
Bound by the Alpha’s Blood
Book 2: The Shattered Memory
A Fated Mate Betrayal, Enemies to Lovers, Dark Wolf Shifter Romance

Avery Blake

Copyright © 2026 by Avery Blake

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Weight of What I Now Carry

Chapter 2: The Thing I Cannot Afford to Lose

Chapter 3: The Scar My Brother Made

Chapter 4: The Assassin Wears Soft Colors

Chapter 5: What the Mindlink Finds

Chapter 6: The Architecture of a Kingdom

Chapter 7: Everything Except That

Chapter 8: How to Measure a Monster

Chapter 9: The Moon Keeps Its Counsel

Chapter 10: What I Give Her

Chapter 11: What the Forest Kept

Chapter 12: What the Bond Cannot Lie About

Chapter 13: The Face Behind the Grey

Chapter 14: The Blood He Used

Chapter 15: Sewn Into His Soul

Chapter 16: What the Bond Cannot Contain

Chapter 17: The Wound I Made Myself

Chapter 18: What Anger Looks Like When It Has Nowhere To Go

Chapter 19: The Knife From the Inside

Chapter 20: Until I Do

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Weight of What I Now Carry
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POV: Elena

I buried my father twice.

The first time I hadn't known I was doing it—hadn't known whose village was burning, hadn't known whose blood was in the ash, hadn't known the pendant pressed into the south wall's dark soil was the last object his hands had ever touched. That burial had been unconscious. Performed by a body in shock, moving through smoke, and then not moving at all.

This time I knew.

I crouched at the base of the south corner post in the grey afternoon light with my father's pendant in my fist and my face pressed against the cold stone and I let it happen—the thing I'd been converting into fuel for three days, the thing I'd been compressing into the structured silence the Bond couldn't read, the thing I'd been managing with eight-count breathing and inventory lists and the careful, systematic construction of a plan that gave the grief somewhere to go instead of somewhere to be.

I let it be.

It lasted four minutes and thirty seconds. I know because I counted—not to control it, but because some part of me that had already begun operating on a different level needed to know exactly how long I could afford to be undone before the Bond's monitoring flagged the signal and sent him running.

Four minutes of my forehead against cold stone and my father's pendant digging its edges into my palm and Artemis making a sound I had never heard from her—not tactical, not cold, not the ice-and-precision voice she'd been developing for six weeks. Something older. The sound a wolf made when it understood, finally and completely, what had been taken from it and could not take it back.

I remember him, she said, between one breath and the next. Elena. I remember him. The way he smelled—cedar and woodsmoke and the specific warmth of an Alpha who wasn't afraid of anything—

Don't, I told her. Not yet. Not here.

She understood. She went quiet. The sound stopped.

Thirty seconds to breathe it back down. Twenty seconds to press my sleeve against my face. Ten seconds to arrange my expression into the specific blankness that read, on the Bond's frequency, as physical discomfort rather than grief.

I opened my hand and looked at the pendant one last time.

The white wolf totem. Sitting. Patient. Head up.

We're going to be that, I told it. Told him. Told whatever remained of an Alpha who had built a clan from scratch and loved it fiercely enough that the Black Witch's memory compound couldn't fully erase the warmth of his hand even six weeks later. Patient. Head up. And then we move.

I pressed it back into the soil. Deeper this time—six inches, angled away from the wall, packed carefully so the surface showed nothing. An undisturbed return. As if it had never been touched.

I stood. Brushed the soil from my knees. Turned back toward the manor.

The Blackwood flag flew above the tower and I looked at it for exactly one second—the wolf-crest, black on grey, the sigil of a man who had decided the world would arrange itself to his specifications—and then I looked away.

Later, Artemis said.

Later.

Mira was in the corridor when I reached the east wing.

She had the specific posture of a girl who had been in a corridor for longer than her errand required—a girl who had found a reason to be in this particular corridor at this particular time, which meant she'd been watching for me.

I stopped.

"Luna." She kept her voice at the register of routine greeting. Her hands were full of linens. Her eyes, when they met mine, carried the specific careful weight of someone who had been working up to something for several days and had just found the moment. "You look cold."

"I was outside." I fell into step beside her, taking the natural pace of someone heading back to their room. Not hurrying. Not conspiring. Two women in a corridor. "The south garden. The corner caught the wind."

"Yes." She adjusted the linens in her arms. Her voice had gone quieter by a fraction. "The corner always catches the wind. The northwest is more sheltered. But of course—"

"No one goes northwest," I said.

A pause. Three steps. Four.

"I saw you come back in," she said. "From the south corner." Her eyes were forward. "You were gone eleven minutes."

She timed it, Artemis said.

I held the calculation for two seconds. Mira had been watching the clock. Mira had known exactly how long I was in that corner. Which meant Mira had known what I was going to find there, or had known enough to watch for what finding it would do to me.

"The soil at the base of the corner post is very dark," I said. Neutral. Informational.

"The drainage collects there," she said. "Makes it softer than the rest." A beat. "Things buried there tend to keep."

We reached the door to my room.

She stopped. Looked at me directly—the first fully direct look she'd given me since the first day in the gallery, when I'd said her name and she'd been unable to suppress the surprise of it.

"You're shivering," she said.

I was. I hadn't noticed.

"I think I caught a chill," I said.

Her expression moved through something fast and careful and arrived at the specific neutral of a woman who had made a decision. "I'll bring hot broth. And—" She paused. "I'll tell the kitchen the Luna is unwell. That she should rest. That she won't be at supper."

The kitchen. Not Silas. Not Rainer. The kitchen—which reported to the household, not to the war room, and whose information traveled through a different chain than the security reports.

"That would be kind," I said. "Thank you, Mira."

She turned to go.

"Mira."

She stopped.

"The northwest tree line," I said, very quietly. "You warned me about it the first week. You said no one goes there."

Her back was to me. Her shoulders moved with one controlled breath.

"The drainage there is different," she said. "Older. Things buried there—" She stopped. "Things buried there don't always stay buried."

She went.

I ran the fever for four hours.

Not a real fever—the specific performance of one, constructed from the outside in. Skin flushed from the cold of the south corner, which I let Mira see when she brought the broth. Movements slowed by two-thirds, calibrated to the specific economy of a body conserving resources. Voice slightly rough—I'd pressed the back of my hand against my throat for ninety seconds in the corridor to produce the specific mild inflammation that read as real to anyone who checked.

The broth Mira brought was plain. No bowl, no cup with a glazed surface. A simple clay vessel she'd held herself, offered directly, steam rising. I drank it watching her face and she watched mine and neither of us said anything about the vessel or the absence of the glazed bowl or the fact that she'd made the selection herself.

She knows about the compound, Artemis said.

She knows something. File it. Don't overweight it yet.

Silas came at the second hour.

I heard him in the corridor—the specific quality of his step when he was moving toward me with the Bond's pull already running—and arranged myself on the bed before he opened the door. Quilt pulled to the chest. Eyes closed but not fully. The specific configuration of someone who was resting but not fully asleep, who would be aware of his presence without requiring it to be announced.

He crossed to the bed without speaking. Crouched beside it—the same low posture he'd taken in the corridor that night after the grey-eyes dream, putting himself at eye level, refusing the height advantage even when I couldn't see it.

His hand came to my forehead.

The touch was careful. Clinical in its structure—checking temperature, the way you'd check a wound—but the Bond transmitted what the structure of the gesture didn't, and what the Bond transmitted from him was the specific, high-frequency register of a man who had been monitoring a signal all day that had gone wrong and was now monitoring it in person.

He'd felt the four minutes.

Not the content—the Bond couldn't carry content, only frequency. But four minutes of a specific emotional frequency followed by its total suppression was a pattern he'd read before, in the archive days, and he was here to assess whether what had happened in the south corner was the same category of event.

"You're cold," he said.

"I told you. The garden."

"You were outside for—"

"Eleven minutes." I opened my eyes. Let him see the specific arrangement I'd constructed—tired, physical discomfort, the faint residual flush of cold. "Mira told me I looked unwell when I came in. She was right." I let my eyes close again. "I'm sorry I missed supper."

A pause. His hand stayed on my forehead.

"Don't apologize," he said.

"I wanted to be there."

The Bond carried the specific truth-frequency of that statement—because I had wanted to be there, had wanted it with the cold, operational want of someone who needed to continue building a performance that had just survived its most dangerous day. The wanting was real. The reason for it was not the reason he was reading.

His thumb moved. Across my temple, slow, the gesture he made without thinking in the hours before dawn—the one that belonged to the private, unperformed version of him that I was not supposed to have catalogued.

Don't, Artemis said. Not about him. About me. About the specific, involuntary softening that wanted to happen in response to the gesture.

I held myself still.

"Sleep," he said. "I'll stay."

"You don't have to."

"I know."

He didn't move. He settled into the chair beside the bed—not the floor, not the bed, the chair, a distance that was its own statement—and in the amber firelight he looked at me with those gold eyes that had been reading me for six weeks and were going to be reading me for a great deal longer.

He suspects, Artemis said. He doesn't know what. But he felt the four minutes and he came in person and he's sitting in that chair because he can't decide what he's looking at.

Good. Let him sit. Let him read a woman who caught a chill in the garden. Let the Bond transmit the specific frequency of physical discomfort layered over the structured silence that had become my baseline.

He watched me for an hour.

I kept my breathing at the sleeping rate.

At the end of the hour, he leaned forward in the chair and said, very quietly, to the room rather than to me: "The south corner. What were you doing there?"

My breathing stayed even. My face stayed still.

"Looking at the tree line," I said, without opening my eyes. "It's beautiful from that angle. The way the pines go dark when the light drops."

A silence. Long enough to have texture.

"Yes," he said finally. "They do."

He stayed in the chair.

I breathed in the performed rhythm of sleep and held my father's absence against the inside of my chest like a coal—enough heat to sustain what came next, not enough to show through the surface where the Bond could read it—and I began, in the quiet of that amber room with the man who had killed my family sitting six feet away in a chair, to build the architecture of what I was going to do to him.

Not revenge. Not yet. Not the word.

A plan.

Good, Artemis said, settling into the cold precision that was going to be our home for a long time. Now. From the beginning. What do we know, what do we need, and what is he going to give us without knowing he's giving it.

The fire crackled.

Silas watched me sleep.

And in the dark behind my closed eyes, the white wolf sat patient, head up, and began to hunt.
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Chapter 2: The Thing I Cannot Afford to Lose
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POV: Silas

The Bond told me she was sick before Rainer did.

I was in the war room when it shifted—the specific quality of her signal changing by a fraction that most people would not have been able to identify as a change at all. Not pain. Not the structured silence she'd been producing for three days, the new silence that had replaced the old one and that I was still in the process of deciding what it meant. Something softer. The specific frequency of a body that had been outside in cold air for longer than was wise and was now paying the biological cost of it.

I was at the east wing stairs before Rainer had finished his first sentence.

"The Luna is unwell," he said, to my back.

"I know."

"Mira sent word that she's resting. It's only a chill—"

"I know what Mira sent word about."

The stairs. The corridor. The door.

She was in the bed. Quilt to the chest, eyes closed, the specific economy of movement that belonged to someone conserving energy rather than performing rest. Mira was at the hearth adding wood, and she turned when I entered and her face did the specific thing it had been doing for seven weeks—the careful arrangement of someone who had decided the most prudent expression was no expression—and I crossed to the bed without looking at her and put my hand on Elena's forehead.

Cold. The specific cold of a person who had been outside and whose core temperature had dropped below its baseline. Real—not performed, the body didn't lie about temperature—and underneath the cold the faint, damp warmth of a low-grade elevation that was the body's response to the cold.

She'd been out there long enough.

What was she doing, Ares said. Not at that moment—he'd been saying it for three hours, since the Bond's signal had first shifted in the south corner of the grounds. What was she doing in that corner for eleven minutes.

"Looking at the tree line," I said.

Aloud. Mira heard it.

I turned.

She was still at the hearth. Her back was to me now, her attention on the fire, the specific posture of a girl who had found something to do with her hands at exactly the moment her employer's full attention had turned in her direction.

"Mira."

She turned. Face arranged. Eyes appropriately careful.

"How long was she outside?"

"Eleven minutes, sir. I was watching from the upper corridor window." A pause perfectly calibrated to the length of someone deciding whether additional information was being requested. "She came back in and I could see she was cold. I brought her inside directly and sent word to the kitchen."

"The kitchen." I held her gaze. "Not to me."

The pause this time was fractionally shorter. "I didn't want to alarm—"

"When the Luna is unwell," I said, "you send word to me. Before the kitchen. Before Rainer. Before anyone else in this building." I took one step toward her. Not threatening—declarative. The specific distance of a man who needed to be sure the information had registered at the correct depth. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good." I turned back to the bed. Elena's breathing was at the sleeping rate—even, metered, the specific rhythm I'd memorized over three weeks of lying beside her in the dark. "Leave us."

Mira left.

I listened to her footsteps retreat down the corridor and turned the specific quality of her hesitation at the door—too brief to be fear, too deliberate to be coincidence—over in the part of my mind that never stopped running the threat assessment.

She watched for eleven minutes, Ares said. She knew exactly how long Elena was at the corner. She's been watching.

"I know."

Is she a problem.

I looked at Elena's face—the pale, controlled stillness of someone who was either asleep or performing sleep with the precision she brought to every performance—and thought about Mira's hands on the plain clay vessel, the absence of the glazed bowl, the kitchen rather than the war room.

"Not yet," I said.

I pulled the chair to the bedside and sat.

This was where I spent the next four hours—in the chair, watching her breathe, feeling the Bond's signal stabilize as her temperature returned to baseline and the low-grade elevation resolved. The Bond was a diagnostic instrument I hadn't anticipated when I'd performed the working, a feedback loop that had been useful in ways I'd planned for and uncomfortable in ways I hadn't.

Right now it was telling me that Elena was asleep.

The real sleep, not the performed version—I'd learned the difference over three weeks of lying beside her, the way the performed version maintained a slight excess of control in the breathing, a fraction too metered, while the real version was irregular in the specific way that biological systems were irregular when they stopped being managed.

She was genuinely asleep. Which meant the eleven minutes in the south corner had genuinely exhausted something.

Or she's gotten better at performing, Ares said.

She had been getting better at everything. That was the consistent finding of seven weeks of comprehensive surveillance—every capability she arrived with had improved under the specific conditions of Blackwood. Her Bond management had gone from leaky to nearly opaque. Her physical awareness of the building had gone from general to specific. Her social navigation had gone from careful to precise, precise in the way that Aldric's eyes at the last banquet had told me it was precise—she'd sorted my inner circle in two evenings and had apparently begun the longer process of determining which of them were worth cultivating.

Aldric had asked me, yesterday, with the specific careful casualness of a man who'd thought about how to phrase his question, whether the Luna would be at the next gathering.

I'd said yes.

I'd said it while looking at his hands, which were still, and his face, which was arranged, and noting that the question had come after he'd been near the south corridor at approximately the time Elena would have been returning from the garden.

One problem at a time, Ares said.

She exhaled in her sleep—a long, slow release that carried something that had been held too long, the specific quality of a body letting go of a tension it had been maintaining through the waking hours. The Bond transmitted it without content. Just frequency: the high, complex register of someone who had been managing a great deal and was only now, in the unconscious hours, letting the managing rest.

My hand moved to the edge of the bed.

I stopped it.

You're going to wake her, Ares said.

"I know."

Then don't.

I pressed my palm flat against my own knee instead and sat in the chair and watched her breathe and thought about the south corner and the eleven minutes and the specific quality of the Bond's signal during those eleven minutes—the four-minute anomaly that had registered as grief before it was locked down, the precision of the lockdown, the smoothness of the transition back to baseline.

She'd cried in that corner.

Not the unconscious tears of a sleeping woman who didn't know she was producing them—deliberate, chosen, four minutes of allowing something she normally refused to allow, followed by a controlled return to operational baseline.

She had wept for something specific.

And she had then buried that specificity so completely that the Bond couldn't tell me what it was.

The fire crackled. The room was warm now—Mira's last act before I'd dismissed her. Outside, the pine forest held the dark. Somewhere in that dark, the Bond's geographic sensitivity told me, south-southwest, forty miles, the Southern wolves were in their camps and there was a man among them with grey eyes whose name I had told Sera he didn't have anymore.

She'll find out, Ares said. When the suppression fully fails. She'll find out everything.

"Yes."

And then.

"And then I'll deal with that."

The way you deal with everything?

The question had no judgment in it—Ares had moved past judgment three weeks ago, when he'd watched me lie down beside her the sixth night in a row and had understood that the question of should you had become irrelevant.

A knock at the door. Soft. Rainer.

I went to it, opened it a crack.

He had the specific face of a man delivering information he wished he didn't have.

"The Mira situation," he said, low.

"I handled it."

"Sir." His jaw worked. "She was at the south corner this morning. Before the Luna. She was there first—I checked with the perimeter guards." A pause. "She put something down in the soil at the base of the corner post. The guards didn't stop her because she's staff."

The corridor was cold. The fire behind me was warm. The Bond hummed with Elena's sleeping frequency, stable and deep, the genuine rest of a body that had spent something significant.

"What did she put there," I said.

Rainer's expression told me he hadn't been able to determine that—that the guards hadn't been watching closely enough, that by the time anyone thought to look the soil had been pressed back smooth.

"I need to know," I said.

"I'll have it by morning."

I closed the door.

Returned to the chair.

Elena breathed in the genuine rhythm of real sleep, and the Bond was steady, and somewhere in the south corner post the dark soil held whatever Mira had placed there before Elena arrived, and I sat in the amber firelight and the thing that had been sitting in my chest since I'd watched Elena walk into a burning village's worth of consequences and not break—

I pressed my fist against my sternum.

You should have burned the archive, Ares said.

"I know."

You should have moved the pendant.

My hand stopped.

The pendant. The field report, second page, notation under recovered materials—the Alpha's identifying pendant, recovered and retained per standard procedure, secured at the south corner post of the outer perimeter for transport documentation.

I had documented it. Written it in my own hand. Left it in the archive.

Left it in the archive that Elena had opened two days ago with a sewing bodkin and a flashlight and returned from with eyes that were exactly the same as they always were and
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