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Violet

Freedom has a scent.

I didn’t know that until the day it came close enough to touch.

It smells like rain just before it falls. Like the wind that sweeps across the northern cliffs, where no Alpha watches and no Beta commands. Like something wild and untamed.

Like something I’ve never been allowed to have.

“Violet!”

The sharp snap of my name cuts through the courtyard like a whip. I flinch before I can stop myself, my fingers tightening around the damp cloth in my hands.

I don’t look up immediately. Omegas don’t rush. Omegas don’t draw attention.

Omegas survive.

“I said—Violet.”

This time, his voice is colder. Closer.

I rise slowly from my knees, ignoring the ache that settles deep into my bones. The stone beneath me has long since stolen any warmth from my skin. My dress is soaked through at the hem, stained with dirt and water from scrubbing the training yard.

I keep my gaze lowered as I turn.

“Alpha.”

Ryder Vale stands a few feet away, his presence suffocating even in open air. He doesn’t need to raise his voice. Power clings to him like a second skin, pressing down on everything beneath him.

Including me.

His dark eyes flick over me, unimpressed. Disinterested. Like I’m a tool he forgot he owned.

“You’re slower than usual today.”

“I apologize, Alpha.”

Always apologize. Even when it isn’t your fault.

Especially when it isn’t your fault.

His gaze lingers, narrowing slightly. For a moment, I think he’ll push further. Demand more. Punish me for something small and insignificant just to remind me where I stand.

Instead, he exhales sharply.

“Enough. I have something for you.”

My stomach tightens.

That’s never good.

I straighten just enough to show attention, but not enough to be mistaken for confidence.

“I’m listening.”

His lips curve faintly, but there’s no warmth in it.

“The Lycan King has announced Mate Trials.”

The words hit like a stone dropped into still water.

Ripples. Fast. Heavy.

I’ve heard whispers, of course. Everyone has. The King searching for a Queen. The gathering of Alphas and their daughters, all eager to climb higher in rank.

But things like that don’t touch people like me.

They happen far above.

Far away.

“What does that have to do with me?” I ask carefully.

Ryder steps closer, boots scraping softly against the stone. I can feel the shift in the air as his dominance presses down harder.

“Everything,” he says.

I go still.

He studies my face, like he’s searching for something beneath the surface. I lower my gaze further, hiding whatever he might find.

“You’ll accompany my sister to the Trials,” he continues. “As her attendant.”

A chaperone.

A servant.

Of course.

“That is your final duty to this pack.”

Final.

The word flickers in my chest like a fragile flame.

Freedom.

It’s closer than it’s ever been.

I swallow carefully. “And after?”

His expression changes.

Just slightly.

Enough to send a warning curling down my spine.

“That depends on your performance.”

Of course it does.

Nothing is ever given freely here.

“What do you need me to do?” I ask.

Ryder smiles then. Not kindly.

“Ensure her victory.”

My breath catches.

“That’s not something I can control,” I say before I can stop myself.

The temperature drops instantly.

His hand moves faster than my mind can react. Fingers clamp around my chin, forcing my head up.

“Everything can be controlled,” he says softly. Dangerously. “If you understand your place.”

Pain blooms where his grip tightens, but I don’t pull away.

Don’t fight.

Don’t resist.

His eyes lock onto mine, sharp and calculating.

“You will guide her. Advise her. Remove obstacles where necessary.”

My pulse stutters.

“Remove… obstacles?”

His smile deepens.

“Yes.”

The meaning settles like ice in my veins.

Sabotage.

Manipulation.

Maybe worse.

“And if I fail?” I ask quietly.

He releases me abruptly. I stagger back half a step, catching myself before I lose balance.

His gaze flicks toward the far end of the courtyard.

I follow it before I can stop myself.

Ronan Drayke stands there, leaning lazily against the stone wall.

Watching.

His eyes meet mine, and something dark and hungry curls behind them. A slow smile spreads across his face.

My stomach drops.

“No,” I breathe.

Ryder’s voice is calm. Almost bored.

“You’ll be mated to him.”

The world tilts.

“No,” I say again, stronger this time. “You can’t—”

“I can.”

His voice cuts through mine effortlessly.

Ronan pushes off the wall and begins walking toward us, unhurried. Confident.

Like this is already decided.

Like I’m already his.

“She’ll break quickly,” Ronan says, his gaze dragging over me in a way that makes my skin crawl. “They always do.”

I take a step back.

Then another.

“Please,” I say before I can stop myself.

I hate the word the moment it leaves my mouth.

Ryder tilts his head slightly.

“Then don’t fail.”

Simple.

Cruel.

Final.

Ronan stops a few feet away, close enough that I can feel the heat of him.

“Try not to disappoint me, little omega,” he murmurs.

I don’t respond.

I can’t.

Because the alternative is too real.

Too close.

Too inevitable.

Ryder turns away first, already done with the conversation.

“Prepare. You leave at dawn.”

And just like that, my life is no longer mine.

That night, I don’t sleep.

I sit by the narrow window in my quarters, staring out at the dark stretch of forest beyond the pack walls.

Somewhere out there is everything I’ve ever wanted.

Freedom.

Silence.

Choice.

I press my fingers against the cool glass, imagining what it would feel like to just… run.

To not look back.

To not belong to anyone.

A soft knock at the door startles me.

I freeze.

No one visits me.

Ever.

The knock comes again. Softer this time.

“Violet?”

I blink.

That voice…

“Lena?”

The door creaks open before I can respond, and she slips inside quickly, closing it behind her.

She looks the same as always. Quiet. Careful. Another omega who learned early how to survive by staying small.

But her eyes are wide now.

Worried.

“I heard,” she whispers.

Of course she did.

News spreads fast when it involves someone like me.

“I’m fine,” I say automatically.

She gives me a look.

“You’re not.”

I look away.

Because she’s right.

“I won’t fail,” I say instead.

I have to believe that.

I have to.

Lena steps closer. “And if you do?”

I don’t answer.

Because we both already know.

She reaches for my hand, squeezing gently.

“Then don’t let them decide your ending.”

I frown. “What does that mean?”

Her gaze sharpens slightly.

“It means… if you get the chance to leave—really leave—you take it.”

My heart stutters.

“You know I can’t.”

“Maybe not here,” she says softly. “But out there?”

She nods toward the window.

The forest.

The unknown.

Freedom.

“Things are different beyond the pack,” she continues. “Not everything is controlled by Alphas.”

I want to believe her.

God, I want to.

But hope is dangerous.

Hope gets you hurt.

“I’ll do what I have to,” I say finally.

Her grip tightens briefly before she lets go.

“Just… don’t forget who you are.”

I almost laugh.

Who I am?

An omega.

A servant.

A pawn.

“I won’t,” I say anyway.

Because it’s easier than admitting the truth.

At dawn, I leave.

The pack gates open slowly, the heavy wood creaking as light spills across the path ahead.

I don’t look back.

I can’t.

If I do, I might never walk forward.

The carriage waits just beyond the gates, polished and pristine. A stark contrast to everything I’ve ever known.

Ryder’s sister, Selene Vale, stands beside it.

Beautiful.

Perfect.

Everything I’m not.

Her eyes flick toward me as I approach, assessing.

Judging.

“You’re late,” she says.

“I apologize.”

She sighs, clearly unimpressed.

“Just stay out of my way and do your job.”

“Yes, my lady.”

She turns without another word, climbing into the carriage.

I follow.

Because I have no choice.

As the gates close behind us, something shifts inside my chest.

Not fear.

Not exactly.

Something sharper.

Something restless.

Something that whispers…

This is your chance.

I don’t know how.

I don’t know when.

But for the first time in years…

Freedom doesn’t feel impossible.

It feels close.

Close enough to chase.

And I swear to myself, as the pack disappears behind me—

No matter what it takes…

I will not go back.
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Violet

The journey north feels longer than it should.

Not because of distance. Because of what waits at the end of it.

I sit across from Selene Vale inside the carriage, hands folded neatly in my lap, posture perfect, expression blank. The habits are instinct now. Survival carved into muscle and bone.

Outside, the world shifts slowly from the familiar to the unknown.

The forests grow denser. Taller. Older.

The air changes too. Sharper. Cleaner. It carries something I can’t quite name, something that brushes against my senses in a way that makes my skin prickle.

Power.

Not the suffocating kind that presses down like Ryder’s dominance. This is different. Broader. Wilder. It hums beneath everything, woven into the land itself.

Selene doesn’t speak to me for most of the journey.

She doesn’t need to.

Her silence is deliberate. A reminder.

I am beneath her.

I glance at her once, briefly. She’s seated with perfect poise, her chin slightly lifted, eyes fixed on the passing scenery as if she already belongs wherever we’re going.

She probably thinks she does.

“You’ll embarrass me if you stare like that.”

Her voice is sharp enough to cut through my thoughts.

I lower my gaze immediately. “My apologies.”

A soft scoff escapes her.

“Try not to forget your place the moment we arrive,” she continues. “The King’s court is not like our pack. Every movement is watched. Every mistake remembered.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” she asks, finally looking at me.

Her eyes are cool. Calculating.

“You’re not like the others they’ll bring,” she says. “You don’t have status. You don’t have lineage. You barely have a presence.”

Each word lands exactly where it’s meant to.

I don’t react.

“That means you’re replaceable,” she adds. “Forget that, and you’ll regret it.”

“I won’t forget.”

She studies me for a moment longer, as if trying to find something worth noting. When she doesn’t, she turns away again.

Conversation over.

I let my gaze drift back to the window.

The trees begin to thin, the road widening as we approach higher ground. Stone replaces dirt beneath the carriage wheels, smoother, more refined.

We’re close.

My pulse picks up slightly, though I force my breathing to stay even.

This is it.

The place where everything changes.

The place where I either earn my freedom… or lose what little control I still have.

The carriage slows.

Then stops.

Selene straightens immediately, smoothing down the front of her dress.

“Remember,” she says without looking at me, “you speak only when spoken to.”

“Yes, my lady.”

The door opens.

Light floods in.

And the world I’ve known disappears.

The royal stronghold rises before us like something pulled from legend.

Massive stone walls stretch upward, carved with intricate markings that shimmer faintly under the sun. Towers pierce the sky, their edges sharp and deliberate. Banners hang between them, dark and commanding, marked with a sigil I don’t recognize but instinctively understand.

This place doesn’t belong to ordinary wolves.

This is where power lives.

Real power.

My breath catches despite myself.

Selene steps out first, graceful and composed, as if she’s been here a hundred times before.

I follow carefully, lowering my head just enough to avoid drawing attention.

But it’s already too late.

There are people everywhere.

Alphas. Betas. Guards. Servants.

All of them sharper. Stronger. More aware.

And all of them notice.

I feel their eyes.

Some curious. Some dismissive. Some openly disapproving.

An omega.

Here.

I keep walking.

Don’t react. Don’t falter.

Survive.

A guard approaches, his posture rigid, expression unreadable.

“State your name and pack.”

Selene steps forward smoothly.

“Selene Vale, daughter of Alpha Ryder Vale of the Ashmoor Pack.”

The guard nods once, making a note on the tablet in his hand.

“And your attendant?”

His gaze flicks to me.

For a fraction of a second, I feel exposed.

Like he can see straight through the careful layers I’ve built.

“Violet,” Selene answers before I can speak. “My chaperone.”

The guard’s eyes narrow slightly, but he doesn’t question it.

“Proceed,” he says.

We move past him and into the stronghold.

The moment we cross the threshold, the air changes again.

Stronger this time.

Heavier.

It presses against my senses in a way that makes it hard to breathe.

Not suffocating.

Commanding.

Like the building itself recognizes who belongs… and who doesn’t.

Selene doesn’t hesitate.

She walks forward with confidence, heels clicking softly against the polished stone floor.

I follow a step behind.

Always a step behind.

The interior is even more overwhelming.

High ceilings arch above us, supported by columns etched with symbols that seem to move if I look at them too long. Light filters in through tall windows, casting shifting patterns across the floor.

Voices echo softly.

Conversations layered over one another.

Laughter.

Whispers.

Judgment.

“This way,” Selene says, barely glancing back.

I adjust my pace to match hers.

We pass groups of women gathered in small clusters, each more striking than the last.

They’re exactly what I expected.

Beautiful. Confident. Powerful.

Dressed in fabrics I’ve never touched, adorned with subtle displays of wealth and status.

Every single one of them here for the same reason.

To become Queen.

Their gazes flick toward Selene, assessing.

Then toward me.

And linger.

I feel the shift almost immediately.

Confusion.

Then disdain.

I keep my head lowered.

Let them think what they want.

It’s safer that way.

Selene stops suddenly, turning to face me.

“You’ll stay in the outer chambers,” she says. “Do not wander. Do not speak unless necessary. And do not, under any circumstances, draw attention to yourself.”

“I understand.”

Her eyes narrow slightly, as if she doesn’t entirely believe me.

Then she leans closer, her voice dropping.

“And if the King notices you… it will reflect poorly on me.”

Something about the way she says it sends a quiet ripple through my chest.

Not fear.

Not exactly.

But something unsettled.

“I won’t cause any problems,” I say.

She holds my gaze for a moment longer, then straightens.

“See that you don’t.”

A servant approaches, bowing slightly.

“My lady, your chambers are prepared.”

Selene nods, already turning away.

I’m dismissed.

Just like that.

The servant gestures for me to follow, leading me down a different corridor.

Away from the main hall.

Away from the light.

The path grows quieter the further we go.

Less grand.

Less polished.

More… functional.

We pass doors, each identical, each closed.

“This will be your room,” the servant says, stopping in front of one.

He opens it without ceremony.

Inside is small.

Simple.

A bed. A table. A narrow window.

It’s more than I’ve had before.

But that doesn’t mean anything here.

“Meals will be delivered twice daily,” he continues. “Do not enter restricted areas. Do not interfere with the trials.”

“I won’t.”

He nods once, then leaves.

The door closes behind him with a soft click.

Silence settles.

For the first time since we arrived, I’m alone.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding.

My shoulders loosen slightly.

This is real.

I’m here.

And somehow… I’m still standing.

I move to the window, pushing it open just enough to let the air in.

It’s different here.

Lighter.

Alive.





















































































































































