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​​The Blood Moon Trial
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POV: Lyra

The Blood Moon always made the world feel wrong.

It climbed the sky in slow, brutal inches, dragging its red light behind it like an open wound that refused to close. Tonight, it washed the clearing in a deep, bruised glow that stained stone and bark and skin alike. Every shadow looked sharper, every sound too close. Even the air tasted metallic, as if iron filings had been ground into the wind.

Lyra stood at the edge of the sacred ring and fought the urge to shake.

The ring dominated the clearing—a perfect circle of ancient stone slabs, fused so tightly that no root dared split them. The spaces between were filled with ash and darkened earth, blackened by centuries of blood spilled under watchful moons. Runes traced the perimeter, worn by age but alive beneath her bare feet, humming faintly as if they recognized the night. Torches burned along the raised tiers where the pack sat, their flames flickering and bowing to unseen currents, casting shadows that stretched and crawled like living things.

Those shadows felt like they were watching her.

She shifted her weight, toes curling against the cold stone, and lifted her chin. Rows upon rows of faces stared back at her—some curious, some wary, some already condemning. The scent of the pack pressed down in suffocating layers: dominance, anticipation, old grudges, sharpened hunger. Wolves were never truly silent in numbers; even when mouths stayed closed, emotions leaked freely.

Lyra felt all of it. Too much of it.

She inhaled slowly, grounding herself the way she always had—by reminding herself of what she was not. She was not a warrior. She had not been raised in the training pits, molded by blood and bone and dominance drills. She was the girl who learned which plants soothed fever and which slowed bleeding, who favored quiet paths through the forest where no one noticed her passing. She survived by staying small, by staying unseen.

Trials were not for wolves like her.

And yet her name had been spoken.

When the Herald’s voice had boomed through the clearing—formal, unstoppable—she had known something terrible was coming even before he reached the end of the list. When he said “Lyra Blackthorne,” the crowd’s reaction had been immediate. Surprise. Confusion. Derision.

She had still stepped forward.

Refusal was not an option. The Blood Moon Trial did not acknowledge fear or self-knowledge. The spirits bound into the law stones did not care that her heart was hammering herself apart.

Now she stood alone in the ring.

Her wolf stirred beneath her skin.

It had always been quiet—more presence than voice, a weight she carried rather than a force that pushed her forward. Others spoke of their wolves like constant companions, loud and demanding. Lyra’s lingered at the edges of her awareness, watchful, restrained. Sometimes she wondered if something in her was incomplete.

Tonight, the wolf felt different.

Awake.

The Herald stepped into the ring, silver hair gleaming dully beneath the Blood Moon. His ceremonial cloak—stitched pelts layered in pale grays and whites—hung heavy on his shoulders. His expression was impassive, his pale eyes sweeping over Lyra without judgment or mercy.

“Lyra Blackthorne,” he called, voice carrying easily. “Daughter of Corin. You stand before your pack on the night of the Blood Moon. Do you come freely to be weighed and tested?”

Her throat tightened. “Yes,” she said. The word sounded too small in the vastness of the clearing, but it echoed all the same.

A ripple of murmurs followed.

The Herald inclined his head and turned away. “The Trial will be overseen by our Alpha,” he announced. “He will judge worth. He will invoke law.”

Something clenched deep inside Lyra’s chest.

She felt him before she saw him.

The air shifted, pressure rolling through the clearing like a storm front. Her skin prickled. Her wolf surged forward sharply, no longer distant, no longer silent. The murmurs died as if cut short by a blade.

Alpha Kael Draven stepped into the light.

His presence bent the space around him—broad shoulders, controlled movements, a dominance so ingrained it felt less like something he exerted and more like something the world granted him automatically. Dark hair was tied at the nape of his neck, his face carved in strong, unforgiving lines. His eyes, steel-gray, caught the Blood Moon’s light and reflected it coldly.

When his gaze found hers, the world shattered.

Pain hit first—sudden and blinding. Heat followed instantly, ripping through her veins like fire poured directly into her blood. Her breath left her in a harsh gasp, knees threatening to fold beneath her. Everything narrowed to him—the sound of the pack fading, the torches blurring, the night collapsing inward.

Her wolf surged violently.

Mine.

The word slammed into her mind, not in her voice, but in something older, rougher, threaded with feral certainty. Recognition burned through her bones, instinct snapping into alignment with brutal finality.

Kael went rigid.

She felt his shock echo through the bond as clearly as the pain searing her own body. Denial followed—hard, immediate, vicious. Their wolves locked onto one another with ruthless clarity, an ancient mechanism engaging without permission or mercy.

Mate.

The truth was undeniable. It carved itself into her with the weight of law and fate combined.

Gasps erupted from the tiers. Elders surged to their feet. Fear spiked sharp enough to taste.

Lyra’s mouth opened. She didn’t know what she meant to say—his name, perhaps, or nothing at all.

“No.”

The word cut through everything.

Kael stepped forward, his expression already sealed behind Alpha control. Whatever flashed briefly in his eyes—fear, shock, regret—was gone as if it had never existed.

“No,” he repeated, louder now.

He turned deliberately toward the pack. “I reject this bond.”

The words were a hammer.

Lyra stared at him, her heartbeat roaring in her ears. This wasn’t possible. Mate bonds were sacred. Rare. Chosen by moon and blood and destiny itself.

“You can’t,” she whispered.

He didn’t look at her.

“By ancient pack law,” Kael continued, voice precise and merciless, “I name this bond a mistake of blood and fate. Lyra Blackthorne is unproven. Unfit. Unworthy of the Alpha’s claim.”

The murmurs turned sharp. Uneasy.

The bond screamed.

Pain tore through her chest as if invisible claws were ripping something vital from her. Heat flared violently, then froze, leaving her shaking and breathless. Her wolf snarled in outrage, slamming against her ribs, refusing to accept the words being spoken.

Kael raised his hand.

Power gathered, heavy and humming. The runes beneath Lyra’s feet began to glow.

“I reject you,” he said.

The bond shattered.

Lyra screamed as agony ripped through her mind and body, dropping her to the stone. Blood filled her mouth. Her hands scraped across the runes as her vision blurred, pain fracturing her sense of self. The severing was not clean—it was violent, jagged, ripping through memory and instinct alike.

The pack watched. No one moved.

The bond did not disappear. It recoiled, fractured, lashing wildly instead of dissolving. Heat flooded her veins, then sank deep, heavy and coiling, settling into her bones like something nesting.

A crack split the stone beneath her palm.

Gasps erupted.

The pain dulled, replaced by pressure—something vast pressing outward from inside her chest. Her wolf went utterly silent.

Then a new presence slid into the space between her thoughts.

Good.

The voice was smooth. Amused. Ancient.

Lyra’s breath hitched.

Now wake up.

Torches flickered violently. Shadows stretched unnaturally long, converging toward the center of the ring. The crack in the stone widened.

Lyra’s vision darkened as the Blood Moon loomed overhead, red and merciless. Her consciousness slipped, dragged under by pain, power, and something old stirring within her.

As darkness claimed her, the last thing she felt was not Kael’s rejection, nor the pack’s judgment—but the satisfied awareness of something that had been waiting a very long time to be unleashed.

And when the world went dark, Lyra Blackthorne ceased to be only a girl in the sacred ring.
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​The Alpha’s Choice
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POV: Kael

The moment the bond tore, Kael knew it hadn’t worked.

It should have been clean. Final. Mate-bonds, when rejected under full law and Blood Moon authority, were meant to sever like a blade through sinew—painful, brutal, but decisive. The records were clear. The elders had sworn it. The stones themselves were bound to that truth.

Yet as Lyra collapsed to the ground and her scream cut through the clearing, the tearing inside Kael did not end.

It deepened.

Power recoiled through him, savage and uncontrolled, slamming into his chest like a second heart beating out of rhythm with his own. His vision wavered for half a breath, silver flashing at the edges of his sight as his wolf surged forward in pure, feral protest.

Mine.

The snarl echoed through his skull with enough force that his teeth ground together. He locked his knees, forcing himself to remain upright as the pack watched. An Alpha did not stagger. An Alpha did not bleed weakness into the ground where others could scent it.

The Council was watching.

Their presence pressed in from the highest tier—ancient, suffocating, sharp with judgment. Kael could feel Elder Malrec’s gaze like a blade between his shoulders, cold and knowing. The others masked their reactions better, but they all felt it. The fracture. The wrongness.

Good, Kael told himself fiercely. Let them feel it. Let them believe the cost was paid.

Better pain now than annihilation later.

He forced his breathing into an even rhythm, shoulders set, posture unyielding. Law wrapped around him like armor, the familiar weight of Alpha authority settling into place even as something inside him burned.

He did not look at Lyra.

If he looked again, he was not certain he would still be standing.

The Herald began to speak—formal words to close the Trial—but Kael barely registered them. The world had narrowed to the roar in his ears, the phantom echo of the bond still screaming for recognition.

It would fade, he told himself. It had to. Every precedent said so.

And yet—

His wolf clawed at him relentlessly, not with the usual hunger for dominance or violence, but with raw fury. The beast paced the confines of his mind, hackles raised, teeth bared—not at Lyra, not at the pack, but at him.

Coward, it snarled.

Kael shoved it back with iron will, slamming mental barriers into place the way his father had taught him. Control was survival. Control was everything. He could not afford doubt—not tonight.

The Trial was over. The damage contained.

That was the lie he fed himself as the crowd slowly broke apart, murmurs swelling again as wolves turned on one another, speculating, whispering fear into the cold night air.

He stood until the clearing emptied.

Only when the last of the pack retreated into the forest and the torches began to gutter lower did Kael finally allow himself to move. His hands curled at his sides, fingers digging into his palms hard enough to bite skin.

Blood welled, warm and real this time.

Good, he thought grimly. Pain he understood.

The elders descended from their tier in a tight cluster. Malrec moved at their center, his expression a careful blend of concern and approval. He stopped a short distance away, eyes flicking briefly to the cracked stone at the center of the ring before returning to Kael’s face.

“You acted swiftly,” Malrec said. “Decisively.”

Kael inclined his head. “As the law requires.”

“And as prophecy demands,” another elder added, voice tight.

Kael’s jaw flexed. He did not answer that.

Malrec studied him for a long moment, sharp gaze probing. “You did the right thing,” he said softly. “Shadow always wears a pleasing face at first.”

Kael’s spine went rigid.

“She is not—” The words nearly left him before he could stop them. He swallowed and chose his correction carefully. “The bond was an anomaly. Nothing more.”

Malrec smiled thinly. “Of course.”

The Council departed soon after, their murmured discussion fading into the trees. Kael remained behind, staring at the place where Lyra had fallen. The stone was dark now, the runes dim, but he could still feel the echo of her there—pain, blood, power bleeding into the earth.

The bond pulsed in answer, a dull, poisonous ache.

When he finally turned away, the night felt wrong. The forest usually quieted after a Blood Moon Trial, as if the land itself exhaled once judgment was rendered. Tonight
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