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For readers who love dangerous cities, stubborn heroines, loyal monsters, and love stories that never confuse protection with ownership.
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Blackthorn City is a dark paranormal fantasy series with suspense, romance tension, mystery, and humor. Book One is complete with a finished main conflict while opening the door for the next book in the series.
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Chapter One: The Bell That Would Not Ring
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Blackthorn City had a bell tower no one trusted. It stood above the old courthouse like a black finger warning heaven to keep its distance, and every full moon it rang without a rope, without a hand, and without mercy. Most citizens pretended not to hear it. Mara Vey pretended hardest of all, because pretending was cheaper than fear and fear was something she had already spent too much of.

She worked the night counter at Hollow & Finch, a pawnshop that bought cursed jewelry, broken radios, silver-plated lies, and once, a violin that screamed when anyone played waltzes. Mara could identify a hexed locket by smell, a fake diamond by weight, and a desperate customer by the way they kept touching their throat. She was good at surviving small dangers. Then the Wolf King walked into her shop.

He did not arrive like a customer. He arrived like weather. The door blew open, rain swept across the floorboards, and every silver object in the display cases trembled. He was tall, dark-haired, and wearing a tailored coat too elegant for the neighborhood, with blood soaking through the sleeve near his left shoulder. His eyes were winter-gold. His shadow was shaped like a wolf.

Mara reached under the counter for the iron charm taped beside the cash drawer. 'We close in eleven minutes,' she said. 'If you are here to sell a haunted watch, come back tomorrow.'

The man smiled as if the idea of tomorrow amused him. 'I am not selling anything, Miss Vey. I am looking for the woman Blackthorn City has been hiding from me.'

Mara had never heard his voice before, yet every light in the shop dimmed in recognition. The bell tower struck once across the city. No clock in Blackthorn ever struck at 11:49. Her stomach dropped as the man removed a black ring from his pocket and set it on the counter. The ring was carved with thorns, moons, and the crowned head of a wolf.

'My name is Cassian Vale,' he said. 'King of the North Ward packs, sworn ruler of Blackthorn's wolves, and according to an old blood contract, you are my mate.'
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Chapter Two: A Contract Written in Claws
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Mara stared at the ring, then at the bleeding king, then at the rainwater crawling across the floor in thin silver lines. A person with sense would have fainted. Mara had never been able to afford sense. 'No,' she said.

Cassian's eyebrows lifted. 'No?'

'No to the ring, no to the bleeding, no to whatever royal wolf nonsense you dragged into my shift. I make twelve dollars an hour and I do not accept marriage proposals from wounded strangers with dramatic shadows.'

The corner of his mouth twitched. 'It is not a proposal. It is a binding.'

'That is worse.' Mara lifted the iron charm, and the charm sparked hard enough to burn her palm. Cassian looked at the tiny flash with more sadness than pain. Behind him, the streetlights outside flickered one by one, as if something was moving down the block and swallowing them.

He reached into his coat again, slower this time, and unfolded an ancient sheet of vellum. The document was old enough to be more wound than paper. A signature at the bottom crawled like living ink: Eveline Vey. Mara's grandmother. The woman who raised her on prayers, soup, and strict rules about never trusting beautiful men after midnight.

'Your bloodline pledged a daughter to mine when Blackthorn was founded,' Cassian said. 'One Vey woman, one Vale king. The vow kept peace between witches and wolves for ninety-nine years. The hundredth year ends tonight.'

Mara laughed once, sharp and frightened. 'My grandmother also pledged never to buy canned peaches again after 1998. People say things.'

A howl rolled through the rain. Not far. Not one wolf, either. Many. Cassian's amusement vanished. 'The contract has awakened. If I do not claim you before moonrise tomorrow, every rival pack in the city will scent the opening. They will come for you, not because they love old laws, but because whoever controls the false mate can challenge my crown.'

'False mate?' Mara repeated.

Cassian's eyes rested on her face. For one breath, the king looked less like a legend and more like a man who had not slept in years. 'The contract names you as mine. My wolf does not.'
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