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  Author’s Note






Dear Reader,

Thank you for picking up The Alpha’s Secret Omega. If you love forbidden tension, fated bonds that refuse to be denied, and MM shifter romance that isn’t afraid to be raw, tender, and a little dangerous, then you’re in exactly the right place.

This story was born from my love for complicated men—especially those who carry secrets heavy enough to tear them apart. I wanted to explore what happens when two souls who were never meant to cross paths suddenly find themselves unable to stay away. In these pages, you’ll find longing that burns slow and hot, the irresistible pull of destiny, pack politics that threaten everything, and a love that fights for its place in a world determined to keep it hidden.

My hope is that as you follow their journey—from fear to desire, from secrecy to courage—you’ll feel that same spark I felt while writing it. Every moment, every touch, every stolen glance was crafted with you in mind.

If this book made your heart race, broke it a little, or pieced it back together with a happily-ever-after worth howling for, I would be incredibly grateful if you could leave a positive review. Your words help other readers discover the book and allow me to keep creating more worlds where queer love is powerful, fierce, and absolutely unstoppable.

Thank you for being here, for supporting stories like this, and for believing in love that refuses to stay in the shadows.

With all my heart,

Raine Feener








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  







Riven POV




The mortar grinds against stone. Frost petals crumble beneath the pressure, releasing their sharp, clean scent into the air. My hands move on their own. Crush. Grind. Crush. I’ve done this a thousand times, but today my mind isn’t here.

It’s on the window.

Another couple passes. The Alpha has his arm around an Omega’s waist, pulling her close as snow drifts down around them. She laughs at something he whispers. Her cheeks are pink. Happy.

My chest tightens.

I force my eyes back to the mortar. The petals are powder now, fine and silver. I should stop. I’m making it too fine. But my hands keep moving because if they stop, I’ll have nothing to do but watch.

The Moonbound Festival starts tonight. The whole city has been preparing for weeks. Everywhere I look, there are people holding hands, stealing kisses, whispering promises. The festival is when bonds form. When people find their mates under the full moon.

I’ve been to three festivals. I’ve left each one alone.

The bell above my door chimes. Cold air rushes in, carrying the smell of snow and pine.

“Riven.”

I don’t look up. I know that voice.

“I’m working, Elm.”

“You’re hiding.”

My jaw tightens. “I’m not hiding.”

“You’re pulverizing those petals like they insulted your mother.” Footsteps cross the shop floor. Elm’s hand covers mine, stopping the mortar mid-grind. “Stop.”

I finally look at him. Ash-blond hair falls into his eyes. He’s grinning, but there’s concern underneath it. Elm always sees too much.

“What do you want?”

“You. Tonight. Festival.” He counts on his fingers like I’m slow. “No excuses this time.”

My stomach drops. “I told you I’m not going.”

“And I told you that’s bullshit.” He leans against my workbench, arms crossed. “You’ve avoided it for three years. Three, Riven. That’s pathetic even for you.”

Heat crawls up my neck. “I don’t need to stand around watching everyone else find their person. I get it. I’m not—” The words stick in my throat. “I’m fine here.”

“You’re miserable here.”

“I’m busy.”

“You’re afraid.”

The words hit like a slap. My hands clench. Frost petal powder clings to my fingers, staining them silver.

Elm’s voice softens. “I’m not trying to be cruel. But you can’t keep doing this. Locking yourself in this shop, crushing herbs until your hands bleed, pretending you don’t want what everyone else has.”

“Maybe I don’t want it.”

“Liar.”

My throat tightens. I turn away from him, moving to the shelves where dried bundles hang from hooks. Lavender. Mint. Sage. I straighten them even though they don’t need straightening.

“Please.” Elm’s hand touches my shoulder. Gentle. “Just come for an hour. If you hate it, we’ll leave. I promise.”

I close my eyes. Every part of me wants to say no. To stay here where it’s safe. Where I can’t be disappointed again.

But Elm is my best friend. And he’s right. I am afraid.

“One hour,” I hear myself say.

Elm’s grip tightens on my shoulder. “That’s my boy. Now close up shop. We need to get you looking less like a hermit.”

“I don’t look like a hermit.”

“Riven. You have frost petals in your hair.”

My hands shake as I lock the door. The key scrapes against the metal. Once. Twice. It finally catches.

I already regret this.

Elm waits on the street, bouncing on his heels like he’s excited. Maybe he is. Elm loves the festival. Loves the crowds and the music and the chaos. He thrives in it.

I feel like I’m walking toward my own execution.

“Stop looking like that,” Elm says as I join him.

“Like what?”

“Like someone’s about to tell you your shop burned down.”

I shove my hands in my pockets. “I’m fine.”

“Sure you are.” He starts walking, and I follow because I don’t know what else to do.

The streets are already filling with people. Lanterns hang from every post, casting warm gold light across the snow. Music drifts from the square—fiddles and drums, laughter woven through it all. The air smells like pine and cinnamon and something sweet I can’t name.

It should be beautiful.

It just makes my chest ache.

We turn down a side street. Narrower. Quieter. This used to be part of the patrol route. I know because I used to see him here. Caden. Standing at the corner with his arms crossed, eyes scanning the crowd. Watching. Protecting.

I haven’t seen him in three years.

My feet slow without meaning to. I stare at that corner like he might appear if I look hard enough. Like the past might rewrite itself.

“Riven?”

Elm’s voice pulls me back. I blink. Force myself to keep walking.

“You okay?”

“Yeah.”

But my voice sounds thin even to me.

We walk in silence for a moment. Then Elm says, casual as anything, “You’re thinking about him.”

My whole body goes rigid. “I’m not.”

“A certain copper-haired Alpha who used to patrol this route?”

“Elm—”

“The one who looked at you like you were the only person in the entire city?”

“He didn’t—”

“The one who left without saying goodbye?”

I stop walking. My throat is too tight. My hands curl into fists in my pockets.

Elm stops too. Turns to face me. His expression is softer now. Sad.

“I’m sorry,” he says. “That was cruel.”

“It’s fine.”

“It’s not.” He steps closer. “But you need to stop carrying him around like this. He left, Riven. Three years ago. He’s not coming back.”

The words land like stones in my chest. I know he’s right. I’ve told myself the same thing a thousand times.

It doesn’t make it hurt less.

“I know,” I manage.

Elm watches me for a long moment. Then he sighs. “Come on. Let’s get drunk and watch other people make fools of themselves. That’ll cheer you up.”

I almost smile. Almost.

We keep walking.

The festival square is chaos.

People everywhere. Music so loud it vibrates in my chest. Lanterns strung between buildings, their light dancing across faces. Alphas and Omegas and Betas, all dressed in their best clothes, laughing and dancing and searching for each other.

My stomach twists.

“See?” Elm shouts over the noise. “Isn’t this better than your depressing shop?”

“No.”

He laughs. Grabs my arm and pulls me deeper into the crowd.

We pass a group of Omegas clustered near the fountain. They’re giggling, glancing at a trio of Alphas across the way. One of the Alphas notices. Smiles. Starts walking toward them.

The Omegas scatter like birds, laughing as they run.

I look away.

Everywhere I turn, it’s the same. Couples forming. Bonds sparking. People finding each other like it’s the easiest thing in the world.

I feel invisible.

I’ve always felt invisible.

“Stop it,” Elm says, nudging me with his elbow.

“Stop what?”

“That look. Like you’re cataloging every reason you don’t belong here.”

“I’m not—”

“You are.” He grabs my shoulders, forcing me to face him. “Listen to me. You’re a good person. You’re smart and kind and you smell like fresh rain and honey. Any Alpha would be lucky to have you.”

My face burns. “Elm—”

“I mean it.” His eyes are fierce. “You just haven’t met the right one yet.”

I want to believe him. I do.

But I’ve been to three festivals. And no one has ever looked at me the way those Alphas look at the other Omegas. No one has ever crossed the square to find me.

Except once.

Three years ago.

Before he left.

“Come on.” Elm releases me, linking his arm through mine. “Let’s get cider. I’m freezing.”

He pulls me toward the food stalls. I let him because I don’t have the energy to argue.

The stalls are crowded. People press close, shouting orders, laughing. The air smells like apples and cinnamon and roasted nuts. My mouth waters despite everything.

Elm orders two ciders. Hands me one. It’s warm against my palms.

“Drink,” he orders. “You look like you’re about to pass out.”

I take a sip. The warmth spreads through my chest. Sweet and spiced. It helps. A little.

Elm launches into a story about one of his customers. Something ridiculous involving a confused Alpha and a jar of courtship herbs. He does the voices. Makes wild gestures. I should be laughing.

I can’t focus.

My eyes keep scanning the crowd. Looking for copper hair. Gold eyes. A presence that always felt too big for any space it occupied.

He’s not here. I know he’s not here. He left Valebridge. He’s probably hundreds of miles away by now.

But I keep looking anyway.

“—and then he tried to eat it,” Elm finishes, laughing at his own joke.

I blink. “What?”

“You’re not even listening.” He shakes his head. “Unbelievable. I tell my best material and you’re off in your head somewhere.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. Just be here. With me. Now.” He takes a long drink of cider. “Forget about him.”

“I’m not thinking about him.”

“Your scent just shifted.”

My breath catches. Shit.

Elm’s eyes narrow. “See? You can’t even deny it without your body giving you away.”

Heat crawls up my neck. I look down at my cider. My reflection wavers in the dark liquid.

“He’s not worth it,” Elm says quietly. “Whatever you felt—whatever you think you felt—he walked away. That tells you everything you need to know.”

My chest aches. “I know.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.” The word comes out sharper than I mean. “I know he’s gone. I know he’s not coming back. I know I need to move on. I know all of it, Elm. But knowing doesn’t make it stop hurting.”

Silence stretches between us. The music plays. People laugh. The world keeps spinning.

Elm’s hand finds my arm. Squeezes gently.

“I’m sorry,” he says. “I just… I hate seeing you like this.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re not. But you will be.” He attempts a smile. “Eventually.”

I don’t answer. I take another sip of cider instead.

We stand there for a while, not talking. Just existing side by side in the chaos. It’s almost comfortable.

Then the wind shifts.

A scent hits me. Sharp and clean and unmistakable.

Cedarwood. Cold air. Something darker underneath. Something that makes my pulse stutter and my breath catch and every hair on my body stand up.

No.

It can’t be.

My head snaps up. My eyes search the crowd frantically. Desperately.

He’s not here. He can’t be here.

But the scent doesn’t lie.

And somewhere across the square, through the press of bodies and the flicker of lantern light, I feel eyes on me.

Gold eyes.

Watching.

The cider cup slips from my hand. It hits the ground. Liquid splashes across the snow.

I can’t breathe.

Elm is talking. Asking if I’m okay. Reaching for me.

But I can’t hear him.

All I can feel is that scent wrapping around me like a hand around my throat.

All I can think is one impossible word.

Caden.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  







Caden POV




I shouldn’t have come.

The festival sprawls in front of me—lights strung between ancient stone buildings, music drifting through cold air, laughter everywhere. Too many people. Too much noise. My jaw aches from clenching it.

“Stop looking like you’re about to bolt,” Lyra says beside me.

I don’t answer. My eyes track the crowd without meaning to. Old habits. Years of patrol work drilled into muscle memory—scan, assess, watch for threats. Except there’s no threat here. Just couples dancing. Families sharing hot cider. Omegas being courted under lantern light.

I hate it.

“Caden.” Lyra’s voice sharpens. “You promised.”

“I came, didn’t I?”

“You’re standing at the edge like a gargoyle.” She shifts closer, voice dropping. “That’s not the same thing.”

My fingers flex at my sides. The urge to leave pulls at me, but I made a promise. Lyra hasn’t asked me for much since I got back. One night at the festival. That’s all she wanted.

I should’ve said no.

“You can’t hide forever,” she mutters.

“I’m not hiding.”

“Then what do you call disappearing for three years?”

My throat tightens. I don’t have an answer for that. Not one she’d accept, anyway.

The music shifts—something slower, warmer. More couples move toward the dance floor. I watch them without really seeing, my mind somewhere else. Somewhere colder. The border posts. The endless patrols. The silence that felt safer than this.

“I shouldn’t have dragged you here,” Lyra says quietly. “I just—I wanted my brother back.”

Guilt twists in my chest. She doesn’t deserve this version of me—the one who can’t relax, can’t smile, can’t pretend everything’s fine.

“I’m here,” I say. It’s the best I can offer.

She loops her arm through mine. The touch grounds me slightly. “Then stop looking like you want to murder someone and at least pretend you’re enjoying yourself.”

“I don’t know how to do that anymore.”

“Fake it.”

I almost smile. Almost. Lyra has a way of cutting through my walls without trying. She always has.

“Fine,” I mutter. “But if anyone asks me to dance—”

“I’ll handle it.” She squeezes my arm. “Just… breathe, okay? You’ve been wound so tight since you got back. It’s not healthy.”

I want to tell her I can’t help it. That something inside me feels wrong, like I left part of myself somewhere I can’t get back to. But the words stick in my throat.

The crowd shifts. Someone bumps into me from behind, apologizing quickly before moving on. The scents blur together—too many bodies, too much happening at once. I force myself to breathe through it.

Lyra tugs me forward slightly, away from the absolute edge of the square. “See? Not so bad.”

I scan the crowd again. Can’t help it. My eyes move over faces, searching for—

Nothing. I’m searching for nothing.

A vendor calls out, advertising roasted nuts and honey cakes. Children run past, laughing, chasing each other between adult legs. An older couple dances slowly near the center, their bond scent thick and comfortable around them.

“Remember when we used to come here as kids?” Lyra asks. “You’d always win the strength competitions.”

“That was a long time ago.”

“You’re not that old, Caden.”

Twenty-nine feels ancient right now. Like I’ve lived too many years in too short a time.

The wind shifts.

Everything stops.

A scent hits me—so sudden, so perfect, it knocks the air from my lungs. Warm. Subtle. Sweet in a way that has nothing to do with sugar and everything to do with something I can’t name. It wraps around me, slides under my skin, reaches into my chest and pulls.

My breath catches. Actually catches, like I’ve forgotten how to breathe.

No.

Not here. Not now.

My entire body goes rigid. Every muscle locks down, instinct screaming at me to move, but I can’t. I’m frozen. The festival noise fades to static. The lights blur. There’s only that scent, threading through the cold air, finding me like it was meant to.

“Caden?” Lyra’s voice sounds far away. “What’s wrong?”

I can’t answer. My heart slams against my ribs. Heat floods my veins, followed immediately by ice-cold panic.

It’s him.

I don’t have to see him to know. That scent—I’d recognize it anywhere, even though it’s been years. Even though I ran specifically to get away from it.

“Caden, you’re scaring me.” Lyra’s hand tightens on my arm. “What—”

Her words cut off. She must feel how tense I am, how every part of me has turned to stone. She follows my gaze, even though I’m not looking at anything specific yet. Even though my eyes haven’t found the source.

But they will.

They have to.

My head turns slowly, pulled by instinct I can’t fight. The crowd parts—just slightly, just enough—and then I see him.

Riven.

Dark hair falling into his eyes. Storm-gray irises that I remember too well. He’s standing near one of the vendor stalls, head tilted back slightly, laughing at something. The sound doesn’t reach me through the crowd noise, but I can see it in the curve of his mouth, the way his shoulders relax.

He’s laughing.

He looks… happy.

Something in my chest cracks.

He’s wearing a dark coat, hands shoved in his pockets against the cold. There’s someone beside him—Elm, I recognize after a moment. His friend. The one who’s always been protective of him.

Riven looks good. Healthy. Like the years I’ve been gone haven’t touched him at all.

The thought shouldn’t hurt. It does anyway.

“Oh,” Lyra breathes beside me. “Oh, Caden.”

I can’t look away. Every instinct I have screams at me to move closer. To cross the distance between us. To—

No.

I force myself to stay still. Lock my knees. Dig my heels into the ground. I left for a reason. A good reason. It doesn’t matter that my entire body feels like it’s being pulled toward him by invisible threads. It doesn’t matter that his scent makes my head swim.

I left to protect him.

From me. From this. From whatever the hell is happening inside me right now.

“You need to talk to him,” Lyra says quietly.

“No.”

“Caden—”

“I said no.” My voice comes out rougher than I mean it to. “Drop it, Lyra.”

She’s quiet for a moment. Then: “You can’t avoid him forever.”

The words hit like a punch. Because she’s right. Valebridge isn’t big enough for me to hide. I knew that when I came back. I knew I’d see him eventually. I just didn’t think it would be tonight. Didn’t think it would feel like this.

“I’m not avoiding him,” I lie.

“Then what do you call running away for three years?”

“I had my reasons.”

“Which you won’t explain.”

I don’t answer. Can’t. How do I explain that the pull toward him terrified me? That I didn’t trust myself not to do something we’d both regret? That leaving felt like the only way to keep him safe?

Across the square, Riven’s smile fades slightly. His head tilts, like he’s listening to something. Or sensing something.

My heart stutters.

He turns.

Time slows. The festival noise drops away completely. The world narrows to just him—storm-gray eyes scanning the crowd, searching for something he can’t name.

Then his gaze finds mine.

Everything stops.

I can’t breathe. Can’t move. Can’t do anything but stare back at him across the distance.

His eyes widen. Just slightly. Enough that I see the recognition hit. Enough that I watch the color drain from his face.

He recognizes me.

Of course he does. Three years isn’t long enough to forget. Not when the bond between us hums like a live wire, even across the crowded square.

I should look away. Should turn around and leave before this gets worse.

I can’t.

His lips part, like he’s about to say something. Or maybe he’s just trying to breathe. I know the feeling.

Elm notices. I see him follow Riven’s gaze, see the moment he spots me. His expression hardens immediately. Protective. Angry.

He has every right to be.

Riven’s hands come out of his pockets. His fingers curl into fists at his sides. His scent shifts—just slightly, just enough that I catch the edge of it even from here. Fear mixed with something I can’t name.

Then he looks away.

The breath I’ve been holding punches out of me.

He looked away first.

Relief and disappointment tangle in my chest, choking me. This is good. This is what I wanted. Distance. Safety.

So why does it feel like I’ve been gutted?

“Caden.” Lyra’s voice is soft now. Worried. “What happened between you two?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s the biggest lie you’ve ever told me.”

She’s right. But I can’t give her the truth. Can’t explain that I’ve been half in love with Riven Hale since the first time I saw him four years ago. That every instinct I have wants to claim him. That I ran because I was terrified of what that meant.

Across the square, Riven says something to Elm. Elm responds, but his eyes keep darting back to me. Riven shakes his head, and then he’s turning away, moving deeper into the crowd.

Leaving.

Every part of me screams to follow.

I don’t.

I force myself to stand here, to watch him disappear into the festival crowd, to let him go.

Again.

“You’re an idiot,” Lyra says.

“I know.”

“He looked terrified.”

“I know.”

“And you’re just going to let him walk away?”

“Yes.”

She’s quiet for a long moment. Then she pulls her arm free from mine, stepping back. “I don’t understand you anymore.”

The words cut deeper than they should. “Lyra—”

“No.” She shakes her head. “I thought coming back meant you were ready to face things. But you’re still running. Just in a different way.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“It never is with you.” She turns to leave, then pauses. “For what it’s worth? I think you’re making a mistake. Whatever happened between you two, whatever you’re afraid of—it’s not going away just because you ignore it.”

She disappears into the crowd before I can respond.

I stand alone at the edge of the festival, Riven’s scent still clinging to the air around me, and wonder if I just made the biggest mistake of my life.

Again.

The music continues. People laugh and dance and celebrate. The world keeps moving.

I can’t.

My hands shake. I shove them in my pockets, trying to hide the tremor. My heart still hasn’t settled. Every breath pulls his scent deeper into my lungs, and I hate how much I want it. How much I want him.

I should leave. Should go home, lock myself away, figure out how to function in a city where Riven Hale exists.

But my feet won’t move.

I stare at the spot where I last saw him, willing him to reappear. Knowing he won’t.

The wind shifts again, carrying his scent away, and the loss of it nearly brings me to my knees.

Three years. I lasted three years away from here. Away from him.

I don’t know how I’m going to survive now that I’m back.

Someone bumps into me—another apology, another body moving through the crowd. I barely notice. My mind is still across the square, following Riven into the darkness between vendor stalls.

I wonder if he’s okay. If seeing me hurt him the way seeing him hurt me.

I wonder if he hates me for leaving.

He should.

A couple walks past, hands linked, their bond scent making my chest ache. That could’ve been us, some treacherous part of me whispers. If I’d been braver. If I’d trusted myself.

But I didn’t. And now—

Now Riven looked at me like I was a ghost. Like seeing me again was the last thing he wanted.

I can’t blame him.

I force myself to move. One step, then another. Away from the festival. Away from the music and the lights and the phantom warmth of a scent I have no right to crave.

The cold air bites at my face. I welcome it. Anything to clear my head.

But even as I walk away, I know the truth.

Lyra was right.

I can’t avoid him forever.

And I’m not sure I want to anymore.
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Riven POV


I turn my back on him.

It’s the only thing I can do. The only choice my body will make without falling apart. My heart slams against my ribs—hard, painful, like it’s trying to escape my chest. Each beat hurts. Each breath hurts.

Three years. He’s been gone three years, and now he’s just… here. Standing across the square like he never left. Like he didn’t rip a hole through my life when he disappeared without explanation.

My hands shake. I shove them in my pockets, nails digging into my palms. The pain helps. Grounds me. Keeps me from doing something stupid like looking back.

“Riven?”

Elm’s voice cuts through the noise. I blink, realizing I’ve stopped walking. We’re still near the vendor stall, people flowing around us like water around stones.

“Hey.” His hand touches my shoulder. “You okay?”

The lie comes automatically. “I’m fine.”

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Close enough. “I just—I need air.”

“Air?” Elm’s eyebrows pull together. “We’re outside.”

“Different air. Less crowded air.” I force my feet to move, stepping away from the stall. Away from the center of the square. “I’ll be right back.”

“Riven, wait—”

But I’m already moving. My legs carry me toward the edge of the festival, where the lights don’t reach as far and the music fades to something manageable. My chest feels too tight. Like someone’s wrapped bands around my ribs and keeps pulling them tighter.

I need space. Need to think. Need to figure out why seeing Caden again feels like being kicked in the stomach.

The cold air should help. It always helps when I can’t breathe. I walk faster, past couples holding hands, past families gathered around fire pits, past Omegas laughing with Alphas who actually stayed.

My throat burns.

The edge of the square opens up—less people here, darker, quieter. I head for it like it’s the only safe place left. A few more steps. Just a few more steps and I can—

Heat flashes through me.

I stop. My breath catches. No. Not heat. Just—I’m just warm from walking. From the crowd. From panicking.

But my skin prickles. My coat suddenly feels like too much. The cold air that should be helping isn’t doing anything except making the contrast worse. I’m burning up from the inside.

No.

Not here. Not now.

My hands come out of my pockets. I press one to my chest, feeling my heart racing beneath my palm. Too fast. Everything’s too fast.

“Not now,” I whisper. “Please not now.”

Another wave hits me—stronger this time. Heat rolls through my body, settling low in my stomach. My knees wobble. I reach out, grabbing onto a wooden post holding up a vendor awning. The wood is rough under my palm. Solid. Real.

I’m fine. I’m fine. This isn’t what I think it is.

Except I know exactly what it is.

Heat. An unscheduled heat. In the middle of the fucking Moonbound Festival with hundreds of people around me.

Panic claws up my throat. My scent—I can feel it changing, spilling out of me like I’ve lost all control. The warm, sweet smell that usually stays close to my skin suddenly floods the air around me. Too strong. Too obvious.

My vision blurs at the edges.

No no no no—

I try to breathe through it. Try to push it down, suppress it, make it stop. But my body won’t listen. Heat pulses through me in waves now, each one stronger than the last. My legs shake. The post is the only thing keeping me upright.

Someone walks past. Then stops. I feel their eyes on me.

More footsteps. Voices nearby, though I can’t make out words through the rushing in my ears.

My scent is everywhere now. I can’t stop it. Can’t control it. It’s announcing to every Alpha in range exactly what I am and exactly what’s happening.

Vulnerable. Available. In heat.

Heads turn. I see them through my blurring vision—faces looking my way, nostrils flaring, eyes tracking to me like I’m prey.

Terror rips through me.

I have to move. Have to get away from here, away from them, away from—

I let go of the post. Take one step forward. My knees buckle.

The
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