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A GoodNovel Exclusive Romance



"I, Alpha Killian of the Blood Moon Pack, reject you, Aria. A weak human can never stand beside me as Luna."Those brutal words broke Aria’s heart, but they didn't break her spirit. Standing before the most ruthless Alpha King, she kept her ultimate secret hidden—she was pregnant with his child.Five years later, Aria is living a quiet human life, raising her fiercely protective, half-werewolf son, Leo. But when a twist of fate brings Leo face-to-face with the Alpha King himself, the secret is out. Killian recognizes his own dark aura and silver eyes in the boy.Now, the ruthless Alpha will stop at nothing to claim his son—and the human mate he foolishly threw away. But can Aria ever forgive the monster who rejected her?
Chapter 1: The Heartbreak and The Escape

The grand hall of the Blood Moon Pack house was suffocatingly quiet. Heavy crystal chandeliers hung from the vaulted wooden ceilings, casting long, sharp shadows across the polished white marble floor. Aria stood dead center in the room, her small hands trembling violently against the thin, faded fabric of her yellow sundress. She felt entirely out of place, swallowed up by the sheer opulence of the room and the oppressive, predatory energy of the crowd surrounding her. Dozens of towering, muscular werewolves lined the perimeter, their intense, judgmental gazes boring into her like daggers. To them, she was an anomaly, an interloper, and an outright insult to their pride.At the far end of the hall, elevated on a small stone dais, stood Alpha Killian. He was a vision of terrifying perfection. Standing at six feet four inches of raw, sculpted muscle, he possessed a razor-sharp jawline, dark hair that fell perfectly across his forehead, and eyes like molten silver that burned with an icy, unyielding ferocity. Killian was the undisputed King of the northern packs, a ruthless leader who ruled with an absolute iron fist. He was feared by allies and enemies alike, a man who had never shown a single moment of weakness in his entire life.And he was her true mate.Aria’s inner wolf—a faint, dormant spark due to her mostly human lineage—had hummed to life the exact moment she turned eighteen, pointing her soul directly toward him. The pull had been magnetic, an undeniable cosmic thread linking her fragile heart to his immense power. But while the Moon Goddess had chosen her for him, Killian looked down at her from his dais as if she were nothing but dirt beneath his polished boots. To him, the bond was a mistake, a cruel joke played by the heavens."I will not repeat myself, Aria," Killian’s voice boomed, sending a literal tremor through the marble floorboards and rattling the glass windows. The sheer, suffocating weight of his Alpha aura swept across the room, hitting Aria like a physical wall. Her knees buckled slightly, and her head was forced downward by the invisible pressure of his command. "Look at me."Aria bit her lower lip so hard she tasted copper, forcing her trembling muscles to defy the weight of his aura just enough to look him in the eyes. "Killian, please... you can't do this. The bond... we are meant to be.""That is Alpha Killian to you," he snapped, his silver eyes flashing dangerously in the dim light as his claws slightly elongated against the armrests of his throne. "A Luna must be a warrior. She must be a symbol of absolute strength, able to lead the pack into bloody battles, to command instant respect from alphas of rival packs, and to bear strong, purebred heirs who will carry on the Blood Moon lineage. You are nothing but a weak, fragile human. You cannot even shift. You have no scent, no claws, and no power. You are a liability to my pack, a target for my enemies, and a shame to my title."Every single word felt like a physical dagger driving straight into Aria’s chest, tearing at the very fabric of her soul. The rejection created a hollow, agonizing ache so profound that she gasped for air, her hand instinctively flying to her chest. The pack members watching from the sidelines began to whisper, their voices carrying cruel, mocking laughter. They took pleasure in her humiliation, glad to see the useless human cast aside."Therefore," Killian continued, his voice dropping into a cold, clinical tone entirely devoid of emotion, "I, Alpha Killian of the Blood Moon Pack, reject you, Aria, as my mate and the future Luna of this pack. Our bond is severed. You have until sunrise to pack your few belongings and leave our territory completely. If you are ever seen within the borders of the Blood Moon kingdom again, you will be treated as an enemy rogue and hunted down."A collective gasp rippled through the gathered wolves, followed by nods of approval. Killian turned his back on her, dismissing her existence in a single motion. Aria felt a burning tear slip down her cheek, but she quickly wiped it away with the back of her hand. She refused to let them see her break completely. She refused to give them the satisfaction of watching her sob on the floor.What Killian didn’t know—what no one in this room could possibly comprehend—was the world-shattering secret she had discovered just that morning. She placed a protective, trembling hand over her still-flat stomach, hidden beneath the folds of her dress. She was pregnant. She carried the Alpha King’s child, a miracle heir conceived during a single, passionate night they had shared weeks ago, right before he realized she didn't possess a wolf and slammed his emotional walls shut.If Killian found out about the pregnancy, he would ruthlessly rip the child away from her arms the moment it was born. He would raise the boy as a cold weapon of war, discarding her like trash or locking her away in a dungeon to keep her quiet. She could not, and would not, let that happen to her baby."I accept your rejection, Alpha Killian," Aria whispered, her voice surprisingly steady, echoing clearly through the silent hall.She turned on her heel, ignoring the sneers of the pack, and walked out of the grand hall. She kept her chin held high and her spine straight until the heavy, iron-reinforced oak doors shut loudly behind her. The moment she was out of their sight, she broke into a frantic run, sprinting down the dirt path toward her small, isolated cabin on the furthest outskirts of the pack borders.The night was dark, and a heavy downpour began to fall, soaking her clothes and mixing with the tears that finally streamed freely down her face. Inside her cabin, she didn't waste a single second. She grabbed an old canvas duffel bag, throwing in a few basic clothes, her meager savings, and her essential human identification documents. She didn't want anything that belonged to the pack.Throwing the bag over her shoulder, she stepped out into the stormy night and headed toward the silver-painted border line that separated the werewolf kingdom from the human world. The moment her foot crossed the threshold, a sudden, violent spasm of agony ripped through her chest. The bond-snap pain—the physical manifestation of a broken mate connection—hit her with full force.Aria collapsed onto the wet, muddy grass, screaming in agony as it felt like a piece of her soul was being violently amputated. She clutched her stomach tightly, gasping for breath, praying that the stress wouldn't harm the tiny life growing inside her. After several long minutes of pure torture, the pain subsided into a dull, hollow ache.Slowly, using a nearby tree trunk for support, Aria forced herself back onto her feet. She wiped the mud and rain from her face and turned around to look one last time at the distant, glowing silhouette of the grand pack house up on the hill."You will never see him, Killian," she vowed into the howling wind, her voice hardening with newfound maternal strength. "He will never know your cruelty. He will be mine, and mine alone." With that final promise, she turned her back on the supernatural world and walked into the shadows of the human town, disappearing into the night.
Chapter 2: Five Years Later

The heavy scent of fresh rain, damp earth, and pine needles filled the crisp morning air of Darkwood. Darkwood was a quiet, isolated human town nestled deep against the base of a vast, dense mountain range. It was a place where nobody asked too many questions, making it the perfect sanctuary for someone who needed to disappear completely. In a cozy, two-bedroom cottage situated at the very edge of the woods, Aria stood by the kitchen window. A warm mug of tea was cupped in her hands as she watched her five-year-old son play in the backyard.Leo was the absolute center of her universe, her sole reason for breathing. He was a beautiful, energetic boy who possessed his mother’s warm, deeply expressive brown eyes, but inherited his father’s striking pitch-black hair and an undeniable, unyielding physical presence. Even at the tender age of five, Leo showed undeniable signs of immense supernatural strength. He could run twice as fast as any human child in the neighborhood, his hearing and sense of smell were incredibly sharp, and occasionally, when he became frustrated or overly excited, his eyes would flash a dangerous, brilliantly familiar silver.Aria had done everything in her power to keep his identity hidden from the human world. She had raised him with strict boundaries, teaching him how to carefully control his emotions and hide his accelerated growth around other children. It was a constant balancing act, a tightrope walk between keeping him safe and letting him grow into whatever he was meant to become. She had spent the last five years working two jobs—baking at a local cafe in the mornings and cleaning offices at night—just to provide a peaceful, stable life far away from the brutal, unforgiving politics of the werewolf kingdom."Mommy! Look what I found by the water!" Leo yelled happily, bursting through the back screen door. His cheeks were flushed pink from the cold morning air, and his sneakers left small, muddy footprints across the clean linoleum floor. He held up his hand triumphantly, displaying a perfectly round, highly polished river stone that shimmered in the morning light.Aria smiled warmly, setting her tea down on the counter. She kneeled down to his level, using the edge of her sleeve to gently wipe a smudge of dark dirt from his cheek. "Wow, Leo. It's absolutely beautiful. Did you find that all the way down by the creek?""Yeah! The water was singing really loud today," Leo said excitedly, dropping the stone into his pocket and wrapping his small arms tightly around her neck.Aria squeezed him back just as tightly, burying her face in his soft hair. She inhaled his scent deeply—it was a comforting mix of sweet milk, clean laundry, and a faint, underlying aroma of forest pine and ozone. The wolf in him was growing noticeably stronger with each passing day. She knew that eventually, she would have to sit him down and explain the truth about what he was, about the father who didn't want them, and about the world they left behind. But for now, she wanted to fiercely protect his innocence. She wanted him to have a normal, peaceful childhood, free from the heavy burdens of pack hierarchies and alphas.Later that evening, after tucking Leo into bed and reading him his favorite bedtime story, Aria sat alone on the wooden porch steps. The woods felt unusually quiet tonight. The typical sounds of crickets and rustling leaves were completely absent, replaced by a strange, heavy pressure hanging in the atmosphere. The temperature seemed to drop rapidly, making the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stand straight up.It was an oppressive, suffocating feeling she hadn't experienced in exactly five years. It was the distinct, unmistakable weight of an Alpha pressure.Panic flared like a wild signal fire in her chest. Her heart began to hammer violently against her ribs. No, it's impossible, she thought to herself, her hands gripping the wooden railing so hard her knuckles turned white. Darkwood is entirely a human town. No werewolf pack ever comes this far south. We are hundreds of miles away from Blood Moon territory.She forced herself to take deep, ragged breaths, trying her best to dismiss her growing anxiety as mere paranoia. She told herself it was just a passing storm, or perhaps a large wild animal moving through the brush. But deep down, her dormant inner wolf was pacing restlessly inside her mind, scratching at the invisible walls of her consciousness. Her instincts, honed by years of living on the edge of danger, were screaming a warning at her. A massive, overpowering storm was approaching, and she had nowhere left to run.
Chapter 3: The Chance Encounter

The next afternoon, the heavy tension from the previous night seemed to dissipate under the bright, golden rays of the weekend sun. The town square of Darkwood was alive with activity, hosting its weekly farmer's market. Brightly colored tents lined the cobblestone streets, filled with the rich aromas of
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