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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen and consenting adults. This book includes content that may be offensive to some, including breeding kink, pregnancy kink, a large age gap, an abuse stepdad, scenes of killing/action/violence in a military context, daddy kink, pregnant sex, calling her ‘babygirl’, pregnancy, knotting, omega heats, double penetration, unprotected sex, imprisonment, and corny/instalove romance.

The author does not endorse the characters’ beliefs or actions. Reader discretion is advised.


ONE


Valaya

They paint me up like a porcelain doll meant for a collector’s shelf, not a living, breathing omega with a soul and a heartbeat that gallops in fear.

The brush strokes are cold. Swift. Impersonal.

A maid dabs rouge onto the apples of my cheeks, her touch feather-light, as though afraid I’ll break beneath her fingers. Another winds my hair into an intricate knot of shining, honey-gold coils, threading in tiny pearls like I’m some ceremonial gift being offered to the gods—or to the devil.

"I don’t want to do this," I whisper, staring at the mirror as if it could answer me. "Please, I—I can't be his."

One of the maids, older than the others, glances around cautiously. Her voice is low and trembling when she speaks. “You don’t have a choice, miss.”

The younger one hesitates. Her fingers still in my hair. "He's… he's cruel. The alpha your stepfather chose for you. Theron of the Frostfang Hold."

My heart clenches.

I’ve heard the name in whispers.

“He’s the one whose wife died, right?” I ask, my voice barely audible. “The one who⁠—”

“She didn’t die,” the older maid interrupts, her eyes sharp with something like fear. “She was found in the snow. Face down. Barefoot. Like she was running from something.”

“Because she couldn’t give him pups,” the younger maid murmurs. “They say he snapped. An omega’s worth is… well…”

I flinch, blinking back tears.

I’m twenty-four. I’ve never been kissed. Never been held by someone who wanted me for anything other than my pedigree and potential fertility.

My mother died when I was seventeen—an accident, they said. But I knew better. She was the only one standing between me and my stepfather’s schemes. The moment her ashes cooled, he set his claws into me, weaving lies and legal binds around her company like a spider spinning a sticky web.

He wanted it all—her fortune, her legacy.

And now, me.

The final asset.

“I don’t want to bear his pups,” I say, my voice cracking. “I want—” My hands curl into the velvet of my dress. “I want a pack. Real alphas. Ones who’ll hold me at night. Protect me. Love me. I want to nest in a home filled with warmth. I want to be theirs.”

The younger maid's eyes shimmer. “Then run.”

I look at her, startled.

“When the guards switch posts after dinner,” she whispers, checking the window. “I’ll spill wine on one. You’ll have a three-minute gap. The west window opens. Take the servants’ trail through the back. It leads down the mountain.”

The older maid gasps. “Mira!”

But the younger shakes her head. “She deserves a chance.”

I nod, mouth dry. “Thank you.”

When I rise, they help me. They know how little time we’ll have. I stash a thin cloak beneath my finery, fold it tight.

The moment I step into the hall, I gag.

The air is thick with alpha stench—my stepfather’s bitter, cloying dominance, mixed with something colder. Sharper. The scent of the man I’m meant to submit to.

Omegas are supposed to bow to an alpha's presence. To feel their knees go soft, their instincts singing with the desire to obey, to belong. To breed.

But his scent curls in my nose like rot.

There is no pull. No sweetness. No desire.

He smells like death in iron armor.

And I know—I know—if I stay, I’ll die.

So I run.

When the maid gives me the signal, I slip from my chamber, heart slamming in my ribs. I throw open the west window and climb out, dress catching on the stone, snagging until I’m forced to tear it.

Then I’m in the snow.

White. Cold. Endless.

The mountains are silent except for the howling wind and the crunch of my boots as I flee into the pines.

Behind me, bells ring.

Hounds bay.

Men shout.

They're coming.

My lungs burn. My legs freeze. Thorns catch my arms, slicing ribbons into my skin. A branch catches my hair. I don’t stop. I can’t stop.

I trip—fall to my knees.

The air is ice in my throat.

I’m going to die out here.

Snow bites at my calves as I stumble forward through the pines, lungs clawing for air. The hem of my gown is shredded, snagged on sharp branches and icy rocks. Velvet turns to rags as brambles tug at the delicate fabric, ripping open my skin. The wind howls, wild and merciless, as if the mountain itself is mourning me.

"VALAYA!"

My stepfather’s voice tears through the forest behind me like a whip. “You ungrateful little omega! Come back now!”

His alpha scent crashes over me in thick, aggressive waves—burnt leather, sour whiskey, and dominance. My nostrils sting. It’s a stench I’ve been forced to breathe for years. Now, he’s flooding the forest with it, trying to force my compliance.

I stumble, knees nearly buckling as the primal part of me quivers beneath the weight of his command. My body trembles—not from the cold, but from the unnatural pull, the suffocating instinct to drop to my knees.

But I won’t.

I won’t be sold.

I pinch my nose hard, tears slipping past my lashes as I force my body forward, pushing past the chemical fog of his control. The snow soaks through my slippers. My thighs ache. Each breath is a blade in my chest.

Another shout—closer this time.

“She went this way!”

“She’s bleeding—there’s blood!”

The moonlight glints off the crimson smears left in my wake. I look down and see it, vivid against the white: blood, slick and fresh, trailing from the gash in my leg. I trip again, crashing onto my hands and knees. The snow soaks into my torn dress. I want to scream. I want to rest.

But I can’t.

He’ll find me.

And then—he’ll kill me, too.

I grit my teeth, pushing myself up. My legs shake. I sob once, quietly, into the freezing night air and start forward again, half-running, half-limping deeper into the woods. Branches snap behind me.

Then—

A shout. Too close.

“I see her!”

A torch swings wide, orange firelight casting long, cruel shadows across the snow.

And just as I whip my head around, heart slamming⁠—

A hand shoots out of the darkness and yanks me backward.

I barely manage a gasp before I’m hauled behind the thick trunk of a pine. A strong arm wraps around my waist, holding me tight against a body—warm, solid, still.

I freeze.

The forest goes silent.

I press my face to the wool of a thick military coat, my breath shallow.

And then⁠—

His scent.

My world tilts.

Unlike the others, it doesn’t burn or command. It cradles. Smells of smoke and pine, steel and cinnamon. Strength without cruelty. Power without poison. It seeps into my bones, warm and grounding, like the first fire after a storm. Every nerve in my body relaxes, drawn to him like a moth to flame.

I turn my head just slightly to see him.

And—

He is beautiful.

Dark hair, thick and tousled. A jaw sharp enough to cut. His skin is sun-warmed bronze despite the cold, and his eyes—black as obsidian—are watchful, intense, and impossibly calm. Tattoos snake up one side of his neck and vanish beneath the collar of his tactical vest. He looks like war incarnate. Like no one could ever break him.

Yet I don’t feel afraid.

I feel safe.

His arm flexes subtly around my waist, protective. His thumb circles the flesh of my generous hips, relaxing me.

“Shh,” he murmurs against my ear, low and rough. “You’re alright now, omega.”

I don’t know why, but I believe him.

With his huge palm, he cups the back of my head. His fingers, strong and lethal, stroke my scalp with loving tenderness. My muscles relax, melting into his safe touch, clinging to the scraps of affection he’s feeding me. My core contracts with heat and longing when he removes the pins the maids put in my hair to hold my updo in place. My hair falls loose in golden waves around my face, tickling my jaw.

Relief floods my senses. Is this how it feels to be held and cherished by an alpha?

My cells are bursting with joy and I take big gulps of air, desperate for a hit of his alpha pheromones. They warm up my lungs from the inside, filling me with hope and desire.

Despite the cold, my pussy throbs with fiery heat. My clit is plump and swollen from being so close to a hot-blooded male alpha. It begs for his touch, for the friction of his fingertips sliding against my folds.

When he moves me and my underwear scrapes against my clit, a jolt of electricity courses up my spine.

The mysterious alpha solider reaches into his belt and tosses something—a flash flare.

It clatters to the right, then ignites in a small, fiery burst. The men behind us shout and charge toward it.

The alpha tilts his head, listening.

Once it’s quiet again, he shifts me to face him and studies my face.

“You’re bleeding,” he says, voice gruff. “Your leg. Your arm too.” His eyes flicker over me. “How long have you been running?”

I try to speak. My voice cracks.

“I—I don’t know,” I whisper. “Since I left the manor. He… my stepfather is trying to sell me. I had no one—only the maid helped me—please—don’t take me back.”

His brows knit. Something tightens in his jaw.

“You’ll freeze out here,” he mutters. “Frostbite won’t wait for dawn.”

His gloved hand brushes against the raw skin of my forearm, and the contact jolts through me like a spark. My breath hitches. His touch is firm but gentle, scanning me for further injuries.

The marks on my legs make him curse under his breath.

“I’ve got two men with me,” he says. “Good men. One’s a medic. We’ll get you stitched up. Warmed up. Fed.”

I tremble. “Why are you helping me?”

He meets my eyes—sharp, dark, searching.

“Because I smelled you,” he says. “And I knew.”

“Knew what?” I breathe.

“That you don’t belong to any of them.”

And then, before I can speak again, he bends down, wraps an arm under my thighs, and lifts me as though I weigh nothing.

“Wait—” I squeak.

But he just huffs. “You’re shaking like a leaf, omega. You’re mine now.”

With that, he tosses me over his shoulder. The world tilts as he strides through the snow, his body solid beneath me, the heat of him seeping through every inch of me. My hands clutch the back of his vest, desperate for the contact.

And for the first time in years, I don’t feel trapped.

I feel held.

And for the first time in my life… I think I might be free.

The motion of his body is smooth and deliberate, each long stride rocking me gently against the broad plane of his back. His palm, large and rough, is braced beneath the curve of my ass, firm and unbothered, but the contact ignites something shamefully needy in me.

Heat floods my belly. I can feel the slick beginning to gather between my thighs, scenting the cold air.

This is insane.

I should be terrified. I was terrified.

But now?

Now I’m trembling for another reason entirely.

His scent wraps around me—smoke, spice, steel, and something deeper, darker. Something that makes my inner omega curl up in bliss and whisper yes, this one. My body betrays me completely, pulsing with hunger.

My breath trembles against his back. “What’s your name?” I whisper, barely trusting my voice.

“Ghost,” he answers, voice gravel-dark.

“Ghost?” I blink. “That’s not a name.”

“It’s a call sign. Real name’s Levi Shaw. Lieutenant Commander.”

I chew my lip. The name suits him—hard edges and shadows, but something real beneath. “And… what exactly do you do, Levi?”

His low chuckle rumbles against my back. “Navy SEAL. Covert ops. Extraction, surveillance, asset recovery. This mission’s black-classified, but let’s just say I wasn’t expecting to carry a pretty little omega through the damn snow tonight.”

I know I should be embarrassed by the way my scent thickens around us. He has to smell it. It’s instinctual—an omega in heat-adjacent distress, cradled in the arms of an alpha who makes every inch of her ache.

“Are you… not affected by me?” I murmur, voice husky. “My scent?”

He huffs a breath. “We’re trained to withstand omega pheromones. Desensitization protocols, weekly injections, meditative control exercises. Otherwise, we’d never get a job done in high-risk zones.”

My stomach sinks, strangely disappointed.

“But,” he adds after a beat, voice dipping into something feral and low, “those suppressions don’t last forever. Especially not when an omega smells like you.”

My breath catches.

His palm shifts slightly, fingers spreading over my ass for the briefest moment—whether for balance or something else, I don’t know—but the contact makes me squirm in his hold.

“Ghost…” I whisper.

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“Doesn’t your shoulder hurt from carrying me this long?”

He grunts. “Alphas are built to carry and protect. Besides, you barely weigh a thing. Like carrying a sack of snowflakes. A soft, warm sack.”

I let out a breathy laugh in spite of myself. “You know, that’s almost a compliment.”

He smirks over his shoulder. “I’m full of surprises.”

Snow crunches beneath his boots as we descend deeper into the woods, past thick pines dusted in frost. The mountain is quiet except for the rhythmic thump of his boots and the distant howl of wind across the ridges.

Then, up ahead—a flicker of firelight.

A clearing opens, revealing a weathered cabin nestled into the side of the slope. Smoke curls from a chimney. A fire crackles outside in a stone pit. Two men stand nearby, rifles slung over their backs.

My breath stutters.

They’re both devastating.

One is taller than Ghost, if that’s even possible, built like a war god—broad chest wrapped in thermal black, sleeves pushed up to reveal forearms dusted in golden hair. His skin is sun-kissed, jaw rough with stubble, and his eyes—a sharp, cutting blue—scan me the second we arrive. There’s something icy and commanding in his gaze. Unrelenting.

The other is leaner, but no less strong. He has tousled dark brown hair that curls at his ears, warm brown skin and soft, intelligent eyes behind wire-frame glasses that somehow don’t dull his masculine allure. His hands are deft, careful, already reaching for a medical pack.

Their scents hit me next—distinct but just as potent as Ghost’s. The tall blond one smells like cedar smoke, winter wind, and dominance. The other is warmth and leather, antiseptic and earth.

And all of them smell like home.

My body clenches. My mind spins wildly into a fantasy I don’t dare entertain—a life here, in this mountain, wrapped in furs and strong arms, cared for by three alphas who look at me like I’m theirs.

But surely they won’t want me. Not really. Not when they realize what trouble I bring.

I look to Ghost as he sets me gently on my feet, arms lingering to steady me. “Who are they?” I ask softly.

He glances between his men. “The giant who’s glaring is our commander—Captain Elias Vance. Don’t take it personally. He growls at everyone. Spent two tours undercover in feral zones. Doesn’t trust easy. He’ll probably try to toss you out tomorrow if he thinks you’re a security threat.”

My stomach sinks.

Ghost smirks slightly. “Don’t worry. I’ll talk him down.”

“And the other?” I ask, glancing toward the medic.

“That’s Theo Morales. Corpsman. Best field medic I’ve ever met. Heart too damn big for this job. He’ll probably cry if you bleed too hard.”

Theo kneels beside me, already setting out supplies. He gives me a soft smile, eyes gentle as he speaks. “Don’t worry, omega. I’ve got you.”

That word again—omega. It sounds different coming from them.

Not a label. A promise.

I feel their eyes on me. All three. The moment my scent hits them fully, the air changes—tightens.

Possession. Hunger. Need.

Their bodies go still. Instinct flares like lightning.

I clutch Ghost’s jacket, breath shallow.

He leans close, voice brushing my ear. “You alright?”

I nod.

But my heart is screaming.

Because I already know—I’m not walking away from these men.

Not now.

Not ever.


TWO


Theo

Snow crunches beneath Levi’s boots as he strides toward the firepit, a bundle of something wrapped in his arms—no, not something.

Someone.

My jaw tenses the moment I see the omega.

Petite, curvy, wrapped in Levi’s oversized coat, her body trembling from cold and exhaustion. She clings to him like he’s her last thread of safety. Big brown eyes peer over his arm, lashes caked in frost, cheeks flushed from the cold. Her scent hits me a second later, thick and sweet like honey and wildflowers. It curls through the air and punches me right in the gut.

Fuck.

I know that scent.

Fertile. Frightened. Untouched.

My instincts rise so fast it makes my chest ache.

Levi was supposed to be practicing his terrain recon—sharpening his skills before we rotate watch. Not dragging a scent-dazed omega back to our temporary base like a goddamn rescue mission.

I step forward, voice low but edged. “Ghost, what the hell happened to ‘a quick walk to test movement patterns’?”

Levi doesn’t blink. “She was being hunted.”

“She’s an omega,” I say, stepping closer, my gaze flicking over her. My heart thuds hard in my chest as I see the torn silk gown—forest bramble catching on the hem, her legs scratched and bloodied. “Her scent could bring a whole fucking pack down on us.”

“Her stepfather sent men after her,” Levi says. “She was nearly caught. I couldn’t leave her.”

Elias emerges from the shadows behind the cabin, all tall, cold steel and shadowed dominance. His dark gaze locks on the girl in Levi’s arms. His voice cuts through the air like a blade. “Explain.”

I step back as Ghost carefully lowers her to the log bench near the fire. She winces, curling her body inward, shaking. Elias stands tall before her, arms crossed, his massive build radiating tension. He’s not a man who trusts easily. Especially not with our mission at stake.

“I—” she starts, voice soft and hoarse. “I ran away. My stepfather... he was going to sell me to an alpha. One with a reputation for hurting his omegas.”

Her eyes meet Elias’s, and the air between them tightens. A low crackle of tension sizzles in the silence.

“I didn’t want to go,” she whispers, lip trembling. “I knew I’d end up like the last one—dead.”

Elias’s jaw ticks. I know that look. He’s deciding whether she’s a threat. Whether to send her back into the snow.

Ghost cuts in. “She mentioned her stepfather—Victor Langdon.”

That gets a reaction.

Elias narrows his gaze. “Langdon.”

Our mission clicks together in my head. Surveillance. Black market arms trafficking through the snow-capped border towns. Langdon’s estate is the keystone of our investigation.

“She’s his daughter?” I ask, voice sharper now. “Shit.”

Valaya flinches. “Stepdaughter. My mother owned the company he wants. He married her for control. She died two winters ago. I think he—” She stops, voice cracking. “I think he did something to her.”

Elias mutters a curse under his breath. “If he’s looking for her, and we’re the ones who have her…”

“He’ll come here,” I finish. “And if he does, we’re fucked.”

“We can’t send her back,” Levi growls, protective instinct flaring across his face. “Not to that bastard.”

I exhale slowly, glance back at her leg. Blood stains her skin. Her lashes flutter. She's pale, her breathing shallow.

“We don’t have to decide right now,” I say. “But if we don’t clean those wounds, she’ll get frostbite. Infection. She won’t make it.”

Elias doesn’t answer right away, but I see it in his jaw. The conflict. The scent of her already messing with his control.

“Fine,” he snaps. “Clean her up. But she stays in the outer cabin until I decide what to do.”

That’s all I need.

I kneel down in the snow, slipping my gloves off, and start rummaging through my pack. Antiseptic, gauze, needle and thread. I work fast, but my hands are gentle. I always am, when I treat someone. Especially an omega.

Especially one this soft. This vulnerable.

“This might sting, darling,” I murmur, voice low, almost coaxing. “But I’ll be gentle.”

She nods, lips quivering.

I press a cloth soaked in alcohol to the first wound on her calf. She gasps, jerking instinctively.

“It’s okay,” I soothe. “You’re safe now. Just breathe. That’s it.”

Levi crouches behind her, one hand on her shoulder, steady and firm. She leans into him like a kitten curling into warmth, and I swear I see Elias’s hand clench at his side.

“She needs stitching,” I say, brushing her skirt back and inspecting the gash on her thigh. “Clean tear, but deep.”

I meet her gaze, slow and steady. “Can you sit on my lap, little one? It'll give me better access. I promise I won’t hurt you.”

She looks at me, wide-eyed, and nods. No hesitation.

Trust.

Levi helps lift her gently. She settles on my thigh, her weight delicate, the silk of her gown riding up as she straddles me. Her round ass brushes my groin, and I feel myself twitch in my pants. My alpha instincts roar, primal and sharp.

Fuck.

She’s warm and soft and her scent is soaked in heat now, blooming as her body reacts to mine.

She’s aroused.

And so am I.

I clear my throat, grit my teeth, and focus. I thread the needle, wiping the wound one more time.

Levi murmurs behind her. “You’re doing so well.”

Elias leans against a post nearby, silent, but his eyes never leave her. There’s a hunger in them he doesn’t bother hiding.

She squeezes her eyes shut as I begin to stitch, and every time the needle pierces skin, I whisper praise.

“That’s it. You’re brave, omega. Just one more.”

She trembles, but doesn’t pull away. Levi strokes her arm gently. I work quickly, every touch of her bare thigh against my lap sending sparks up my spine. Her scent wraps around us like silk, making the air thick with want.

Elias finally speaks. His voice is gravel and smoke. “She’s trouble.”

Levi meets his eyes. “Then we’re in it together.”

I finish the stitches and press gauze over the wound. “All done, sweetheart.”

Her eyes flutter open, wet and grateful. She’s still shaking. Still clinging to Levi’s coat around her shoulders.

And I already know.

We’re all going to fall for her.

Hard.
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I carry her inside the cabin, cradling her carefully, like she’s made of paper and frost.

Her skin is flushed, her lashes fluttering in exhaustion, her curvy little body limp in my arms. I stitched her up with steady hands and soft words, but now that the adrenaline’s worn off, I can feel her full weight, not just on my body—but my heart. She’s vulnerable, terrified, and very much alone. And yet she trusted me. Sat on my lap without flinching. Let me touch her without fear.

She trusted me.

“Where are you putting her?” Elias asks from behind, arms crossed like a stone sentinel.

I nudge the bedroom door open with my foot and say over my shoulder, “My bed.”

He scowls. “And where are you going to sleep?”

“I’ll take the chair. My patient needs care tonight—I’ll need to check her temperature, make sure she doesn’t spike a fever or bleed through the stitching. I’ll keep watch.”

Levi grins from the side. “I’ll help.”

“Of course you will,” Elias mutters. “You’re both acting like a couple of idiots. You forget we’re on an active mission? An omega this close? Unmated? Unsuppressed?” He rakes a hand through his dark hair and growls low. “None of us will get any damn sleep.”

I settle Valaya gently onto the mattress. She curls into the blankets immediately, like she belongs here. In my bed.

“I can take suppressants,” she whispers, voice soft and sleepy. “I don’t want to make things harder for you.”

Something tugs at my chest. Even now, she’s worried about us. She has no idea how dangerous her scent is—not because we can’t control ourselves, but because it stirs up instincts we thought we buried. She smells like soft peaches and a meadow in bloom. Like heat and home.

I reach for my bag and take out a mild suppressant. “It’ll only last a day,” I explain, holding it up for her to see. “I didn’t pack for this kind of...situation.”

“I’ll put in a supply request with command,” Elias says. “If we’re lucky, we’ll get it within the week.”

Her eyes flutter open just as I inject the suppressant into her arm. She flinches, then sighs, like she already feels relief.

Levi kneels at her side, brushing her hand with his thumb. “You okay, sweetheart?”

She smiles weakly. “Thank you for bringing me here. I feel…safe.”

My chest tightens.

“That’s probably the painkillers talking,” I say softly, perching on the edge of the bed. “And the sedatives. You’ll be drowsy for a while.”

Elias lingers in the doorway, watching like a hawk. When he sees that Valaya’s eyes are starting to close, he mutters something unintelligible and walks off.

Levi stays a few seconds longer, tucking a blanket around her. “Sleep, sweetheart,” he murmurs, brushing her hair from her face. “We’ve got you.”

He leaves too.

And then it’s just her and me.

She shifts slightly, her lashes fluttering as I reach for her hand. I cup it between both of mine. So small. So delicate. I can still feel the tremble in her fingers.

“I’m going to protect you, angel,” I say, the word slipping out naturally. “No matter what.”

Her eyes flick open again, cloudy but focused on me. “Your commander…he hates me.”

“No,” I reply, squeezing her hand. “Elias doesn’t hate you. He’s just…careful. Suspicious of anything that could compromise the mission. But he’s a good alpha. He’ll come around.”

She blinks, like she wants to believe me.

“Have you eaten?” I ask, brushing a thumb gently over the back of her hand.

She shakes her head. “Not since breakfast yesterday.”

I swear under my breath. “You’re running on fumes.”

I rise to my feet and press a kiss to her knuckles—soft, slow, like a promise. “I’ll get you something warm, angel. Sit tight.”

She smiles at the name, eyes closing again as she sinks into the pillows, her body finally starting to relax.

And I walk out of the room with my chest tight and my heart thudding, already planning her favorite meal—and wondering how the hell I’m going to survive sleeping in a chair beside her all night without falling completely in love.

The kitchen’s dim, lit only by the crackle of the fire in the common room and the soft hum of the old fridge. I run a hand over my jaw and crouch by the supply box, sorting through the pre-packed meals command sent us. Not gourmet—hell, not even good—but they’re warm, and that’s what she needs right now. Warm food. A warm bed. And someone to look after her.

I rip one of the self-heating meal packs open, press the tab, and watch the steam rise as the chemicals do their thing. Beef stew. Or something pretending to be it. Smells like spiced cardboard and regret, but it'll have to do. I toss in a protein bar and some dried fruit from my personal rations. She needs calories, strength. She’s so soft, too small for this brutal mountain. She shouldn’t be here.

When I push open my bedroom door, she’s curled beneath the thermal blanket, her face half-buried in the pillow I fluffed before I left. Her eyes blink open, heavy-lidded but clear, and they meet mine. There’s something in them—relief. Trust. It hits me square in the chest.

I sit beside her, offering the food.

"I brought food," I say gently. "Not exactly five-star, but it'll keep you upright."

She smiles sleepily, her cheeks flushed with warmth now instead of cold. "You're sweet. I like that in an alpha."

I chuckle, sitting beside her on the edge of the bed. "I'm not sweet, angel. Just trained. Now open up."

She obeys without question, letting me spoon the stew into her mouth. She chews, swallows, then opens again. Every time her lips brush the spoon, my gaze drifts there, to the softness of her mouth. Once, a bit of sauce clings to the corner and I swipe it away with my thumb.

"Good girl," I murmur, almost without thinking.

Her eyes widen a fraction. "I like when you say that," she whispers, lips parting just slightly.

I swallow thickly. "Yeah? Guess I'll have to say it more often then."

We fall into a quiet rhythm—she eats slowly, carefully, and leans into my care like a flower bending toward the sun. Between bites, she asks questions. Where I'm from. Why I joined the military. What I wanted before all this.

I tell her about growing up with six siblings in a noisy New Mexico house, about being the quiet one, the peacemaker. About joining the SEALs because I wanted to protect people. And now? Now, I just want peace. A cabin like this, maybe. A pack. A future.

Valaya listens like I'm the only voice in the world. Her big, brown eyes shimmer in the dim room, and she rests her head lightly against my shoulder. "I've never met an alpha like you," she murmurs. "So gentle. You make me feel… calm. Safe."

"That's the idea, darling," I say quietly, brushing her hair back from her cheek. "That's how it's supposed to feel. Like nothing can touch you."

She shifts, then without a word, lifts herself and settles into my lap.

I freeze. "Valaya⁠—"

"I'm not doing anything," she says softly. "I just… want to be close. It felt nice earlier. Sitting here."

She curls into me, her cheek pressing over my heart. And I let her.

My arms wrap instinctively around her, holding her snug, and for a moment, I close my eyes. The scent of her fills me—sweet, pure omega. It's an ache, the way it settles deep in my chest and stirs something primal. Something possessive.

She shifts again. Her soft thighs press against my lap—and unfortunately, my body reacts the way any healthy alpha's would.

She stills. Then, slowly, she lifts her head to glance down. A slow, teasing smile touches her lips.

"I'm making it worse, aren't I?" she whispers.

My ears burn. "You're recovering. You've been through hell. I shouldn't⁠—”

"You're not doing anything wrong." Her fingers brush my jaw. "You've done nothing but care for me. I trust you."

The words land hard and sweet, threading straight through the fortress of discipline I've built over the years. I tighten my grip on her waist and gently set her back on the bed.

"I'll stay right here," I say, adjusting the blanket over her. "But you need rest, angel. Food's in. Wounds are treated. We'll talk more tomorrow, alright?"

Her lashes flutter, and she reaches for my hand. "You're not leaving?"

"Not a chance."

And when she drifts off, still holding my fingers, I lean back in the chair beside the bed and watch over her. Her scent lingers, soft and sweet in the air, a balm against the cold and violence of the world outside.

But inside this room—inside my heart—something has begun.

Something I'm not ready to name.

But I know one thing:

She is mine to protect.


THREE


Elias

The smell of bacon isn’t strong enough to mask her.

Her scent brushes against my nostrils, sending a powerful thrill through my veins. My brain lights up like it has been dosed with cocaine. Fuck.

“Isn’t she supposed to be on suppressants?” I throw a dirty glare at Theo, who’s calmly pouring coffee into chipped ceramic mugs like we’re not about to lose our goddamn minds.

He shrugs. “I gave her the proper dose. Any more could be dangerous.”

Valaya walks—no, limps—into the kitchen, her bare feet soft on the wooden floor, her hair wild and tumbling around her shoulders. I don’t think she even realizes what she’s doing to us. Every alpha instinct I have flares as she gets closer. I rise to my feet before I can stop myself, crossing the room in three strides and lifting her off the ground.

She squeaks in surprise, hands flying to my shoulders.

“You’re supposed to be resting,” I mutter as I carry her to the table and lower her gently into one of the chairs.

“I can walk,” she says, laughing softly, like she’s amused by my possessive caveman routine.

I grunt. “You’re limping.”

She beams up at me, those big eyes so full of light it knocks something loose in my chest. “Thanks, Alpha.”

It hits harder than it should, hearing that from her mouth. My jaw ticks as I sit back down across from her, trying not to imagine her saying it in bed, whispering it against my throat, moaning it with her lips wrapped around⁠—

Focus.

“We’ll let you stay for a bit,” I say gruffly, tearing my toast in half like it personally insulted me. “But if things get dangerous, you’ll need to leave. This mission isn’t a game, and if your presence jeopardizes it⁠—”

“I understand,” she says quickly, nodding. “I don’t want to be a burden.”

“You’re not,” Theo says, his voice soft, protective, from her right side. “You’re our responsibility now.”

She glances at him and then at Levi, who’s sitting on her other side with a crooked grin on his face. I’m flanked, and I don’t like it—because it feels good. Feels like something I want. Something I’ve never let myself have.

“I could cook for you guys,” she offers brightly. “I used to cook a lot before... everything.”

“That won’t be necessary,” Theo says. “We’re here to take care of you.”

Levi smirks. “But if you want to spoil us, sweetheart, I’m not complaining.”

Her laugh bubbles out like a warm breeze. And fuck, I feel it all the way down to my bones. The table is filled with plates of powdered eggs and pre-packed rations, food that barely tastes like anything most days. But this morning, everything feels different.

This cabin, buried deep in the snowy mountains, has been a place of solitude, strategy, and war games for months. Just us and the cold. I’ve worked with Levi and Theo for years. We’ve bled together, saved each other’s asses, eaten enough bland rations to kill the soul. They’re my brothers in arms. My family.

But with her sitting at this table?

It feels like home.

I sip my coffee, watching the way she curls her fingers around the mug, the way her lashes flutter when she laughs at Levi’s teasing. Theo brushes a crumb from her lip, murmurs something low and sweet that I can’t quite catch.

And I see it. The image flashes across my mind so vividly it feels real: Valaya, round and glowing with pregnancy, waddling around the kitchen barefoot, fussing over toddlers while Theo kisses her neck and Levi lifts a giggling baby into the air. I see her nesting, rearranging pillows and blankets like it’s the most important mission of our lives.

My cock twitches, and I curse silently, shifting in my chair.

This can’t happen. I won’t allow it. She’s not part of the mission. She’s a civilian. She’s vulnerable. We’re soldiers.

But gods help me, she might be the omega we’ve been waiting for. The one our instincts scream to claim, protect, breed.

“I can help out around the cabin too,” she says, her voice shy but hopeful. “Cleaning, organizing—anything you need. I don’t want to just sit here while you all work so hard.”

“You’re recovering,” I say flatly, my voice low. “Let yourself rest.”

“But I want to⁠—”

“You heard the commander, angel,” Theo interrupts gently. “You’re here to heal, not to pick up a broom.”

She bites her lip, looking between us.

Her scent swirls again—soft, sweet, maddening—and my fingers tighten around my fork. My wolf wants to howl. We’re on a hair trigger. If she wasn’t suppressed, there’s no way in hell we’d be able to control ourselves.

And even now, we’re slipping.

I glance at Theo. He looks calm, but his jaw’s tense. Levi? He’s fidgeting with his knife, eyes flicking to her thighs.

Shit.

We’re fucked.

I clear my throat and shove back from the table. “Eat up. We’ve got drills in twenty.”

Valaya looks at me with those wide, warm eyes. “Thank you… for letting me stay.”

I don’t answer. I can’t. Because the part of me that’s already hers wants to say forever.

And that’s the most dangerous thing of all.
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It’s been five days since Valaya moved in with us. Five days of close quarters, quiet mornings, and too many stolen moments. We’ve all taken turns letting her sleep in our beds—Levi, Theo, even me. But Levi, ever the practical one, dragged some wood back from the forest and has been working his way into a carpenter’s role, building her a proper bed. The problem is, we don’t even know where to put it yet. The cabin’s small, and space is at a premium.

Levi’s out in the woods now, hammering and cutting, while Theo is on a supply run. That leaves me alone with her.

I find her sitting on the couch, the oversized shirt I gave her hanging off her small frame. It’s the only thing she’s worn for days—my shirt. It’s way too big, sleeves rolled up, the collar falling low enough to show the curve of her collarbone. It drives me crazy. I can’t help but notice the thick swell of her thighs, glimpses of her ass beneath the fabric when she shifts. It’s maddening.

The suppressants are out, and her scent is flooding the cabin. Pure, sweet, potent. It pulls at me like a tether. I fight it, but it claws at my restraint.

I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed, biceps flexing against the worn wood. “You know, you’re making this really difficult,” I say gruffly, trying to sound stern but failing to hide the heat in my voice.

Valaya’s head lifts slowly, her mouth curving just slightly. That mouth… soft, full. Dangerous. “I could say the same to you,” she murmurs, eyeing me with a challenge. “You’ve been flexing those arms all week like it’s a threat.”

I huff a low breath, half amusement, half growl. “It might be.”

She shifts on the couch, and my eyes drop—just for a second—but it’s enough. The hem of my shirt rides up her thighs, revealing skin that draws my attention like a magnet. Then I freeze. I see them.

Faded lines, faint scars. Some circular. Some ridged.

My eyes narrow, and I take a step closer, the teasing forgotten. “Those marks,” I say lowly, pointing with my chin. “Those aren’t recent. What are they?”

Her smile fades. Her fingers twitch as if she’s about to pull the fabric down, but she doesn’t. “They’re old.”

“They look like rope burns,” I say. “And the others... they look like lashes.”

She’s quiet for a long moment. Then her voice slips out, quiet and tight. “Every time I tried to run... or talked back... he’d bind me. Beat me. Remind me what omegas are made for.”

Rage. Cold, brutal rage sears through my chest.

I drop to one knee in front of her before I even think about it. “That’s not how an alpha behaves,” I say, my voice rough with fury. “An alpha protects. An alpha earns submission. He doesn’t fucking force it.”

Her eyes widen slightly. I see the flash of disbelief there. Like she’s never heard it said aloud.

I drag my hand gently along her inner thigh, fingers featherlight over those faded scars. “That man—your stepfather—he’s not an alpha. He’s a monster. The worst kind of bastard to ever wear the title.”

She shivers under my touch. Her lips part like she wants to say something, but the air between us is thick, humming with tension and something darker. Hungrier.

“I would never touch you unless it was to protect you,” I say. “Or to please you.”

My fingers linger, brushing skin that makes my pulse pound behind my ears.

She leans forward, her voice a whisper. “I thought you didn’t like me.”

I lift my eyes to hers. “I like you,” I admit, jaw clenching. “That’s the problem.”

Her breath hitches. I reach up and cup her jaw, my thumb grazing her cheek. “You’re a threat to the mission. To everything I’ve trained for. But I still like you. And I hate that I do.”

Her lashes lower, and her voice trembles slightly. “Why does it feel like you’re the only one I want to believe?”

“My mother was like you,” I say, surprising even myself with the confession. “An omega... hurt by the wrong alpha. My stepfather rescued her. Gave her a real life. He was the reason I joined the military. He was the kind of alpha I wanted to become.”

She swallows hard. “Was he a SEAL?”

I nod. “One of the best.”

She smiles softly, like something inside her is cracking open. “I’m sorry if I made things harder for you.”

“No,” I say. “I’m sorry I made you feel like you weren’t wanted. You are. And I promise, I’ll take care of you.”

Her eyes shine, lips parting—but then I say it.

“Babygirl.”

A soft, barely-there moan escapes her throat. Her knees shift instinctively, thighs pressing together. “Don’t call me that,” she breathes.

“Why not?”

“Because I always wondered,” she whispers. “What having a daddy dom would feel like.”

Fuck.

I brush my fingers along her inner thigh again, and she gasps.

“Stop,” she says shakily. “It’s making the ache worse.”

I smirk. “Is that so? What ache are we talking about?”

She shifts again, eyes dark and heavy with want. “My wounds have mostly healed,” she says, “but the spot between my thighs… it aches.”

My body tenses. “Show me exactly where it hurts,” I say quietly, knowing I’m on dangerous ground but unable to pull back.

She doesn’t break eye contact.

I move closer, her scent wrapping around me like smoke. Slowly, I part her legs.

And then⁠—

I stop. I force myself to freeze in that moment, staring at the omega who’s going to ruin me.

Her shirt rides up as I part her legs, revealing her naked, glistening pussy. I inhale sharply, the sight of her stealing my breath. She's beautiful—swollen and wet, her lips slick and inviting. Her clit peeks out, begging for attention. I can see her entrance, ready and pulsing, a well of sweet cream just waiting for me to dive in.

“Fuck, Valaya,” I murmur, my voice thick with desire. “You’re so wet. So fucking beautiful.” I look up at her, holding her gaze. “You’re dripping, babygirl. Your cunt is weeping for me.”

She blushes, but her eyes are filled with heat. “You can have a taste,” she whispers, her voice barely audible, yet filled with longing. “If you want to.”

A low growl rumbles in my chest. “Oh, I want to,” I say, my eyes locked onto hers. “Believe me, babygirl, I fucking want to.”

I lean down, my face inches from her pussy. I can smell her arousal, thick and sweet, like honey and ambrosia. I stick out my tongue, flattening it, and drag it along her pussy folds. She tastes even better than she smells—rich and sweet, with a hint of salt. Perfect.

She moans, her hips bucking slightly as I lick her again, slower this time, savoring her. Her scent thickens, filling the room, filling my lungs. It’s intoxicating. I could drown in her and die happy.

“You taste so good, babygirl,” I murmur against her flesh. “So fucking sweet. Such a good omega, already opening your legs for me.”

Her fingers find my hair, gripping tightly as I tease her clit with my tongue. I circle it, flick it, before sliding my tongue down to her entrance. I launch it inside her, fucking her with my tongue, tasting her from the inside.

Her grip on my hair tightens, pulling sharply as pleasure assaults her. “Elias,” she gasps, her voice shaky and desperate. “Oh god, Elias.”

I growl against her, the vibrations making her squeak. “That’s right, babygirl. Say my name. Let me hear how good I make you feel.”

Her slick drips down my jaw, coating my beard. I don’t care. I want to be covered in her. I want to wear her scent like a fucking badge of honor.

I double down, my tongue working her clit while I slip two fingers inside her. She’s tight, her walls clamping down on me. I crook my fingers, finding that special spot, rubbing it firmly.

She detonates. Her back arches, her mouth opens in a silent scream, and her pussy clamps down on my fingers, pulsing with her release. I don’t stop. I keep licking, keep rubbing, drawing out her orgasm until she’s a shuddering, gasping mess.

Only then do I pull back, my face coated with her slick. I look up at her, my eyes dark with desire. “Good girl,” I praise, my voice rough. “You came so beautifully for me, babygirl. Just like a good omega should.”

She smiles at me, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. I smile back, feeling a warmth in my chest that I haven’t felt in a long time.

“I want more,” she begs. “I want your cock pulsing inside me. I crave an alpha’s cock.”

“We don’t have any condoms and the suppressants already faded,” I remind her.

She shakes her head. “I don’t care. Take me, Daddy. Make my pussy yours.”

This girl is going to be the death of me. But fuck, what a way to go.

I take a breath, trying to calm the storm of desire raging inside me. My hands shake as I unbuckle my belt and drop my pants. My cock springs free, hard and aching. I hiss at the contact with the cool air.

Her eyes widen, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. My cock twitches in response. Fuck. She's so tiny, so fragile. And I'm so big, so hard. There's no way...

"No," she whispers, shaking her head. "It'll never fit."

I smirk at her, my eyes roaming over her body. "Believe me, babygirl. Your tight little pussy will take every inch of me. Your body was built to swallow an alpha’s cock. Even multiple alpha cocks at once. That’s how they do it in other packs, when the alphas breed their omega at once."

She blushes at that, her pussy fluttering with need. I can smell her arousal, thick and pungent, filling the room. I can feel my cock throb in response. It knows what it wants. What we both want.

I kneel down, hovering over her. I can smell her virgin scent, tangy and sweet. It makes my mouth water. "Just relax," I murmur, stroking her hip. "I'll be gentle."

She shakes her head, biting her lip. "No. Please Daddy..." She reaches for my cock, grasping it in her small hand. It's so big, so thick, compared to her delicate fingers. She marvels at it, feeling the weight of it in her hand. "I want you to ruin me. Be rough with me. I crave an alpha’s strength," she moans.

I thrust against her palm, a low growl rumbling in my chest. "Dirty girl," I tease. "You like that, don't you? The idea of being split open on my thick cock? Fucked so deep you'll feel me in your womb?"

"Yes," she mewls, her eyes rolling back as I stroke my shaft. "Please Daddy, ruin my little cunt. Claim me."

I groan, my hips bucking as she squeezes my cock. Fuck. I can't wait any longer. I need to be inside her. I need to make her mine.

I push her back, settling between her thighs. My cock rests against her entrance, slick with her juices. I look down at her, my eyes dark with lust. "Ready, babygirl?"

She nods, biting her lip. "Yes, Daddy. Claim your omega. Make me yours."

With a snarl, I thrust forward, sinking into her tight heat. She cries out, her back arching as I stretch her open. I groan, the sensation almost too much. She's so tight, so hot. Like a velvet glove squeezing my cock.

I pull back, savoring the slide of her walls, then thrust forward again. She matches my rhythm, her hips rolling up to meet mine. It's heaven and hell all at once. The burn, the stretch, the overwhelming pleasure.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hips slapping against hers. "Your pussy was made for me. So tight, so perfect."

"Yes," she sobs, her nails raking down my back. "Daddy's cock is splitting me open. It's so big and thick."

I thrust deeper, my cock kissing her cervix. She screams, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice. I pause, letting her adjust, then start to move again. Harder, faster, driving into her with abandon.

My hands find her hips, squeezing the soft flesh. "Your hips are so wide," I murmur, kneading her curves. "Perfect for bearing pups. Gonna breed this sweet little cunt, fill you up with my cum. You want that, babygirl? Want me to pump you full of my seed?"

"Yes," she howls, her head thrashing against the pillow. "Want your babies so bad. Claim me, knock me up!"

My growl rises to a roar as I pound into her. I can feel my balls tightening, my orgasm approaching. I reach between us, finding her clit, rubbing the sensitive nub.

"No coming without permission," I bark, my thrusts growing erratic.

"No," she whimpers, her voice high and tight. "Please Daddy, please..."

"That's it," I hiss, rubbing faster. "Come on my cock like a good omega. Milk me dry."

She screams, her pussy convulsing around me as she comes. I roar, my cock pulsing as I shoot thick ropes of cum deep inside her. I keep thrusting, working through her spasms, making sure every last drop takes root.

When I finally still, I collapse on top of her, both of us panting and trembling. I kiss her, hard and deep, claiming her mouth as thoroughly as I claimed her pussy. "Good girl," I murmur against her lips. "You took Daddy's cock so well. Such a good omega."

She beams up at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Thank you Daddy," she coos. "I love you so much."

"I love you too, babygirl," I say back, my heart full to bursting. "Forever and always."

We stay like that for a long moment, basking in the afterglow. I know I should pull out, should clean her up. But I can't bring myself to leave her warmth, to let the evidence of our mating drainaway.

So I stay, my cock still buried inside her, my knot swelling inside her, my seed trickling out to coat her thighs. It's a beautiful sight. She looks marked, claimed, bred. Like she was made to be mine.

And I’m going to keep her knotted like this, joined to me for as long as I can.


FOUR


Levi

The second I walk through the door, I know.

The scent in the cabin is different. Softer. Settled. Less electric, less needy. It no longer clings to the walls or grips my spine like a vice. For the first time in days, I can breathe without feeling like I’m about to lose control.

And there’s only one reason an omega’s scent shifts like that.

I close the door behind me slowly, setting the bundle of carved wood pieces down against the wall. I stripped and sanded them by hand, every corner shaped with purpose. For her.

Elias is sitting in the far corner of the living room, Valaya curled up on his lap like she’s always belonged there. His palm strokes her cheek with a tenderness I’ve never seen from him. Not even once.

I clear my throat.

Elias glances up. He doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t look guilty. Just steady, like he’s already made peace with what he’s done.

“You fucked her,” I say flatly.

Valaya stiffens slightly, but Elias keeps his hand on her, soothing her with a low murmur I can’t make out. Then he looks at me again and nods once. “I did.”

“She in heat?”

“No,” he says. “But it was coming on fast. The suppressant ran out. And we need sleep, Levi. All of us. She needed to be grounded.”

I cross my arms, jaw tight. “That’s not why you did it.”

His eyes narrow a little. “No. It’s not.”

He’s never been one to dance around the truth. I respect that.

“I couldn’t keep my hands off her,” he admits. “She’s... different.”

“I know,” I say before he can go on. “I feel it too.”

Valaya shifts then, lifting her head from his shoulder. Her eyes find mine, soft and sweet and a little sleepy. “You don’t have to fight about me,” she says quietly. “I don’t want to be a point of tension between you.”

“You’re not,” I answer, walking closer. “You’re the glue.”

She smiles shyly, tucking her face into Elias’s neck. “I want all of you,” she says. “Your scents, your strength. All three of you make me feel safe... whole. I want to be part of your pack. To give you pups. To grow a family with you. A big one.”

Elias lets out a breath like a man who’s been holding it for years.

“You’d be a damn good mom,” he says, brushing her hair back. “You’re nurturing by instinct. And your scent…” His voice drops. “You’re the most fertile omega I’ve ever been near. Knocking you up wouldn’t take much.”

My stomach clenches. Not with jealousy—never that. Just need. Fierce, bone-deep need.

“I’ve never wanted something more,” I murmur. “You. A real home. A pack that lasts.”

She smiles at me like I hung the moon.

Elias checks the time on the old military watch strapped to his wrist. “I’ve got night watch.”

I arch a brow. “You sure you’re in any shape to keep lookout?”

He smirks. “I’ll be fine. You two need time anyway. I’ve had mine.”

He lifts Valaya gently and sets her on the couch. She whines softly, reaching for him, but he brushes a kiss over her forehead and steps back. “Be good,” he says, and then gives me a pointed look. “Both of you.”

The door clicks softly behind him.

And then, it’s just me and her.

She looks up at me with wide, expectant eyes, still wearing Elias’s shirt, still making my chest feel like it’s caving in from how much I want her.

I kneel in front of her, my hand brushing over her knee. “You meant what you said?”

She nods. “Every word.”

I exhale slowly. “Then let’s start our family, sweetheart. Right here.”

I move closer, slow and steady, giving her plenty of time to pull back—but she doesn’t. She parts her legs for me like she trusts me with her whole soul.

My palm slides up her thigh, beneath the hem of Elias’s shirt, and my fingers graze the tender spot between her legs. She inhales sharply, then winces, just a bit.

I stop immediately.

“Shit,” I murmur, crouching between her knees. “You’re sore.”

She bites her lip and nods, cheeks coloring.

I shake my head, cupping her jaw gently. “No way in hell am I taking you like this, sweetheart. I won’t hurt you—not even a little. You’ve been through enough.”

“But I want you too,” she whispers. “I want all of you.”

“You’ll have me,” I say, my thumb stroking her soft cheek. “You’ll have all of us. When your heat hits, none of us will be able to stay away. We’ll fill you up so good, you’ll forget what it’s like to ache.”

A shiver runs down her spine.

“But for now…” I lean in, brushing my lips across her temple. “I’m gonna pamper you. Make you feel like the goddess you are.”

Before she can respond, I scoop her up into my arms.

She yelps in surprise, giggling as she clutches my shoulders. “Levi! Where are we going?”

“You’ll see,” I say, smirking as I push open the door and step out into the cool mountain air. “You’re gonna love it. Trust me.”

Then I take off running.

She gasps, burying her face in my neck, laughing as the wind brushes her hair back. I navigate the familiar terrain easily, dodging roots and rocks as the trees blur around us.

She peeks up at me, her cheeks flushed from the rush. “You know, being around you guys—it’s... different. Healing, even. I used to be afraid of alphas. All I’d known were cruel ones. But now...”

Her voice trembles a little, and I slow my pace as we reach a narrow path leading deeper into the woods.

“But now?” I prompt, tightening my hold on her.

“Now I feel safe. With you. With Theo. Even with Elias.”

I press a kiss to her forehead, slow and deliberate.

She blushes so prettily it makes my chest ache. “That,” I murmur, “was for being brave.”

She hides her face again, grinning into my collar.

We reach the clearing a few moments later—a quiet, hidden glade bathed in golden light where the sunlight filters through the tall pines above. The ground is soft with moss and leaves, the air still and peaceful.

I set her down gently on the patch of moss I cleared out last week, a spot I’ve come to often when I need to think. When I need quiet.

“For you,” I say simply.

She looks around, her lips parted in awe. “It’s beautiful…”

I drop down beside her and stretch out, one hand propping my head up as I watch her. “So are you.”

She gives me a mock-glare. “You guys really are dangerous with your compliments.”

“Can’t help it,” I say with a wink. “You make it too easy.”

She laughs again, softer this time. Her hand finds mine in the grass, fingers weaving between mine.

We lie there in silence for a bit, listening to the forest. And for the first time in a long time, I feel completely at peace.

I glance down at our joined hands, noticing a smudge of dirt on her knuckles. Her skin is soft despite everything she’s been through.

“Your hands are filthy, sweetheart,” I murmur, lifting them to my mouth to kiss her fingertips. “I’ve got one more place to show you. You’ll like it.”

Before she can ask what it is, I scoop her up again, cradling her against my chest like she’s the most precious thing in this forest.

She sighs, content. Her head rests on my shoulder as I stride deeper into the woods.

The trees thin out as we go, revealing a breathtaking landscape dressed in frost and sunlight. The white crystals clinging to the branches glitter like diamonds, catching the morning light.

“It looks like the whole forest’s made of glass,” she says in awe. “So quiet. Peaceful.”

I nod. “That’s why I come out here. When I need to remember there’s still beauty in the world.”

She watches the frost-dusted pines sway above us, and then quietly asks, “Will Theo be back tonight?”

I shrug. “Hard to say. Depends on the weather, the roads, how heavy the supplies are. But he’ll be back soon.”

She hesitates for a beat before speaking again. “Can I ask about your mission? I mean… it involves my stepfather, doesn’t it?”

I stop walking. Her eyes search mine.

“Yeah,” I admit. “That bastard’s connected to some serious arms trafficking. High-level stuff. Dangerous people.”

She clenches her jaw. “Then I want to help. I know things. I’ve overheard conversations. I want to be useful to you—not just dead weight.”

“You’re not dead weight, Valaya,” I say firmly. “You never were. You’re safe now. But I’ll pass it on to Elias. He’s the one in charge.”

She relaxes a little, then leans into me as I carry her a few more steps forward—and we arrive.

The hot spring steams like a secret oasis in the snow, curling wisps of mist into the air. It’s tucked away, almost hidden, the water crystal clear and inviting against the backdrop of winter white.

She gasps. “No way. This… this is real?”

I grin, proud. “Found it by accident last winter. Thought I was hallucinating from the cold. But nope. It’s been my secret ever since.”

Her eyes are wide with wonder. “It’s beautiful. I didn’t think anything like this could exist in a place so cold.”

I nudge her with a wink. “It’s ours now. But you gotta swear—don’t tell the others. Especially Elias. That bastard will hog it.”

She giggles. “I swear. Our secret.”

“Good.” I lower her to her feet at the edge of the water and step behind her. “Now… let me take care of you. Let me help with the soreness. The hot water will soothe your muscles.”

She looks over her shoulder at me, biting her lip. Then she nods.

Trust. There it is again, shining in her eyes.

I slowly lift Elias’s shirt off her, revealing every soft, curvy inch of her body. “You’re stunning, Valaya,” I murmur, my voice husky. “All of you.”

She blushes, her hands twitching at her sides like she’s unsure what to do. I pull her gently into the water, sitting down in the shallows and guiding her onto my lap.

The heat wraps around us like a blanket, and she sighs as her body relaxes into mine.

My hands drift over her hips, her thighs, her soft belly. I kiss along her collarbones and up to her neck, worshipping her with slow, careful touches.

“Mmm…” she hums. “That feels so much better. The water’s helping.”

“Good,” I say. “You deserve to feel good.”

We lean back, looking up at the icy blue sky through the breaks in the canopy above.

“This might be the best date I’ve ever had,” she murmurs.

I snort. “Then your standards are dangerously low.”

She smiles. “Nobody ever wanted to date me. I wasn’t a person. I was a pawn. A possession to sell off.”

A quiet fury burns in my chest.

I slide a hand into her damp hair and pull her gently to my chest. “That sick bastard won’t get away with it. We’ll make sure of it.”

Her voice is small. “You really think you’ll stop him?”

“We’re getting closer. But we need the name of his contact. Without that, we’re flying blind.”

She’s quiet for a second, then says, “You’ll figure it out. You’re… you’re built for this. You’re an alpha who doesn’t stop until he wins.”

Her faith in me wraps around my heart and tugs.

“Damn right,” I whisper. “And now I’ve got even more reason to finish this.”

She nestles deeper into my chest, warm and trusting. Her breath slows. And before long, I feel her weight go soft, her body relaxing completely as she falls asleep in my arms.

I kiss the crown of her head and tighten my arms around her.

This girl. This omega. She’s not just healing with us.

She’s healing us, too.


FIVE


Theo

The wheels crunch over ice and snow as I navigate the military transport vehicle—an all-terrain beast built for deep-forest ops. She's loaded down with suppressants, rations, extra fuel, and a full med kit I bartered from a sympathetic contact at the outpost. My back aches from the twelve-hour round trip, and my fingers are still numb from the cold, even inside my gloves. But it's worth it. For her.

The wintry forest stretches endlessly around me, like a silent cathedral of frost and pine. Sunlight pierces through the treetops in scattered rays, making the ice crystals glitter like diamonds. The kind of quiet that wraps around your bones and makes you forget war, pain, and duty. I would’ve hated it before. But now?

Now it feels different.

I shift gears and steer through the final bend, and the cabin finally comes into view—half-buried in snow and shadows, smoke curling from the chimney. And just ahead… her.

Valaya.

She’s standing outside in the snow, arms tucked around her middle, wearing one of Elias's jackets. Her brown skin glows like honey against the stark white of the landscape. She doesn’t belong out here. She looks like summer and warmth and everything soft I thought I didn’t need.

The ache in my chest catches me off guard.

Coming home used to be just a location. Coordinates. A place to sleep, restock, and plan the next step. But with her here, even the damn forest feels enchanted—less like the prison it’s always been and more like something out of a dream.

I flash back to my own childhood—my omega mother yelling across the house, a baby on her hip, another toddling at her feet. My siblings chasing each other through our small yard, laughing like lunatics. I remember always being the one to patch up the cuts and bruises, the careful one. The steady one.

Now, as I imagine Valaya here, laughing with her belly round and full of life, that same steadying instinct burns hotter. Fiercer.

And then her scent hits me.

It’s... different. Still sweet, still her, but muted. Content. No longer frenzied with need. I know what it means before I even see him.

Elias.

Figures.

I shift into park and kill the engine. The cabin door opens and both Elias and Levi step outside just as I throw open the truck door.

“Welcome back,” Elias says gruffly, moving toward the back.

“You're late,” Levi smirks, but he’s already opening the tailgate.

“I brought what we needed.” I round to the back and reach into the flatbed. “And something else.”

They both freeze when I drag the tarp aside.

Underneath lies the frozen body of a young woman, eyes closed, face peaceful but pale. A thin line of dried blood crusts the corner of her mouth. The bullet wound is centered right in her chest.

Levi swears under his breath.

Valaya rushes forward before I can stop her.

Her hands fly to her mouth. “No,” she whispers. She sinks to her knees in the snow, fingers brushing over the woman's cold cheek. “That’s Elina… she—she helped me escape. She lied for me. She…” Her voice breaks, trembling with guilt. “She died because of me.”

I’m at her side in an instant, wrapping my arms around her as her tears soak into my jacket.

“No,” I murmur into her hair. “She died because your stepfather is a monster. You can’t own that.”

“I should’ve stayed. I should’ve⁠—”

“You did what you had to do to survive.” My hand cradles the back of her head, fingers threading gently through her hair. “You made it out. And because of that, he won’t win.”

She presses her face to my chest, rubbing her cheek there like a seeking pup. My chest tightens.

“I’ll extract the bullet,” I say softly. “If it matches one of the smuggled weapons, it’ll be the proof we need to take him down. Then we give her a proper burial.”

Valaya sniffles, then nods against me.

“Go inside. Warm up. I’ll come get you when it’s time.”

She looks up at me, eyes glistening. “You promise?”

I brush my knuckles over her cheek. “Cross my heart, angel. Tonight, I’ll even cook you a proper meal.”

She smiles faintly, and I kiss her forehead.

She walks slowly back toward the cabin, her shoulders slumped, but I know she’s strong. She survived hell. We’ll make sure she never has to face it alone again.

Once she’s inside, I turn back to the body and kneel beside it. My hands are steady as I begin the extraction.

Justice, after all, begins with truth.

And I plan to give Valaya both.
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The metal scalpel feels cold in my gloved hand as I kneel beside the maid’s body, the soft crunch of snow muffled beneath the tarp we’ve laid her on. Her skin is waxy now, the natural flush of life long gone. But there’s something peaceful in her expression. Like she made peace with her decision—choosing to help Valaya, knowing the cost.

I cut gently, just beneath the collarbone, following the trail of the dried blood down to the chest wound. The bullet’s entry point is small, deceptively clean. Likely died instantly.

“Goddamn,” I mutter under my breath as I work. “You didn’t deserve this.”

The bullet is lodged deep, nestled near the sternum. I reach in with forceps, guided by muscle memory and too many field extractions done under gunfire and panic. This is different. Reverent. The silence of the forest presses around me like a shroud.

Finally, the slug slides free, glinting dull silver in the pale winter sun. I drop it into a sterile dish, the clang unnaturally loud in the stillness.

Behind me, I hear the crunch of boots on snow. Levi and Elias are unloading the truck—supply crates, boxes of food, a generator fuel canister.

“Hey,” Levi calls as he hefts a folded frame from the back. “You brought the bed.”

I glance over my shoulder. He’s holding up the collapsible army cot, eyes wide with relief.

“I was halfway through hammering something out of leftover timber and a bent nail,” he chuckles. “You just saved me at least two fingers.”

“You’re welcome,” I say, wiping my hands on a towel. I walk over to a nearby table, set the dish down, and start cleaning the bullet. Alcohol. Cloth. Slow, careful scrubbing. I want it pristine. Preserved. Proof.

Elias steps closer, eyes narrowing as he examines the metal.

“That’s no ordinary round,” he mutters. “7.62mm. Custom jacket. Russian origin.”

He looks up, grim.

“A shipment of these went missing three months ago. Factory just outside Barrow Ridge. My contact in the precinct’s been feeding me intel on it ever since.”

Levi frowns. “You think this confirms it?”

“Yeah,” Elias says, jaw tight. “It’s safe to say Valaya’s stepdad is trafficking stolen arms. We trace this back. We find who stole the arms in the first place. That should lead us to the key figures in this trafficking ring.”

I nod once. “I’ll sterilize it, then seal it in the evidence capsule.”

Elias gives me a firm pat on the shoulder. “You did good, Doc.”

I look down at Elina’s lifeless body. Her skin already stiffening with the cold, her mouth slightly open, like she still has something left to say. My gut twists.

“She deserves better than this,” I murmur. “Let’s give her a proper burial.”

Levi’s face sobers immediately. He presses his lips into a line and nods. Elias lowers his head in silent agreement.

We all stand around her in a loose circle. The wind picks up slightly, rattling branches above, as if the forest is listening.

Levi mutters a quiet prayer, his voice gravelly. “You were brave. You helped her when no one else would. We won’t forget that.”

Elias crosses his arms, silent, eyes sharp but respectful. I whisper my own offering—not religious, not rehearsed, just raw.

“You mattered. You saved someone’s life.”

Elias looks up toward the slope behind the cabin, where the trees thin into a gentle, sunlit clearing.

“We’ll dig there,” he says. “Close to the cabin. That way Valaya can visit.”

We all nod. No one argues.

Because out here in this frozen stretch of nowhere, the dead deserve to be remembered. And the living need a place to mourn.


SIX


Valaya

The scent of garlic and sizzling herbs floats through the cabin, wrapping around me like a soft blanket. Theo stands at the small kitchenette, apron tied neatly around his waist, sleeves rolled up to his elbows as he stirs a large cast-iron pot with practiced ease. I never imagined a man who once stitched up the bullet wound in my side would also be able to cook like someone's doting husband, but here we are.

He’s cooking ropa vieja—his mom’s special recipe, he says, with shredded beef, peppers, and tomato stew simmering low and slow. It smells rich and savory, the kind of meal that feels like home. Beside him, fresh rolls are warming in the oven, and there’s a bowl of buttery mashed yuca waiting to be plated.

The cabin feels warmer tonight, even though frost still clings to the windows. We buried her today—Elina. The only person who helped me escape. I cried as I said goodbye. The guys gave her the kind of respect she was never granted in life, and I’ll miss her until the day I die.

I whispered a promise over her grave, my voice shaking: I’ll avenge you. I’ll make sure he pays. For you, for me… for all of it.

Now, the world hasn’t stopped spinning, but somehow it feels softer than before. The men are bickering around the wooden table—Levi lounging in his chair in full uniform since he’s on night watch, Elias sharpening a small knife with unnecessary focus, and Theo humming softly under his breath as he stirs the pot again.

“You’re slicing those too thick,” Theo says without looking.

“I’m not even slicing anything,” Levi mutters, scowling as he peels a boiled egg with more aggression than necessary.

“Exactly,” Theo says, smirking. “Last time you helped, you turned the carrots into gravel.”

I can’t help but laugh, and the sound surprises me. Light, real.

The kitchen light glints off Elias’s stubble, his sharp jaw ticking upward as he gives a rare half-smile. “Let him try again, Doc. I like watching him suffer.”

“Oh, fuck off,” Levi huffs, tossing the egg peel across the table. “You try cooking after thirty-six hours of recon in sleet.”

“Maybe I will,” Elias says smoothly. “Bet I could make better rice than you.”

“I’d pay to see that,” Theo chimes in, not missing a beat as he pours the stew into a wide dish and starts assembling the plates. “Burnt rice and frostbite? Iconic.”

The banter bounces around like old music, familiar and soothing. I watch them, these powerful, dangerous alphas, and realize I’ve never felt this safe before.

Laughter bubbles out of me before I can stop it. Real laughter. The kind I never had back in the mansion where dinner was eaten in silence, eyes downcast, every bite calculated not to make noise. I couldn’t even smile without wondering if it would set my stepfather off.

Back at the mansion, dinner was a battlefield. A misplaced glance could set my stepfather off. I wasn’t allowed to speak, much less smile. I had to shrink myself, even when I was starving, afraid of chewing too loud.

But here? I can laugh. Speak. Breathe.

But here, the table is full of sound. Of teasing. Of warmth. The guys are different when they’re off-duty. Even Elias, whose presence usually commands a room like a general mid-battle, seems… soft. Levi, cocky as ever, but more than just bravado. There’s a sparkle in his eye when he glances at me. And Theo—quiet, steady Theo—is humming under his breath as he flips something in a pan.

Even in their off-duty clothes, each of them looks effortlessly handsome. Theo in a long-sleeve henley, the apron dusted with flour. Elias takes my breath away in his Christmas sweater. It’s red with reindeers but his huge, masculine frame coupled with his strong, bearded jaw makes even a sweater like that look great. His jeans cling to his powerful legs, highlighting their sinewy girth. He looks like he could crush me with his bare hands but I know he would never hurt a fly unless he had to.

Warm tickles my chest. I like that I’m beginning to see little glimpses of these guys. My days at the cabin are fulfilling. I watch the guys do their duties, have conversations with them and immerse myself in the world of the military. They have a tough job, protecting this country, but they do it so well.

I’m proud of these alphas who use their strength for the right reasons.

Heat whispers between my thighs as I recall how good Elias’ fingers felt curling inside me, touching my G-spot. How he made me moan and scream as he took my virginity, slamming his thick cock into my untouched depths. He claimed me in a primal way, gave me a taste of something I will never forget.

My thoughts flit to lying naked in the hot springs with Levi, how he offered gentle aftercare for my sore pussy and opened my mind to the wonders of nature. That was a different kind of intimacy, one that didn’t require any sex. Then there’s Theo, who made me sit on his lap like a good girl while he took control like a responsible Daddy, stitching me up and making sure to keep my wounds disinfected by staying up all night. That kind of devotion and sacrifice touched my heart.

All these guys are special. In the week that I’ve spent with them, I’ve barely scratched the surface of their deep personalities. I want to know more about them.

I crave more closeness with them.

Elias breaks the silence, clearing his throat. “We should play something. Pass the time while we wait for dinner to cook.”

“Poker?” Levi asks.

“Cards are wet,” Elias replies, frowning at the corner of the cabin where someone left the deck near the window.

“How about truth or dare?” I suggest, surprising myself with how playful my voice sounds.

Levi whistles low. “Now that could get dangerous.”

“I’m in,” Theo says without hesitation. “Even while I cook.”

“We haven’t done anything like this since deployment in Kosovo,” Elias mutters, almost fondly. He reaches into one of the unpacked crates and pulls out a bottle of whiskey. He sets it down in the middle of the table and looks at me. “Spin the bottle, omega. Let’s see how much truth we can shake loose before dinner.”

He squeezes my shoulder gently, and there’s pride in his gaze—like he’s glad to see some light back in my eyes after today’s grief.

I feel safe here.

I glance around at the three of them. Theo humming as he stirs the stew. Elias watching with that protective intensity. Levi smirking like he’s already planning to dare me into something wicked.

And me? I’m just a girl sitting at a table in a snow-covered cabin with three alphas who are quickly becoming my everything.

This place doesn’t have crystal chandeliers or silk-lined curtains. But it has warmth, and laughter, and people who care if I smile or cry.

The deep-seated urge to nest crawls up my throat, making my womb throb. I want to build a nest for my pups here and give birth to them here, too. I want to be wrapped up in the cozy embrace of nature and my alphas as I swell with new life.

I thought I’d never want to bear children but the moment Elias penetrated me, all I could think about was giving him and the others pups. I expect that need will become an intense craving when my heat comes. Even with suppressants, being around three alphas is too much for my omega body to handle.

Theo’s stew continues to simmer on the stove, filling the cabin with the mouthwatering aroma of browned beef, slow-cooked barley, and fragrant herbs. The scent of thyme and garlic weaves around the table like a blanket, warm and comforting. Theo stirs with steady hands, but his ears are tuned to the game, his eyes flicking back and forth between us like he doesn’t want to miss a second.

I spin the bottle. It clinks against the wood, slow, lazy. It lands on Elias.

My gaze lifts to his, and I ask gently, “Truth or dare?”

He doesn’t hesitate. “Truth.”

“What was the worst day of your life?”

The room quiets.

Elias leans back in his chair, eyes narrowing slightly as his mind drifts. For a moment, I think he might shrug it off—but then he exhales slowly, jaw tense.

“Kandahar. Six years ago,” he says. “We were ambushed during an extraction. It was supposed to be routine—get in, get out. But someone leaked our route. We lost two soldiers. One of them was my second, Wyatt.” His voice tightens. “He died because I gave the order to push forward.”

Silence falls like snow, heavy and complete.

Levi lowers his head, fingers drumming against the wood. Theo doesn’t stop stirring the stew, but his rhythm slows, reverent. The scent of onions and rosemary seems sharper now, like it too understands the weight of Elias’s grief.

“I still see his face,” Elias says quietly. “Still hear his voice on the comms. He trusted me, and I led him to his death.”

“You did what you had to do,” Theo says, voice low.

“I know,” Elias replies. “But knowing doesn’t make it easier.”

My heart aches for him. I reach out and take his hand in mine. His fingers squeeze gently, just once.

The bottle spins again. This time, it lands on Levi. He smirks, leaning forward.

“Truth or dare?” I ask.

“Truth.”

“What were you like before the military?”

Levi’s smirk fades. He leans back, expression thoughtful, the firelight casting golden shadows across his cheekbones.

“I was a punk,” he says honestly. “Got arrested more times than I can count. Petty theft, vandalism, joyriding. My pack had split up when I was fifteen—dad walked out, my omega mom couldn’t keep us all in line. I was angry. Broke. Aimless.”

“What changed?” I ask softly.

“A man named General Harrow,” Levi says. “Caught me stealing from his truck. Instead of turning me in, he gave me a choice—juvie or boot camp. I picked camp. Best decision I ever made. He shaped me. Saved me. He’s our superior now. This mission?” Levi taps the table. “It’s personal. We want to make him proud.”

My chest swells with emotion. These men, these alphas—they aren’t just warriors. They’ve bled, lost, grown. They’ve clawed their way toward honor and found each other in the fire.

“Your turn, Theo,” I say, spinning the bottle. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” he says smoothly, eyes glittering as he ladles stew into bowls.

I grin. “Kiss me.”

A growl rumbles from Elias. Levi echoes it a second later, his gaze sharpening. I raise my hands innocently. “They can have their turn after.”

Theo walks over, apron still on, and sets down the ladle. He stands in front of me, fingers brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “You sure?”

I nod.

He cradles my face in his hands, warm and steady, his thumbs brushing my cheeks. He smells like herbs and clean soap and something deeply male. My breath catches.

Then he kisses me.

It starts soft, reverent. His lips mold against mine, coaxing, exploring. But it deepens quickly. His tongue slips into my mouth, and he tastes me like he’s memorizing me. I whimper into the kiss, toes curling, heart pounding. One of his hands slips to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he takes his time—slow and sensual, melting me from the inside out.

When he pulls back, I’m dazed. Breathless. Kiss-drunk.

Theo chuckles softly. “Still got it.”

I’m about to respond when Levi leans forward and brushes his thumb over my lips. “You look hot with your lips bruised from a kiss,” he murmurs. “Might make you look even sexier.”

He kisses me next.

Levi’s kiss is more playful, teasing. But there’s tenderness there too, a gentleness beneath the cocky edge. His lips move over mine with purpose, his hands cupping my jaw. When he deepens it, I gasp into his mouth, and he groans low, possessive.

He pulls away and mutters, “Damn, sweetheart. Gonna think about that all night.”

Before I can recover, Elias grabs me and pulls me onto his lap like I weigh nothing. His arms wrap around my waist, and one large hand palms my ass, gripping possessively. His mouth crashes down on mine, fierce and claiming.

Elias kisses like he fights—with focus, intensity, and complete domination. His tongue sweeps into my mouth, demanding submission, and I give it willingly. My fingers curl into his shirt. He devours me, heat radiating off him like a furnace. Every brush of his lips says mine, every stroke of his tongue says remember it.

When he finally pulls back, I’m panting, lips throbbing, head spinning.

I’m surrounded. Claimed. Loved.

My alphas—scarred and complex—lavish me with everything I never thought I’d have: safety, passion, and a place to belong.

And even in this cold forest, the cabin feels like the warmest place on earth.
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Later that night, The fire crackles low in the hearth, casting flickering amber light over the walls. The wind outside whispers against the windows, a soft rustling hush through the trees like the forest itself is sighing. The stew pot sits empty on the stove, and the scent of herbs and warmth lingers in the air, blending with pinewood and masculine musk.

Everyone has drifted off to their own corners for the night. But sleep doesn’t come easy for me. Not tonight.

I lie curled up on the worn couch, a blanket tucked around my shoulders, watching the flames shift in the fireplace. My heart still aches for her—for the consequences she had to face for helping me escape. The worst part is that I couldn’t do anything for her except watch her dead body helplessly.

Her name was Elina. I whispered it earlier at her grave as the tears slid down my cheeks.

I’ll make sure he pays, I’d promised her silently. I’ll live, I’ll heal, and I’ll make sure your sacrifice meant something.

The cabin creaks gently around me, settling into the night.

Then I hear the soft pad of footsteps.

Theo appears, bare feet silent on the wood, hair tousled, eyes gentle. He’s out of his apron now, wearing just a thermal shirt and sweats. He looks younger like this—boyish almost—but there’s still a quiet strength behind his eyes.

“Can’t sleep?” he asks, his voice low and warm.

I shake my head. “Just thinking.”

He doesn’t press. Just walks over and slides onto the couch behind me, pulling me into his arms without asking. I sink into him with a soft sigh, head tucked beneath his chin.

We sit like that for a while. The silence between us isn’t awkward—it’s full of unsaid things, comforting in its own way.

“I keep seeing her face,” I whisper eventually. “She used to sneak food to me. Smuggle in old storybooks. She’d tell me little things about the outside world just so I’d have hope.” My throat tightens. “She didn’t deserve to die.”

“No,” Theo murmurs, pressing a kiss to my temple. “She didn’t. But she chose to protect you. That was her last act—and it wasn’t in vain. You’re here. You’re safe. You’re alive. And you’re loved.”

Tears prick my eyes again. I don’t reply. I just twist in his arms and hug him tightly, burying my face into his chest.

“You’re not alone, Valaya,” he whispers. “You can cry on my shoulder. Don’t try to hold it all in when it hurts.”

More footsteps.

I turn my head to see Levi leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed. His uniform jacket is unzipped, shirt clinging to his torso beneath. His eyes soften when he sees me curled up with Theo.

“You alright, sweetheart?” he asks, walking over.

I nod. “I think so.”

He sits beside us, draping his arm over both of us, his hand rubbing gentle circles on my back. “You don’t gotta be strong all the time. We’ve got you.”

Moments later, Elias joins, the last shadow in the doorway. He’s in black sweatpants and a fitted shirt, jaw tense until his gaze lands on me. It softens instantly.

“You couldn’t sleep either?” I ask.

“I sleep light,” he replies, moving toward us. “And I check on what’s mine.”

Without another word, he sits and pulls me into his lap again, like earlier, only now there’s no teasing, no playful dominance—just warmth. Just Elias holding me like I’m fragile and precious. His hand strokes my back slowly, grounding me.

The four of us sit on the couch, bundled close together under one thick blanket. My head rests on Theo’s shoulder. One of Levi’s hands is tangled in mine. Elias’s arms are a protective cage around my body, his breath brushing my hair.

“You all came,” I murmur. “Just to make sure I’m okay.”

“Of course,” Theo says.

“You’re pack now,” Levi adds.

“You matter to us,” Elias finishes.

Something tight and aching in my chest begins to loosen. All my life I was conditioned to believe I had to hide my emotions, keep my mouth shut, obey or suffer the consequences.

But now?

These alphas make space for my grief. They hold it without flinching.

I close my eyes, tears slipping silently down my cheeks. Not from sadness—but from being overwhelmed by how deeply I’m cared for.

“This place…” I whisper. “It’s not fancy. But it’s home. Because you’re here. All of you. That’s what makes it real.”

“We’re not letting you go,” Elias murmurs, lips brushing my forehead.

“You belong to us now,” Theo adds.

“Damn right,” Levi finishes, voice gruff with emotion.

I fall asleep like that, surrounded by their warmth, their strength, their love.

For the first time in years, I don’t dream of cages or punishments.

I dream of a future.

Of laughter. Of kisses. Of shared breakfasts and fireside cuddles. Of whispered I love yous in the dark.

Because this frozen forest gave me something my old life never could.

A pack. A place. A reason to hope.


SEVEN


Elias

She looks like she belongs here.

The morning light cuts through the trees, soft and golden as it spills through the wide windows of our cabin. Valaya stands barefoot on the wooden floor, wearing nothing but one of Theo’s oversized hoodies—the dark green one that reaches the middle of her thighs. The sleeves swallow her hands. Her legs are bare, her toes curling slightly against the cold floorboards as she waters the single potted violet Theo keeps on the kitchen windowsill. It’s the only living plant in this house full of soldiers, and somehow, of course, it’s thriving under her touch.

She’s humming softly. Hair slightly messy, lips parted in concentration as she gently tips the little tin watering can. Her scent wafts through the air—delicate, creamy-sweet, with a hint of something richer beneath. It makes my blood stir.

She’s close.

I can smell the shift in her hormones. It’s faint, but I’ve been trained to notice the smallest signs, especially in omegas. And Valaya’s body is preparing—softer movements, increased sensitivity, even the way she fluffed the pillows on the couch earlier, arranging them just so like she was building something instinctual. Something safe. Something maternal.

She’s starting to nest.

My fists curl at my sides. I swallow thickly.

It’s not just the biological part of it that gets me—it’s watching her be this soft thing, this nurturing light in the darkness we live in. And knowing that some twisted son of a bitch tried to control her, to cage her. Tried to break her spirit.

I want her belly round with pups. Her body, ripe and fertile, dripping with maternal hormones. I want her to have a real nest. I want to build it with my hands—walls, protection, warmth—and watch her settle into it, cherished and worshipped.

But not yet. Not while there’s still danger out there. Not while that bastard is still walking free.

My satellite phone buzzes.

I slip into the hallway and answer.

“Elias,” comes a gruff voice—Lieutenant Rhodes, my contact in the local task force. “We ran analysis on that bullet your team recovered. It’s from the shipment that went missing out of the East Armory depot. Same type, same ballistic pattern. Someone’s been selling military-grade ammo to black market buyers. And your girl’s stepdad? He’s in deep.”

My jaw clenches. “You got a location?”

“Not yet, but we’ve got leads. One of the buyers is squealing. Problem is—since you took that maid’s body, he’ll know someone’s closing in. He’s a paranoid bastard. He’ll hide deeper, and worse, he might try to tie up loose ends.”

My stomach drops.

“She’s not a loose end,” I growl.

“Didn’t say she was,” Rhodes replies, calm but firm. “Just warning you. You’ve got his daughter. If he finds out where you’re hiding her, he’ll send hell to your doorstep.”

I stare out the window.

Valaya’s gone quiet now, simply watching the steam rise from the mug of tea she poured earlier. Her face looks peaceful, but I know better. She’s been through hell. And she’s still healing. Still grieving.

“She’s strong,” I tell him. “She’s got intel. Maybe more than she realizes. We’ll protect her. And when you're ready, we’ll storm that mansion. Tear it down brick by brick.”

“We’re close. Be ready to move. I’ll be in touch.” Rhodes hangs up.

I let the silence settle.

Then I take a breath and turn the corner, only to stop short when I find Valaya standing there, looking up at me.

Her fingers press gently against my chest, palm flat, like she can feel something twisting inside me.

“Elias?” she whispers. “What’s wrong?”

My hand comes up instinctively to cup her cheek. She leans into it. That soft scent of hers makes my head swim.

I lower my voice, gentling it. “You want Daddy to hold you, babygirl?”

She nods once. No hesitation. Her lower lip trembles, but she doesn't speak.

I sweep her into my arms and press her tightly against my chest, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other splayed over her lower back. Her face nestles into the space beneath my collarbone like it was made for her. I rock her slowly.

“You feel it, don’t you?” I murmur against her hair. “The shift. Your body getting ready.”

She nods again, this time pressing a small kiss to my shirt. “I don’t know why, but…I feel warm inside. Like I need to make things ready. Like I want everything to be…soft. Safe.”

“You’ll get it, angel,” I promise. “A real nest. One we build together. Where no one will ever hurt you again.”

She exhales shakily and I feel the little hitch in her breath before her arms tighten around me. I carry her to the couch and sit with her in my lap, rocking her gently, fingers trailing through her hair, letting the warmth of the fire and the certainty of our bond wrap around her like a shield.

I watch her, still curled in my lap like she belongs there—which she does. Every inch of her. From the sweet way she clings to my shirt like she needs me to breathe, to the soft warmth of her breath against my neck. She's calm now, but there's a heaviness in her—residual pain, the kind that doesn't fade overnight.

She deserves light.

“You ever been on a real date, babygirl?” I murmur, my fingers trailing down her spine.

She blinks up at me, puzzled. “A…date?”

“Yeah. You know. Dinner, shopping. Spoiling you a little. Getting you clothes that actually fit instead of walking around in our shirts.” I brush my thumb over her exposed thigh where Theo’s hoodie barely covers her. “As sexy as you look like this, I want you to have things that make you feel beautiful. Wanted.”

Her brows pinch together. “I’ve never…never left the forest. Or the mansion.”

My chest goes tight. “Never?”

She shakes her head, voice barely above a whisper. “When I was little, I lived in a city. I remember…candy stores. Sidewalk chalk. My mom used to buy me glittery shoes. But after she married him, we moved to his mansion deep in the forest. I was ten. After that...we never left.”

I shift her so I can see her face. “He never let you or your mom leave?”

“No. We weren’t allowed. He had guards, cameras. It was like we were prisoners. He said the world outside was full of threats. But I think…he just wanted to own us.”

“Babygirl.” I whisper the word like a prayer, like a promise. My knuckles brush over her cheek, my palm cupping her gently. “You’re free now. And I’m going to show you what the world really looks like.”

Her eyes shine with wonder. “You will?”

“I have a supply run this afternoon,” I say, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “While they’re loading up gear, I’ll borrow Mac’s car and take you shopping. We’ll go to the market. Maybe even a café. Get you some damn shoes that sparkle.”

Her lips part in surprise. “But…should you be spending that on me? I mean, I’m not working, and I⁠—”

I cut her off with a gentle squeeze of her jaw, tilting her face toward mine. “You’re mine, Valaya. An alpha provides for his omega. And Daddy?” I smirk. “He loves to spoil his good girl.”

A squeal bursts from her lips as I scoop her up and toss her over my shoulder like a sack of sugar. She yelps and kicks playfully while I carry her out of the cabin.

“Elias!” she giggles. “Put me down!”

“Nope,” I say, smacking her ass lightly. “You’re too damn cute.”

I buckle her into the passenger seat of our supply truck, adjusting the seatbelt over her chest and pressing a kiss to her temple.

The road winds down the mountain, the wheels crunching over frost-covered dirt and gravel. She keeps one hand on the window the entire time, eyes wide with wonder.

“That’s a bear!” she gasps, pointing out the window.

“Mm-hmm. Probably the same one that tried sniffing around our perimeter last week.”

“And that—look, Elias! That bird! It’s sitting on the mirror!”

I glance over. A fat little jay with iridescent blue feathers cocks its head at her, then flutters away when the truck bumps down the trail.

She laughs, giddy. “This is the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen.”

I grip the steering wheel tighter, heart full and tight. “And it’s only the beginning.”

By the time we reach the base, the sun’s starting to dip lower in the sky. The concrete outpost is alive with movement—soldiers unloading gear, guards running drills. A few of the guys recognize me instantly and whistle when they see Valaya hop out behind me, her hand still clutched in mine.

“Well, damn, Elias,” one of them drawls. “Didn’t know you were holed up with a pretty little omega in that cabin of yours.”

Another smirks. “Theo and Levi too, huh? No wonder none of you came back early.”

Valaya hides a shy smile behind her hand as I roll my eyes.

“Real funny, Mac,” I say, grabbing the keys dangling from his fingers before he can toss them. “I’m borrowing your car.”

“Yeah, I figured. It’s too obvious she’s wearing Levi’s hoodie.” He winks at Valaya. “Go get her something with a little sparkle.”

“She’s getting a whole damn wardrobe,” I mutter.

Valaya follows me, still wide-eyed. “They’re…really chill about me being here.”

“They know,” I say simply. “Alphas can tell when another alpha’s found his omega. That’s all they need to know.”

Her cheeks flush. “It’s just…I thought they might think I was a burden.”

I turn toward her and pull open the passenger door of Mac’s sleek black SUV. “Never. You’re not a burden. You’re our light.”

I buckle her in again, slow and deliberate. “There we go, babygirl. All secure. Just like you’ll always be with me.” I graze her cheek with a knuckle and lean in to whisper, “Daddy’s gonna buy you clothes that hug every inch of your sweet little body. You’ll look so good, they’ll all know you’re spoken for.”

She shivers as I press a kiss to the tip of her nose.

Then I start the car, and together we drive toward the town.

She watches the world fly by through the window—eyes full of dreams and wonder—and I swear to every god who’s listening, I’ll give her all of it.
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The scent of warm butter and fresh syrup hangs thick in the air, blending with the chatter of early evening couples after work and clinking cutlery. The little café I chose sits at the corner of a cobbled street, windows wide open to the sunlight streaming in. It’s rustic and charming—polished wood tables, faded paintings of flowers on the walls, and the smell of brewing coffee that makes the place feel like home.

Valaya sits across from me, her legs swinging slightly beneath her chair, wrapped in one of the soft dresses we picked out earlier—white cotton with tiny blue flowers, the neckline modest but still making my gaze linger on her delicate collarbones. She looks like spring incarnate. Barely contained sweetness.

She clutches her fork like it's a treasure and stares at the pancakes stacked high in front of her, smothered in whipped cream and fresh strawberries. “They’re so fluffy,” she murmurs in awe, cutting into them as though afraid they’ll vanish if she touches them too roughly. “And the cream—it’s sweet! Like clouds.”

I chuckle softly. “You act like you’ve never had pancakes before.”

“I haven’t,” she says without looking up. “He never let me have sugar.”

He. My fingers tighten around the coffee mug. I can’t wait to storm into his mansion and put a bullet through his heart myself. He’s a traitor to his country, a vile man who only cares about money. I can’t believe he used and abused both Valaya and her mom for his nefarious purposes, making them unwilling pawns in his twisted games.

She lifts a forkful into her mouth and moans softly around the bite, her eyes fluttering closed like the taste physically stuns her. My cock stirs. That little sound—so sweet, so unintentional—was straight from a fantasy.

Cream coats the corner of her lips, and I reach over with a napkin, gently wiping it away. “Messy girl,” I murmur.

“Sorry,” she giggles.

A few moments later, she’s at it again—another bite, another smear of cream. This time, I don’t bother with the napkin.

I lean across the table, grip her chin gently, and swipe my tongue along the corner of her mouth, licking the cream clean.

Her breath catches.

Her scent hits me like a hammer—thick, ripe, just a touch sweeter than usual. My nostrils flare.

I lean in, lips brushing her ear. “I can’t wait to smell you in heat, babygirl,” I whisper, low and sinful. “To bury my face between your thighs and taste how desperate you get. I’ll claim you in every filthy way possible. Mark you inside and out.”

She squirms in her seat, eyes wide and face flushed, her hand clutched tight around the fork.

I trail a fingertip down her wrist. “The others are going to hate me for keeping you to myself this long. But they’ll have to deal with it. Because I need my babygirl all the time.”

Her lips part, breathless. I sit back, sipping my coffee, smug and hard as stone beneath the table.

After we finish eating—she cleans her plate like it’s her last meal—we stroll down the sunny street. Boutiques line the sidewalks, their windows filled with gauzy dresses, shiny shoes, soft knits. Valaya’s eyes light up when she sees a pale pink dress on display, and I gently guide her toward the entrance.

Inside, the boutique smells like lavender and fabric softener. A beta woman behind the counter smiles kindly as she notices Valaya’s wide-eyed wonder.

Valaya tries on everything. Dresses that hug her curves, soft sweaters in pastel colors, delicate lace tops. Every time she steps out from the fitting room, I can’t speak for a moment—she’s too damn beautiful.

“That one,” I say as she twirls in a sky-blue sundress. “We’re buying it.”

She giggles. “But Elias—there’s already ten things in the pile.”

I grab a few more hangers, all in slightly larger sizes.

She squints at them. “Wait…why do I need these?”

I step closer, place a hand over her still-flat belly. “You’ll need room when you’re swollen with our pups,” I murmur, thumb brushing slow circles over her stomach. “You think I won’t knock you up the second your heat hits?”

Her eyes go wide, mouth parting in a little gasp.

“Mmhm,” I hum, pressing my lips to hers. “You’ll waddle around the cabin, all round and soft and full, and we’ll take turns rubbing your back, feeding you whatever you crave. You’ll be the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

She melts into my arms as I kiss her, slow and deep. Her hands cling to the front of my shirt like she can’t bear to let go.

I pull back just enough to whisper against her lips, “Daddy’s going to make sure you have everything you’ve ever been denied. Starting with this dress.”

And I kiss her again—because I can’t stop. She’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of, the mate I’ve craved deep inside.

And I finally found her, in a godforsaken frozen forest. A lost omega. My omega.

Valaya tugs at my sleeve, her voice soft as twilight begins creeping in through the boutique’s windowpanes. “Elias... it’s getting dark. Maybe we should head home?”

I glance at the sky outside—it’s true, the sun’s dipping low, bleeding gold over the rooftops—but I’m not done yet.

“Not just yet, babygirl,” I murmur, lacing my fingers through hers. “I made a promise.”

She blinks up at me, curious and a little confused, but she doesn’t resist when I guide her down the street to a smaller shop tucked between a bookstore and a bakery. This one smells like polished leather and faint citrus, and soft instrumental music plays overhead. Shoes line the walls, arranged like artwork—shiny heels, cozy boots, even fur-lined slippers.

An older beta woman behind the counter looks up as we enter and smiles warmly.

“Need help finding anything?” she asks.

“Yes,” I say. “She needs shoes. Sparkly ones. Something that makes her smile.” Then I glance at Valaya’s bare feet and add, “Also boots for the snow, slippers for home, and anything else you think is practical.”

Valaya immediately shakes her head. “Elias, really. This is unnecessary. I don’t need⁠—”

I hush her with a finger pressed gently against her lips. “You’re Daddy’s princess,” I say in a tone that brooks no argument. “And Daddy’s allowed to spoil you as much as he likes.”

She blushes, her cheeks blooming pink, and lowers her eyes.

The assistant brings over a little cushioned stool and motions for her to sit. “Let’s get your size first, sweetheart.”

Valaya perches on the edge of the stool, pulling up the hem of her dress. The assistant kneels down and gently lifts one of her feet into her lap.

My breath catches.

They’re so small. Delicate. The pads of her toes are soft and pale pink, the arch dainty, her skin unmarred and warm-looking. She wriggles slightly, giggling as the measuring tape brushes under her arch.

“She’s ticklish,” I murmur, nearly growling with affection.

I want to hold them. Worship them. Watch them flex against my shoulders as I bury myself inside her.

The assistant moves with practiced ease, murmuring the size and disappearing into the back.

Valaya lifts her eyes to me. “I didn’t think shoe shopping could feel this... intimate.”

I crouch in front of her, hands on her knees. “Everything with you feels intimate.”

When the assistant returns, she brings options in all shapes and styles—but there’s one pair that makes Valaya gasp.

Ballet flats. Covered in shimmering sequins that shift color like a rainbow when the light hits just right.

“Oh,” she breathes, “those are beautiful.”

“Try them on,” I say, my voice low.

She slips her feet into the flats, and the moment they’re on, her entire face lights up. She stands, spins once, then beams up at me with pure joy. “They sparkle when I move.”

That’s it. That’s the one.

“We’re taking those,” I say, standing and tossing a card to the assistant. “And the boots, and the slippers, and whatever else she wants.”

Valaya throws her arms around my neck, standing on her tiptoes in those ridiculous rainbow shoes, and kisses my cheek.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispers.

I don’t say it aloud, but as I hold her to me, one thought repeats over and over in my head:

I’d give you the whole damn world if you asked.


EIGHT


Levi

I lean against the frame of the cabin’s open doorway, my eyes glued to Valaya as she twirls in the snowy clearing just outside. The new coat fits her like it was custom-made—soft mauve, nipped at the waist, accentuating every curve that drives me and the other two bastards inside to the brink of madness. Her scarf flutters in the wind, and her boots crunch against the frost-covered ground as she laughs, twirling to admire the way her rainbow shoes peek out from under the hem of her jeans.

Goddamn, she’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Good job,” I murmur, glancing sideways at Elias as he approaches, arms crossed and expression smug. “You did good getting her all that. The shoes, the coat. Everything.”

Elias shrugs, but the glint of pride in his eyes doesn’t lie. “She needed it. No way in hell was I letting our girl run around in oversized shirts and bare feet.”

I grind my teeth a little. “Yeah, well… I wish it’d been me. I wanted to be the one to see her face when she tried those shoes on. I wanted to spoil her.”

Elias claps a hand on my shoulder. “Then take her on your run. You’re up next for supplies, anyway. Take her somewhere fancy. Real food, a proper restaurant. If she lit up like that over a goddamn pancake, imagine what she’ll do when she tastes real filet mignon.”

I glance back out at her again, catching the way her nose scrunches up in delight as she tosses a snowball in Theo’s direction. She’s radiant. Glowing. And there’s a scent in the air now—so faint only we can catch it. Sweet and dizzying, with just the faintest touch of spice.

Her heat is coming.

And our instincts? They’re going haywire.

The shift happens fast. One second, Elias and I are chuckling about expensive meals, the next we’re straightening, shoulders locked and jaws tight.

My hackles rise before I even register the scent. Something wrong. Something off.

Elias stiffens beside me. “You feel that?”

“Yeah,” I grit out. “Someone’s nearby. Not one of us.”

The smell hits hard after that—foreign. Not from town. Not military. Just wrong. A hint of gasoline. Sweat. Cheap soap. Too close.

I growl low, deep in my chest. “They’re not from the base.”

Elias turns toward the cabin, already heading inside. “Get the perimeter. I’ll grab weapons. Theo needs the rifle.”

I’m already moving. “On it.”

I break into a jog, scanning the tree line, my eyes narrowed and sharp. Every step pulses with the need to protect. To kill if I have to. Whoever’s watching us—whoever thinks they can get near our omega—is about to find out just how vicious a pack of alphas can be.

The moment I step outside, something shifts.

My instincts go sharp, gut twisting with dread—and then I hear it.

Crack.

A bullet slices through the air, whizzing past Valaya's cheek so close it draws a line of red across her soft skin. Her eyes widen, breath catching—and I don’t think. I dive.

“Down!” I roar, grabbing her by the waist and dragging her behind the reinforced stack of crates near the cabin door. Another shot echoes. Bark splinters off the nearby tree. She’s trembling, breath shallow, scent flaring with fear—and something else.

Theo’s rifle booms from the upstairs window a split second later. The sniper—the bastard who fired—drops like a sack of meat before he gets a chance to reload.

Then I see them. Men in black, faces covered, flanking from the treeline. Tactical, disciplined, and coming for her.

“Fuck,” I grit, shoving Valaya further behind the crates. “Stay down, sweetheart.”

Elias bursts out the door in full combat gear, like death himself, rifle locked and loaded. He tosses me a handgun and doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t have to.

We know what’s at stake.

He fires. Two of the bastards fall with precision shots, blood spraying over pine needles. I flank right, covering Elias’s blind spot, and the three of us—the lethal unit we were trained to be—become a wall between her and death.

Valaya curls behind the crates, and I see her hand press to her belly. Her scent is thick now. Sweet. Ripe. Her heat is almost here.

Shit.

That’s gonna be a problem.

Elias notices too. His jaw clenches, and he barks to Theo, “Get her inside. Now.”

“Already on it,” Theo says, rushing from the front porch. He pulls her into his arms, whispering to her as he shields her with his own body, carrying her like she weighs nothing.

Gunfire rips the air. One of the black-clad men lunges from the trees toward the cabin—but I shoot him in the throat before he gets close. The others break formation, fleeing into the dense woods.

“Levi. With me.” Elias is already on the move.

I grip Valaya’s wrist for a split second. “I’ll be back. I swear it.”

She clings to me like she doesn’t want to let go, those beautiful eyes wide with panic, lips trembling. “Promise you’ll come back to me. Safe. Whole. And… put your pup in me when you do.”

My cock twitches, even now. Even in chaos.

I kiss her hard and fast, lingering too long, then wrench myself away.

We disappear into the woods.

I run flank while Elias takes point, guns raised. We follow the trail—blood, broken branches, boot prints—through the snow.

“Three targets,” Elias mutters. “One limping.”

“I want one alive,” I say. “We need answers.”

We catch up fast. I drop one with a shot to the thigh, pinning him to the snow. Elias kills the second. The third runs.

“I’ll take him,” Elias says, giving chase.

I grab the wounded one by the collar and slam him into the tree.

“Talk.”

“Go to hell,” he spits, blood in his teeth.

I pull my knife. Press the blade to the skin under his jaw.

“I’ve lived in hell. I’m fluent,” I growl. “Who sent you?”

He hesitates. I slice just enough to make him whimper.

“Your girl’s daddy. He wants her. Needs her. Said she was the key to the Frostfang deal. To Theron. Without her, it all falls apart.”

Everything clicks into place.

The weapons. The snow hold. The girl locked in a golden cage. And now they’re desperate to get her back before she exposes the whole operation.

I snarl, and it’s not just anger—it’s primal.

“You’re not getting her,” I whisper, then knock him out cold with the hilt of my knife.

“Got mine,” Elias says, returning. “Dead.”

“Mine talked,” I grunt. “Her stepdad’s trying to secure Frostfang. She’s the bait. And the key.”

Elias exhales sharply. “Then we finally know where to hit.”

I glance toward the smoke from the cabin’s chimney. Toward the light, warmth, and scent of the omega waiting for us.

“We end this,” I say.

“For her,” Elias agrees.


NINE


Valaya

I’m burning alive.

There’s no other way to describe it—my skin is flushed and oversensitive, my womb cramping in slow, painful waves that roll through my core like aftershocks. The ache has taken over everything. My thighs are soaked with slick, every breath I take laced with the heady, primal scent of my own heat.

And worse—it’s only getting stronger.

I clutch the sheets tighter beneath me, panting. My body screams for touch, for friction, for… alpha. I need an alpha. I need one of them. My belly curls with pressure, low and throbbing, like my body knows what it was built for and refuses to be denied.

Theo’s beside me. Thank the stars, he’s beside me.

Cool relief brushes against my skin as he presses another ice pack to the inside of my wrist, then my neck, trying to bring my temperature down. His other hand strokes my hair, murmuring soft reassurances into the air, but I can see it in the way his jaw flexes—my scent is affecting him.

His breathing’s heavier. The bulge in his pants is impossible to ignore.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, tears pricking my eyes. “I can’t… I can’t make it stop.”

“You don’t have to be sorry, angel,” he says, voice low and strained. “Your body’s doing what it’s meant to. Don’t fight it.”

The walls of my womb seize with need, clenching helplessly, aching for an alpha’s knot, for seed, for a pup. I dig my teeth into my lip to muffle a sob. I need touch—strong hands. I need someone to soothe the burn, to take the edge off, to make the pain mean something.

I need them.

I need Theo.

“I’ve got you, angel,” he murmurs, brushing hair off my sweat-damp forehead. “Just breathe through it. You’re doing so good.”

But he smells it.

I can tell.

My scent is thick and syrupy now, clinging to the walls, curling into every breath he takes. His pupils are blown wide, jaw clenched too tight. He’s trying to resist, to be the good, responsible alpha. But I can feel how hard he’s fighting it. His skin is hot. His scent’s growing sharper—richer—full of alpha need and tension.

His throat bobs with a swallow. He cups my cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear I didn’t know I shed.

“I won’t touch you unless you’re sure,” he says. “Your first heat should be safe. Loved. Not rushed.”

But I am sure.

More than sure.

“I’m nesting,” I whisper as I tug the blankets closer around me. I’ve dragged his pillows—soft and worn with his scent—into a pile beneath me. It’s instinct. My body knows. It wants to be surrounded, protected, filled.

I look up at him with pleading eyes.

“I want it to be you.”

His nostrils flare.

I watch as the last of his control cracks.

“God,” he groans, fingers flexing at his sides. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

“Then help me,” I whisper. “Please, Theo… I need you. It hurts.”

And finally, he moves.

He lifts me gently into his arms, carrying me like I’m precious—like I’m already his. He takes me to his room, setting me in the center of the bed with all the care in the world. He lets me rearrange the blankets, curl into the nest I’ve started, and when I reach for him again, he doesn’t pull away this time.

He leans over me, brushing his lips against my temple.

“Are you sure, sweetheart?”

I nod. “I need you. I want your knot. I want to be yours.”

His low groan is feral. He buries his face in my neck, inhaling deeply, and when he speaks next, his voice is thick with alpha heat and reverence.

“Then Daddy’s going to take care of you.”

His weight on top of me is a blessing, a soothing balm to the inferno raging within. I can feel every hard line of him, every muscle taut with restrained power. His eyes, usually so calm and collected, are wild now, pupils blown wide with desire and alpha instinct. He pins my wrists above my head, his grip firm yet gentle, a promise of dominance that makes my body sing with anticipation.

"Elias had you first, didn't he?" Theo murmurs, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through me, stoking the fire in my belly. "He popped your sweet little cherry, made you bleed for him." His fingers trace the sensitive skin of my inner wrists, circling the pulse points that flutter beneath his touch.

I whimper, nodding. The memory of that first time, the initial pain and then the overwhelming pleasure, sends a fresh wave of slick gushing from my core. Theo inhales sharply, his nostrils flaring as he scents the air. His grip tightens, just a fraction, enough to make me feel claimed.

His mouth descends on one taut nipple, sucking and laving with his tongue. I arch up into him, crying out at the intense sensation. My body is so sensitive, every touch amplified by the heat. He growls low in his throat, the sound vibrating against my breast, sending electric jolts straight to my clit.

"That's it, angel," he murmurs, moving to the other nipple, giving it the same torturous attention. "Feed them to me. Let Daddy taste what's his." His fingers roll and pinch my other nipple, sending sharp bursts of pleasure-pain coursing through me.

I'm writhing beneath him, my body undulating with need. His words, filthy and possessive, are driving me higher, pushing me closer to the edge. "Please," I beg, not even sure what I'm asking for. More. More of him. More of everything.

He lifts his head, looking down at me with those fierce, feral eyes. "You're doing so good, sweetheart," he praises, his voice thick with lust. "Letting your alpha take control. Let me soothe the pain in your pussy.”

Theo's cock is hot and heavy in my hands as I claw at his belt, desperation fueling my movements. I need him inside me, need him to fill the aching void that's consuming me from within. He captures my hands, pinning them above my head again, his eyes boring into mine.

"Where do you want it, angel?" he growls, the question sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine. "Where do you need Daddy's cock?"

A wave of nausea and cramps seizes my stomach, but my throat is dry, parched with the need to taste him. "My mouth," I gasp. "I want to taste you first. Then... then you can breed me. Claim me. Make me yours."

His eyes darken, and a sinful smile curves his lips. "Such a filthy mind," he praises. "My beautiful slut. You want to suck Daddy's cock, don't you?"

I nod eagerly, my mouth watering at the thought. He shifts, straddling my chest, and frees his cock from his pants. It's thick and hard, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. He brushes it against my lips, painting them with his essence. I dart my tongue out, licking the salty taste of him, and a low groan rumbles in his chest.

"That's it, sweetheart," he murmurs, gathering my hair in his hand, wrapping it around his fist. "Open wide. Let Daddy fuck that pretty mouth."

I obey, parting my lips, taking him in. He guides my head, his grip on my hair firm but gentle, setting the pace. Tears prick at the corners of my eyes as I take him deeper, my body desperate to please him, to be used by him. He curses, his hips jerking, his cock throbbing in my mouth.

"You're perfect, angel," he groans. "Such a good little slut for Daddy. You want my cum, don't you? Want to taste it before I fill your womb with it."

I moan around his cock, my cheeks hollowing as I suck him harder. The taste of him, the scent of him, it's intoxicating. It's safety and home and everything I need. My pussy clenches, slick pouring from me, soaking the sheets beneath us. I can feel it, the inferno in my belly, the primal need to be bred, to be claimed.

He thrusts into my mouth, his grip on my hair tightening. "Fuck, Valaya," he growls. "You're desperate for it, aren't you? Desperate to carry my pups. I can feel it. You're milking my cock with that wicked little mouth."

I am desperate. Desperate for him, for his cum, for his knot. I suck him deeper, my tongue working the underside of his cock, my throat relaxing to take him further. He curses again, his body tensing. He's close. So close.

But he pulls out, his cock popping free from my mouth with a wet sound. I whimper at the loss, but he's already moving, positioning himself between my thighs. He lifts my legs, draping them over his shoulders, and then he slams into me.

My bones rattle with the force of his thrust, his cock filling me completely. His head meets my cervix, a sharp pain that promises pleasure, that promises life. He stills, his eyes locked onto mine, his hands gripping my thighs.

"Once you take my knot, angel," he says, his voice rough with lust and emotion, "you'll have my pups to care for. You'll be mine. Forever."

Tears slip from my eyes, but they're tears of joy, of relief, of anticipation. "I can't wait," I whisper, my heart swelling with love and devotion. This cabin, this man, this life—it's already mine. It's already home.

He begins to move, his hips pistoning into my cunt, his cock stroking every sensitive spot inside me. His dirty talk fills the air, wrapping around me, cocooning me in a world where only we exist. Where I'm his good girl, his beautiful slut, his angel.

His thrusts grow harder, more erratic. I can feel his knot swelling, can feel the pressure building. My body tenses, my orgasm just out of reach. And then he bites me, his teeth sinking into the soft flesh of my neck, marking me, claiming me.

I scream as I come, my body convulsing around his cock, my pussy milking him for all he's worth. He roars, his knot swelling fully, locking us together. I can feel his cum, hot and thick, filling me, soothing the inferno, promising to make my belly heavy with babies.

He collapses on top of me, his body slick with sweat, his breath ragged in my ear. I wrap my arms around him, holding him close. We're one now. One body, one heart, one soul.

And soon, one family.


TEN


Levi

The cabin looks like heaven from a distance.

Golden light spills from the windows, flickering against the snow-covered clearing like a warm invitation. Smoke curls up from the chimney, and even from this far, I can smell her. Valaya.

Her scent dances in the air—soft and sweet and cloying, thick with heat. My heart kicks in my chest, and my body responds instantly, going tense with instinct.

She’s in her cycle.

Still.

My boots crunch through the frost as I follow Elias up the path, blood drying on my knuckles and staining the front of my coat. We look like savages—fresh from war, not from a forest skirmish. There’s blood on his jaw, streaked near his brow. My knuckles are cracked. The red still stains the corner of his mouth where someone’s blow caught him. But we won.

We always win.

The scent of safety and home surrounds us as we step onto the porch. That damn scent. Hers.

I breathe it in.

Warm, rich, laced with a need that makes every alpha cell in my body hum with hunger. Her pheromones wrap around me, heat-fueled and dizzying, even more potent inside the cabin.

I groan low in my throat.

“She’s going to be scared if she sees us like this,” I mutter, brushing the crusted blood from my jaw with the back of my hand.

Elias nods. “Shower. I’ll go after you.”

I don’t argue. I head straight for the bathroom, stripping off layers as I go. The second the freezing water hits me, I exhale hard, letting it wash away blood, sweat, and the wild adrenaline of the last few hours.

But not the arousal.

My cock’s hard as stone, aching as her scent lingers in the air. The water doesn’t drown it out—it only makes it more intoxicating. Even the coldness can’t tame the hormones raging through my system.

The thought of Valaya in heat is driving me wild and she’s not even in the room.

It’s only the first night of her heat, and we’ve got days of this ahead. Days where we’ll need to guard her, feed her, soothe her… and try like hell not to lose our minds while she begs to be filled and knotted.

I wrap a hand around the base of my shaft, biting back a snarl.

Not now. Not like this.

I grit my teeth and force myself to finish showering, icy water at the end to cool myself enough to think clearly.

When I step out, towel low on my hips, Theo’s already out in the hallway. His hair’s damp with sweat, lips still a little swollen, his shirt tugged hastily over his chest.

“She okay?” I ask him quietly.

He nods. “She’s sleeping now. The worst of the cramping passed, but she’s still burning up. She needs calories. I was going to make dinner—something with fat, protein, stuff that’ll replenish what she’s burning.”

I glance down the hall toward the closed bedroom door. My body aches to go to her.

“She shouldn’t be alone,” Theo adds, watching me. “You go. Stay with her.”

“You’re always taking care of everyone, doc,” I say with a soft smirk.

“Someone has to.”

I pause at the doorway, then glance back. “We got rid of the threats.”

He stops slicing into an onion. “Who sent them?”

“Her stepfather,” I grit out. “He’s trying to track her. Might’ve known she ran. Definitely knows she’s not alone anymore.”

Theo swears under his breath. “Then this is just the beginning.”

I nod grimly.

He turns back to the stove, determination etched in his face. “Then we’ll be ready.”

I leave him there and walk to the bedroom. The moment I open the door, her scent crashes over me again, and I know—I won’t be leaving her side tonight.

The door shuts behind me with a soft click, and I feel the change instantly.

The air is molten inside this room. A fire crackles in the hearth, casting golden shadows across the walls, and the heat coming from her—Valaya—is staggering. It clings to everything. The bedding, the pillows, the very air. Her scent is stronger here, saturated in the room like sugar and spice and sex, thick with the pheromones of a needy omega deep in heat.

And then I see her.

Curled up in the nest she built on the floor beside the bed, surrounded by pillows and blankets, her body is bare—naked and glistening with sweat. Her skin shines in the firelight, curves flushed a lovely shade of pink, her thighs parted slightly in the tangled softness of her nest. She looks like something out of a dream. Fragile and radiant, and mine.

My cock throbs behind the towel. I groan low and strip it off, leaving only my boxers on. Even that feels like too much. The heat in here is wild. A damp sheen spreads across my skin the second I step inside.

She shifts then, stirring in her nest, and her eyes flutter open.

“Levi,” she murmurs, her voice low and raw from crying out earlier. Still, it’s soft as a breeze. “You’re back…”

I drop to my knees at her side.

“Yeah, sweetheart,” I whisper, brushing a damp strand of hair from her forehead. “I’m back.”

She blinks up at me, her lashes wet, lips parted. “I was scared. That you’d get hurt out there. That I’d never see you again…”

I lay down next to her in the nest, pulling her against my bare chest. Her skin sticks to mine, heat rolling off her in waves. “I’ve been doing this too long to be bad at my job,” I murmur against her temple. “You think a bunch of masked idiots are gonna stop me from getting back to you?”

A small smile breaks across her lips. “Cocky alpha.”

“You like it,” I tease, pressing a kiss to her jaw, then her cheek. “You’re safe now. You hear me? I’ve got you.”

Her hand slides down my chest, lingering over my abs. “I want to feel you inside me…”

I growl low, barely keeping control as her slick scent flares anew.

“You will, baby,” I promise, cupping her face gently. “But not yet. Not until you’ve eaten. You’ve gotta be strong if you want me to knot you good.”

She whines softly, but I kiss the pout off her lips.

Right then, Theo enters with a tray of food. He looks exhausted—dark circles under his eyes, his shirt hanging loose on his lean frame—but his eyes soften when he sees us.

“I brought her something warm,” he says, setting the tray near the nest. “Meat and rice from the rations. Some dried fruit. Not gourmet, but good enough.”

“I’ve got her tonight,” I say quietly. “You rest.”

He nods, brushing a hand through his curls. “She needs you.”

I nod back. We don’t need more words than that.

He leaves, and I turn to her, lifting her gently to sit up against the pillows. “Alright, sweetheart,” I murmur, picking up the bowl and spoon. “Let’s get you fed.”

She opens her mouth obediently, letting me feed her bite after bite. Her eyes are half-lidded, body trembling, but there’s peace in her expression now. Comfort. She knows she’s not alone. Not anymore.

“You’re taking such good care of me,” she whispers between bites.

I smile. “Of course I am.”

“It wasn’t always like this…” Her voice trembles, quieter now. “Before you—before Elias, Theo—I’d go into heat alone. Locked in my room like I was contagious. Suppressants pumped into me constantly, even though they didn’t work. They just made me angry. Sick. And still… still I needed touch. I needed—this—and I couldn’t have it.”

She looks down at her bowl, her next words barely audible. “I was always empty. Always in pain.”

My heart cracks right down the middle.

I set the bowl aside and pull her into my lap, cradling her as if she’s breakable. I press my lips to her forehead and hold them there, whispering into her skin, “Not anymore.”

Her hands curl into my chest, holding me tight.

“From now on,” I murmur, “we’ll make sure your heats are filled with pleasure and comfort and every damn thing you’ve been denied. We’ll make it beautiful, the way it’s supposed to be.”

She looks up at me, eyes shining, and her scent pulses with something tender, something grateful.

“Thank you,” she whispers. “For coming back to me. For being the alpha who rescued me… and for being the one who made me trust again.”

That undoes me.

I kiss her—slow, deep, reverent—and hold her close, vowing silently that nothing, no one, will ever take her from us again.
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It’s past midnight. Silence shrouds the room, broken only by Valaya’s groans that have grown louder in the last few minutes.

The moonlight casts a silver glow through the window, painting Valaya's skin with an ethereal light. I'm awakened by her soft moans and the insistent pressure of her wet heat grinding against my cock. Her slick has soaked through my boxers, and the fabric drags against my length, painfully teasing me. I'm rock hard, throbbing with the primal urge to claim and fill her.

"Levi," she whimpers, her voice a husky plea. "I need you. I need you to knot me, to plant your seed deep inside. I want to feel my womb growing with your pup. It's the only thing that will stop this hurt."

Her words send a jolt of pure lust down my spine. I grip her thigh, pulling her leg up and exposing her glistening pussy. She's a masterpiece, swollen and red, dripping with slick and heat. Her clit is a hard nub, begging to be sucked and licked. Her entrance pulses, eager to be filled and stretched.

"This is what you do to me, sweetheart," I growl, running a finger through her wet folds, feeling the hot, velvety softness. "You make me want to do filthy things to this fertile cunt. I want to stuff it full of my cock, my knot, my come. I want to breed you, Valaya. I want to see your belly round and heavy with my pup."

She arches her back, pressing her pussy harder against me, her eyes glazed with need. "Yes, Levi. Yes..."

My gaze lands on the bruised bite mark on her neck, where Theo claimed her. A snarl ripples through me, my competitive instincts flaring. I want her marked with my bite, screaming my name, coming on my cock.

"You're mine, Valaya," I declare, leaning down to sink my teeth into the soft flesh of her neck, right next to Theo's mark. She cries out, her body convulsing as I imprint my claim into her omega scent glands. She's mine now. Ours—mine, Elias', and Theo's. No other alpha will ever touch her again.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of my boxers, shoving them down just enough to free my cock. It springs out, heavy and thick, aching to be buried inside her. I guide the swollen head to her entrance, pushing in slowly, stretching her wide. She moans and writhes, her body trembling as I fill her completely.

"Look at you, taking all of me like a good little omega," I grunt, pulling out and slamming back in, making her breasts bounce. I capture one nipple in my mouth, biting down hard to send a shockwave straight to her pussy. It clamps down on my shaft, squeezing me tight.

"Such a tight, wet, greedy little cunt," I groan, pumping into her harder, faster. I find her clit with my thumb, circling it roughly, making her scream. "You love this cock, don't you, baby? You love being stretched and filled and fucked by your alpha."

"Yes!" she screams, her nails clawing at my back. "Yes, Levi! More! Harder!"

I oblige, rutting into her wildly, the wet slap of our bodies filling the room. Her pussy flutters around me, and I know she's close. I shift slightly, changing the angle, and her cry tells me I've hit the spot. I hammer into her G-spot, over and over, until she's thrashing and moaning and coming all over my cock.

Her orgasm triggers my own, and I roar as I come, hot spurts of seed filling her unprotected pussy. I keep thrusting, pushing my come deeper, determined to breed her, to give her what she needs. My knot begins to swell, locking us together, sealing my seed inside her.

She collapses against me, her body limp, her breath coming in ragged pants. I hold her tight, my cock still pulsing inside her, my knot tying us together.

"Mine," I growl softly, stroking her hair, her belly, her thighs. "You're mine, Valaya. And soon, you'll carry my pup. Our pup."

She looks up at me, her eyes shining with tears and gratitude. "Yours," she whispers. "Always yours."


ELEVEN


Elias

Morning breaks soft and golden over the cabin, filtering through the frosted windows like a quiet promise.

There's a stillness in the air, the kind that settles after a storm. Even the birds outside are hushed, their songs muted by the lingering tension from the night before. I’ve already been up for hours, cleaning my rifle and sorting through what little intel we gathered. Every muscle in my body is alert, but my heart—my heart feels heavier than it has in years.

And then I hear it. The shuffle of footsteps down the hall.

I look up from the map spread across the table just as Levi rounds the corner, supporting Valaya with a firm hand at her waist. Her steps are unsteady, her legs trembling beneath her, and there’s a fresh sheen of sweat on her flushed skin. She’s wearing a thin, sheer dress that clings to her curves, and there’s no mistaking the glistening trail of slick sliding down her inner thighs.

My jaw clenches. My fingers curl into fists.

She’s been thoroughly knotted.

Levi’s voice is low and gentle. “She said she was feeling well enough to eat with us. Thought it’d help her recover faster to be around the pack.”

My throat tightens at the word. Pack.

Yeah. That’s what we are now.

I rise from my chair, walking toward her, every instinct I have on high alert—not out of danger, but out of need. Of protectiveness. My eyes catch on the way her nipples strain against the fabric of her dress, the rosy peaks swollen and sensitive from days of heat and feeding. I force myself to look away, clearing my throat sharply, shaking the haze from my mind.

Not now. Focus.

She sways slightly, and I catch her elbow before she can fall. My hand slides up to cup her jaw, rough thumb brushing against her soft cheek.

“You’re a brave little thing, aren’t you?” I murmur.

Her lips curve into a tired, sweet smile. “You promised you’d take me next, remember?”

I arch a brow, smirking despite myself. “I never break promises.”

She lets out a breath, settling into the chair Levi pulls out for her. I steady her as she lowers herself into it, then I crouch in front of her.

“We need to talk,” I say. “About the men from last night.”

Her smile fades.

“Who were they?” she asks.

My hand lingers on her knee. “Your stepfather sent them.”

Her breath catches, color draining from her face.

“He knows you’re here. And now… he knows who you’re with.” I glance toward the windows, scanning the snowy treeline outside. “He’ll come again. He’ll send more. He has too much to lose.”

Valaya’s voice shakes. “What do you mean?”

I look over at Levi, who nods grimly. Then I return my gaze to her.

“My contact called this morning. The authorities finally found a link between the stolen arms cache and Theron of the Frostfang Hold.”

Her gasp is sharp and immediate, eyes widening in horror.

“That means…” she whispers, trailing off.

I finish the thought for her. “Your stepfather was trying to strengthen his ties with Theron by offering you as a wife.”

Her hand flies to her mouth.

“Theron’s previous wife?” Levi says gently, crouching beside her now.

Valaya’s eyes brim with tears. “She died. In her sleep, they said. But there were rumors her husband killer her.”

Theo enters from the kitchen, holding a tray with warm food, and pauses when he hears that. “You think she found out about the arms deal?”

“We think she was the one who tipped off the authorities,” I say quietly. “And she died for it.”

Valaya’s shoulders slump. The pain etched across her face is unmistakable. “I never met her but I still hate what happened to her.”

“She might’ve been the first one to try and stop their plot,” I say. “And we’ll make sure we finish what we started.”

“I can’t let this continue,” Valaya says firmly, fists clenched in her lap. “We have to stop them. I want to help.”

“No,” we all say in unison.

Theo is the first to soften. “Valaya, it’s too dangerous. We don’t know how many men your stepfather has guarding that mansion. We could be walking into a death trap.”

“But I can get you in,” she insists. “If they think you’re bringing me back, they’ll open the gates. No bloodshed. No alarms.”

“I’m not using you as bait,” I growl, standing to pace. “That’s not how this works.”

Her voice rises, fierce despite the weakness in her limbs. “You three… you’re family now. I won’t let you go in alone and get killed because I stayed behind!”

I stop pacing.

Levi frowns, but there’s understanding in his eyes. “She’s not wrong. The smoothest way in is through her.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose. I hate this. Every instinct I have screams to protect her, to shield her. But she’s right. Her presence is our key.

“I’ll think about it,” I mutter.

It’s all I can offer.

Theo steps forward, kneeling beside her with the tray. “Let’s eat first,” he says, his voice gentle as he brings a spoonful of food to her lips.

She parts them and takes the bite, cheeks still flushed from the heat burning in her veins.

I sit down across from her, watching the way her lashes lower and how her eyes flutter when Theo strokes her back. There’s something fragile and holy about the moment.

For years, I’ve known only war. Rough terrain, broken bodies, the smell of gunpowder and blood. I never let myself dream of something more.

But then she happened.

This little omega with fire in her heart and a light that shines even in the darkest corners of our lives.

Valaya has changed everything.

And for the first time in my life, I start to imagine a future that is better than my past.
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I lead her down the hall with my hand resting on the small of her back. She’s warm beneath my palm—too warm—but there’s no mistaking the little bounce in her step, the soft smile tugging at her lips. Her hair’s still tousled from sleep and heat, her cheeks flushed, but she’s glowing.

She’s mine. Ours. And gods help me, I’d burn the whole world down to keep her safe.

When we reach my room, I push open the door and guide her inside. It’s cleaner than the others—spartan, like everything else I own—but she doesn’t seem to mind. Her eyes sweep across the bookshelf, the simple navy bedding, the polished gunmetal clock ticking quietly on the wall.

“I’ll read you a story,” I say as I help her settle on the bed. “Might help calm your mind.”

Her eyes light up with curiosity. “You’ll read to me?”

I pull a worn book from the shelf and flip through the pages. “Only because you love my voice.”

“I do,” she murmurs, lying back on the pillow, curls spilling like silk. “It’s deep. Soothing. Like thunder when it’s far away and you’re under a warm blanket.”

I huff a quiet laugh and begin.

“It’s the story of The Hollow Queen, an old fairytale. Once, there was a girl who lived in the shadow of a mountain, her heart hidden like a secret treasure. One day, a storm drove her into a cave where an exiled alpha king slept beneath frost and stone. Her warmth woke him. His strength steadied her. He taught her to trust again, and she taught him how to feel. Together, they faced her past and carved a new home into the mountain. She became his queen—and he, the first alpha she ever chose.”

Valaya sighs softly, but a frown tugs at her mouth.

I pause. “What?”

She wrinkles her nose. “It’s a nice story… but kind of disappointing.”

“Disappointing?” I lift a brow.

“The heroine only has one alpha.” She makes a dramatic face. “That’s not a real happy ending. A proper one would have at least three alphas.”

I snort, closing the book and leaning on one elbow beside her. “You’re such a spoiled brat.”

She grins. “You spoiled me.”

She sits up a little, smoothing her dress. It’s sheer, pale blue, and clings to every curve. Her nipples are already taut beneath the fabric, the soft rise of her breasts visible, tempting. She runs her hands down her hips, showing off the shape.

“You like it?” she asks, twirling slightly. “You bought it for me.”

“You look…” I trail off, my mouth dry, eyes dragging over her curves. “So good I want to tear it off you.”

Her pupils dilate. The words hit her like a physical touch.

I see it in the way her lips part, the way her thighs press together. Then her hand flies to her belly and she gasps.

“Shit,” she breathes. “It’s starting again.”

Her knees buckle.

I catch her before she hits the ground, sweeping her into my arms. Her skin is hot, her scent growing thicker, sweeter, and the sound she makes—needy, desperate—goes straight to my cock.

“I need you,” she whispers, burying her face in my neck. “Please, Elias… against the wall. I want to feel every inch of you plunging into me.”

I carry her across the room and press her gently to the wall, my body caging hers in. Her breath trembles against my lips, her fingers curling into my shirt.

“I’ll give you what you need, omega,” I murmur. “Whatever it takes to make you feel better.”

And then I kiss her. Slow. Deep. Possessive. Because she’s mine. And I’ve waited long enough.

I crush my mouth against hers, tasting her sweetness, her need. Her lips are soft, pliant, opening up for me as I sweep my tongue inside. She moans into my mouth, her body melting against mine. I can feel her heart pounding, her breath hitching as I deepen the kiss, claiming every inch of her mouth as mine.

My hands roam her body, sliding up her sides to cup her breasts. Her nipples are hard, pressing against the thin fabric of her dress. I rub my thumbs over them, earning a gasp from deep within her chest. I want more. I need more.

I pull away from her mouth, only to trail kisses down her jaw, her neck, her collarbone. She shivers with every touch, her skin hot and flushed. I slide down the straps of her dress, exposing her breasts completely. Her nipples are dark, pebbled, begging to be touched, tasted.

I take one into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, sucking gently. She arches into me, a low moan escaping her lips. “Elias,” she breathes, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I move to the other breast, giving it the same attention, loving how she responds to my touch. “These will be so tasty when your breastmilk comes in,” I murmur against her skin. “When you’re nursing our pups.”

Her blush deepens, spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. “I can’t wait for motherhood,” she admits softly. “It’s like a craving now. I need it, Elias. I need you.”

She spreads her legs for me, opening herself up completely. Her dress slides up, revealing her slick-coated thighs. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, filling the room, filling my lungs. I can see the marks on her scent gland, the bites from Theo and Levi. My cock throbs at the sight, eager to add my own mark.

“Take me, Daddy,” she whispers, her eyes meeting mine. There’s trust there, love, and a hunger that matches my own.

I drop my pants, freeing my cock. It’s hard, throbbing, precum leaking from the tip. I drag down her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She’s naked before me, her body soft, ripe, ready. Her pussy is glistening with slick, streaks of it running down her thighs like rivers.

I press her against the wall, lifting her up. “Wrap your legs around me,” I command, my voice rough with desire.

She obeys immediately, locking her legs around my waist. I can feel her heat, her wetness, pressing against my cock. I tease her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock against her clit, making her grind against me.

“Please,” she begs, her voice shaking. “Please, Daddy.”

I suck on her nipples, drawing out a moan from her as I thrust into her. Her pussy is tight, hot, wet. It grips my cock like a vice, pulling me deeper. I start to move, giving her fast, hard thrusts. Her breasts bounce with each movement, driving me wild.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I growl, my eyes locked on hers. “So ripe and ready for me. For us. You’re going to look so beautiful, round with our pup.”

She moans, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, Daddy,” she gasps. “Breed me. Fill me with your seed.”

I thrust harder, my hips slapping against hers. Her thighs tremble, her ass shakes with every impact. I grip her ass, my large hands nearly covering it completely. She’s so small, so delicate compared to me. It makes the alpha in me roar with pride, with possessiveness.

“You’re mine,” I snarl, my cock pounding into her. “Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to knot.”

Her orgasm hits her suddenly, her body convulsing in my arms. She screams my name, her pussy clamping down on my cock, milking me for all I’m worth. I can’t hold back any longer. With a roar, I come, my cock pulsing as I fill her with my seed.

My knot swells inside her, locking us together. She whimpers, her body shaking with aftershocks as I grind against her, soothing the heat in her body. I can feel our bond strengthening, solidifying. She’s mine, completely, utterly mine.

“I love you,” I murmur, pressing my forehead against hers. “Forever and always.”

Her eyes flutter open, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I love you too, Elias,” she whispers back. “My alpha. My mate.”

And in that moment, everything is perfect. She’s mine, I’m hers, and nothing will ever come between us. This is our destiny, our fate. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.


TWELVE


Theo

The steam curls around us like breath in winter, fogging up the cracked mirror and clinging to the tiled walls. I sit on the edge of the wooden makeshift tub, sleeves rolled to my elbows, warm water lapping at my arms as I gently run the washcloth over Valaya’s soft, soapy skin.

She hums, eyes fluttering closed, completely at ease in the heated water. Levi’s half-finished bedframe finally found its purpose—the guys helped line it with waterproof tarp, packed the edges with fire-warmed stones, and filled it with bucket after bucket of steaming water. It’s crude, sure. But looking at her relaxed, glowing face as she soaks in it, you’d think she was bathing in the springs of some hidden omega palace.

Two days. Two days of heat, of us touching her, loving her, taking care of her until she melted into a puddle of satisfied bliss.

Her scent’s changed now. Still sweet, still omega—but softer. Less frantic. Calmer.

Maybe it’s the afterglow, maybe it’s the constant presence of her alphas.

Or maybe it’s something else.

I rinse the cloth and start again, gently scrubbing her shoulder. “You know,” I murmur, watching the suds swirl away in the water, “there’s another reason your heat might be winding down early.”

She peeks at me through her lashes. “What do you mean?”

I glance down at the bubbles sliding over her stomach. My voice is calm, careful. “You might already be pregnant.”

She blinks, mouth parting with a soft gasp. Her hand floats to her belly, fingers splayed wide as if to feel something stirring inside. “You really think⁠—?”

“It’s possible.” I smile, smoothing the washcloth down her arm. “If you start feeling sore, or more tired than usual, or if your breasts ache—come to me right away, okay?”

Her cheeks flush, but it’s not the heat this time. It’s pure happiness, shining in her eyes like morning light.

She shifts in the water, a dreamy expression on her face. “I’d love that. Spending my nights curled up in front of the fire with a big belly... my alphas petting me, rubbing my feet…” She grins. “Maybe Elias learning to knit little socks.”

I chuckle. “He’d grumble the whole time.”

“I know,” she giggles.

I reach for the soap and lather her back, working it in slow, tender circles. “Your body’s going to change,” I murmur, voice low. “Your breasts’ll swell, nipples get sensitive… hips’ll widen, your scent’ll change again. You’ll glow.”

Her lips part slightly as my hand glides around her front, gently soaping her breasts. She leans into the touch with a sigh, eyes fluttering closed again.

“Will you love me even when I’m huge and waddling?” she teases.

I press a kiss to her damp shoulder. “We’ll worship you.”

She rests her cheek against her shoulder, content. But after a few moments, her voice turns more serious. “Theo… when are we going to the mansion?”

I pause, trailing the cloth down her side. “That’s up to Elias.”

“But he’s hesitating, isn’t he?” she says, voice soft but certain. “Because of me.”

I nod slowly. “He doesn’t want to risk you. You know how he is.”

She looks up at me, eyes gleaming. “Don’t tell him about the pregnancy. If he knows, he definitely won’t let me go.”

That catches me off guard. “Valaya…”

“Promise me,” she whispers. “Please.”

I study her face for a moment—brave and vulnerable and stubborn as hell—and nod. “Alright. I won’t say anything.”

Relief washes over her like the water, and she leans up, brushing her lips against mine. It’s a soft kiss, slow and full of everything we never had time to say.

When we part, she looks into my eyes and murmurs, “I love you, Theo.”

My throat tightens. “I love you too, angel. I can’t wait for this to be over.”

I run my fingers through her wet hair, tucking a strand behind her ear. “One day, we’ll be just three alphas and our omega. No more threats. No more missions. Just peace. Just you, glowing and pregnant, bossing us around the house.”

She giggles. “Like a true queen.”

I smile, heart full. “Exactly like a queen.”
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The cabin smells like gun oil, sweat, and woodsmoke. Sunlight slices through the frosted windowpanes in golden beams, catching on the metal sprawled across the table in front of us. Elias leans over the layout, eyes sharp, fingers brushing over the edge of a schematic. I’m seated beside him, checking the long-range rifle I’ll be posted with, every movement muscle memory by now. Levi’s across from me, sorting through packs of ammo and silenced sidearms.

This isn’t just any op.

This is the op.

"This is our final sweep," Elias says, his voice calm but tight with command. "No fuckups. We go in clean."

He nods toward the checklist taped beside the blueprint of Valaya’s mansion. Levi marks off the inventory items one by one: high-precision ear pieces, thermal vision goggles, tactical knives, low-frequency comms. Then the bigger gear—smoke grenades, EMP disruptors, body armor. All packed, all prepped.

“We bring Valaya in with us,” Elias says. “She’ll be our cover. She insists she needs to thank us for saving her—that’s her reason. We say we’re government security, doing our due diligence.”

I nod, loading a bullet into my sniper rifle, my hands steady despite the pounding of my heart. “They won’t expect her to return unannounced.”

“Exactly,” Elias says. “It’ll give us the edge. He’ll only have time to call in backup once we’re already inside.”

“Then we put a bullet in the bastard’s skull,” Levi says, voice a growl.

Elias flicks a glance at him but doesn’t argue. None of us want to pretend this isn’t personal.

“I won’t be going in,” I remind them, adjusting my scope. “I’ll be perched just outside the northwest treeline. It gives me full view of the mansion’s rear entry and the perimeter walls. Anyone tries to flank you, I’ll drop them.”

Elias nods. “You’ll be our eyes.”

My stomach tightens. I’ve seen combat. But this… this is different. This isn’t some war-torn border. This is a goddamn mansion in an empty forest that let a monster raise a girl like her in chains. We’ve worked this for months. But it didn’t get real until they tried to touch her.

Elias taps the edge of the map. “Theron’s movements have been tracked by the police. He’s meeting with Valaya’s stepfather in three days. That’s our window.”

Levi’s jaw clenches. “Plenty of time to prepare. Not enough to hesitate.”

Elias exhales, eyes on the floor. “We might have to go in without backup. The police’ll follow—eventually—but the mansion’s not officially in the jurisdiction of the capital. It’s a legal gray area.”

I meet Elias’s gaze. “Then we make it work. We’ve done more with less.”

He nods, slow. Then looks at Levi. “You ready to punish the bastard?”

Levi grins, sharp and cold. “Born ready.”

The room goes quiet. For a moment, it’s just the ticking of the old wall clock and the crackle of the fire.

We look at one another, the weight of what we’re about to do heavy in the air.

Elias is the first to speak. “I’ll brief Valaya later. She’s going in with a bulletproof vest. I’ll rig her with a comm too, and a small stunner—hidden in her dress.”

He swallows. “I hate putting her in danger. She wasn’t meant for this. She’s not a soldier.”

I straighten, my voice calm but firm. “No. She’s a warrior. She survived that place. Protected herself long enough to escape. Omegas protect their pups with their lives—don’t doubt what she’s capable of. She’s braver than any of us.”

Elias gives a small nod. Levi leans back in his chair, arms crossed.

“I’ll make sure she’s calm,” he says. “We’ll talk her through everything. She’ll be ready.”

“We all will,” I add, closing the case over my rifle. “But before that…”

I glance between the two of them, letting a small smile touch my lips.

“We take her on a picnic. To the forest. Somewhere quiet.”

Elias raises an eyebrow. “A picnic?”

“She needs something good,” I say. “Something warm to carry into that house. I’ll pack food.”

Levi clears his throat, rubbing the back of his neck. “I know a spot. River overlook. Quiet. She’d love it.”

Elias chuckles softly, shaking his head. “You two are such saps.”

He pauses, then sighs. “But yeah… it might be our last chance. We pamper her. Give her memories. Give her peace.”

For a while, none of us speak. We don’t need to. We just nod, quiet and resolute, knowing exactly what we’re fighting for.


THIRTEEN


Levi

There’s flour in my hair. On my face. Somehow even on my goddamn boots.

“Levi, stop stirring the eggs like that!” Theo yells over his shoulder, elbow-deep in a bowl of seasoned ground meat. “You’re scrambling them into foam, man!”

“They’re supposed to be fluffy, right?” I argue, but even I know I’m making a mess. The pan is hissing like it’s seconds away from rebelling.

“You’re not fluffing them, you’re murdering them.”

“Okay, chef,” I mutter, tossing the wooden spoon in the sink with a clatter. “Next time just say you don’t appreciate creativity.”

Before Theo can answer, Elias’s voice booms from the hallway like thunder. “Levi. Get the fuck out of the kitchen. Now.”

His commander tone snaps through me like a whip. I throw up my hands, backing away from the stove.

“Fine, fine. I’ll stick to packing the damn basket.”

Theo smirks, not looking up. “Stick to things that don’t involve heat or knives, yeah?”

“Did you bring the firewood and blankets, genius?” he adds.

I flip open the lid of the big woven picnic basket and nod. “Already loaded them in the truck. Two thick wool blankets, chopped firewood, matches, and the small folding grill.”

Theo’s hands work fast—rolling up fat breakfast burritos stuffed with eggs, spiced beef, roasted veggies, and melty cheese. Next to them, there’s a tin of golden-brown biscuits, honey butter, and some sort of sweet berry jam he must’ve made with those foraged fruits from yesterday. There's a thermos of mulled tea, still steaming, and a Tupperware container with cold fruit slices and candied nuts.

My stomach growls just looking at it all.

“Damn, you’re good at this,” I mutter, placing the wrapped burritos in the basket carefully.

Theo shrugs, wiping his hands on a towel. “Love makes men soft. Or better, depending how you see it.”

I glance at the spread—this cozy, domestic display of care and warmth—and something clutches in my chest. I’ve never done anything like this. Not once. Elias hasn’t either. None of us grew up thinking we’d ever be the kind of men to make picnic food or pack fruit like we were heading to a damn family reunion.

But here we are.

And someday, we’ll be doing this with our pups.

Tiny hands grabbing at biscuits, sticky jam smeared on their chubby cheeks. Laughter around a fire. Valaya glowing as she holds one of them in her arms, belly swollen again with another on the way. My throat tightens just imagining it.

The door creaks open.

Valaya stumbles out in one of Elias’s shirts, hair a wild mess, rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand. “Why’re you guys up so early?” she mumbles, blinking around the room.

I grin, walking over to her and ruffling her curls. “We’re kidnapping you for brunch, sweetheart.”

She yawns. “Brunch?”

“A picnic,” I say. “Warm food, good view, lots of us fussing over you. You in?”

She gives a sleepy little smile. “Always. Just… need to brush my teeth first.”

Before she can turn, Elias appears like a shadow and sweeps in. “I’ll help you,” he says, already leading her by the hand toward the bathroom.

Valaya laughs, leaning into him. “You’re taking this daddy thing very seriously.”

“I’m committed to excellence,” he replies smoothly.

I roll my eyes. “You gonna hold her hand while she pees too?”

“Maybe,” he shoots back without hesitation.

“God,” I groan, chuckling. “You are such a control freak.”

Valaya peeks over her shoulder. “I like it. I like being looked after.”

Theo’s laughing behind me as he closes the thermos lid. “Of course you do, angel. You’ve turned us all into domestic lunatics.”

Elias’s voice echoes from the hall. “She’s worth it.”

She is.

We all know it.

As I close the basket and carry it to the truck, I glance back at the cabin. The three of us—former soldiers, hardened killers—now making brunch, trading jabs, and melting for our omega. Yeah, maybe we’ve gone soft.

But fuck it.

I’ve never felt stronger.
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The sun’s a low, golden disc in the sky, and even though we’re bundled up in thermal wear and thick jackets, its warmth creeps through the layers like a soft hand, coaxing tension from our shoulders. The wind nips, sure—but it's lazy today. Peaceful. Like even the forest's holding its breath to let us have this moment.

We picked the perfect spot.

The river nearby is half-frozen, a sheet of glassy ice hugging the edges where the current slows. In the center, water still flows, cold and crystal clear, glinting like a million diamonds under the sun. Trees—tall and snow-dusted—circle the clearing like quiet guardians, and the sky above is so blue it feels like you could fall right into it.

We built a fire a few feet from the riverbank. The wood crackles, flames dancing in oranges and blues. We’ve got a small foldable table nearby, Theo’s food set out like we’re in some kind of mountain resort instead of the ass-end of nowhere. Valaya’s sitting on one of the thick wool blankets, back against a rolled-up coat, nibbling on a honey biscuit with sticky fingers.

God, she looks happy.

She tilts her head back, the sun catching her hair like a halo. “I can’t believe you guys did all this. A picnic? Just for me?”

“You earned it,” Theo says softly beside her, passing her a napkin. “After everything... you deserve good memories. Cozy ones.”

She glances at him, eyes narrowing just a little. “That sounds suspiciously like this is the calm before the storm.”

Elias doesn’t look up from where he’s crouched near the portable grill, flipping meat with precise movements. “Because it is. We go in two days.”

Valaya perks up like someone just handed her a script. “Two days? Okay. Alright. I’m ready. Do I get a secret agent codename or—what?”

“You’re not a spy, sunshine,” I chuckle, handing her a cup of the only juice we could find in the supplies—cranberry. “But you are the bravest omega I’ve ever seen.”

“Damn right,” she mutters, eyes gleaming. “I’ve always wanted to be the heroine of a thriller flick. Guess I’ll have to settle for the badass omega in a military op.”

Elias shakes his head with a small sigh, but I catch the twitch of a smile. “We’re still worried. There’s no predicting what might happen.”

Valaya sets down her biscuit and leans forward. “You don’t have to protect me from everything. You’ve all saved me already. Let me do this.”

Theo gives her a fond smile and ruffles her hair. “You really think you can say no to three trained soldiers?”

She grins right back. “If they’re my soldiers, yeah.”

That earns a laugh from all of us.

I throw in my two cents. “Maybe that’s why it works. Maybe you’re made for men like us—men who’ve seen the worst and crave someone who meets fire with fire.”

“I’m not fire,” she says with a little blush. “I’m more like... embers. Quiet but hot.”

“Oh, she’s hot, alright,” Elias mutters, stabbing at the meat with a fork and bringing a charred, juicy bite straight to her lips. “Here. Try this.”

She moans a little as she chews. “Okay. That’s illegal. You’re showing clear favoritism.”

I snort. “Right? You didn’t grill meat for me.”

Elias raises an eyebrow. “You want me to feed you, soldier?”

Before he can retort, I grab a hunk of meat straight from the grill and shove it in my mouth. “I’ll feed myself, thanks.”

We all crack up, Theo wheezing so hard he almost spills his juice.

The air smells like smoke and spices, warm meat and pine trees. The fire crackles. Valaya leans into Theo, who kisses her temple. Elias settles beside her with his legs stretched out. I lie back on the blanket, staring at the trees above, listening to the birds.

This—this right here—is perfect.

I never imagined this life. Never thought I’d end up lying under a sun-drenched sky, a woman I love beside me, my pack brothers laughing at my expense, our future spread out like the land before us.

“Alright,” I say, lifting my cup of cranberry juice, “to the mission.”

“To success,” Elias agrees, raising his own.

“To coming back safe,” Theo adds.

Valaya lifts hers last, smiling so wide it hurts to look at. “To us.”

We clink our cups together. I close my eyes, letting the heat of the fire soak into my bones.

Yeah. I’ll remember this moment for the rest of my life.

This is what it means to have a pack.


FOURTEEN


Theo

The cabin is quiet, the fire in the hearth reduced to a soft, golden glow. Outside, the wind howls against the windows, but in here, everything is still. Peaceful. Almost.

Valaya shifts in my arms again, her bare back pressing into my chest, the frown on her face barely visible in the low light. I tighten my hold, my palm smoothing down her belly, drawing her close.

“You’re not sleeping,” I murmur against her hair.

She sighs. “I’m trying.”

I kiss the top of her head. “Nervous?”

She nods, and for a second she doesn’t say anything. Then, quietly, “I haven’t seen him in so long, Theo. Just thinking about him makes my chest hurt. And Theron…” Her voice falters. “His scent was so strong. It made me dizzy. I’m afraid they’ll try to… to control me again.”

I exhale slowly and roll her onto her back so I can see her face. The firelight casts a soft amber hue over her features. She looks so small beneath me, but gods—she’s stronger than any of us.

“Valaya,” I say gently, brushing her hair back from her forehead. “You bear my mark. Elias’s. Levi’s. You’re ours now. No alpha—no matter how strong—can control you again. Your body knows who you belong to. Their scent won’t even touch you.”

Her eyes widen just a little, then soften with relief. “Really?”

I nod. “Really. You’re untouchable.”

She bites her lip, then smiles faintly. “These past few weeks have been the happiest of my life. I used to dream about this—about being free, about love—but it always felt too far away. Like something I wasn’t allowed to have.”

I cradle her face in my hands. “You’re allowed. You’re meant to have this.”

She laughs softly. “It’s like a fairytale. Three handsome soldiers rescuing me, bringing me to a secret cabin in the woods, feeding me, pleasuring me…” She trails off with a blush. “It’s too good. I don’t want to lose it.”

“You won’t,” I promise, kissing her cheek, then her jaw. “When the mission ends, you’re coming with us. Always. We’ll marry you, protect you, fill you with pups and never let another soul lay a hand on you again.”

She hums and kisses the tip of my nose. “You’re always so tender with me, Theo. I don’t know how to repay you.”

“You already have,” I say, trailing my fingers down her neck, over her collarbone, reverent with every inch of her. “You came into our lives. You let us love you. You showed us what it means to have something worth fighting for. To know the joy of planting a pup in our omega…”

She shudders beneath my touch, her lips parting.

I lean in closer, hand resting over her belly. “Do you need me inside you, sweet girl? Will that help you sleep?”

She nods, cheeks flushed. “I love it when you fill me. It makes me feel safe.”

My lips curve into a soft smile. I press a kiss to her neck, then another lower, as I worship her the only way I know how—slowly, reverently, deeply.

Tonight isn’t about lust. It’s about connection. About easing her nerves, grounding her before we walk into danger. About showing her—again and again—that no matter what happens tomorrow, she’ll never be alone again.

Not while we’re still breathing.

I slip my fingers under the soft fabric of her nightgown, feeling her tremble at my touch. Slowly, I lift the garment, exposing her skin inch by inch, kissing each newly revealed spot as if it were sacred ground. Her breath hitches as I pull the nightgown over her head, leaving her bare before me. I take a moment to admire her, the firelight dancing over her curves, casting shadows that only accentuate her beauty.

Leaning down, I start at her neck, dragging my tongue along her pulse point, feeling her heartbeat quicken against my lips. She tastes sweet, like honey and warmth, a taste that is uniquely Valaya. I trail kisses down to her collarbones, lingering there, feeling her shiver with pleasure. Her skin erupts in goosebumps, and I smile against her, loving how responsive she is to my touch.

I move lower, kissing every inch of her as if it were a ground for worship. Her breath hitches as I reach her hips, my tongue dipping into the slight indents there. She squirms, a soft moan escaping her lips. I look up at her, our eyes meeting, and I see trust, desire, and love reflected in her gaze. It fuels my own need, my own desire to claim her, to make her mine again and again.

My tongue dips into her navel, and she giggles softly, the sound turning into a gasp as I move lower still. I can smell her arousal, sweet and intoxicating, and I can't wait to taste her. I drag my tongue over her wet spot, her essence exploding on my taste buds. She moans, her hips bucking slightly, seeking more contact. I give it to her, my tongue delving deeper, exploring her folds, her clit, her entrance.

Her hands find my hair, her fingers tangling in the strands as she holds me to her. I can feel her tension building, her body coiling like a spring ready to release. But I want to be inside her when she comes. I want to feel her velvet walls pulsing around me.

I sit up, my hands going to my pants, freeing my dick. It's hard and ready, aching to be inside her. I position myself at her entrance, looking into her eyes as I push in slowly. Her mouth opens in a silent gasp, her eyes fluttering closed as she takes me in. She's so wet, so warm, her body accepting me, recognizing me as her alpha.

"You feel so good, sweet girl," I murmur, my voice barely more than a growl. "So wet, so tight. Perfect for me."

She moans, her legs spreading wider, opening herself up to me completely. I start to move, gentle but dominant, my hips rolling against hers. I can feel her surrender, her body softening, letting me take control. It's a heady feeling, one that makes my inner alpha roar with satisfaction.

I lean down, my lips finding her ear. "You're mine, Valaya," I whisper, my breath hot on her skin. "Your body knows it. Your heart knows it. Now let me make you come, sweet omega. Let me take all that tension away."

Her breath hitches, her body responding to my words. I can feel her getting closer, her walls tightening around me. I slip a hand between us, my fingers finding her clit. I rub gentle circles, my hips never stopping their rhythm.

She comes with a cry, her body convulsing beneath me, her walls pulsing around me. I ride out her orgasm, my own release building. As she comes down, I press my lips to hers, swallowing her moans. Then, with a final thrust, I come, filling her with my semen, marking her as mine once again.

She might already be pregnant for all I know, but my inner alpha, my primal self, rejoices at filling her with cum.

In the aftermath, I hold her close, our bodies still connected. Her breathing evens out, her body relaxing into sleep. I smile, knowing that I've given her what she needed. Tomorrow, we face danger. But tonight, she sleeps safe and satisfied in my arms. And that's all that matters


FIFTEEN


Valaya

The mountain looms like a sleeping beast beneath a blanket of snow, its silence thick with tension. As the truck grinds up the winding path, tall pines bow under the weight of frost, their dark needles dusted in shimmering white. The sky is a pale sheet of silver, the clouds unmoving, pregnant with the promise of another storm. It’s cold—bitter cold—but I barely feel it. Not with the heat pounding inside my chest.

I grip the edge of the seat, hands shaking inside my gloves. My breath fogs up the window beside me as I stare at the mansion drawing closer, nestled into the mountainside like a predator in wait.

It hasn’t changed.

Slate gray walls. Towering windows with black trim. Jagged peaks and sharp corners, built not for comfort but for intimidation. A castle of ice and shadow. My stepfather’s fortress.

I’m not a child anymore, but somehow, I feel just as small.

A warm hand covers mine. I glance sideways to find Levi watching me from the passenger seat, his jaw tight, his eyes full of a storm of his own.

“I’ll protect you,” he says, voice low and rough, “even if it’s the last thing I do.”

My throat tightens. “Don’t say that.”

His hand squeezes mine. He leans in, presses a kiss to the top of my head, and the familiar heat of his alpha scent blankets me—cedar and gunmetal and something distinctly him. My pulse steadies beneath it. Just barely.

But deep inside, something writhes. A gut-deep warning I can’t ignore.

Something’s going to go wrong.

I can feel it.

The truck rumbles past the stone gates, and the moment the guards at the checkpoint see my face, they move aside, unlocking the iron bars without a word. We roll forward.

Elias glances at me from the rearview mirror. “We hit the ground running now. Be ready.”

I nod, swallowing the lump in my throat.

When the truck stops, they move in tandem—Levi to my left, Elias to my right. I feel like a VIP being escorted to war. Theo remains behind as planned, sniper rifle in position somewhere I can’t see. But I know he’s watching. I know he’s got me.

Still, I’m sweating beneath the bulletproof vest, despite the freezing air biting my cheeks. The long crimson dress I wear flutters as I climb out of the vehicle, my boots crunching on packed snow. The coat around me is heavy, but necessary. I can’t show weakness. I have to look calm. Untouchable.

The doors to the mansion open before we even reach the stairs.

And there he is.

My stepfather.

Alpha Dominic Albrecht.

His white hair is neatly combed back, like always. Not a strand out of place. He wears a long black coat over a blood-red suit, hands clasped behind his back like a man used to ruling with silence and fear. His build is still strong, still sharp at the edges, but it pales in comparison to the muscle and presence flanking me.

Elias, with his squared shoulders and commanding posture. Levi, exuding raw dominance with every step. My alphas are predators. My stepfather looks more like a polished blade—dangerous, but brittle with time.

His icy gray eyes narrow the moment they land on me.

“Well,” he says, tone like a dagger slipping between ribs, “look who the mountain dragged in.”

Elias steps forward, all confidence and gravel. “We found her in the forest. Bad shape. Nearly hypothermic. She couldn’t walk, couldn’t speak. We took her in, patched her up, waited for her to heal.”

Dominic’s expression tightens. “Did you, now?”

I stare at him, my heart thudding against my ribs. I can’t tell if he believes it. I can’t tell anything. He’s unreadable—always has been. But I know that look in his eyes. It’s the same one he used to give me when I stepped out of line. When I questioned him. When I showed even a sliver of defiance.

He’s angry.

And I think he suspects everything.

The tension cuts deeper than the cold.

I feel it in every breath that clouds the air, in every shift of muscle beside me as my alphas hold position. The snow crunches under polished shoes, and then I see him—Theron.

He steps out from behind my stepfather like a shadow peeled off the wall. He’s younger than Dominic, but his presence is darker, hungrier. The look in his eyes when they lock on Elias and Levi is nothing short of lethal.

“Military,” he mutters, voice silken but tight with suspicion. “You’re surrounded by military men.”

His eyes flick to me, narrowing with disgust as he stalks forward.

Elias holds his ground. “She was bleeding when we found her,” he says, calm but firm. “Barely alive. We carried her out, stabilized her. We’re only here to return her.”

Theron cocks his head. “Is that all you did?” His voice curls with venom. “Stabilized her?”

Levi stiffens beside me. The tension coiled in his frame turns rigid. Elias doesn’t answer, but I can feel the storm building behind his silence.

Before they can speak, I step forward.

My body is shaking, but I force myself upright. “They saved my life,” I say, voice high but steady. “They’ve come a long way. The least we can do is offer them tea.”

Dominic’s jaw tightens. His silence stretches like a blade between us, but he’s about to agree when⁠—

Theron grabs me.

A gasp tears from my throat as he jerks me backward, yanking up my hair with one hand. My coat shifts. My neck is exposed.

And so are the three mating bites.

Elias’s.

Levi’s.

Theo’s.

Theron’s growl is guttural. “As I suspected,” he hisses. “You’ve been defiled.”

I try to wrench away, but his fingers clamp around my jaw.

“She’s claimed,” he snarls at Dominic. “She’s useless to us now. She can’t bear our pups—her body already stinks of them.”

The slap comes so fast I don’t see it coming.

My stepfather’s hand cracks across my face.

Pain bursts in white stars across my vision. I stumble, only held up by Theron’s iron grip.

“You slut,” Dominic spits. “You were made for one purpose, and you ruined even that.”

Tears sting my eyes, but I refuse to cry. I stand there, trembling, tasting blood, my heart about to shatter⁠—

Bang.

The bullet sings through the air.

Dominic jerks back with a shocked grunt, then collapses.

Blood sprays across the snow.

Theron freezes. Everyone does.

Then Theo’s voice crackles through the comms in Elias’s ear.

“He touched her,” Theo growls. “I fucking snapped. That bastard’s not walking out of here after hitting our omega.”

“Valaya—” Levi rushes forward, but⁠—

Theron seizes me, dragging me back against his chest. I feel the graze of something sharp against my skin. It sends shivers up my spine, paralyzing my muscles.

A knife glints in his hand. Cold steel presses against my throat.

“If you move,” he says low and deadly, “I’ll gut her.”

The shift in him is monstrous. Gone is the smooth political heir. What’s left is a savage beast, cornered and wild.

“I know exactly why you're here,” he snarls at Elias. “The military wants my father’s weapons contracts. You want the codes. But now that this little bitch is worthless to us—” he drags the blade tighter, and I flinch—“I’ve got no problem slitting her throat.”

Levi’s hands are raised, eyes on mine, calm but blazing. “You won’t touch her,” he says, voice shaking with rage. “You so much as draw blood and I’ll cut you open.”

“I will,” Theron says. “Don’t test me.”

My breath is ragged, fear a sharp blade inside my chest. I look at Elias. His eyes are calculating. He’s planning something.

And I pray to every force in the universe⁠—

Please, I beg silently, don’t let this be the end.


SIXTEEN


Elias

Everything happens fast.

The moment Theron presses that blade tighter to Valaya’s throat, I know we’ve stepped into a trap. The glint of sunlight off metal catches in the corner of my eye. Then another. And another.

We’re surrounded.

From behind the snowy evergreens, shadows emerge—men in black tactical gear, their faces partially obscured by balaclavas and snow goggles. They carry illegal rifles, military-grade, matte black with suppressors. Weapons no civilian is supposed to own. Weapons no alpha outside our command should ever lay hands on.

This is the proof we came for.

Right here. In front of us. Their numbers. Their firepower. Theron and Dominic weren’t just connected—they were building a fucking private army.

But we can’t seize it.

Because Theron’s got a knife to my omega’s throat.

I lock eyes with him. I see the flicker of satisfaction behind his cruel expression. He’s enjoying this—our helplessness, our fury, our restraint.

A sharp crack echoes across the mountain. One of his men falls, slumping into the snow.

Then another.

A third goes down screaming, blood spraying in bursts across white powder.

Theo.

He’s picking them off from the trees, quiet as a ghost, fast and lethal as always.

“Stop,” Theron snarls, the blade pressing harder into Valaya’s neck.

She whimpers. A line of blood wells against the sharp edge of the knife.

“Call off your sniper,” he says, voice cold and tight, “or I’ll slit her throat right now.”

My chest locks up.

I raise my hand to the comms in my ear, teeth clenched so hard my jaw aches. “Theo…” I say slowly. “You heard him. Stand down.”

Silence crackles in my earpiece. I know Theo’s still there. I know he doesn’t want to obey. I don’t want him to obey, either.

But I have to say it again.

“Stand down,” I repeat, low and sharp. “That’s a direct order.”

Valaya’s eyes find mine. She’s shaking now, her face pale and streaked with tears and blood. I want to rush her. Tear Theron to pieces. But I can't—not with her life hanging by a thread.

Through the comms, Theo’s voice finally cuts through.

“Take care of her, Elias. Please.”

“She might already be carrying our pups.”

The words hit me like a gunshot to the chest.

Pups.

I stagger in place, throat tightening. I knew it was possible—we all did—but hearing it… confirming it in the middle of this hellscape…

Theron must see something flicker in my face, because his mouth twists into a cruel grin. “Oh,” he sneers. “Didn’t know she was knocked up already? Even better. I’ll make her bleed the little parasites out.”

“Don’t,” I growl.

“Then drop your fucking weapons.”

I hesitate. My hand is tight around the grip of my sidearm, my body coiled with every ounce of tension I’ve ever carried in the field.

I look at Valaya.

At the blood dripping down her neck.

At the tiny shake of her hands.

And I let my gun fall.

The crunch of it hitting the snow echoes louder than any shot I’ve ever heard.

Levi curses under his breath next to me. His face is twisted in agony, torn between action and restraint.

“I said now,” Theron snaps at him.

Levi drops his weapon too.

Theron’s men move in fast.

One slams my arms behind my back, yanking my shoulders until I hear something pop. Plastic restraints cut into my wrists.

Levi’s struggling as they restrain him. “I swear,” he growls, “I’m going to rip your fucking throat out⁠—”

A rifle butt cracks him across the side of the head.

He grunts, head lolling, dazed.

I lurch toward him but two men shove me to my knees. The snow soaks into my pants, freezing, biting. I barely feel it.

All I feel is fury.

And helplessness.

Valaya cries out as Theron drags her backward, using her like a shield. He’s breathing hard now, his expression manic.

“Thought you could take us down?” he hisses. “You should’ve stayed hidden in your little cabin.”

I stare him down. “You’re already done,” I spit. “Theo got the footage. The weapons. Your army. Everything.”

He falters for half a second, then recovers with a snarl. “And yet you’re the ones on your knees.”

Valaya looks back at me. Her eyes glisten. Fear radiates from her, but there’s something else in her face, too. Strength. Rage. A kind of silent courage that makes my chest ache.

I want to tell her everything’s going to be okay.

But I don’t know if that’s true anymore.
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Levi’s bleeding badly from the side of his head.

I see it as we’re dragged through the mansion’s grand foyer—his blood streaking down his temple, soaking into the collar of his shirt. He’s upright, but barely. His hands are tied behind his back, same as mine, so he can’t even try to staunch the flow. Can’t wipe the blood out of his eyes. He’s stumbling a little, and I can’t help him. That might be the worst part.

I’ve taken hits before. Been shot. Been tortured. But this… this is different.

My ribs ache where I was kicked into submission. I can taste copper in the back of my throat. They broke something—I’m sure of it. A rib, maybe two. But I don’t care.

All I can think about is Valaya.

Theron has her. And he’s not going to wait. He’s going to hide everything—erase the weapons, erase the men, scrub the entire operation clean before we can get to a secure channel. He’s going to hurt her, maybe kill her if he sees her as useless.

And I let that happen.

I let that happen.

We’re marched down a long hallway, flanked by armed men. The mansion is absurdly grand—high vaulted ceilings with wooden beams, chandeliers that glitter in the dim light, old oil paintings of hunting dogs and grim-faced ancestors glaring down at us from every wall. The whole place smells like expensive cigars, burnt coffee, and rotting snow.

If I had my hands free, I’d snap the neck of the man behind me with one clean twist.

Instead, I feel the muzzle of a gun nudge my back. I grit my teeth.

We reach a stairwell hidden behind a false panel. A click and a shove, and then we’re being pushed down metal stairs. The deeper we go, the colder it gets. The scent changes too—metal, oil, blood.

Then I see it.

The underground weapons cache.

I don’t miss a thing. I count crates stamped with Cyrillic letters—Russian. Military surplus. Rifles, grenades, even anti-vehicle tech. A man is assembling something that looks like a portable mortar in the corner. Another is loading a sidearm with practiced hands.

Fucking hell. This is bigger than we thought.

I commit every detail to memory. The layout. The personnel. The stockpile.

We’re shoved down a second corridor, narrower this time, rough concrete on both sides, fluorescent lights flickering overhead. There are soundproofed rooms to the left. Doors with multiple locks. I know what kind of place this is.

A kill box. A prison.

A grave.

The guy behind me kicks my knee, making me stumble. I lurch forward and snarl over my shoulder. If I were untied, I could take him out with one leg. It wouldn’t even be hard.

But I don’t move.

Because Valaya is still in danger, and if I die here, I can't help her.

They throw open a reinforced door and shove us in.

The cell is barely a room. No windows. Bare concrete walls. One single flickering bulb overhead. There’s barely enough space for both Levi and me to stand, let alone lie down.

I catch Levi before he hits the ground.

He groans, sagging into me.

“Shit,” I mutter. “Hold on.”

I force him to sit against the wall. Then I tear at my own pants, yanking the cloth loose with my teeth and knees until I have enough to press against the bleeding. “You need a medic.”

“I’m fine,” Levi rasps, though his eyes are glassy and half-lidded. “Just a scratch.”

“Bullshit. That hit cracked your skull.”

“Could be worse.” He manages a grin. “Could be dead.”

I press the cloth harder, ignoring the way my ribs scream in protest. I glance around the room—no cameras, no vents. Just walls. There’s moisture seeping down one side. Probably from snow melt above.

“I should’ve been ready,” I mutter. My throat tightens as I speak. “I should’ve seen it coming. I should’ve called Theo off sooner. Or made a different approach.”

“Elias.”

I look down at him. He’s watching me, steady despite the blood.

“This isn’t your fault.”

I shake my head. “I’m the commander. It is my fault.”

“This mission was always going to get rough.” His voice is hoarse. “We’re inside the mansion. That’s what matters. Now we get out of this dungeon, rescue Valaya, and we kill that bastard.”

His certainty steadies me. Somehow, Levi’s always known how to find the light in the middle of a firefight. That’s what makes him a good soldier. And a good alpha.

I exhale slowly. “You’re still sure we can get out of this?”

He gives me a half-laugh. “Hell yeah. We’ve gotten out of worse. And we’ve got something worth fighting for now.”

Valaya.

Her name stabs through me.

I close my eyes, remembering the way she smiled up at me the first night we made her ours. The way she trembled when I claimed her. The way she whispered that she trusted me. That she felt safe with me.

I’ve never had someone look at me like that before.

Never had someone matter like this.

Before her, I was a weapon. A soldier. Efficient. Cold. Unflinching.

Now I’m a man with something to lose.

“I’m glad we’re pack now,” I mutter. “Because if we weren’t…” I look at him, a small smirk tugging my lips. “I’d hate to have you as my enemy.”

Levi grins, blood on his teeth. “Damn right you would.”

We lapse into silence.

But it’s not hopeless.

It’s the kind of silence that comes before a storm.


SEVENTEEN


Levi

Night falls heavy and thick like a burial shroud.

The silence in this cell isn’t peaceful—it’s waiting. For the first scream. For the first death. For the moment everything breaks loose and blood paints the walls.

I sit with my back against the cold concrete, breathing slow and steady even as the pain in my skull throbs behind my eyes. The wound is crusted over with dried blood, but the nausea passed a while ago. I’m still sharp enough to kill. And that’s all I need right now.

Elias shifts beside me. I nod once in the dark and reach inside the lining of my jacket, fingertips brushing against the hidden tear I made back in the truck. Emergency stash.

Out comes a shard of jagged metal—flat, rust-dark, honed on stone till it’s razor-thin. I pass one to Elias. His fingers curl around it with the reverence of a soldier who’s just remembered his purpose.

“Use it as a weapon,” I whisper.

He doesn’t smile. Just nods once.

First, we need to find her.

“Valaya,” Elias mutters. “We get her out first.”

“Or blow his fucking brains out first,” I growl, already standing.

Elias gives me a grim look. “Might be efficient. But we don’t have a gun.”

“Then we steal one.”

The door isn’t thick enough. Not for me. I wedge the shard into the weak point near the latch, then press hard. The blade slips in, scrapes metal. A soft click. My heart thunders as the door creaks open.

Darkness spills in like oil.

No guards. Not yet.

We move in silence, barely breathing, padding along the damp concrete corridor like shadows come to kill. The hall is colder than before. Somewhere above, a vent hisses faintly. Footsteps echo in the distance—soft, steady. We freeze against the wall.

One of Theron’s men rounds the corner, a flashlight swinging lazily in his grip.

I wait until he passes.

Then I move.

Fast. Silent. I wrap an arm around his throat, clamp a hand over his mouth. He struggles for a half-second before I drive the shard into the side of his neck, angled up and deep. Arterial spray hits my hand. He spasms. Chokes. Goes limp.

Dead.

I lower his body to the floor, quiet as snowfall.

Elias watches with approval.

The path ahead leads to the weapons room. The one we saw earlier—the stockpile. And it’s lit.

That’s a bad sign.

We press forward, sticking to the shadows, every step measured. The closer we get, the more we hear—soft muttering, the metallic clatter of weapons being moved, reloaded. Probably preparing to move the cache before the authorities show up.

We exchange a look.

Then we move.

Chaos erupts.

We burst into the room like demons unchained. Two men stand near the racks—one turns with a shout, gun rising. Elias grabs the barrel, yanks it away, and rams the shard into the man’s chest. Blood spurts. I slam into the second guard, driving him against a wall before plunging the blade into his eye.

More shouts. More men.

Elias dives behind a crate, wrestling the rifle from the corpse he just dropped. Click-clack. Safety off. He doesn’t hesitate—he fires.

Bullets rip through the room.

The echo is deafening.

I flip a metal table onto its side, crouch behind it, using it as a makeshift shield. Gunfire splinters wood, slams into steel, whistles past my head. Elias is a machine—controlled bursts. Center mass. One shot, one kill.

I hear a wet thunk—see a man’s skull explode in a red mist against the far wall.

Another rushes me, swinging a crowbar. I duck under it, jam my shard into his gut, twist hard, and shove him back into the line of Elias’s fire.

Three more drop.

Blood is everywhere—sprayed across crates, dripping down the walls, pooling under boots. The scent of copper saturates the air, thick and sweet and real.

One last guard tries to run.

Elias drops him with a single round to the spine.

Silence follows, heavy and sudden.

Bodies lie broken in heaps. Guns scattered. Blood steaming on cold metal.

I wipe my blade on the dead man’s coat and toss it aside. We’re past knives now.

I grab an assault rifle, a handgun, extra mags. Strap on a chest rig from a corpse. Elias does the same, loading up in practiced motions, fast and brutal.

We don’t speak.

We don’t need to.

We’re in.

We’re armed.

And we’re coming for our girl.

We head for the stairs.
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The silence upstairs isn’t peaceful.

It’s loaded.

Elias and I move through it like hounds tasting blood on the air. The grand staircase spirals before us, carpeted in red so dark it might as well be brown. The kind of luxury you can only afford by stepping on necks.

I press my boot to the first step, slow and deliberate. Every creak of wood, every faint breath of air feels amplified. My finger curls tight around the trigger of my rifle. The burn in my side’s long forgotten. We’ve got one target left.

Valaya. Where the fuck are you?

“I don’t like this,” Elias mutters low behind me, eyes scanning the empty hallway that fans out like veins through the mansion. “Too quiet.”

“Think he’s gone?”

“If he was, he’d have taken her.” My voice is flat. I already know the answer. “And if he did that, we’d have heard a damn convoy leaving.”

Elias nods, jaw tight. “So she’s still here.”

“And so is he.”

That makes something in my chest snap tight, like a wire pulled to breaking.

Then—something glints in the low light by the wall. Elias bends, picks up the small device lying on the hardwood floor. His comms.

He flips it on with a hiss of static. “Theo, come in.”

A pause. Then⁠—

“I read you.”

Relief slams into me harder than a bullet. Theo’s voice is a goddamn anchor.

“She’s still inside,” Theo says. “I don’t have eyes on her exact location, but Theron hasn’t left. Cops are en route. ETA—ten minutes. Maybe less.”

“Can you come in?” Elias asks.

“I can,” Theo replies. “But I’m more useful out here, watching movements. If they try to run, I’ll see it.”

“Keep your eyes open,” Elias says, slipping the comms into his ear again. “We’ll get her. One way or another.”

We head up the stairs—side by side. Brothers in arms.

Halfway up, the quiet breaks. A shuffle. A whisper. A man steps out from behind a doorway, rifle raised.

Too slow.

I don’t hesitate. One shot to the chest—center mass. He drops like a sack of meat.

Another appears at the top of the landing. Elias takes that one, a clean headshot. His body crumples against the polished banister, blood painting the white wood dark.

We move fast now, clearing rooms like muscle memory. Door. Sweep. Clear. Repeat. The place is like a maze of money and sin. Gilded mirrors. Oil paintings. Leather chairs that probably cost more than my truck.

Then—we find the room.

Door slightly ajar. A murmur from within. Two voices.

One of them⁠—

Him.

Theron.

I step in without hesitation.

He’s standing at the far end of the room in front of a tall window, a comms unit in his hand, speaking to someone in a suit—tall, pale, sharp features. Foreign. Dangerous.

They turn at the same time. Eyes widening.

Theron drops the comms. Reaches for a gun holstered at his waist.

Not fast enough.

I fire once.

It hits him in the thigh, and he howls as he goes down, slamming into the arm of a velvet chair. The other man draws a weapon, but Elias is already moving—one precise shot, clean through the chest.

I walk to Theron slowly.

He’s scrambling backward, leaving a trail of blood, kicking with his uninjured leg. He knows.

He knows he’s going to die.

“You…” he spits. “You think this ends with me? You don’t even know who you’re dealing with.”

“You’re right,” I say coldly. “I don’t care.”

I raise the barrel, and he flinches.

“This is for laying a hand on Valaya. For hurting her when she couldn’t fight back. For trying to use her as a pawn and making her run from her own home.”

I take a step closer.

He lifts his hand, shaking. “Wait—don’t⁠—”

I shoot him in the shoulder. He screams.

“That’s for calling her a slut.”

Another step. Another shot—his other leg. Blood spatters the fine rug. He tries to crawl.

“I should leave you like this. Let your men find you like a rat in your own filth.”

His voice trembles now. “Please…”

“And this,” I mutter, aiming between his eyes, “is for your wife. She deserved better than a monster like you. But she still did the right thing, even when it cost her everything.”

His mouth opens, but he doesn’t get a word out before I pull the trigger.

His head jerks back. Skull meets wall. Blood blooms behind him like a grotesque halo.

I stand there for a moment. Heart pounding.

“Hope she finds peace,” I whisper. “Hope she spits in your face when you get to hell.”

I lower the gun, turn to Elias, who’s watching with silent approval.

Now we find Valaya.

And we end this.


EIGHTEEN


Valaya

I smell them before I see them.

Elias. Levi.

Their scent hits me like rain after fire—smoky, earthy, clean. My entire body aches toward it. My lungs stretch wider just to breathe them in. It’s the only thing keeping me upright, keeping me sane.

I’m curled in the corner of a room that reeks of mold and cruelty, my wrists shackled to a metal ring bolted into the wall. The skin around the cuffs is raw and bruised, but I don’t feel that anymore.

What I do feel is the echo of Theron’s slap—hot and throbbing, outlined in the shape of his palm. He enjoyed hurting me. He always did. Not just with his hands, but with words that cut sharper than knives.

“You’re nothing without me.” “No pack will ever want you.” “You were born to be owned.”

And I believed it for years.

Because he made me believe it.

But not anymore.

Not after them.

I press my forehead to the cool concrete wall and let out a shaky breath. It doesn’t hurt to move my neck anymore—the knife only grazed me, but the terror of it, the helplessness—it lingers. I thought maybe I’d die in this room. Thought maybe I’d never smell Elias’s pine-and-bourbon scent again. Never feel Levi’s steady, grounding warmth beside me in the dark.

The silence outside is thick, but then⁠—

A muffled choke. A struggle. A wet sound, like a body hitting the ground.

My heart seizes.

Footsteps. Fast. Certain. Coming for me.

The door crashes open, and light floods in, stinging my eyes.

“Valaya.”

Levi. Hope floods my chest, trying to break through my ribcage. My alphas came to rescue me. They came for me, even though they could have left me. They came because we’re family.

He’s bleeding from somewhere—his brow or his temple—but I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than the fury in his eyes and the gentleness in his hands as he rushes to me.

Elias is right behind him, expression hard but gaze soft the moment it falls on me.

“I’ve got you,” Elias says, dropping to his knees, voice low and full of grief. “Sweetheart, I’ve got you now.”

He pulls something from his belt—makeshift tools—and works at the shackles. The second they snap free, Levi wraps his arms around me from behind, pulling me into his lap while Elias grabs my hands and cradles them like they’re made of glass.

I break. I cry without restraint, sobbing into Levi’s shoulder as Elias strokes my hair, murmuring, “It’s over, baby. You’re safe. You’re safe.”

“I love you,” I whisper, voice shaking. “I love you both so much.”

Levi presses his forehead to my temple. “We love you more. You’ve got no idea how much.”

“Where’s Theo?” I ask, panicked.

“He’s alright,” Elias says instantly, kissing my scraped knuckles. “He’s outside. Watching over us. Police are coming.”

I sag in relief, closing my eyes just as Elias leans in and captures my mouth in a kiss—desperate, searching, full of promises. His tongue tastes like salt and blood and everything I missed.

“I lost it,” he murmurs against my lips, “when Theo said you might be pregnant.”

I blink at him, stunned. “You—he told you?”

Levi chuckles softly, wiping tears from my cheek. “He said you might be carrying our pups. That was all we needed to hear.”

“We should go back,” I whisper. “Find out for sure.”

Elias grins and stands, sweeping me into his arms like I weigh nothing. “We will, omega. But first—we’re getting the hell out of this place.”

Levi slings his arm protectively around both of us. “And we’re not wasting any more time. Not one fucking second.”

As we descend the staircase, the sounds of police sirens pierce the night air—growing louder, closer. The hallway blurs past as I press my face into Elias’s neck, breathing in his strength. Levi’s hand finds mine, threading through it like a lifeline.

Theron is dead. My stepfather’s reign of terror is over. No more cages. No more bruises. No more running.

Only them.

My alphas.

My future.

Our pack.

And curled against the solid chest of the man I love, surrounded by their warmth and the promise of something better, I know this with every fiber of my soul⁠—

My dark past is behind me forever.


NINETEEN


Theo

The air is electric—crackling with anticipation, headlights cutting through the dense night like twin blades of judgment.

Red and blue lights twinkle across the trees, dancing across the tall iron gates as the first convoy of police vehicles descends upon the estate. The mansion looms ahead like a beast waiting to be slain, its windows glowing faintly, too quiet, too still.

I step forward to meet the incoming storm.

The lead officer steps out, her jaw set, her vest weighed down with authority. “Lieutenant Morales?”

“That’s me,” I nod, holding out my ID. “They’re still inside. My men—Commander Elias Vance and Chief Petty Officer Levi ‘Ghost’—are extracting the hostage. The arms cache is in the lower levels. Multiple guards inside. Possibly still resistance. Use caution.”

She nods briskly and raises her radio. “Teams two through six—fan out. Entry sweep begins now. Expect hostiles.”

Boots hit the gravel. Doors slam. Weapons come up.

The night explodes into motion.

I step back, swallowing the pounding in my chest as my eyes scan the mansion’s wide front doors, willing them to open.

Please, let them be okay.

The moment stretches unbearably long, and then⁠—

They burst out.

Elias leads, gun still in hand, his expression sharp and dark. Blood streaks his cheek, and he moves like a man who’s tasted war again and hasn’t quite let it go. Beside him is Levi, cradling Valaya in his arms like she’s something fragile and sacred. His side is soaked with blood.

My heart nearly stops.

“Shit,” I breathe, running toward them. “You guys⁠—”

Levi forces a grin through clenched teeth. “Thank god the doctor made it. I was starting to worry no one was gonna stitch me up and spoon-feed me pain meds.”

Valaya lifts her head from his chest, bruised and pale but still somehow beautiful. “Theo,” she whispers, voice trembling with emotion. “Levi’s the worst off. I only have a knife wound. You need to treat him first.”

I reach them, steadying Levi as he nearly buckles under the weight of her.

“Only a knife cut?” I echo, incredulous as my eyes scan Valaya’s neck, where dried blood cakes the line just beneath her jaw. Rage flickers inside me, white hot, but I push it down.

“Alright, Ghost, sit down before you bleed out on me.”

We ease Valaya into Elias’s arms, and he carries her to the backseat of one of the unmarked vehicles, draping his coat over her. Levi groans as he leans against the hood, grinning like a lunatic despite the gash on his temple and the torn skin across his ribs.

“I’m fine,” he says. “Hurts like a bitch, though.”

“I’m gonna stitch it, and you’re not allowed to pass out or flirt with the nurse,” I mutter, pulling out my kit and working by flashlight.

Elias snorts. “You are the nurse.”

“I’m multi-talented,” I say, focusing as I clean the blood and pull the skin closed with smooth, practiced motions. “You’re lucky this didn’t go deeper, Levi. Another inch and you’d be trying to flirt with angels.”

“I’d miss your pretty face too much,” Levi says with a wink.

When he’s patched and breathing easier, I move to the backseat where Valaya is curled up against Elias. She reaches for me without hesitation, her eyes glassy with pain and relief. I take her hand, brushing my thumb over her knuckles.

I want to do so much to her. Kiss her, lick every inch of her, make her come and hear her sweet moans. But I have to restrain myself. This isn’t the time or place for that kind of affection. He’s wounded. Tending to her is my priority.

“You’re really here,” I say softly.

“I am,” she whispers. “Because of you three.”

I sit beside her, careful not to jostle her. Her neck wound is clean but still tender. I disinfect it slowly, gently, as her skin shivers beneath my touch. The connection between us pulls taut—tense, intimate, magnetic.

I work in silence for a moment, focused on each bruise, each scratch. Her wrists are bruised from the shackles. Her cheek is red from that bastard’s slap.

“I should’ve gotten to you sooner,” I murmur. “I’m so sorry.”

Her fingers curl around mine. “You came. That’s all that matters.”

Elias is watching us quietly from the other side, and for once, his eyes aren’t guarded. He looks like a man who just saw the edge of the world—and came back with something to live for.

As I wrap a bandage around her wrist, Elias begins to debrief me.

“We neutralized both Theron and the cartel’s inside man. Once the police sweep the weapons cache and confirm the ID on the arms… it’s done. Mission over.”

Valaya’s lashes flutter as she looks between us. “So what happens now that your mission is over?”

I glance at her, then at Elias. Then I smile.

“We take you home, angel.”


TWENTY


Valaya

Two weeks later

The house smells like home.

Warm cedarwood and clean linen. A hint of coffee lingering from the kitchen. And underneath it all, the grounding, addictive scents of my alphas. The moment I step into the living room each morning, the familiarity of it all wraps around me like a hug.

Our house—our house now—is nestled in a quiet, peaceful suburb just far enough from the base to feel like a world apart. It’s a two-story with white siding and dark blue shutters, the porch wide and draped in hanging plants Theo couldn’t resist adopting from the farmer’s market. A bright red mailbox sits out front, shaped like a tiny barn, courtesy of Levi’s odd sense of humor. Inside, the space is open, airy, and warm. Seven bedrooms, each with tall windows and plush furniture, even though we only use three. But seven means room for pups. A lot of pups.

That thought makes me smile.

I still miss the cozy cabin in the snowy forest. The isolation made it perfect. It was a magical experience living in nature with my alphas, knowing nobody could find us there. But hot water showers and having easy access to the supermarket are probably enough to offset the difference.

Afternoon sunlight spills in through the glass doors, casting golden rectangles across the floor. I sit on the couch, my legs stretched out as I try to finish reading Wuthering Heights—for the third time, mind you—but it’s impossible when I have one alpha draped over my lap, another curled into my side, and the third kissing the inside of my knee like it’s his mission.

“Are you even pretending to read anymore?” Elias mutters, eyes closed where his head rests on my thigh.

“She read the same sentence four times,” Theo says with a chuckle, nuzzling into my neck.

“I’m pretty sure she gave up the moment Levi got under the blanket,” Elias adds.

“I am being very respectful,” Levi says… from where he’s currently shirtless and kissing his way up my shin. “Of your reading time. And your thighs. I’m multitasking.”

“You three are ridiculous,” I laugh, squirming as Elias slides a hand up to hold my waist.

Theo lifts his head. “Speaking of ridiculous…” he pulls a small paper bag from the coffee table and hands it to me with a serious look. “We still haven’t confirmed. You need to take these.”

Inside are three pregnancy tests.

My heart stutters.

It’s not unexpected. I’ve been late. And the scent… the subtle shift in how the guys have been sniffing the air around me like they’re trying to solve a riddle made it clear they suspected too. But holding the tests in my hands makes it real.

“I’ll be right back,” I whisper.

All three of them sit up, eyes fixed on me as I disappear down the hallway. I take my time—because I’m nervous. Because what if it’s not positive and I disappoint them? What if it is, and everything changes?

But when I return ten minutes later, holding up three sticks with faint but certain lines…

“I’m pregnant,” I say, barely above a whisper.

They freeze. For just a second.

And then⁠—

Levi’s already on his feet, scooping me up with a choked laugh and spinning me around before Elias grabs me from behind and buries his face in my hair. Theo’s voice is the first one I clearly register.

“Oh my God,” he says, breathless. “You’re really⁠—”

“She’s pregnant,” Elias confirms, voice husky with emotion.

“Proud of you, sweetheart,” Levi whispers, holding my cheeks and brushing his lips across my forehead. “So damn proud.”

Then comes Theo, crowding in, hands fluttering nervously over my hips, then my stomach. “We need to get you started on prenatal vitamins. You’ll need a new nutrition plan, and I should monitor your hormone levels for at least the first trimester. What about morning sickness? Are you nauseous? We should keep crackers by the bed just in⁠—”

“Theo,” Elias groans, pulling him in for a half-hug. “You’re gonna scare the poor girl before she even gets to her first appointment.”

“Let him fuss,” I giggle. “It’s cute.”

Levi grins. “Can’t help it. The man’s got ‘omega care’ tattooed on his soul.”

Then Elias lifts me into his arms like I weigh nothing at all, one arm beneath my knees, the other behind my back. His mouth brushes mine, warm and lingering, and when he pulls away, his eyes are shining.

“You’ve given us the greatest gift,” he murmurs. “Our family starts now.”

Tears sting the back of my eyes. I shake my head, cradling his face in my hands. “No. You gave me the greatest gift. All of you. You gave me freedom. Love. Safety. A family I never thought I’d have.”

Their arms wrap around me all over again, a tangle of warmth and protection and joy. For the first time in forever, the shadows of my past feel far, far away.

I don’t just hope this is real.

I know it is.

And now we have something even bigger to protect.

Our future.
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Four months in, and everything already feels so big—my belly, my emotions, the future ahead of us.

The soft hum of the ultrasound machine fills the quiet room, interrupted only by the rhythmic beeping and occasional tap of the technician’s keys. I'm lying back on the exam table, gown pulled up over my belly, warm gel slick on my skin. Theo stands closest to me, fingers wrapped around mine, while Elias and Levi flank either side of the room. All three are unusually quiet, eyes fixed on the monitor like it’s holding the secrets of the universe.

The doctor moves the wand slowly, frowning in concentration. Then her expression brightens.

“Well,” she says, smile tugging at her lips, “I hope you’re ready for a full house.”

My heart skips. “What?”

She turns the screen toward me and points. “One... two... three. Congratulations, Valaya. You’re carrying triplets.”

The silence that follows is deafening.

Levi blinks. “I’m sorry. Three?”

Theo stares at the screen, jaw slack. “That explains the hormone levels... and the rapid growth...”

Elias scrubs a hand down his face. “Three pups. At once.”

I burst into laughter, eyes welling with tears. “It’s perfect,” I whisper. “One for each of you.”

That breaks the tension. Elias lets out a shaky laugh. Levi curses under his breath, walking over to kiss my forehead like he’s too stunned to do anything else. Theo leans down to press his lips to the back of my hand, brushing his other hand over the gentle mound of my belly.

“You’re incredible,” he whispers. “Absolutely incredible.”

“I’m pregnant with triplets,” I say, dazed. “And I’m so happy.”

They all move closer, warm hands caressing the swell of my abdomen, each of them connecting to the miracle growing inside me. Elias rests his palm low on my stomach, head bowed, reverent. Levi traces the curve of my side, slow and gentle. Theo just holds my hand, thumb rubbing circles into the skin.

“I promise we’ll take good care of you,” Elias murmurs.

“You have been,” I say, smiling up at them. “Even when two of you are out on the field, one of you always stays. Making me soup. Carrying me around when I’m tired. Even peeling oranges for me at two in the morning.”

Levi grins. “That was one time.”

“And the pickles,” I add. “Don’t forget the midnight pickle hunt.”

Theo groans. “I had to call five stores.”

I laugh, tears spilling over. “You’re ridiculous. All of you. And I love it.”

They take me out that night to celebrate—because, as Elias says, “You’re carrying three pups. That deserves a feast. We need to make sure the babies are getting enough food.” We go to a gorgeous rooftop restaurant with soft lighting and sweeping views of the city. The food is divine—perfectly seared steak for Levi, roasted duck for Elias, an elaborate vegetarian platter for Theo (which he shares with me), and triple dessert because apparently that’s tradition now.

They pull out my chair. Rub my feet beneath the table. Keep one hand on my back or belly the entire time, like they can’t stop touching me.

Theo runs his fingers gently along the stretch of skin above my waistband, watching me like I’m made of glass. “Pregnancy like this can be hard,” he says quietly, leaning close. “Your body’s doing so much. Just promise me you’ll tell me when something doesn’t feel right.”

I place my hand on his cheek. “I love how heavy my womb feels. Like I’m carrying something important. Someone. Three someones.”

He smiles, eyes glassy. “You're radiant.”

“And getting bigger,” I tease.

Levi leans in from across the table, eyes dark with admiration. “I love it. Can’t wait to see you expand more. You look like the goddess of fertility already.”

Elias lifts his wine glass in a toast. “To Valaya,” he says. “Our omega. The heart of our home. And the strongest woman we know.”

“To our pups,” Theo adds, clinking his glass.

“To the life we’re building,” Levi murmurs.

I raise my glass of sparkling juice, heart so full I can barely breathe.

“To all of it,” I say, my voice thick with emotion. “To love, and family... and everything we never thought we’d have.”

Their hands find mine again.

And for the first time in my life, I don’t just feel safe.

I feel complete.


EPILOGUE


Valaya

One month later…

Five months pregnant.

I never imagined I would love it this much.

My belly is huge now, stretched tight and round, like a full moon cradled beneath my ribs. Every movement feels like magic—fluttery kicks, tiny rolls, the occasional stretch of limbs pushing against the walls of my womb like they’re trying to reach me. And maybe they are. Sometimes it truly feels like they're calling out to me from within, their little heartbeats syncing with mine, a quiet chorus of love.

I spend hours lying back on the oversized couch in the living room, surrounded by blankets and pillows the guys insist on fluffing every twenty minutes. Theo bustles in the kitchen nearby, humming softly as he prepares dinner, the scent of rosemary and roasted vegetables drifting through the air.

"Remember," he calls, wooden spoon in hand, "we’re feeding four people tonight."

“I haven’t forgotten,” I laugh, rubbing my belly. “They’re making sure I don’t.”

I feel them kick just then—gentle nudges and a firm jab near my ribs. I gasp and smile, pressing my palm to the spot. “There they go again.”

Elias is the first to reach me, setting aside the book he was reading. His hand slips under my dress to caress my bare belly, reverent. “Hey, little ones,” he murmurs. “Giving mama a hard time already?”

“They’re just excited,” I whisper, tilting my head back as his lips brush my skin.

Levi drops down beside me next, hands strong and warm as he begins massaging my feet, careful but firm. “Bet they’ll be fighters. You’re carrying warriors in there.”

“Hopefully they’ll sleep like little angels,” I tease.

“Not if they take after Elias,” Theo mutters from the kitchen, and Elias throws a pillow in his direction. Laughter erupts between them, echoing through the warm, light-filled space, and I can’t help but smile. Their joy fills me up, makes me feel like I’m glowing from the inside out.

I never thought I would have this. Not after everything. Not after all the pain.

I thought I’d be broken forever.

But now, every day is a new kind of healing. Every laugh, every kiss, every meal cooked and belly rubbed and word of praise whispered in my ear—each is a stitch in the life we’re building. A life where I’m not just safe—I’m adored. Treasured.

Theo joins us with a plate of food piled high, grinning like the proud medic he is. “Extra iron, calcium, protein, and a dash of love,” he says as he sets it in my lap.

I roll my eyes, but I’m smiling. “I can’t believe you measure out vitamins by the gram but still think love is an actual ingredient.”

“It is,” he insists, pressing a kiss to my cheek. “Most important one.”

I shift slightly, groaning as my lower back protests. Levi’s hands are there immediately, kneading gently. “Missed this?” he murmurs.

I nod. “I’ve missed all of you touching me.”

Elias moves behind me, wrapping an arm around my waist, pressing kisses to the back of my neck. “We’ll never stop,” he whispers. “Not ever.”

“You’re beautiful,” Theo adds, brushing his knuckles over the slope of my belly. “So ripe and radiant. I’ve never wanted anyone more.”

“You say that now,” I tease, “but wait till I’m nine months in and waddling around like a penguin.”

“You’ll still be ours,” Levi says, eyes heated. “Ours to love. Ours to care for. Ours to worship.”

The fire in his words sends heat through my chest. I melt between them, letting their affection cradle me, protect me, claim me. Every part of my body aches in the best way—full and heavy and needed. I never thought I would love being pregnant, but with them? With their pups inside me?

I feel powerful. Glorious. Complete.

I eat slowly, savoring every bite of Theo’s meal, every touch on my skin, every smile exchanged across the room. The evening stretches around us, golden and soft, filled with quiet music and the promise of more.

More laughter. More love. More tiny feet running through these halls in a few short months.

More of everything I was once told I would never have.

I press both hands to my belly and breathe in deep.

This is my life now. This home. These alphas. These pups.

And I’ve never been more grateful—for the past that led me here, for the pain that sharpened me, and for the overwhelming joy that now surrounds me.

I can’t wait to meet them.

To hold them.

To build a future where love isn’t just a dream.
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The room is bathed in silver moonlight, the soft glow casting shadows that dance gently across the walls. Nestled in the center of our massive bed, I'm enveloped in a cocoon of warmth, surrounded by my alphas. Elias's fingers lazily trace patterns on my thigh, inching closer to the heat between my legs. A soft moan escapes my lips as I feel a spark of arousal, a sensation I haven't felt in what seems like an eternity.

"Mmm, Elias," I murmur, shifting slightly, my body responding to his touch. I can feel the slickness starting to gather, my body eager for more. "I want... I want sex. It's been so long since I felt your knots."

Theo stirs beside me, propping himself up on one elbow, his eyes meeting mine with a mix of concern and desire. "The doctor said it's safe, angel. But double penetration... we shouldn't overdo it."

I reach out, cupping his cheek, my thumb brushing against his lips. "I'll have to push out three babies soon," I say, a wicked smile playing on my lips. "You'll need to prepare me. Make me ready for anything."

A low growl rumbles in Elias's chest, his eyes flashing with primal hunger. "You heard her, Theo. Our mate needs us. All of us."

Levi sits up, his hands moving to the hem of my nightgown. He lifts it slowly, revealing my body—my big, round bump, wide hips, massive tits with dark areolae and hard, sensitive nipples. He marvels at me, his eyes filled with reverence. "Fuck, Valaya. You're a goddess. Ripe and swollen and perfect."

Elias moves behind me, his voice a low rumble in my ear. "Come here, love. On your hands and knees. Let me see that beautiful belly hanging down, those big tits swaying." His words send a shiver down my spine, and I comply, positioning myself as he commands.

Theo caresses my stomach gently, his touch soothing and possessive. He drops his pants, his cock already hard and ready.

The room fills with the sound of ragged breaths and the scent of our combined arousal, a heady mix that makes my head spin. I can feel the slick between my thighs, my body more than ready for what's to come. Theo positions himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips, his cock teasing my entrance.

"You want this, don't you, angel?" he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. "Want us to fill you up, stretch you out?"

I nod, my voice a breathy moan. "Yes, please. I need it. I need you all."

Theo pushes into me, his cock filling me inch by inch. I gasp at the sensation, my body adjusting to his size. He begins to move, his thrusts slow and steady, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. My belly sways with his movements, a gentle rocking that echoes the rhythm of our lovemaking.

Elias moves closer, his cock in hand, stroking himself as he watches Theo fuck me. "That's it, love," he growls. "Take that cock. Take it deep." He spits on his cock, slicking it up, preparing to join Theo inside me.

Levi kneels in front of me, his cock hard and ready. He grips my hair, guiding my mouth to him. "Open up, sweetheart," he murmurs. "Let me fuck that pretty mouth." I part my lips, taking him in, my tongue swirling around his shaft. He groans, his hips moving in time with Theo's thrusts, fucking my mouth with a gentleness that belies his size.

Theo's fingers dig into my hips, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "You're so tight, angel," he groans. "So wet. So perfect." He pulls out, making space for Elias.

Elias doesn't waste any time, positioning himself behind me and pushing into my pussy alongside Theo. The stretch is intense, a burning sensation that has me gasping around Levi's cock. Elias growls, his hands gripping my ass, spreading me wider. "Fuck, Valaya. You're taking us so well. Such a good little slut for your alphas."

I moan, the sound muffled by Levi's cock. The sensation of being filled by two cocks is overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that has my body trembling. My belly bounces with their thrusts, my breasts swaying heavily, the dark nipples hard and aching.

Theo and Elias find their rhythm, their cocks moving in sync, filling me completely. I can feel every ridge, every vein, as they slide against each other, separated only by the thin barrier inside me. Theo's fingers find my clit, circling it gently, adding another layer of sensation to the overwhelming mix.

"Look at you, love," Elias growls. "Pregnant and beautiful, taking two cocks like you were made for it. You were, weren't you? Made for us. Made to be bred."

His words send a shiver down my spine, a primal response to the alpha's claim. I can feel my body responding, my pussy clenching around their cocks, my orgasm building deep within me.

Levi's grip on my hair tightens, his cock throbbing in my mouth. "That's it, sweetheart," he murmurs. "Take us all. Let us fill you up. Let us breed you."

The thought of being filled with their cum, of carrying their seed, sends me over the edge. I come with a muffled cry, my body convulsing, my pussy clamping down on Theo and Elias's cocks. They groan in unison, their thrusts becoming erratic, their grip on me tightening.

"Fuck, angel," Theo gasps. "I'm close. I'm going to fill you up. Going to breed you."

Elias growls, his body tensing. "Me too, love. Gonna fill that pussy with my cum. Gonna make you ours all over again."

Levi pulls out of my mouth, his hand stroking his cock furiously. "Swallow, sweetheart," he commands, his voice rough. "Swallow every drop."

I open my mouth, my tongue out, ready to take his load. He comes with a roar, his cum hitting the back of my throat. I swallow, the salty taste of him sending aftershocks of pleasure through me.

Behind me, Theo and Elias thrust deep, their cocks pulsing as they fill me with their cum. I can feel it, hot and thick, coating my insides, marking me as theirs. My body shudders with pleasure, my orgasm intensifying as I feel their knots begin to swell, locking us together.

We collapse in a heap, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. I'm sandwiched between them, their cocks still buried deep inside me, their knots pulsing gently. I can feel their cum leaking out, dripping down my thighs, a primal, filthy mess that makes me feel alive.

Elias presses a kiss to my shoulder, his voice a low rumble. "You're ours, Valaya. Always. Forever."

Theo nuzzles my neck, his breath warm on my skin. "And we're yours, angel. Always."

Levi cups my cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear I didn't know I shed. "Forever," he echoes, his voice filled with love and devotion.

And in that moment, surrounded by my alphas, filled with their seed, I know that no matter what happens, I am loved. I am cherished. I am theirs. And they are mine. Forever.


EPILOGUE


Theo

Four years later…

There’s peanut butter smeared on the kitchen counter, a toy fire truck lodged in the sink, and one of our sons is running through the hallway with a sock on his head like it’s a helmet. Somewhere upstairs, I can hear Valaya trying—failing—to scold them through a burst of laughter.

This is chaos.

And it’s perfect.

I finish rinsing the breakfast dishes as Levi steps into the kitchen, one of our boys slung over his broad shoulder like a sack of potatoes. “He tried to jump off the stairs again,” he says casually, like that’s a normal Tuesday morning announcement.

“He said he was ‘training to be a Navy SEAL like Daddy,’” Elias adds from behind me, scooping another kid—his mini-me—up under the arms and hoisting him effortlessly into the air.

I sigh through a smile, wiping my hands on a towel. “I should probably stop telling them bedtime stories about our ops.”

“No, keep going,” Valaya says from the doorway, barefoot, glowing, and round with our fourth. “Just… maybe less about the explosions.”

My heart stutters at the sight of her. She’s wearing one of my old shirts, stretched over her belly that curves like the perfect swell of a summer moon. Her hair’s messy, cheeks flushed from chasing the boys, and she’s barefoot like always, even though I’ve begged her to at least wear socks on the cold tile.

She looks like home.

Gods, I still can’t believe she chose us.

The boys race to her like moths to light, wrapping their little arms around her legs, pressing their cheeks to her belly and greeting their unborn sibling like they do every morning. She rests her hands gently atop their heads, eyes soft and full of light.

“You’re sure it’s just one in there, right?” I tease, crossing the room to her, brushing a kiss over her temple.

“Confirmed,” she laughs. “Just one this time. My back says thank the moon.”

“I’m hoping for a girl,” I murmur against her skin, slipping my hands around her belly, feeling the firm life inside. “Give you some company in this testosterone jungle.”

“A daughter,” Levi echoes from the couch where two of the boys are climbing all over him like he’s a jungle gym. “Yeah. She’ll have four brothers and three alphas watching her like hawks. Poor kid won’t be able to breathe without one of us checking on her.”

“She’ll be our little star,” Elias says, coming up behind Valaya and wrapping his arms around both of us. “Just like her mama.”

Valaya leans into us, eyes fluttering closed. “I don’t care what we have. As long as we’re together.”

We are together. We’ve built something real here—something sacred. A life made up of wild mornings and quiet nights, of scraped knees and sticky kisses, of laughter so loud it shakes the walls. Our pack is growing, noisy and tangled and full of joy.

And Valaya? She’s the heart of it all.

She’s our omega, our wife, our anchor. She kisses away nightmares, sings lullabies with that soft, sleepy voice, and somehow always knows which pup is about to cry before he does. She keeps our house warm, our hearts full, and our lives whole.

Watching her swell with new life again—watching the way she carries it with strength and serenity—I’ve never been more in awe. She glows. She glows in a way that turns every room golden.

I kiss her belly, then her lips, tasting honey and sunlight. “You’re beautiful,” I whisper.

She shakes her head. “I’m huge.”

“You’re radiant,” Elias corrects.

“Hot,” Levi grins.

“Perfect,” I finish.

She laughs, swatting us all gently, even as her eyes glisten with emotion. “I’m lucky to have you.”

“No,” I say quietly. “We’re lucky. Every damn day.”

Our pups tumble into the backyard, shouting about bugs and tree forts. The door bangs open, then slams shut again. I hear them bicker over who gets to be the alpha today.

Elias chuckles. “They’re already forming hierarchies.”

“Just like their dads,” Valaya teases, rubbing her belly in slow, affectionate circles.

The sun pours in through the windows, casting everything in soft gold. I breathe it in—the scent of her, the sound of my family’s laughter, the steady thrum of peace where once there was only war.

We were soldiers once. Ghosts and shadows and steel.

Now? We’re a pack.
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