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CHAPTER 1: TORN BETWEEN THREE ALPHAS

[image: ]


The storm had passed, but the damage had already been done. The scent of rain and blood still clung to the earth, thick in the air, soaking into the very fabric of the night. Shadows stretched long between the towering trees, and the world felt like it was holding its breath, waiting for something inevitable to happen.

Allison Rivers stood at the edge of the clearing, her body aching, her skin still burning from the night before. She could feel them—Jaxon, Dominic, Zane—their presence suffocating, inescapable. They hadn’t let her out of their sight since the battle ended, hadn’t let her take a single breath that wasn’t controlled, measured, owned by them.

She was theirs.

She had said the words, had let them claim her, mark her, bind her in ways she hadn’t fully understood until it was too late. And now, there was no undoing it.

No escaping it.

Jaxon stood a few feet away, his silver eyes locked onto her like a predator tracking prey. He hadn’t spoken in the last hour, but he didn’t need to. His silence was heavy, suffocating, pressing into her like an invisible chain. His body was still tense, coiled with something barely restrained, something lethal.

Dominic sat at the edge of a fallen tree, his fingers steepled together, his dark gaze never leaving her. He was unreadable as ever, his mind always working, always calculating. But there was something in his eyes tonight, something deeper, something dangerous.

And then there was Zane.

He wasn’t pacing, wasn’t smirking like he usually did when tension ran too high. Instead, he stood completely still, arms crossed, his golden eyes flickering in the dim light. He was the one who felt the most unpredictable tonight. The one who would be the first to break.

The silence between them stretched, heavy, unspoken words pressing against her chest.

Then, finally, Jaxon moved.

His voice was low, measured. “You were going to leave.”

Allison’s pulse spiked. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to keep her voice steady. “I had to.”

Zane let out a dark chuckle, shaking his head. “And how did that work out for you?”

She flinched, hating the way his voice sent a violent shiver through her.

Dominic’s eyes sharpened. “You made a choice, Allison.” His voice was calm, but there was steel beneath it. “You chose us.”

She clenched her fists. “And if I made the wrong choice?”

Jaxon’s silver eyes darkened. “Then you wouldn’t be standing here.”

A shudder ran through her.

Zane exhaled slowly, stepping closer. “You don’t get it yet, do you?” His fingers traced the edge of her wrist, slow, deliberate. “There’s no going back.”

Her breath came faster, her chest tightening. “I don’t belong to anyone.”

Jaxon’s fingers flexed at his sides, his control slipping just enough for her to see the raw fury beneath. “You belong to us.”

Dominic leaned forward slightly, his dark eyes gleaming. “And we don’t share.”

Something inside her twisted, a sharp mix of panic and something far worse—something she refused to name.

Zane smirked. “Tell me, sweetheart.” His fingers brushed against the mark on her throat, the one Jaxon had put there. “Why does your pulse race when we touch you?”

She jerked away, her breathing uneven. “You’re trying to control me.”

Jaxon’s lips curled, slow, dangerous. “We already do.”

Her entire body tensed.

Dominic exhaled, his gaze unreadable. “You’re fighting something you don’t even understand.”

She clenched her jaw. “I understand enough.”

Zane hummed. “Do you?”

Her pulse pounded, her body betraying her in the worst way possible. They were too close, their scents mixing in the air, owning the space around her. The bond between them was too strong now, pulling her in, drowning her in something she had no defense against.

Jaxon’s silver eyes gleamed. “Say it.”

She shook her head. “No.”

Dominic tilted his head. “Say who you belong to.”

Zane’s smirk widened. “Go on, sweetheart. We’re waiting.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, her hands shaking at her sides. She had fought them for so long. Had tried to hold on to something of herself, something they couldn’t take.

But it was too late.

She had been theirs from the beginning.

Her lips parted, the words slipping free before she could stop them.

“I’m yours.”

Jaxon’s fingers curled around her waist, pulling her against him.

Dominic’s voice was smooth, satisfied. “Good girl.”

Zane chuckled darkly, his golden eyes gleaming. “Took you long enough.”

The night pressed in around them, suffocating, endless.

And Allison Rivers finally understood.

She would never escape them.

Because she didn’t want to.
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CHAPTER 2: SAVAGE PROMISES MADE
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The night was thick with tension, the kind that settled into the bones, deep and unshakable. The fire flickered in the cabin’s hearth, but it did nothing to warm the cold that had settled inside Allison Rivers. She stood in the center of the room, her pulse an erratic rhythm against her ribs, her breath coming too fast, too shallow. Every muscle in her body was drawn tight, trapped in the space between fight and surrender.

Jaxon leaned against the wooden table, his silver eyes burning into her with something too sharp, too possessive. He had barely spoken since the moment she had whispered the words that had changed everything. I’m yours. The admission still lingered in the air, thick and unbreakable, a chain she had willingly wrapped around herself.

Dominic sat in the chair near the window, his dark gaze unreadable, his fingers tapping lightly against the armrest. Always calculating, always in control, but there was something colder in his stare tonight, something darker. He had accepted her surrender, but he wasn’t satisfied. Not yet.

And Zane.

Zane stood by the door, golden eyes gleaming with wicked amusement, but there was no laughter in them. He was too still, his body coiled with something feral, something dangerous. He thrived in chaos, but this wasn’t chaos. This was something else. Something deeper.

She had given them what they wanted.

And now, they were deciding what to do with her.

The silence stretched too long, thick and suffocating.

Then Jaxon spoke, his voice low, steady. “Say it again.”

Her stomach twisted. “I already did.”

Zane smirked. “And we liked how it sounded.”

Dominic exhaled slowly, his fingers stilling against the chair. “We need to be sure.”

Her hands clenched at her sides. “You don’t need to be sure.”

Jaxon’s silver eyes darkened. “We do.”

A shiver ran through her.

Zane pushed off the door, his steps slow, deliberate. “You think saying the words is enough?” His fingers trailed along the edge of the table, his golden gaze locked onto hers. “You think that makes you ours?”

Her breath hitched. “Doesn’t it?”

Dominic tilted his head. “It’s a start.”

Jaxon’s fingers flexed against the wood, his voice dropping lower. “But we don’t want words.”

Her pulse spiked.

Zane’s smirk widened. “We want proof.”

Something in the air shifted, thickened.

Allison swallowed hard. “What kind of proof?”

Jaxon didn’t blink. “The kind you can’t take back.”

A sharp breath left her lips.

Dominic’s dark eyes gleamed in the firelight. “The kind that binds you to us forever.”

Panic curled low in her stomach, twisting, churning. This was different. This wasn’t just possession. This wasn’t just control. This was something else, something irreversible.

Zane exhaled slowly, his fingers grazing her wrist, barely a touch but enough to send heat licking up her spine. “You gave us the words.” His voice was quieter now, more dangerous. “Now we take everything else.”

Jaxon stood then, his movements precise, controlled. “Tell me, Allison.” He stepped closer, until the warmth of him pressed into her, until she could feel the weight of his presence drowning out the air between them. “Do you trust us?”

Her throat tightened.

Because she did.

And that was the most dangerous part.

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t need to.

Because they already knew.

Dominic stood, his gaze never wavering. “Then you’ll let us do what needs to be done.”

A violent shudder ran through her.

Zane leaned in, his breath warm against her ear, his voice dark and promising. “And in return, sweetheart?” His fingers brushed over the mark at her throat, the one Jaxon had put there. “We’ll never let you go.”

The promise settled deep into her bones.

Final.

Unbreakable.

And as Jaxon’s fingers curled around her wrist, as Dominic’s gaze locked onto hers, as Zane’s smirk turned razor-sharp, she realized the truth.

This wasn’t just surrender.

This was submission.

And there was no turning back.
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CHAPTER 3: A RIVAL PACK’S THREAT
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The night air was heavy, thick with tension that slithered through the trees, coiling around the cabin like an unseen predator. The storm had passed, leaving behind the scent of rain and damp earth, but something else lingered in the air—something darker. The kind of silence that only came before war.

Allison Rivers sat in the dim light of the cabin, her body still aching from the night before, her mind tangled in a storm of its own. The fire crackled in the hearth, but it did little to warm her. Nothing could, not when she could feel them pacing, waiting, ready for something she couldn’t yet name.

Jaxon stood by the window, his silver eyes locked onto the darkness beyond the trees, his muscles coiled with a quiet, deadly anticipation. He had barely spoken since the message had arrived. The letter, the warning, the challenge. It sat on the wooden table, its edges curling slightly, the ink still fresh. A demand. A threat. A declaration of war.

Dominic was seated at the table, fingers steepled together, his dark eyes unreadable. He was always calculating, always thinking five steps ahead, but there was something sharper in his gaze tonight. A lethal kind of patience, the kind that meant something was about to break.

And Zane.

Zane was restless, his golden eyes gleaming with something dangerous, something feral. He had never been one for waiting. He thrived on chaos, on violence, on the thrill of the hunt. And now, with bloodshed on the horizon, he was barely holding himself together.

The words on the letter echoed in Allison’s mind, carved into her thoughts like a blade pressed to her skin.

You have something that belongs to me.

You know what I want.

And I’m coming to take it.

Dante Cross.

She had known this wasn’t over. She had felt it in her bones, in the way the world had held its breath after Jaxon had put him down, left him bleeding in the dirt. But she had made a mistake. She had thought he would stay broken. She had thought he had lost.

She was wrong.

Jaxon exhaled slowly, his fingers tightening against the windowsill. “He’s not bluffing.”

Dominic’s voice was calm, steady. “He wouldn’t dare to be.”

Zane let out a slow, humorless laugh, running a hand through his damp hair. “I told you he wouldn’t stay down.”

Allison’s stomach twisted violently. She had done this. She had caused this.

Her breath came faster. “If I go to him—”

Jaxon was in front of her before she could blink, his silver eyes flashing with fury. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her pulse spiked, but she didn’t back down. “If I leave, maybe he’ll—”

Dominic’s voice cut through the air, cold and sharp. “No.”

Zane leaned against the table, his golden eyes dark with amusement, but there was something lethal beneath it. “You really think he wants just
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