
Lorraine Hood

The Tyrant Alpha’s King





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Lorraine Hood


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Lorraine Hood asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        17. Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        18. Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        19. Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        20. Chapter 20
        
      

    
    


  




  
  One

  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




SERA




Blood.




The scent hits me before I even push through the door of my healing cabin, metallic and wrong. Not pack blood. Rogue.




My wolf stirs beneath my skin, hackles rising instinctively, but I force her down with practiced ease. Five years of living on the fringes of pack society has taught me control. Five years of being unwanted has taught me survival.




The wounded wolf is sprawled across my examination table, his breathing shallow and ragged. Claw marks rake across his chest, deep enough to see bone. Someone wanted him dead. The question is whether I should finish the job or save him.




“Please.” His voice is barely a whisper, gold eyes flickering between human and animal. “The sanctuary… they said you help anyone.”




Anyone. Even rogues. Even the broken and rejected.




Even someone like me.




“Stay still.” My hands move with steady precision, reaching for yarrow and comfrey from the dried bundles hanging above the table. The familiar rhythm of healing work centers me, pulls me out of my own damaged heart and into the present moment. This is what I am now. Not a rejected mate. Not a broken omega. A healer.




The door to the back room creaks open, and my entire body goes rigid.




“Mama?” Lyra’s voice, bold and curious as always. “Is the wolf man going to die?”




My heart clenches. “I told you to stay in your room, little moon.”




“But Maya wanted to see.” Lyra appears in the doorway, her sister tucked behind her like a shadow. Both of them stare at me with eyes the color of liquid silver, ancient and knowing in their small five-year-old faces.




His eyes.




The rogue’s gaze tracks to my daughters, and I see the moment he recognizes what they are. Royal blood. Pure alpha lineage. The kind of bloodline that makes rogues either bow or attack.




“Out. Now.” The command in my voice surprises even me. Lyra’s eyes widen, but she obeys, pulling Maya back into their room and shutting the door with a soft click.




My hands shake as I press a poultice against the rogue’s wounds. He hisses in pain but doesn’t move, watching me with an expression I can’t quite read.




“Those are his daughters.” Not a question. A statement.




I don’t answer. Don’t confirm what anyone with eyes can see. The silver of their irises is a brand, a permanent mark of their father’s bloodline. A constant reminder of the mate bond that was severed so brutally I still wake up some nights clutching my chest, phantom pain radiating through the space where our connection used to pulse with life.




“The Tyrant King.” The rogue’s laugh is bitter. “Does he know?”




“No.” The word comes out sharper than I intend. “And he never will.”




The rogue’s eyes drift closed as the pain medicine I’ve mixed into the poultice begins to work. “Everyone has secrets, healer. But some secrets have a way of finding the light.”




I work in silence after that, stitching flesh and bone back together with a combination of herbal medicine and the small, secret omega magic I’ve never told anyone about. The magic that kept me alive during my pregnancy. The magic that keeps my daughters safe.




By the time I finish, the sun has dipped below the mountains, painting the snow outside my window in shades of blood and gold. The rogue sleeps fitfully on the table. I should move him to one of the recovery rooms, but exhaustion drags at my bones.




Five years, and I’m still tired.




“Mama?” Maya this time, her voice soft as snowfall. She stands in the doorway, her small fingers twisted in the worn fabric of her nightgown. “I had the dream again.”




My blood turns to ice. “The dream about the silver wolf?”




She nods, silver eyes too large in her delicate face. Maya is the quieter twin, the one who sees things she shouldn’t. The one who inherited more than just her father’s eye color.




She inherited his gifts.




“He’s coming, Mama. The silver wolf is coming, and he’s so, so sad.”




I pull her into my arms, breathing in the scent of pine soap and little girl sweetness. “It’s just a dream, little star. Just a dream.”




But we both know I’m lying.




I tuck both girls into bed an hour later, their small bodies curled together like puppies under the thick furs. Lyra is already asleep, one hand flung dramatically over her head. Maya watches me with those knowing eyes.




“Tell us the story,” she whispers. “About the moon and the wolves.”




It’s our ritual, the one that keeps the darkness at bay. I settle on the edge of their bed, my fingers stroking through Maya’s dark hair.




“Long ago, the Moon Goddess looked down on the wolves and saw they were lonely. So she created something special. For every wolf, she made a perfect match. A mate. Someone whose soul sang the same song as theirs.”




“A fated mate,” Lyra mumbles, half asleep.




“Yes. A fated mate. And when two mates found each other, their bond was unbreakable. Stronger than steel. Deeper than the ocean.”




“What happened if they broke it?” Maya’s question is barely audible.




My throat tightens. “The bond can’t be broken, little star. Not truly. It can be rejected, denied, but the pieces still exist. Like a shattered mirror. Still there. Just… broken.”




“Does it hurt?” 




“Yes.” The truth slips out before I can stop it. “It hurts forever.”




Maya’s hand finds mine in the darkness. “I’m sorry your mirror is broken, Mama.”




I kiss her forehead, tasting salt from tears I didn’t know I’d shed. “Sleep now. Tomorrow we’ll make honey cakes.”




By the time I return to the main room, the rogue is awake, his eyes clear and focused.




“Thank you,” he says quietly. “For not turning me away.”




“Everyone deserves a chance to heal.” The words are automatic, the philosophy that’s kept me going.




“Even tyrant kings?”




I don’t answer. Can’t answer. Because the truth is I don’t know. I don’t know if Kael Silverclaw deserves anything except the same phantom pain that’s haunted me for five years.




The rogue leaves at dawn, disappearing into the forest like smoke. I watch him go from my window, hands wrapped around a cup of tea that’s gone cold.




Blackmoon Hollow is peaceful this time of morning. Snow blankets everything in pristine white, and the air is so cold it burns my lungs. This place has been my refuge, my sanctuary. Far enough from pack politics that no one asks questions. Remote enough that we can live in peace.




Safe enough that my daughters can grow up without the weight of a crown they’ll never wear.




“Mama, can we play outside?” Lyra bursts into the kitchen like a small tornado, Maya trailing behind her with a book clutched to her chest.




“After breakfast.” I force brightness into my voice, pushing away the lingering unease from Maya’s dream. “And you need to practice your letters.”




Lyra groans dramatically. “Letters are boring. I want to learn to shift.”




“You’re too young.” The response is automatic, even though I know it’s a losing battle. Royal blood manifests early. Already I’ve caught Lyra with claws instead of fingernails, her eyes flashing gold when she’s angry.




It’s only a matter of time.




We spend the morning in comfortable routine. Letters and numbers for Lyra, who complains loudly. Reading time for Maya, who loses herself in tales of ancient packs and legendary wolves. I prepare tinctures and salves, organizing my stores for the winter months ahead.




Normal. Peaceful.




The calm before the storm.




They arrive at midday.




I smell them before I see them. The scent of ice and iron, of power and authority. Royal patrol. My wolf snarls inside me, every instinct screaming danger.




“Girls, inside. Now.” The command brooks no argument. Lyra opens her mouth to protest, but something in my expression stops her. They disappear into the cabin, and I force myself to walk calmly toward the gate.




There are five of them. Warriors all, their armor gleaming in the pale sunlight. The one in front, a beta with a scar across his jaw, inclines his head respectfully.




“Are you the healer known as Sera Blackwood?”




My maiden name. The one I took back after… after.




“I am.”




“We’re here on behalf of the Silverclaw Crown. We seek information about a plague that’s been killing alphas of royal blood.”




The world tilts sideways. Plague. Royal blood. My mind immediately goes to my daughters, sleeping safely inside.




“I’ve heard nothing of a plague.” The lie comes easily.




The beta’s eyes narrow. “Our sources indicate you successfully treated a rogue yesterday. One who displayed symptoms similar to what we’re seeing.”




Damn. Someone had been watching.




“I treat many wolves. Patient confidentiality is sacred in a healing sanctuary.”




“This isn’t a request, healer.” The beta takes a step forward, dominance rolling off him in waves meant to make an omega submit. “The king himself has ordered a full investigation. Any information could save lives.”




The king. Kael. His name is a knife between my ribs.




“The rogue had claw wounds and fever. I treated the infection with standard herbs. That’s all.”




It’s not all. The rogue’s fever had been strange, unnatural. His blood had shimmered with something I’d never seen before, something that resisted my healing magic until I’d added lunar moss. But I’m not telling the royal patrol that.




I’m not telling them anything.




The beta studies me for a long moment, and I see the exact second he decides I’m not worth the trouble. Omegas rarely are.




“If you hear anything, you’re to report to Silverclaw Keep immediately. Understood?”




“Understood.”




They turn to leave, and relief floods through me. They’re going. We’re safe. Everything is fine.




And then the wind shifts.




It’s subtle at first. Just a change in the air, a new scent carried on the breeze. But my wolf recognizes it instantly, rising up inside me with a howl of agony and longing that nearly drops me to my knees.




Pine and frost.




Crisp mountain air and woodsmoke.




The scent of Kael Silverclaw. The scent of my mate.




It’s closer than it should be. Much closer.




He’s here.




The phantom pain in my chest, the one I’ve lived with for five years, suddenly blazes to life. The broken bond, shattered but never truly severed, screams inside me. My wolf claws at my control, desperate and yearning for something I can’t give her.




For someone who didn’t want us.




My eyes scan the treeline, searching for the massive silver wolf I know is there. Watching. Waiting.




He can’t be here. He can’t find them. He can’t take them from me.




But beneath the fear, beneath the panic, there’s something else. Something I’ve tried to bury for five years.




The mate bond, broken and bleeding, still recognizes its other half.




And it’s singing.
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KAEL




The pain hits at dawn.




It always does. A sharp, tearing sensation in my chest, like someone is ripping out pieces of me that no longer exist. Phantom limb. Phantom bond. Phantom mate.




Five years, and it never stops.




I press my palm flat against my sternum, feeling the emptiness where the mate bond used to pulse with life. Nothing. Just a gaping void and this constant, maddening ache that no amount of whiskey or bloodshed can silence.




My wolf snarls inside me, furious and broken. He’s never forgiven me for what I did. For what I had to do.




I force myself out of bed, my body protesting the movement. The plague is getting worse. I can feel it in my bones, a creeping weakness that steals a little more of my strength each day. No one knows. No one can know. The moment the pack senses weakness in their alpha, the challenges will come. And I’m not sure I can win anymore.




The war room is cold when I enter, despite the fire burning in the massive hearth. Maps cover every surface, marked with red pins indicating plague outbreaks. Seventeen alphas dead in the last three months. All royal blood. All from the oldest bloodlines.




Someone is targeting us.




“My King.” Beta Rylan stands at attention near the strategy table, his scarred face grim. He’s been my second for a decade, the only wolf I trust completely. “Three more reports came in overnight. The Ironwood Alpha. The Nightshade twins. And Lady Morrigan’s firstborn son.”




I feel nothing. I should feel something. These are wolves I’ve known, fought beside, negotiated with. But there’s only emptiness where my emotions used to live.




“Symptoms?”




“The same. Fever that burns from the inside. Blood that turns to silver. Madness in the final hours.” Rylan’s jaw tightens. “They’re calling it the Royal Rot. Saying the old bloodlines are cursed.”




“It’s not a curse.” I move to the map, studying the pattern of deaths. “It’s poison. Engineered. Deliberate.”




“Who would dare?”




“Someone who wants the throne.” My voice is colder than the winter wind battering the keep’s walls. “Someone who knows that killing me directly would trigger a pack war. But if I die of plague, along with every other royal alpha…” I let the implication hang in the air.




Rylan’s eyes flash gold. “We’ll find them. And we’ll rip out their throat.”




“First, we need to survive.” I turn away from the map, the movement making my vision swim. The weakness is worse today. I grip the edge of the table, willing my body to obey. “What about the healers? Anyone found a treatment?”




“Most are dead. The plague kills healers faster than anyone else. Something about their magic reacting badly to the poison.” Rylan hesitates, and I know that expression. He has news he doesn’t want to share. “But there’s one lead. A healer in Blackmoon Hollow. She successfully treated a rogue who displayed early symptoms.”




Blackmoon Hollow. The name means nothing to me. “Send a patrol. Bring her here.”




“Already did. She refused to share information. Patient confidentiality.”




A growl rumbles in my chest, my wolf surging forward. “Then bring her here by force. I don’t have time for sanctimonious healers playing games while alphas die.”




“Kael.” Rylan’s use of my name instead of my title makes me pause. “The reports from the patrol… they mentioned something else. The healer’s scent. One of the warriors said it smelled like… old pack. Like Silverclaw bloodline.”




Impossible. Every Silverclaw wolf is accounted for, living within these walls or serving in sanctioned positions throughout the territory. We don’t have healers in remote outposts.




“The warrior was mistaken.”




“Three of them reported the same thing.” Rylan pulls out a piece of paper, and I catch the scent of ink and hesitation. “I did some research. Five years ago, there was an omega. Sera Blackwood. She disappeared the night after…”




He doesn’t finish. He doesn’t need to.




The night after I rejected my fated mate in front of the entire pack.




The phantom pain in my chest explodes into agony so intense I nearly drop to my knees. My wolf howls, a sound of pure anguish that only I can hear. Her name. After five years of silence, her name.




Sera.




Storm grey eyes. Dark hair that smelled like wildflowers and rain. A laugh that was soft and genuine, nothing like the calculated performances of court wolves. An omega who looked at me like I was just a man, not a king. Not a weapon. Not a throne.




My mate.




My biggest mistake.




“It’s not her.” The words come out harsh, brooking no argument. “Sera Blackwood is dead.”




I don’t know if that’s true. I made sure never to find out. After the rejection, after I watched her stumble away from the ceremonial circle with tears streaming down her face and the mate bond shattering between us like glass, I forbade anyone from speaking her name. I burned every record. I erased her from pack history.




I told myself it was mercy.




I told myself she would be free to find happiness without the burden of a mate who couldn’t choose her over his kingdom.




I told myself a lot of lies.




“She’s alive,” Rylan says quietly. “Using her maiden name. Living in a healing sanctuary on the border of our territory. Alone.”




Alone. The word is a knife between my ribs. Five years alone, because of what I did to her. Because I chose duty over fate. Because I was a coward who couldn’t stand against the pack elders and the council who demanded I take a political mate instead.




Lady Isolde. Beautiful, connected, powerful. The perfect queen for a king who needed alliances more than love. Except I never marked her. Never claimed her. The marriage is political theater, nothing more.




My wolf refused. Still refuses. He knows who our true mate is, even if I destroyed that bond.




“I’ll go.” The decision is instant, inevitable. “If she has information about the plague, I need it. Prepare an escort.”




“You’re too weak to travel.” Rylan’s bluntness is why I keep him close. Everyone else is too afraid to tell me the truth. “The plague is killing you, Kael. You can barely stand right now.”




“Then I’ll die on the road instead of in this cursed keep.” I force myself upright, summoning the last reserves of strength. “I’m going to Blackmoon Hollow. Alone.”




“That’s suicide.”




“That’s an order.”




Rylan’s jaw works, but he bows his head. “Yes, my King.”




I’m in the courtyard preparing to shift when Elder Thorne appears. The ancient wolf moves with surprising speed for someone who claims to be three hundred years old, his gnarled hand closing around my forearm with shocking strength.




“You’re going to her.”




It’s not a question. Thorne has always had an unsettling way of knowing things he shouldn’t.




“I’m going to question a healer about the plague. Release me.”




“No.” The old wolf’s eyes are milky white, blind but somehow seeing more than anyone else. “You’re running toward the bond you broke. The mate you destroyed. The life you threw away.”




Rage surges through me, hot and primal. “Careful, Elder. My patience has limits.”




“And your life has hours.” Thorne’s words are a death sentence, spoken with the certainty of prophecy. “The plague is in your blood, my King. I can smell it. Another day, perhaps two, and you’ll be dead.”




The truth of it settles over me like a shroud. I’ve known, on some level. Known that I’m dying. Known that this is my punishment for breaking the most sacred law of our kind. You don’t reject your fated mate. You don’t sever the bond. Not without consequences.




“Then I’ll die.” My voice is empty. “The beta will take my place. The pack will survive.”




“Will it?” Thorne tilts his head, his blind gaze somehow boring into my soul. “Seventeen alphas dead. All royal blood. All from lines that trace back to the First Wolves. When you die, Kael Silverclaw, the oldest bloodline in existence dies with you.”




“I have no heirs.” The admission tastes like ash. Isolde and I never consummated our political arrangement. My wolf won’t allow it. Won’t allow any other female near us.




“Don’t you?” Thorne’s smile is knowing and terrible. “You rejected your fated mate. But you claimed her first, didn’t you? One perfect night before duty called. One night where the bond was whole and pure and infinite.”




The memory crashes over me with brutal clarity. Sera beneath me, her eyes wide and trusting and full of love. The mate bond snapping into place, a connection so powerful it felt like the universe itself was singing. Her scent wrapped around me like a benediction. Her soft cries of pleasure as I marked her, claimed her, made her mine in every way that mattered.




And then, the next night, I stood before the pack and rejected her.




“That was five years ago.” My hands are shaking. “What does it matter now?”




“Think, boy.” Thorne’s grip tightens. “You’re dying of a plague that targets royal blood. But the healer in Blackmoon Hollow, the one who carries the scent of Silverclaw… she successfully treated symptoms similar to yours. Why?”




Ice floods my veins. “She’s an omega. She has no immunity to bloodline magic.”




“She doesn’t.” Thorne’s voice drops to a whisper. “But the bond does. Even broken, even severed, the mate bond between you exists. A connection that can’t be fully destroyed. And if she still lives, if she still breathes, then the bond’s magic still flows.”




“You’re saying she’s the cure.” It should sound insane. It sounds like hope.




“I’m saying the cure doesn’t lie in herbs or potions.” Thorne releases my arm, stepping back. “It lies in the blood of the bond you broke.”




The phantom pain flares, and I realize it’s not just pain. It’s the bond itself, that shattered connection reaching across the distance toward the other half of my soul. Sera is out there. Alive. And some part of me has always known.




My wolf surges forward, desperate and wild. MATE. GO TO MATE. FIX WHAT WE BROKE.




“Even if you’re right, she’ll never help me.” The truth is bitter. “I destroyed her. Why would she save me now?”




Thorne’s smile is sad. “Perhaps she won’t. Perhaps this is the fate you earned, King of Nothing. To die knowing your mate lives, knowing you threw away your only chance at salvation.”




He starts to walk away, and I should let him. Should accept my death with the same cold resignation I’ve accepted everything else for five years.




But the elder pauses, his next words a knife thrust delivered with surgical precision.




“Of course, the cure doesn’t lie solely in her blood.” Thorne doesn’t turn around. “It lies in the blood of the bond you broke. In the heirs you never claimed.”




The world stops.




Heirs.




The word echoes in the sudden silence, impossible and devastating. I never… we only had one night. One perfect, doomed night before I destroyed everything.




“What did you say?” My voice is barely human.




Thorne looks back over his shoulder, his blind eyes somehow meeting mine with perfect accuracy. “You’re not just dying, Kael Silverclaw. You’re dying without ever knowing you’re a father.”
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SERA


Run.


The word screams through my mind the moment the patrol disappears into the forest. Every instinct I have, every protective impulse that’s kept my daughters safe for five years, is shrieking at me to grab them and run.


His scent is still in the air. Pine and frost. The scent that used to mean home, safety, forever. Now it just means danger.


I burst through the cabin door, my hands already reaching for the emergency pack I keep hidden under the floorboards. Five years of preparation. Five years of planning for this exact moment. The moment he finds us.


“Mama?” Maya looks up from her book, her silver eyes wide and knowing. She always knows. “Are we leaving?”


“Yes, little star.” I force my voice to stay calm even though my heart is hammering against my ribs. “We’re going on an adventure. Remember the adventure game we practiced?”


Lyra drops the wooden wolf she’s been playing with, her face lighting up with excitement instead of fear. Bold, fearless Lyra, who has no idea what’s coming. “The one where we have to be really quiet and really fast?”


“Exactly that one.” I pull out the pack, checking the contents with shaking hands. Clothes, food, medicine, silver coins sewn into the lining. Enough to get us across the border into neutral territory. Enough to disappear again.


Can I keep running forever? Can I keep my daughters hidden from their father for the rest of their lives?































































































































































































