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      Content Warning





    

    
      The Supreme Luna is a reverse harem paranormal romance duet featuring emotionally intense themes, sexually explicit content, and mild violence. Please review the content notes below to make sure this book is a good fit for you.



    
        Content Notes

    



	Human auction / human trafficking themes

	Captivity and imprisonment

	Emotional manipulation

	Mild violence

	Rejection and abandonment themes

	Sexually explicit scenes

	Cliffhanger ending

	Book 1 ends with an HFN (Happy For Now). The complete romantic and story resolution concludes in Book 2.





    

  

    
      
        To the hearts still waiting to be chosen,
just choose yourself anyway.
You deserve all the great things in this world.
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A Million Dollar Lycan




    

    
      

    
        Alexa

    



“No! Please, don’t! Let me go!” I scream at the top of my lungs.



My hands are pinned by two men as they drag me out of my house. I kick and fight with everything I have, but it doesn’t matter. My wolf can’t fight back. She only whimpers in the back of my mind.

“It’s alright, Alexa. It’ll be fine,” my stepmother says quietly, eyes fixed on the floor. My stepsister stands beside her, dabbing at her eyes, putting on a show of tears.

“Mom, please. Help me. Don’t sell me out,” I beg, my voice breaking. She doesn’t move.

“I’m sorry, Alexa, but we don’t have anything else to cover your father’s debt,” she says, her voice trembling as tears slide down her cheeks.

It has to be a lie. How did they hide so much? Where’s our TV? The cars? Did we really go broke overnight?

“No. This has to be a mistake,” I say, desperate.

“Shut up, girl.” One of the brutes slaps me so hard my teeth split my lip. Blood spills down my chin. “Your old man owed us a million dollars. Now he’s dead, so you pay it off.”

“A million dollars?” Shock punches the air out of my chest. I stare at him, then at my stepmother, my hands shaking.

“That’s not possible. My dad was a good man. He was the Alpha. He wouldn’t do that,” I shout as the brute hauls me toward the door.

They don’t listen. His grip tightens on my shoulders and arms until it burns. Right before the door slams shut, my stepmother and stepsister cover their snickers with their hands, trying to hide their smiles.

It’s them. They’re the ones who borrowed the money. I know it.

All for their flashy lifestyle. They just flew out of the country for a week on a private jet. Was all that bragging bought with debt?

Tomorrow, I’m supposed to reclaim my inheritance. My parents’ house. Their assets. Until I turned eighteen last week, everything’s been held in trust under my stepmother’s name. I was supposed to meet my father’s lawyer in the morning to sign the settlement papers.

Now this happens. They planned it.

“No. It wasn’t my father. It was them,” I scream, fighting uselessly.

“Enough.” Another man clamps a handkerchief over my mouth.

The sharp bite of wolfsbane floods my senses. My head spins. My strength drains fast. The world starts to blur, slipping away from me piece by piece.

Just before I lose consciousness, I catch sight of someone standing off in the distance. Moonlight cuts across his face, pale against the dark closing in on me.

Alpha Gabriel.

The man who’s supposed to be my mate. The man who’s supposed to mark me next week. He doesn’t move. He just watches.

His blond hair glows under the moonlight, almost angelic, but his eyes are cold. Empty. There’s no mercy in them at all.
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            * * *

        

I wake to a shrill ringing inside my ears. A rough hand slaps my face, someone barking at me to wake up. I force my eyes open, slow and heavy, but I still can’t see a damn thing. I blink hard, searching for light. There’s nothing. A fabric covers my eyes, I can’t even breath properly, and the rough texture on my cheeks indicate that my head is fully covered.

A thick cloth gags my mouth, wet with my saliva, stretched tight and forcing my jaw open. I swallow again and again, trying to soothe the raw dryness in my throat. My hands are tied behind my back. Silver chains bite into my wrists every time I move, scraping my skin.

Help. Someone, help me.

I cry out through the mind link to my wolf. Deep down, I already know it’s useless. I can’t feel her strength, can’t shift, can’t even steady my own breathing.

I tilt my head, trying to peer past the cloth over my eyes. Two big hands grab my arms and drag me forward. My feet stumble before they shove me down onto a hard chair. Their grip crushes my shoulders when I try to bolt, heavy and unyielding.

Fingers work at the knot around my head. The cloth loosens. Then it’s ripped away in one sharp pull.

Light explodes across my vision. I gasp and bow my head, blinking fast as my eyes burn. Slowly, painfully, I adjust.

When I look up again, dozens of masked faces stare back at me. Gold, silver, black, and white masks. Blank eyes, yet all of them are watching, measuring me. My heart slams against my ribs as muffled sounds tear out of my gagged mouth. Who are they?

“Ladies and gentlemen, let’s move along to our next piece,” a man announces, his voice slick and practiced. “A rare eighteen-year-old Lycan girl. Pure Alpha blood from the south. Untouched. Virgin.” He gestures toward me like I’m furniture. “She’s got healing magic too. Tough as they come. Makes a fine punching bag.”

My stomach drops. They really are selling me. This is real.

“We’ll start the bidding at one million,” the auctioneer says, smiling.

Silence. Low murmurs ripple through the room, but no paddles rise.

“Anyone?” he pushes, scanning the crowd. “Alright then. Nine hundred grand. Anybody?”

A knot twists deep in my gut. The air reeks of sweat, metal, old blood. But beneath it all, there’s a scent I’ve never known before. Warm. Musky. Steady. It calms my shaking nerves in a way that scares me.

“Five hundred grand!” a fat man yells.

No one counters. The auctioneer paces, eyes darting from face to face. I shake my head, tears spilling freely now. My nose burns. My throat aches around the gag.

“Anyone else?” he says, sighing. “C’mon now. Nobody interested?”

Oh Goddess. This can’t be real. The fat man chuckles, lips curling into a smug, crooked smile. He already sees me broken.

I scan the room fast. Guards everywhere. Every exit blocked. Except the front, where the crowd is thick. There’s a stair behind them, the only stair in the room with a faint light from upstairs. It must be the exit. Maybe I’ll have a chance.

When the pressure on my shoulders eases just enough, I run.

I lunge past the auctioneer. He squeaks, stumbling back. For half a heartbeat, hope sparks. Then white-hot pain clamps around my wrist. Electric heat tears through the silver chain, ripping through my body. My legs give out. I crash hard onto the floor, convulsing as agony pulses through me.

Guards pile on, pinning my arms and shoulders. I fight, thrash, sob. One of them lashes my calf with something sharp, and I cry out, raw and broken.

“One million.”

The voice cuts through the chaos, deep and commanding. The room freezes, even me.

A tall man steps forward through the crowd, dressed in a dark suit. He lifts paddle number two beside his face. Black hair brushes his jaw. A black mask hides everything but his eyes.

My heart pounds hard against my chest, each beat pressing into my ribs, yet the rhythm fall in step with the man’s footsteps. My neck and back ache from holding my head up too long, straining just to see him more clearly. Just a little clearer, enough to figure out what he wants.

Is he really going to save me from all this hell?

“Stop,” he says, low and firm. “She’s mine.”

The auctioneer lights up. “Oh, yes! One million dollars! Sold!”

The guards haul me upright and drag me toward the curtain. My body shakes, barely holding together.

Someone bought me.

For a split second, my gaze locks with the dark eyes behind that mask. In my chest, hatred blooms sharp and bitter. I curse the auctioneer, my stepmother, Alpha Gabriel who abandoned me, and the man who just claimed me.

I wait in numb, hollow despair for what feels like forever in the cramped backstage. The noise outside is muffled and distant, like it belongs to another world I’ve already been cut off from.

A guard grips my bound hands and yanks me forward. They march me out of the building and toward a white limousine parked under dim lights. The door opens, then a rough shove sends me tumbling into the back seat. My wrists are still chained. My mouth is still gagged with a cloth.

The door shuts. Only then do I realize I’m not alone. The man who bought me is already inside.

Without the mask, his bright brown eyes catch the light. Sharp. Alert. Watching everything. His jet-black hair falls to his shoulders, smooth and dark, and he casually combs it back toward his nape, unhurried, like he owns the space. And he knows that he owns me. His presence fills the car before he says a single word.

“Alexa! He’s our mate!” Mythril squeals inside my head, practically vibrating with excitement.

The wolf inside my soul has fully awakened. The drug I inhaled must have affected her too, knocking her into unconsciousness. Funny. I can’t even shield my own wolf from the physical effects hitting my body.

And now she wakes up only to start spouting nonsense, claiming that the man who just bought me is my mate. Who the hell would believe something like that?

“No. That’s not possible.” I reject that idea to my wolf.

“Don’t lie to yourself. He’s our mate. I can sense his wolf’s presence, his wolf’s scents, and this warmth radiating from him. Can’t you feel it?”

His suit stretches across a broad chest, tailored to a massive frame. A neatly trimmed beard lines his jaw and reaches his sideburns. The thought of that roughness brushing against my skin flashes through my mind without permission. My body betrays me with a tremor.

His scent floods the car, thick and intoxicating, curling around my senses until my head spins. It feels like I might tip forward and fall straight into his lap.

I hate him. I hate that he was willing to buy me like property. And yet there’s a sick twist of hope blooming in my chest anyway. If this pull comes from the mate bond, then I’m already doomed. I curse myself silently, shaking where I sit.

The car starts moving. My eyes lock on his, but from the corner of my eye I catch shadows of trees sliding past the window. We’re leaving a forest. Somewhere I wish I recognized.

My tears finally spill, unstoppable now. Any hope of returning to the Silver Moon Pack, to my home, shatters as the car speeds out through the darkness. Whatever waits for me next feels endless and cold.

“Let’s see,” he says, shifting closer in one smooth, unhurried movement.

His scent grows stronger, pressing into me, coaxing my body into stillness. His hand reaches toward me. I shake my head and try to scoot away, but the door blocks me, hard and final. There’s nowhere to go.

“It’s alright,” he says, voice low and even. Calm in a way that makes it worse. “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m just taking the gag off.”

My heart hammers. Fear coils tight in my chest, but his tone slips under my skin like an order I want to obey. Not because of Alpha dominance.

This is something else. Something twisted. Disgust tangled with longing, freezing me in place as his fingers loosen the cloth and pull it free.

Air rushes into my lungs. My sobs quiet, though my body still shakes. I force myself to breathe, to swallow the terror and the hatred. Even as Mythril hums with joy at finding her mate, a sound in my head that makes my stomach twist.

“Did they hurt you anywhere else?” he asks, eyes scanning my face.

My whole body stays tense. I try to move, but the only thing I can manage is a weak shake of my head, my lips trembling uncontrollably.

“Good.” His gaze softens just a fraction. “What’s your name?”

My breath comes ragged. The chains scrape my wrists as my hands shake. My lips ache from bruising. He waits, patient, watching me fight for my voice.

“A—Alexa,” I stammer. Come on. Breathe. I gulp, trying to steady myself, trying to speak again. “Alexa Dawson.”

“Dawson, you say?” He tilts his head. “Don’t tell me you’re the infamous sole heiress of Alpha Dawson from Silver Moon Pack?” A smile rise on his cheek.

He recognizes my name. Of course he does. We are one of the last five pure werewolf blood packs in the region. But infamous? Have the false accusations about my father’s debt already spread that far?

I don’t know if that knowledge will save me or destroy me. So I keep my mouth shut and wait for whatever he decides to throw at me. My silence gives enough answer.

He smiles, then leans in close and speaks in a low voice. “I’m Alastair Knox.”

The name hits me like ice water.

Alpha Alastair Knox. Blood Moon Pack. One of the five strongest packs on the continent.

I awkwardly rub my shoulder against my mouth, smearing away dried saliva and blood. The soft clink of the silver chains draws his attention.

“Please, Alpha Alastair,” I whisper. “Can you help me? This is a misunderstanding.”

He nods slowly. “I heard the story. Broker said you sold yourself to cover your father’s gambling debts.”

“No,” I snap, panic sharpening my voice. “That wasn’t my father. It was my stepmother. My father and I had nothing to do with it. Please. Let me go.”

For a moment, I believe he might. Then a low growl vibrates from his chest.

His clawed hand snaps up, gripping my jaw and throat. I choke, a soundless cry trapped tight as my breath cuts off.

“Let you go?” he says softly. Dangerously calm. “After I paid a million dollars for you.”

His face draws closer. My body shivers despite myself.

“I don’t give a damn whose debt it was,” he continues. “I paid for you. That means you pay me back. If you don’t have the money, there’s only one way left.”

He inhales slowly, deeply, breathing me in. I squeeze my eyes shut, hating the spark that races through me anyway. Hating the hope I ever had that he would save me.

“Please,” I whisper. “We’re mates. Don’t you feel it?”

“Yes,” he says without hesitation. “That’s exactly why I won’t let you go. You’ll bear my lycan children. You’ll use your healing magic to strengthen my rule.”

The words land heavy and final. The fantasy shatters. No homecoming. I should have known. The higher I hope, the harder the disappointment hits.

He tightens his grip, then drags his tongue along the shell of my ear. Heat floods my face. My body betrays me again, trembling as my mind reels.

Why can’t I fight this? Why won’t my body obey me?

“Feel that?” he murmurs, almost amused. “That’s our bond.”

“Please,” I cry. “I don’t want this. I reject you.”

The slap comes fast and brutal. My head snaps sideways, pain exploding across my cheek. He chuckles, low and rough.

“Lucky for you,” he says, fingers tipping my chin back toward him, “my mate, a lycan girl with magic power, heals faster than a mere werewolf.”

His other hand presses into my thigh, sliding higher. I sob and try to pull away, but his grip only tightens, forcing my legs apart.

“No. Stop. Please.”

“Don’t fight it,” he says quietly, smiling crookedly. “We’re bound. Nothing stops fate. Especially not when I decide it’s time.”

My body shakes violently under his touch.

“Tell me,” he murmurs, fingers brushing my inner thigh, “are you really a virgin?”
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Save Me




    

    
      

    
        Alexa

    



The car speeds at a violent pace. This kind of speed doesn’t belong to an ordinary vehicle. This must be a Rider. A normal human car modified with magical gears to absorb the energy of the driver and passengers, converting it into brutal acceleration.



My head grows heavier by the second. The dizziness thickens. My stomach twists, rolling harder and harder until the truth settles in.

“Answer me,” Alpha Alastair growls.

His voice is right in front of my face. The sound of it snaps through me. My body jerks, every muscle locking tight. I tremble, forcing myself to stay upright, to stay conscious.

“I’m not,” I whimper.

“What?”

“I’m not a virgin,” I say, the words scraping their way out of my throat.

He stills. His grip tightens around my neck, cutting off my air. My lungs burn as his eyes flare, bright crimson, sharp with fury. His other hand digs into my inner thigh, fingers biting deep.

“Those bastard in the auction lied? So, who took it?” he grunts.

I shake my head, refusing him, panic rattling through me.

“Answer me. Who took it?” His voice drops, slow and deliberate. “Was it someone from your pack?”

Everything inside me spirals. My thoughts scatter, but his stare pins me where I sit, heavy and commanding, forcing obedience without a single order spoken.

“Alpha Gabriel,” I choke out between breaths. The truth spills whether I want it to or not.

His eyes narrow, something dark flashing across his face. Before he can say another word, my stomach heaves. The pressure from the Rider twists my gut violently. I try to swallow it back, but it’s useless.

My body rebels. I vomit. Liquid spills from my mouth, soaking my clothes and splashing onto him where he’s pressed too close.

“Agh. You cursed woman,” he snarls, shoving me away in disgust. “Stop the car!” He shouts the order to the driver.

I collapse against the seat, shaking, gasping for air as the Rider jerks to a stop. Alpha Alastair opens the door and steps out without looking back. Cold air rushes in, then the door slams shut again, sealing me inside.

He makes a call outside, his voice low and controlled, like this is nothing more than a minor inconvenience. He asks for a replacement car and fresh clothes. I am not mentioned.

I sit alone, the gag removed but still voiceless, drenched in my own vomit. The stench is unbearable, and there is nothing I can do with silver cuffs locked around my wrists. The driver keeps his eyes forward, pretending I don’t exist. The silence stretches, thick and humiliating, pressing down on me harder than Alastair’s grip ever did.

This is what I am to them. A mess to be cleaned up. A problem to be transferred. I curl inward on the seat, shaking, swallowed by the dark as the Rider starts speeding again.
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            * * *

        

I don’t know what else I have done wrong. Whatever the Moon Goddess wants from me, she has fated me to a terrible life, one so cruel that I no longer understand what I am meant to endure or how I am supposed to survive it.

Alpha Alastair’s rage throws me into the underground dungeon of the Blood Moon Pack. The moment he learns that I am no longer a virgin, something in him snaps. It only worsens with the humiliation of his ruined clothes and his soiled car. His anger is sharp and final, leaving no room for explanation or mercy.

Instead of a luxurious room in the packhouse, instead of the title of Luna I once dared to imagine, he abandons me in a filthy, dust-choked corner of the underground prison. I lie there wondering if lying about my virginity would have changed anything, if pretending might have spared me this fate. The answer comes with a bitter clarity. Probably not.

“It looks like he doesn’t want me as his mate anymore,” I say to Mythril.

“Yes,” Mythril replies after a moment, her tone subdued. “But he already bought you. That means he won’t just let you go.”

“So I’m useful.” I sigh. “Just not as a mate.”

“Likely not,” she says. “More like something he can use or the mate bond pulls him to keep you close.”

“As a punching bag, maybe.”

Time loses its meaning behind the iron bars. I don’t know how long I remain curled up on the cold floor, knees drawn to my chest, my body aching from stillness and fear. The bars are designed for werewolves, reinforced and unforgiving. The scent of wolfsbane poison saturates the air, sharp and dizzying, burying my senses until my head spins and my limbs feel heavy and weak.

There are no windows. No cracks in the ceiling. Nothing to tell me whether it’s day or night. I can only guess the passing of time by the guards who bring food twice a day, sliding trays through the narrow slot beneath the bars. It feels like a week passes.

Alpha Alastair never comes. He never speaks to me. It’s as if he has forgotten entirely that he spent a million dollars to claim me. No one answers my questions. They pretend I’m just a pet to be fed.

One night, a guard returns with the usual tray of food. As soon as it slides into my cell, something feels wrong.

The scent is different. Mint and pine drift toward me, calm and clean, completely out of place in this filthy dungeon. The food itself looks the same as always, thin porridge and cold broth, unremarkable and dull in color.

I step closer, my suspicion growing. When I pull the tray toward me, I notice the spoon. A tissue is wrapped around it, folded neatly, almost carefully, like something served in a restaurant far above ground.

Frowning, I unwrap it. The scent grows stronger. Now I am certain it isn’t the food. It’s the tissue. When I unfold it fully, my breath catches in my throat.

Get out now!



My heart slams hard against my ribs. Hope surges so suddenly it nearly knocks me off balance. I shove the tray aside, my hands shaking as I reach for the lock.

The padlock is gone.

I stare at it, disbelief washing over me. When did this happen? How long has it been open?

“It has to be the guard from earlier,” Mythril says, her voice sharp with realization.

Faint grunts and low growls drift in from outside. Then everything falls quiet again, leaving only the soft whisper of air moving through the darkness. The rustle of leaves and a thin whistling breeze slip into my cell. It is the same sound I hear every time a guard comes to bring my food.

But this time, it doesn’t stop. The sound lingers.

Cold air seeps into the cell, brushing against my skin. It carries the sharp stench of wolfsbane and damp earth, stirring it up from the dungeon floor until the smell thickens in every breath I take.

I don’t hesitate. I unlatch the iron door and push it open. The wolfsbane stings my nose and burns my fingers, but the scent of mint and pine cuts through it, steady and grounding, lending me strength I didn’t know I still had.

My footsteps echo through the filthy hallway as I sprint toward the exit. Ahead, the outer iron door hangs slightly ajar. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. This narrow gap is where the wind has been slipping into the dungeon.

I draw in a deep breath, steady myself, then push the door while my heart beats wildly. Nothing stops me. And just like that, I step outside.

I gasp and take a deep breath. Two guards lie sprawled on the ground, unmoving. What has happened to them?

My heart pounds as I look around. To the right, far in the distance are the pack’s residential houses. The packhouse. There are three silhouettes in the distance, rushing closer to where I stand now. That direction means capture, maybe worse. 

To the left, behind the prison building, a faint light spills toward the forest. Instinct takes over. I run toward the trees.

My feet scrape against dirt and roots, pain shooting up my legs as blood rushes through me so fast it hurts. Time after time, the wolfsbane fades gradually. Clean air fills my lungs, sharp and purifying, especially as I run with nothing but escape in my mind.

“There she is.”

I turn my head just enough to see a Gamma warrior shouting as he charges toward me. Two guards follow close behind him. I push myself harder, plunging deeper into the forest.

“Stop!”

They gain on me. My bare feet bruise against rocks and dry leaves. I glance back and see how close they are.

A gust of wind carries the scent of spicy mint and calming pine. In the next heartbeat, someone crashes into one of the guards, tackling him to the ground. The impact sends them both rolling.

“Keep running!” a man shouts.

I stop without meaning to. A stranger stands between me and my pursuers. One man against three. I don’t recognize him, yet something about him feels familiar, like a memory I can’t quite reach.

I can’t look away. He moves fast and fierce, striking with precision, knocking one guard down. The other two break past him and chase me again.

I turn to run, slowing just enough to see what happens next. The stranger lunges after the second guard, slamming into him from behind. They roll across the forest floor before he hauls the man up and throws him straight into the Gamma.

The last guard attacks from behind. The stranger elbows him, strikes his thigh, then drives him into the ground.

“Run!” he shouts again.

I force myself to move and leave him behind. Then his voice cries out in pain. I stop and turn back.

My chest tightens as I see him overwhelmed now, bloodied and pinned. Two guards hold him down while the Gamma hammers his stomach with brutal punches.

“He’s outnumbered,” Mythril says urgently.

I bite my lower lip, watching his face twist with every blow. Something burns inside me, hot and restless. With ragged breaths, I weigh the choice before me.

Can I help him? Am I strong enough? The wolfsbane has completely worn off. The dizziness is gone. My head is clear again. But there is one problem no potion, no ritual, no miracle can fix.

I can’t shift. I can’t control my wolf.

So how am I supposed to help him? I’m just a weak girl who can’t even take her Lycan form. Yes, I have magic. But it’s useless in a fight. It heals. That is all it does. Nothing powerful. Nothing like what that auction master bragged about.

Still, I can’t just stand here or run away. For some reason I don’t fully understand, he saved me. Now he’s getting beaten by three guards, and more could come at any second.

If I want to make it out of here alive, my gut tells me to follow him. He knows how to get into the dungeon, pretend to be a guard, and unlock the door without hesitation. If he knows how to get in, then he must already have a plan to get out. So, I have to help him.

A strained groan slips from my throat as I force my legs to move. Then I break into a run, heading straight back toward him.

“Yes, girl. That’s it. Let’s wreck them,” Mythril whoops, her voice bright with fierce pride.

I run until I’m close enough to see the fight clearly, but still far enough to stay out of reach. The chaos swirls in front of me, bodies colliding, snarls tearing through the night.

I stop in front of a thick, towering tree. I’ve never done a magic this big before, yet something inside me swells with every second, a quiet strength blooming where fear used to live. Confidence rises in my chest. I press myself against the tree, my arms wrapping around its rough trunk.

“For those who grow, there will be wilt.” I pour every thought, every fragment of will, into the tree beneath my hands. My fingers dig into the bark, nails biting deep as I press harder.

My energy sinks into the tree, threading through every cell, sliding down into its roots. The ground trembles. Roots surge through the soil and burst upward near the Gamma’s feet, coiling around him like living snakes. With every stretch of the roots, leaves fall from the branches above me. One by one, until a storm of them spins through the air, swirling so thick it blurs my vision.

The Gamma screams as the roots tighten. His legs are trapped, one limb flushing red as the pressure cuts off his blood flow.

“What in hell is this?” the guard yells, panic breaking his voice. “Dark magic?”

His grip loosens. In that instant, the dark-haired man snaps his head back, slamming it into the warrior’s chin and face. The second guard groans, staggering, and the man does not hesitate. He strikes once more, clean and brutal, dropping him cold.

“Chicken,” the Gamma snarls, shifting into his wolf form. His slender legs tear free from the roots as he lands on all fours.

I force my energy forward again, trying to lengthen and tighten the roots, but exhaustion crashes into me all at once. The leaves are gone now. The branches above are dry and lifeless. My hands slip from the bark as my knees buckle.

“Goddess, that took everything,” Mythril pants, and I collapse too, sinking to the ground, too weak to hold myself upright.

My breathing comes hard and fast. Sweat slides down my temples as if I have been caught in a sudden downpour. Just when I think my body will not give me another breath, the dark-haired man shifts.

“Oh my Goddess…” I gasp.

He turns into a wolf, but not like the Gamma. He stays upright, balanced on two powerful legs. His body expands, growing several times over, muscle rolling beneath thick gray fur that spreads across tan skin. A tail extends from the base of his spine, heavy and strong.

He’s enormous and breathtaking. His eyes glow like a winter sky stretched wide with stars as he looks down at the Gamma, who suddenly seems too fragile to fight.

The Gamma hesitates, though his breath still burns with hunger for a fight. He lunges. He aims for the man’s hand, but the size difference seals his fate.

A massive gray arm catches him midair and hurls him into a tree with bone-rattling force. The Gamma scrambles up and charges again, only to be met with a slash of sharp claws that rip through his skin, carving deep into his stomach. He howls, collapsing to the forest floor, writhing in agony.

“Lycan!” one of the guards screams, bolting into the dark.

The gray creature turns toward me. His breathing is heavy. We stare at each other in silence, and somehow, despite everything, fear never comes.

“My hero,” Mythril sighs, dreamy and soft.

Footsteps thunder in the distance. More of them. The guard must have called for backup. Without a word, he strides to me, wraps an arm around my waist, and in one smooth motion, slings me over his shoulder like a sack of grain.

“Hey. Put me down,” I protest, pounding weakly at his back. He ignores me completely.

My face points toward the trail behind us as he tears through the forest. I clutch the thick fur at his back, gripping tight so I do not slip. Shapes chase us in the distance, but he is faster, weaving through trees, leaping roots, carrying me as if I weigh nothing at all. Before long, the sounds fade. The pursuers vanish.

“Where are we going?” I shout over the rush of wind. “Were you the one who got me out of that cell? Why did you save me?” He doesn’t answer.

The forest slopes downward, opening onto a long wooden dock. Several small boats and yachts bob gently at the edge of the water. He stops beside one of them and finally sets me down.

“C’mon. Get in,” he says, low and firm.

A gunshot cracks through the air. I flinch, clapping my hands over my ears, my knees locking as fear freezes me in place. The boat is only one step away, but my body refuses to move.

“It’s alright,” he says, calmer now. “You’re good. Let’s go.”

He guides me forward, an arm steady at my shoulders, a hand firm at my waist. I jump into the boat just as another shot echoes, the vessel rocking beneath my feet. He unties the rope and leaps in after me, the boat swaying violently as he starts the engine.

I curl into a corner while the motor roars to life. The boat lunges forward, slicing through the water.

“Alexa!” Alpha Alastair howls from the dock.

More shots ring out. I duck again, heart hammering, but the silver bullets miss us, splashing uselessly into the dark water in front of me.

His long howl cuts straight through me. There is pain in it, raw and unmistakable, and it tangles with the chaos already tearing through my chest. It hurts to be torn from a fated mate, no matter what he is. Kind or cruel, protector or monster, the bond doesn’t let go without leaving a wound.
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I mourn my fate in the corner of the small boat. My arms wrap around my knees, pulling myself tight as if I can keep the world out that way, but my tears refuse to stop.



I don’t understand why all of this keeps happening to me. I have never known what it feels like to be fully loved. My mother died when I was six, torn apart while protecting me from a rogue attack. My father, once a powerful Alpha, passed away six months ago, taken by heart failure after years of fighting it with medication.

The strangest part is I don’t even remember any of it. Trauma, they say. All I know is that after his death, the house turns cold.

My stepmother and stepsister strip away what little place I have left and turn me into a servant in my own home. I never expected it. After years of love and care, she turned into something cruel the moment my father was gone.

I told myself I just have to endure. Just until I turn eighteen. Just until my wolf awakens strong enough to set me free.

Instead, my wolf’s power spirals out of control, wild and overwhelming. It leaves me unable to shift, branded as weak, incapable of controlling my own wolf spirit. I don’t even remember the night of the wolf blessing ritual.

I wake up in the hospital a week after the night of my wolf blessing ritual, and suddenly I can hear Mythril. A voice inside my head. But that is all she is. Just another presence in my thoughts, without any real power I can use.

My hand presses to my forehead as bitter laughter slips through my sobs. It’s almost funny, the way people trade cruelty for money without hesitation. Or how my mind tucks everything traumatic into the darkest corner of my soul and locks it away.

What hurts the most is Alpha Gabriel. Aren’t we mates? Aren’t we supposed to stay together forever? I even give my virginity to him, believing in the love between us.

But what did he do to me? He saw me being taken. He just stood there and watched me get dragged away, yet he didn’t lift a finger to help. Not even a step. Not a word. Nothing. That realization burns deeper than any wound in my chest.

And Alpha Alastair, who acknowledges our bond, still locks me in a dungeon like I’m nothing but trash to be thrown away. All because I’m not a virgin? What does that even matter in a marriage built on power and control?

Still, maybe it’s better this way. Better not to be claimed by him at all.

“Hey. Eat this, alright.”

The man’s voice cuts through my thoughts, low and steady. He hands me a small can of biscuits, then gives a brown leather jacket.

“Thank you,” I murmur, slipping the jacket over my shoulders.

“Here. Put this on your cuts.” He passes me a small bottle of healing ointment.

“Thanks,” I say quietly, taking it from him.

I don’t truly need it. My wounds will heal by morning. He’s a Lycan too. He should know that. Still, I accept it for what it is, kindness, and I cling to it.

The moment our fingers brush, a sharp jolt races through me, invisible and electric. We both freeze. The bottle slips from my hand and clatters to the floor.

What the hell was that?

“I’m sorry,” I blurt out.

I grab the bottle and clutch it to my chest. Silence stretches between us. I turn my face toward the dark water, rubbing the back of my neck as goosebumps rise across my skin.

“Get it together, Alexa.”

To hide my awkwardness, I rub the ointment into the scratches on my legs, then push up my sleeve. The sight makes me hiss. Red swelling blooms across my arm, bark marks left behind from the magic I poured into the tree earlier.

“Here. Let me help,” he says, reaching for the bottle.

“No, it’s fine. I’ve got it.” I shake my head.

“C’mon. Just let me.” His voice softens. “I ain’t gonna bite.”

Something in his tone settles me. Grounded. Real. I meet his eyes, and after a long moment, I nod. Carefully, like he’s wary of repeating whatever just happened, he takes the bottle from me.

I roll my sleeve higher and hold out my arm. The bruise looks worse up close, angry and deep. He spreads the cream gently over my skin. I flinch as the cool ointment sinks in, soothing and sharp all at once.

“You’ll be alright,” he says, glancing up at my face. “Stuff like this heals quick for Lycan like us.”

“Thank you,” I say, managing a small smile.

I know nothing about him. Only that he pulls me out of a place I thought would be my grave. Gratitude weighs heavy in my chest, tangled with confusion.

“My name’s Alexa Dawson,” I say. “Just call me Alexa. What about you?”

He stares at me for a long moment, then clears his throat. “Harlow. Harlow Phillips.” He screws the lid back on the bottle, jaw tight.

“Thank you,” I whisper again. “For saving me.” I hesitate, then ask the question that has been clawing at me. “Why did you do it?”

Harlow looks at me, his brow drawing together as he thinks longer than he probably means to. “Just felt right.”

I blink, caught off guard. That answer doesn’t quite sit right, but I don’t know how to challenge it.

“The tree roots,” he says after a moment, calm curiosity in his voice. “The way they wrapped around that guard earlier. That was you, right? Your magic?”

“Yeah.” I nod.

“Your arm,” he says, tilting his chin toward the bruises. “Is that from it?”

“Not directly, I think
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      meet the following conditions:
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          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed

          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or

          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,

          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
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          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
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          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed

          as modifying the License.



      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and

      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions

      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or

      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,

      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with

      the conditions stated in this License.



   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,

      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work

      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of

      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.

      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify

      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed

      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.



   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade

      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
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      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.



   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or

      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each

      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,

      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or

      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions

      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A

      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the

      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any

      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.



   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,

      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,

      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly

      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be

      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,

      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a

      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the

      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,

      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all

      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor

      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.



   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing

      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,

      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,

      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this

      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only

      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf

      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,

      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability

      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
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   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]



   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");

   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.

   You may obtain a copy of the License at



       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0



   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software

   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,

   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.

   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and

   limitations under the License.
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PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.





