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Prologue

The forest had been whispering warnings for miles, but Avery ignored them.

She was already off the marked trail, boots soaked from the marshy ground, her flashlight flickering against the early dusk. The mountains loomed dark above her, thick with pine, too quiet for comfort. She’d just wanted a photo from the ridge. She hadn’t meant to climb the wrong hill. She definitely hadn’t meant to stumble straight into territory marked by clawed-up trees and bones.

And she absolutely hadn’t meant to run smack into a patrol.

She was tackled before she saw them, her scream silenced under the rough, earthy hand that clamped over her mouth. Two more shadows appeared out of the trees — massive, broad-shouldered, shirtless despite the cold, with eyes that glowed faint gold in the growing dark.

“Found something,” the one pinning her down growled.

“No shit. She’s human.”

“And bleeding. Stupid girl cut herself on the boundary stones.”

The one holding her rolled her over. Her flashlight was gone. Her wrists were bound behind her with something rough and resin-scented—twine or bark rope.

Avery blinked up at them in the dim light. “What—what are you doing?”

“She crossed the line.”

“We bring her to the Alphas. They’ll want to see this.”

“Now.”

The interior of the pack lodge was built from black stone and thick timber. The fire at the center threw off low, hot heat and cast the whole circular room in flickering gold. Thick rugs covered the floor. Carved antlers framed the door.

She was marched in, dirty, disheveled, and furious—until she saw them.

Three men rose from their chairs around the fire.

Each one was dangerous in a different way.

The one in the center had dark eyes and broader shoulders than any man she’d ever seen. His hair was tousled like he’d just rolled out of a fight. He stepped forward first.

The second was taller and leaner, with sharp cheekbones, calculating eyes, and a slow, amused smile as he looked her over like he was reading her soul.

The third stayed in the shadows at first, lounging like a lazy predator, one brow cocked, his voice rough and low. “She’s the one?”

“I smelled it,” the first Alpha said, stepping close. “She’s ours.”

Ours?

Avery backed up a step. “Okay, this is a mistake—”

The tall one chuckled. “No mistake, little human. You trespassed onto claimed land.”

“I didn’t know! I was just hiking—”

“But your scent is… fate,” the third said, finally stepping forward. His eyes gleamed silver. “We’ve waited a long time.”

The first Alpha was right in front of her now. He raised a hand and brushed the pad of his thumb against her jaw. She shivered.

“You feel it too, don’t you?”

God help her. She did.

Her pulse throbbed in her throat. The air between them was thick—humid, electric, primal. Every inch of her felt hot, tight, aware.

“You’re not going anywhere,” the second murmured.

The third leaned in, his lips almost brushing her ear. “Welcome home, mate.”


Chapter 1

The room they brought her to smelled like cedar and smoke.

Massive furs were layered across the floor, pillows scattered around a low bed made of dark, weathered wood. One wall was stone, still warm from the fire roaring in a hearth. There were no windows—only torchlight and shadow. And them.

She stood in the center, breath quick, wrists still bound behind her back, heart racing like a rabbit’s. The door shut behind her with a soft thud. Her eyes darted between the three Alphas—so close now she could feel the heat radiating off them.

The dark-eyed one—Kael, she heard one of the others murmur—stepped in first.

He cupped her face with one calloused hand, his thumb brushing her cheek again, slower this time. “Still scared?” he asked, his voice low, hoarse with restraint.

She swallowed. “Should I be?”

That made him smile—feral and soft all at once. “Only if you try to run. But you won’t.”

Then he kissed her.

Not soft. Not hesitant. His mouth crushed hers in a claiming that made her knees wobble. His hand slid into her hair, holding her to him as his tongue swept in, deep and rough. Her arms strained behind her, but she didn’t pull away.

She whimpered.

When he finally pulled back, her lips were parted, breath catching. Kael’s gaze was molten as he stared down at her. “That’s how you taste,” he murmured, voice gone darker. “Like fuckin’ sin.”

The second Alpha, lean and sharp, came next. He circled her like a wolf might—slow, precise, lips curled in a knowing smile. Ruvan, he’d been called.

He brushed Kael aside with a muttered, “Greedy bastard.”

Then he bent down, brushed her hair off her shoulder, and kissed the side of her neck.

His lips were soft. His tongue followed the kiss. Then teeth.

Avery gasped, back arching involuntarily.

“Sensitive,” Ruvan murmured, amused. “I like that.”

He kissed lower—collarbone, then just above her breast, through the thin fabric of her shirt. She felt the brush of his breath through the fabric. Her nipples tightened.

Then he stood, tilting her chin toward him.

“Open your mouth,” he said, calm as a command.

She did.

He kissed her with maddening slowness. Tongue teasing. Lips lingering. One hand cradled her jaw. The other slid over her hip, then behind her, stroking the curve of her ass through her jeans with proprietary hunger.

When he pulled back, he said simply, “She’s mine.”

“You’ll share,” the third one growled.

Theron. The one with silver eyes. He hadn’t touched her yet—but his stare had been undressing her since they’d entered the room.

Now he moved. One step. Two.

She froze as he came in front of her, taller than the others, eyes heavy-lidded, body loose and dangerous. He lifted a hand and unhooked the twine binding her wrists. It fell to the ground.

“You don’t need that anymore,” he said. “You won’t run. You’re too wet to run.”

Her cheeks flamed—but her thighs pressed together.

He slid a hand into her hair and tilted her head up. His kiss was different—deep but slow, possessive but gentle. His tongue swept her mouth with reverence. His other hand slid down her back, then under the hem of her shirt.

“You’re burning,” he murmured.

Then he pulled back and whispered to the others: “Undress her.”

Kael was already pulling off her shirt. Ruvan undid the button on her jeans. Together, they peeled her out of her clothes while Theron watched, breathing harder now, his eyes never leaving hers.

Soon she was bare.

Her skin prickled under their gaze.

Kael’s hand slid up her stomach, over her ribs, cupping her breast. His thumb teased her nipple until it stiffened under his touch.

Ruvan came from behind, hands on her hips, then sliding up her sides and under her arms to palm both breasts, pulling her against his chest. His teeth nipped her earlobe.

Theron moved closer, fingers brushing the inside of her thighs, slow, slow, until she gasped.

“You’re going to be marked,” he said. “One at a time. All over.”

His fingers slid higher.

Her skin was fire.

Three sets of hands were on her—rough palms, calloused fingers, the drag of knuckles across sensitive places no one had touched before. They surrounded her like a storm: heat, breath, pressure, all moving in rhythm without a word spoken.

Kael took her mouth again, this time deeper, slower, one hand buried in her hair, the other still kneading her breast. His thumb circled her nipple with lazy intent, teasing it until it ached. His kiss told her everything—his hunger, his possession, the unspoken promise: mine.

Behind her, Ruvan dropped to his knees.

She gasped as his hands pushed her thighs apart, forcing her stance wider. He kissed the backs of her knees first. Then the inside of her thighs. Each kiss closer, warmer, wetter.

She whimpered. Her fingers dug into Kael’s shoulders for balance.

Theron hadn’t moved yet.

He stood to the side, arms folded, watching her with those strange silver eyes. Studying her like a creature unfolding. His jaw was clenched tight. She could feel his restraint.

“You want her too,” Kael said without looking at him.

“She’s not ready for all of us,” Theron said. But his voice cracked a little. He was lying.

Ruvan bit the soft flesh at the top of her thigh, then soothed it with his tongue. She cried out and tried to twist away, but Kael held her steady.

“She’s shaking,” Ruvan murmured, mouth brushing her folds now. “She’s soaking.”

“She wants this,” Kael said, kissing her throat. “She just doesn’t know how much yet.”

Ruvan’s tongue dragged up her slit—slow, deliberate.

Avery cried out.

Kael swallowed her moan with a kiss. Theron cursed low under his breath.

Ruvan licked again. And again. Slow, circular, patient. His fingers dug into the backs of her thighs, holding her wide open for him. He made a low sound—pleasure or approval, she didn’t know—but he didn’t stop.

Kael’s lips moved down—jaw, neck, collarbone. He sucked gently just below her throat until the skin darkened.

“She needs our marks,” he growled.

Theron finally moved. He stepped behind her, hands landing on her hips. He pressed his chest to her back and bent to speak into her ear.

“Let go,” he whispered. “Let us take you apart.”

Then he kissed her neck—no teasing, just mouth, heat, and teeth. Her whole body jerked.

Kael moved to the other side of her neck. He bit down softly, tongue following.

She was wrapped between them. Ruvan’s mouth on her core, Kael and Theron each tasting her skin, their hands moving in tandem now—stroking, massaging, exploring.

Her head fell back.

Kael caught it in one hand. “Stay with us, pretty girl,” he whispered.

Theron’s hand slid around her front, fingers dancing over her clit as Ruvan tongued her deeper.

She screamed.

The sound echoed in the chamber—raw and unfiltered. Her legs trembled. Her hands clawed at Kael’s back.

They didn’t stop.

They worked her in tandem—mouth, tongue, fingers, lips—until her body went taut, then molten. Her breath shattered. Her thighs clamped.

“Now,” Ruvan murmured, pulling back just far enough to speak.

Kael nodded. Theron stepped away and caught her before she fell.

She sagged in his arms, dazed.

Kael leaned in, breath hot against her lips. “That was just the beginning.”


Chapter 2

Avery didn’t feel her feet leave the ground.

Theron lifted her like she weighed nothing, cradling her against his bare chest as Kael and Ruvan moved ahead, tossing aside pillows and dragging the fur throw down across the low bed.

She blinked, dazed and throbbing, still slick between her thighs, still feeling Ruvan’s tongue, Kael’s bite, Theron’s whisper in her ear. Her whole body was humming.

Theron laid her down gently in the center of the bed.

Then they surrounded her again—wolves circling the meat.

Kael crawled up beside her head, eyes dark with intent. He stroked her cheek once with the back of his knuckles, then fisted his cock in one hand.

“Open that pretty mouth,” he said, voice hoarse.

She did.

He slid in—slowly at first, thick and hot, filling her mouth until her lips stretched wide. His breath caught. “Fuck. That mouth.”

Ruvan was already between her thighs.

He pushed them apart and dipped his head low again, this time rougher, hungrier. His mouth latched onto her clit, tongue flicking fast. She moaned around Kael’s cock. Her hips jerked.

Then Theron moved behind her.

She felt his hands on her ass, kneading the flesh, spreading her wider. His mouth came down, tongue hot and wet and shocking as it licked a stripe up the cleft.

She choked on Kael’s cock.

“Oh,” she gasped when he pulled back enough to let her breathe.

Kael grinned. “Too much?”

But she didn’t stop. She took him again, deeper.

Theron groaned behind her. “She’s fucking perfect back here.”

His tongue circled her rim, slow and slick, while Ruvan’s mouth worked her from the front, his fingers sliding in deep now, curling.

She writhed—helpless.

Pinned by mouths, hands, bodies. Every inch of her touched, filled, stretched. Kael’s cock stroked her throat, Ruvan’s tongue devoured her pussy, and Theron’s mouth teased her ass with maddening precision.

She couldn’t think.

She couldn’t breathe except through Kael’s cock.

She couldn’t beg even though she wanted to—wanted to scream for more, for everything, for them to break her open and never stop.

Kael hissed, pulling out just long enough to murmur, “You’re gonna swallow me down, sweetheart. Take all of me. Every drop.”

Theron growled low and bit her ass.

Ruvan slid a second finger in, and her back arched so hard she nearly lifted off the bed.

Kael gripped her hair and fed himself into her mouth again, slow and steady.

Theron’s hand slipped under her hips, fingers rubbing her clit as his tongue circled lower. She screamed—muffled, wild, trembling.

“Let go again,” Ruvan ordered, voice muffled in her heat. “Now.”

And she did.

Her whole body clenched—pussy spasming around Ruvan’s fingers, throat tightening around Kael’s cock, ass bucking into Theron’s mouth.

They didn’t stop.

They worked her through it—milking every second, groaning over her body like she was theirs to worship, to ruin, to make come again and again until she forgot her own name.

Avery collapsed back into the furs, trembling.

Kael leaned over her, lips swollen from kissing, eyes black with hunger. He gripped the backs of her thighs and pushed them up, folding her open. Her knees bent back to her chest, her slick center exposed to the heat of his stare.

“She’s ready,” he growled. “She’s soaked for it.”

Theron and Ruvan flanked her, one on each side. Ruvan stroked her hair back, then leaned down and kissed her mouth—slow and warm, tongue sliding against hers as Kael lined himself up between her legs.

Theron’s hand gripped hers, lacing their fingers tight.

“You’re about to be fucked,” he said, his voice a whisper in her ear. “Really fucked. You don’t get to take this back.”

She looked up at Kael.

And nodded.

He pushed in.

The stretch made her cry out—part pain, part pleasure, all too much. He didn’t stop. Inch by inch, he filled her, thick and unrelenting, until his hips pressed flush to hers and her cunt was clenched tight around him.

Kael’s mouth fell open. “Fuck. Tight little thing.”

She moaned, head dropping back.

Ruvan kissed her throat. “Let him in, sweetheart. Take him.”

Kael started to move.

Slow, hard strokes—his hips snapping forward with brutal precision, pulling out just enough before slamming back in, deeper each time. Her body rocked with the force of it.

Ruvan sucked a nipple into his mouth.

Theron bit the shell of her ear.

Kael fucked her like he meant to brand her from the inside—like every thrust was a claim. His hands gripped her hips, lifting her off the bed, angling her just right so he hit that spot again and again.

“You feel that?” he panted. “That’s your mate inside you.”

Her eyes rolled back.

Ruvan reached down and rubbed her clit, circling fast, wet little flicks that had her writhing under Kael’s thrusts. Her cries turned into sobs. Theron kissed her jaw, then whispered:

“You’re gonna come on his cock. You’re gonna soak him, make a fucking mess.”

Kael groaned. “Say it. Say you’re ours.”

She tried.

But her body gave out first.

She came—hard, pulsing around Kael’s cock, thighs shaking, hips bucking as her orgasm tore through her. Kael roared, thrust once more, then spilled inside her with a growl that vibrated through the bed.

He didn’t move for a second.

Then he pulled out—slow, panting, wet.

His come dripped out of her onto the furs.

Theron stared down at it. “My turn.”

Kael eased away, breath ragged, sweat shining on his chest. His seed still leaked from her, painting the insides of her thighs as he knelt back to watch.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Look at her. Ruined already.”

But Theron was already reaching for her.

He caught her by the waist and pulled her up with effortless strength, dragging her over his lap. His cock was thick and hard beneath her, pulsing against her folds as he seated her across his thighs. She tried to shift—her legs trembling, too sensitive—but his hands clamped down.

“Stay right there,” he growled. “You’re not moving. Not until I say.”

He gripped her hips and guided her over him, letting the head of his cock drag up through her wetness. She gasped.

“You think you’re in control like this?” he said, smirking up at her. “You’re just furniture, sweetheart. A place to sit my cock.”

And then—he pulled her down.

Slow and punishing, inch by inch, until he was fully inside her. She cried out, thighs trembling around his legs. Her hands landed on his chest for balance.

Theron leaned up, bit her nipple. “You’re gonna sit there and take it. All of it.”

She whimpered as he shifted under her—hips driving up once, sharply, making her jolt.

Ruvan moved behind her. He pressed against her back and wrapped an arm around her torso, mouth brushing her ear.

“You think we’ll stop just because you’re shaking?” he whispered. “You’re our fucktoy now. Get used to it.”

Kael sat on the edge of the bed, watching, stroking himself lazily.

“Ride his cock, baby. Let him stretch your greedy little hole. He waited the longest—he’s earned it.”

“I—” she tried, but Theron thrust up again, hard.

Her words collapsed into a moan.

Theron’s hands locked tight around her hips, holding her still as he thrust up into her with brutal precision—using her weight, her softness, her body exactly how he wanted. She bounced in his lap, helpless to resist the rhythm he set.

Ruvan slid a hand between her cheeks, fingers smearing Kael’s come across her hole, teasing the slick mess.

“She’s dripping,” Ruvan muttered. “Fucking bred already.”

Theron’s jaw was clenched, breath harsh against her neck. “She wants more. Don’t you, mate? You want to be filled again?”

She could barely nod.

Kael groaned. “Pretty little fuckdoll. Look at her. Can’t even think.”

Ruvan reached around and rubbed her clit again—fast and filthy.

Theron growled, cock twitching inside her. “Come on my cock. Now.”

And her body obeyed.

She came again, back arched, eyes squeezed shut, thighs clenching around Theron’s hips as he fucked her through it—deep and ruthless, using her tight, spasming cunt until he gave a broken sound and spilled inside her.

Hot.

Heavy.

Claiming.

Avery collapsed against Theron’s chest, boneless and soaked with sweat and seed. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her thighs twitching from the aftershocks still rippling through her.

Theron stroked her back once—almost gently—then eased her off his lap, laying her down on her stomach across the soft, damp furs.

She barely had time to moan before rough hands grabbed her hips.

Ruvan.

He yanked her up onto her knees, leaving her chest pressed to the bed, her ass in the air. Her arms stretched out in front of her, shaking.

“Pretty little hole’s still open,” he muttered, spreading her cheeks wider. “Kael and Theron fucked you raw.”

Then he slapped her.

Right on the ass.

She cried out, legs kicking, but he gripped her tighter and did it again—another sharp smack that made her clench around nothing.

Theron growled low behind them. “She likes it. Look at her leaking for you.”

Kael knelt in front of her, stroking her hair back from her flushed face. “You gonna take another cock, sweetheart?”

She whimpered.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Ruvan said, lining himself up. His cock pressed against her entrance—hot and hard—and without waiting, he slammed in.

Deep. Hard. All the way.

She screamed into the bed.

Ruvan grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. “You’re not hiding your sounds. Let them hear you.”

Then he fucked her.

Not slow. Not careful.

He pounded into her with feral precision—hips snapping, balls slapping wetly against her as he drove deeper with each thrust. His grip in her hair tightened. One hand slid under her to squeeze her breast, pinching her nipple until she arched up.

Kael kissed her open mouth, tongue stroking hers.

“She’s squeezing you like a vice,” Theron muttered, watching. “She loves getting ruined.”

“Say it,” Ruvan demanded, panting. “Say you love it.”

“I—I—fuck—yes—!”

He slammed harder.

Kael grinned. “Good girl.”

Ruvan’s pace turned punishing. Her body rocked with every thrust. She was drooling, moaning, her mind gone fuzzy with the stretch, the pressure, the endless need.

“You’re gonna come again,” Ruvan growled.

She shook her head, delirious. “I can’t—can’t—”

“You will.”

His hand dropped between her legs, fingers pressing hard on her swollen clit, rubbing mercilessly.

The orgasm hit like a blow.

Her whole body locked up, vision white, scream echoing off the stone walls as she pulsed around him. Ruvan snarled, hips jerking, cock throbbing as he spilled deep inside her.

He didn’t pull out right away.

He stayed pressed deep, hand gripping her ass tight, cock twitching inside her as she sagged, barely breathing.

“Mine now,” he said, soft but brutal.


Chapter 3

She must have blacked out.

The room was quiet, the fire down to embers. Her body was heavy, boneless, stretched across the furs like an offering already taken. Every inch of her ached—thighs sore, lips swollen, throat raw from moaning.

She wasn’t alone.

She blinked slowly, then gasped.

Kael was in front of her—his cock already pushing past her lips, one hand fisted in her hair, guiding her down his shaft. She hadn’t even fully opened her eyes, and he was already inside her mouth.

Behind her, someone else—Ruvan—was between her legs again, already seated inside her pussy, slow deep thrusts working slick heat through her sore walls.

And above him—Theron.

She could feel him pressing to her ass, the thick head of his cock stretching her already sensitive rim, slow and steady, easing his way in with the same patience he’d abandoned hours ago.

All three of them.

Inside her.

At once.

She choked on Kael’s cock as her body spasmed—still trying to adjust, still not ready.

Kael pulled back just a little. “Easy, baby. You’re waking up with us.”

Ruvan bit her shoulder, groaning. “She’s tighter in her sleep. Fuck.”

Theron didn’t speak. He just pushed deeper, sliding in until his hips were flush with her ass, her body stretched full.

She was shaking—sweat slicking her skin, breath ragged around Kael’s cock.

“Can’t—too much—”

Kael smiled, dark and wicked. “You say that every time. But your cunt’s swallowing him.”

Ruvan’s hands tightened on her hips. He pulled back, then shoved forward, slow and grinding, rocking her into Theron.

Theron growled low. “She feels us now. All of us.”

Kael held her head and began to move, shallow strokes at first, letting her feel the weight and heat of his cock against her tongue. Her throat fluttered around him, helpless.

She was filled everywhere.

Used.

Owned.

Her sounds were muffled, her body caught in the rhythm they set—Ruvan thrusting slow and deep, Theron driving in behind him, Kael sliding in and out of her mouth like she belonged to it.

And she did.

Her mind blanked, reduced to sensation—heat, pressure, fullness, wetness. Her body trembled from the unbearable stretch, the delicious friction of cocks rubbing through her from both ends.

Theron picked up the pace first—brutal thrusts that made her whimper.

Ruvan followed, fucking her harder, deeper, until she was jerking between them.

Kael grunted. “Open wider, baby. Don’t you dare close that throat.”

She obeyed, tears sliding down her cheeks as she moaned around him.

Theron snarled. “Gonna fill this ass. Stuff her like she was made for it.”

Ruvan’s thrusts turned ragged. “Gonna come with you.”

Kael held her head steady. “Swallow it.”

She shattered.

Her orgasm hit without warning—tight, pulsing, milking them from all sides.

Theron cursed and slammed in deep, cock twitching as he filled her ass.

Ruvan groaned and pumped his load into her cunt, his thrusts shallow and shivering.

Kael pulled her down his shaft one last time—then held her there as he came down her throat, hot and thick, groaning her name.

They didn’t let go.

Not for a long time.

They stayed buried inside her—softening slowly—bodies tangled, sweat-slicked, breathing hard against her skin.

Her eyes fluttered closed again.

And this time, she knew she’d wake to the same.
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