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      Worthless. Disposable. Omega.

      

      I’ve always known my standing in the pack, but I never thought my father would slit my throat as a sacrifice for the wolves’ goddess. I should have died, but Luneste refused the blood payment, and instead wrathful moon magic filled my bleeding body.

      

      Fleeing my furious pack, I find safety with four broken, psycho alphas: obsessive Bakkhos, tortured Draven, cruel Wild, and commanding Kaan. But the wolves of my new pack are vicious and unhinged, and even worse enemies hunt them than my father.

      

      Three of my wolves are determined to claim me as their mate, but when Kaan rejects our bond, not even my new magic will save me from the pain.

      

      Broken Alphas is a rejected mates paranormal romance series, with fated mates, four vicious, passionate alphas who badly need love, and a vulnerable omega in desperate need of protection. It also features a pregnancy, and alpha and omega elements, so if you’re not a fan of either, this might not be the book for you.

      

      This book is medium burn, with moderate heat, and multiple love interests, and WILL have a HEA in the final book.
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        These alphas are broken and twisted, and do some things that could be triggering. Broken Alphas contains violence, obsessive love, dub con, abuse, and past rape mentions (not by any of the guys to the FMC.) Stay safe, and if you need to skip this one to protect your mental health, don’t hesitate to do so! If you want wolves without the triggers, try my complete Moonlight Inn series.
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      I knew the blood moon was a bad omen. I thought it would bring more dead trees to our packlands, more rot to our farms and food supplies, and more silence where there should have been squalling babies and squeaking pups. But not this.

      Another scream of defiant rage tore up my throat as the soft skin of my fingertips split and sharp claws slid over blunt, human nails. I sank their vicious points into the wooden wall of our lodge as my dad, the alpha of Grove Pack, and my brothers gripped my legs, my back, and my shoulders, hauling me out of the safe haven of my bedroom and down the hallway of our one-storey home.

      The familiar photos and homely comforts of our living area blurred as tears of anger and heartbreak stabbed my eyes, flowing hot down my cheeks. I had to fight, I couldn’t stop struggling for one second. If they got me out of the house…

      I kicked my legs, but Sander’s big hands tightened on my calves until I was as harmless as a flopping fish. He was a damn giant compared to my smaller frame, his strength a brick wall I couldn’t hope to smash through. Conn held my middle, but my oldest brother couldn’t meet my eyes. He hadn’t looked at me once since Dad opened my bedroom door and coaxed me from the corner where I’d sat, nursing a grudge for him locking me in the house for a week.

      I’d thought this was a punishment at first, an extension of the grounding our alpha had enforced for me hunting edible berries and plants on Ragnar packlands. I’d returned eight days ago with a bag full of food, but our alpha had taken one look at me and snarled with such brutal dominance that I’d hit the ground face first, gasping and begging for mercy as pain tore through me. I’d risked a war between packs by foraging that food, but what was the point of keeping the peace when our pack was dying one by one? Dad might have been happy to ignore the lush lands that bordered ours, but I wasn’t.

      “Stop fighting, Nixette,” Dad huffed now, as I bucked, trying to throw off Conn’s firm grip. “This is for the good of the pack. You want to help the pack survive, don’t you?”

      “Not like this,” I replied, anger warring with terror in my breathless voice. They’d got me halfway across the big living area, and now even upside down and wrestling against their grip, I could see the door beckoning.

      No! I’m not dying like this.

      Something had broken in my dad three years ago when Mum died. I’d watched his soft smiles harden to stone, his crinkled eyes sharpening and his face unsmiling and stern. And I got it. I knew how much it hurt, like a knife shoved so deep inside my chest that I could never get it out. Even years later, I still bumped into that brutal edge and cut myself, and then cried myself to sleep with missing her. But it hadn’t changed me like it had changed him. Han Tulay had been a kind family man with a protective streak a mile long, but now … his focus was honed on the survival of the pack, on making sure no one else wasted away like Mum.

      And look what good it had done: we were still dying. We were starving worse now than we’d been even then. But he refused to pack up and leave for better woods, and he snarled whenever I suggested making an alliance with our neighbours.

      “Luneste will take care of you,” he assured me, his voice a rough contrast to his comforting words—the words he used every time we asked how he would fix the dying vegetable patches, or how we’d survive when the last cows and goats died, or why we stayed in these wasted lands when heavy rains flooded our houses.

      Luneste will take care of us.

      But the lady of the moon had turned her back on us for years; why would she pay attention now? Why should she?

      Sander hefted my feet higher in his huge hands, and I growled between gritted teeth as he carried me out the open door, Conn silent and stoic, and Dad murmuring to the goddess now. Sometimes I thought he cared more about Luneste than he did about his own family.

      I definitely knew he loved her more than me, but why had he spared my brothers? Why was it me he dragged across the threshold, my claws taking chunks from the door that had always stood between me and danger? Now it stood wide open, allowing the people who should have kept me safe to drag me to certain death.

      “Please,” I rasped, my growls shaky as the wind hit my skin, brushing along my face like sharp claws. Like a threat. “Please don’t do this, Dad.”

      “Alpha,” he corrected, his gaze fixed over my head. He wasn’t even watching as I wrenched and bucked against their hold. “You’re saving the pack, Nixette. It’s an honour—we’ll never forget this, and we’ll always remember you.”

      “You’re killing me,” I screamed, struggling harder, gulping down air that tasted of moss and home—of comfort. But there was no comfort to be found in this wood anymore. “Conn, please!”

      But my brother didn’t look at me even as a muscle feathered in his jaw, his hands squeezing my waist. He wouldn’t disobey our alpha. Or maybe he couldn’t—maybe Dad had used his alpha dominance to get them both to help with this. I held onto that tiny chance that my brothers weren’t complicit, that they might stop this.

      “You’ll be safe with Luneste soon,” Dad promised, his fingers digging into my shoulders, making it harder for me to fight. The wind got sharper, slicing through my jeans and vest as the trees opened up, and my breaths shuddered out. We were close to the clearing now, close to where the whole pack would be waiting to watch this—to bear witness as our alpha called it.

      I wasn’t the first sacrifice. The first had been Anelle, the eldest wolf of our pack. She’d gone gently, without fighting, and had thanked our alpha for the honour. I’d thought it was a blessing then, that Luneste would accept her sacrifice and save our dying lands and starving people. By the third sacrifice—Bradley, a healthy thirty-year-old man who’d been part of our pack for as long as I could remember—I saw it for what it was.

      The pack who watched saw a man willing to do whatever it took to save his pack. I just saw a man who was out of his depth, twisted by grief, and blinded to what would really save us: asking for help. Hell, even going into the cities and away from the woods could offer some chance at survival. But that wasn’t the way packs worked; we stayed separate. Safe. Obsolete.

      “Please,” I tried again, lashing out and hooking my claws into the rough bark of the nearest tree, gouging out shards as their hands tightened and hauled me onward. The murmurings of our pack were audible now, a mere fourteen compared to the thirty-six people we used to have. Whether they cared that I was screaming and fighting, I didn’t know. I thought I’d be spared because I was the alpha’s daughter—I thought I was safe. But the alpha wasn’t my dad, not anymore, and this monster would kill anyone to save his pack.

      But I’d thought I was part of the pack. Things had been fraught and tense since Mum died, but I never imagined my dad would sacrifice me.

      Air rushed past me as they lowered me in a sudden movement, and I cried out as stone met my back hard enough to jostle my bones. It didn’t matter if they broke my spine, did it? They were going to kill me anyway. Broken bones would probably just get the job done quicker.

      “Please,” I tried again, my body shaking as Dale, the man who’d carved my first toy from one of these oaks approached, a rope in his hand.

      To tie me up, so I couldn’t struggle.

      I swung my gaze to my dad, tears stinging my eyes. “Please—I’m your daughter, don’t you care?”

      “Of course I care, Nixette,” Dad replied, smoothing a strand of pale lilac hair from my face as rope wrapped around my legs, my middle, and my arms. I twisted, but if I couldn’t escape their hands, there was no chance of breaking the ropes. My family had bound me, and now they looked down at me with no mercy on their faces.

      My pack just watched.

      Waited.

      This was happening. This fucked up sacrifice was really happening.

      And it broke me.

      “Do you think Luneste will help?” I demanded, my voice high and screechy. An accusation for all of them to hear, for everyone who watched these murders and did nothing—for my own past self, too. “Do you think our goddess watches you kill people and feels charitable? I think she looks at us and feels shame. And she should be ashamed—this is a sham, and killing in her name is fucking disrespectful—”

      “Shut up, Nixette,” Conn hissed, my eldest brother darting forward to cover my mouth with his hand.

      I’d never forget it—the second his palm covered my mouth and silenced me. The brother I’d grown up with as a protector, the brother who’d made me laugh and cry and want to thump him for being so annoying like all brothers did to their little sisters. “You’ll piss off Luneste if you keep talking like that,” he growled, finally meeting my eyes. I expected guilt and loathing there, and found it in spades, but I recoiled at the disappointment, too. As if I was the shameful one for fighting for my life, for not accepting this as the fucking blessing they told me it was.

      Bullshit.

      I bucked again, fighting until my last damn breath. I’d never spoken to them like that before, never spoken to anyone like that before—swearwords were for inside my head, not rolling off my tongue—but with death near, I stopped caring about my place in the pack, stopped caring that I was lesser and smaller and weak. An omega—a female meant for breeding and fucking, for silence and softness and sweet words.

      I hadn’t fought it, had accepted my place in the pack. In the world. My whole life, I’d revelled in the way they protected me, like I was precious, even if it was just to create the next generation of wolves. But it seemed that protection had run out, and even my value as an omega was gone.

      “This will change things, Nixette,” Dad said gently—or as gently as his new, rough voice ever got. His expression was set in a fierce stare, his grizzled face full of determination. I used to think I looked like him, with the same blue eyes, high cheekbones, and straight nose, but not anymore. I didn’t know who this man was. “We were giving Luneste the wrong people before, but you, an omega … she’ll take you, and make the rest of us fertile again. We can have pups, Nixette. That’s what you’re going to do for us. New life—survival.”

      My lip curled back from my teeth. I was so fucking sick of hearing that word—survival. Everything he did was in the name of it, and none of it ever worked.

      I pried my mouth open and slammed my teeth shut on the meaty part of Conn’s palm, gnashing my canines as they grew sharper, the moon’s light bathing the clearing and filling me with strength. But it filled everyone else with strength, too, a double-edged sword.

      The power of the shift rushed down my spine, making my blood buzz and boil. I could shift and break free of these ropes. I didn’t stand a chance of winning them in a fight—my brothers were betas, and my dad was a powerful alpha. But I could try. If I limped away bleeding and weak, it was better than them taking my life. If I had my throat ripped out, at least then it would be on my terms.

      I gnawed my teeth deeper into Conn’s palm until he growled and tore his hand away, his blood coating my tongue with an iron tang as I tugged on the knot of my shifting magic.

      “Now!”

      Light flashed above me, a blade catching Luneste’s cold rays. My shift faltered. My body was still covered in skin, not fur, when the knife pushed against my chest, my skin fighting that sharp metal until the very last second—before it sank all the way to the hilt.
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      For a moment, all I felt was the pressure, the shock. And then a scream tore up my throat as pain ruptured my middle, sharper and more ruthless than anything I’d experienced before.

      My scream was loud enough to send birds rocketing out of the trees in panic, to shake the whole damn world. For a moment, I hoped Luneste heard, and that she came not to accept my sacrifice, but to make my pack pay.

      I screamed, defiant and accusatory until the minute my voice cut out and everything went black.

      Except there was a light in the darkness, a glowing womanly figure, and my breath hitched.

      How could I breathe when I was dead? I was dead, wasn’t I? My heartless family had murdered me, had buried a knife in my heart because I was disposable, worthless—an omega.

      I blinked, and the glowing figure was right in front of me, close enough for me to see her smooth, ageless face, her silver-threaded white hair—the source of the glow—and her mercury-silver eyes crinkled in motherly affection.

      “I can’t say I’m happy to see you here, Nixette Tulay,” she said in a voice like whispers and lullabies.

      I jumped as cold fingers framed my face, cool lips pressing to my forehead. What the hell was happening? I was dead. Wasn’t I?

      But why did I feel alive?

      “I…”

      The woman laughed, a soft murmuring sound full of warmth. “I’m Luneste, dearest. I heard your prayer.”

      “My … prayer,” I repeated, staring at the woman in front of me. The woman claiming to be my goddess. What the actual fuck? “I’ve gone mad,” I breathed. It was the only explanation. I was delusional. Maybe the sacrifice hadn’t actually happened, and I’d just fallen asleep in our cabin. Maybe I’d wake up and this whole thing would have been a silly dream. Of course my dad wouldn’t kill me. Of course my brothers wouldn’t help him.

      “Oh, Nixette,” the woman—Luneste, apparently—sighed, her eyes lined with silver. “How I wish I could confirm your wishes. But it was real, and you’re dead. This is your soul I’m touching.”

      That was … actually there weren’t words for what that was. I had to be alive—I felt alive. Not just a soul. I couldn’t be just a soul.

      She brushed a tear from my cheeks before I even realised it had fallen, and I swallowed hard, chanting I’m alive, I’m alive, I’m alive in my head. “Your body is dead, bleeding onto the rock.”

      I shook my head, pulling away from her and wrapping shaking arms around my middle, squeezing until it hurt. I’m alive. That hurt—I’m alive. “This is just all one big hallucination,” I breathed.

      The white glow shifted in front of me as I paced away, and I inhaled sharply at the scene that formed between me and the goddess. Below was the clearing, and my pack still standing, murmuring amongst themselves. And my dad, with the knife still dripping my blood. On the sacrificial stone … that was me. A red, gaping wound sat in the middle of my chest where the knife had been yanked out, and my eyes stared at the sky, wide and stunned.

      And empty. Dead.

      I’m … dead?

      I stumbled back, my hands up to ward off the image as if it wasn’t now burned into my retinas. “Why are you showing me this?” I rasped, my throat swollen and raw.

      “So you can plan your escape, daughter,” Luneste replied, her glow expanding to brush my face even across the distance. Cool but affectionate, like a tempestuous cat.

      “My…” I turned, staring at the white-haired woman more closely as reality settled in. She was ageless, somewhere between thirty and sixty, with skin smoother than any I’d seen before, and a loose white dress covering her womanly body. “My escape?” I asked, hiding my shaking hands by crossing my arms as I focused on what she’d said—she brought me here to plan my escape.

      How could I escape when I was dead? None of this made any sense.

      “Your words reached me,” Luneste explained with a kind smile that turned vicious with retribution. “You didn’t pray for me to accept the sacrifice; you wanted me to make your pack pay.” She lifted her pale hand, light spilling from her fingers.

      “I … you heard me?” I asked numbly, watching the light fall between her fingers like water, absorbing into the darkness beneath our feet. There was no way this was real, but the scene of the clearing, and my dead body … it looked real. And the knife had certainly felt real when it pierced my chest. The pain had been as real as anything I’d ever endured before. Deep down, I didn’t think it was a nightmarish delusion. I’m dead? But this—the goddess standing before me, talking to me like I was important to her? I had to be mad. No way was this real.

      I was an omega, and not a special one, just a regular omega from a failing pack. Why would our goddess give me a vision? I wasn’t a hero, wasn’t one of the great women of our campfire stories. I was just … Nixette.

      “Cup your hands, daughter,” Luneste guided with an encouraging smile, but still with that edge of revenge in her mercury-silver eyes. “What do you have to lose?”

      Good question. The answer was … nothing. If this was a delusion, fine. If it was real … Luneste was offering revenge on my pack. And after what they’d done, no way would I turn that down. So I cupped my hands and held my breath as Luneste neared, dripping icy moonlight into my hands.

      I couldn’t stop seeing my own body on the sacrificial stone, left there to chill as they chatted, a gaping wound in my chest.

      “I thought you might prefer to take your own revenge,” the goddess said, watching every emotion cross my face. “Drink, Nixette, and become more powerful than your father could ever hope to be.”

      Well, I was never turning that down. I’d have to be mad to refuse, so I lifted my hands to my mouth and drank cool liquid moonlight, feeling the icy slide all the way to my belly.

      “You’ve seen where your pack stand; you know where to strike first. None of them can hope to control you with this power flowing through you.”

      I just stared at Luneste as cold spread through my whole body. Was this real? I was starting to believe it was.

      So that made me … dead?

      “Alive,” Luneste disagreed gently. “You’ll return to your life, your soul intact and your body whole.” She smiled, cupping my face again. “When you run, run to these lands. You’ll be safe here.”

      I gasped as an image filled my head: wild forestland left to grow unrestrained, with a single white cottage sat in the middle of overgrown grass beneath a steely sky.

      “Find the broken pack and the alpha of alphas; they are your fate.”

      “I don’t know what that means,” I replied numbly, reality finally setting in. This was my goddess, the woman I prayed to—here, in front of me, giving me her moonlight to drink, offering me power and justice and … safety?

      “Trust the moon, Nixette. It will guide you true.” She smiled deeper, wrinkles forming around her eyes and dimples in her pale cheeks. “You have everything you need: power, purpose, and a path. Now all that’s left is to make your pack pay.”

      Cool lips pressed between my brows, and I sucked in a desperate gasp as pain exploded through my chest, bruises making themselves known up and down my body.

      I sat up in a rush, the stone icy beneath me and Luneste’s cold rays comforting on my abraded skin as I watched panic spread among my pack. I was back—I was really back. And the hole in my chest was healing, leaving only dried blood crusted on my skin.

      The wind was sharp through my ripped shirt as I pushed off the stone slab and stumbled to my feet. My body felt the same as it had before I’d died; I didn’t feel undead, or ghostly. I felt like me, only angrier, and stronger.

      Alive.

      Now all that’s left is to make your pack pay.

      “Nix,” Dad breathed, taking a hesitant step towards me with his hands lifted as if I was a feral wolf. I knew what packs did with ferals, and I had no interest in being caged. “You’re back…?”

      I smiled, a sharp edged thing I’d always softened before. No more—no more would I hide my full emotions. No more would I stifle my thoughts and silence my voice for this pack.

      “Luneste received your sacrifice,” I said, breathless with power. Not because I had Luneste’s moonlight in my veins, but because I chose to speak—because I refused to murmur and whisper and stay quiet. I raised my voice so everyone could hear, my heart thudding fast at the way they hung back, staring in horror and … fear. I liked their fear. I was terrified in my final moments; it felt right that they felt the same. “She rejects it. Rejects you.” I watched their recoil, even my brothers flinching, and my lungs filled with night air. With relief.

      “The power,” Dale, the man who’d tied me up murmured. “Luneste was supposed to give her power to us, to the pack.”

      Dad jolted, staring at me as he realised the truth.

      “She was never going to give it to you,” I replied coldly, and felt it spread throughout me—the icy touch of the moon, that liquid light. “I was right; she’s ashamed of you.”

      Some of the pack jerked back from my vicious words, horror blanching their familiar faces. Faces I now despised. I took a step, cautious with my newly healed body, and watched them scramble back. Good. They would let me go. But my dad stalked forward, and I knew that dangerous gleam in his eyes. He had no intention of letting me run.

      “I won’t let you kill me again,” I hissed, my strength fleeing as I took a step back. I needed to be brave, but all I could see was his face as he drove the knife into me, and all I could feel were bruises being pressed into my waist, my arms, and my ankles as I was dragged out of our home to be killed. “You don’t get to hurt me again.”

      Dad sighed, as if I was being difficult. As if he hadn’t killed me. If Luneste hadn’t heard my prayer, I’d have bled out on the rock behind me. And all he could do was sigh like I was being inconvenient? At least some of the others threw me apologetic, guilty glances, and others fled from my mysterious power. But my dad’s reaction made me angry.

      “We’re not going to kill you, Nixette,” he said, a thread of a growl in his voice. To send me to my knees in agony while they grabbed me and threw me back on the stone. No way in hell. I grasped the cold power in my belly, ready to use it. “But you have our power, and we need it out of you.”

      I knew him well enough, even this dark new version of my dad, to predict what he’d say next. Luneste gave you the power I’ve been killing people for; I can’t let you keep it. I’ll excise the magic from your body even if I have to bleed every part of you.

      There was something very wrong with him.

      “No,” I said, breathy and small as he took a step. But I remembered Luneste’s face, remembered the vicious flash in her eyes—that promise of revenge. “No,” I repeated firmer, and I stood straighter in front of my treacherous pack, giving a hard tug on the well of cool moonlight inside me until its chill filled my whole body. “She gave it to me; it’s mine.”

      I hauled hard on that well of ice, praying for help, and light exploded across the clearing around me, bleaching the trees to silver birch, turning tanned faces ivory, and making my dad’s eyes pale and monstrous. I watched him jerk towards me, but he flinched back as if it hurt to touch the light.

      I didn't hesitate. I sucked in a frantic breath and ran.

      Trees and branches rushed past me in a hiss, slicing at my skin as I sped with the wind pushing at my back, as if Luneste had called on reinforcements to help me escape. I ran faster than I knew I could, and pushed myself even faster, breathless and afraid. Every hiss of the wind was my dad reaching for me. Even the familiar dying trees began to feel threatening the further I ran, their branches clamouring to drag me home.

      No. Those parklands had stopped being my home the second the knife went in my chest. Tears ran hot down my face, obscuring my vision, but I shoved them off my cheeks and kept running. Escape was the only thought in my mind—escape, and then survive. Everything else could come later.

      My lungs started to strain after long minutes, my legs aching and my chest twinging where I’d been stabbed, but I didn’t stop racing through the tight, twisting pathways of our woods, past tall trees and low shrubs, all the animals silent as they watched me run for my life.

      I didn’t know which way to run, didn’t know where to find that cottage Luneste had showed me, but I kept running, picking directions at random until I broke out of Tulay packlands. I was in the overgrown in-between place between our lands and Ragnar lands. The road wasn’t far from here. Hope caught in my chest. I’d almost done it, almost escaped.

      Tears slid down my cheeks again, the pain of their betrayal unbearable.

      I twisted off the path, breathing hard through my teeth and whimpering as footsteps hammered the path behind me. My pack hunting me down. Or maybe just my dad and brothers.

      Find the broken pack and the alpha of alphas; they are your fate.

      I couldn’t stop running until I found them, or until my legs gave out. Whichever happened first. Because if I stopped … my dad would kill me again, and this time I knew I’d stay dead.

      So I ran.
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      I didn’t stop fleeing until my knees buckled and I hit the abrasive tarmac road, miles away from Tulay lands. The pursuit had stopped an hour ago, but if I knew my dad, he’d gone back to get the car. I needed to get off the road, which would make walking even harder, but I tipped my head back to look at the moon, bright white in the dark sky, and I knew I should have been travelling away from the city at the end of the road anyway.

      It made no sense how I knew; I just did. Some knowledge placed in me by my goddess, I presumed. I wished she’d placed the location of a little shop or petrol station; I was starving and desperate for a drink. Not that I had anything to pay with.

      I had nothing—only the clothes on my back, and they were ragged, dirty, and bloody at this point. Misery threatened to overwhelm me, and a sob clamoured up my throat, but I shoved it back down.

      Not until I’d found the broken pack. Then I could break, when I was safe.

      The cool moonlight in my chest rippled, encouraging me as I hauled myself back to my feet after a few minutes’ rest. I needed water, and something to eat, and somewhere warm to shelter when the temperature plummeted in an hour or so.

      The soles of my feet stung with every step as I veered off the road, taking cover under the trees and glancing up at the moon every few steps. Luneste had said it would guide me, and I had no other way of finding the broken pack and the alphas of alphas who’d apparently keep me safe. So I followed the moon, walking aimlessly, my teeth beginning to chatter and various parts of my body thumping with insistent pain.

      But at least the pain meant I was alive. There was always that.

      “This had better be the right way,” I huffed to myself, squinting up at the bright disc in the sky, my arms wrapped around my middle, hugging my vest to myself. I needed a coat—or even better, a blanket—but I’d been dragged out of my home in these clothes; they were all I had. “It could be worse,” I murmured, dropping my gaze back to the winding path through dark, forested lands. “I could be naked.”

      It wouldn’t have surprised me if Dad and my brothers had stripped their sacrifices, really leant into the whole cult ritual angle. I couldn’t believe they’d actually done it, actually killed me. Had I meant that little to them? Was I as disposable as a pig being sent to slaughter?

      My teeth chattered harder, my feet bleeding, raw pain slashing through my soles and up my ankles with every step. I was far enough from the road now that I couldn’t hear the rumble of car engines, but my paranoia still tricked me into thinking I could hear the car coming for me.

      They’d killed me—actually killed me. They’d stabbed me through the heart. As if that would have fixed the blight and infertility plaguing Pack Tulay. Anger warmed me the more I thought about it, and I walked on, branches cracking under my feet, the chatter of insects and the low hooting of owls silenced as I drew nearer, and then resuming when I’d passed—the creatures sensing a greater predator. But I wasn’t a deadly alpha, with a terrifying growl and violent instincts. I wasn’t even a beta with regular wolf strength. I was an omega, good only for fucking and breeding. I shifted with every full moon, but even a pup’s dominant growl sent me to my belly on the ground, my whole body shivering. Omegas were bred for submission, for obedience. Not for fighting or strength.

      And yet Luneste had given me her cold moonlight magic. Not my pack, not the alpha. Me.

      I wished I knew what she’d seen when she looked at me. My anger began to crack like ice bearing weight, fractures spreading until I was shaking and cold again.

      Another glance at the moon, and I adjusted my course slightly, panting as I crested a slight incline. My arms caving at the exertion, I dug my fingers into the rough bark of the tree beside me and hauled my shaking legs up to the top. Was my family still chasing me? How close were they? I strained my ears—my hearing was one of the few wolf traits I had in spades—but all I heard was the rustle of leaves, the low chitter of living things, and my own ragged breathing.

      It wouldn’t take an alpha to find me though; my feet were bleeding so badly that I was leaving a trail of blood drops behind me, and no doubt my silver-lilac hairs laid their own trail with the amount of times I’d run my hands through it. But I couldn’t hear them yet, couldn’t smell their deep, earthy scents on the wind.

      But there was … something.

      I gripped the tree harder, giving myself a little push to begin the descent on the other side of the hill. The moon pointed this way, and the cool burn of power in my chest agreed, so I dragged myself by my fingernails up another steep incline and flopped onto my belly at the top. A dangerous position for anyone, but especially for a hunted omega.

      I rolled over and scooted up, pressing my back to a strong, healthy tree—I’d almost forgotten what they smelled like—and scanned my surroundings with paranoid eyes. The tall trunks could have hidden a slim figure, and the hush of the wind through leaves could have masked the low sounds of breathing. But I still didn’t smell the familiar scents of my pack, so I gave myself a hard shake and dragged my hands down my face.

      “You’re fine,” I whispered, pressing my palms to my eyes. “Luneste helped you escape. They’re not going to catch you. You won’t die again.”

      But another scent hit my senses and—strength and energy filled my veins like sparkling bubbles. That was … unexpected.

      I jumped to my feet, my wide eyes searching for the source of the scent—like copper and coffee beans. I didn’t call out hello, because I wasn’t an idiot in a horror film, but I did scuff my feet across the dried leaves, letting the crunch alert them that someone was nearby.

      Near-silent footsteps answered, and I inhaled in a panicked rush as a giant stepped out of the darkness. I retreated until my back slammed into the tree trunk. The man was enormous, far above six feet, and his shadow stretched even bigger on the floor. I couldn’t see his face, but I could feel his intensity, and I knew I was his prey. I’d escaped my pack only to be killed by this alpha. And there was no doubt that he was an alpha—he exuded dominance and strength, and my bones ached with the need to drop to my knees and show submission.

      But I was free of my pack. I had Luneste’s power. I could be strong, too, if I chose.

      “Stay back,” I warned him, reaching for the icy brush of moonlight inside myself.

      The giant wasn’t deterred; he prowled forward like a shadow given form, and my breath went short and fast. All I could see of him was pale skin, a dark ponytail, and broad shoulders, but the threatening aura coming off him was enough to make me shrink away as if he was monstrous.

      “I’m warning you,” I hissed, throwing up my hand and releasing—nothing. My moonlight stayed inside me, lapping like a cool ocean against my ribs, content and calm.

      The alpha only laughed, a sound like rumbling thunder, and I shuddered, distracted long enough for him to rush forward and grab my hips, throwing me over his shoulder.

      “Let me down!” I shrieked, hammering at his muscular back. It was like punching a solid iron door; useless. But that didn’t stop me hitting him, or kicking his similarly toned stomach as panic made me shake like a tree in a storm. “I swear, I’ll kill you. You’ll wish you’d never met me,” I threatened weakly, fear making my breath short.

      He didn’t laugh this time; the giant remained quiet, his whole body tensed against my relentless attacks. The forest moved in a blur of darkness and moonlight as he crested the incline I’d been aiming for—and my breath caught in my throat at the clearing that spread out beneath it. Grass had been left to grow wild around the wreckage of
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