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PROLOGUE

	 The Night My Mate Chose Power Over Me (Her POV)

	The bond hit me like a blade to the chest.
 Not slow. Not gentle.
 Sharp. Final.

	I knew before I breathed again. I knew before the hall went quiet. I knew before my knees shook.
 He was my mate.

	The sacred hall smelled of smoke and stone, old blood and crushed pine. Torches lined the walls, their flames steady, watching. The carved sigils above us glowed faintly, as if the mountain itself leaned closer to listen. This was the place where truth showed itself. Where lies burned away.

	I stood in the center circle with my hands open at my sides. Bare. Exposed. My dress was simple white linen, tied at the waist. I’d brushed my hair until my arms hurt. I told myself not to hope. I told myself the bond might not come tonight.

	I lied.

	The moment he stepped forward, the air changed. Heavy. Pressed down on my lungs. The Alpha King’s boots echoed once. Twice. Each sound struck me somewhere deep, somewhere already aching. He didn’t look at me at first. He faced the elders, his posture straight, his jaw set like stone.

	Then the bond snapped into place.

	Electric.
 Overwhelming.
 Alive.

	Heat rushed through my veins, bright and violent. My heart slammed hard enough to hurt. I sucked in a breath and tasted him—pine, iron, smoke. My wolf surged forward, wild with relief and joy, clawing at my ribs.

	Mate, she cried. Our mate.

	My vision blurred. The torches flared. The world narrowed to him.

	He turned.

	His eyes met mine, and for one suspended second, everything aligned. The pull between us tightened, invisible and undeniable. The bond flared brighter, a living thread between our chests. I felt his shock hit me through it—sharp, cold, immediate.

	He knew.

	A murmur rolled through the hall like distant thunder. Whispers. Sharp intakes of breath. I saw heads tilt, saw eyes dart from me to him and back again. The elders shifted in their seats. Someone dropped a ceremonial blade. It clanged against stone and no one moved to pick it up.

	The Alpha King stared at me as if I were a problem that had just appeared in his path.

	Not wonder.
 Not relief.
 Calculation.

	My wolf faltered, confused. He feels it, she insisted. He has to.

	I took one step forward before I could stop myself. My hands trembled, so I clenched them into fists. The bond hummed, begging me to close the distance, to complete what had begun.

	His face hardened.

	He lifted his chin and turned slightly so the hall could hear him clearly.

	“I reject her.”

	The words landed harder than any blow I had ever taken.

	The sound didn’t echo. It sank. Straight into me.

	For a heartbeat, I didn’t understand. My mind reached for meaning and found none. The bond screamed, a high, tearing sound inside my skull. Pain followed—white, blinding, vicious.

	“I, as Alpha King,” he continued, voice even, controlled, “reject the mate bond.”

	The hall erupted—not loud, but sharp. Gasps. Stifled cries. I felt eyes on me, everywhere. Some wide with pity. Some bright with interest. Some cold.

	My body betrayed me. My knees buckled, a sudden weakness ripping through my legs. I fought it, teeth gritted, breath shaking. Kneeling meant acceptance. Kneeling meant surrender.

	I would not kneel.

	Pain tore through my spine like fire. The bond recoiled, snapping back on itself, and my wolf screamed. Not a sound anyone else could hear—but it filled me, drowning out thought.

	No, she howled. He can’t. He can’t.

	My hands flew out, catching myself on the cold stone floor before I fully collapsed. The impact jarred my arms. My palms burned. I tasted blood where I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

	Silence fell again, thick and heavy.

	I forced my head up.

	He hadn’t moved.

	No emotion crossed his face. No regret. No hesitation. He looked at me like a stranger who had inconvenienced him. Like a piece on a board he’d decided not to play.

	The bond writhed, wounded, furious. I felt it tearing, thread by thread, each snap a fresh wave of agony. My chest burned. My lungs struggled to pull in air. Sweat broke out along my spine.

	I heard whispers now, no longer careful.

	“Is that her?”
 “Too weak.”
 “The Alpha King’s mate?”
 “Unthinkable.”

	My cheeks burned hotter than the pain. I kept my eyes on the floor, on the dark lines between the stones, because I could not survive seeing their faces. Pity would have crushed me. Curiosity felt worse.

	The elders sat rigid on their carved seats. One of them—gray-haired, eyes sharp—shifted as if to speak. Another shook his head, barely noticeable. Their gazes slid away from me, one by one.

	They would not intervene.

	My wolf thrashed, grief turning to rage. He chose power, she snarled. He chose them.

	A sob climbed my throat. I swallowed it down, hard enough to hurt. I pushed myself upright inch by inch, muscles trembling. Every movement sent fresh pain ripping through me, but I forced my spine straight.

	I would stand.

	I looked at him again.

	“Do you understand what you’re doing?” I asked. My voice came out thin, but it didn’t break. I was proud of that, at least.

	His eyes flicked to mine, cool and assessing. “I do.”

	No apology.
 No explanation.

	Just finality.

	The bond convulsed, then began to die.

	I pressed a shaking hand to my chest, fingers digging into fabric as if I could hold it together by force. My other hand trembled at my side, fingers numb. The air felt wrong, too thin, as if the hall itself rejected me now.

	“I accept,” I said.

	The words tasted like ash.

	The elders stirred at that. Acceptance mattered. Acceptance sealed it.

	“I accept your rejection,” I repeated, louder this time. My hands shook openly now. I didn’t hide it. There was no point.

	The pain peaked—sharp, devastating—then hollowed out, leaving a cold, echoing ache behind. Something inside me went quiet. Too quiet.

	My wolf curled in on herself, wounded and whimpering.

	The Alpha King inclined his head once. A formal gesture. Dismissal.

	He turned away.

	That was it.

	No ceremony. No blessing. No comfort.

	The hall slowly filled with noise again—low voices, scraping chairs, shuffling feet. Life moving on.

	I stood there alone, breathing through the ache, forcing air into lungs that didn’t want it. My legs felt distant, like they belonged to someone else. I didn’t know how long I remained there before my body remembered how to move.

	When I finally stepped out of the circle, no one met my eyes.

	I walked out of the sacred hall with my head high and my heart in pieces, unaware that this was not the end of my story—

	—it was the moment everything began.

	
CHAPTER 1 Banished From My Own Pack (Her POV)

	Morning came without warmth.

	Gray light slipped through the cracks of the small room I had slept in my whole life. The walls looked the same. The wooden beam above my bed still had the scratch I made as a child when I climbed it. Nothing had changed.

	Except me.

	My chest felt tight the moment I opened my eyes. Not sharp pain. Not the tearing agony from the night before. This was worse. Heavy. Hollow. Like something important had been scooped out and never replaced.

	My wolf stirred weakly.

	We’re still here, she whispered, unsure.

	I sat up slowly. My hands shook as soon as I moved. I stared at them like they belonged to someone else. Pale. Unsteady. I curled my fingers into fists and waited for them to stop trembling. They didn’t.

	A knock hit the door. Hard. Not polite.

	I flinched.

	“Get ready,” a male voice said from the other side. “You’re leaving.”

	No title. No name. Just an order.

	I swallowed and stood. My legs protested, a dull ache running through them. I reached for my cloak, the one my mother gave me years ago. My fingers brushed the fabric, then froze. I pulled my hand back.

	I didn’t want anything that would remind me of this place.

	I looked around the room. A lifetime reduced to wood, stone, and silence. I grabbed a small leather bag from under the bed and shoved a few things inside without thinking. A knife. A waterskin. A spare tunic.

	That was it.

	I didn’t take my blankets. I didn’t take my books. I didn’t take the small carved wolf figurine that sat on the shelf.

	I left it all behind.

	Another knock. Louder this time.

	“I’m coming,” I said.

	My voice sounded flat. Empty.

	When I opened the door, two guards stood there in full gear. Armor. Swords. Faces blank. These were men I had trained beside. Men who had laughed with me around fires. One of them had once helped me bandage a cut on my arm.

	Neither looked at my face.

	They turned and walked away without waiting to see if I followed.

	I did.

	The pack grounds were quiet in the early morning. Too quiet. No children running. No training shouts. No clatter from the kitchens. People stood in doorways or near paths, pretending to be busy. Every step I took felt heavier than the last.

	I felt their eyes.

	No one spoke to me.

	A woman I grew up with—someone I once called sister—looked up as I passed. Our eyes met for half a second. Her lips parted, like she wanted to say something.

	Then she looked away.

	My chest tightened again. I pressed my lips together and kept walking.

	The path toward the border felt longer than it ever had. My hands were cold despite the mild air. I tucked them into my cloak, trying to hide the shaking.

	One of the guards slowed slightly as we passed the training ring.

	“Did you hear?” a voice whispered from behind me.

	I didn’t turn.

	“Rejected by the Alpha King,” another whispered back. “Pathetic.”

	A soft laugh followed. Quiet. Cruel.

	Then a voice I recognized leaned closer as I walked past.

	“You should’ve known your place,” she murmured. “You were never fit to stand beside him.”

	The words slid under my skin like a blade.

	My step faltered, just for a moment. I bit down hard on the inside of my cheek until I tasted blood. I would not give them the satisfaction of seeing me break.

	My wolf whimpered softly.

	It hurts, she said. Why are they doing this?

	“I know,” I whispered under my breath.

	The guards stopped at the edge of the territory. The invisible line where the land changed. Where the trees grew thicker. Wilder. Untamed.

	Exile.

	One of the guards finally looked at me. His eyes flickered with something—regret, maybe—but it was gone before I could be sure.

	“This is it,” he said.

	That was all.

	No explanation. No mercy.

	I stepped forward.

	Pain pulsed faintly in my chest as I crossed the border. Not the bond pain. This was different. Like the last thread tying me to home snapped quietly.

	Behind me, no one followed.

	No voice called my name.

	I stopped just past the boundary, my back straight, my breath shallow. I waited. One heartbeat. Two.

	He’ll stop this, my wolf said, desperate. He has to.

	I waited longer.

	Nothing.

	The silence stretched until it became unbearable. My hope—small and foolish—withered inside me.

	He didn’t come.

	I walked deeper into the trees.

	The forest swallowed sound quickly. Leaves rustled under my boots. Shadows thickened between the trunks. The farther I went, the heavier my body felt. My chest ached again, sharper now, like grief finally catching up.

	My hands started shaking worse. I dropped my bag once and had to crouch to pick it up. My breath came uneven.

	“You’re strong,” I told myself quietly. “You’re still standing.”

	My wolf didn’t answer.

	Then I smelled it.

	I froze.

	The scent was wrong. Not pack. Not prey. Not anything familiar. It was sharp and dark, like cold smoke and something alive watching.

	My heart slammed hard against my ribs.

	The forest went silent.

	Too silent.

	I turned slowly, scanning the trees. Shadows shifted. Leaves stirred where there was no wind.

	My knees buckled.

	Pain flared through my chest as I dropped to one knee, gasping. The world tilted. My vision blurred.

	We’re not alone, my wolf whispered.

	Something moved in the trees.

	And for the first time since I was banished, fear cut through the numbness.


 CHAPTER 2  I Pretend I Don’t Care… But I Do (Alpha King’s POV)

	I didn’t sleep.

	The hall was empty when dawn came, but I was still there. Standing where she had fallen. Where her hands had hit the stone. The torches had burned low during the night. Ash dusted the floor like gray snow.

	I told myself it meant nothing.

	I told myself I’d done what had to be done.

	My wolf didn’t agree.

	He paced inside me, restless, furious. Every step he took scraped against my bones. He snarled without sound, claws raking at the walls of my control.

	You broke her, he said.

	I ignored him.

	I stared at the marks on the floor. Small scratches. Fingernails against stone. I bent slightly, then stopped myself. I straightened and turned away.

	Power doesn’t bend.

	That was the rule. That had always been the rule.

	I left the sacred hall before anyone else arrived. The corridors were quiet. Too quiet. My boots echoed, each step too loud. I clenched my jaw and walked faster.

	“She’s safe,” I muttered to myself. “Away from me.”

	My wolf slammed into the back of my skull.

	Liar.

	I reached my chambers and shut the door harder than needed. The sound cracked through the room. I stood there, breathing through my nose, hands tight at my sides.

	Her scent was everywhere.

	Pine. Rain. Something soft underneath I couldn’t name.

	I crossed the room and shoved open the window. Cold air rushed in, stripping the scent away inch by inch. I stayed there until my fingers went numb.

	“She’s better off,” I said again.

	My wolf stopped pacing.

	Say it again, he challenged.

	I didn’t.

	A knock came at the door.

	I didn’t answer.

	Another knock. Firmer.

	“Alpha,” my Beta said. “We need to talk.”

	I closed my eyes once. Opened them. “Enter.”

	He stepped inside and shut the door behind him. He didn’t bow. He didn’t smile. He looked at me the way he had when we were younger—like he wasn’t afraid to bleed.

	“You sent her away,” he said.

	“Yes.”

	“Without supplies.”

	“She’ll survive.”

	He watched my face. Too closely.

	“She was your mate.”

	The word hit harder than I expected.

	“I know what she was,” I said.

	My wolf surged. She still is.

	The Beta crossed his arms. “Then why?”

	I turned away and poured water into a cup. My hand shook. Just once. I tightened my grip until it stopped.

	“It wasn’t a question,” I said.

	“It was,” he replied. “Everyone’s asking it.”

	“I don’t answer everyone.”

	“No,” he said quietly. “You just break them.”

	Silence stretched between us. Thick. Dangerous.

	“She was standing there,” he continued. “Alone. You saw it.”

	I drank the water. It tasted like nothing.

	“She’s weak,” I said. “She would’ve been used against me.”

	“Or she could’ve stood beside you.”

	I set the cup down too hard. Water spilled over the edge.

	“That will be all,” I said.

	He didn’t move.

	“You chose power over her,” he said. Not accusing. Just stating.

	My chest tightened. Not pain. Pressure.

	“She’s safe now,” I repeated.

	My wolf laughed, a low, broken sound.

	You sent her into the wild.

	The Beta shook his head once. “Your wolf doesn’t think that.”

	I snapped my gaze to him.

	He held it. Steady.

	“You’re bleeding inside,” he said. “Everyone can feel it.”

	“Get out,” I said.

	This time, he listened.

	When the door shut, the room felt smaller.

	I went to the window again. The forest stretched out beyond the pack grounds. Somewhere out there, she was walking. Leaving. Each step taking her farther from me.

	The bond was gone.

	But not all of it.

	A faint pull lingered, like a ghost limb. I pressed a hand to my chest without thinking. The spot burned. Then it ached.

	Her scent thinned as the morning wore on. I felt it fade the way one feels a storm moving away—slow, inevitable. With every breath, it weakened.

	My wolf slowed his pacing.

	She’s crossing the border, he said.

	I said nothing.

	She’s afraid.

	I clenched my teeth.

	She’s hoping you’ll stop it.

	I didn’t move.

	The pull snapped.

	Not clean. Not gentle.

	It felt like something tearing loose inside me. I sucked in a breath, sharp and silent. My vision blurred for half a second. I forced it back.

	I would not show this.

	I stood there until the ache dulled. Until the room felt empty again.

	“She’s gone,” I said flatly.

	My wolf curled inward, wounded.

	You chose this, he said. Now live with it.

	I turned away from the window and squared my shoulders. The pack would wake soon. Decisions waited. Enemies watched.

	An Alpha King does not regret.

	I told myself it was for the best.

	I told myself a lie.

	
 CHAPTER 3 Running Into the Human World With Nothing (Her POV)

	The town appeared without warning.

	One moment, it was trees and dirt and silence.
 The next, asphalt. Signs. Noise.

	Cars rushed past me like metal beasts. The smell hit first—fuel, hot rubber, fried food. My head throbbed. My wolf shrank back, uneasy.

	Too loud, she murmured. Too bright.

	“I know,” I whispered.

	I pulled my cloak tighter and kept walking. People passed me without looking twice. Humans didn’t sense things the way we did. They didn’t feel the hollow place in my chest. They didn’t smell fear on my skin.

	That should have made it easier.

	It didn’t.

	My boots felt wrong on pavement. Every sound made me flinch—horns, laughter, doors slamming. I kept my eyes forward, copying the way others walked. Normal. Fast. Like they had somewhere to be.

	I stopped in front of a small diner with fogged windows. My stomach twisted painfully. I hadn’t eaten since the night before the ceremony.

	I checked my bag.

	A few bills. Crumpled. Not much.

	I went inside.

	The bell above the door rang too loud. Every head turned. My heart jumped. I forced myself to breathe and walk to the counter.

	A woman with tired eyes looked at me. “Coffee?”

	“Yes,” I said quickly. “And… bread. Or whatever’s cheap.”

	She nodded without asking questions. I liked that.

	I sat alone at the corner table. My hands shook as I wrapped them around the warm mug. The heat helped. A little.

	People talked around me. Normal things. Work. Weather. Complaints. None of it mattered, but I listened anyway. It reminded me how far I’d fallen from my old world.

	I paid and left before anyone could stare too long.

	The motel was two streets down. One story. Flickering sign. Vacancy.

	The room smelled like old soap and dust. The bed creaked when I sat on it. I didn’t care. I locked the door and leaned my forehead against it for a long moment.

	I was alone.

	That truth settled heavy in my chest.

	I lay down without taking my boots off. My body buzzed with exhaustion, but sleep didn’t come right away. Every small sound made me tense.

	I kept thinking I felt eyes on me.

	Watching.

	The next morning, I found work.

	A small grocery store needed help cleaning. The owner barely looked at me.

	“Cash,” he said. “End of day.”

	“That’s fine.”

	He handed me gloves and a mop. I worked without speaking. Floors. Shelves. Trash. My arms ached, but the movement helped quiet my thoughts.

	A woman passed me in the aisle. She smiled.

	“New in town?”

	“Yes.”

	“Hope it treats you kindly.”

	I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

	By evening, I had a few more bills in my pocket. Not much. But enough for another night.

	I ate alone again. Sat alone again. Walked back to the motel with my head down.

	Halfway there, I felt it.

	That prickle between my shoulders.

	I stopped.

	The street was empty. A car drove by. Nothing else.

	Someone’s there, my wolf whispered.

	I turned slowly.

	Nothing.

	I told myself I was tired. That fear was following me because I had nothing else left.

	That night, I dreamed.

	Silver light flooded the sky. Wolves stood in a circle, their eyes glowing. I stood beneath the moon, small and shaking.

	A woman’s voice echoed. Ancient. Calm.

	You are not broken.

	I reached for her, but the ground cracked beneath my feet.

	I woke up gasping.

	The room was dark. Quiet.

	Too quiet.

	I sat up slowly.

	That’s when I heard it.

	A soft sound.

	Footsteps.

	Right outside my door.

	



	CHAPTER 4 His Pack Thrives… While Mine Falls Apart (Alpha King’s POV)

	The council chamber was full.

	Voices. Stone. Power.

	I sat at the head of the table with my hands flat against the carved surface. The wood was cold. Steady. It grounded me. I needed that.

	The elders spoke one by one. Reports. Numbers. Names.

	“Rogue activity near the eastern ridge,” one said.

	“Border pressure from the northern packs,” another added.

	“Hunters too close to our lands,” a third muttered.

	I nodded at the right moments. Asked short questions. Gave short answers. An Alpha King doing his job.

	My jaw stayed tight the entire time.

	Every few minutes, something hit me out of nowhere.

	A sharp twist in my chest.
 A wave of cold fear that wasn’t mine.
 Loneliness so sudden it stole my breath.

	I curled my fingers under the table until my knuckles went white.

	That’s her, my wolf growled.

	“No,” I told him silently. “It’s nothing.”

	He didn’t believe me.

	The elders kept talking. Strategy. Patrols. Reinforcements. My pack was strong. Organized. Thriving.

	And somewhere beyond our borders, she was unraveling.

	I pushed the thought away hard enough that my head throbbed.

	Focus.

	I straightened in my chair and forced myself to meet each elder’s eyes as they spoke. Authority mattered. Control mattered.

	Pain did not.

	Then it came again.

	A sudden tightness in my lungs. Like I’d been dropped into cold water. My breath caught. Just for a second.

	I hid it by clearing my throat.

	“She’s scared,” my wolf said quietly.

	I slammed the door inside my mind.

	You rejected her, he continued. You didn’t sever everything.

	I clenched my jaw harder. My teeth ached.

	“Enough,” I said aloud.

	The room went silent.

	I hadn’t meant to speak. Not like that.

	I stood. “Double the border patrols. Move the eastern scouts farther out. I want no surprises.”

	The elders nodded. Orders given. Decisions made.

	They saw a steady Alpha King.

	They didn’t see my hands shaking behind my back.

	When the meeting ended, most of them left quickly. The Beta stayed.

	He always did.

	“You’re bleeding again,” he said.

	“I’m fine.”

	He stepped closer. Lowered his voice. “You’re not.”

	I turned away from him and stared at the wall carved with our pack’s history. Generations of strength. Of sacrifice.

	“She’s not your concern anymore,” he said carefully.

	I said nothing.

	“There’s something else,” he added.

	That got my attention.

	He hesitated, just long enough to irritate me. “Speak.”

	“Scouts reported strange movement near the human border,” he said. “Old magic. Unfamiliar wolves. Not rogues.”

	My chest tightened.

	“Say it,” I snapped.

	He inhaled. “It’s the kind of threat we’ve only seen once before.”

	I knew what he meant.

	My wolf went still.

	“You may need—” the Beta began.

	“Don’t,” I cut in.

	He stopped.

	I refused to say her name. Refused to think it fully. Refused to give the bond space to breathe.

	“She is not an option,” I said. “We handle this ourselves.”

	The Beta studied me. “If she’s involved already—”

	“She’s gone,” I said sharply.

	The word tasted bitter.

	He didn’t argue further. He just nodded once and left me alone in the chamber.

	I exhaled slowly.

	The silence pressed in.

	Then it hit me harder than before.

	Fear. Raw. Sharp. Not mine.

	My breath stuttered. I grabbed the edge of the table. Pain flared in my chest like something tearing open.

	“She’s in danger,” my wolf said.

	I squeezed my eyes shut.

	“No,” I whispered.

	You can feel it, he insisted. Something is hunting her.

	I forced myself to stand straight again. Forced my shoulders back. Forced the world into order.

	An Alpha King does not chase ghosts.

	But as I stared at the stone wall, a chill ran through me that had nothing to do with the room.

	Something is wrong.

	I could feel it in my bones.

	
  CHAPTER 5 The Prophecy Whispers My Name (Her POV)

	I woke up to voices.

	Not loud. Not close.
 They circled me.

	Wolves stood in the dark of my dream, their bodies made of shadow and silver light. Their eyes burned like moons. They didn’t snarl. They didn’t bare teeth.

	They chanted.

	My name.

	Over and over. Slow. Steady. Like a drumbeat under my skin.

	I tried to move. I couldn’t.

	The ground beneath me glowed faintly. Symbols lit up one by one, ancient and sharp. I didn’t know what they meant, but my body did. Heat spread from my chest down my arms, into my palms. It didn’t burn.

	It waited.

	A voice rose above the others. Female. Calm. Old.

	“You are the key.”

	The words sank into me. Heavy. Final.

	“No,” I whispered in the dream. “You’re wrong.”

	The wolves went silent.

	The light flared—

	I jolted awake.

	My breath came fast and shallow. Sweat dampened my hairline. The motel room was dark, quiet, unchanged. The hum of the old fridge buzzed softly near the door.

	Just a dream.

	That’s all.

	I sat up and rubbed my arms. My skin felt warm. Too warm. I pressed my palm to my chest and swallowed hard.

	Trauma does strange things, I told myself.

	Rejection. Exile. Fear.

	My wolf stirred uneasily.

	That wasn’t just a dream, she said.

	“It was,” I replied, forcing calm into my voice. “It has to be.”

	She didn’t argue. That scared me more.

	I dressed for work and left before I could think too much. The town was quiet in the early morning. Pale light crept over rooftops. A few humans walked past me, coffee in hand, eyes tired.

	Normal.

	I clung to that word like a lifeline.

	At the store, I cleaned shelves and floors again. My body went through the motions while my mind stayed somewhere else. Every time I bent down, heat flickered under my skin. Not pain. Pressure. Like something wanting out.

	I flexed my fingers. They shook.

	“Hey,” the owner said, glancing over. “You okay?”

	“Yes,” I said too fast.

	He shrugged and walked away.

	I finished my shift with a knot in my stomach. When I stepped outside, the air felt thicker. The sky had dimmed faster than it should have. Clouds pressed low and heavy.

	My wolf raised her head.

	We should hurry.

	“I am,” I muttered.

	I took the longer route home without realizing it. Trees lined the road. Streetlights flickered on, one by one. My footsteps sounded too loud in the quiet.

	That’s when I felt it.

	The prickle along my spine.
 The sense of being seen.

	I slowed.

	My heart began to pound.

	I kept walking, forcing myself not to run. Running would draw attention. Running would mean fear.

	A low sound reached me from the trees.

	Not human.

	I stopped.

	The smell hit next. Wild. Rotten. Wrong.

	Rogues.

	My blood went cold.

	I turned slowly. Two shapes stepped out from the shadows. Then a third. Their eyes glinted in the dim light. Their postures were loose, careless. Hungry.

	“Well,” one of them said, smiling too wide. “Look what wandered out alone.”

	My chest tightened painfully. My hands curled into fists at my sides. I couldn’t breathe right.

	“I don’t want trouble,” I said.

	They laughed.

	“That’s not how this works,” another replied.

	My wolf whimpered. We’re weak.

	“I know,” I whispered.

	The heat under my skin surged suddenly, sharp and alive. It rolled through me like a wave. My vision blurred at the edges.

	You are the key.

	The words echoed again, uninvited.

	“No,” I breathed. “Not now.”

	The rogues stepped closer. Too close.

	I froze.

	My heart hammered so hard it hurt. My legs refused to move. The ground seemed to tilt beneath me.

	Then—

	A growl tore through the air.

	Deep. Powerful. Not theirs.

	The rogues stiffened.

	Something moved fast between the trees.

	The last thing I saw before my knees gave out was a tall shadow stepping in front of me, teeth flashing in the dark.

	



	 CHAPTER 6  The Rogue Alpha Who Finds Me in the Dark (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	 The surge hit like a storm breaking bone.

	I felt it from miles away. A ripple through the ground. Through the air. Old power waking up where it didn’t belong. Human land. Weak borders. Wrong place.

	I changed direction without thinking.

	My wolf surged forward, eager and sharp. That’s not nothing, he said.

	“I know,” I muttered.

	I ran through trees and shadows, keeping low. The night smelled wrong. Oil and smoke and fear. Then something else cut through it—clean, bright, aching.

	Her.

	I didn’t know who she was yet. I just knew the scent hit me hard in the chest. Not a mate bond. Not destiny snapping into place.

	Something deeper. Primal.

	Mine, my wolf growled, then snarled at himself. No. Protect.

	I slowed when I heard voices.

	Rogues.

	Three of them. Sloppy. Loud. Hungry. They were circling someone near the road. I moved closer, silent. The girl stood frozen under the streetlight, small and shaking. Her heart beat so loud I could hear it.

	Broken.

	Not weak. Broken.

	The rogues laughed. One stepped too close.

	I didn’t think.

	I shifted mid-run. Bones cracked. Fur tore free. The world narrowed to speed and teeth. My growl ripped through the night, deep enough to shake leaves.

	The rogues spun.

	Too late.

	I slammed into the first one and sent him flying. He hit a tree and didn’t get back up. The second tried to shift. I tore into him before he finished. Blood hit the dirt. Hot. Fast.

	The third backed away, eyes wide.

	“Alpha,” he whispered.

	“Run,” I said.

	He ran.

	I shifted back, breath heavy, hands slick with blood. The night went quiet again. Too quiet.

	I turned to her.

	She was on her knees now, arms wrapped around herself. Shaking hard. A faint glow shimmered around her skin, like moonlight caught under flesh. It pulsed when she breathed.

	My wolf stilled.

	That power, he said. It’s old.

	I crouched a few steps away. “Hey,” I said softly.

	She flinched.

	“It’s over,” I added. “They’re gone.”

	Her eyes lifted to mine. Glassy. Lost. She tried to speak. Her lips moved, but no sound came out. Then her body gave up.

	She collapsed.

	I caught her before she hit the ground. She was light. Too light. Her skin burned under my hands—not fever, not sickness. Energy. Alive.

	I should have put her down. Walked away. This was human land. Not my fight.

	I didn’t.

	My wolf pressed forward. You don’t leave her.

	“She’s trouble,” I said quietly.

	She’s important.

	I adjusted my grip and cradled her closer. Her head fell against my chest. Her breath was shallow but steady. The glow around her dimmed, then steadied.

	I scanned the trees. Nothing moved.

	I carried her off the road and into the shadows, away from lights and eyes. My steps were careful. Controlled. I found a dry spot beneath thick branches and lowered us both to the ground.

	I checked her pulse. Fast. I brushed hair from her face. Dirt smudged her cheek. Tear tracks dried on her skin.

	“She shouldn’t be out here alone,” I said.

	Neither should you, my wolf replied.

	I leaned back against a tree, keeping her close. If she woke and panicked, I wanted her to see a face. Not teeth.

	Minutes passed. Then more.

	Her breathing eased. The glow faded until it was barely there. But the scent—gods—the scent stayed. Clean and sharp and aching. It pulled at me in a way I didn’t like.

	I watched the road. Listened for pursuit.

	Nothing came.

	She stirred.

	A soft sound slipped from her lips. Not fear. Not pain.

	A name.

	My name.

	I froze.

	She whispered it again in her sleep. Slow. Certain.

	I had never met her.

	And somehow—

	she knew who I was.

	



	 CHAPTER 7  A Stranger Saves What’s Left of Me (Her POV)

	I woke up choking on panic.

	My eyes flew open. My body jerked. Pain flared through my chest and ribs, sharp enough to make me gasp. I tried to sit up and failed. My muscles shook like they didn’t belong to me.

	This wasn’t the motel.

	The air smelled different. Trees. Earth. Smoke from a low fire. I turned my head fast, too fast, and dizziness hit. My heart slammed hard against my ribs.

	Where are we? my wolf whispered, scared.

	“I don’t know,” I breathed.

	I pushed my elbows into the ground and forced myself upright. The world spun, then steadied. I was lying on a thick blanket near a small fire. My bag sat a few feet away. Someone had placed it there. Neat. Careful.

	That scared me more.

	I scrambled back until my shoulders hit something solid.

	A tree.

	Then I saw him.

	He sat across the fire, still as stone. Broad shoulders. Dark hair. Sharp eyes that missed nothing. He wasn’t armored. No pack colors. No scent of submission.

	Rogue.

	My breath caught.

	“Easy,” he said quietly.

	His voice was low. Calm. Not rushed.

	I froze. My hands trembled where they rested on the blanket. I pressed them flat, trying to stop it.

	“You’re safe,” he added.

	I laughed once. It came out wrong. Thin.

	“I wasn’t,” I said.

	His eyes stayed on my face. Not my body. Not my fear. My face.

	“They’re gone,” he said. “I made sure.”

	My chest tightened. Images flashed—teeth, shadows, laughter in the dark.

	“You killed them,” I said.

	“Yes.”

	No pride. No apology.

	Silence stretched between us. The fire crackled softly. I watched his hands. Strong. Steady. No blood now. Clean.

	“Why?” I asked.

	He didn’t answer right away. He reached for a small pouch near his knee instead.

	“You’re hurt,” he said.

	“I heal fast.”

	“You were shaking.”

	I hated that he noticed.

	“I don’t need help,” I said.

	He met my eyes. Held them.

	“You already took it.”

	I swallowed.

	He shifted closer, slow enough that I could stop him if I wanted. I didn’t. That bothered me. He smelled like forest and iron and something warm underneath.

	Not dangerous.

	Not safe either.

	He crouched and gently lifted the edge of my sleeve. A cut ran along my forearm. Dried blood. Bruising already blooming dark beneath my skin.

	“May I?” he asked.

	I hesitated, then nodded once.

	He cleaned the wound without rushing. His touch was careful. Professional. He wrapped it with cloth and tied it secure. My skin tingled where he touched me. Not pain.

	Awareness.

	“You didn’t scream,” he said.

	“I wanted to,” I replied.

	A corner of his mouth twitched. Not quite a smile.

	“What’s your name?” he asked.

	I stiffened.

	Names had power. I learned that the hard way.

	“I didn’t ask yours,” I said.

	Fair.

	“Call me Rowan,” he said after a beat.

	I didn’t know if it was true.

	“I’m fine,” I said, even though my hands still shook.

	He didn’t argue. He just sat back on his heels.

	“You’re not from here,” he said.

	“No.”

	“You’re running.”

	“Yes.”

	He studied my face like he was reading something written under my skin.

	“Pack?” he asked.

	My jaw locked.

	“Not anymore.”

	Something shifted in his eyes. Not pity. Understanding.

	He didn’t push.

	“I don’t belong anywhere,” I added quickly. Too quickly.

	He nodded once. “Neither do I.”

	That felt like a lie. Or maybe a half-truth.

	He reached for my wrist to check my pulse.

	The moment his fingers closed around my skin—

	Heat exploded under my flesh.

	Not pain. Power.

	Bright. Sudden. Alive.

	I gasped and tried to pull away, but my body froze. Light flickered beneath my skin, faint but real. My wolf surged forward, startled.

	What is that?

	Rowan’s eyes snapped to my wrist.

	The fire flared.

	And I knew, with terrifying certainty—

	something inside me had just woken up.

	



	CHAPTER 8  I Realize Who She Truly Is (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	 I watched her while she slept.

	Not like a guard. Not like a hunter.
 Like a man afraid to blink.

	The fire burned low. Shadows crawled along the trees. She lay wrapped in a blanket I hadn’t realized I owned, her breathing shallow but steady. Every few breaths, her fingers twitched, like she was holding on to something that kept slipping away.

	Pain lived in her body.

	Not the kind you bandage.

	I’d seen wounds. I’d caused them. This was different. This pain sat under her skin, in her chest, in the way her jaw clenched even in sleep. Her wolf shifted restlessly inside her. I could feel it. Fractured. Hurt.

	Broken.

	My wolf paced, slow and deliberate.

	She’s damaged, he said.

	“No,” I answered quietly. “She’s wounded.”

	There’s a difference.

	I reached out without thinking and adjusted the blanket when it slid from her shoulder. The moment my knuckles brushed her skin, that strange heat sparked again. Soft this time. Controlled. Like it was learning.

	My wolf froze.

	That’s not normal.

	“I know.”

	I pulled my hand back and sat on my heels. The glow beneath her skin faded, but it didn’t disappear completely. It lingered. Waiting.

	I’d heard stories like this once. Long ago. Around fires with wolves who no longer lived. Whispers passed between rogues and exiles. Tales no one spoke too loudly.

	About a female with no crown.
 No pack.
 No protection.

	A key.

	I’d laughed then. Said it was superstition. Prophecy was just another word for fear.

	I wasn’t laughing now.

	She shifted, breath hitching. Her brow furrowed. Sweat beaded along her hairline. I caught a word on her lips.

	“No.”

	Not a nightmare about rogues.

	Something older.

	I leaned closer, lowering my voice. “You’re safe.”

	Her body eased a fraction. Not fully. But enough.

	That was when I smelled it.

	Faint. Torn. Wrong.

	Mate bond.

	Or what was left of one.

	My chest tightened.

	I knew that scent. I’d smelled it once before—on a warrior found half-dead at a border, rejected by his mate and left to rot. The bond doesn’t vanish clean. It leaves scars. Echoes.

	Hers was fresh.

	Recent.

	Cruel.

	My wolf growled low in my chest.

	Someone broke her.

	“Yes,” I said. “And they were powerful enough to do it publicly.”

	Only kings rejected mates without fear.

	The pieces slid into place, slow and heavy.

	A strange surge of power in human land.
 A female carrying old magic under her skin.
 A broken bond tied to a crown.

	I stared at her face in the firelight. She looked younger like this. Softer. Too soft for what the world had done to her.

	“She doesn’t even know,” I murmured.

	She feels it, my wolf replied. She just doesn’t understand it.

	I rubbed a hand over my face. If I was right, everything changed. For her. For me. For every pack that still believed in bloodlines and control.

	If the rumors were true, she wasn’t just a survivor.

	She was a catalyst.

	A key doesn’t rule.
 A key unlocks.

	My wolf pressed forward, insistent. You protect her.

	“That’s not simple.”

	It doesn’t have to be.

	I looked back at her. At the way her fingers curled into the blanket like she was afraid it would disappear. At the faint glow that pulsed once, then stilled.

	If I told her now, it would break her. She was barely holding herself together. Truth like that wasn’t a gift. It was a weapon.

	Not yet.

	I made my choice in silence.

	I would keep her close.
 I would keep her hidden.
 I would keep her breathing.

	Even if it cost me everything.

	I stood and scanned the treeline, every sense stretched. Night pressed in from all sides. Too quiet. Too aware.

	Because if I could feel her—

	others would too.

	And one name burned at the back of my thoughts, heavy and dangerous.

	The Alpha King.

	If the king learns she’s alive…
 he’ll come for her.

	



	CHAPTER 9  A Home Where My Name Isn’t an Insult (Her POV)

	 I expected chains.

	Or orders. Or silence so thick it crushed me.

	What I didn’t expect was warmth.

	Rowan led me through the trees just before dawn. Not deep forest this time—paths worn by feet that belonged there. The air smelled clean. Wood smoke. Bread. Wolves.

	Not hostile.

	My shoulders stayed tight anyway. My body hadn’t learned how to relax yet.

	We reached a cluster of buildings tucked between rock and trees. Not grand. Not hidden badly either. Strong. Lived in. Guards stood watch, but they didn’t stare at me like I was prey or trash.

	They nodded.

	That alone made my throat ache.

	Rowan spoke quietly to one of them. No raised voice. No commands. Just facts. I stood beside him, hands folded in front of me so no one would see them shake.

	A woman stepped forward. Dark hair pulled back. Sharp eyes. She looked me over once. Not judging. Assessing.

	“You’re hurt,” she said.

	“I heal fast,” I replied out of habit.

	She gave a short huff. “Everyone says that.”

	She handed me a cup. Steam curled into the air.

	“Drink,” she said. “It’s warm.”

	I hesitated.

	Rowan didn’t look at me, but he said, “It’s safe.”

	I drank.

	The heat spread through me slowly. My fingers stopped trembling around the cup. My chest loosened just a little.

	The woman nodded, satisfied. “I’m Mara.”

	I told her my name.

	She didn’t flinch.
 Didn’t smirk.
 Didn’t look away.

	She just repeated it. Like it mattered.

	Someone brought food. Simple. Bread. Meat. Soup. I ate too fast at first, then forced myself to slow down. No one commented. No one counted my bites.

	I waited for the looks. The whispers. The silent judgment.

	It didn’t come.

	A younger female wolf approached while I sat near the fire. She smelled nervous but kind. She held folded clothes against her chest.

	“These might fit,” she said softly. “They’re clean.”

	I took them with stiff fingers. “Thank you.”

	Her smile was small. Real.

	She sat beside me without asking. Close enough that our shoulders brushed. I tensed.

	She didn’t move away.

	“You don’t have to be afraid here,” she said.

	I swallowed. “I am anyway.”

	She nodded like that made sense.

	Later, I changed into the clothes. They were soft. Too big in some places. I didn’t care. I pressed my face into the fabric for a second longer than necessary, breathing in the scent of soap and something floral.

	Not pack.
 Not rejection.
 Not blood.

	I stepped outside and felt it then.

	Safety.

	Not complete. Not permanent.

	But real.

	It scared me.

	Guilt crept in fast. Sharp. Mean.

	I shouldn’t feel this.
 I didn’t earn this.
 I don’t belong here.

	My wolf curled closer to my heart, cautious but calmer than she’d been in days.

	It’s quiet, she whispered.

	“Yes,” I said. “It is.”

	Rowan watched from a distance. Always aware. Always quiet. He didn’t hover. He didn’t ask questions. That somehow made it harder.

	I caught him looking at me once. Not like the Alpha King had. Not calculating. Not cold.

	Protective.

	I looked away first.

	That night, laughter drifted from another building. Low. Easy. Someone argued about food. Someone else teased back. It sounded like a family.

	I sat alone on the steps, wrapped in a borrowed blanket.

	I felt warm.

	And ashamed.

	I closed my eyes and breathed through it.

	That’s when I heard it.

	Two voices. Low. Careless. Passing by.

	“The Alpha King won’t like this,” one said.

	My heart stopped.

	“Doesn’t matter,” the other replied. “He doesn’t know she’s here.”

	A pause.

	Then a name.

	His name.

	Spoken softly.

	I froze where I sat, every muscle locking tight as fear poured back into my veins.

	
CHAPTER 10 I Shouldn’t Want My Rival’s Mate (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	 I kept my distance.

	That was the rule I gave myself. Watch. Protect. Don’t touch.
 Simple rules. I’ve lived by worse.

	It didn’t help.

	She sat near the fire with a borrowed blanket around her shoulders. Not speaking. Just breathing. Like she was afraid the world would notice if she took up too much space.

	I noticed anyway.

	Her scent carried on the night air. Not bonded. Not claimed. That was the problem. A rejected mate still smells tied. Still smells owned.

	She didn’t.

	She smelled abandoned.

	My jaw tightened. I looked away and clenched my fists behind my back.

	Stop, I warned my wolf.

	He didn’t listen.

	He paced. Slow. Intent. Every step pressed against my control. She’s alone, he said. She shouldn’t be.

	“She belongs to another,” I muttered.

	He threw her away.

	That wasn’t my concern.

	I told myself that again as I watched her accept a cup of tea from Mara. Her hands shook less now. She nodded when someone spoke to her. She even smiled once. Small. Careful. Like she didn’t trust it.

	That smile hit me harder than the rogues had.

	I turned sharply and walked toward the training ring. Hit a post with my shoulder harder than needed. Pain grounded me. Good.

	I didn’t need this complication.

	“She’s trouble,” one of my men said when I stopped beside him. He followed my gaze without asking.

	“I know,” I replied.

	“She’s got power. Old power. And enemies.”

	“I know.”

	“And she’s tied to him.”

	I said nothing.

	He studied me. “You’re thinking about keeping her.”

	I looked back at her again. At the way she pulled the blanket tighter when the wind shifted. At the way her eyes tracked exits without realizing it.

	“Yes,” I said.

	“That’s dangerous.”

	“So is breathing.”

	He snorted and walked away.

	I stayed.

	I told myself I just wanted answers. About the glow. The surge. The broken bond I could still smell faintly when the wind changed. I told myself it was strategy.

	It was a lie.

	I wanted to know how she laughed.
 What scared her.
 What broke her.

	I wanted to know why my wolf went silent whenever she looked my way.

	She stood suddenly and moved toward the path that led to the outer cabins. Alone.

	I followed at a distance. Not stalking. Watching.

	She paused under the trees. Closed her eyes. Breathed in. Like she was testing whether this place would reject her too.

	I stepped closer before I realized I was moving.

	She turned. Startled. Then relaxed when she saw me.

	“Can’t sleep?” she asked.

	“No.”

	“Me neither.”

	Silence settled between us. Not awkward. Heavy.

	“You’re safe here,” I said.

	She nodded, but her fingers twisted together anyway.

	“I know,” she said softly. “That’s what scares me.”

	Something inside my chest cracked.

	She walked past me, close enough that her sleeve brushed my arm.

	Heat flared. Sharp. Controlled. Familiar now.

	My wolf surged so hard I had to brace myself against a tree.

	Mate, he said.

	The word landed like a blow.

	“No,” I whispered.

	He didn’t back down.

	Mate.

	I stood there in the dark long after she disappeared inside, breathing through the truth I wasn’t ready to face.

	



	CHAPTER 11 The Power Sleeping in My Blood Wakes (Her POV)

	It started with a step.

	Just one.

	I was crossing the training yard, nothing serious, nothing hard. The ground was flat. Packed dirt. I’d walked it twice already. I wasn’t tired. I wasn’t distracted.

	My foot caught anyway.

	I stumbled forward.

	Before I could hit the ground, heat exploded under my skin.

	Not pain.
 Force.

	Light burst from my arms in a sharp white flash. The air snapped. The dirt beneath my boots cracked like dry clay. I gasped and dropped to my knees, palms slamming down hard.

	The ground answered.

	A pulse rolled outward. I felt it ripple through my bones, up my spine, into my skull. My heart hammered so hard I thought it would tear free.

	“What—” someone whispered.

	I stared at my hands.

	They were glowing.

	Not bright like fire. Soft. Silver-white. Like moonlight trapped under skin.

	“No,” I breathed. “No, no, no—”

	Fear slammed into me. Cold and sharp. My chest tightened. My fingers curled and the light flared brighter.

	Stop, I begged my body. Please stop.

	My wolf surged forward.

	Not weak.
 Not broken.

	Clear.

	You’re not dying, she said.

	Her voice was strong. Whole. It echoed through me like she’d finally found her footing.

	I sucked in a shaky breath. “You’re— you’re back.”

	I never left, she replied. I was waiting.

	The heat surged again. My vision blurred at the edges. I felt taller somehow. Heavier. Like the air bent around me.

	Someone gasped behind me.

	“Did you see that?” a voice whispered. “By the Moon…”

	Panic clawed up my throat.

	“I can’t—” My words broke. “I can’t control it.”

	I pushed myself up too fast. The light surged with me, flaring brighter, sharper. My skin burned now. Not with pain. With pressure. Like something was trying to tear its way out.

	I staggered back.

	Hands caught my shoulders.

	“Hey.” His voice cut through the noise. Low. Steady. “Look at me.”

	Rowan.

	I met his eyes and almost cried from relief.

	“Breathe,” he said. “Just breathe.”

	“I’m losing control,” I whispered. My hands shook violently now. “I don’t know how to stop it.”

	“You’re not losing it,” he said. “You’re waking up.”

	“I don’t want this.”

	“I know.”

	His grip tightened slightly. Grounding. Real.

	“Feel your feet,” he said. “The dirt. The weight of your body. Stay here.”

	I focused on his voice. On the smell of forest and iron. On the solid warmth of his hands.

	Slowly, the light dimmed.

	Not gone.
 Contained.

	My breath evened out. My heart slowed from a gallop to a hard thud.

	The yard was silent.

	Everyone stared.

	I became aware of it all at once—the distance they kept, the awe, the fear. The way no one moved closer.

	Rowan released my shoulders and lowered his voice. “You scared them.”

	“I scared myself,” I said.

	My arms still tingled. Energy hummed under my skin, restless but no longer wild.

	Then I felt it.

	A sharp sting along my forearm.

	I sucked in a breath and yanked my sleeve up.

	A mark burned against my skin.

	Glowing. Intricate. Ancient.

	A symbol I didn’t understand—but my body did.

	Rowan went very still.

	His eyes darkened.

	“That mark…” he said quietly.

	I looked up at him, dread curling tight in my stomach.

	“What is it?”

	He didn’t answer right away.

	But I knew one thing with terrifying certainty—

	It was the mark the Alpha King once feared.

	



	 CHAPTER 12 My Beta Tells Me a Truth I Should've Known (Alpha King’s POV)

	The bond twitched.

	Not pain.
 Not longing.

	Awareness.

	I froze mid-step.

	My hand tightened around the edge of the table until the wood creaked. The chamber smelled like ink and stone and old smoke. Familiar. Safe. And suddenly wrong.

	“She’s alive,” my wolf said quietly.

	I didn’t answer.

	I didn’t need to.

	The door opened without announcement. My Beta stepped inside and closed it behind him. Slow. Careful. Like a man walking into a storm he chose.

	“You felt it,” he said.

	I didn’t turn. “Speak.”

	He took a breath. Let it out. “There’s something you were never told.”

	That got my attention.

	I faced him. “Try again.”

	He held my gaze. No fear. No defiance. Just weight. “It was buried. On purpose.”

	My jaw clenched. “By who.”

	“The elders,” he said. “Your father.”

	The word hit harder than I expected.

	I moved to the window and stared out at the forest. My reflection stared back. Hard eyes. Cracks I pretended weren’t there.

	“Say it,” I said.

	He stepped closer. Lowered his voice. “Her bloodline isn’t ordinary.”

	I laughed once. Dry. “None of this is new.”

	“You’re wrong,” he said. “Her bloodline is forbidden.”

	Silence stretched.

	I felt the bond twitch again. Stronger this time. Like a pulse under my ribs.

	“She carries old magic,” he continued. “Older than crowns. Older than packs.”

	My fingers flexed. I didn’t interrupt.

	“There was a prophecy,” he said. “Not the one everyone knows. Another. Locked away.”

	I turned back slowly. “I know every prophecy.”

	“No,” he said. “You know the version they let you know.”

	My chest tightened. Pressure. Heat. I pressed a hand flat against it and forced myself to stand still.

	“She isn’t meant to be owned,” he said. “She’s meant to unlock.”

	The word rang in my skull.

	Key.

	The memory surfaced without permission—her standing in the circle, light flaring, the air bending. The way the elders wouldn’t meet my eyes.

	“You rejected her because you feared weakness,” my Beta said. “But that fear wasn’t yours.”

	My teeth ground together. “Careful.”

	“You were trained to reject her,” he said. “From the moment they realized what she was.”

	The room felt smaller.

	“What,” I said slowly, “is she.”

	My Beta swallowed. “She’s the last living bearer of the Lunar Sovereign line.”

	The name landed like a blow.

	That bloodline was extinct. Erased. Burned out of history.

	“She’s not,” I said.

	“She is,” he replied. “And the mark has awakened.”

	My breath caught.

	The bond flared—sharp, undeniable. A spike of heat and fear that wasn’t mine slammed through my chest. I staggered back a step and caught myself on the table.

	Alive.
 Afraid.
 Power surging.

	“She’s in danger,” my wolf said. Now.

	I said nothing.

	“If she’s found,” my Beta continued, “every pack will want her. Some to use. Some to kill. And one—”

	“—to control,” I finished.

	He nodded.

	I remembered her eyes when I rejected her. The way she tried not to kneel. The sound her hands made on stone.

	Regret is useless.
 Action matters.

	“What else,” I said.

	He hesitated. “The prophecy says the pack that rejects the key will fall.”

	The words slid under my skin and stayed there.

	“Slowly,” he added. “From the inside.”

	A tremor ran through the ground. Or maybe through me.

	I thought of the rising border tension. The strange movements. The cracks I’d ignored. The way the land itself felt restless.

	I thought of the bond twitching again. Urgent now.

	“She’s alive,” I said.

	“Yes.”

	“And not here.”

	“No.”

	I straightened. Decision snapped into place like armor.

	“They hid this from me,” I said.

	“They hid it from everyone,” he replied.

	I looked at my hands. Steady. Controlled. Then I clenched them until my knuckles went white.

	“I rejected her to protect the crown,” I said.

	“And may have doomed it,” he said quietly.

	The bond surged again. Stronger. A flash of silver heat and raw fear slammed into my chest. I sucked in a sharp breath.

	“She’s not alone,” my wolf said. I can feel another Alpha near her.

	Rogue.

	My jaw set.

	“Call the shadows,” I ordered. “Quietly.”

	My Beta’s eyes widened. “You’re sure?”

	“Yes.”

	“No banners,” I continued. “No elders. No council.”

	He nodded once.

	“Find her,” I said. My voice didn’t shake. “Every road. Every border. Every rumor.”

	I turned to him, eyes cold, heart burning.

	“Find her,” I repeated, “before someone else does.”

	
  CHAPTER 13  Training the Luna I Never Got to Be (Her POV)

	Rowan didn’t ask me if I wanted to train.

	He just said it one morning while handing me a blade.

	“You need to learn control,” he said.

	I stared at the weapon in my hands. Simple. Balanced. Real.

	“I’ve trained before,” I said.

	“I know.”

	That surprised me.

	“You were taught to stay small,” he added. “Not to grow.”

	Something tight in my chest shifted.

	The warriors gathered without judgment. No whispers. No laughter. They didn’t look at me like a broken thing or a curiosity. They looked at me like someone who might belong there.

	I hated how much that mattered.

	The first day was rough.

	My muscles shook after the warm-up. My grip slipped. I tripped more than once. Sweat burned my eyes and my lungs screamed for air. I heard my old pack’s voices in my head.

	Too slow.
 Too soft.
 Careful.

	Rowan didn’t say a word.

	He just watched.

	My wolf paced, alert and eager. Not afraid this time.

	We can do more, she said.

	“I know,” I whispered.

	The second day was better.

	I landed my strikes. I stopped apologizing when I missed. I stopped waiting for permission to move.

	By the third day, something clicked.

	My body remembered what it had been denied.

	Strength flowed easier. My footing steadied. When a warrior lunged at me, I didn’t flinch—I reacted. Fast. Clean.

	Someone let out a low whistle.

	“Well damn,” one of them said. “She’s learning fast.”

	I didn’t smile.

	But I stood taller.

	Between drills, Rowan handed me water without speaking. Our fingers brushed. Heat sparked, faint but real. We both noticed. Neither of us commented.

	Trust built in small pieces.

	The way he corrected my stance without touching unless I asked.
 The way he stood between me and the others when my power flickered.
 The way he looked at me like he saw what I could become—not what I’d been.

	“You were never weak,” he said quietly once, when I struggled to catch my breath.

	I swallowed. “Then why did I feel like I was?”

	He didn’t answer.

	My wolf did.

	Because they needed you smaller than you are.

	That truth settled deep.

	On the fifth day, they pushed me harder.

	Rowan nodded to one of his best fighters. “Test her.”

	The warrior didn’t hold back.

	Neither did I.

	I moved on instinct. Dodged. Countered. My wolf surged with joy, power humming through us in sync. Heat built under my skin—too fast.

	“Slow it,” Rowan warned.

	I tried.

	But the ground vibrated under my feet. Energy spilled out, wild and bright. The air cracked. Dirt lifted in a ring around me.

	Someone shouted.

	The earth shook.

	I dropped to one knee, gasping, palms pressed to the ground as the power surged out of me in a blinding wave.

	The training yard went silent.

	Rowan was at my side in an instant, hand gripping my arm, eyes locked on mine.

	And I knew—

	whatever I’d just unleashed was only the beginning.

	



	 CHAPTER 14  Her Scent Still Lives in My Territory (Alpha King’s POV)

	I walked the lower path at dusk.

	I hadn’t meant to. My feet took me there before my mind caught up. Past the training ring. Past the old well. Past the trees where the shadows always fell long.

	She used to sit here.

	Not often. Quietly. Like she didn’t want to be seen taking up space.

	Her scent lingered.

	Faint. Old. Still there.

	Pine. Rain. Something soft underneath that tightened my chest without warning. I slowed, then stopped. My hand lifted before I realized what I was doing.

	I almost called her name.

	The sound sat at the back of my throat. Instinct. Raw and sharp. Not thought. Not regret.

	Need.

	I clenched my jaw and swallowed it down. My hand dropped to my side, fingers curling until they hurt.

	“She’s gone,” I said to the air.

	My wolf growled.

	She was here.

	“Yes.”

	You sent her away.

	I didn’t answer.

	I kept walking. Past the place where she once watched the younger wolves train. Past the stone where she’d stumbled and laughed it off, embarrassed, brushing dirt from her knees.

	The laugh echoed in my head.

	I stopped again. This time I pressed my palm flat against the nearest tree. The bark bit into my skin. I welcomed it.

	Control.

	That was all that mattered.

	Footsteps approached. I didn’t turn.

	“Alpha,” my Beta said. He sounded tired. “We have news.”

	“Say it.”

	“Rogue movement along the southern routes. Organized. Not scattered.”

	I nodded once. “And?”

	“There was an energy spike.”

	My breath stalled.

	“Where,” I asked.

	He hesitated. That was enough.

	“Far,” he said finally. “Beyond our borders. Human land.”

	The bond twitched. Hard.

	Heat flared in my chest, sharp and sudden. Not pain. Recognition. Fear that wasn’t mine slammed into me and vanished just as fast.

	I sucked in a breath through my teeth.

	“She’s awake,” my wolf said. And she’s not hiding anymore.

	I turned slowly. “Describe the spike.”

	“Silver,” my Beta said. “Old. Violent for a second. Then gone.”

	The world narrowed.

	I closed my eyes once. Just once.

	It was her.

	I felt it the way one feels a storm coming through bone and blood. The way the land itself goes still before it breaks.

	“She’s not alone,” my Beta added quietly.

	My eyes snapped open.

	“What.”

	He held my gaze. “Signs of another Alpha’s territory nearby. Unmarked. Rogue.”

	My wolf surged forward, furious.

	He touched her.

	“Who,” I asked.

	“We don’t know yet.”

	My hands curled into fists at my sides. My nails bit into my palms. I didn’t feel it.

	Another Alpha. Near her. Close enough to sense her power. Close enough to protect her.

	Or claim her.

	A low sound tore from my chest before I could stop it. I turned away, breathing hard, staring out into the darkening forest.

	I had rejected her.

	I had sent her into the wild.

	And now—

	“She’s not his,” I said flatly.

	My wolf snarled. Then go take her back.

	I said nothing.

	But as the wind shifted, carrying nothing but silence, one truth burned clear and unavoidable:

	I wasn’t the only Alpha who had found her.

	
CHAPTER 15  The First Time I Don’t Feel Broken Anymore (Her POV)

	It happened without warning.

	I laughed.

	Not polite. Not careful.
 Real.

	The sound startled me so much I clapped a hand over my mouth. For a second, I just stood there, frozen, like I’d broken a rule I didn’t remember agreeing to.

	Rowan looked up from where he was fixing a strap on his gear.

	“What?” he asked.

	I shook my head, breath still uneven. “Nothing.”

	But my chest felt lighter. Not empty. Not hollow.

	Full.

	We were sitting near the fire, late afternoon slipping toward evening. Someone had told a stupid story about a wolf who tried to steal bread from a human bakery and got chased down the street. I’d tried not to smile.

	Failed.

	My wolf stirred, stretching like she’d just woken from a long sleep.

	That didn’t hurt, she said, surprised.

	“No,” I whispered. “It didn’t.”

	Rowan studied me for a moment, then went back to his work. He didn’t tease. Didn’t ask questions. He let the moment exist.

	That mattered.

	Later, when most of the others drifted away, I stayed by the fire. The flames popped softly. The air smelled like pine and smoke and something warm.

	“I don’t sleep well,” I said suddenly.

	Rowan didn’t look at me. “Nightmares?”

	“Yes.”

	He nodded once.

	“I keep waiting to wake up and be back there,” I continued. My fingers twisted in the edge of the blanket. “Back in that hall. On the floor.”

	My voice didn’t break. My hands did.

	He set his gear aside.

	“You’re not there,” he said. Not sharp. Not loud. Just steady.

	“I know,” I said. “But part of me still thinks I deserve it.”

	Silence followed. Not heavy. Patient.

	“You didn’t,” he said.

	I swallowed. “He made it sound like I was… wrong. Like loving me would cost him something.”

	Rowan’s jaw tightened. Just once.

	“He was afraid,” he said.

	“That doesn’t excuse it.”

	“No,” he agreed.

	The fire crackled between us. Sparks lifted and vanished into the dark.

	“I don’t trust easily,” I said.

	“I’ve noticed.”

	A small smile tugged at my mouth before I could stop it.

	“I don’t tell people things,” I added. “Not all of them.”

	“You don’t have to,” he said.

	I glanced at him. “You’re not asking.”

	“I will,” he replied. “If you want me to.”

	That simple respect loosened something tight in my chest.

	I leaned back on my hands and stared up at the sky. The stars were clear tonight. Sharp. Watching.

	“I feel safe here,” I said quietly.

	He didn’t respond right away.

	“That’s good,” he said finally.

	“I didn’t think I was allowed to feel that anymore.”

	Rowan turned his head then. Looked at me fully.

	“You’re allowed to feel whatever you want,” he said. “You always were.”

	The truth of it hit harder than anger ever had.

	I breathed in. Slowly. Deep.

	For the first time since the rejection, my body didn’t brace for pain when I exhaled.

	I wasn’t waiting for the floor to drop.

	I wasn’t shrinking.

	I was just… here.

	And it was enough.

	My wolf stirred again, closer now. Stronger. Certain.

	He’s not the one who broke us, she whispered.

	I closed my eyes as the words settled deep.

	And somewhere inside me, something began to believe it.

	
CHAPTER 16  The Price of Rejecting a Fated Mate (Alpha King’s POV)

	The pain came without warning.

	A sharp twist in my chest. Then another. Like something inside me tearing loose, piece by piece. I kept walking.

	I didn’t slow.
 Didn’t react.

	Warriors passed me on the path. They bowed. Spoke my title. I answered when required, my voice steady, my face unreadable.

	My wolf wasn’t steady.

	He slammed against my control, wild and disoriented. Something’s wrong, he snarled. She’s pulling away.

	“Quiet,” I told him.

	The pain hit harder.

	My breath caught. Just for a second. I masked it by adjusting my gloves, fingers clenching until the leather creaked. Heat burned under my ribs. Sweat broke out along my spine despite the cool air.

	This was the cost.

	I reached the training grounds and watched my warriors spar. Steel rang. Bodies moved with purpose. Order. Strength.

	Everything an Alpha King was supposed to protect.

	My vision blurred at the edges.

	I turned away before anyone noticed.

	In my chambers, I locked the door and braced my hands on the table. The wood splintered under my grip. I welcomed the sting in my palms. It gave the pain somewhere else to go.

	“She’s slipping,” my wolf said again. I can’t feel her the way I did.

	I closed my eyes.

	“I know.”

	The bond used to ache. Constant. Present. Now it pulled like a thread stretched too far, thinning with every heartbeat. Not snapping.

	Fading.

	A knock sounded.

	I straightened instantly. Smoothed my expression. “Enter.”

	My Beta stepped in. His gaze flicked to my hands, then my face. He saw more than he said.

	“You’re bleeding,” he noted.

	“I’m fine.”

	He shut the door behind him. “You’re lying.”

	“Careful.”

	He crossed his arms. “We’ve had reports.”

	I waited.

	“She’s not moving like prey anymore,” he said. “She’s being guarded.”

	My chest tightened painfully.

	“By whom,” I asked.

	He hesitated. That was answer enough.

	“A rogue alpha,” he said. “Territory unclaimed. Strong. Smart. Keeps his people hidden.”

	Jealousy ripped through me, sudden and violent. My wolf roared, fury tearing at my control.

	He touched her.

	I said nothing.

	“She’s changing,” my Beta continued. “The energy spikes are getting stronger. More controlled.”

	That hurt worse than the pain.

	“She’s learning,” I muttered.

	“With him.”

	The bond surged, then dipped. I staggered a half-step and caught myself against the table. My Beta noticed. Of course he did.

	“You feel it too,” he said quietly.

	I didn’t deny it this time.

	“I feel her slipping away,” I admitted.

	The words tasted like failure.

	Silence stretched between us.

	“If you wait too long,” he said, “you may not be able to call her back at all.”

	My wolf growled low. Desperate. She’s choosing another.

	“No,” I said sharply. “She’s surviving.”

	The pain flared again, white and blinding. I bit down hard, refusing to make a sound.

	“I rejected her,” I said slowly. “But the bond didn’t die.”

	“And now?” my Beta asked.

	“Now it’s breaking me.”

	He nodded once. “Then decide.”

	I lifted my head. Met his eyes.

	Fear sat deep in my chest. Not of war. Not of loss of power.

	Of losing her completely.

	“She was mine,” I said.

	My wolf surged, united with me for the first time in days.

	Take her back.

	I straightened, pain and all, and let the decision settle like steel in my bones.

	“I’m taking her back.”

	



	CHAPTER 17  A Bond I Didn’t Expect Starts to Form (Her POV)

	 I didn’t flinch anymore.

	That was new.

	Rowan circled me slowly in the training yard, boots quiet on packed earth. The air was cool. Clear. My body felt awake instead of braced.

	“Again,” he said.

	I nodded and lifted the blade.

	We moved.

	Steel met steel with a clean ring. My arms burned, but it was a good burn. Honest. I stepped in, then back, then pivoted the way he’d shown me. My footing held.

	I smiled before I could stop myself.

	Rowan noticed.

	“Good,” he said.

	Just one word. It warmed me more than praise ever had.

	We sparred in silence for a while. Close enough that I could feel his heat when we passed. Close enough that his breath brushed my cheek once, quick and unplanned.

	My heart jumped.

	Not fear.

	Awareness.

	My wolf stirred, curious instead of wary.

	He feels… steady, she said.

	“Yes,” I whispered. “He does.”

	Rowan disarmed me with a sharp twist. My blade flew. I stumbled forward on instinct, and he caught me by the wrist before I fell.

	We froze.

	His hand was firm. Careful. My pulse thudded hard under his fingers. I felt it. I knew he did too.

	“Sorry,” I said quickly.

	“Don’t be,” he replied.

	He didn’t let go right away.

	The world narrowed to the place where his skin touched mine. Heat spread, slow and controlled. Not the wild surge from before. This was quieter. Deeper.

	My breath caught.

	Something tugged inside my chest. Faint. Real.

	I pulled my hand back, heart racing. “We should—”

	“I know,” he said.

	He stepped away, giving me space without being asked. That helped. More than he knew.

	“I’m stronger here,” I said after a moment. “I don’t feel like I’m breaking all the time.”

	He nodded. “You’re not.”

	“I’m afraid,” I admitted. The words slipped out before I could stop them. “If I trust this… if I trust you…”

	He didn’t interrupt.

	“I don’t think I’d survive being rejected again,” I finished.

	Rowan met my eyes. No shields. No lies.

	“I won’t promise fate,” he said. “I don’t control it.”

	That honesty hurt. And healed.

	“But I won’t lie to you,” he added. “I won’t use you. And I won’t walk away without a word.”

	My chest loosened.

	“That’s all I can offer.”

	It was more than I’d ever been given.

	We trained until the sun dipped low. When we stopped, sweat-soaked and breathing hard, I felt alive in a way I barely remembered.

	As I turned to leave, something sparked.

	Not pain.
 Not memory.

	Connection.

	A faint thread brushed my senses, light as breath. My wolf went still. Then alert.

	Do you feel that? she asked.

	“Yes,” I whispered.

	I looked back at Rowan. He had gone very still too.

	Our eyes met.

	The thread tightened.

	A bond.

	Small. New. Impossible.

	My heart hammered as the truth settled in.

	This shouldn’t exist.

	Not after rejection.
 Not without fate’s permission.

	Yet it was there.

	Alive.

	And I knew, with a mix of terror and wonder—

	something had just begun that could change everything.

	
CHAPTER 18  I'm Ready to Fight for Her… Even Against a King (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	I stopped pretending it was just protection.

	That lie didn’t hold anymore.

	She stood at the edge of the yard, sleeves rolled, breathing hard from training. Sweat darkened her hairline. Her eyes were bright. Focused. Alive. Power hummed under her skin now—steady, not wild.

	She was changing.

	And I was falling.

	My wolf didn’t bother hiding it. He stood tall inside me, teeth bared, chest out.

	She’s ours.

	“No,” I said quietly. “She chooses.”

	Then we make sure she lives long enough to choose.

	That much I could agree with.

	The air shifted. Subtle. Wrong.

	I felt it before anyone spoke. A pressure along the land. Like the forest drawing in a breath and holding it.

	“She’s getting stronger,” one of my warriors said as he joined me. “Too fast.”

	“Yes.”

	“That kind of power doesn’t stay hidden.”

	“I know.”

	He hesitated. “If the king senses it—”

	“He already has,” I cut in.

	My gaze stayed on her. She laughed at something one of the others said. Real laughter. The sound hit me low and deep.

	I clenched my jaw.

	Another warrior approached. Older. Scarred. Smart.

	“You’re not thinking of giving her up,” he said.

	“No.”

	“Even if it means war?”

	“Yes.”

	He studied my face, then nodded once. No argument. That mattered.

	My wolf surged, pleased. Good.

	“She’s not a guest anymore,” my wolf added. Say it.

	I didn’t fight the truth this time.

	I wanted her here.
 Wanted her safe.
 Wanted her choosing me.

	Not because she needed protection.

	Because she deserved loyalty.

	I walked toward her. She looked up, sensing me before I spoke.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked.

	I kept my voice calm. “Nothing you need to carry.”

	She frowned. “That’s not an answer.”

	“It’s the only one I’m giving right now.”

	She searched my face, then nodded slowly. Trust. Careful. Brave.

	That trust burned hotter than fear ever had.

	I turned away before I said something I couldn’t take back.

	We began preparations without ceremony. Extra patrols. Scouts pushed farther out. Weapons checked. Escape routes planned—not for her to run alone, but for us to move together if needed.

	I wasn’t handing her over.

	Not to a crown.
 Not to a prophecy.
 Not to the man who broke her.

	I was adjusting my blade when the scout burst into the clearing.

	He was breathing hard. Eyes wide. Pale.

	“Alpha,” he said. His voice shook. “We felt him.”

	I stilled.

	“How far,” I asked.

	“Too close,” he whispered. “The Alpha King is coming.”

	



	CHAPTER 19  The Attack That Forces Me to Choose Myself (Her POV)

	 The Attack That Forces Me to Choose Myself (Her POV)

	It started with silence.

	Not the calm kind.
 The wrong kind.

	My wolf lifted her head inside me, ears flat. Move, she warned.

	I didn’t ask why.

	I stepped back just as something flew past where my head had been. A blade hit the dirt and buried itself deep. Shouts exploded around me. Wolves poured out of the trees—too many, too fast.

	Enemy.

	Not just rogues. Organized. Focused.

	On me.

	“Protect her!” someone yelled.

	Hands grabbed my arm. Pulled me back. I twisted free.

	“No,” I said, breath sharp. “I can fight.”

	A wolf lunged. I reacted without thinking.

	Heat tore through my body. I drove my palm forward.

	The air broke.

	The wolf flew back like he’d hit a wall. He didn’t get up.

	I stared at my hand. Shaking. Glowing.

	Fear slammed into me—but there was no time.

	Another attacker came from the side. Rowan hit him mid-shift, teeth flashing, power rolling off him like thunder. He didn’t look back. Didn’t need to.

	I moved.

	Not running.
 Not hiding.

	Choosing.

	My wolf surged with me, whole and fierce.

	This is ours, she said. Stand.

	I lifted both hands as three wolves rushed at once. Panic clawed at my throat.

	“I don’t know how to stop,” I whispered.

	Then don’t, she answered.

	Power exploded out of me.

	Light ripped through the clearing. The ground shook hard enough to throw bodies off their feet. Trees cracked. Wolves screamed. The shockwave knocked me backward and I hit the dirt hard, breath gone.

	Silence followed.

	Then groans. Whimpers. Survivors.

	I pushed myself up on trembling arms. My ears rang. My skin burned like I’d been struck by lightning from the inside.

	I had saved them.

	And I was terrified of myself.

	Rowan was suddenly there, gripping my shoulders. “Look at me.”

	I met his eyes. Fear. Awe. Relief. All of it tangled.

	“They wanted me dead,” I said, the truth landing heavy. “Not captured. Dead.”

	“Yes,” he said. “Because you’re the key.”

	The word made my stomach twist.

	Around us, bodies were being dragged away. The smell of blood and burned earth filled the air. Warriors stared at me with a mix of respect and fear.

	I understood then.

	This wouldn’t stop.
 They wouldn’t stop.

	Someone out there wanted me erased before I could become what I was meant to be.

	A shout rang out from the far edge of the territory.

	Loud. Urgent. Terrified.

	“Alpha King!”

	The world seemed to stop breathing.

	Every head turned.

	So did mine.

	And I knew—

	nothing would ever be the same again.

	



	CHAPTER 20 I Hear Her Scream Through a Bond I Destroyed (Alpha King’s POV)

	The scream tore through me.

	Not sound.
 Not memory.

	Pain.

	It ripped across my chest like claws from the inside. I gasped and staggered, vision going white. My hand flew to my ribs as if I could hold myself together by force.

	“She—” My voice broke. I didn’t finish.

	My wolf howled.

	Not in rage.
 In terror.

	She’s hurt. She’s in danger. She’s screaming for us.

	“No,” I growled. “No—”

	The bond flared. Not whole. Not healed. Jagged and torn and alive enough to punish me. Agony slammed into my spine and dropped me to one knee. Stone bit into my leg. I didn’t feel it.

	I felt her.

	Fear.
 Heat.
 Power exploding out of control.

	I doubled over, breath tearing out of me in broken gasps. My claws slid halfway free before I forced them back. My wolf fought me, frantic, slamming against every wall of restraint I had left.

	You broke her, he snarled. And now you’re losing her.

	Footsteps rushed toward me.

	“Alpha!” my Beta shouted.

	I barely heard him. Another wave hit. My heart seized. My vision blurred. I tasted blood where I bit down too hard.

	“She’s screaming,” I choked. “By the Moon—she’s screaming.”

	My Beta froze.

	Then his eyes widened.

	“You can still feel her,” he said quietly. Not a question.

	I forced myself upright, shaking, rage and fear burning through me in equal measure.

	“Yes,” I snapped. “And she’s dying.”

	That was the word I couldn’t outrun.

	My wolf went feral.

	MOVE.

	I didn’t argue.

	“Call them,” I ordered, already turning toward the armory. My legs felt wrong. Heavy. Unsteady. I pushed through it. “Every warrior. Now.”

	My Beta didn’t hesitate. He ran.

	The ground trembled faintly under my feet—not from my power, but hers. Even this far away, I could feel the land answering her.

	“She’s unleashing it,” I muttered. “She doesn’t know how to stop.”

	Regret crushed my chest harder than the pain.

	I should have taught her.
 Should have stood beside her.
 Should never have rejected her.

	I grabbed my blade with hands that still shook and forced my grip to steady. Warriors poured into the courtyard, sensing the shift, the urgency, the Alpha’s fracture.

	“Where are we going?” someone asked.

	“To her,” I snarled.

	The bond surged again. A sharp spike of fear—hers—followed by silence so sudden it nearly broke me.

	“No,” I whispered. “No, no—”

	I broke into a run, not caring who followed. Trees blurred past. The world narrowed to distance and time and the awful thought that I might be too late.

	Hold on, my wolf begged.

	I pushed harder, lungs burning, heart pounding, power roaring loose around me.

	“Hold on, Luna,” I growled into the shaking earth as it thundered beneath my feet.

	“I’m coming.

	
CHAPTER 21  My Power Unleashes Whether I Want It To or Not (Her POV)
 (Her POV)

	I couldn’t stop it.

	The fear hit first. Sharp. Blinding. My chest locked tight, breath trapped halfway in. My hands started to shake, then burn.

	“No,” I whispered. “Please—”

	Light tore out of me.

	Not a glow. Not a flicker.

	An explosion.

	It ripped from my chest and poured down my arms, blasting from my palms in blinding white waves. The ground cracked open beneath my feet. Wind screamed outward, throwing wolves back like leaves in a storm.

	Someone cried out.
 Someone else hit the ground hard.

	I couldn’t see through the light. My ears rang. My skin felt like it was splitting open from the inside. Power surged again, hotter, heavier.

	“I can’t— I can’t stop—”

	Another wave slammed out.

	Trees bent. Stones shattered. Wolves froze mid-step, stunned, eyes wide with shock and fear. Even the enemies stopped moving.

	Then my legs gave out.

	I dropped to my knees, hands digging into the dirt. The light flickered, then pulsed once more before collapsing back into me like a breath sucked in too fast.

	Silence crashed down.

	I sucked in air in ragged gasps. My whole body trembled. I stared at my hands like they belonged to someone else.

	“What did I do?” I whispered.

	Terror hit harder than the power ever had.

	I collapsed forward—and strong arms caught me.

	Rowan.

	He pulled me tight against his chest, one hand cradling the back of my head, the other pressed firm against my spine.

	“Breathe,” he said into my hair. Low. Steady. “Stay with me.”

	“I hurt them,” I choked. “I’m dangerous. I don’t know how to control it.”

	“You saved them,” he said. “You saved all of us.”

	I shook my head violently. “That wasn’t me. That was—something else.”

	My body went cold.

	Something shifted deep inside me. Not fear. Not rage.

	Awakening.

	It rolled through my blood slow and heavy, like something ancient stretching after a long sleep. My vision blurred again—not from light, but from images.

	A moonlit battlefield.
 Wolves bowing.
 A woman standing alone, glowing silver, eyes calm and terrible.

	Her voice echoed through me.

	Blood remembers.

	I cried out and clutched Rowan’s shirt, fingers digging in hard. “I hear voices.”

	“I know,” he said. He didn’t sound afraid. That scared me more.

	“They’re not mine,” I whispered.

	“They are now,” he replied softly.

	My wolf rose beside me, no longer broken. No longer small.

	She stood tall. Powerful. Certain.

	This is what we are, she said.

	Tears streamed down my face. “I don’t want to be a weapon.”

	You’re not, she answered. You’re a force.

	The ground trembled faintly beneath us.

	Not from my power this time.

	From far away.

	My wolf lifted her head, ears sharp, eyes glowing with sudden awareness.

	The bond just screamed, she whispered.

	My heart dropped.

	The king knows, my wolf said. He’s coming.

	




	CHAPTER 22  Two Alphas at My Bedside — One Out of Love, One Out of Guilt (Dual POV) 

	 Her

	I woke to breathing that wasn’t mine.

	Slow. Steady. Close.

	My eyes opened to firelight and shadow. The ache in my body came next—deep and dull, like I’d been cracked open and put back together wrong. I tried to move. A hand tightened gently around mine.

	“Easy,” Rowan said.

	His voice anchored me. Low. Calm. The panic eased enough for me to breathe.

	He sat beside the bedroll, back straight, eyes sharp. He hadn’t slept. I could tell by the way he watched the door, not me—like danger was a fact, not a fear.

	“You’re safe,” he said.

	I nodded, even though my chest still shook.

	Rogue Alpha

	I felt him before I saw him.

	The land shifted. My wolf lifted his head and bared teeth. Not loud. Not wild. Controlled.

	The King crossed the boundary like he owned the ground.

	I stood without thinking, placing my body between the door and her. No threat spoken. No challenge given. Just position.

	Mine.

	Alpha King

	The smell of burned earth hit me first.

	Then blood.

	Then her.

	I stopped at the threshold because my legs wouldn’t move. She lay pale against dark blankets, hair stuck to her cheek, power still humming under her skin like a storm that hadn’t decided where to go.

	Alive.

	The relief knocked the air out of me. The guilt followed hard enough to bend my spine.

	“You’re hurt,” I said.

	It came out rough. Broken.

	Her

	The room tightened.

	I felt him before I turned my head. The bond—ragged, aching—pulled once, sharp enough to make me gasp. Rowan’s grip on my hand steadied.

	“Don’t,” Rowan said quietly.

	Not to me.

	Alpha King

	His voice cut.

	I looked at him then. Really looked.

	Rogue. Alpha. Standing where I should have stood.

	My wolf slammed against my ribs, fury and jealousy tangling with relief. He touched her.

	“I’m here for her,” I said.

	My voice sounded thin.

	Rogue Alpha

	“So am I,” I replied.

	No raised voices. No titles. Just truth pressed flat and sharp between us.

	“She needs rest,” I added.

	My wolf held the line, teeth bared behind my eyes.

	Her

	They didn’t look at each other much.

	They didn’t need to.

	The air between them felt tight. Dangerous. Like one wrong word would split the room in half.

	I tried to sit up. Pain flared. Rowan moved instantly, sliding closer, supporting my shoulders.

	“Easy,” he said again. Always that word.

	The King took a step forward—and stopped. His hands curled into fists at his sides.

	Alpha King

	Seeing him touch her hurt worse than the bond ever did.

	I deserved it.

	“I didn’t know,” I said. The words tasted like ash. “About the prophecy. About your blood.”

	She looked at me then. Not angry.

	Tired.

	“I know,” she whispered.

	That was worse.

	Rogue Alpha

	I watched her breathing. Counted it. Kept my voice low.

	“She needs quiet,” I said. “Not explanations.”

	The King’s jaw worked. He nodded once, stiff.

	For a heartbeat, none of us moved.

	Her

	My head spun. The bond pulled. The new thread pulled too—faint, warm, steady.

	I felt torn down the middle.

	Rowan’s calm wrapped around me like a wall.

	The King’s eyes looked shattered. Like he’d already lost something he couldn’t name.

	My throat burned. I swallowed and spoke before I could stop myself.

	“Rowan.”

	Rogue Alpha

	My name.

	My wolf surged, startled and fierce.

	Alpha King

	The sound hit me like a blow.

	I froze.

	And I knew—whatever came next, I wasn’t walking away the same man.

	



	CHAPTER 23  The King Demands I Return as His Luna (Alpha King’s POV) 

	 She was alive.

	That was the first thing I saw.

	Pale. Too still. Wrapped in чуж cloth that didn’t belong to my pack. Her skin held a faint silver sheen, like moonlight trapped under flesh. Proof of power. Proof of danger.

	Proof I had almost lost her.

	My wolf pushed forward hard, desperate. Go to her. Now.

	I took one step.

	Pain ripped through my chest. Sharp. Immediate. The bond flared like a wound torn open again. I welcomed it. I deserved it.

	“She shouldn’t be here,” I said.

	My voice sounded stronger than I felt.

	She looked at me. Really looked. Her eyes were clear. Tired. Not broken.

	That terrified me.

	“You need to come home,” I said. “With me.”

	The room went still.

	Rowan didn’t move. Didn’t speak. He didn’t have to. His presence was a wall.

	She answered anyway.

	“No.”

	One word.

	Clean. Final.

	The blade hit.

	My breath left my lungs in a harsh exhale. My hand tightened at my side until my fingers trembled. The bond screamed, sharp and accusing.

	She rejects you, my wolf whispered.

	Not like before.

	Worse.

	“She doesn’t understand,” I said, forcing the words out. “My pack needs her. The land—”

	“I don’t care,” she cut in.

	That stopped me.

	I stared at her, truly stared, and saw it. Strength. Choice. Self.

	She wasn’t kneeling anymore.

	“You rejected me,” she said quietly. “In front of everyone.”

	I stepped closer before I realized I was moving. “I did it to protect—”

	“Stop,” she said.

	The word cracked through me.

	I stopped.

	I wanted to tell her everything. About the elders. The bloodline. The prophecy they buried. The fear they trained into me.

	I couldn’t.

	Not yet.

	My silence answered for me.

	Her mouth pressed into a thin line. She turned slightly, just enough that I felt it.

	Distance.

	“I’m not your Luna,” she said. “Not anymore.”

	My wolf howled.

	I reached for her without touching. “You’re bound to me.”

	Her gaze didn’t soften.

	“Not the way you think.”

	She turned her back on me.

	The bond tore deeper.

	Not snapping.

	Peeling.

	Slow. Painful. Final.

	I stood there as the ache spread through my bones, watching the woman I once rejected choose herself—

	and knowing, with brutal clarity, that the crown had never felt heavier than it did in that moment.

	



	CHAPTER 24  I Refuse to Belong to the Wolf Who Hurt Me (Her POV) 

	 I didn’t raise my voice.

	I didn’t need to.

	The room was quiet enough that every breath felt loud. I stood on my own feet this time. No one holding me up. No one shielding me.

	The Alpha King faced me like he still expected obedience.

	That was his mistake.

	“Your rejection almost killed me,” I said.

	My voice didn’t shake. My hands didn’t either. That scared him more than screaming ever could.

	He opened his mouth.

	I didn’t let him speak.

	“I collapsed in the dirt,” I continued. “I was hunted. I was attacked. I burned from the inside out because I didn’t know what was happening to my own body.”

	My wolf lifted her head inside me, lips curling back in a silent snarl.

	He broke us, she said.

	The Alpha King flinched.

	“You sent me away with nothing,” I said. “No protection. No warning. You didn’t just reject me.”

	I took one step closer.

	“You abandoned me.”

	His jaw clenched. His eyes darkened with something that looked like regret. Real regret. Too late.

	“I did what I thought was necessary,” he said hoarsely.

	“That doesn’t make it forgivable.”

	He swallowed. Hard.

	“You were trained to kneel,” he said. “I was trained to rule.”

	“And that’s why we would’ve destroyed each other,” I replied.

	Silence stretched.

	I felt Rowan behind me. Not touching. Not crowding. Just there. Solid. Steady. A presence that didn’t demand anything.

	“I feel safe with him,” I said.

	The words landed like a blow.

	The Alpha King’s composure cracked. Just a fracture—but I saw it. His shoulders sagged a fraction. His eyes shone, bright with pain he didn’t hide fast enough.

	“I never wanted to hurt you,” he said.

	I shook my head. “Intent doesn’t erase damage.”

	He stepped forward. “Let me fix this.”

	“No.”

	The word was soft. Final.

	“I won’t return to a pack that watched me fall and looked away,” I said. “I won’t belong to a wolf who chose power over me and only wants me back now that I’m dangerous.”

	His wolf surged against the bond. Mine answered with a low, warning growl that vibrated through my chest.

	“I’m not your Luna,” I said. “And I’m not your weapon.”

	He reached for me then. Stopped inches away. His hand hovered in the air, shaking.

	“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

	I met his eyes. Let him see the truth in mine.

	“You don’t get to choose me now.”

	The bond pulled tight.
 Then screamed.

	And I turned away. 

	



	CHAPTER 25 The Rogue Alpha Finally Stakes His Claim (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	  I moved before I thought.

	One step.
 That was all it took.

	I placed myself between her and the king, broad shoulders squared, feet planted deep into the earth. Not aggressive. Not retreating.

	Final.

	She was behind me. I felt her there without looking. Her breath. Her heat. Her power humming low and controlled.

	Mine answered.

	“She’s under my protection,” I said.

	My voice carried. Not loud. Not shouted.

	Claimed.

	The Alpha King’s eyes burned.

	“You have no right,” he snapped.

	My wolf surged, teeth bared inside my skull. Say it again.

	“I have every right,” I replied. “You forfeited it.”

	The air went tight.

	I heard growls ripple through the space. Low. Dangerous. Wolves from both sides stiffened, muscles coiling, claws itching under skin. One spark would light the whole place on fire.

	The king stepped closer.

	“You think you can stand against me?” he said. “Against a crown?”

	I didn’t move.

	“I don’t think,” I said. “I know.”

	His fury rolled off him in waves. Power pressed down, heavy with command. The ground trembled faintly under his feet.

	I held my ground.

	Then her hand closed around my arm.

	Warm. Steady.

	A silent plea.

	I inhaled slowly and let the rage settle. Just enough.

	She trusted me.

	That realization hit harder than any threat.

	Not because I was stronger.
 Not because I was louder.

	Because I had never asked her to kneel.

	I glanced back at her. Just once. Her eyes met mine—clear, certain, choosing.

	Something in my chest locked into place.

	This wasn’t temporary.
 Wasn’t shelter.
 Wasn’t protection out of convenience.

	I wanted her here. Always.

	The king saw it.

	His expression twisted—not just anger now, but fear. Fear of losing something he’d always believed would wait for him.

	Too late.

	I turned back to him, voice cold and steady.

	“If you want her back,” I said, every word deliberate, “you’ll go through me.”

	



	CHAPTER 26 Why I Rejected Her — The Secret I Never Meant to Tell (Alpha King’s POV)

	 I hadn’t planned to speak.

	I stood there with my hands at my sides, jaw locked, rage still humming through the air between me and the rogue. Wolves held their breath. The land itself felt tight, stretched thin.

	Then she looked at me.

	Not angry.
 Not pleading.

	Waiting.

	That broke something I’d kept sealed for years.

	“Move,” I said quietly.

	Rowan didn’t.
 She did.

	Just half a step. Enough to see me.

	I swallowed. My throat burned.

	“I didn’t reject you because I didn’t want you,” I said.

	The words felt like tearing skin.

	Her face didn’t change. But her pulse jumped. I could see it at her throat.

	“I rejected you because I was afraid.”

	A ripple ran through the wolves. Shock. Confusion.

	My wolf paced, uneasy. Careful.

	I lifted my eyes to hers and forced myself not to look away.

	“There was a prophecy,” I said. “An older one. Buried. Locked away.”

	My hands curled slowly into fists. Not in anger. In restraint.

	“It said the Alpha King’s true mate would die,” I continued. “Not someday. Not maybe. Die because of him.”

	Her breath caught. I heard it.

	“They told me loving you would kill you,” I said. “That choosing you would put a target on your back before you ever knew how to defend yourself.”

	My voice cracked. Just once.

	“I believed them.”

	The silence was brutal.

	“I thought if I cut the bond early—publicly—hard enough—you’d be spared,” I said. “That you’d hate me. Leave. Live.”

	I let out a breath that shook despite my effort to hold it steady.

	“I never thought you’d be hunted,” I admitted. “I never thought the power would wake without guidance. I never thought you’d be hurt because I wasn’t there.”

	Her eyes shone now. Not tears yet. Something sharper.

	“I chose the crown,” I said softly. “And told myself it was love.”

	My wolf bowed his head inside me.

	I took a step toward her. Stopped when Rowan shifted.

	“I know I don’t deserve forgiveness,” I said. “But you deserve the truth.”

	I looked at her then—not as a king. Not as an Alpha.

	As the wolf who had loved her and failed.

	“Please,” I said, the word raw. “Believe me when I say I never meant to break you.”

	She didn’t answer.

	She just watched me, emotion swirling behind her eyes—hurt, doubt, anger, something softer underneath that scared me more than her fury ever could.

	I waited.

	Then the ground trembled.

	Not from power like hers.
 Not from wolves shifting.

	From something huge moving beneath the land.

	The earth shook harder. Trees groaned. Wolves snarled and spread out instinctively.

	Her eyes widened.

	Rowan turned sharply toward the treeline.

	And whatever she might have said—

	was swallowed by the sound of something massive coming straight for us.

	
CHAPTER 27 My Power Could Save or Destroy an Entire Pack (Her POV)

	I never wanted to say it.
 But standing there, with her eyes locked on mine and the Rogue Alpha’s growl still echoing behind her, I knew I couldn’t carry it anymore.

	“I didn’t reject you because I didn’t love you,” I said. My voice came out rough, too human. “I did it because I thought I had to.”

	She didn’t move. Didn’t blink. The wind stirred her hair, but she stayed still as stone.

	“The prophecy,” I said, forcing the words past the ache in my throat. “It said the one chosen for me — my fated mate — would die by my side before the next blood moon. That my love would destroy her.”

	Her eyes flickered. “You believed that?”

	“I saw it.” I dragged a hand through my hair, pacing once before facing her again. “The elders showed me the vision. You, dead in my arms. I thought if I pushed you away, if I broke the bond, the Moon would spare you.”

	Her lips parted, but no sound came out. I could hear her heartbeat — quick, uneven.

	“I was wrong,” I whispered. “But I wasn’t lying. I loved you then. I still do. Every moment since that night has been punishment for what I did.”

	My wolf whimpered, low and broken, the sound scraping my ribs. “I chose your life over my own peace,” I said. “And it destroyed both of us.”

	She shook her head slowly, eyes glassy but fierce. “You don’t get to call that love.”

	I stepped closer, voice cracking. “Then call it fear. Call it weakness. But don’t call it nothing. Please.”

	Her breath hitched — and for the first time since I lost her, I saw her walls shake. Her wolf stirred, uncertain, caught between fury and memory.

	For a heartbeat, I thought she might believe me.

	Then the earth groaned beneath our feet.

	The air thickened, heavy with power. Warriors shouted in the distance. The trees bent as if bowing to something unseen.

	The Rogue Alpha spun toward the horizon. I felt it too — a dark pulse, deep and old. Not her. Not me. Something else.

	She turned toward me, eyes wide. “What is that?”

	I looked past her, into the storm rising over the valley. The ground trembled again, harder this time.

	“Something massive,” I said, my voice low.

	And before she could answer, the world began to shake.

	



	CHAPTER 27  My Power Could Save or Destroy an Entire Pack (Her POV)

	 The ground shook under my feet.

	Not once.
 Again.
 Harder.

	I staggered and caught myself on instinct, fingers digging into Rowan’s sleeve. My knees trembled. My stomach twisted like it knew what was coming before my mind did.

	“This isn’t normal,” someone said.

	They were right.

	The earth wasn’t reacting to wolves.
 It was reacting to me.

	Heat rushed under my skin, fast and wild, like blood turning to fire. My breath came short. My hands started to glow again, faint at first, then brighter.

	“No,” I whispered.

	My wolf rose inside me, eyes sharp, voice clear.

	Your power decides who survives.

	Fear slammed into me so hard my chest locked.

	“What does that mean?” I asked aloud, not caring who heard.

	Rowan was at my side instantly, solid and grounding. The Alpha King stepped in just as fast from the other side. For a moment, they forgot each other.

	All they saw was me.

	“Breathe,” Rowan said.

	“Focus on me,” the king said at the same time.

	Their voices collided.

	So did their hands—one reaching for my arm, the other for my shoulder. Heat flared violently where they touched me. I cried out and pulled away, power surging hard enough to force them back a step.

	“Don’t touch me,” I gasped. “I can’t— I can’t control it.”

	The earth bucked again. Somewhere in the distance, something roared. Deep. Ancient. Awake.

	It’s the prophecy, my wolf warned. It’s choosing now.

	“No,” I said. “I choose.”

	That was the first time I meant it.

	I lifted my hands, shaking, and pushed outward—just a little. Not an attack. A test.

	Light exploded from my palms.

	Not wild this time. Focused.

	A shockwave rolled across the clearing, flattening grass, snapping small branches, forcing wolves to brace or fall. The tremor stopped. The roar faded into a low echo.

	Silence slammed down.

	I stood there, breathing hard, arms burning, heart racing. Everyone stared at me like I was something new. Something dangerous.

	Rowan’s eyes were dark with awe.

	The Alpha King looked… terrified.

	“She could tear the land apart,” someone whispered.

	“I don’t want to,” I said. My voice cracked. “I don’t want to hurt anyone.”

	Rowan stepped closer. “You won’t.”

	The king shook his head sharply. “She needs protection. Structure. My pack—”

	“Your pack broke her,” Rowan snapped.

	“Enough,” I shouted.

	Both of them froze.

	I looked between them, chest heaving, power still humming under my skin. I saw fear in one. Control in the other. And something else beneath both—want.

	Not for the same reasons.

	“I won’t be fought over,” I said. “I won’t be used.”

	Another tremor rolled through the ground, stronger than before. I cried out as pain flared behind my eyes. The light around my hands surged uncontrollably.

	“I can’t hold it,” I whispered.

	My legs buckled.

	Rowan caught me. The king was there too, hands hovering, unsure, desperate.

	The world tilted.

	As darkness closed in, a voice brushed my mind—ancient, calm, merciless.

	Choose your alpha… it whispered.
 …or lose them both.

	



	CHAPTER 28 The Prophecy That Makes Me the Key to Their Survival (Rogue Alpha’s POV)

	 I left her sleeping.

	Not alone. Never alone. Two guards outside. One inside. The land itself felt tense, like it was listening.

	I went to the old stone circle before dawn.

	The place we only used when truth mattered more than comfort.

	The seer was already there.

	She didn’t bow. Didn’t greet me. Her eyes were clouded white, her hands resting on the stone like it might bite back.

	“You felt it,” she said.

	“Yes.”

	“She’s awake.”

	“Yes.”

	That was all the invitation she needed.

	“She is the rejected Luna,” the seer said. “Cast out by a crown. Marked by old blood.”

	My jaw tightened.

	“Her power has awakened,” she continued. “Not gifted. Remembered.”

	I said nothing.

	“She is hunted,” the elder beside her added. “By darkness older than our packs. Older than kings.”

	The air felt heavy.

	“And she is the key,” the seer finished. “To survival or ruin.”

	I leaned forward slightly. “Say it all.”

	Her lips pressed together.

	“Two alphas will spill blood for her,” she said. “Only one will stand beside her at the end.”

	The words landed hard. Clean. Final.

	I pictured the king’s face. The way his wolf strained toward her. The way guilt lived in his eyes.

	And I pictured her.

	Standing. Choosing. Refusing to kneel.

	My chest tightened.

	“She didn’t ask for this,” I said.

	“No,” the seer agreed. “But fate rarely asks.”

	I straightened.

	“If my feelings put her in danger,” I said slowly, “I’ll bury them.”

	The seer shook her head. “That won’t save you.”

	I looked away, hands curling into fists.

	Loving her could get me killed.
 Protecting her could start a war.
 Letting her go would break something I couldn’t name.

	My wolf didn’t hesitate.

	We stay.

	“I won’t abandon her,” I said.

	The seer’s voice softened. “Then you must prepare.”

	I nodded once.

	By midday, warriors were moving. Blades sharpened. Borders reinforced. Scouts sent far and wide. No banners raised. No challenge issued.

	War doesn’t always announce itself.

	I stood on the ridge above the camp and looked back toward where she slept. Power hummed through the land now. Awake. Listening.

	A king wanted her back.
 Fate wanted her choice.
 Darkness wanted her erased.

	They would all have to go through me.

	“I won’t lose her,” I said quietly, the vow settling deep in my bones.

	“Not to a king.
 Not to fate.”

	



	CHAPTER 29 Preparing for a War I Never Wanted (Her POV)

	 The camp didn’t sound the same anymore.

	Metal rang too sharp.
 Growls lingered too long.
 Every breath felt measured.

	I walked through it slowly, hands tucked into my sleeves so no one would see them shake. Warriors sharpened blades along the edges of stone. Others tested armor straps, shifting halfway just to feel the weight of fur and muscle under skin.

	Preparing.

	For war.

	Because of me.

	No one said it out loud, but I felt it in the way conversations dipped when I passed. In the way some wolves bowed their heads—not in respect, but caution.

	I didn’t belong here.

	Not as a symbol.
 Not as a reason.

	My chest tightened. I stopped near the training ring and watched Rowan’s warriors spar. Hard strikes. No laughter. Focused. Deadly.

	Rowan stood at the center, giving short commands. Calm. Controlled. Built for this.

	Across the clearing, the Alpha King’s warriors had formed their own perimeter. Separate. Tense. Too close.

	Two storms circling the same sky.

	I turned away.

	Every step felt heavier than the last.

	This was my fault.

	If I hadn’t been born with this blood.
 If I hadn’t survived the rejection.
 If my power had stayed buried.

	A hand touched my arm.

	I flinched.

	A young warrior stood there. Scar across his jaw. Eyes steady.

	“You didn’t start this,” he said quietly.

	I stared at him.

	“But you can end it.”

	The words sank deep. Too deep.

	“I don’t want to end it by destroying everything,” I whispered.

	He nodded once. “None of us do.”

	I moved to the far edge of the camp where the trees thinned. I needed space. Air. I closed my eyes and focused on my breath like Rowan had taught me.

	In.
 Out.

	Heat stirred under my skin anyway.

	“No,” I murmured. “Not now.”

	Light flickered at my fingertips. A few nearby wolves stiffened. One stepped back.

	Fear.

	That hurt more than anything else.

	I clenched my fists until my nails bit into my palms. The light dimmed—but didn’t vanish. It waited.

	I wasn’t in control.

	Not enough.

	I opened my eyes and found him standing there.

	The Alpha King.

	No armor. No crown. Just a man with dark circles under his eyes and something raw in his expression I’d never seen before.

	“I won’t stay long,” he said.

	I didn’t tell him to leave.

	“I see them preparing,” I said instead.

	“So do I.”

	Silence stretched. Heavy. Familiar in a painful way.

	“This war isn’t on you,” he said.

	I laughed softly. It came out wrong. “Everyone’s sharpening blades because I exist.”

	He took a step closer. Careful. Like I might bolt.

	“If you die in this war,” he said, voice low, unsteady, “I die with you.”

	The words froze me in place.

	I looked at him. Really looked.

	And for the first time since the rejection, I saw not a king—

	but a man terrified of losing what he never learned how to protect.

	The ground trembled faintly beneath us.

	And I knew the choice I’d been avoiding was getting closer.

	



	CHAPTER 30 One Alpha Fights for Love… The Other for Redemption (Dual POV)

	 Rogue Alpha

	I watched her from the ridge.

	She stood near the fire, arms wrapped around herself, eyes fixed on nothing. The glow under her skin pulsed faintly, like a heart learning a new rhythm. She didn’t look afraid.

	That scared me more than fear ever could.

	My wolf pressed forward. She’s ours.

	“Yes,” I whispered. “And that’s why I might lose her.”

	I checked the perimeter again. Quiet signals. Hidden routes. A fallback plan no one knew about. If this went wrong, I’d get her out even if I didn’t walk away myself.

	I wasn’t fighting to win.

	I was fighting so she could live.

	Alpha King

	I trained until my muscles screamed.

	Again.
 Again.
 Again.

	The blade felt lighter with every strike. Pain grounded me. Regret sharpened me.

	Every memory came back between breaths—her standing in the hall, her hands on stone, the way she tried not to kneel.

	I had chosen wrong.

	That didn’t mean I would choose nothing now.

	My wolf circled, restless but focused. Earn it, he said. Don’t take it.

	“I will,” I muttered, driving the blade harder. “Or I’ll die trying.”

	Rogue Alpha

	The scouts moved first. Silent. Efficient.

	Wolves gathered in the shadows, eyes bright, bodies coiled. No speeches. No promises. They trusted me because I never lied to them.

	I glanced toward her again.

	If she chose the king…
 If fate demanded it…

	My jaw clenched.

	I would still stand between her and death.

	Alpha King

	My warriors formed ranks without being told.

	They felt it too. The pressure. The pull of something ancient and angry moving closer. The land vibrated under our feet like it recognized what was coming.

	I took my place at the front.

	Not as a ruler.

	As a wolf who had something left to prove.

	Rogue Alpha

	The wind shifted.

	Wrong.

	My wolf snarled low. They’re close.

	I raised my fist. The camp went still.

	Across the clearing, I saw the king do the same.

	For one breath, our eyes met.

	No challenge.
 No hatred.

	Just understanding.

	Whatever happened next, we would both bleed for her.

	Alpha King

	The night split open with sound.

	A long, brutal blast.

	A horn.

	Not ours.

	Not friendly.

	War.

	My wolf roared as the enemy surged out of the dark.

	I didn’t look back.

	I didn’t hesitate.

	I moved toward the fight—knowing the moment had come, and nothing would ever be the same again.

	



	CHAPTER 31 The Moon Forces Me to Choose Between Them (Her POV)

	The Moon wouldn’t let me sleep.

	It hung low and full, too bright, pulling at something deep inside my bones. My chest felt tight, like breath didn’t belong to me anymore. Every heartbeat echoed too loud.

	It’s time, my wolf whispered.

	“I know,” I breathed.

	The air shifted.

	The world tilted.

	And suddenly—I wasn’t standing in the camp anymore.

	I stood beneath the Moon.

	Alone.

	Silver light wrapped around me, heavy and warm, pressing into my skin until I couldn’t tell where I ended and it began. My feet sank into glowing ground. I tried to move. I couldn’t.

	Two paths formed in front of me.

	Two alphas.

	Two futures.

	I saw Rowan first.

	Him standing beside me, not in front. His hand brushing mine, steady. Wolves laughing. Land healing. Power quiet in my blood, controlled. Chosen.

	Peace.

	Then the vision shattered.

	I saw the Alpha King.

	A throne cracked down the middle. Blood on stone. Me standing alone again, power raging, packs kneeling in fear instead of loyalty. His face twisted with regret that never ended.

	Destruction.

	I gasped and fell to my knees.

	“No,” I whispered. “Please.”

	The Moon said nothing.

	It didn’t have to.

	The vision released me all at once. I staggered back into my body, breath tearing from my lungs. My hands shook violently. My stomach churned like I was about to be sick.

	Choose, my wolf urged. Strong. Certain. We can’t stand between them anymore.

	Footsteps approached.

	I knew who it was before I looked.

	Rowan stopped a few feet away. He didn’t touch me. Didn’t crowd me. He just waited, like he always did.

	“You felt it,” he said.

	“Yes.”

	He nodded once. His jaw was tight. Controlled. But his eyes—his eyes were honest.

	“I won’t ask you to choose me,” he said. “Not tonight.”

	That hurt worse than begging.

	“I’ll fight,” he continued quietly. “I’ll protect you. Even if you don’t stand with me in the end.”

	My chest ached.

	“Why?” I asked.

	“Because loving you doesn’t mean owning you.”

	The words sank deep.

	Then he stepped back.

	Gave me space.

	Gave me choice.

	He turned away without another word.

	A moment later, I felt the other presence.

	The bond pulled—sharp, aching, familiar.

	The Alpha King stood at the edge of the light, armor on, eyes dark, face carved with exhaustion and fear. Not command. Fear.

	For me.

	“I won’t survive losing you,” he said.

	Blunt. Honest. Too late.

	“You already did,” I replied softly.

	He flinched like I’d struck him.

	“I know,” he said. “And I’ll carry it forever. But if you choose me… I’ll spend the rest of my life proving I was wrong.”

	His hands shook at his sides. He didn’t reach for me.

	“I don’t love you to be saved,” I said.

	“I know,” he replied. “I love you because I failed you.”

	Redemption.

	Heavy. Desperate. Real.

	My heart pounded so hard it hurt.

	I looked at both paths again in my mind.

	Love that stood beside me.

	Redemption that wanted to erase the past.

	My wolf pressed close, her presence solid and unafraid.

	Who do you want to become? she asked.

	Before I could answer—

	the Moon’s voice slid into my mind.

	Cold. Ancient. Unforgiving.

	Whoever you don’t choose… will die.

	The words echoed as the night held its breath.

	And I realized—

	this choice wasn’t just about love.

	It was about survival.

	



	CHAPTER 32 The King Begs for One Last Chance (Alpha King’s POV)

	I went to her alone.

	No crown.
 No guards.
 No authority to hide behind.

	Just a man who had ruined the only thing that ever mattered.

	She stood near the edge of the clearing, moonlight silvering her hair, power humming so softly it hurt to feel. She didn’t turn when I stopped a few steps away.

	“I won’t fight you,” I said.

	That made her look at me.

	Good. I deserved her eyes on me for this.

	“I’m sorry,” I said.

	Not the kind of apology shaped to soothe. Not the one meant to end an argument.

	The kind that costs you something.

	“I didn’t just reject you,” I continued. “I failed you. As a mate. As a wolf. As a man.”

	My hands shook. I let them.

	“There were two prophecies,” I said. “One they showed the pack. One they hid.”

	She stayed silent. Listening.

	“The hidden one said the Luna born of sovereign blood would either save the packs… or be destroyed by the king who loved her.”

	My chest tightened.

	“They told me if I accepted you, you would die. Not maybe. Not someday. Die because enemies would come for you before you awakened.”

	I swallowed hard.

	“They trained me to believe cruelty would keep you alive. That if I broke the bond early—if I humiliated you—you would run far enough, fast enough, to escape fate.”

	My voice cracked.

	“I never thought fate would chase you harder because I wasn’t there.”

	My wolf crept forward inside me, wounded and shaking. He lowered himself fully, head bowed.

	I failed her, he whimpered.

	“So did I,” I whispered.

	I dropped to one knee without meaning to. The ground was cold. I welcomed it.

	“I don’t ask for your love,” I said. “I lost that right the moment you hit the stone.”

	Her breath hitched. Just once.

	“I don’t ask you to choose me,” I continued. “I only ask you to believe that every terrible choice I made came from fear… not indifference.”

	I looked up at her.

	“I loved you before I ever knew how to say the word.”

	Silence pressed in around us.

	My wolf lay down completely at her feet, exposing his throat. Submission. Truth.

	“If you choose him,” I said quietly, “I will still stand between you and death. I will fight the prophecy itself if I have to.”

	I pushed the words out before fear could stop me.

	“If I die tomorrow,” I whispered, voice rough and bare, “I’ll die loving you.”

	The Moon watched.

	And she hadn’t answered yet.

	



	CHAPTER 33  The Alpha Who Truly Saw My Worth (Her POV)

	Rowan didn’t come to me with words.

	He came with space.

	We walked the outer path where the trees thinned and the ground softened underfoot. No guards close enough to hear. No questions hanging in the air. Just steps. Just breath.

	I felt lighter here. Still scared. Still full of power I didn’t fully understand. But not cornered.

	“That was brave,” he said at last.

	I glanced at him. “I didn’t choose anything.”

	“You chose yourself,” he replied. “That counts.”

	We stopped near the creek. Moonlight scattered across the water in broken silver. I crouched and dipped my fingers in. Cold. Real.

	“I don’t want to be what they need me to be,” I said. “I don’t want to be a solution or a sacrifice.”

	He didn’t argue. He didn’t correct me.

	“Good,” he said.

	I looked up.

	“You’re not a weapon,” he continued. “And you’re not a prophecy wearing skin. You’re a person who was hurt and learned how to stand anyway.”

	My throat tightened. I pressed my fingers together to stop the shaking.

	“They look at me like I’ll end the world,” I said.

	“They’re wrong.”

	“They’re afraid.”

	“So were you,” he said gently. “And you didn’t turn cruel.”

	I sat on a flat stone by the water. He stayed standing, far enough to give me air, close enough that I felt steady. That mattered.

	“I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” I admitted. “Every choice feels like blood.”

	He nodded. “Then don’t choose alone.”

	I frowned. “That sounds like a promise.”

	“It isn’t,” he said. “It’s a position.”

	I laughed once. It came out rough. “You really don’t ask for much.”

	“I ask for honesty,” he replied. “And consent. Everything else is noise.”

	I studied his face. The lines that came from thinking, not commanding. The stillness that wasn’t control, but patience.

	“What do you want?” I asked.

	He answered without stepping closer. “I want to fight beside you. Not in front of you. Not over you.”

	My chest warmed.

	“And if I walk away?” I asked.

	“Then I’ll walk with you,” he said. “Until you don’t want me to.”

	Silence settled between us, soft and heavy. The kind that lets you breathe.

	“I was taught to kneel,” I said. “Even when they said it was love.”

	Rowan shook his head. “Love doesn’t ask you to disappear.”

	I stood. My legs didn’t tremble this time.

	“I’m scared,” I said.

	“I know.”

	“But I’m not small,” I added.

	“No,” he said. “You never were.”

	The creek whispered. The Moon climbed higher. Something inside me eased, like a knot loosening for the first time.

	“I won’t be claimed,” I said.

	He met my eyes. “I wouldn’t dare.”

	“I won’t be owned.”

	“I wouldn’t survive trying.”

	I smiled. Real. Slow.

	“I won’t promise anything,” I warned.

	“I didn’t ask,” he said.

	We stood there, not touching, not reaching. And yet—

	something shifted.

	Not the sharp snap of a mate bond. Not the pull that drags you whether you want it or not.

	This was quieter.

	Deeper.

	A click. Like a lock finding its key.

	The land answered. Soft. Certain.

	My breath caught.

	Rowan stiffened, just a fraction. He felt it too.

	“What was that?” I whispered.

	He didn’t look afraid. He looked… ready.

	“Not ownership,” he said. “Not fate as a chain.”

	The ground hummed under my feet. The Moon seemed to lean closer.

	I felt it settle inside me—steady, chosen, irrevocable.

	Destiny.

	Not binding me to him.

	Choosing me.

	And for the first time, I didn’t feel like running.

	



	CHAPTER 34  The Battle That Decides Every Fate Tied to Mine (Dual POV)

	The first scream wasn’t human.

	It tore through the night like metal ripping stone, and then the world exploded.

	Wolves crashed into each other. Teeth. Claws. Blood spraying hot across cold air. The ground shook under my feet, not from my power—but from bodies colliding, dying.

	“They’re coming straight for you!” someone shouted.

	I didn’t ask how they knew.

	I felt it.

	The pull. The hunger. The ancient darkness locking onto me like I was the prize that would end everything.

	I lifted my hands.

	Light burst free.

	Not wild. Not frantic.

	Focused.

	A wall of silver energy slammed outward, throwing enemies back mid-charge. Some didn’t get up. Others screamed as the ground burned beneath them.

	My chest hurt. My vision blurred.

	Not enough, my wolf warned. They won’t stop.

	I stumbled forward, coughing, forcing myself to stay upright as another wave of enemies broke through the line—straight toward me.

	I tasted blood.

	And still I stood.

	Rogue Alpha

	I lost control.

	That was the only truth.

	The moment they reached her, something snapped inside me. I shifted fully, bones tearing, fur ripping free, rage flooding my veins like fire.

	I became a weapon.

	I tore through them without thought—neck, throat, spine. I didn’t slow. Didn’t look back. Every instinct screamed one command.

	Protect.

	I saw her light flare again, brighter this time—but weaker. She swayed.

	“No,” I growled, launching myself forward.

	An enemy lunged from the side, blade aimed for her back.

	I took it instead.

	Steel cut deep. Pain exploded. I barely felt it.

	I killed him anyway.

	Through the chaos, I caught sight of the king.

	He was fighting like a man who had nothing left to lose.

	Alpha King

	This wasn’t war.

	This was penance.

	I fought with blood in my mouth and fire in my chest, every strike fueled by one truth—I had already lost her once. I would not lose her again.

	Enemies closed in on her from all sides.

	Too many.

	I broke formation. Ignored orders. Ran.

	A shadow rose behind her, blade raised high.

	“No!” I roared.

	I threw myself between them.

	The blade sank into my side.

	Deep.

	Wrong.

	I felt bone crack. Felt my legs falter. But I stayed upright long enough to drive my sword through the enemy’s chest.

	He fell.

	So did I.

	Her

	I felt it before I saw it.

	Pain that wasn’t mine slammed into my chest.

	I turned.

	The Alpha King hit the ground hard, blood pouring between his fingers, armor slick and dark. His breath came ragged. Too slow.

	“No,” I screamed.

	The light around me exploded outward, uncontrolled, violent, forcing everyone back in a blinding shockwave. The enemy scattered. The ground split.

	I dropped to my knees beside him, hands shaking, glowing, useless.

	“Stay with me,” I begged. “Please—stay with me.”

	He looked up at me, eyes already fading.

	Across the battlefield, I saw Rowan stagger too—bleeding, still fighting, still standing.

	Two alphas.
 Two paths.
 One moment.

	The world narrowed to blood and breath and terror.

	And then—

	one of them collapsed fully, unmoving, the ground beneath them dark with blood.

	I screamed his name as the night swallowed the sound.

	



	CHAPTER 35 The Luna Bond I Choose for Myself (Her POV)

	 The noise faded.

	Not the world.
 Just the battle.

	I knelt beside him, hands slick with blood, breath shaking so hard my teeth chattered. The ground beneath my knees was torn and burned, still warm from power and death.

	He wasn’t moving.

	“No,” I whispered. “No, no, no.”

	My hands hovered over his chest. I didn’t think. I didn’t ask the Moon. I didn’t listen for prophecy or fate or voices older than bone.

	I listened to my heart.

	It hurt.

	Not fear.
 Not duty.

	Love.

	Something inside me broke open—not violently, not like before. Soft. Certain.

	This is who we choose, my wolf said.

	“Yes,” I breathed. “This is it.”

	Power rose, but it wasn’t wild.

	It answered me.

	Silver light poured from my palms, sinking into his wounds, threading through torn flesh and broken bone. I felt the cost instantly—heat ripping through my veins, weakness stealing my breath—but I didn’t stop.

	“Stay,” I whispered. “Please stay.”

	The light deepened. Warmed. Focused.

	His chest hitched.

	Once.
 Then again.

	Color crept back into his skin. His fingers twitched under mine. I sobbed, pressing my forehead to his chest, power still flowing until my vision went white.

	Then—

	it snapped.

	Not pain.
 Not command.

	A bond.

	Chosen.

	It wrapped around my heart and settled there like it had always belonged. Not dragging me. Not claiming me.

	Joining me.

	His eyes opened.

	They weren’t confused.
 They weren’t afraid.

	They knew.

	I felt him then—fully. Steady. Present. Not a crown. Not a prophecy.

	My partner.

	My Luna bond locked into place with a quiet certainty that made me tremble.

	I laughed and cried at the same time, collapsing over him as he pulled me weakly into his arms.

	“I’ve got you,” he whispered.

	“I know,” I said.

	Behind me, I felt the other presence.

	The Alpha King.

	I turned slowly.

	He stood a few steps away, bloodied, alive, watching us with devastation written plainly across his face. No rage. No demand.

	Just grief.

	“I understand,” he said hoarsely.

	The bond between us—frayed and broken—eased. Not healed. Released.

	“For what it’s worth,” he added, eyes shining, “I’m glad you lived.”

	I held his gaze and nodded. “So am I.”

	He bowed his head once. Not as a king.

	As a wolf letting go.

	When he turned away, it hurt—but not like before.

	Not breaking.

	I looked back down at the alpha in my arms. The one I had chosen. The one who had stood beside me, not above me.

	The Moon hung high overhead, silent at last.

	No commands.
 No threats.

	Just light.

	For the first time in my life…
 I chose myself.

	



	EPILOGUE

	One Year Later: The Luna Who Saved More Than a Pack (Dual POV)

	Her

	The morning light feels different now.

	Not heavy. Not demanding.

	Just warm.

	I stand at the edge of the training yard, hands resting on my stomach as wolves move through their drills. Not in fear. Not in desperation. In rhythm. In trust.

	The land is quiet because it’s healthy.

	That still amazes me.

	My power hums under my skin, steady as breath. It no longer burns. It listens. I can call it when I need it, and let it sleep when I don’t. The Moon no longer pulls at me like a chain.

	It watches.

	I wear the mark openly now. Not as a warning. As a promise.

	“Luna.”

	The word still startles me when someone says it out loud.

	I turn and smile at a young female who bows her head—not in submission, but respect. I nod back. Equal. Always equal.

	Later, I sit on the steps outside our home, mending a torn sleeve that didn’t really need fixing. He knows that. I know that.

	He brings me tea anyway.

	“You’re pretending to be busy,” he says.

	I glance up at him. “You’re pretending not to notice.”

	He smiles and sits beside me, shoulder warm against mine. Easy. Familiar. Real.

	This is what peace looks like.

	Him

	I still wake up early.

	Habit. Instinct.

	But I don’t wake up alone.

	She’s usually curled toward me, hair loose, breathing slow. Strong even in sleep. I don’t touch her right away. I just watch. Some mornings I still can’t believe she’s here by choice.

	Our pack has changed.

	Not softer.

	Stronger.

	They don’t follow me out of fear. They follow because they trust us. Both of us. She walks among them without guards. Without armor. And no one questions it.

	They don’t need to.

	I train with the younger wolves in the afternoons. She joins sometimes. Not to prove anything. Just because she likes the movement. The freedom.

	Her power shows in small ways now. A cracked stone mended with a brush of her fingers. A wounded wolf healed with patience instead of force. The land responds to her like she belongs to it.

	Because she does.

	Sometimes I catch her watching the horizon. Thinking.

	I never interrupt.

	She’ll tell me if she wants to.

	Her

	The Alpha King came back once.

	Not with banners. Not with demands.

	Just a man on a different path.

	He didn’t stay long. Long enough to see the pack thriving. Long enough to see me standing whole. He bowed his head—not to me, but to what we built.

	He’s leading elsewhere now. Not chasing power. Learning restraint.

	The prophecy didn’t get its blood.

	It didn’t get its tragedy.

	It didn’t win.

	At night, when the fire burns low, I rest my head on his shoulder and listen to the pack breathe around us. I feel the bond between us—not loud, not possessive.

	Chosen.
 Daily.
 Still choosing.

	I was never meant to be saved.

	I was meant to decide.

	“I thought rejection ended my story… but it was only the beginning.”
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