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This story explores themes of control, autonomy, power structures, and the destabilization of authority.

It contains:

• Psychological tension
• Supernatural confrontations
• Power imbalance dynamics
• Emotional manipulation
• Moments of coercive influence
• Intense interpersonal conflict
If you are sensitive to themes involving dominance, control, or existential pressure, please proceed with care.

Not everything that breaks is meant to be repaired.
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Chapter One

Lyra
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The lock turns every morning at the same time.

Lyra counts the seconds before it happens.

Seven breaths.
A scrape of metal.
Footsteps.
The door opens just wide enough to slide a tray across the floor.
No one looks at her.

They never do.

The room smells like stone and old dust. One narrow window sits high in the wall, too small to crawl through, just large enough to let in a blade of moonlight at night. She has memorized that strip of light. It is the only thing that changes.

She used to press her hand against the wall and pretend she could feel a wolf inside her.

She stopped doing that years ago.

Wolves are born with their other half.

She was not.

Her father made sure everyone knew it.

“Wolf-less,” he would say. Not loudly. Not cruelly. Just fact. Like announcing weather.

As if she were a flaw in the bloodline.

Lyra sits on the edge of her narrow bed and waits until the footsteps fade before moving toward the tray. Bread. Broth. Water.

Enough to keep her alive.

Not enough to matter.

Voices drift faintly from somewhere above. Louder than usual. More than usual.

Visitors.

Her pulse tightens.

Her father does not entertain lightly.

She crosses the room and stands beneath the small window, rising onto her toes. She can’t see the courtyard from here, but she can feel something different in the air.

Energy.

Wolves know when an Alpha enters their territory.

Even wolf-less girls feel it.

It rolls through her chest like distant thunder.

Strong.

Ancient.

Male.

Her breath catches.

She has read about it in the old texts left carelessly in the lower library. Mates feel recognition before they see one another. A pull beneath the ribs. A thread tightening.

She presses her palm to her sternum.

There.

A flicker.

Warm.

Not imagined.

The hallway outside her door grows louder. Boots. Orders. Deference in the tone of guards.

Her door opens without warning.

Lyra stiffens.

Two guards stand there.

“Your father wants you upstairs,” one says.

She blinks.

He has never summoned her during negotiations before.

“Now.”

She stands slowly. Her legs tremble from disuse, but she does not show it. Showing weakness only feeds him.

The corridor is colder than her room. Torches line the walls. The pack house feels alive in a way she has not experienced in years.

When they reach the great hall doors, her heartbeat pounds so hard she feels dizzy.

The doors open.

And the world shifts.

He stands near the centre of the hall.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Dressed in dark leathers edged in silver. Power rolls off him in waves so strong it steals air from her lungs.

His eyes lift.

And find hers.

The thread inside her chest snaps tight.

Recognition slams through her body.

Heat floods her veins.

Her knees almost give.

Mate.

The word isn’t spoken aloud.

It doesn’t need to be.

For a fraction of a second, something flares in his gaze.

Shock.

Then something colder replaces it.

He steps back.

Not subtle. Not hesitant.

A deliberate retreat.

Her father’s voice cuts through the silence.

“This is my daughter. Lyra.”

The word daughter tastes wrong in his mouth.

The Alpha’s jaw tightens. His gaze drags over her like he’s assessing a weapon he doesn’t trust.

The warmth inside her chest flickers.

But it doesn’t disappear.

Hope rises, fragile and foolish.

He will claim her.

That is how this works.

Even she knows that much.

A mate cannot deny what fate marks.

His voice, when he speaks, is low and controlled.

“How old?”

“Twenty-one,” her father answers.

The Alpha’s gaze lingers one breath too long.

And then—

“I did not come here seeking a bride.”

The hall goes still.

Lyra’s pulse falters.

Her father laughs lightly. “Of course not. But fate is rarely convenient.”

Silence stretches.

The Alpha’s eyes return to hers.

And this time, there is no softness in them.

Only distance.

“I do not acknowledge the bond.”

The words land clean.

Sharp.

Public.

Lyra feels something inside her crack.

It is not loud.

It does not shatter outward.

It simply fractures quietly beneath her ribs.

The warmth in her chest turns cold.

The thread remains.

But now it burns.

She does not look away.

If she does, she will break.

Her father studies her like she is livestock being evaluated.

“If she is your mate, she is no longer my responsibility,” he says smoothly. “You will take her.”

There is something too eager in his tone.

The Alpha’s jaw tightens again.

His eyes flick to her.

And for the first time, she sees it clearly.

Not disgust.

Not rejection.

Fear.

Then it is gone.

“She will leave with us,” he says flatly.

Lyra swallows.

Her mate.

He has not claimed her.

He has not smiled.

He has not stepped closer.

But he is taking her.

That has to mean something.

It has to.

As she steps forward, the thread between them pulls again.

And she holds onto that sensation like it is the only proof she has that she is not broken.

Not this time.

Not anymore.
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Chapter Two

Rhydian
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He smells her before he sees her.

Snow.

Silver frost.

Something clean beneath stone and neglect.

His wolf rises instantly.

Not cautious. Not curious.

Certain.

Mate.

The word crashes through him so violently he nearly falters in his stride.

Impossible.

He has walked into dozens of rival halls. Faced alphas who wanted his territory. Smelled blood on negotiation tables.

Nothing has ever hit him like this.

The great hall doors open.

And she stands there.

Too thin.

Too pale.

Dressed in plain fabric that hangs from her frame.

But her eyes—

Her eyes are steady.

When they meet his, the bond snaps into place.

It feels like iron sliding through his ribs and locking.

His wolf surges forward, claws scraping against control.

Claim her.

The instinct is savage. Immediate.

Instead, he steps back.

The movement costs him more than drawing a blade.

The warmth in her expression is unmistakable. She feels it too. Hope rises across her face before she can hide it.

That hope is dangerous.

Garrick speaks, introducing her as though presenting unwanted trade goods.

Rhydian studies her carefully.

There is no wolf in her aura.

No shimmer of power beneath her skin.

Nothing.

The scent says mate.

But the air around her is empty.

His wolf growls in confusion.

If she truly has no wolf, the bond makes no sense.

If the bond makes no sense, something is wrong.

Very wrong.

“How old?” he asks, because he needs time to think.

“Twenty-one.”

She is young.

Younger than
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