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The Blood Moon hung high above Ravenclaw Pack, casting an eerie crimson glow across the ancient forest.

To every wolf in the pack, it was a sacred night—a night of blessings, destiny, and new beginnings.

To Vaelora Ashwood, it felt like the end.

She stood alone on the balcony of the Alpha Manor, her moon-white gown swaying gently in the autumn breeze. Below, the pack grounds shimmered with hundreds of lanterns, while music and laughter echoed through the night.

Tonight was meant to be unforgettable.

After five years of standing faithfully beside Alpha Damien Blackwood, tonight she would finally become his Luna before the entire pack.

A small smile touched her lips as she looked toward the stars.

Her mother had always said, “The Moon Goddess never makes mistakes. When she gives you your mate, she also gives you your future.”

Vaelora had believed those words with all her heart.

Until tonight.

The balcony doors opened.

“Vaelora.”

She turned, her smile widening at the sight of Damien.

He looked every bit the Alpha everyone admired—tall, broad-shouldered, and dressed in ceremonial black embroidered with silver thread. His sharp blue eyes, once filled with warmth whenever they met hers, were now cold and unreadable.

“You look beautiful,” she said softly.

For a brief moment, something flickered across his face.

Regret.

Then it vanished.

“The ceremony is beginning.”

His voice was distant.

Formal.

Not the voice of the man who had once promised to protect her forever.

A knot tightened in Vaelora’s stomach.

“Is something wrong?”

“No.”

He looked away.

“We shouldn’t keep everyone waiting.”

Without another word, he walked toward the grand staircase.

Vaelora followed, unable to shake the uneasy feeling growing inside her.

The entire pack had gathered in the Moon Courtyard.

Bonfires burned brightly beneath the crimson sky.

Children laughed as they chased one another through the crowd, while warriors raised goblets in celebration.

As Damien and Vaelora entered together, cheers erupted.

“Our Luna!”

“Bless the Moon Goddess!”

“Long live Alpha Damien and Luna Vaelora!”

Vaelora smiled politely, though her heart felt strangely heavy.

At the center of the courtyard stood the Moon Altar, carved from white stone older than the pack itself.

The High Elder stepped forward, lifting his silver staff toward the Blood Moon.

“On this sacred night, we gather to witness the union of two destined souls.”

His weathered eyes rested on Damien.

“Alpha Damien Blackwood…”

“Do you accept Vaelora Ashwood as your fated mate and Luna?”

Silence.

Damien didn’t answer.

The joyful murmurs faded.

Vaelora looked at him, confused.

“Damien?”

Slowly…

He stepped away from her.

One step.

Then another.

Until several feet separated them.

Her heartbeat thundered in her ears.

“What are you doing?”

His expression remained emotionless.

When he finally spoke, his voice echoed across the silent courtyard.

“I, Alpha Damien Blackwood…”

“…reject Vaelora Ashwood as my fated mate and future Luna.”

The words struck like lightning.

Agonizing pain tore through Vaelora’s chest.

She gasped, clutching at her heart as the sacred mate bond began to fracture.

It felt as though her soul itself was being ripped apart.

Tears blurred her vision.

“No…”

Her voice trembled.

“You can’t mean that.”

“I do.”

“Why?”

His eyes never left hers.

“You betrayed Ravenclaw Pack.”

Vaelora stared at him in disbelief.

“What?”

“You secretly met with members of the Shadow Pack.”

“I never did!”

“You revealed our patrol routes.”

“No!”

She shook her head desperately.

“I’ve never betrayed you. Never!”

“The evidence says otherwise.”

“What evidence?”

“You know exactly what you’ve done.”

“I don’t!”

She took a step toward him.

“Damien… look at me.”

“You know me.”

“You know I would never betray you.”

For the briefest moment, uncertainty crossed his face.

Then it disappeared.

“My decision has been made.”

The crowd whispered among themselves.

Some looked shocked.

Others looked disappointed.

Many avoided her gaze altogether.

The people Vaelora had healed.

The families she had helped during harsh winters.

The warriors she had nursed back to health after battle.

Not one voice rose in her defense.

Then someone stepped forward.

Vivian Nightshade.

Beautiful.

Elegant.

And wearing a satisfied smile.

She slipped effortlessly beside Damien.

“The Alpha has spoken.”

Vaelora looked between them.

Understanding dawned.

“This was planned.”

Vivian laughed softly.

“It wasn’t difficult.”

She leaned closer, lowering her voice so only Vaelora could hear.

“The pack deserves a Luna worthy of its Alpha.”

“You framed me.”

Vivian’s smile widened.

“I simply gave Damien a reason to see what was already in front of him.”

Vaelora looked back at Damien.

“You believe her?”

He remained silent.

His silence hurt more than any accusation.

The High Elder lowered his head.

“According to the Laws of the Moon…”

His voice was heavy with sorrow.

“A rejected mate must leave pack territory before sunrise.”

A wave of murmurs swept through the crowd.

Vaelora could barely breathe.

“You would exile me?”

Damien answered without emotion.

“It is the law.”

Tears streamed down her face.

“I gave you my heart.”

“I gave this pack everything I had.”

“And this…”

She looked around at the wolves she had called family.

“…is how it ends?”

No one answered.

The silence spoke louder than words.

With trembling hands, Vaelora removed the silver moon pendant that had belonged to her mother.

She walked forward and gently placed it at Damien’s feet.

“When the truth finally finds you…”

Her voice was calm now.

“…I hope it hurts.”

She turned and walked away.

Not one person followed.

Behind her, the music slowly began again.

The celebration continued.

As if the woman who had once been destined to become Luna had never existed.

Hours later, Vaelora crossed the border of Ravenclaw Pack beneath the relentless rain.

Every step carried her farther from the only home she had ever known.

Her body ached from the broken mate bond.

Her heart hurt even more.

Suddenly, a wave of dizziness overwhelmed her.

She collapsed against the trunk of an ancient oak, breathing heavily.

A strange warmth spread through her body.

Instinctively, she placed a hand over her stomach.

Then she felt it.

A tiny heartbeat.

Then another.

Her eyes widened.

Twins.

Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks.

“They’re yours…”

She whispered into the empty forest.

“They’re ours.”

Before she could gather herself, a twig snapped somewhere behind her.

Then another.

Several hooded figures emerged from the darkness between the trees.

Their glowing eyes reflected the crimson light of the Blood Moon.

One of them chuckled.

“So the Alpha really cast her out.”

Another unsheathed a silver blade.

“Our mistress said to leave no witnesses.”

Vaelora’s blood ran cold.

This had never been just a rejection.

It was an execution.

She took one cautious step backward, shielding her stomach with both hands.

The assassins advanced.

The forest fell deathly silent.

Then, somewhere deep within the shadows…

A massive wolf growled.

And the hunt began.
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The Broken Mate Bond

* * *

The rain refused to stop.

Vaelora Ashwood walked through the dark forest with no destination, her bare feet sinking into the cold mud beneath her. Every step took her farther from Ravenclaw Pack—farther from the only home she had ever known.

The pain in her chest refused to ease.

A rejected mate bond did not disappear in an instant.

It shattered slowly.

Every heartbeat reminded her that the man destined to love her had willingly broken the sacred connection blessed by the Moon Goddess.

She wrapped her arms around herself, trying to hold together the pieces of her broken heart.

“I, Alpha Damien Blackwood, reject Vaelora Ashwood as my fated mate and future Luna.”

His words echoed through her mind like a curse.

She stopped walking.

A sob escaped her lips.

“Why?”

The question disappeared into the empty forest.

No answer came.

Only hours earlier, she had stood before the entire pack wearing a gown made for her Luna Ceremony.

Now it was torn and stained with mud.

The silver embroidery her mother had lovingly sewn into the sleeves had been ripped away by thorn bushes.

Her hair, once braided with white flowers, hung loosely around her face.

She no longer looked like a future Luna.

She looked like someone the world had already forgotten.

Vaelora reached the edge of a quiet stream and knelt beside the water.

Her reflection stared back at her.

Red eyes.

Pale skin.

A face swollen from crying.

She barely recognized herself.

Slowly, she touched the place over her heart.

A faint silver thread glowed beneath her skin.

The mate bond.

It was cracked.

Frayed.

Barely holding together.

Every rejected wolf knew what came next.

When the bond finally snapped, the pain would become unbearable.

Some wolves never recovered.

Some lost the will to live.

Others lost their wolves forever.

Vaelora closed her eyes.

“Please…”

“Don’t leave me too.”

Inside her mind, she searched for the familiar presence of her wolf.

Usually, she could feel her companion’s emotions.

Her comfort.

Her strength.

Now…

There was only silence.

“Wren?”

Nothing.

Her wolf did not answer.

Fear settled deep in her chest.

A twig snapped somewhere behind her.

Vaelora spun around.

Nothing.

Only the endless forest.

She released a slow breath.

Her nerves were unraveling.

She was imagining things.

She turned back toward the stream.

Then another sound came.

Footsteps.

Several of them.

Moving carefully through the trees.

She quickly stepped away from the water.

“Who’s there?”

No one answered.

Instead, a familiar scent drifted through the rain.

Wolf.

Not just one.

Several.

Pack wolves.

Her heart lifted for a brief moment.

Damien changed his mind.

He came for me.

She hurried toward the sound.

“Damien?”

Silence.

Then figures emerged from the shadows.

Four warriors.

Each dressed in black cloaks.

Each carrying silver weapons.

None of them were Damien.

Vaelora stopped.

“I know you.”

One of the men lowered his hood.

Captain Rowan.

The leader of Ravenclaw’s border patrol.

Relief washed over her.

“Rowan.”

She smiled weakly.

“Did the Alpha send you?”

The captain’s expression remained cold.

“In a way.”

“I knew he wouldn’t leave me out here.”

For a long moment, Rowan simply stared at her.

Then he slowly drew his sword.

Vaelora’s smile disappeared.

“What are you doing?”

“The Alpha rejected you.”

His voice carried no emotion.

“Which means you no longer belong to Ravenclaw.”

Confusion filled her eyes.

“I know.”

“So why the sword?”

Another warrior answered.

“Dead women tell no secrets.”

Vaelora’s blood ran cold.

“What?”

Rowan stepped forward.

“You should have accepted exile quietly.”

“I did.”

“You know too much.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t need to.”

Her breathing became uneven.

“Damien doesn’t know about this.”

Rowan said nothing.

His silence told her everything.

Whoever had ordered this…

It wasn’t official.

It was murder.

Vaelora slowly stepped backward.

“You’ve served beside me for years.”

“I healed your daughter after the fever.”

“I stood beside your family during the winter famine.”

She looked from one face to another.

“I’ve never harmed any of you.”

Several of the warriors looked away.

Only Rowan remained unmoved.

“This isn’t personal.”

“It is to me.”

She continued backing away.

“I won’t fight you.”

“You don’t have to.”

Rowan raised his sword.

“You only have to die.”

Vaelora turned and ran.

The forest exploded into movement behind her.

“After her!”

Branches whipped against her face as she sprinted through the darkness.

Pain tore through her chest with every step.

The broken mate bond weakened her.

Her wolf remained silent.

Her body was exhausted.

Still…

She refused to stop.

Not now.

Not when two tiny heartbeats depended on her.

She didn’t know how.

She didn’t know why.

But somewhere deep inside, she knew.

She was carrying Damien’s children.

That single truth gave her the strength to keep running.

“I won’t let them die,” she whispered.

“I won’t.”

Behind her, Rowan’s voice echoed through the trees.

“Don’t let her escape!”

Vaelora pushed herself harder, tears blurring her vision.

She didn’t know where she was going.

Only that she had to survive.

For herself.

For the innocent lives growing inside her.

And because, somewhere beneath the crushing pain of rejection…

A small spark of determination still burned.

She had lost her mate.

She had lost her pack.

She had lost her home.

But she would not lose herself.

Not tonight.
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Banished

* * *

Vaelora ran until her lungs burned.

The forest stretched endlessly before her, its towering pines casting long, ghostly shadows beneath the crimson glow of the Blood Moon. Rain drenched her clothes, and every breath came with a sharp ache from the shattered mate bond.

Behind her, the hunters never stopped.

“Spread out!”

“She can’t have gone far!”

“The reward belongs to whoever finds her first!”

Vaelora stumbled over a fallen branch and crashed onto the forest floor. Her palms scraped against rough stone, but she ignored the pain. She forced herself back to her feet.

Keep moving.

You have to survive.

She rested a trembling hand over her stomach.

“I won’t let anything happen to you,” she whispered.

The tiny lives growing inside her were now the only reason she refused to give up.

Hours earlier…

As Vaelora crossed the boundary of Ravenclaw Pack, she had felt it.

The invisible barrier that marked her home disappeared behind her.

She stopped just beyond the ancient border stone.

For years, she had crossed this path beside Damien during patrols.

He had once wrapped an arm around her shoulders and promised with a smile, “No matter where duty takes us, Ravenclaw will always be your home.”

Now she stood outside those borders alone.

The words felt like a cruel joke.

She looked back one last time.

The lights of the Alpha Manor glowed faintly in the distance.

That had been her home.

Her dream.

Her future.

Now it belonged to someone else.

A cold breeze swept through the trees.

Vaelora wiped away her tears.

“I won’t look back again.”

She turned toward the unknown.

Back in Ravenclaw Pack, the celebration had ended.

The courtyard was quiet.

Most of the pack had gone home, but whispers lingered like ghosts.

Some believed Vaelora had betrayed them.

Others refused to believe the accusations.

Inside the Alpha Manor, Damien stood alone before the fireplace.

He stared into the flames without seeing them.

His wolf paced restlessly inside his mind.

You made a mistake.

Damien clenched his jaw.

“I did what an Alpha must.”

No.

His wolf growled.

You ignored your heart.

“The evidence was clear.”

Then why does the bond still hurt?

Damien froze.

The pain hadn’t disappeared.

Rejected mates were supposed to feel relief once the bond was broken.

Instead…

The emptiness inside him only grew.

A knock interrupted his thoughts.

“Come in.”

Beta Lucas entered, carrying a sealed letter.

“It arrived just after Lady Vivian left.”

Damien frowned.

“From whom?”

“There is no name.”

Lucas handed him the letter.

Damien broke the seal.

Inside was a single sheet of paper.

Three words.

She was innocent.

Nothing more.

No signature.

No explanation.

His pulse quickened.

“Who delivered this?”

“A young messenger.”

“Where is he?”

“He disappeared before the guards could question him.”

Damien crushed the letter in his hand.

For the first time, doubt became fear.

Miles away, the hunt continued.

Vaelora could barely feel her legs.

The pain from the broken mate bond spread through her body like fire.

She leaned against the trunk of an old oak tree, struggling to breathe.

Then she heard voices.

Closer than before.

“Check the river!”

“She couldn’t have gone far!”

“We finish this tonight!”

She looked around desperately.

There was nowhere to hide.

No shelter.

No escape.

She closed her eyes.

“Moon Goddess…”

“If my life must end…”

She rested both hands over her stomach.

“Please…”

“Save my children.”

A tear rolled down her cheek.

Then…

The wind changed.

The forest became unnaturally still.

Even the hunters stopped moving.

“What was that?” one whispered.

A deep growl echoed through the darkness.

Not the growl of an ordinary wolf.

Something far older.

Far more powerful.

Golden eyes appeared between the trees.

One pair.

Then another.

No.

It was the same creature stepping forward.

A massive wolf with black fur streaked by shimmering silver.

It was larger than any Alpha.

Larger than any Lycan Vaelora had ever heard described in old legends.

The hunters instinctively backed away.

“No…”

One man dropped his sword.

“It can’t be.”

“The Guardian…”

The enormous wolf bared its fangs.

Its roar shook the entire forest.

Birds burst into the sky.

The ground trembled.

Without warning, the beast lunged.

The first hunter was thrown several feet through the air.

Another disappeared into the shadows with a terrified scream.

The remaining men scattered in panic.

Within moments…

The forest was silent again.

The giant wolf slowly turned toward Vaelora.

She held her breath.

Instead of attacking, the creature approached cautiously.

Its golden eyes studied her.

Then its gaze lowered to her stomach.

A soft rumble escaped its throat.

Almost protective.

Vaelora blinked in surprise.

“You… saved me.”

The wolf lowered its massive head.

As though acknowledging her words.

Suddenly, another sharp pain tore through her chest.

The broken mate bond flared with unbearable force.

She cried out and collapsed.

Her vision blurred.

Before darkness claimed her, she saw the great wolf surrounded by silver light.

Its massive form shifted.

Where the beast had stood…

A tall man now knelt beside her.

His long black hair fell across broad shoulders, and ancient silver markings glowed on his skin.

He gently lifted her into his arms.

“You’ve suffered enough,” he murmured.

“From this moment forward…”

“No one will ever hunt you again.”

Vaelora tried to speak.

But exhaustion pulled her into unconsciousness.

As the mysterious stranger carried her deeper into the ancient forest, the Blood Moon disappeared behind heavy clouds.

Far behind them, hidden among the trees, another figure watched.

A woman dressed in crimson smiled coldly.

“So…”

She whispered.

“The Guardian found her.”

Her smile widened.

“Good.”

“It will make killing them both even more satisfying.”

She vanished into the darkness before the wind could carry away her laughter.
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