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CHAPTER ONE

The Wolf Who Would Break for Her
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Nora made her choice before the ground finished cracking.

She felt the forest pulling at her, confused and splintering, answering too many voices at once. The boundary wavered, thin as stretched skin, and beyond it the woman waited with patient certainty, already tasting victory.

Eamon’s grip on her hand tightened painfully.

“If you open it,” he said hoarsely, “they’ll come through.”

“If I don’t,” Nora whispered back, “they’ll keep bleeding wolves until there’s nothing left to save.”

The truth of it settled hard and final.

She stepped forward.

Not toward the enemy.

Toward the land.

Nora pressed her palm flat against the earth.

“I’m not yours,” she said quietly. “I’m not theirs. I choose.”

The forest answered her like it had been waiting for permission.

The boundary didn’t collapse. It turned.

Roots tore up through the soil, not wild, not chaotic, but deliberate. Trees bent inward, branches locking together, forcing the intruders back with crushing force. The men shouted, stumbling as the ground shifted beneath them.

The woman’s smile faltered.

“That’s not how this works,” she snapped.

“Yes,” Nora said, voice steady despite the tremor running through her bones. “It is.”

She didn’t push outward.

She pulled in.

The forest surged behind Eamon.

Wolves poured from the trees, not snarling, not frenzied, but moving with lethal precision. Old. Scarred. Starving. Alive.

Eamon’s control snapped.

Not into madness.

Into purpose.

He shifted as far as he could without losing himself, teeth lengthening, eyes burning gold as he moved like a weapon given form. He didn’t charge blindly. He struck fast, brutal, exact.

Every wolf he passed straightened.

Every weakened body steadied.

Nora felt it then, sharp and undeniable.

Her blood didn’t just heal.

Her presence remembered them.

The woman screamed as a root wrapped around her ankle and dragged her to the ground. “You don’t understand what you are!”

“I do,” Nora said. “I’m the reason you can’t do this anymore.”

Eamon took down the last of the men with terrifying efficiency, the wolf riding him hard but not overtaking. Blood hit the dirt. The scent of fear burned through the night.

When it was over, the forest stood silent again.

Alive.

Wolves stood where shadows had been moments before, breathing hard, eyes locked on Nora with something like reverence.

Not worship.

Recognition.

Eamon turned back to her slowly, chest heaving, restraint hanging by a thread.

“You chose us,” he said.

“I chose life,” she replied. “Yours included.”

The woman tore herself free of the roots, limping back toward the road, her eyes wild now, hatred burning through the shock.

“This changes nothing,” she hissed. “You can’t protect them forever.”

Nora met her gaze without flinching. “Watch me.”

The vehicles fled.

The forest settled.

The wolves remained.

Eamon stepped closer to Nora, stopping himself inches from her, his voice rough with everything he was holding back.

“This saved them,” he said. “Tonight.”

“And tomorrow,” Nora said, “we make sure it lasts.”

His eyes darkened, something fierce and hungry coiling there.

“Then we don’t hide anymore,” he said. “We hunt what hunts us.”

Nora didn’t look away.

“Good,” she said. “I’m done being the reason wolves die quietly.”

Behind them, Ravensbrook slept, unaware that extinction had just been pushed back by one woman’s choice.

And somewhere beyond the trees, enemies regrouped.

Because Nora Hale had stopped being the answer.

She had become the line no one crossed twice.
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CHAPTER TWO

What the Wolves Remember
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The wolves did not leave when the danger passed.

They lingered at the edge of the clearing, half in shadow, half in moonlight, bodies still tense with readiness. Some were scarred. Some too thin. One limped, favouring a hind leg that had healed wrong long ago.

All of them watched Nora.

Not like animals sizing up prey.

Like survivors recognizing shelter.

Nora stood very still, heart hammering, the echo of the forest’s response still vibrating through her bones. She hadn’t meant to call them. She hadn’t even known she could.

Yet here they were.

One stepped forward.

It was smaller than the rest, grey-muzzled, eyes pale with age. It stopped a few feet away from her and lowered its head slowly, deliberately, baring the nape of its neck.

Submission.

Nora’s breath caught. “Eamon...”

“I see it,” he said tightly.

Another wolf followed. Then another. Not all at once. One by one, as if testing something fragile. They did not crowd her. They did not touch.

They waited.

The realization landed heavy and humbling.

“They’re not bowing,” Eamon said quietly. “They’re anchoring.”

Nora swallowed. “To me?”

“To what you allow,” he corrected. “To what you refuse.”

The grey wolf lifted its head and stepped closer. Close enough that Nora could see the clouding in its eyes, the tremor running through its legs. It sniffed the air near her wrist, then exhaled slowly.

The tremor eased.

The wolf straightened.

A sound rippled through the clearing. Not a howl. Something lower. Resonant. Others answered it, one after another, until the forest thrummed with a shared breath.

Eamon stiffened.

The wolf inside him surged violently, answering the call without permission.

“No,” he growled, more to himself than to them.

Nora turned just in time to see him step back, fists clenched, jaw locked so tight she thought it might crack.

“Eamon,” she said softly.

“Don’t,” he warned. “They’re pulling at me.”

She hesitated, then took a step toward him.

The wolves did not react.

They watched.

“I won’t command you,” Nora said. “But I won’t let them take you either.”

Her hand closed gently around his wrist.

Heat flared instantly beneath her fingers. His breath hitched, sharp and unsteady. The wolf slammed forward, desperate and furious, craving contact, claiming, relief.

Eamon ripped his hand free and turned away, pacing several steps into the darkness.

“You can’t touch me like that,” he said hoarsely. “Not now.”

“Why,” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“Because they feel you,” he said. “Every one of them. And the wolf feels it too.”

He dragged a hand down his face, struggling to keep his voice level. “They’re bonding to you because you make them whole.”

“And you,” she said.

His shoulders went rigid.

“No,” he said immediately.

Silence stretched.

Then, more quietly, “I’m bonding to you because I don’t know how not to.”

The words landed like a blow.

Nora took a breath. “Then
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