
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          Trapped by the Alpha's Mate

        

        
        
          Shifter Country

        

        
        
          Rowena Aiello

        

        
          Published by Snowy Oak Books, 2025.

        

    


	Trapped

by the 

Alpha’s Mate



A Story from the World of

Shifter Country



Rowena Aiello







Table of Contents

Sneak Peek: The Alpha King’s Fated Mate Chapter One      15

Copyright      22

 


I clutch my map and compass tighter, looking around, squinting into the fast-growing night. None of the paths look familiar. My backpack cuts into my shoulders, warning me of how long it’s been since I last stopped for food.

There are no clearings for a tent. There are no places where the land gently slopes. The trail is thinning out to be nonexistent.

This is what I get for stepping off the path to pee.

Checking my phone, I groan. My single bar flickers in and out of connectivity. Pocketing my map, I try calling home. 

My boyfriend’s phone rings once, and then cuts out.

“Great job, Fi,″ I whisper, trying a text instead. “Dan, I’m somewhere called the Cavalier border. Write when you get this.″

I hit send. It fails to deliver almost instantly.

Sighing, I pull out my map again and keep following the trail, hitting the ‘send’ button over and over the entire time. I’m at it for maybe a minute before I notice the break in the woods, and the enormous slope of grass in front of me. In the distance, maybe a quarter mile away, a handful of lights just barely illuminate a square-shaped building.

“Oh thank god,″ I say on a laugh. Shaking off my backpack, I pull out my tent and setup a spot to sleep.

They’re going to notice you, a voice whispers in the back of my head.

“I’m at the treeline, barely even remotely on the property. I won’t turn any lights on. I’m just going to stay here until the sun comes up, and then I’ll be gone,″ I say right back.

The tent itself goes up quick enough. I’ve been doing this for nearly two days, and the motions are almost fluid now. Soon, my bedroll fills the tiny square, I have my pack of snacks in hand, and am alternately shoving fistfuls of dry granola into my mouth alongside sips of too-warm water from my last trip to a campsite.

A branch snaps nearby, close enough to touch. I freeze mid-crunch.

“What the—″ a soft voice whispers.

“Is that—?″ a deeper voice asks.

“Dear moonlight, yes. It’s a tent,″ the first voice says.

Footsteps close in on me. It’s too dark to even see the outlines of whoever’s coming. I tense at the scratchy knock on my door.

“Hello?″ the first voice asks, louder now. “Can you please open up? We can hear you chewing.″

Cheeks going hot, I shove the granola away and slowly peel back the zipper. Outside, a man and woman of average height peer in at me, both in as much shock as I am. Neither of them has a flashlight. In the near-dark, it’s hard to get a good look at either of them directly.

“Hi. Sorry, who are you?″ the woman asks.

It takes me a second to find my voice. “F-Fiona?″ I say, swallowing hard. The granola sticks to my cheeks and throat and I cough. “I’m a backpacker. I was just passing through—I’ll be out of your hair in the morning.″

But the woman is already shaking her head, pulling the door fully open. “No, no, that won’t work. You need to go. Now,″ she says, and am I hearing things, or is there a tremble in her voice?

Behind her, if I don’t stare at him too directly, I can just make out the man looking over his shoulder. His attention is almost entirely on the house at the other end of the property. “I haven’t seen Damon yet today,″ he’s saying.

Then the woman’s pulling out the tent stakes, collapsing the whole thing on me.

“Hey! Stop!″ I say, scrambling to get out.

“You need to leave, Fiona. I’m sorry. This in private property,″ she says, taking my arm and helping me onto the grass. Before I can do anything, she collapses the entire shelter and bundles it up. Tent rods poke out at odd angles, and the sleeping bag and backpack make the whole thing bulkier.

“Give the girl a minute, Penny, for goodness sake,″ the man says.

Penny rounds on him. In the scant light from the house, her curly hair makes a halo around her head. “We don’t have a minute, Liam.″

“What’s all this?″

A slow, smirking voice cuts through their bickering and they both gasp, straightening up. Behind them, another woman saunters over, hands in her pockets.

“Good evening, Mx Thea,″ they both say, dropping their heads so their necks are visible.

Mx Thea, whoever she is, steps close enough that I can finally make out her face. Everything about her is sharply angled, including her smile. She ignores Penny and Liam, beelining for me.

“Are you lost, my dear?″ she asks in a purring sort of way.

“I was—just leaving,″ I say, trying not to make it obvious that I’m looking to the others for cues. They don’t lift their faces.

Dan still hasn’t written me back, and I wish, more than anything, that my phone would go off right now.

Instead, it stays silent and heavy in my pocket as Mx Thea comes up to me, stopping only at the point where my full arms separate us. The soft fabric of her clothes—some kind of athletic wear—tickles my knuckles as I clutch my belongings.

“What’s your name, dear? Fiona? Did I hear that right?″ she asks, studying me.

My tongue sticks to the back of my throat. I nod.

She beams. “Lovely name. Humans always have the best ones. Penelope, for instance. Why she shortens it to Penny, I’ll never know.″ 

She cants her head. “Are you from around here? I could swear I’ve never seen you before, but what do I know? The only humans I spend much time with are the ones who serve me.″ She gives a little laugh, waving at Penny and Liam.

They bristle, but still don’t move, or look up.

Uncertain, I shake my head. “Uh…no. I’m from Wishelm?″ I say, the word of the last town I passed through quivering from my lips.

For the first time since her arrival, Mx Thea frowns. “Where’s that?″

My mouth gapes. “Just…over the border?″

“It’s near the Howl, Mx,″ Liam says, still facing the ground.

I have no idea what that is, but it makes Mx Thea gasp. “Oh you are a long way from home. My goodness, and on two feet the whole way I take it?″ She clicks her tongue. “You humans do love your suffering. But listen to me, prattling on when you look so tired, Fiona. Let me help you.″

I go hot. “Oh, that’s not—“

She’s already moving, taking the tent from my arms. The weight transfers so quickly, it’s all I can do to keep my balance.

“Welcome to Wolf Country, Fiona. Come inside. It’s no good to be caught out here after dark, especially not while my Mate, Damon, isn’t around,″ she says, dumping the tent and all in Liam’s arms. Then she marches off towards the house.

Both Liam and Penny shake their heads at me. Their eyes are wide and terror grips their expressions. Liam hands me back the tent, folding my arms over it and pushing me close to the forest.

“Th-thank you, but I should really be going,″ I say as loudly and politely as I can to her retreating back.

Mx Thea simply turns around, and says, “Hurry up!″ She stands there, and it’s clear that she’s not moving until she’s obeyed.

Liam jumps back. Penny grabs his hand. They wait for me to move, falling in line behind me.

Only then does Mx Thea smile again, returning to the house.

House, it turns out, is just what it seems like in the dark, from far away. Up close, it’s a mansion, or even bigger. Not enough to be a castle, but enough that Mx Thea having ‘servers’ is a…borderline understandable.

Though ‘staff’ is how I’d choose to describe the people moving around in black uniforms with white aprons. They stare openly as we pass. Only when we’re well and truly inside does Mx Thea raise a hand in a ‘go away’ sort of gesture.

The staff around us drop their gazes, returning to their flurry of motion across marbled floors and beneath vaulted ceilings. I chance a glance over my shoulder. To my dismay, both Penny and Liam hang back, in the doorway to what looks like the back foyer. Unlike the others, they continue to stare.

By the time I turn around again, Mx Thea has rounded a corner, and I have to race to keep up.

The place is too big to wrap my head around, but we take a number of doors, and we keep going down, until the air goes cold and the lights are fewer.

“This really isn’t necessary,″ I say, trying to keep my voice light and understanding, even though I’m freaking out.

If she hears me, she doesn’t show it. She only leads me to a door that cuts into a stone wall, and into what can only be described as a basement…or a dungeon.

“Really, all I need is to call home and my boyfriend will be happy to come get me,″ I say, holding back. I don’t want to follow her down there. It’s too dark, too cold, and I’m not entirely sure I’ll ever get out again once I go in.

“Nonsense, on hot nights like this, these are the best rooms in the house, and we have plenty of them,″ she says, waving me in.

At the base of the stairs, blue moonlight fills the area. To my relief, it’s all coming from windows cut into the wall. To my dismay, there are no other lights to illuminate the beds along those walls. Mx Thea shows me to the nearest one, and smiles.

“Pleasant dreams. Ring if you need anything,″ she says, wiggling a thick rope dangling from the ceiling near the pillow.

I’m staring at her in absolute horror, unable to wrap my mind around what’s going on, when she leaves the room and then locks the
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