
    
      The Alpha’s Unwanted Luna (Rejected by Her Fated Mate Chosen by the Alpha King)

      A Rejected Mate, Second Chance, Revenge Romance

      by Anthony James

    

  Copyright
ISBN: 978-1-997354-94-9

Copyright © 2026 Anthony James. All rights reserved.

1. The Silence of Rejection
"I, Caleb Thorne, Alpha of the Blackwood Pack, formally reject Elara Vance as my mate. The bond is severed."

Caleb’s voice carried to the back of the Great Hall. He stood on the raised stone dais, his hands resting on the heavy oak table. His golden hair caught the light from the overhead fixtures. He looked exactly like the hero the pack expected him to be.

The council members sat in a semi-circle. None of them moved. Some looked at their hands. Others watched me, waiting for the first sob or the first scream.

I didn't cry. I didn't even blink.

I sat in my chair at the end of the table. My spine remained straight. My silver-grey eyes stayed fixed on the space just above Caleb's shoulder. I had spent years practicing this specific brand of stillness.

"Repeat it," I said. My voice was low. It didn't shake.

Caleb leaned forward. He looked annoyed that I hadn't collapsed yet. "I reject you, Elara. You heard me the first time. I am the Alpha. I need a Luna who is a warrior, not a bookkeeper. Sarah has proven herself on the borders. You have proven yourself to be a shadow."

The Silver Oath reacted instantly. It felt like a physical weight pressed against my lungs. My stomach turned. A sharp, localized heat bloomed in the center of my chest. It was the biological response of a fated bond being ripped apart by force.

I gripped the armrests of my chair. My knuckles turned white, but that was the only sign of the agony.

"You have nothing to say?" Caleb asked. He took a step toward the edge of the platform. "No plea? No explanation for why you’ve been so silent lately?"

Beside him, Sarah stood up. She was younger, a warrior with a fresh scar on her chin. She smiled at me. It was a small, triumphant curve of her lips. She reached out and placed a hand on Caleb’s forearm. He didn't pull away.

I looked at Sarah, then back at Caleb.

"I heard you," I said.

I stood up. The nausea stayed with me, a constant thrum in my blood, but I pushed it into a corner of my mind. I had spent twenty-four years being moved like a piece on a board. Today, the board had been flipped.

"The rejection is accepted," I said.

The room stayed quiet. This wasn't the script they wanted. They wanted the rejected Luna to beg. They wanted me to remind him of our five years of marriage. They wanted me to bring up the trade deals I had secured or the way I managed the pack’s finances while Caleb was out hunting.

"Accepted?" Caleb repeated. He frowned. "Just like that?"

"Just like that," I said.

I turned away from him and looked at the Head Elder. Elder Thomas was seventy, his face a map of deep lines. He looked confused, his mouth hanging slightly open.

"Since I am no longer Luna, my presence at the Tri-Pack Summit is no longer required in an official capacity," I said.

"Wait," Caleb interrupted. "The summit starts in two days. You’ve been handling the logistics for months. You're still going. You're still my assistant for this event. No one else knows the grain distribution numbers like you do."

He couldn't even say the word wife anymore. He wanted the rejection, but he still wanted the labor.

"I will go," I said. "But I will not be your assistant. I will be your record-keeper. And when the summit ends, I am gone."

I walked toward the doors. My boots clicked against the stone floor. Every step felt heavier than the last as the distance between Caleb and me grew. The Silver Oath was designed to keep us together. It punished the rejected with physical illness to force them back to their mate.

My skin felt cold. A film of sweat broke out on my forehead. I kept my face flat.

I reached the doors and pushed them open.

The hallway was empty. The Blackwood Pack house was a fortress of dark wood and grey stone, built to withstand sieges. It felt like a tomb.

I made it to the guest wing before the first wave of real pain hit. I didn't go to the main suite Caleb and I had shared. I hadn't slept there in weeks. I went to the small office tucked into the corner of the guest hallway.

I sat at the desk and pulled out a leather-bound ledger and a pen. My hands were steady, even if my pulse was erratic.

The Iron King would be at the summit. Fenris Ulric. I had read the reports on him. He was a man who built his empire on the debris of broken traditions. He didn't value fated bonds. He valued results.

I began to write. I didn't write about my heartbreak. I began to draft a new set of grain trade agreements for the Silver-Silt pack. I knew their weaknesses. I knew Caleb’s weaknesses better.

The door to the office slammed open an hour later. Caleb stood there. He looked frustrated. His golden hair was messy, as if he’d been running his hands through it.

"You didn't pack your things into boxes yet," he said. He was watching for a reaction. He wanted to see me break. "Sarah is moving into the main suite tonight. You'll need to move your personal items out immediately."

"I already moved them," I said. I didn't look up from the ledger.

He blinked. "When?"

"Three days ago," I said.

I finally looked up. I saw the flash of anger in his eyes. He hated that I had anticipated his move. He hated that I had already vacated his space before he even had the chance to kick me out.

"You knew I was going to do it?" he asked.

"I knew who you were, Caleb. That was enough. You always choose the shiny thing. Sarah is shiny. I am familiar."

He crossed the room in three long strides. He grabbed the edge of my desk. "Don't act like this doesn't hurt. I can see you're pale. I know the Oath is pulling at you. You’re supposed to be in bed, crying."

"It is pulling at me," I said. "It is a very uncomfortable sensation."

"Uncomfortable?" he spat. "It's supposed to be agonizing."

"Maybe for some," I said. I stood up and tucked the pen into the ledger. "I’m going to finish the summit preparations. Then I’m leaving the Blackwood Pack. Don't worry about the guest suite. I'll be out of your sight by morning."

"You aren't leaving the pack territory after the summit," Caleb said. He laughed, a harsh sound. "Where would you go? You have no family left. No allies. You’re a fated mate who’s been cast aside. No one wants a rejected Luna. You’ll stay here and work for the council. It’s the only place you have."

I walked past him. I didn't stop until I was at the door.

"We'll see," I said.

I spent the next forty-eight hours in a state of controlled agony. The Silver Oath tried to force me back to Caleb. It made my joints ache. It made food taste like copper.

I focused on the numbers. I focused on the maps of the Iron King’s territory. I remembered the secret lore I had found in the archives—that the King title wasn't born, it was earned by those who rejected the fated mate system.

The day of the summit arrived. The Blackwood motorcade was ready in the driveway. Caleb stood by the lead SUV, Sarah draped over his arm. She wore a red dress that was too thin for the mountain air.

I wore a charcoal grey suit. My hair was pulled back into a tight knot.

I didn't look at Caleb as I climbed into the third vehicle. I sat in the back seat and opened my laptop.

The drive to the neutral ground of the Great Treaty took four hours. We wound through the mountain passes until we reached the valley where the three packs met.

The Iron King’s palace was a structure of black glass and iron. It looked like a jagged tooth rising from the earth.

As we pulled into the courtyard, I saw the Iron Pack warriors. They didn't wear the leather jackets of the Blackwood Pack. They wore tactical gear and carried heavy iron scepters. They stood with a discipline the Blackwood Pack lacked.

A man stood at the top of the stairs.

He was taller than Caleb. His hair was black as a raven's wing. A long scar ran from his temple down to his jawline. He wore dark furs over his shoulders.

Fenris Ulric.

Caleb stepped out of his car and puffed out his chest. He reached back for Sarah’s hand, making sure everyone saw his new prize.

I stepped out of my car and grabbed my briefcase.

Fenris didn't look at Caleb. He didn't look at Sarah.

His dark eyes moved across the group and settled on me. He didn't look at me with pity. He looked at me with curiosity.

I walked toward the stairs. My heart hammered against my ribs, but my face remained a mask of silver-grey ice.

The Silver Oath screamed at me to turn back to Caleb. The pain was a sharp needle in my gut.

I took another step toward the Iron King.

The pain didn't stop, but for the first time in years, it felt like it belonged to me.

Fenris spoke as we reached the top of the stairs. His voice was a deep resonance that seemed to vibrate in the stones beneath us.

"Alpha Caleb," Fenris said. He didn't offer a hand. "I see you brought a guest."

Caleb tightened his grip on Sarah. "This is Sarah. My new Luna. Elara is here to handle the paperwork."

Fenris turned his gaze back to me. "The paperwork."

"I have the grain trade assessments ready for your review, King Fenris," I said.

I didn't look at Caleb. I didn't look at the man who had been my world for half a decade.

Fenris stepped closer. He was close enough that I could see the texture of the scar on his face. He smelled of salt and cold air.

"You are Elara," he said. It wasn't a question.

"I am."

"Your pack’s strength is fading, Alpha Caleb," Fenris said, his eyes never leaving mine. "I can see it from here."

Caleb stiffened. "What are you talking about? Blackwood is stronger than ever."

"Is it?" Fenris asked. He gestured for us to enter the palace. "We shall see during the negotiations."

I walked past Fenris. As I did, his hand brushed against my arm.

The Silver Oath flared. It was a violent, sickening jolt. But beneath it, there was something else. A spark of cold clarity.

I didn't flinch. I didn't stop.

I walked into the black glass palace, leaving the ghost of my marriage on the stairs.
2. The Unwanted Lunas Last Stand
The black glass doors hissed shut behind us, cutting off the mountain wind. Inside, the palace felt like a tomb made of obsidian. Every surface was polished to a mirror finish, reflecting my own pale face back at me.

I kept my eyes fixed on the back of Caleb’s head. He was walking with a swagger he didn't possess an hour ago, his hand draped heavily over Sarah’s shoulder. She looked around the foyer with a predatory hunger, her fingers twitching near the hilt of the dagger at her belt.

The pain in my abdomen shifted from a sharp needle to a heavy, dull ache. It was the Silver Oath. It didn't care that Caleb had rejected me in front of the council. It didn't care that he had invited another woman into his bed. The bond only recognized that my Alpha was moving further away from me emotionally while remaining physically present. It was trying to force me to crawl back to him.

I tightened my grip on the handle of my briefcase. My knuckles were white. I didn't crawl. I didn't even look at him.

"The council chamber is this way," Fenris said.

He didn't wait for a response. He walked with a heavy, rhythmic stride. The iron scepter he carried clicked against the glass floor with every second step. It was the only sound in the hallway.

Caleb tried to keep pace, but the Alpha King’s legs were longer. Caleb looked hurried, almost frantic, while Fenris seemed to move with the weight of the mountain itself.

We entered a room that was circular, with a massive table carved from a single piece of dark wood. The walls were lined with maps and ancient scrolls. This wasn't a room for social calls. This was a room where borders were redrawn and packs were dismantled.

Caleb marched toward the chair at the head of the table. Before he could pull it out, one of Fenris’s guards—a woman with a scar across her throat—stepped into his path.

"That is the King's seat," she said. Her voice was as dry as parchment.

Caleb’s face flushed a deep, angry red. "I am the Alpha of the Blackwood Pack. I don't sit on the sidelines."

Fenris walked to the head of the table and sat down. He didn't look at Caleb. He looked at the map spread out before him.

"In this palace, you sit where I tell you to sit, Alpha Caleb," Fenris said. "And right now, I want you to sit where the observers sit."

He pointed to a row of chairs against the wall.

Sarah stepped forward, her chest puffed out. "You can't talk to him like that. I am the new Luna of Blackwood, and we deserve respect."

Fenris finally looked up. He didn't look at Sarah’s face. He looked at her throat, where her pulse was jumping.

"A Luna is earned through the moon and the blood of her enemies, not by a declaration in a hallway," Fenris said. "You are a guest. Sit down."

Caleb looked like he was about to start a war right there. I knew that look. It was the same look he gave me when I questioned his spending on the pack’s militia. He was about to do something stupid to save his ego.

I stepped forward and placed the briefcase on the table. The sound of the latches clicking open seemed to echo through the entire room.

"The trade assessments," I said. My voice was steady, despite the way my insides were cramping. "We have thirty minutes before the Silver-Silt delegation arrives. If we don't finalize the grain quotas now, the treaty will fail before it's even signed."

Caleb turned his rage on me. "Elara, shut up. Let the Alphas handle this."

"The Alphas have been handling this for three years, and your granaries are nearly empty," I said. I didn't raise my voice. I didn't have to. "I’ve spent six months balancing the ledgers that you ignored. You can either sit down and let me fix your mistakes, or you can go back to Blackwood and explain to your people why they’ll be eating bark by winter."

Caleb stared at me. He looked like he didn't recognize me. For five years, I had been the woman who nodded and whispered and smoothed over his tantrums. I was the one who made sure the council felt respected even when he insulted them.

Sarah sneered. "You’re a record-keeper, Elara. Know your place."

"My place is exactly where I am standing," I said.

I pulled out a stack of documents and slid them across the table toward Fenris.

Fenris picked them up. He didn't look at Caleb or Sarah. He began to read, his eyes moving quickly over the columns of numbers I had spent sleepless nights preparing.

Caleb huffed and sat in one of the observer chairs. He pulled Sarah down next to him, but he was staring at the back of my head. I could feel his gaze. It was hot and demanding. He was waiting for me to look at him, to seek his approval for my boldness.

I kept my focus on Fenris.

"These numbers are different from the ones Caleb sent last month," Fenris said. He tapped a finger on a specific line. "You’ve diverted forty percent of the surplus to the border outposts."

"Caleb’s reports were based on projected yields that didn't account for the blight in the northern valley," I explained. "I moved the surplus to the outposts because they are the first point of contact for trade. If the outposts are hungry, the merchants won't feel safe entering our territory. No merchants means no gold. No gold means no defense."

Fenris looked up from the paper. There was a look in his eyes that I couldn't quite place. It wasn't the boredom Caleb usually showed when I talked about logistics. It was something more intense.

"You did this without your Alpha’s knowledge?" Fenris asked.

"I did it for the survival of the pack," I said.

Caleb stood up again. "I knew about it. I just... I didn't think it was worth mentioning in the preliminary reports."

Fenris ignored him. "You are a strategist, Elara. Why are you wasting your time as a clerk?"

"I was doing what was required of me," I said.

"And what is required of you now?"

The question felt like a trap. The Silver Oath flared again, a hot wave of nausea that made the room tilt. I leaned my hand on the table to steady myself.

Fenris noticed. He didn't move to help me, but his hand tightened on his scepter.

"Now," I said, swallowing the bile in my throat, "I am required to ensure that this summit doesn't end in a bloodbath. If Blackwood falls, the Iron Pack loses its buffer zone. You need us as much as we need you."

Fenris stood up. He walked around the table until he was standing directly in front of me. He was so much taller than I was. The scent of him—salt and cold air—filled my lungs, momentarily blocking out the stale scent of Caleb’s cologne.

"You are the only thing holding that pack together," Fenris said. He didn't whisper it. He said it loud enough for everyone to hear.

Caleb’s chair scraped against the floor. "That’s enough. Elara, get over here. You’ve said your piece."

I didn't move. I looked into Fenris’s dark eyes. I saw the scar on his face, the jagged line of a past betrayal. He didn't look at me like a wife or a subordinate. He looked at me like a problem he was interested in solving.

"I am not finished," I said to Fenris.

"Good," he replied.

He turned to the guard at the door. "Bring the Silver-Silt delegation in. And clear a space for Elara at the table. She is no longer an observer."

Sarah let out a sharp, indignant breath. "She isn't the Luna! I am! I should be at the table!"

Fenris didn't even turn his head. "Can you explain the difference between a trade tariff and a tribute?"

Sarah blinked. Her mouth opened and closed, but no words came out.

"Then sit down and be silent," Fenris said.

As the guards opened the doors for the next delegation, Caleb walked over to me. He grabbed my upper arm, his fingers digging into the muscle.

"What are you doing?" he hissed in my ear. "You’re making me look weak."

I looked down at his hand. Then I looked him in the eye. I didn't flinch. I didn't try to pull away. I just waited.

"You did that yourself the moment you brought a child to a peace summit, Caleb," I said.

I reached up and unhooked his fingers from my arm. It was a simple movement, but I saw the








OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table of Contents


    		1. The Silence of Rejection

		2. The Unwanted Lunas Last Stand

		3. The Arrival of the Iron King

		4. Negotiating the Ashes

		5. The Void Where Love Dwelt

		6. A King Who Listens

		7. The Salt of the Earth

		8. Calebs Growing Paranoia

		9. The Forbidden Archives

		10. A Secret in the Moonlight

		11. The Blood Rite of Severance

		12. The Collapse of the Silver Oath

		13. The Declaration of the Iron King

		14. The Burning Treaty

		15. The Siege of Blackwood

		16. The Queen of Tunnels

		17. The Fall of a Narcissist

		18. The Choice of the Sword

		19. The Ashes of the Fated

		20. A Kingdom Built on Choice




  
  
    Landmarks


    
      
      		Title Page


      		Main Content


    


  


