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CHAPTER 1: CLAIMED BY THE SAVAGE ALPHAS
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The scent of rain and pine filled Allison Rivers’ lungs as she ran through the dense forest, her breath coming in short, frantic gasps. The cold night air cut into her skin, her bare feet scraping against the rough earth, but she couldn't stop. Wouldn’t stop. The moment she did, they would find her.

Moonlight filtered through the towering pines, casting jagged shadows across the uneven terrain. Her heartbeat pounded in her ears, drowning out the distant howl that sent a tremor through her bones. She pushed forward, lungs burning, ignoring the sharp sting of branches slashing at her arms. She had been careful—so careful—until tonight. Somehow, they had picked up her scent. And now, she was being hunted.

A deep, primal fear coiled in her stomach. Alphas. Ruthless. Unforgiving. She had spent her whole life avoiding them, staying hidden in the outskirts, making sure no one knew what she was. But it hadn't been enough. And now, the Shadowclaw Pack was coming for her.

Her foot caught on an exposed root, and she went down hard, the impact knocking the air from her lungs. Pain jolted through her, but she barely had time to recover before a dark figure loomed over her.

"You’ve got nowhere to run, little Omega."

The voice was smooth, almost amused, yet laced with an edge of cold command.

Allie’s pulse spiked as she scrambled backward, her fingers digging into the damp soil. The man crouching before her was massive, his presence suffocating. Moonlight gleamed against sharp cheekbones and eyes like shards of silver ice. Jaxon Reid.

Shadowclaw's Alpha.

Predator.

She barely had time to react before another presence emerged from the darkness, moving like a ghost. This one was calmer, quieter—but no less dangerous. His piercing gaze locked onto hers, sharp as a blade. Dominic Steele.

"She runs fast," he murmured, tilting his head. "But not fast enough."

Allie’s chest heaved as she tried to will herself to move, to fight, but she was frozen beneath their predatory stares.

Then the third one appeared, the wildest of them all. A low, dark chuckle rumbled from his throat as he leaned against a tree, his smirk wicked.

"She's got fire," Zane Maddox mused, his golden eyes gleaming with something feral. "I like that."

Panic surged through her veins. She forced herself onto her hands and knees, but before she could lunge away, Jaxon moved. A single step, and his boot pressed against her back, pinning her effortlessly to the ground.

"Where do you think you’re going, little Omega?" His voice was soft, almost mocking. "You’re ours now."

No. No, she couldn’t let this happen. She thrashed, but his weight pressed her down, holding her there with unbearable ease.

"Let me go," she snarled, but it only made Zane laugh.

"Oh, I do love it when they fight."

Dominic exhaled sharply, crouching beside her. He reached out, his fingers brushing her jaw, tilting her face up so she was forced to meet his calculating gaze.

"Fascinating," he murmured. "Most Omegas would be begging by now."

"I’m not like most Omegas," she snapped.

Jaxon’s foot lifted, and before she could move, he yanked her up, his grip bruising as he turned her to face them.

"That," he said, his voice dark and knowing, "is exactly why we’re keeping you."

A shudder wracked through her as their scents filled her lungs, rich with dominance, laced with something primal and utterly consuming. It was too much, pressing against the fragile barriers she had built for years, threatening to shatter them.

"You don’t belong out here alone," Jaxon continued, his thumb grazing the rapid pulse in her throat. "You were meant to be claimed."

Her stomach twisted. "I don’t belong to anyone."

Zane’s grin widened. "Not yet."

She turned to run, but Dominic was already there, his fingers wrapping around her wrist in an iron grip. The shift in his gaze was almost imperceptible, but she caught it—the flicker of something darker, deeper, lurking beneath his calm exterior.

"You don’t understand what you are," he murmured, his voice almost gentle. "But we do."

A sudden gust of wind howled through the trees, sending a violent shiver through her frame. For a split second, she saw it—the hunger in their eyes. The raw, unfiltered need.

They didn’t just want her.

They needed her.

Something inside her instincts screamed, but another part—the part she had spent years burying—stirred.

"You’re afraid," Jaxon observed, tilting her chin higher. "Good. You should be."

Her pulse pounded against his touch, and she hated the way her traitorous body reacted.

"You don’t get to take me," she whispered.

"Sweetheart," Zane purred, stepping closer, his fingers tracing down her arm, sending a wave of heat in its wake. "We already have."

The realization settled over her like a suffocating blanket. There was no escaping them. No running. No hiding.

The hunt was over.

And the claiming had begun.
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CHAPTER 2: CAUGHT IN THE ALPHA’S TRAP
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The darkness stretched around her like an unrelenting beast, the night thick with the scent of pine, damp earth, and something far more dangerous—the raw, unfiltered dominance of the Alphas who had caught her. Allison Rivers could still hear the echo of her ragged breath, the frantic pounding of her heart as she tried to process the impossible. This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be happening.

Yet, the iron grip on her wrists told her otherwise.

The moment Jaxon Reid had declared her theirs, the shift in the air had been suffocating. The three Alphas stood around her like wolves circling their prey, their eyes dark with something primal, something possessive. Every instinct in her screamed to run, to fight, but it was useless. They were stronger, faster, and they knew it.

Zane Maddox had been the one to move first. A slow, lazy smirk stretched across his lips, but his golden eyes burned with unrestrained hunger. He reached out, his fingertips ghosting over her shoulder, trailing down the curve of her neck in a touch so light it sent a shiver down her spine.

"You’re shaking," he murmured, amusement laced in his voice. "Excitement or fear?"

Allie wrenched her body away from his touch, but she barely had time to breathe before Jaxon grabbed her chin, forcing her gaze to his. His grip was firm, unyielding, as if daring her to defy him.

"Answer him," he commanded, voice smooth as velvet but carrying the undeniable weight of an Alpha’s authority.

She gritted her teeth, refusing to give them what they wanted.

Dominic Steele let out a quiet chuckle, the sound as sharp as a blade. Unlike the other two, his presence was quieter, colder. Calculating. He crouched in front of her, those piercing eyes assessing, peeling back layers she wasn’t ready to expose.

"It’s both, isn’t it?" he mused. "Fear, because you don’t know what comes next. Excitement, because your body does."

A flush of anger mixed with something more dangerous burned through her. She jerked against their hold, but Jaxon tightened his grip.

"Let me go," she snarled.

Jaxon tilted his head, watching her with an expression that sent a chill straight to her bones. "And if we don’t?"

A breath hitched in her throat. She wasn’t stupid. There was no ‘if’ in this scenario. She was trapped, caged in by the sheer force of their presence. Every muscle in her body coiled, preparing for a fight she couldn’t win.

Jaxon must have sensed it because his grip loosened slightly, his lips curving into something dark and knowing. "You’re not going anywhere, little Omega."

The way he said it—like a promise, like a death sentence—made her stomach drop.

Zane leaned in, his voice a whisper against her ear. "You can struggle all you want, but the outcome won’t change. You belong to us now."

The possessiveness in his tone sent a violent shudder through her.

"No," she forced out, her voice raw. "I don’t belong to anyone."

Dominic smiled, slow and deliberate. "We’ll see."

She barely had time to react before Jaxon grabbed her wrist, spinning her in one swift movement and pressing her back against the rough bark of a tree. His body crowded against hers, unyielding, suffocating. The heat radiating from him was unbearable, his scent overwhelming every sense she had left.

"Stop fighting," he murmured, his breath ghosting over her lips. "You’re only making this harder for yourself."

Allie glared up at him, defiance burning in her gaze. "Go to hell."

Zane let out a dark laugh, but Jaxon didn’t so much as flinch. His eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, the world stilled.

And then he moved.

Faster than she could react, his hand slid to the back of her neck, gripping just tight enough to make her breath hitch. A slow, controlled dominance radiated from him, not just a threat but a warning—a silent reminder of exactly who was in control.

"You think you’re untouchable, little Omega," he murmured, his lips hovering just inches from hers. "That we won’t break you. But you’re wrong."

Her pulse pounded, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. She wanted to fight, wanted to claw her way out, but she was drowning under the weight of them.

Dominic’s voice came from her right, soft yet dangerous. "The sooner you accept it, the easier this will be."

Her nails dug into the bark behind her, a futile attempt to ground herself as Zane leaned in, brushing his fingers down her arm, tracing invisible patterns that sent shivers up her spine.

"Still so stubborn," he murmured. "I love that."

She twisted away, but it only made Jaxon’s grip tighten.

"You don’t get to decide," he said, his voice low and lethal. "Not anymore."

A sharp pang of terror ripped through her. This wasn’t just about possession. It wasn’t about some twisted game of dominance. They were claiming her.

And there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Her breath hitched as Jaxon’s grip softened slightly, his thumb brushing the rapid pulse at her throat. His eyes darkened, something unreadable flickering behind them.

"You’re ours, Allie," he murmured, his voice dropping to something almost intimate. "Whether you’re ready to admit it or not."

The words slammed into her like a physical force, stealing what little air she had left.

Zane grinned. "Welcome to the Shadowclaw Pack."

The trap had been set.

And she had walked straight into it.
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CHAPTER 3: THE OMEGA’S DANGEROUS SECRET
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The cabin was dark, the only illumination coming from the dying embers of the fire in the stone hearth. Shadows flickered against the wooden walls, stretching long and distorted as if they, too, were trapped in the same suffocating tension that filled the space. Allison Rivers sat stiffly on the worn leather couch, her wrists still tingling from where Jaxon had held her, her body coiled so tightly that every muscle ached.

She was inside their den. The stronghold of the Shadowclaw Pack.

A prison.

Jaxon, Dominic, and Zane surrounded her in a loose triangle, their eyes never leaving her. Each one radiated a different kind of threat—Jaxon’s quiet, commanding dominance, Dominic’s cold and clinical observation, Zane’s lazy yet unpredictable danger. They had barely spoken since dragging her here, but their silence was far worse than words. It made the air thick, suffocating. It made her stomach tighten with the unbearable weight of inevitability.

They were waiting.

For her to break. For her to submit.

She lifted her chin instead, swallowing the rising panic in her throat. She would never submit.

Jaxon was the first to move. He strode toward her, his towering frame blocking out the fire’s faint glow. Without hesitation, he reached down, gripping her chin between his fingers, tilting her face up so she had no choice but to meet his gaze.

"Tell me what you are."

His voice was smooth, even, but there was an edge beneath it—an unspoken warning.

She glared up at him, refusing to answer.

Dominic exhaled sharply. "We already know, Allison. But I want to hear you say it."

She forced herself to stay still, though her entire body was screaming at her to run. "I don’t know what you’re talking about."

Zane let out a low chuckle from his spot by the fireplace, his golden eyes gleaming with dark amusement. "Oh, sweetheart," he murmured. "You are a terrible liar."

Jaxon’s fingers tightened slightly, not enough to hurt, just enough to remind her that resistance was futile.

"You’ve been hiding for a long time," Dominic mused, stepping closer, his sharp gaze studying every inch of her. "No pack, no scent markings. That should’ve been impossible for an Omega."

Her blood ran cold.

Jaxon’s thumb traced along her jaw in a touch so deceptively gentle that it sent a shudder through her. "The question is, how?"

Allie swallowed hard, willing her pulse to slow. She couldn’t tell them. No one could know. If they found out—if they realized what she truly was—she would never escape.

Zane pushed off the wall, strolling toward them, his smirk widening. "She’s special, isn’t she?" He shot a glance at Dominic. "You feel it too, don’t you?"

Dominic’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t deny it.

Jaxon’s silver eyes burned into hers. "Your scent is different. It’s faint, but it’s there. More powerful than any Omega
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