turns to look at me from where he’s standing.  His mouth is parted as he pants through his pain.  His light grey eyes are now dark with how wide his pupils are.  He swallows hard, causing my cock to twitch in my pants, and I involuntarily press my palm against my crotch.

“W-what are we going to do,” he whines, and the sound of desperation in his voice has my wolf wanting to rip out of me to comfort him.

I push him back down, trying to remain in control as I try to think of some kind of solution.  We’re currently in the middle of the woods, and it’s snowing outside.

“We’ll… just take care of each other,” I say hesitantly, “it’ll be fine…”  His grey, stormy eyes meet mine, and I hope he can tell just how serious I am.

I never in a million years thought this would happen, and I try my best to keep the goofy smile off my face.  I don’t want to scare him away with my eagerness.  I’m far too excited over a situation that should be more terrifying, but I’m not.  I probably shouldn’t be this eager anyway.

“Are-are you sure,” he squeaks out before a low groan of pain escapes him, twisting his features further.

“You’re my best friend, Riley.  I would do anything for you,” I say in earnest.

Riley’s eyes widen in surprise before they gloss over with lust.  I never thought I’d see him look at me like this, even in my wildest dreams.  Maybe it’s just the heat affecting him, but I feel starved for his attention.  If I thought I was in love with my best friend before, well, this just solidified it.  I’ll never be able to unsee that look for the rest of my fucking days.

He nods.  He fucking nods before standing up and kicking the door shut.  He shrugs off his jacket and starts tugging off his sweater with little frantic movements.  I reach over, pressing my hand to his wrist, and he moans.  The sound goes straight to my cock, and slick rushes out of me and is currently dripping down the backs of my thighs.  I squeeze my thighs together, but it doesn’t help.

“Fuck, how are you this into it already,” I mutter.

“I thought I was just overheating in the car,” he whines as his hips thrust forward.  His cock is already tenting his pants, and my entire body is starting to react to him and his scent.

“Okay, let me have the keys,” I say, holding my hand out for them, “I need to get my bag out of the car.”

“Why,” he whimpers out as a full-body shudder runs through him.

“Because, Riles, I have toys in my bag,” I explain.

“And you were what?  Were you going to use them in the same bed as me,” he squeaks out, causing a surprised laugh to escape me.  Of course, that’s what he would be worried about at a time like this.  That I would be getting off right next to his unconscious body.

“Noooo.  I would have gone into the bathroom at least,” I say with a bright smile.

“But-”

“Riles, we don’t have time for the what-if game,” I say, cutting off his next words, “give me the keys, and then go get in bed.  I’ll be right there, okay?”

“Y-yeah.  Okay,” he mumbles, digging out the keys from his coat pocket and dropping them into my open palm.

“You can get to the room, right?”

“I’m not a goddess damned invalid, Kit,” he grits out through his teeth.

“Bad Omega,” I say before booping him on the nose.  He snaps his teeth at me before turning and sauntering out of the kitchen.

Yep, it’s official.  I’m in love with Riley.  I think to myself as I watch him leave.  That’s the only explanation I can think of for how I’m feeling right now.  His hips sway a little more extravagantly as he goes.  I swallow hard before shaking my head and rushing in the opposite direction.

It doesn’t take long to grab my bag from the car, but when I finally get into the bedroom, I stumble over my feet at the sight in front of me.  Riley is completely naked and splayed out across the bed like one of my wet dreams come to life.  My hand shoots out, and I grip the doorjamb like my life depends on it.

My hips roll with this urgent need.  All I can do is stand there and stare at him.  His pale skin flushed pink with his arousal.  His chest is rising and falling with frantic breaths.  Pleasure suddenly rolls down my spine in waves as I come in my pants.  A half gasp, half moan rips out of me, filled with lust and desperation.  It feels like I’m no longer in control of my body.  

“Did… you just… come… kit,” he pants out as he continues to stroke himself like I didn’t just embarrass myself less than five feet away from him.

“I-I… uh…”

“Are you going to get naked or not,” he whines as he thrusts into his fist, not even giving me a chance to answer his last question.

“Yep,” I mutter, “doing that now, bossy.”  I managed to get my clothes off pretty fast, even though half the fabric was sticking to me.  I cringe as I pull my boxer briefs off and make sure to toss them on top of my pants.

“Ready for me to take you to pound town, Riles,” I ask, climbing up onto the bed.  He presses one of his dainty feet against the center of my chest and looks me dead in the eye.

“Don’t ever say that again, Kit,” he says in the most serious tone I’ve ever heard.  I swallow and then nod, because I have no idea what else to do.

“Yeah.  Yep, no problem,” I mumble, and I can feel my cheeks begin to heat with embarrassment all over again.  He’s never, in our entire friendship, ever put me in my place like that before… and I think my cock likes this side of him very much.

He sets his foot back on the bed, and his thighs fall open as if inviting me in.  My whole body shudders with pleasure as his scent intensifies.  I’m half tempted to lunge for him, but I don’t know how he’ll react.  I need to play it cool even if my canines are aching inside my mouth.  I’m just thankful I’m not drooling.

“Now, I’m ready,” he says with all the sass of an Omega.  My eyes trail down his body as I try to memorize every single part of him in this moment.

“Do you need a special invitation,” he whines, his cock jerking against his soft stomach.

I shake my head before pulling out the dildo from my bag, “I… uh… only brought this with me.  I didn’t think we’d be sharing a heat.”  His eyes dart between the dildo and me.  His mouth opens and closes like he’s trying to figure out what to say.

“I thought you were going to fuck me,” he asks quietly, blinking his eyes rapidly like he’s shocked those words came out of his mouth.

I’m a little shocked too, because Riley’s always been a proper Omega.  All docile and well-mannered, but I guess his heat brings it out of him.  He presses both his hands to his mouth as he mutters something that I can’t quite make out.

“Can you say that again,” I ask cocking my eyebrow at him.

Slowly, he pulls his hands away from his mouth, “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean for that to come out.”  I shake my head, and I can’t help but laugh a little.

“It’s okay, Riles,” I reassure him, “I don’t mind this little attitude of yours at all.”

“So… are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Are you going to fuck me,” he squeaks out, his cheeks turning a bright pink that makes me want to nuzzle him.  Goddess, he’s fucking adorable.  

“Is that what you want, Riley?”

“Yes… Just promise me that this won’t come between us and our friendship, okay,” he whispers out in a little, unsure voice that makes my chest tighten.

“I promise it won’t,” I say, trying my best to sound convincing.  He gives a slow nod of his head.  And that’s the night I fucked my best friend through our shared heat. 
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Kit





Did I ever think I’d be presenting for a camera? With my ass up in the air and my face pressed into my pillow… well, no, but I guess that’s besides the point. Desperate times call for desperate measures, I suppose. I never thought that I would become a camboy, though, but here I am… living the dream, I guess. 

I’m not saying that I hate it per se, but it is a rather strange route I decided to take.  Sometimes I feel emotionally drained by it.  Even if I were given the choice to do something else, I wouldn’t have the first idea what that would look like.  

Out of all the different things I could possibly do… this is what I landed on.  I would love to say it’s because I love sex.  Or maybe that I find it turns me on when someone is watching me… but the truth is I’m just good at it.  Plus, it doesn’t hurt that I’m pretty.  

  At least it pays the bills, and I manage pretty well.  I can’t really complain when I make more than I would at a regular job.  Much more.  The rent gets paid on time, and I always have food in the fridge.  What more could an Omega ask for?   

I shake my head, bringing myself back into the present moment.  I shouldn’t be having observations on my life while I’m filming.  It isn’t good for business.  I just hope whoever is watching thinks I’m just in the throes of pleasure instead of all up in my head again.  I add a moan just for good measure as I stroke myself from behind.  At least I didn’t go limp this time… that would have been awkward for everyone involved.

I’ve been trying to draw out my orgasm for as long as possible, but now my mind is wandering, and doesn’t want to cooperate.  I wonder if that’s just a me thing.  Or do others get bored while jerking off?  Then my mind circles towards the one subject I try my best to avoid… Riley.  

I bet I wouldn’t be bored if he were in bed with me.  The feel of his warm, soft skin sliding against mine.  A shiver rolls down my spine, and my hole clenches around nothing as I leak slick.  My thoughts turn to the time I spent with Riley in his family’s cabin.  The memory of him wrapped around me is so vivid that it causes my cock to pulse between my thighs.  My balls pull taut, and my back arches further with the pleasure.

I would give anything to feel that way again.  In that moment, it was like we were the last two Omegas on the planet with how he looked at me… like I was worthy of his love.  The moans and little breathy noises that keep falling from my lips are no longer faked.

  I pick up my pace, chasing my release… and maybe something else that I’ll never be able to catch, no matter how much I want to.  I swallow down the churning emotions that always come with thinking about him.  Spreading my thighs wider, I feel the tingling sensation, and I know I’m about to tip over the edge any moment now.

The first spurts of cum shoot out of me so hard that I feel like I might just pass out.  My vision is slightly dimming around the edges.  My cock twitches and thickens as I grip my bed sheets with my free hand.  I moan so loud that I’m surprised a neighbor hasn’t come to check if someone is murdering me in here.  

Then again, most people try not to get involved these days.  I don’t really blame them, but it’s still sad that you’re on your own.  Goddess, why the hell is my brain like this?  I probably shouldn’t be thinking about being murdered, and no one would come to help me as I jerk myself through my orgasm.  I also shouldn’t be thinking about my best friend as I come, but it’s usually the only thing that can get me off.

When I turn around, I see my flushed face on the screen and remember to give a little shy smile because the Alphas seem to eat that shit up.  I usually get more money when I remember to play the innocent Omega act, because no one really wants an aggressive one.  Riley sure the hell didn’t.  Then I force myself to crawl towards my laptop and shut down the live feed.

I flop back down on my bed and let out a sigh as I stare up at the ceiling.  I’m feeling absolutely drained, both physically and mentally.  I wrap my blankets around me with a groan as if I could hide myself from everything that’s running through my mind.  Even I know just how weird I am.  

It’s been weeks since I last saw Riley, and yet, he’s the only one I think about.  Sometimes, I wish I could scrub him from my mind.  Sometimes, it would be great not to feel like my chest is caving in with the thoughts of him.  Then I feel sad and guilty about forgetting about my best friend.

It isn’t his fault that I’m all fucked up over him.  He seems perfectly fine to go on living his life while I stay stagnant.  I’m hung over him, and we were never really together.  How pathetic is that?

  Maybe if I get some sleep, I’ll feel more like myself again.  I just wish I could stop feeling like this.  My eyes fall shut, and I’m starting to drift to sleep when the pounding at the door starts.  My heart jackhammers inside my chest along with the rhythm of the pounding.  Well, I guess I’m awake now. 

Maybe I was a little too loud earlier for the neighbors.  Which is strange because I’m sure I’ve been louder before, and no one came to complain.  I sit up and bite my bottom lip as I look around my studio apartment.  

It’s a complete mess with clothes and blankets thrown around the place, and I’m sure it smells like sex.  I cringe because I really don’t want to answer my door with my place like this.  The knocking gets louder, and a little growl of frustration escapes me.  Whoever the hell is at my door is clearly not going to leave until I answer it.

“Just a minute,” I call out as I scramble out of bed, but the knocking hasn’t stopped.  I’m not even sure if they can hear me over the obsessive knocking.  I swear, people really suck.

“Geeze, what the hell is that important,” I mutter to myself as I wipe myself down.  

I quickly pull some clothes on because I’m not planning to answer it buck naked… again.  That delivery guy almost swallowed his tongue when he saw me in my birthday suit.  I can’t help the snicker that escapes me from the memory.  

Knock, knock, knock!

“Fucking hell,” I grit out, “I fucking hear you, okay?  I’m not deaf!”

That doesn’t deter them one bit.  I shake my head and scramble to try and clean up a little.  I pick up my clothes as I go and dump them into my dirty hamper before standing in front of the door.  I let out a frustrated breath and rip the door open, ready to rip someone a new asshole, but stop short.  
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