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To every woman who was told she was too different,

too powerful, or too much to belong

This story is for you.

To those who learned to survive without protection,

who carried strength quietly,

and who refused to surrender their voice for acceptance.

May you always remember:

your power is not something to be tamed,

your worth is not decided by others,

and love, when it is true, will never demand your silence.
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The night Serena Paris was born, the moon bled red.

It hung low over the forest like a warning, staining the sky with a color that did not belong there. The elders would later say it was an omen. The Council would call it a curse.

But to her parents, it was only fear.

Mara Paris ran through the trees barefoot, her breath tearing from her chest as branches scratched at her skin. She clutched her newborn daughter tightly, shielding the tiny body with her own as if she could block the world from discovering the truth hidden in the child’s blood.

Behind her, the forest howled.

Not wolves.

Men.

Weres.

“Faster,” Elias whispered harshly, keeping pace beside her. His face was streaked with sweat and dirt, his eyes wild with panic as he scanned the darkness behind them. “They’re too close.”

“I can’t,” Mara gasped. “She’s burning up.”

The baby whimpered softly, a fragile sound that cut through the night like glass. Too quiet. Too controlled for a newborn. Already wrong.

Already dangerous.

Elias stopped suddenly, grabbing Mara’s arm and pulling her into a narrow clearing hidden by thick vines and ancient trees. At its center stood a stone altar, cracked with age and carved with symbols long forbidden.

Mara’s heart sank.

“No,” she whispered. “Not this.”

“We don’t have a choice,” Elias said. His voice shook despite his effort to remain calm. “If they find her like this, they’ll kill her. Or worse.”

Mara looked down at the child in her arms.

Serena.

Her daughter’s eyes were open, too aware, too dark. They reflected the red moon above, glowing faintly, unnaturally.

Hybrid.

A word no one was supposed to speak anymore.

Centuries ago, the idea of a Human-Were child had nearly torn their world apart. The bloodlines were never meant to mix. The power such a child carried was unpredictable, unstable.

Uncontrollable.

The Council had made sure the knowledge died with the last known hybrid. Or so they believed.

Mara pressed her forehead to Serena’s, tears slipping silently down her cheeks. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. “I never wanted this for you.”

A distant shout echoed through the forest.

“They’re here,” Elias said urgently. “We must begin.”

Mara hesitated only a moment before laying Serena gently on the stone altar. The baby did not cry. Instead, her tiny fingers curled, as if sensing the energy pulsing beneath the stone.

Mara’s hands trembled as she traced the ancient symbols carved into the altar. She had sworn never to use this magic. It was old. Dangerous. Forbidden.

But so was letting her daughter die.

Elias cut his palm with a small blade, blood pooling quickly. He smeared it across the stone, muttering the words under his breath. The air thickened instantly, heavy and electric.

Mara followed, slicing her own hand and pressing it over his. Their blood mixed, glowing faintly as it seeped into the stone.

The altar responded.

The forest went silent.

No wind. No insects. No distant footsteps.

Only the sound of Serena’s heartbeat, steady, powerful, wrong.

“The ritual will hide her,” Elias said, voice strained. “Mask her scent. Blur what she is.”

“For how long?” Mara asked.

Elias didn’t answer.

The ground trembled beneath them. The red moon flared brighter, its light spilling over Serena’s small body.

The baby cried then not in fear, but in fury.

Power surged outward, knocking Mara back. She screamed as an invisible force ripped through the clearing, shattering branches and cracking stone.

Elias barely stayed on his feet.

“Serena!” Mara cried, scrambling forward.

The baby’s eyes flashed silver, then gold, then settled into a deep, impossible dark.

The altar split down the center.

And then,

A roar.

It tore through the forest, raw and furious, followed by the unmistakable sound of shifting bodies.

Weres.

Too many.

“They’ve found us,” Elias said hoarsely.

Mara grabbed Serena, clutching her close as the silence shattered. Figures burst from the trees,  wolves and men shifting mid-stride, eyes glowing with dominance and hunger.

At their head stood an Elder.

His gaze fell on the child, and his expression hardened with horror.

“It exists,” he said. “The abomination lives.”

Mara stepped forward, spine straight despite the terror shaking her bones. “She is a child,” she said fiercely. “She is innocent.”

The Elder sneered. “There is no innocence in mixed blood.”

Before anyone could move, Elias shifted.

The wolf burst from him in a flash of muscle and fury, launching itself at the nearest Elder with a snarl that shook the clearing. Chaos erupted instantly.

Mara ran.

She didn’t know where she was going, only that she had to get Serena away.

Pain exploded across her back.

She stumbled, nearly falling as claws ripped through her skin. She screamed, but did not stop. She could not stop.

“Mara!” Elias shouted.

She turned just in time to see him surrounded, blood darkening his fur as he fought desperately against overwhelming numbers.

Their eyes met for one final heartbeat.

Run.

The word echoed in her mind, a command and a plea.

Mara turned and ran again, tears blinding her as Serena began to cry in earnest now, the sound sharp and piercing.

A hand grabbed her hair, yanking her backward.

She fell hard, Serena slipping from her grasp.

“No!” Mara screamed.

The baby lay on the forest floor, untouched, staring up at the red moon as if it belonged to her.

The Elder stepped forward, raising his blade.

“This ends now.”

Mara crawled toward Serena, dragging her broken body across the dirt. “Please,” she begged. “Take me. Let her live.”

For a moment, the Elder hesitated.

Then Serena screamed.

The sound was not human.

The earth split.

A shockwave tore through the clearing, hurling bodies into trees. The Elder was thrown back, his blade flying from his hand.

The forest bowed.

Serena’s cry cut off abruptly as the power collapsed inward, leaving the world eerily still.

Smoke drifted through the clearing.

Mara reached Serena first, clutching her tightly as she sobbed with relief.

But relief was short-lived.

The Elder rose slowly, bloodied but alive. His eyes burned with cold resolve.

“She cannot exist,” he said. “Not in this world.”

He moved too fast.

Pain blossomed in Mara’s chest, sharp and final. She gasped, staring down at the blade buried beneath her ribs.

Her knees buckled.

She fell beside Serena, cradling her one last time.

“Mama,” she whispered weakly, brushing a bloodied finger across her daughter’s cheek. “Live. Hide. Survive.”

Her eyes found Elias one final time, broken, unmoving.

“I’m sorry,” she breathed.

The world faded.

Hours later, the forest was quiet once more.

Bodies were gone. Blood washed away by rain.

Only a baby remained.

Serena lay hidden beneath the broken altar stones, protected by the remnants of the ritual her parents had died to complete. Her scent was blurred, her power buried deep within her blood.

The red moon faded from the sky.

And the world forgot the hybrid child who should never have been born.

But blood remembers.

And the moon never forgets.
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​The Girl Without a Pack
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Serena Paris learned early that silence was survival.

She moved through the world like a shadow, careful with her steps, careful with her breath, careful with the way she looked at people. In towns like Grey Hollow, curiosity was dangerous. Questions led to attention. Attention led to death.

So she kept her head down.

The bus hissed as it pulled away from the cracked pavement, leaving behind a cloud of dust and the last place she would ever call home. Serena adjusted the hood of her jacket and walked toward the town with nothing but a duffel bag slung over her shoulder and a false name on her lips.

Grey Hollow sat between forest and highway, a forgotten place where humans, Weres, and the occasional Vampyre passed through but never stayed long. It was perfect for someone like her.

Someone without a pack.

The moment she crossed the town limits, the weight in her chest tightened. It always did. The feeling never lied. Eyes watched her, even when she couldn’t see them. Rumors moved faster than truth, and her existence, her blood, was a rumor that refused to die.

Hybrid.

She hated the word.

Serena rented a room above a closed-down bakery, paid cash, and avoided eye contact with the landlord. He was human. His heartbeat was steady, normal. Safe.

That night, she sat on the edge of the narrow bed and stared at her hands. They looked ordinary. No claws. No fangs. No visible proof of what she was.

But beneath her skin, power slept.

She could feel it when the moon rose, an uncomfortable pull, like her blood was listening to something she refused to answer. Unlike Weres, she didn’t shift. Unlike humans, she didn’t weaken. She existed in between, belonging nowhere.

The girl without a pack.

Sleep came lightly, broken by dreams of red moons and blood-soaked forests.

She woke just before dawn.

The warning hit her first.

A sharp burn at the base of her spine.

Serena was on her feet instantly, heart pounding. She crossed the room silently and peeked through the cracked window.

Two men stood across the street.

They weren’t pretending to hide.

One leaned casually against a lamppost, dark hair cropped short, eyes too sharp. The other pretended to check his phone, but his gaze tracked every movement around him.

Weres.

She could smell them even from here, pine, iron, dominance.

They’ve found me.

Again.

Serena didn’t panic. Panic got people killed.

She grabbed her bag, slipped on her boots, and moved for the back stairs. By the time she reached the alley, her pulse was steady, her mind clear.

Run. Blend. Vanish.

She moved through Grey Hollow like she’d lived there her whole life, turning corners, slipping into crowds, using reflections in shop windows to track her pursuers.

They were good.

Too good.

One blocked the sidewalk ahead, forcing her to veer into a narrow side street. The other appeared behind her moments later.

Hunting formation.

Serena stopped.

Running now would confirm what they already suspected.

She turned slowly, forcing calm into her expression. “Can I help you?” she asked.

The dark-haired one smiled without warmth. “We’re looking for someone.”

“Aren’t we all?” she replied evenly.

His gaze flicked over her face, lingering just a second too long. “You smell... different.”

Serena shrugged. “Cheap soap.”

The second man laughed softly. “She jokes.”

“Not enough,” the first replied. His eyes hardened. “You don’t belong here.”

“I live where I choose,” Serena said. “Last I checked, that’s still allowed.”

A low growl rippled through the air, not loud, but deliberate.

Threat.

Before she could respond, a presence slammed into the space between them.

Dominance crashed like a wall.

Both men stiffened instantly.

Serena felt it too, a crushing pressure that made her breath hitch and her instincts scream.

Alpha.

A tall man stepped from the shadows, broad shoulders filling the narrow street. His dark coat moved with him as if the air itself bent around his body. His eyes were a piercing steel-gray, ancient and unyielding.

Koen Alexander.

She recognized him immediately.

Everyone did.

Alpha of the Northwest Pack.

“What are you doing in my territory?” Koen asked calmly.

The calm was worse than shouting.

The two Weres straightened, lowering their gazes instinctively. “Alpha,” one said. “We were...”

“Hunting,” Koen finished. His gaze flicked briefly to Serena, and something unreadable flashed in his eyes. “Without permission.”

“This one is... unusual,” the dark-haired Were said carefully. “There are rumors...”

Koen’s eyes snapped back to him, cold as winter steel. “Rumors do not give you the right to harass civilians.”

“She’s not—”

Koen took one step forward.

The air vibrated with power.

The men backed away immediately.

“Leave,” Koen said. “Now.”

They didn’t argue.

Within seconds, they were gone.

Silence settled over the street.

Serena exhaled slowly, forcing her trembling hands to stay at her sides. She turned to face him, chin lifted despite every instinct telling her to bow, to submit, to run.

“Thank you,” she said. “But I had it handled.”

Koen studied her openly now.

Too openly.

“You’re shaking,” he observed.

“Adrenaline,” she replied. “It passes.”

He stepped closer.

Her breath caught.

His scent wrapped around her-pine, smoke, something darker beneath it. Alpha. Wolf. Power.

Mate.

The word slammed into her like a blow.

Her blood reacted instantly, heat flaring through her veins, her heart stuttering painfully. She staggered back a step, shock written across her face.

Koen froze.

His eyes widened almost imperceptibly.

“You feel it too,” he said quietly.

“No,” Serena snapped. “I don’t.”

But the lie tasted bitter.

The bond hummed between them, invisible and undeniable.

Impossible.

“I don’t have a pack,” she said quickly. “I don’t belong to anyone.”

“You belong somewhere,” Koen said. “And right now, you’re in danger.”

“I’m always in danger,” Serena replied. “That’s nothing new.”

He frowned. “You don’t understand. Word is spreading. About a hybrid.”

Her blood went cold.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Koen held her gaze steadily. “Lying won’t protect you.”

“Neither will trusting an Alpha,” she shot back.

A corner of his mouth twitched. “Fair.”

She turned to leave.

Koen caught her wrist.

The contact sent a shock through both of them.

Serena gasped.

Koen sucked in a sharp breath, his grip tightening reflexively before he released her as if burned.

“Don’t touch me,” she said hoarsely.

“I won’t,” he said. “Unless you ask.”

She stared at him, stunned.

“I don’t need protection,” she said finally.

“You shouldn’t have to need it,” Koen replied. “But you do.”

Silence stretched between them, thick with things neither was ready to say.

Finally, Serena stepped back. “Stay out of my life, Alpha.”

Koen watched her walk away, his jaw clenched, his wolf restless beneath his skin.

“That,” he murmured to himself, “isn’t going to happen.”

High above them, the moon lingered pale in the morning sky.

Watching.

Waiting.
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​Scent of Death 


[image: ]


Serena didn’t make it three blocks before the fear settled into her bones.

I didn't panic.

Panic was loud, clumsy. This was different, quiet, heavy, and certain. The kind of fear that whispered instead of screamed.

Someone had finally found her.

She forced herself to keep walking, even as her senses sharpened painfully. Every sound seemed too close. Every passing stranger felt like a threat. Her pulse drummed steadily in her ears, measured and controlled, the way it always was when survival took over.

She turned down a side street, then another, circling back toward the apartment above the bakery. She needed answers. She needed to pack.

She needed to disappear.

The door to the building creaked as she slipped inside, locking it carefully behind her. The stale smell of old flour and dust wrapped around her like a memory she didn’t want. She climbed the narrow stairs two at a time, listening.

Nothing.

Too quiet.

The moment she reached her room, the warning hit her again, stronger this time. A metallic tang filled the air, sharp and unmistakable.

Blood.

Serena froze.

Her heart stuttered once, then steadied as she pushed the door open slowly.

The room looked untouched. Bed made. Bag still under the table. The window was closed.

But the scent lingered.

Not fresh. Not old.

Intentional.

Her muscles tensed as she crossed the room, senses stretched thin. She knelt, fingers brushing the floor near the window.

Scratches.

Claws.

Someone had been inside.

Her chest tightened
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