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Book Description

My Alpha King husband forgot me the moment he woke from a head injury and sent divorce papers before sunset.

According to Lucian Frost, marrying a woman from the wrong bloodline had been a mistake.

I probably should have cried.

Instead, I checked the compensation package first.

A border villa.

A lifetime stipend.

Medical care for my brother.

Permission to remarry.

I am not saying money heals heartbreak.

I am saying I was suddenly very open to scientific testing.

I signed before I cried.

After three years of surviving his obsession, his brutal full moons, and the marks the bond left beneath silk collars, I was ready to take the money and disappear.

Let the King call me a mistake.

Fine.

I would leave rich.

I would leave free.

And if I ever married again, I was finding someone with better manners and a lower bite frequency.

There was only one problem.

Lucian's mind may have forgotten me.

His wolf still knew exactly who I was to him.

And the moment I agreed to leave, it started tearing through the palace looking for its wife.
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Chapter 1
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"Your Majesty."

I looked up from Rowan's medical bill.

Ivor Hale stood in my sitting room with a black envelope in his hand.

Something in me tightened at once.

The fire was burning low behind him. Winter gray filled the palace windows.

He looked like he was about to ruin my entire day.

"What happened?" I asked. "Did Lucian's condition worsen?"

"His Majesty has recovered enough to handle state matters," Ivor said.

The answer ought to have reassured me, but my grip on Rowan's bill only tightened.

"Then why do you look like someone died?"

He shut the door and came over. "His Majesty issued a private order."

"What order?"

He put the envelope on the table between us.

"He wants to dissolve the marriage."

"Dissolve?" I repeated.

"Yes."

"You mean divorce?"

Ivor closed his eyes for one second. "Yes."

For one second, I remembered the last brutal moonrise.

Lucian over me.

His hands shaking.

His mouth at my throat.

His eyes bright with the part of him that never knew when hunger should stop.

I loved him.

I was also scared of him.

Both things were true, which felt deeply unfair.

Then another thought hit me.

Maybe I was not being abandoned.

Maybe I was being released alive.

"Is this because of the head injury?" I asked.

"He remembers state matters. Military matters. Border routes." Ivor's jaw tightened. "He does not remember your marriage properly."

"And because of that, he wants out?"

"He believes marrying you was an irrational decision made under unstable conditions."

"Wow."

I reached for the envelope.

Ivor made a strangled sound. "Please don't open it like it's a birthday gift."

"Then stop looking at me like that. You're scaring me."

"I am scared!"

"Why?"

He threw up a hand. "Because I spent three years holding this impossible royal marriage together, and now His Majesty wakes up missing the wrong memories and decides to throw all of it away!"

"The wrong memories?"

"The most important memories."

I broke the seal.

There was a short handwritten note inside.

Serah,

I have been informed that we were legally married for three years. I do not believe this arrangement should continue.

You will receive full financial compensation and retain your current personal assets.

We will proceed discreetly.

Lucian Frost

There was no apology.

No explanation.

Not even the old habit of calling me his Queen.

Just Serah.

Polite.

Cold.

Practically embossed with divorce.

It still hurt.

Which was annoying.

Then I turned the page, and the air in my chest stalled.

"Ivor," I said slowly. "What is this?"

He covered his face. "The compensation package."

"No, I mean what is this?"

"The compensation package," he said again, already sounding tired.

"Why is there so much money?"

He dropped his hand. "Because His Majesty is the Alpha King?"

The eastern border villa.

Full personal control of my Winter allowance from the last three years.

Jewelry vault access to pieces already gifted.

A lifetime private stipend.

Medical privileges for Rowan.

A separate recovery fund.

My fingers started shaking.

This time, for once, not from pain.

From math.

"He's serious?" I asked.

Ivor stared at me. "That is the part you're reacting to?"

"Do you know how much this is?"

"Do you know your husband just asked to erase it like it meant nothing?"

"Soon-to-be former husband," I corrected.

He gagged.

"What?" I said. "Accuracy matters in legal matters."

I pressed the paper flat and read faster.

"This villa alone could pay for Rowan's treatment for years," I muttered.

"Serah."

"The jewelry vault too?"

"Serah."

"And the stipend is monthly?"

"Serah!"

His eyes were red.

Poor man.

He looked more divorced than I did.

"I'm trying to focus," I said.

"Focus on your marriage collapsing!"

"I am." I tapped the document. "This is part of it."

He dropped into the chair across from me like his bones had given up.

"You should be furious," he said. "Or heartbroken. Or both."

"I might get there later."

"Later?"

"When I've finished reading."

He stared at me while I turned the last page.

There were legal notes attached. Quiet dissolution. No public scandal. No damage to my reputation. No restriction on future remarriage.

There was also a sealed medical addendum with Elara Voss's name on the margin.

Temporary spousal separation advised until instinctive recognition response can be assessed.

I read the line twice.

It sounded official enough to be meaningless, which was usually how dangerous things entered palace paperwork.

I set it aside.

My eyes stopped there.

Future remarriage.

I could remarry.

That was allowed.

Legally.

Publicly.

With no royal tantrum attached.

I could marry someone calmer.

Someone softer.

Someone who did not make me brace before nightfall.

Someone who did not leave me counting bite marks in the bath the next morning.

The feeling that went through me was not grief.

It was relief.

That made me feel awful.

Still relief.

"No restriction?" I asked.

Ivor narrowed his eyes. "What?"

"On future remarriage."

"That is what you are focused on?"

"I'm just asking."

"You sound interested."

I folded my hands over the paper before he could take it away.

"Hypothetically," I said, "if a woman were suddenly free and financially secure, would it be unreasonable for her to prefer a second husband who was a little less intense?"

Ivor stared at me like I had lost my mind.

Which was unfair.

I had lost many things in this marriage, but my priorities were finally improving.

I continued because, honestly, I had suffered enough.

"Not ugly, obviously."

"Obviously."

"Still high-ranking if possible."

"Of course."

"Nice ears."

He blinked. "What?"

"And a pretty tail. Soft fur. Better manners. Lower bite frequency."

He slapped both hands over his face.

"You are shopping for a replacement."

"I'm making a healthier life plan."

"Your husband is alive!"

"Yes, and divorcing me."

"He has brain trauma!"

"And I have full property rights."

His hands fell. "That is a monstrous sentence."

"It's a practical sentence wearing good shoes."

I pressed the papers to my chest and leaned back.

My heart hurt.

I hated that.

I was trying to be practical here.

My rich, terrifying husband had forgotten me and handed me enough money to start over.

That was a blessing.

A very expensive, emotionally confusing blessing.

The wolf in me paced behind my ribs, unhappy and useless.

Lucian had chosen me once. For three years, I had been the center of the coldest man's world, wrapped in silk and jewels and the kind of attention that made every room turn to watch me. He had put crowns on my head with those steady, possessive hands, and later he had touched me with the same certainty, as if wanting me and keeping me were the same act.

And now he looked at all of that and called it a mistake.

That landed harder than the order itself. It was one thing to lose a marriage. It was another to be told that the years I had spent reshaping my life around him could be filed away as an error in judgment.

But the relief was still there.

Big.

Bright.

Shameful.

I was tired of limping after his worst moon nights.

I was tired of going still whenever his voice dropped.

I was tired of loving a man who could make me feel worshipped and cornered in the same breath.

Maybe that made me awful.

Fine.

"Fine," I said.

Ivor froze. "Fine?"

I picked up the reply card.

"Fine. I'll sign it."

"No."

"You don't get a vote."

"No."

"Ivor."

"No."

I signed anyway.

Serah Vale Frost.

The last name caught in my throat.

Of course it did.

Then I put the pen down and slid the card toward him.

"There."

He didn't touch it.

"Please tell me you're joking."

"I'm not."

"At least throw something!"

"Why would I do that when he just made me rich?"

Ivor looked personally insulted.

"That is not a normal response."

"Maybe not for you."

"For anyone!"

I stood and went to the window with the compensation package in my hand.

Snow covered the palace gardens outside.

I thought of Rowan's medicine.

I thought of Lucian's mouth at my throat, hot and relentless, and of the mornings after when I smiled at breakfast with my back held too straight because everything hurt.

I thought of soft ears.

My heart twisted.

Then I turned back.

"Send it."

"Serah..."

"Send it before I remember I still have feelings."

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

At last, looking like someone had asked him to murder his favorite love story, he picked up the signed reply.

"This will destroy him," he whispered.

"He started it."

"You are both monsters."

"That seems unfair."

He reached the door and stopped.

"What are you going to do now?"

I looked down at the villa, the stipend, the medical privileges, and the remarriage clause.

I smiled before I could stop myself.

"First, I'm moving my money where no one can touch it."

Ivor stared at me like his soul had left his body.

"And then?"

I folded the paper neatly.

"Then I'm going to find a husband with better manners."

Somewhere deep in the west wing, an alarm began to scream.

Ivor went still.

Not startled.

Not confused.

Terrified.

The sound came again, lower this time, joined by a crash that rolled through the palace stone under my feet.

My wolf lifted its head inside my ribs.

It knew that sound before I did.

"Ivor," I said slowly. "What was that?"

He looked at the signed reply in his hand, then at me, and all the color left his face.

"His Majesty," he said, "just shifted."

The crash came again.

Closer.

Then the palace bond-line, the old silver thread under every royal wall, lit cold beneath my skin.

Not calling the court.

Not calling the guards.

Calling me.

At the time, I still believed Lucian Frost was done with me.

Funny, in hindsight.

My decision to leave had woken the one part of him that had never agreed to anything.
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For one second, neither of us moved.

The alarm kept screaming.

Then Ivor looked at me as if I had set the throne room on fire and asked whether the flames made me look pretty.

The door flew open before either of us could speak.

One of the west wing guards stopped on the threshold, breathless and pale.

"Your Majesty," he said to me, then looked helplessly at Ivor. "The king's wolf surfaced. The inner doors are sealed. Physician Voss has ordered the corridor cleared."

Elara.

Of course.

"Did he hurt anyone?" Ivor asked.

"No, sir. He broke the south restraint rail and went for the bond-line wall."

My skin went cold.

"The what?" I asked.

Ivor's face said he had hoped I would not hear that part.

"Out," he told the guard. "Double the west wing doors. No one goes near him without my order, not even Elara. And do not send that reply card yet."

The guard vanished.

The alarm cut off a moment later.

Somehow, the silence was worse.

Then he made a hoarse noise and dropped into the chair by the door.

"No," he said.

"You already said that."

"I mean no to all of it. The divorce. The replacement husband. The ears. The tail. Everything."

"You don't get a vote."

"I got ten gray hairs from this marriage. I deserve a vote."

He sounded half outraged, half exhausted.

So very royal assistant.

So very unpaid therapist.

I almost laughed, which felt wildly inappropriate.

"You're being dramatic."

"I am not being dramatic." He jabbed a finger at me. "Do you know what I did for the two of you?"

"Protected the treasury from Lucian?"

"Protected society from both of you!" he snapped. "I handled the wedding guest list when every pureblood family in the north was losing their mind. I stopped three old dukes from calling you a disgrace in public. I arranged your anniversary trips. I hid the fact that His Majesty canceled six military meetings because you had a fever. I listened to him ask whether winter roses or moon orchids would suit your hair better!"

That got me.

I winced. "I did not ask him to do that."

"No. He did it because he was insane about you."

My heart twitched.

The wolf in me lifted its head at his name like a fool that had not yet learned better.

I hated that.

Ivor kept going because once he started, nothing short of death ever seemed to stop him.

"He used to return from the border covered in blood and still ask me whether Rowan's medicine had been delivered. He threatened an entire trade council because a jeweler sent you the wrong shade of diamonds. He once canceled a royal hunt because you said you had cramps."

"That one was considerate."

Also the bare minimum, in my humble and medically correct opinion.

"That one was humiliating," Ivor hissed. "Do you know what explanation I had to give the court?"

"No."

"Neither do I. I lied so hard I nearly passed out."

I bit the inside of my cheek to stop smiling.

That was the problem.

There had been so much care in this marriage.

Too much, sometimes.

Lucian did nothing halfway.

Not gifts.

Not protection.

Not hunger.

And still I wanted out.

"I know he was good to me," I said quietly.

"Then why are you acting like this?"

Because good was not the same as easy.

Because being adored by Lucian Frost did not always feel safe.

Because on his worst moon nights, he forgot how strong he was.

Because I loved him and still dreaded the sound of his bedroom door locking.

I looked down at the papers in my lap.

"Do you remember the first time I came to the palace?" I asked.

Ivor's face changed.

"Of course I remember."

So did I.

I had arrived soaked to the bone, clutching Rowan's medical reports so hard the pages were wrinkled. I had not come as a bride. I had come begging for help.

The north was starving that winter. Rowan was sick. I had not slept properly in weeks.

They made me wait in a stone hall so large it made me feel even smaller, all frozen marble echo and dead air, as if the palace had been built to teach people like me to speak softly or not at all.

Then the doors opened.

Lucian walked in wearing black, snow still melting on his boots. Everyone else in the
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