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Chapter 1: The Choosing Ceremony
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The moon hovered low and silver over Emberfang territory, its glow brushing across the stone pillars of the ancient Hall of Union. Within the great ceremonial court, torches crackled to life, casting golden flickers on hundreds of expectant faces. The Choosing Ceremony had begun.

Mira stood at the edge of the raised dais, heart hammering, her hands clenched at her sides. The other girls beside her—each one perfectly groomed, scented, and schooled in Luna etiquette—whispered excitedly behind jeweled masks and fluttering lashes. She was the only one without silk gloves or an eager smile.

She hadn’t wanted to be here.

But her father, Beta of Emberfang, had commanded her presence. “For appearances,” he’d said coldly. “It will reflect poorly if my daughter refuses to be seen.”
Not that he believed she had any real chance. She was an omega, after all. Unranked. Unclaimed. Unworthy.
And that was exactly how she planned to keep it.

Until he arrived.

Alpha Kael of Shadowfang walked into the court without fanfare. He didn’t need it. His mere presence silenced the crowd like a snapped neck.

He was tall—brutally tall—with broad shoulders wrapped in midnight-black leather, silver embroidery curling down the sleeves like thorns. His jaw was sharp, dusted in shadow, and his eyes... gods above, his eyes. Cold. Piercing. Pale silver, like moonlight over ice.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t nod. He walked the ceremonial line with predatory stillness, gaze sliding over each girl like he was hunting prey.

Until he stopped in front of Mira.

She held his gaze, unflinching.

His nostrils flared. His wolf stirred. She could feel it—heat flooding the space between them like smoke. The girls beside her murmured in confusion. The Elders leaned forward.

“You,” he said, voice low and rough as gravel. “What’s your name?”

Mira raised her chin. “Mira of Emberfang.”

“You’re not dressed like the others.”

“I didn’t come to be chosen.”

His mouth twitched, almost a smile—but not warmth. Amusement. Challenge.

“I choose her,” Kael said aloud.

Gasps echoed through the chamber like thunder.

One of the Elders stood, voice shaking. “Alpha Kael, this... this one is an omega. She’s not of Luna rank.”

“I know what she is,” he replied, without taking his eyes off Mira. “She’s mine.”

Mira’s stomach dropped. Her knees almost buckled. Her skin prickled, burned. She opened her mouth to protest, but her throat tightened as heat flared across her neck—searing, intense.

She cried out softly as a brand-like mark bloomed just below her collarbone—hot, glowing, unmistakable.

The mating mark.

She had been chosen.

And the bond had accepted.

Hours Later

The corridor outside the ceremonial court was dim, lined with stone arches and the scent of pine smoke. Mira walked fast, trying to breathe, trying to understand. Her fingertips kept drifting to her neck where the mark pulsed softly beneath the skin.

She had to find him. She had to ask why.

When she rounded the corner, she slammed straight into him.

Alpha Kael stood there like a shadow made flesh, arms folded, leaning against the stone.

“You ran,” he said quietly.

“You marked me,” she snapped. “I didn’t ask for this.”

He stepped closer. Her back hit the wall.

His scent hit her next—earth, cedar, storm.

“I didn’t ask for it either,” he said, eyes narrowing. “The bond chose. My wolf chose. Not me.”

“Then unchoose me.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“Then what is it?” she demanded, breath coming faster. “Was this some kind of joke? Some statement to make to the court? Embarrass the Elders?”

Kael said nothing.

Then, slowly, he reached forward. His fingers brushed the curve of her throat, just above the mark. His touch was rough, callused, but careful. Her skin shivered under it.

“It’s burning you, isn’t it?” he asked.

She couldn’t lie. “Yes.”

“It’s burning me too.”

Their eyes locked, and the heat between them became something else. Darker. Hungrier.

His hand lingered. Her lips parted.

And for a breathless, wild second—she thought he might kiss her.

Instead, he leaned in, voice a murmur of shadow and steel.

“You may be my mate, but you’ll never be my Luna. I’ll never want you. This bond means nothing to me.”

She flinched, but held his gaze. “Then why does it feel like everything?”

He stepped back, as if her words had cut deeper than her voice could.

Then he turned and walked away.

Leaving her trembling.

Marked.

Unwanted.

And burning.
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Chapter 2: The Mark That Burns
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Mira didn’t sleep.

She couldn’t.

The mark beneath her collarbone pulsed like a second heartbeat, aching with every breath. It wasn’t a surface burn — it was something deeper. Bone-deep. Soul-deep. Every movement sent a current of raw energy licking down her spine, pooling between her thighs like fire.

She curled into the sheets, damp with sweat, her skin fever-hot. Her thoughts were fractured — pulled between rage and want, between questions and sensations she didn’t understand. But one name hovered behind her lips like a curse she couldn’t shake.

Kael.

The name was dangerous.

Even thinking it sent a ripple of heat through her chest, down into her belly, leaving her limbs trembling and breathless. Her thighs clenched beneath the covers. Her heart stuttered, then raced, and still the bond throbbed.

She had been marked.

And even though he’d rejected her — said he didn’t want her — the bond was alive.

It wanted. It needed.
And it didn’t care what Kael thought.

Downstairs, her father hadn’t said a word to her since the ceremony. When she passed him at breakfast, he looked up from his tea, studied her glowing mark for half a second, and then returned to reading.

Her mother had already fled the estate in shame.

And the pack?
Half of them stared at her like she was cursed.
The other half stared like she was coveted.
Mira stormed out before finishing her drink.

By midday, she was pacing her room again, back in the old stone tower where she’d been raised. Her window overlooked the edge of the woods — the last border of Emberfang territory before it bled into the cold mountains of Shadowfang.

She gripped the wooden desk, bracing herself as another wave of heat rolled through her. Her knees buckled. Her lips parted on a gasp.

This wasn’t normal.

She had to understand what was happening.

She ransacked her shelf, searching for anything, anything, that could explain it. Finally, buried behind a pile of old shift-pattern ledgers, she found an aging book wrapped in cracked leather.

Mating Bonds and Luna Fire.

The words made her shiver.

She flipped through it feverishly. Her fingers stilled on one section:

“When a true-mate bond is formed and rejected, the body will rebel.
Heat cycles may occur even in non-Alpha-ranked females.
Symptoms include psychic bleed, erotic hallucinations, shared mental link, and compulsion toward the bonded.
If unconsummated or forcibly denied, the bond may decay... or combust.”
Mira sat back, stunned. Her pulse thundered.

Psychic bleed?

She squeezed her eyes shut — and suddenly—

Kael.

He wasn’t there physically. But his presence slammed into her mind like a midnight tide. She could feel him. Cold, tense, pacing somewhere far from here. His fingers were clenched. His jaw was tight. He was muttering something to himself—

“...Can’t let her in... can’t want her...”

She gasped, the book falling from her lap.

He feels this too.

The thought was dizzying. Hot
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