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  Praise for Sofie Lehnert



“Sofie Lehnert’s writing is wild, sensual, and untamed—her stories bite deep and linger long after the final page.” — Moonlit Quill Reviews




“No one captures the primal allure of forbidden love like Sofie Lehnert. Her werewolf romances pulse with danger, desire, and undeniable magic.” — Stevens Hepworth, USA Today Bestselling Author




“Lehnert weaves passion and pain into something breathtakingly raw. Every story feels like a howl in the dark—aching, beautiful, and alive.” — The Dark Hearts Book Blog




“With every book, Sofie Lehnert reminds us that monsters can love too—and that love can be the most dangerous transformation of all.” — Eira Thornfield, Author of Mated To The Alpha Triad




“Sofie Lehnert doesn’t just write paranormal romance; she conjures entire worlds of longing and loyalty, where love burns hotter than the full moon.” — Crimson Moon Reviews







  Author’s Note



Your thoughts mean everything to me as an author. If you enjoyed “Bond and Fate,” I would be incredibly grateful if you could take a few minutes to leave an honest review. Whether you loved it, had mixed feelings, or spotted areas for improvement, your feedback helps other readers discover the series and helps me grow as a storyteller.




Reviews are the lifeblood of authors, and every single one makes a difference. If you would love to hear from me, you can reach me via my email: sofielehnertfans@gmail.com




Thank you for being part of this supernatural family. Until we meet again..

With love and gratitude,

Sofie Lehnert
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KAIA POV




The morning mist clung to my skin like cold fingers as I crept through the Wraith Woods. My bare feet made no sound on the damp earth. Every step sent shivers up my spine, but I kept moving. The moonbell herbs only bloomed at dawn, and I needed them.

My wicker basket swayed against my hip. Empty. Always empty when I started these trips. But today felt different. The air tasted sharper. More alive.

I found the first patch near a fallen oak. The moonbells glowed pale blue in the dim light, their petals soft as silk. My fingers trembled as I picked them. One by one. Careful not to bruise the delicate stems.

“Come on,” I whispered to myself. “Just a few more.”

The forest watched me. It always did. But this morning, something else watched too. I could feel eyes on my back. Heavy. Hungry.

I picked faster.

My basket grew heavy with the precious herbs. Enough to trade for bread. Maybe even meat if I was lucky. The thought made my empty stomach clench.

A branch snapped behind me.

I froze. My heart hammered against my ribs. The sound echoed through the trees like a death knell.

Nothing moved.

I let out a shaky breath and turned back to the moonbells. Almost done. Just a few more and I could leave this cursed place.

The sun crept higher. Golden light filtered through the canopy, and the moonbells began to fade. Their blue glow dimmed to gray. Soon they would be useless.

I grabbed the last few stems and stuffed them into my basket. My hands shook. Sweat beaded on my forehead despite the cool air.

Time to go.

I backed away from the clearing, my eyes scanning the shadows. The forest felt too quiet. Even the birds had stopped singing.

My foot caught on a root, and I stumbled. The basket slipped from my hands, but I caught it before it hit the ground. The herbs scattered, but none fell out.

“Stupid,” I muttered. “Stupid, stupid—”

A low growl rumbled through the trees.

I ran.

Branches tore at my dress. Thorns raked my arms. But I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. The growl followed me, growing louder with each step.

The pack boundary rose ahead of me like salvation. A line of white stones that marked safety. Home. Such as it was.

I burst through the tree line and didn’t stop running until I reached the marketplace.

The morning crowd filled the square. Vendors hawked their wares from wooden stalls. The smell of fresh bread made my mouth water, but I had no coins yet. First, I had to sell my herbs.

I found my usual spot near the fountain. A patch of worn stones where I laid out my cloth. My hands still shook as I arranged the moonbells. They looked perfect. Blue-white petals unmarked by rough handling.

“Look what the forest rat dragged in.”

I didn’t look up. Didn’t need to. I knew that voice. Sharp and sweet like poisoned honey.

Lyra Voss stood over me, her golden hair catching the sunlight. Beautiful. Perfect. Everything I wasn’t. Her friends flanked her like a pack of hunting hounds.

“Selling weeds again, half-blood?” Cora laughed. She was Lyra’s shadow, always echoing her mistress’s cruelty.

“They’re moonbells,” I said quietly. My voice sounded small. Weak. I hated it.

“Moonbells?” Lyra crouched down. Her green eyes sparkled with malice. “These scraggly things? You call these moonbells?”

She reached for my herbs.

“Don’t.” The word came out sharper than I meant. “Please. I need them.”

“Need them?” Lyra tilted her head. “What could a useless half-breed possibly need with healing herbs? Can’t even heal yourself.”

Her friends giggled. The sound cut through me like broken glass.

I tried to pull my cloth away, but Cora stepped on the corner. The moonbells scattered across the stones.

“Oops.” Lyra’s smile was cruel. “How clumsy of me.”

She lifted her foot and brought it down hard. The delicate petals crushed under her boot. Blue juice stained the stones like spilled blood.

“No!” I lunged forward, trying to save what I could. But it was too late. My morning’s work lay destroyed. Ruined.

Lyra ground her heel into the largest bloom. “Pathetic. Just like your mother was.”

Red filled my vision. Hot. Burning. I shot to my feet, my hands clenched into fists.

“What did you say?”

Lyra stepped back. For just a moment, something flickered in her eyes. Fear? But then her perfect mask slipped back into place.

“You heard me. Your mother was weak. Human-loving. Just like you.”

I moved before I could think. My hand flew toward her face, but Cora caught my wrist. Her grip was iron-strong. Wolf-strong.

“Careful, half-blood,” she snarled. “Know your place.”

But I was past caring about my place. Past caring about anything except the ruins of my herbs and the poison dripping from Lyra’s perfect lips.

I twisted free and ran.

They followed.

Their laughter chased me through the streets. Past the baker’s stall. Past the butcher’s shop. Past the fountain where children played, their parents pulling them close as I ran by.

“Come back, little rabbit!” Lyra called. “We’re not done with you!”

But I was faster. Desperation made me quick. I knew these streets, these alleys. Knew every shortcut and hiding place.

I should have stopped at the boundary stones. Should have remembered the rules. But rage made me stupid. Made me blind.

I burst through the tree line and kept running.

The Wraith Woods swallowed me. Cool shadows replaced the harsh sunlight. My feet found the familiar paths, the ones I’d walked since childhood.

Behind me, the pursuit faltered. Even Lyra wouldn’t follow me here. The woods were too dangerous. Too wild.

I ran deeper. Past the moonbell clearing. Past the old oak. Into places where even I rarely went.

My lungs burned. My legs shook. But I couldn’t stop. Not yet. Not until the rage in my chest cooled to something I could manage.

A stream bubbled ahead. Clear water over smooth stones. I dropped to my knees and cupped the cold liquid in my palms. It tasted of earth and rain and growing things.

Better. I felt better.

I sat back on my heels and let the silence wash over me. Birds sang in the canopy. Insects buzzed. Normal sounds. Safe sounds.

That’s when I noticed the smell.

Thick. Musky. Wrong.

I looked up.

Golden eyes stared back at me from the undergrowth. Larger than any wolf’s. Larger than anything that should exist in these woods.

The Wraith Bear rose on its hind legs. Black fur rippled over muscles like iron cables. Saliva dripped from fangs the size of daggers.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Fear locked my joints in place.

The bear dropped to all fours and charged.

I threw myself sideways. Claws raked the air where my head had been. I rolled, came up running, but the beast was too fast. Too big.

Pain exploded across my leg. Fire raced from my thigh to my ankle. I screamed and stumbled, but somehow kept moving.

Trees blurred past. My leg burned with every step, but I didn’t dare look down. Didn’t dare stop.

The boundary stones appeared ahead like a promise of salvation. I threw myself toward them, my vision graying at the edges.

Behind me, the bear roared. But it didn’t follow. It never followed past the stones.

I collapsed on the safe side of the boundary, gasping. My leg throbbed. Something warm and wet soaked through my dress.

Blood. So much blood.




* * *

The healing center smelled of herbs and sickness. I limped through the door, leaving red drops on the swept floor.

“Madra?” My voice cracked. “Madra, I need help.”

The chief healer emerged from her workroom. Tall and sharp-featured, with gray hair pulled back in a severe bun. Her eyes found my leg and narrowed.

“What happened?”

“Wraith Bear. It—”

“You went beyond the boundaries?” Her voice could have cut stone. “Alone?”

I nodded, suddenly feeling smaller than ever.

Madra Voss sighed. A sound full of disappointment and disgust. “Sit. There.” She pointed to a wooden stool in the corner. The one reserved for the least important patients.

I lowered myself carefully. My leg screamed in protest. The wound was deeper than I’d thought. I could see white beneath the red.

Madra approached with a basin of water and clean cloth. But her movements were slow. Grudging.

“This will scar,” she said, dabbing at the wound. Not gently. “Badly.”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out. The cleaning hurt worse than the original injury.

“Why were you in the woods anyway? Market day is for selling, not wandering.”

“My herbs. They destroyed my herbs.”

“Who?”

I hesitated. Telling would only make things worse. Lyra was the Alpha’s daughter. Untouchable.

“It doesn’t matter.”

Madra’s laugh was bitter. “Of course it doesn’t. Nothing about you matters, does it? Half-blood with no beast. Worthless.”

She wrapped my leg in rough bandages. Too tight. The fabric cut into my skin.

“There. That’s all you get.” She dropped three copper coins on the table beside me. Half my usual payment. “Don’t come crying to me when it festers.”

“But I worked all week—”

“And now you’ve cost me supplies. Be grateful I pay you anything at all.”

She turned away, dismissing me like unwanted garbage.

I gathered the coins with shaking fingers. Three pieces of copper. Not enough for bread. Barely enough for gruel.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

Madra didn’t answer.

The main healing room buzzed with activity. Sick wolves lay on cots, waiting for treatment. Some watched me limp past. Others looked away.

“Look at that,” someone whispered. “Can’t even avoid a simple beast.”

“What do you expect? She’s not even a real wolf.”

“Half-human trash.”

“My grandmother always said mixing blood leads to weakness.”

The words followed me like stinging flies. Each one landed and burned. I kept my eyes down, my shoulders hunched.

A young woman on a nearby cot struggled to sit up. Her face was pale, sweat beading her forehead. I could smell the infection in her wound from here.

“Here,” I moved toward her. “Let me—”

“Don’t touch me.” She jerked away, eyes wide with disgust. “I don’t want your cursed hands on me.”

“But you’re sick. The herbs you need are—”

“I said don’t touch me!” Her voice rose to a shriek. “Someone get this half-blood away from me!”

Madra appeared at my shoulder. “You heard her. Leave.”

“She needs willow bark. And red sage for the infection—”

“She needs to be treated by a real healer. Not some pretend wolf who thinks she knows medicine.”

The room fell silent. Every eye turned toward us. Watching. Judging.

Heat flooded my cheeks. My leg throbbed. The coins in my hand felt heavier than stones.

I limped toward the door.

“And don’t come back until you learn your place,” Madra called after me.

The door slammed shut behind me with the sound of finality.

My cottage sat at the edge of the pack lands. Small. Dark. Forgotten like everything else about me. The thatch roof leaked when it rained. The walls let in winter cold. But it was mine.

I pushed open the door and stepped inside. The familiar smell of dried herbs and loneliness wrapped around me like an old blanket.

“Nim?”

A soft mew answered from the shadows. My cat emerged, yellow eyes glowing in the dim light. Gray fur with patches of white. Another misfit, like me.

“Hello, beautiful.” I scratched behind his ears. “Miss me?”

He purred and wound around my legs. Careful to avoid the bandaged one.

I collapsed into my only chair. A rickety thing I’d found abandoned near the market. My leg throbbed with every heartbeat. The bandages were already staining red.

Three copper coins. Not enough for food. Not enough for proper medicine. Not enough for anything.

I looked around my tiny home. Bundles of dried herbs hung from the rafters. My life’s work. Knowledge passed down from my mother before the pack leaders forbade her to practice.

Healing without a beast was impossible, they said. Dangerous. Unnatural.

But my mother had taught me anyway. In secret. In whispers. Before the sickness took her.

I knew things Madra Voss had forgotten. Remedies that didn’t require wolf magic. Human medicine, some called it. As if that made it lesser.

Nim jumped onto my lap. His warmth was better than any fire.

“What do you think, boy? Should I use the forbidden herbs?”

He looked at me with those wise yellow eyes. As if he understood.

I struggled to my feet and pulled down a specific bundle. Silverleaf and moon moss. Dangerous plants that could kill if used wrong. But in the right hands, with the right knowledge, they could heal anything.

My hands shook as I prepared the mixture. If anyone found out, they’d exile me. Or worse.

But the pain was becoming unbearable. And Madra’s rough treatment had made the wound worse, not better.

I unwrapped the bloody bandages. The sight made my stomach lurch. Deep gashes ran from my thigh to my knee. Red and angry and already showing signs of infection.

The silverleaf mixture burned like liquid fire when I applied it. I bit down on a leather strap to keep from screaming. Nim watched from his perch on the windowsill, tail twitching with worry.

Slowly, impossibly, the pain began to fade. The angry red color drained from the wound. The bleeding stopped.

I rewrapped my leg with clean cloth and fresh herbs. Already I could feel the difference. The deep ache was becoming a dull throb.

My mother’s knowledge. Forbidden. Dangerous. But it worked.

I fed Nim the last of my dried fish and made myself a thin soup from water and herb scraps. Not filling, but warm. Comforting.

Night fell like a black curtain over the pack lands. I sat by my small window, watching the forest that had nearly killed me.

The Wraith Woods stretched into darkness. Ancient trees that had stood since before the first wolf learned to shift. Wild places where old magic still lived.

Today it had shown me mercy. The bear could have killed me easily. Should have. But something had made it hesitate just long enough for me to escape.

My own pack showed no such kindness.

I touched the fresh bandages on my leg. Tomorrow I would have to face them again. Madra’s cold cruelty. The market vendors’ dismissive looks. The whispers that followed me everywhere.

Half-blood. Less than wolf. Worthless.

But tonight, in the quiet of my cottage, with Nim purring on my lap and my mother’s forbidden medicine healing my wounds, I felt something different.

Anger. Clean and sharp as a blade.

I was tired of their scorn. Tired of begging for scraps. Tired of being grateful for cruelty.

The forest that had wounded me was still kinder than my pack. The beast that had marked me was more honest than the wolves who called themselves civilized.

I stared into the darkness and made a choice.

I would not beg anymore.

Nim stretched and settled deeper into my lap. His purr was the only sound in the cottage. The only sound in my small, broken world.

But tomorrow would come. And with it, another chance to prove I was more than they believed.

The moonlight painted silver paths through my window. Outside, the Wraith Woods waited. Patient as death. Mysterious as the magic that ran in my blood.

Magic I was beginning to understand was stronger than anyone knew.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  







KAIA POV




A soft knock woke me from restless sleep. Three gentle taps, then a pause, then two more. Our old signal from childhood. I pushed myself up, wincing as my bandaged leg protested.

“Kaia?” Seren’s voice whispered through the door. “Are you awake?”

I limped to the door and lifted the wooden bar. Seren stood in the pre-dawn darkness, her brown hair messy from running. Behind her, Rhia shifted from foot to foot, her warrior’s eyes scanning the empty path.

“Get inside. Quickly.” I pulled them into my cottage.

Seren carried a cloth bundle that smelled like heaven. Fresh bread. Still warm from the baker’s ovens. My stomach clenched with hunger.

“We brought food,” she said, unwrapping the loaves. “And news.”

Rhia closed the door and barred it. Her movements were quick. Nervous. She wore her leather training armor even at this early hour. Always ready for a fight.

“What’s wrong?” I sank into my chair. The bread sat on my table like a small miracle.

“Everything,” Rhia said. Her voice was flat. Hard. “The whole pack is buzzing. Haven’t you heard?”

I shook my head. “I haven’t left the cottage since yesterday.”

Seren broke off a piece of bread and pressed it into my hands. The crust was golden, the inside soft and white. I bit into it, trying not to moan with pleasure.

“King Aldric sent a decree,” Seren said. Her voice trembled. “To every pack in the kingdom.”

“What kind of decree?”

Rhia answered. “Each pack has to send one unmated female to another pack. For alliance bonds.”

The bread turned to dust in my mouth. “Alliance bonds?”

“Marriage,” Rhia said bluntly. “Political marriage. To strengthen ties between the packs.”

“But that’s…” I struggled to understand. “That’s an old custom. From centuries ago.”

“The king brought it back.” Seren wrung her hands. “They say war is coming. Civil war. The northern packs are restless. Some talk of rebellion.”

I set down my bread. Suddenly I wasn’t hungry anymore. “Who gets chosen?”

“The strongest,” Rhia said. “Magically and physically. That’s what the decree says.”

We all knew who that meant. In our pack, there was only one choice.

“Lyra,” I whispered.

“Everyone thinks so.” Seren nodded. “She’s the Alpha’s daughter. Beautiful. Powerful. Perfect wolf bloodline.”

I should have felt relief. Should have been glad it wouldn’t be me. No one would choose a half-blood who couldn’t shift. But something cold settled in my stomach instead.

“Which pack?” I asked. “Which pack would she go to?”

Rhia and Seren exchanged a look. The kind of look that meant bad news.

“We don’t know yet,” Rhia said slowly. “But there are rumors.”

“What kind of rumors?”

“The Ironfang Pack has been asking questions. Sending messengers. They’re interested in our… offerings.”

My blood went cold. Everyone knew about the Ironfang Pack. Everyone whispered about them.

“Tell me,” I said.

Rhia sat on my small wooden stool. Even sitting, she looked ready to spring into action. “They’re not like us. Not like any civilized pack.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re soldiers,” she said. “All of them. Warriors trained from birth. They live in a fortress, not a village. Their Alpha is the king’s own son.”

Seren shivered. “I heard the prince has never taken a mate. They call him the Grim Alpha. Cold as winter stone.”

“That’s not the worst part,” Rhia continued. “They say the prince enjoys breaking things. Especially things that think they’re strong.”

My leg throbbed under its bandages. “Breaking things how?”

“However amuses him.” Rhia’s voice was grim. “The last female sent to them… she didn’t last a month.”

“What happened to her?”

“No one knows. She just… disappeared.”

Silence filled my cottage. Even Nim, curled in his basket, seemed to sense the darkness in our words.

Seren reached for my hand. Her fingers were cold. “But it won’t be you. It will be Lyra. She can handle herself.”

I wanted to believe that. Wanted to think Lyra’s cruelty would protect her where kindness might not. But doubt gnawed at me.

“When?” I asked. “When do they announce the choice?”

“Soon,” Rhia said. “Alpha Theron has been in meetings all week. Secret ones.”

Seren’s eyes widened. “Rhia, you weren’t supposed to—”

“Supposed to what?” I looked between them. “What meetings?”

Rhia shot Seren a warning look, but it was too late. The words were already out.

“My father mentioned it,” Seren said quietly. Her father was a guard in the Alpha’s household. Privy to information the rest of us never heard. “Late night meetings. With strangers.”

“What kind of strangers?”

“The kind that wear traveling cloaks and keep their faces hidden.”

My chest tightened. Secret meetings meant plans. Plans meant someone was deciding our fates behind closed doors.

“I have to go,” Rhia said suddenly. She stood and moved toward the door. “Training starts at dawn. If I’m late…”

“Be careful,” I told her.

She paused with her hand on the door bar. “You too. Something feels wrong about all this. Off.”

Seren gathered the remaining bread and wrapped it carefully. “This should last you a few days.”

“Thank you.” The words felt too small for what they’d given me. Food. Friendship. Warning.

They slipped out into the gray pre-dawn light. I watched from my window until they disappeared around the bend in the path.

Alone again. But this time, the silence felt different. Heavy with secrets and unspoken fears.




* * *

Days crawled by like wounded animals. Each morning I forced myself to go to the marketplace. Each afternoon I endured fresh humiliation.

“Look, it’s the cripple,” someone would say.

“Still limping around like a broken bird.”

“Half-blood trash.”

The words followed me everywhere. Cut deeper each time. But I needed the few copper coins I could earn selling herbs. Needed food. Needed to survive.

My leg was healing faster than it should. The forbidden herbs worked better than I’d dared hope. But the improvement brought its own problems.

People noticed.

“How is she walking already?” I heard a woman whisper. “That wound should have kept her down for weeks.”

“Unnatural,” her friend replied. “Everything about that girl is unnatural.”

I kept my head down and tried to ignore them. But their suspicion was another weight on my shoulders.

The market felt different too. Tense. People gathered in small groups, whispering about the royal decree. About who might be chosen. About what it meant for our pack.

“I heard the Moonrise Pack lost three females last year,” one merchant said.

“Lost them how?”

“Who knows? But they never came home.”

Fear spread through the market like sickness. Mothers pulled their unmarried daughters closer. Fathers looked grim and worried.

But not everyone was afraid.

“It’s an honor,” Lyra announced loudly near the fountain. “Being chosen means you’re the best. The strongest. The most worthy.”

Her friends nodded and murmured agreement. But I noticed even they looked nervous.

“I hope I’m picked,” Lyra continued. Her voice carried across the square. “I want to see what these other packs think they can offer someone like me.”

Arrogant. Foolish. But maybe that confidence would keep her alive where fear might not.

I finished my herb sales early and limped home. The silver scars on my leg itched under the bandages. A strange, persistent itch that made me want to scratch until I bled.

That evening, I unwrapped my leg to check the healing. What I saw made my breath catch.

The scars weren’t red anymore. They weren’t even pink. They gleamed like polished metal against my skin. Silver lines that seemed to catch and hold the lamplight.

I touched them gently. They felt warm. Almost hot. And when I pressed on them, a strange tingle ran up my leg.

This wasn’t normal healing. This was something else.

Something impossible.

I rewrapped the leg with fresh bandages and tried to push down my fear. The forbidden herbs had worked too well. Changed something inside me that shouldn’t be changed.

But what could I do? Tell Madra Voss that her rough treatment had forced me to use dangerous medicine? Confess to practicing the healing arts without a wolf’s blessing?

They’d exile me. Or worse.

I made myself a thin soup and fed Nim the last of yesterday’s fish. Outside, night settled over the pack lands like a heavy blanket.

In the distance, I could see lights in the Alpha’s hall. More secret meetings, perhaps. More decisions made without asking those who would pay the price.

I thought about Seren’s words. About Rhia’s warnings. About the Ironfang Pack and their cold prince who broke things for sport.

And I thought about Eamon.

His letter sat in my small wooden chest. Read so many times the paper was wearing thin. Words of love and promise and escape.

“My dearest Kaia,” it began. “I think of you every day. The offer stands - marry me, and I’ll take you far from that place. Far from the wolves who don’t see your worth. We’ll have a small house in the mountains. A garden. Children who won’t have to choose between human and wolf because they’ll be purely, beautifully human.”

Simple words. Simple promises. But they offered something I’d never had.

Safety.

Eamon Cole was a gentle man. An herbalist like me, though he worked with human medicines instead of wolf magic. We’d met when shadow beasts attacked his caravan near our borders. I’d healed his wounds and saved his life.

He’d been grateful. More than grateful. He’d seen past my mixed blood to something worth loving.

Or so he said.

His letters came every few weeks. Always kind. Always patient. Always offering marriage and escape from my cursed life.

“You don’t belong with them,” his last letter had said. “You belong with someone who sees your true nature. Your gentle heart. Your healing gift.”

I’d kept the letters secret. If the pack learned a human wanted to marry me, they’d use it as another way to mock me. Another proof that I wasn’t worthy of wolf society.

But maybe that didn’t matter anymore.

Maybe being unworthy of wolves was exactly what I needed.

The itch in my scars was getting worse. I pressed my palms against the bandages, trying to ease the burning sensation. The strange warmth spread up my leg, into my hip, toward my spine.

Whatever was happening to me was getting stronger. Soon I wouldn’t be able to hide it.

Soon someone would notice that my healing was unnatural. Impossible. Dangerous.

I looked at Eamon’s letter again. Read the carefully written words that promised love and safety and a life away from all this pain.

A human life. Simple. Peaceful. Free.

But there was only one way to claim it. Only one person who could grant permission for a wolf to leave her pack forever.

Even a half-wolf who barely counted as pack at all.

Alpha Theron Voss.

The name made my stomach clench with fear. He was not a kind man. Not a patient man. He ruled the Ravenmark Pack with an iron fist and colder heart.

But he was the only one who could set me free.

I thought about Lyra’s cruel words. About the destroyed herbs and mocking laughter. About Madra’s dismissive treatment and the pack’s endless scorn.

What did I have to lose?

I was already nothing to them. Already less than the dirt under their feet. If Alpha Theron refused my request, I’d be no worse off than before.

If he granted it…

I could leave. All of this behind. The humiliation, the loneliness, the constant reminder that I didn’t belong anywhere.

Eamon’s letters promised a different life. A human life where my mixed blood wouldn’t matter. Where my lack of a wolf form would be normal instead of shameful.

Where I could heal people without hiding my knowledge or apologizing for my gifts.

My leg throbbed. The silver scars burned under their bandages. Whatever was happening to me was accelerating. Getting stronger and stranger with each passing day.

Soon I wouldn’t be able to hide it. Soon questions would be asked that I couldn’t answer.

Unless I wasn’t here to answer them.

I stood up, decision crystallizing in my chest like ice. Nim looked at me with those wise yellow eyes, as if he sensed what I was planning.

“I have to try,” I told him. “I have to ask.”

Tomorrow I would go to Alpha Theron. I would kneel before his cold throne and beg for my freedom. I would offer him the one thing he wanted most - to be rid of me forever.

The thought terrified me. But it also filled me with something I hadn’t felt in years.

Hope.

I blew out my lamp and settled into my narrow bed. Nim curled up beside me, his purr a comfort in the darkness.

Tomorrow would change everything. One way or another.

Tomorrow I would discover if freedom was possible, or if I was truly trapped in this half-life forever.

The silver scars on my leg pulsed with strange warmth. Whatever power was growing inside me seemed to approve of my plan.

Or maybe it was just eager to escape this place too.

Either way, I would find out soon enough.








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  





KAIA POV


The morning air bit at my skin as I walked through the pack hall. My stomach twisted with each step, but I kept my back straight. My chin up. Like my mother had taught me before the sickness took her.

“Show them your spine,” she used to say. “Even when it’s breaking.”

The great hall stretched before me like a mouth full of teeth. Stone pillars reached toward a vaulted ceiling lost in shadows. Tapestries hung on the walls, showing the pack’s history in blood and glory. All wolves. All strong. All everything I wasn’t.

Pack members filled the benches along the walls. They talked in hushed voices, their words buzzing like angry insects. I felt their eyes follow me as I passed. Felt their judgment like weight on my shoulders.

“Look at her limp,” someone whispered.

“Still walking crooked.”

“What’s she doing here?”

I kept walking. One foot in front of the other. My leg ached where the Wraith Bear had marked me, but the pain was distant now. Manageable. The forbidden herbs had done their work too well.

A group of young wolves sat near the fire pit. They went quiet when they saw me. One pointed and nudged his friend. They started laughing. Soft at first, then louder.

“Hey, half-blood,” one called. “Come to beg for scraps?”

I didn’t answer. Didn’t look at them. My hands shook, but I tucked them into my skirt so no one could see.
























































































































































OEBPS/9b6a6036c48f3db830853962aa9c52e3ad0b363d_smallRaw.jpg
REJECTED MATE

A PARANORMAL WEREWOLF ROMANCE















