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Lost in the forbidden heart of Willow Creek, Lina’s carefully ordered life unravels when a twisted ankle strands her deep within shifter territory; where omegas are forbidden without alpha escort. Suppressants fail, instincts ignite, and the forest itself seems to conspire against her as a powerful alpha closes in.

He waits. Watches. Protects.
But most dangerous of all; he gives Lina the choice.
Drawn into a primal connection she has spent her life suppressing, Lina must decide if surrender is survival...or the beginning of something far more consuming.

A dark, sensual Omegaverse romance of wilderness, biology, and the irresistible pull of fated heat.

Content & Trigger Warnings

This story contains:

	Dubious consent / heat-driven intimacy

	Biological control, knotting, and breeding themes

	Power imbalance (alpha/omega dynamics, territorial shifter laws)

	Injury, fear, and isolation in a wilderness setting

	Explicit sexual content and primal claiming


Intended for adult readers only (18+).
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The afternoon sun filtered through the forest canopy, casting dappled shadows across my field journal as I sketched the unusual formation of a fungal bloom. My fingers were stained with dirt and plant residue, evidence of the four hours I'd spent cataloging the understory vegetation in this section of Willow Creek National Forest. I shifted my weight, adjusting the heavy pack filled with sample containers, my tablet, and enough water to keep me hydrated through a day of solitary research. The forest breathed around me, a living entity with its own rhythms, while I remained oblivious to how drastically my carefully planned excursion was about to veer off course.

"Fascinating," I murmured to myself, gently lifting a fallen leaf to examine the spore pattern beneath. "Consistent with increased moisture levels, but the coloration is all wrong for this elevation."

I made another notation, then checked my watch. Three forty-seven. Still plenty of daylight left to complete my transect before heading back to the research station. I took a quick drink of water and popped my daily suppressant pill, a routine so ingrained I barely thought about it anymore. Just another part of fieldwork preparation, like packing extra batteries or wearing the right boots.

Being an omega in my profession meant taking precautions. Most of my colleagues were betas, with a handful of alphas whose scents I carefully avoided during certain times of the month. The suppressants kept my biology quiet, my head clear, and my focus sharp. They were as essential to my work as my field guides and collection tools.

I stood, brushing dirt from my knees, and consulted my GPS unit to mark the location. The device beeped softly, confirming the coordinates. According to my map, the trail forked just ahead, east toward the river valley where I'd begun my hike, and north toward the higher elevation conifer stands. I needed to head east, back toward the parking area.

But just as I was about to continue, a flash of purple caught my eye. I squinted, stepping off the path to investigate. There, nestled between exposed roots, was a cluster of violets unlike any I'd documented in this region.

"You shouldn't be here," I whispered, crouching down. The flowers seemed to nod in the slight breeze, as if acknowledging their transgression. I carefully extracted my specimen kit and snapped several photos before taking a small sample.

Time slipped away as I found more anomalies, plants that shouldn't be thriving together, species I hadn't expected to find in this part of the forest. Each discovery led to another, drawing me deeper into the woods, my original route forgotten as I followed the botanical breadcrumbs.

At some point, I passed a weathered wooden sign partially obscured by recent growth. I registered the words "Boundary" and "Restricted" but dismissed them as referring to an old research plot. The National Forest was riddled with them, areas where graduate students and government scientists had cordoned off sections for long-term studies. Nothing to worry about.

The light faded, the golden afternoon sun giving way to the cooler, bluer light of approaching evening. Shadows lengthened across the forest floor. The air felt different too, heavier, more humid than it had been earlier. The scents around me intensified: decomposing leaves, the sharp tang of pine sap, rich earth, and something else. Something I couldn't quite identify.

I paused, suddenly aware of how quiet it had become. No distant woodpeckers, no squirrels chattering overhead. Just the sound of my own breathing and the soft crunch of leaves beneath my boots.

A flutter of unease passed through me. I checked my watch again and felt a jolt of alarm. Five twenty-two. How had two hours vanished? The research station was at least a ninety-minute hike from where I'd started, and I was no longer on any trail I recognized.

"Okay, Lina," I said aloud, my voice sounding unnaturally loud in the stillness. "Time to head back."

I pulled out my GPS unit again, waiting for it to gain a signal and show me the way back to the main trail. The screen flickered and then displayed the dreaded "Signal Lost" message. I frowned and raised it higher, turning slowly in a circle.

Nothing.

A thin tendril of anxiety wound through my chest. I reached for my phone instead, but the result was the same: no service. Not even a single bar.

"This doesn't make sense," I muttered. "I had coverage earlier."

I consulted my paper map, trying to orient myself using the terrain. The problem was, nothing looked familiar. The landscape should have featured a distinctive ridge to the west if I was where I thought I was, but all I could see were trees stretching endlessly in every direction.

The sun was sinking faster now; the forest darkening around me. I made a decision, head downhill. Water flows downward, and most trails follow waterways. If I found a stream, I'd find my way out.

I started walking faster, my pack feeling heavier with each step. The forest seemed to close in around me, branches reaching out like fingers, undergrowth clutching at my ankles. My breath came quicker, my heart rate speeding up with the first real flickers of fear.

"You're fine," I told myself firmly. "You have water, a flashlight, and emergency supplies. Worst case, you spend a night in the woods and find your way out in the morning."

I repeated this mantra as I pushed through a dense patch of ferns, focused on the downward slope ahead. So focused that I didn't notice the exposed tree root until my foot caught it.

The world tilted. My ankle twisted with a sickening wrench as my full weight torqued against it. I cried out, arms flailing, my pack shifting violently as I crashed to the ground. Pain lanced up my leg, sharp and immediate.

"No, no, no," I gasped, sitting up and gingerly extending my leg.

My ankle was already swelling, visible even through my hiking boot. When I tried to stand, the pain made my vision swim with dark spots. I lowered myself back to the ground, breathing through clenched teeth.

This was bad. Very bad.

I unlaced my boot carefully, wincing as I eased it off. My sock came next, revealing skin already purpling with bruises. I probed the area gently with my fingers. Not broken, I was fairly certain. I could still move it, though the pain was intense. A sprain, then, but a nasty one.

I rummaged through my pack for the first-aid kit, finding the elastic bandage. With practiced movements, I wrapped the ankle firmly, then eased my sock back on, leaving the boot off for now.

"Think, Lina," I whispered. "Think."

Night was approaching fast, and with it, dropping temperatures. I needed shelter, or at the very least, to get off the open ground. I scanned my surroundings and spotted a fallen log about twenty feet away, partially hollowed but offering some protection.

Using a sturdy branch as a makeshift crutch, I hobbled to the log, each step sending jolts of pain up my leg. By the time I reached it, I was sweating despite the cooling air.

I tried the GPS and phone again. Still nothing. The forest had swallowed all signals, leaving me truly alone. Or so I thought, until I heard it, a soft rustling from the undergrowth, too deliberate to be wind, too heavy to be a small animal.

I froze, straining to see through the gathering shadows. "Hello?" I called, my voice thin and uncertain. "Is someone there?"

Silence answered me, but not the natural silence of the forest. This was the silence of something holding its breath, waiting, watching.

I fumbled for my flashlight, clicking it on and sweeping the beam across the trees. Nothing moved in its path, yet the sensation of being observed intensified.

"I'm a researcher from Willow Creek Station," I called again, trying to sound authoritative despite the tremor in my voice. "If you're a park ranger or another hiker, I could use some help."

Again, nothing. But as the light faded, I noticed other changes. The air felt warmer than it should as night approached. My skin prickled with a strange sensitivity, especially at my neck and wrists. And that unfamiliar scent from earlier, it was stronger now, a musky, earthy smell that made something deep inside me stir uncomfortably.

I reached for my water bottle with shaking hands and took a long drink, then touched my forehead. Was I running a fever? My skin felt flushed, my heartbeat slightly elevated. Stress response, I told myself. Just adrenaline from the fall and the situation.

But a small, primal part of my brain whispered otherwise.

I tried to ignore it, focusing instead on my immediate problems. I needed to set up some kind of shelter for the night. I had an emergency blanket in my pack, and enough food to get through until morning. I could fashion a better splint for
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