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Chapter 1: Captured by Moonlight
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The cold air clung to Aria’s skin like a second layer, sharp enough to sting. She ran — branches whipping across her arms, roots clawing at her ankles. Her breath escaped in ragged gasps, each exhale curling like smoke in the icy night. Blood trickled from a gash on her thigh, the metallic scent leaking into the air like an unspoken invitation.

They would find her.

The forest stretched endlessly before her — a wall of black trees and whispering shadows. Somewhere behind her, the wolves followed. She could hear them, their low growls weaving through the air like a death song.

Don’t stop... Aria forced her legs to move faster. The rough earth cut into her bare feet, but she didn’t dare slow down. She knew what they were — ruthless Alphas with a reputation soaked in blood. The kind that didn’t ask. The kind that took.

Her former pack had warned her to stay away from this territory. Even the cruelest wolves in her old life whispered about these Alphas like a ghost story — shadows that claimed women beneath the moon and never let them go.

Aria had crossed their border anyway. It was either that or die.

A howl split the night — deep, guttural, and far too close. Aria stumbled, her heart slamming in her chest. She darted behind a twisted tree, pressing her back to the bark. Her pulse pounded against her ribs like a drum. She covered her mouth, swallowing back the ragged sound of her breath.

Please... please let them pass...

The forest held its breath. For a moment, silence clung to the air. Then — snap.

The crunch of leaves.

Heavy footsteps.

She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

A low voice cut through the cold. “I can smell you, little Omega...”

Aria’s stomach turned to ice.

The figure stepped into view — tall and broad, with dark hair falling over fierce golden eyes that gleamed in the moonlight. He was beautiful in a dangerous, primal way — like a storm wrapped in skin. His sharp features twisted into a wicked smile.

“You shouldn’t have come here,” he murmured.

“Stay back,” Aria warned, her voice shaking. “I’ll— I’ll fight you.”

The Alpha chuckled darkly. “I’m counting on it.”

Before she could move, he lunged.

Aria twisted away, dirt scattering beneath her feet. She barely managed to slip out of his grasp, tearing through the trees once more. The pounding of his footsteps followed — relentless, steady. He wasn’t running. He didn’t need to.

“Don’t make this harder,” his voice called, teasing and sharp. “You’re mine now.”

Never.

Aria veered right, stumbling down a slope. Her body hit the earth hard, pain flashing through her side. She pushed herself up, breathless and shaking. When she looked up, her stomach dropped.

Two more figures stood at the bottom of the hill — both men. One watched her with cold, calculating eyes, his posture rigid like a blade. The other’s gaze burned hot, his muscles coiled as though he barely kept himself from pouncing.

The leader emerged behind her, trapping her between them. “Nowhere left to run.”

“Get away from me!” Aria’s voice broke. She lashed out, slashing her nails at the nearest Alpha’s face.

Fingers like iron closed around her wrist. “Feisty,” the leader growled, jerking her hard enough to spin her off balance. She stumbled against his chest, her head reeling.

“You’ll regret that,” the heated one muttered, his eyes flashing amber.

The cold one stepped forward. “She’s bleeding. She's weak.” His stare darkened. “Maybe we should end this now.”

“No,” the leader barked. His grip tightened on her wrist. “She’s mine.”

Aria twisted hard enough to break free, spinning out of his grasp. The cold one caught her by the throat before she could take another step.

“You really should’ve run faster,” he murmured against her ear.

“You’ll never keep me,” she spat.

“You sure about that?” the leader’s voice rumbled.

Then his hand curled in her hair, yanking her head back. His breath ghosted across her neck, dangerously close to the vulnerable place where his kind marked their mates.

Aria’s heart slammed against her ribs. “Don’t,” she gasped.

“I don’t think you understand...” His teeth grazed her skin, his voice a dark promise. “You don’t get to say no.”

Panic roared in her chest. Aria’s fingernails raked his arm, but he barely flinched. She twisted again, sinking her teeth into the side of his hand.

The Alpha swore and shoved her hard against a tree. Bark scraped her back. Aria lunged forward again — desperate, wild.

But this time, all three of them closed in.

“You’ve got some fight in you,” the cold one murmured. “I like that.”

“Enjoy it while you can.” The heated one cracked his knuckles, eyes burning with something dangerous.

The leader stepped forward — tall, commanding, and lethal. His gaze locked on her like a predator savoring his kill. “I warned you,” he growled.

And then his arm hooked around her waist, strong enough to steal her breath. She fought — screaming, kicking — but he tossed her over his shoulder like she weighed nothing at all.

“Put me down!” she shouted, pounding her fists against his back.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he muttered darkly, his hand curling possessively around her thigh.

The last thing Aria saw before they vanished into the trees was the silver light of the moon — cold and distant, too far away to save her now.
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Chapter 2: The Alpha’s Mark
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The first thing Aria felt was the burn in her wrists. The leather straps chafed against her skin, biting deep enough to leave marks. Her head throbbed, and her limbs ached from struggling. A low growl rumbled somewhere nearby — a reminder she wasn’t alone.

Eyes still closed, she inhaled carefully. The air was warm, heavy with the scent of cedarwood, smoke, and something more dangerous — something primal. The scent of them.

“You’re awake.”

That voice. Deep and rough, like gravel dragged across stone. The dominant Alpha.

Aria’s eyes flew open, and she jerked against her restraints, her pulse hammering in her ears. She was lying on a fur-covered bed — thick pelts beneath her bare skin. Her clothes were still on, but her boots were missing, and her jacket was gone.

The Alpha sat in a chair beside her, one arm draped lazily over the armrest. His gaze dragged over her like a blade — sharp and possessive. He didn’t speak right away, letting the silence stretch too long.

“You can’t keep me here,” Aria snapped, twisting against the leather straps. “I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Scream? Run?” He leaned forward, his gaze dropping to her bound wrists. “Look around, little Omega. You’re not going anywhere.”

Aria swallowed hard and finally took in her surroundings. The room was dark — low candlelight flickered across stone walls, the faint scent of blood lingering in the air. The window was barred. A fireplace crackled in the corner, its flames clawing shadows across the wooden floor.

“I’m not your prisoner,” she said through gritted teeth.

“You’re ours,” he growled. “Whether you like it or not.”

The word made her stomach twist — ours.

“Let me go,” Aria shot back. “I’m not part of your twisted pack politics.”

“You crossed into our territory,” the Alpha countered. “That makes you mine.” He stood, moving toward her with slow, deliberate steps. The air seemed to thicken as he neared — the heat of his body rolling off him like smoke.

“Don’t touch me,” Aria warned.

His fingers traced her jaw — not gentle, not quite rough. His touch was a threat wrapped in velvet.

“You don’t get to make demands here,” he murmured. “The only reason you’re still breathing is because I decided you’re worth more alive than dead.”

“Lucky me,” Aria said coldly.

His smile widened, but there was no warmth in it. “Luck has nothing to do with it. You're valuable.” His fingers trailed lower, brushing the sensitive curve of her throat. “Too valuable to let you go.”

Her breath hitched.

“You think you can keep me here?” she spat. “I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” His hand shot to her chin, gripping hard enough to make her gasp. “Keep fighting?” His lips curved into a dark smile. “I want you to fight.”

“I’ll kill you,” she hissed.

“I’d like to see you try.”

He leaned in closer — so close she could feel the heat of his breath against her lips. His fingers slid from her chin to her throat, thumb pressing over her pulse.

“Careful,” he warned. “Your heart’s racing.”

“You’re disgusting,” Aria shot back.

“Disgusting?” His fingers tightened just enough to steal her breath for a second. “You’ll change your mind soon enough.”

The door creaked open.

“Let her go,” a colder voice murmured from the doorway.

The second Alpha — the quiet one with ice in his veins. He stood just inside the room, his sharp gaze flicking between Aria and the dominant Alpha.

“She’s not marked yet,” the cold one said. “Not claimed.” His gaze narrowed. “You can’t force her.”

“I don’t need to force her,” the dominant Alpha muttered. “She’ll come crawling soon enough.”

“Is that what you think?” Aria shot back, her voice sharp. “I’d rather die.”

The cold Alpha tilted his head slightly, his expression unreadable. “Maybe you don’t understand what you are,” he said quietly. “You're not just some runaway Omega.” His eyes narrowed. “You're something far more dangerous... and every pack out there will come hunting for you when they find out.”

Aria’s stomach twisted. “You’re lying.”

“Am I?”

The third Alpha entered before she could demand more answers. He was wilder than the others — shirtless, his muscles coiled with tension. His hair was a tangled mess, his eyes blazing with heat.

“Smells like fear in here,” he muttered, licking his lips. His gaze locked on Aria’s throat.

“You stay back,” the cold Alpha warned.

The volatile one ignored him, stepping closer to the bed. His fingers twitched, like he was barely holding himself back.

“You’re pushing your luck,” the leader growled.

“I just wanna taste,” the wild Alpha sneered. His fingers shot forward, curling around Aria’s ankle.

She kicked hard, her heel connecting with his ribs. He staggered back, snarling.

“Little bitch,” he spat. “I should—”

“You should back off,” the leader barked.

The wild Alpha’s chest heaved, but he stepped back, licking his split lip like he’d enjoyed the fight.

“I’m not going to warn you again,” the leader muttered darkly. “She’s mine.”

The words seemed to hang in the air, heavy and final.

He turned back to Aria, his fingers curling around her jaw once more.

“Don’t forget what I said,” he growled. “You keep fighting, and I’ll make you beg for my mark.”

His teeth grazed her throat — just a warning, just a taste — before he pulled back.

Then the distant sound of howls shattered the air — long and sharp, cutting through the silence like a blade.

“Rival wolves,” the cold Alpha said quietly. “They’re close.”

The leader’s gaze darkened. “Looks like your old pack isn’t done with you yet,” he muttered, voice low.

Aria swallowed hard, her pulse racing as the Alphas moved toward the door. The cold Alpha paused, his gaze flicking
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