

  [image: Cover]




Aurora Benoit

The Alpha’s Cursebreaker


An Enemies-to-Lovers Werewolf Romance





  
    First published by Zeansyl Pub 2026

  

  Copyright © 2026 by Aurora Benoit


  
    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.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Author’s Note
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 20
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 21
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 22
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 23
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 24
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 25
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
    


  



  Author’s Note



Dear Reader,




If this story made your pulse quicken, shattered your heart only to rebuild it stronger, or left you breathless with a happily-ever-after that felt worth every tear, I would be endlessly grateful for a positive review.




Your reviews are the lifeblood that helps other readers discover these passionate worlds and gives me the strength to keep crafting stories where love doesn’t just conquer, but transforms, heals, and sets souls ablaze.




Forever grateful and howling with appreciation,

Aurora Benoit








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  







POV: Theron




The screams rise from the Pits of Descent like smoke, curling into the blood-red sky above Duskhollow. I stand on the highest balcony of the obsidian citadel, my hands gripping the stone railing hard enough that my knuckles turn white. Below, the flames leap and twist, casting shadows across the arena where Alphas drag their claimed Omegas before the court. The ritual is always the same—dominance, submission, the bond snapping into place while hundreds watch and cheer.

I have watched it happen countless times. I have never felt it once.

My father’s voice still echoes in my skull from our argument an hour ago, each word a knife twisting deeper. “A prince who cannot bond is no prince at all, Theron. You are a disgrace to the Vale name. A weakness this kingdom cannot afford.”

The wind shifts, carrying the scent of burning wood and something sweeter—the pheromones of newly bonded pairs. My wolf stirs restlessly beneath my skin, hungry for something I can never have. The curse that runs through my veins sees to that.

Twenty-eight years. That’s how long I’ve lived with this emptiness where the bond should be.

I close my eyes and try to breathe through the familiar ache in my chest. It doesn’t help. It never helps.

The sound of boots against stone makes my spine straighten. I don’t need to turn to know who approaches—the suffocating weight of Alpha dominance announces him before he speaks.

“Still sulking, I see.”

King Aldric Vale steps onto the balcony, and the air itself seems to press down harder. He’s built like the warriors he commands—all muscle and controlled violence, his dark hair streaked with silver at the temples. His golden eyes, identical to mine, assess me the way he might assess a weapon that’s failed him in battle.

I force myself to face him. “I wasn’t sulking. I was thinking.”

“Thinking.” His lip curls. “That’s all you ever do. Think. Brood. Waste time pretending you’re anything more than a cursed failure.”

The words should sting. They don’t anymore. I’ve heard worse from him.

“Did you come here to remind me of my shortcomings, Father? Or was there something else?”

His hand moves so fast I barely see it. One moment he’s standing three feet away, the next his fingers are wrapped around my throat, slamming me back against the railing. The stone bites into my spine. My wolf snarls, wanting to fight back, but I force it down. Fighting my father has never ended well.

“Watch your tone,” he growls, his face inches from mine. “You may be my son, but you are not yet beyond punishment.”

I meet his eyes and don’t look away. “Then punish me.”

For a moment, I think he might. His grip tightens until black spots dance at the edges of my vision. Then he releases me with a sound of disgust, stepping back like touching me has contaminated him.

“The Oracle has spoken,” he says, brushing imaginary dust from his hands.

My pulse kicks up despite my best efforts to remain unmoved. “What did she say?”

“They’ve found her.” Aldric’s smile is sharp as a blade. “The Cursebreaker. The Omega prophesied to break the Vale curse.”

The world tilts slightly beneath my feet. I’ve heard this before—promises of salvation, of an Omega who could somehow undo what the gods themselves cursed into my bloodline. Each time, hope had crept in like poison. Each time, it had destroyed me and the Omega both.

“No.” The word comes out harder than I intend. “I won’t do this again.”

“You will.” Aldric’s voice drops to something deadly quiet. “You will present yourself in the throne room within the hour. You will meet this Omega. And you will pray to whatever gods might still listen that she is truly what the prophecy claims.”

“And if she’s not?” I push off the railing, standing to my full height. I’m taller than my father now, broader through the shoulders, but his power still dwarfs mine. “What happens when this one fails too? Do we add her to the list of Omegas I’ve destroyed?”

“That depends entirely on you.”

“It has nothing to do with me!” The words rip out of me before I can stop them. “The curse doesn’t care about my intentions. It doesn’t care that I—” I cut myself off, jaw clenching so hard my teeth ache.

Aldric watches me with cold calculation. “That you what, Theron? That you wish things were different? That you want to be normal?” He laughs, and the sound is bitter. “Wanting changes nothing. You are what you are—a cursed prince whose only value is whether you can produce an heir. This Omega is your last chance.”

“You said that about Celeste. And Mara. And Kiara.”

Something flickers across his face—so quick I almost miss it. Regret, maybe. Or just irritation that I’m reminding him of his failures along with mine.

“This one is different,” he says. “She has the violet eyes.”

The air leaves my lungs in a rush. Violet eyes. The old stories speak of them, of the bloodline that sees through the Veil between worlds, that carries power in ways even Alphas don’t fully understand. An Omega with violet eyes appears once every thousand years.

If the legends are true.

“The violet eyes are a myth,” I say, but my voice lacks conviction.

“Then you’ll know within the hour.” Aldric moves toward the balcony exit, pausing in the doorway. “One hour, Theron. Don’t be late. And for the love of whatever gods cursed us—try not to destroy this one before you’ve even touched her.”

He leaves. The weight of his presence lifts, but the heaviness in my chest remains.

I turn back to the railing, staring out over Duskhollow’s twisted spires and shadow-choked streets. The Pits have gone quiet now, the claiming rituals complete. Somewhere below, newly bonded pairs are celebrating what I can never have.

“Brother.”

I don’t startle—I’ve learned to sense Lysander’s approach even when he tries to mask it. My younger brother has always moved like a snake, silent and patient and venomous when it suits him.

I glance over my shoulder. He’s leaning against the doorframe, all golden eyes and careful smiles, looking every inch the prince our father wishes I could be. Charismatic where I’m cold. Charming where I’m distant. Whole where I’m broken.

“Lysander.” I keep my voice flat. “Come to gloat?”

“Gloat?” He presses a hand to his chest in mock offense. “I would never. I came to offer my support in this difficult time.”

“How thoughtful.”

He pushes off the doorframe and crosses to stand beside me at the railing. For a moment, we’re just two brothers looking out over our kingdom. It almost feels normal.

“I heard about the Cursebreaker,” he says quietly. “The violet-eyed Omega. It must be hard, having hope again after—” He doesn’t finish, but we both know what he means.

After Celeste. After Mara. After Kiara. After every failure that’s carved pieces out of my soul.

“I don’t have hope,” I tell him. “Hope is dangerous. Hope destroys.”

“Perhaps.” Lysander’s fingers drum against the stone. “But what if this time is different? What if she truly is the one the prophecy speaks of?”

“Then I’ll finally fulfill my duty and Father can stop looking at me like I’m a disease.”

“And if she fails?” His tone is still gentle, still sympathetic. Still completely false. “If this Omega is just another false promise… well. Perhaps it would be time to consider alternative solutions.”

There it is. The poison wrapped in silk.

I turn to face him fully. “What kind of alternative solutions?”

Lysander meets my eyes, and for just a moment, I see the ambition burning there—raw and hungry and barely contained.

“The curse is specific to the firstborn, is it not?” He speaks carefully, like he’s discussing the weather rather than treason. “If you cannot produce an heir, if the Vale line is truly doomed through you… perhaps the kingdom needs a different heir. One who isn’t cursed.”

“You.” The word comes out flat.

“I’m only thinking of Duskhollow’s future.” His smile doesn’t reach his eyes. “Father won’t live forever. The kingdom needs continuity, stability. If you cannot provide that—”

“Get out.”

“Theron—”

“I said get out.” My claws extend before I can stop them, black and sharp and aching to tear into something. “Now.”

Lysander raises his hands in surrender, backing toward the door. “I meant no offense, brother. I’m only being practical.”

“You’re being ambitious. There’s a difference.”

He pauses in the doorway, his expression shifting to something almost genuine. Almost. “For what it’s worth, I do hope this one works. I hope the violet-eyed Omega is everything they say. I hope you finally get the bond you’ve been denied.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re my brother.” He shrugs. “And because watching you suffer has grown tiresome.”

Then he’s gone, his footsteps fading down the corridor.

I stand alone on the balcony, claws still extended, breathing hard through the rage that wants to explode out of me. Lysander’s words echo in my mind. Alternative solutions. A different heir. One who isn’t cursed.

He’s been planning this. Waiting for me to fail one more time so he can step in and take what should have been mine.

I force my claws to retract and turn away from the view. There’s no point standing here, dwelling on things I cannot change. The Cursebreaker is coming. The violet-eyed Omega who will either save me or destroy me.

One more throw of the dice. One more chance to be what my father demands.

One more Omega I’ll probably ruin.

The walk back through the citadel feels longer than usual. I pass servants who avert their eyes, guards who bow but won’t meet my gaze, courtiers who whisper behind their hands. Everyone knows about the curse. Everyone knows I’m broken.

I stop before a section of wall where the obsidian has been polished to a mirror shine. My reflection stares back—golden eyes that mark me as my father’s son, dark hair that falls past a jaw too hard to be handsome, a body built for war but useless for the one thing that matters.

I see a warrior. A prince. A weapon honed by the best teachers the kingdom could provide.

But I don’t see a man capable of bonding. Of loving. Of being anything more than this hollow thing wearing a crown it doesn’t deserve.

The memory rises unbidden—Celeste’s face the last time I saw her, hope dying in her eyes as she realized I felt nothing when I touched her. No pull. No bond. No destiny clicking into place.

I sent her home that night. Told her family the bond hadn’t formed, that she was free to seek another Alpha. They smiled and thanked me and took her away.

Three days later, she threw herself from the highest tower of her family’s estate.

They said it was an accident. Everyone knew better.

I curl my hands into fists, pushing the memory down into the dark place where I keep all the things that would break me if I let them out.

Mara came next. Sweet, gentle Mara who tried so hard to make me feel something. I sent her home too, untouched and unclaimed. Her family sold her to an Alpha twice her age who beat her until she stopped being able to walk.

I heard about it months later. I didn’t ask for details.

Kiara was the last. She lasted the longest—two weeks in my tower before she finally accepted that the bond would never come. I don’t know what happened to her after I sent her away. I stopped asking. Stopped wanting to know.

Three Omegas. Three failures. Three lives destroyed by my inability to be what I’m supposed to be.

And now there’s a fourth coming.

A violet-eyed Omega who’s supposed to be different.

I force myself to move, descending deeper into the citadel toward the armory. The corridors are lined with murals depicting the Vale dynasty’s history—battles won, enemies crushed, the kingdom built on blood and bone.

Near the bottom of the stairs, there’s a massive painting of my ancestor, the first Vale Alpha, standing over Varek’s broken body. The old king lies dead at his feet, golden eyes staring sightless at a sky choked with smoke.

I stop before the mural, studying the triumphant expression on my ancestor’s face. He looks so certain. So powerful. So deserving of everything he stole.

The official history says he killed Varek in honorable combat, that the gods blessed his victory and granted him the throne. But I’ve read the forbidden texts in the royal archives. I know the truth.

Murder. Betrayal. Magic so dark the gods themselves turned away in disgust.

And as punishment, they cursed the Vale bloodline. No firstborn would ever bond with their fated Omega. The line would wither. The kingdom would fall.

Unless the Cursebreaker comes.

I tear my gaze from the mural and continue down to the armory. The room is vast, filled with weapons accumulated over generations—swords and axes and spears, all of them deadly, none of them useful against the curse that lives in my blood.

I select my weapons by habit rather than thought. Twin daggers for my thighs. A short sword for my back. Not because I’ll need them—this is a presentation, not a battle—but because my father will expect the show of dominance. The appearance of an Alpha in control.

Even if we both know it’s a lie.

My hands are steady as I strap the blades into place. They always are. I’ve learned to keep the trembling inside where no one can see it.

“Your Highness!”

I turn to find a servant in the doorway, young and breathless and clearly terrified to be speaking to me. He bows so low his forehead nearly touches his knees.

“What?”

“The—the Cursebreaker’s wagon, Your Highness. It’s entered the city gates. The court is gathering in the throne room. King Aldric requests your immediate presence.”

The words hit like a physical blow. She’s here. The violet-eyed Omega who will either break my curse or break herself trying.

One more chance. One more hope I can’t afford to feel.

I dismiss the servant with a wave and check my weapons one final time. The blades are sharp. My armor is in place. I look every inch the Alpha prince my father demands.

Only my reflection in the polished steel knows the truth—that beneath the warrior’s exterior, there’s just a man who’s forgotten how to hope.

But as I leave the armory and head toward the throne room, as I feel the weight of destiny pressing down on my shoulders like a physical thing, I can’t quite kill the traitorous whisper in my chest.

Violet eyes. The marker of power. The sign of the Cursebreaker.

What if this time is different?

What if she’s real?

I shove the thoughts down and keep walking. Hope is dangerous. Hope destroys.

But somewhere deep inside, where the curse coils like a living thing, something stirs.

Waiting.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  







POV: Reya




The iron bites into my wrists with every jolt of the wagon. I’ve learned not to flinch—learned it the same way I learned to track deer through winter forests, the same way I learned which roots will fill your belly and which will kill you. Pain is just another language, and I’ve been fluent since I was old enough to understand what these violet eyes mean.

Duskhollow rises before me like a wound in the earth.

Obsidian towers claw at a sky the color of old blood, their edges sharp enough to cut the twilight. I’ve heard stories about this place—whispered around campfires by other runaways, spat like curses by the Omegas who escaped its streets. But stories don’t prepare you for the weight of it. The city squats in the valley like a predator over a kill, mist curling around its foundations, and I can smell the smoke from here. Burning wood. Burning flesh. Burning hope.

The chains rattle as the wagon hits another rut. I don’t let the soldiers see me wince.

I’ve been counting the hours since they found me. Thirty-seven since the hunters cornered me at the river. Thirty-six since they locked these shackles around my wrists. Thirty-five since I stopped fighting and started watching. Because fighting got me a boot to the ribs and watching might get me an opportunity.

I always find an opportunity.

The wagon’s floor is splintered wood that digs into my thighs through the thin fabric of my dress—if you can call it that. They burned my traveling clothes, the leather and wool that kept me alive in the forests. Gave me this instead: pale fabric that’s meant to make me look soft. Breakable. Like every other Omega they’ve dragged through these gates.

But I’m not like the others.

I know this because my mother told me with her last breath, blood on her lips and fever in her eyes. “They will come for you, little violet,” she’d whispered, her fingers cold against my cheek. “When they do, don’t let them see you break.”

I haven’t broken yet.

One of the guards shifts on the bench across from me. I’ve been tracking him in my peripheral vision for the last hour—the way his gaze keeps sliding to my face, my throat, lower. His scent is thick with cheap wine and cheaper lust. The other soldiers ignore him, which means he’s low-ranking. Expendable. Stupid enough to think I’m easy prey because I’m chained.

His hand reaches toward my face.

“Pretty thing,” he slurs, fingers stretching for my cheek. “Bet the prince won’t know if we tame you a bit first—”

I snap my eyes to his. Hold his gaze. Let him see exactly what’s waiting behind these violet irises.

“Touch me,” I say, voice flat as winter ice, “and I’ll tear your throat out with my teeth.”

My hands are shackled. My ankles are bound. I’m surrounded by six armed soldiers in a moving wagon. None of that matters. What matters is the promise in my voice, the absolute certainty that I mean every word.

The guard’s hand freezes mid-reach.

For a heartbeat, the wagon holds its breath. The other soldiers have stopped their conversation. The driver’s shoulders have gone tense.

Then one of the guards—older, scarred, with the dead eyes of someone who’s seen too much—speaks up. “Pull your hand back, Garrett.”

Garrett’s fingers twitch in the air between us.

“She’s just an Omega,” he mutters, but his hand is already retreating. “Just having a bit of fun—”

“The king wants her unblemished for the prince.” The scarred soldier’s voice is cold. “You mark her, you die. You touch her, you die. You breathe on her wrong, and I’ll personally hand you over to the Pits myself. We clear?”

Garrett’s face goes the color of old cheese. He jerks his hand back like I’ve burned him, pressing himself against the far side of the wagon.

I file this information away with all the others I’ve been collecting: I have value beyond being another body in chains. The king wants me presented a certain way. Untouched. Whole. Whatever this curse is, whatever this prophecy means, they need me intact.

Which means I have leverage.

The wagon lurches forward, and through the slats in the sides, Duskhollow opens up before me.

I’ve never seen anything like it.

The streets are paved in black stone that gleams like wet bone. Buildings rise on either side, their architecture all sharp angles and darker intentions. And everywhere—everywhere—I see the hierarchy that rules this place written in flesh and chains.

An Omega stumbles past, a thick iron collar around her throat, connected by a short leash to the Alpha walking three paces ahead. She keeps her eyes down, her shoulders curved in permanent submission. The Alpha doesn’t even look at her. She’s furniture to him. Property.

My stomach turns.

Two Betas bow low as another Alpha strides past, their foreheads nearly touching the ground. The Alpha doesn’t acknowledge them. Why would he? They exist to serve.

And then I see the Pits of Descent.

They rise in the distance, a massive circular structure that dominates the city’s eastern edge. Even from here, I can see the smoke rising from its center, can hear the screams that carry on the wind. The soldiers notice me looking.

“That’s where the failures go,” Garrett says, and there’s a nasty edge to his voice now. Payback for the threat I made. “Alphas who can’t claim their Omegas. Omegas who resist their bonds. Anyone who defies the natural order.” He leans forward. “They fight until they break. Until they remember their place.”

I don’t give him the satisfaction of a reaction. But I file that away too: defiance has a price in Duskhollow. They punish it with spectacle.

The wagon turns onto a wider street, and the citadel looms ahead. It makes the rest of Duskhollow look small. Obsidian spires stab toward the darkening sky, and the walls—the walls are carved with images I can barely make out from this distance. Wolves. Battles. Something that might be a crown or might be a mountain of skulls.

My mother’s voice echoes in my memory: “They will come for you, little violet. When they do, don’t let them see you break.”

She died when I was seven. Fever took her, but not before she’d told me the stories. About the prophecy. About the violet eyes that appear once every thousand years. About the Cursebreaker who would either save the Vale line or burn beside it.

“Neither option involves your freedom, Reya,” she’d whispered, her hand trembling in mine. “So you make a third option. You survive. You endure. And you never, ever let them see you break.”

I’ve spent sixteen years making good on that promise. Sixteen years running from hunters and Alphas and anyone who looked at my eyes too long. Sixteen years learning to fight like a Beta, to track like a wolf, to disappear like smoke when the danger got too close.

I survived the Alpha who tried to claim me when I was sixteen—broke his arm and fled into the deep woods where even wolves feared to go. Survived two years alone in those forests. Survived finding a settlement of runaways and learning I wasn’t the only one who’d chosen running over submission.

I survived everything the world threw at me.

And now I’m here, in chains, being delivered to a cursed prince like a sacrificial lamb.

The bitter laugh tries to climb up my throat, but I swallow it down.

The wagon passes through the citadel gates, and my skin prickles with the concentration of power. Alphas. Dozens of them. Maybe hundreds. Their combined scent is a wall of dominance that crashes over me like a physical thing.

Every instinct I have screams at me to lower my eyes. To curl my shoulders. To make myself small and unthreatening. The Omega in my blood wants to submit, wants to appease, wants to survive by becoming invisible.

I force my spine straight.

The courtyard opens before us, and my breath catches despite myself.

Stone tiers rise on all sides, packed with bodies. Alphas in dark armor. Alphas in fine clothes. Alphas dripping with gold and power and the casual cruelty of those who’ve never had to fight for anything. They line the tiers like crows on a corpse, and every single one of them is watching the wagon.

Watching me.

The wagon stops.

A herald steps forward, his voice booming across the courtyard. “The prophesied Cursebreaker, brought before His Majesty King Aldric Vale and the royal court of Duskhollow!”

Prophesied Cursebreaker.

The words echo off stone, and I want to laugh. Want to scream. Want to tell them all that I never asked to break anyone’s curse, never wanted to be special, never agreed to any of this.

But I know the prophecy. Heard it whispered in my mother’s voice. Saw it written in the eyes of every hunter who came for me.

The Cursebreaker will come from the shadowed wood. The Cursebreaker will wear the violet eyes. The Cursebreaker will tear down the house of Vale. Or she will burn beside it.

Neither option involves my freedom.

So I’ll make a third option. Just like my mother taught me.

The guards drag me from the wagon. Their hands are rough on my arms, and the chains connecting my ankles force me to take shuffling half-steps. They want me to stumble. Want me to look weak.

I keep my feet under me.

They force me to my knees on the black stone courtyard. The impact sends pain shooting up my thighs, but I don’t make a sound. I keep my gaze down, but not in submission—I’m studying. Counting. Planning.

The courtyard is roughly circular, maybe a hundred feet across. The tiers rise in levels, giving the Alphas a clear view of whatever spectacle happens here. Three exits that I can see: the main gates we came through, a smaller door to the east, and what looks like a passageway behind the throne.

The throne.

It sits on a raised platform at the courtyard’s north end, carved from black iron that seems to drink in the torchlight. And seated on it, watching me with eyes the color of molten gold, is a man who can only be the king.

King Aldric Vale.

Power radiates from him like heat from a forge. Even from here, even with my eyes lowered, I can feel it pressing against me. This is an Alpha who’s ruled for decades, who’s never had his authority questioned, who’s watched his bloodline curse itself and kept the throne anyway.

He’s terrifying.

And he’s nothing compared to the presence I feel standing somewhere to his right.

“Rise.”

The king’s voice cuts through the courtyard like a blade. It’s not loud. It doesn’t need to be. It carries the weight of absolute authority, the kind of command that expects obedience because disobedience has never been an option.

Every Alpha instinct in my body screams at me to stand. To obey. To show my throat and acknowledge the power facing me.

My knees buckle.

I fight it. Lock my jaw. Dig my fingers into the stone beneath me. But the pressure is crushing, suffocating, like the weight of the ocean trying to drown me.

My body starts to rise without my permission.

No.

No.

I’ve bowed to no one for sixteen years. I won’t start now. Not for a king. Not for a curse. Not for a prophecy that tried to write my ending before I even learned to write my name.

My muscles shake with the effort of staying down.

The courtyard is silent. Watching. Waiting to see if the prophesied Cursebreaker will break before she even meets the cursed prince.

The king’s power intensifies. My vision blurs. My lungs forget how to pull air.

Then—

Everything changes.

The pressure that’s been crushing me suddenly… stops. Not disappears. But something larger moves between me and the king’s dominance. Something that makes Aldric’s power feel like a candle next to a forest fire.

I feel him before I see him.

Presence washing over the courtyard like a winter storm. Power that doesn’t demand submission—it simply exists, absolute and undeniable as gravity.

My head lifts without meaning to.

And I see Prince Theron Vale for the first time.

He stands apart from the crowd, off to the right of his father’s throne. A mountain of muscle and controlled violence, taller than any man I’ve ever seen. Dark hair falls past a jaw that looks carved from the same black stone as this city. His armor is minimal—just leather and steel across his chest and shoulders—like he doesn’t need the protection.

Like he is the protection.

But it’s his eyes that stop my breath.

Golden. Burning. Looking at me with something I can’t name. Not desire—I’ve seen that often enough. Not hunger. Something older. Something that makes the part of me that’s spent sixteen years running want to run faster.

And something that makes another part of me—a part I didn’t know existed until this moment—want to stay.

I wait for it. The pull. The bond. The thing that every story describes, that every Omega in every tale says hits like lightning in the chest. The absolute certainty that this Alpha is yours and you are his and nothing else in the world matters.

I feel…

Nothing.

No tug in my chest. No warmth in my blood. No instinct screaming at me to go to him, to submit to him, to offer myself up like every other Omega who’s found their fated mate.

Just… nothing.

The absence of the bond is almost louder than its presence would have been.

And from the way his expression flickers—just for a heartbeat, just enough for me to see—he feels the same nothing.

The cursed prince who cannot bond.

And the Omega who should be his salvation.

Looking at each other across a courtyard full of witnesses, both of us feeling the vast, echoing absence where destiny should have ignited.

Something bubbles up in my chest. Hysteria, maybe. Relief. Terror. All of it mixing together into something that feels dangerously close to laughter.

This is what they dragged me here for? This is the great prophecy, the violet-eyed Cursebreaker who would save the Vale line?

I can’t save him.

I can’t even feel him.

The smirk forms on my lips before I can stop it.

I watch recognition flash across Prince Theron’s face. See his golden eyes narrow. See the muscle in his jaw tighten.

The entire courtyard holds its breath.

Because no Omega—no one, period—smirks at the cursed prince. Not when he’s spent twenty-eight years destroying every Omega brought before him. Not when the last three were sent away broken, their families ruined, their futures ashes.

But I’m not like the others.

And he’s about to learn exactly what that means.








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  





POV: Theron


The Omega kneels before my father’s throne, iron shackles biting into her wrists, and I feel nothing.

Nothing.

The absence crashes into me like a fist to the gut. She should make me burn. Should make every instinct in my body scream mine, claim, need. Twenty-eight years I’ve waited for this moment—the moment when destiny finally deigns to grant me what it gives every other Alpha without question.

But there’s only emptiness where the bond should ignite.

I stand apart from the crowd, my hands clenched at my sides, forcing my expression into the cold mask I’ve worn for so long it feels carved into my bones. The courtyard is packed with the great houses—hundreds of Alphas lining the stone tiers, their combined scent a suffocating wall of dominance and barely concealed curiosity. They’ve come to watch the cursed prince meet his prophesied salvation.

Or his latest failure.

My father sits on his throne of black iron, golden eyes fixed on the Omega with the calculating coldness of a man who’s spent his entire life measuring value in blood and coin. King Aldric Vale has never looked at me with anything resembling warmth, but the disgust that curdles in his gaze whenever he remembers his firstborn cannot bond—that’s a familiar knife between my ribs.

The Omega keeps her head down, violet hair falling forward to hide her face. Violet. The Oracle said she would have violet eyes, a marker that appears once in a thousand years. A sign that she can see through the Veil between worlds.

A sign that she’s the one who can break my curse.

Or destroy me trying.

My wolf paces restlessly beneath my skin, agitated by her presence but not drawn to it. Not the way it should be. The bond is supposed to be undeniable—a pull so absolute that Alphas have started wars for their fated Omegas. I’ve watched my peers find their mates, watched the bond snap into place with the ease of destiny fulfilling itself.

I feel nothing.

And that nothing is going to get her killed.

Then she lifts her head.

Violet eyes—not just her hair, but her eyes too—meet mine across the courtyard. For a heartbeat, the world narrows to just that gaze. Sharp. Assessing. Utterly unafraid.

And then her lips curl.

She smirks at me.

A prince. The heir to Duskhollow. An Alpha who could have her executed with a word.

And she smirks.

In twenty-eight years, no Omega has ever looked at me with anything but desire or fear. The ones who wanted me saw the crown, the title, the power they could claim through a bond. The ones who feared me saw the curse, the emptiness, the three destroyed lives that trail behind me like ghosts.

This one looks at me like I’m a problem she’s already solved.

Something shifts in my chest. Not the bond. Something else. Something that makes my wolf stop pacing and pay attention.

“Rise.”

My father’s voice cuts through the courtyard like a blade, his Alpha dominance rolling across the space in waves. I watch the effect ripple through the crowd—Betas dropping their eyes, lesser Alphas stiffening their spines against the urge to submit.

The Omega’s body reacts before her mind can stop it. Her knees buckle, every instinct she has screaming at her to obey. I see the war play out across her face—the biological imperative to submit warring with something harder, more defiant.

Her spine straightens. Her jaw locks.

She stays kneeling.

A low murmur ripples through the gathered Alphas. My father’s expression doesn’t change, but I know that look. Someone is about to suffer for this disrespect.

“You misunderstand your position,” Aldric says, his voice deadly soft.

His power intensifies, pressing down on the courtyard like a physical weight. I feel it trying to force me to my knees, and I’m his son, trained since childhood to withstand his dominance. The Omega has no such training, no such protection.

Her entire body trembles with the effort of staying upright. Sweat beads on her forehead. Her hands curl into fists, chains rattling, and I see blood where the iron bites into her wrists.

But she doesn’t kneel.

Gods, she’s magnificent.

And she’s about to get herself killed.

The guards move without being ordered, grabbing her arms and wrenching her upright with enough force to make her teeth clack together. The iron shackles dig deeper, drawing fresh blood. I see the flash of pain in her violet eyes before she masks it, replacing agony with that same infuriating calm.

She doesn’t cry out. Doesn’t beg. Doesn’t give my father the satisfaction.

“Perhaps,” Aldric says, rising from his throne, “you require persuasion.”

One of the guards—Garrett, I think his name is—raises his hand to strike her. His palm is already arcing toward her face when my body moves without consulting my mind.

Three strides. That’s all it takes to cross the courtyard.

My hand closes around Garrett’s wrist mid-swing, and I hear bone crack beneath my grip. He lets out a strangled yelp, his face going white, but I don’t release him. Not yet.

The courtyard falls absolutely silent.

I can feel every eye on me. Can feel my father’s attention like a brand between my shoulder blades. Can feel Lysander’s presence somewhere to my right, probably wearing that delighted expression that makes me want to rip his throat out.

I’ve just defended an Omega who means nothing to me.

In front of the entire court.

In direct defiance of my father’s implicit order.

My wolf snarls with satisfaction. My mind screams that I’ve made a catastrophic mistake.

I release Garrett’s wrist and he stumbles back, cradling his broken bones. The other guards tense, waiting for orders, but I ignore them. My attention is fixed on the Omega, on those violet eyes that are watching me with something that might be surprise.

Good. Let her be surprised. Let her see that I’m not what she expected.

I reach for her, my hand lifting toward her face. She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t retreat. Just watches me with that unsettling calm, like she’s curious to see what I’ll do.

My fingers close around her throat.

Not squeezing. Not yet. Just holding, my palm pressed against the pulse point that hammers beneath her skin. Her heartbeat races against my hand—the first sign that she’s not as calm as she pretends.

The moment our skin makes contact, the world explodes.

Every torch in the courtyard extinguishes at once.

Darkness slams into us like a living thing, violent and ancient and hungry. It’s not the absence of light—it’s a presence, thick and suffocating, pressing in from all sides.

And in that darkness, I see something move.

Behind Reya’s eyes, in the depths of her violet gaze, something stirs. Something that has been sleeping, waiting, biding its time for three thousand years.

The curse recognizes her.

And she recognizes it.

Pain explodes through my chest, sharp and vicious, like claws tearing through my ribs from the inside. The curse screams in my blood, a sound only I can hear, fury and recognition and something that feels horribly like triumph.

It knows her.

The realization hits me at the same time as another wave of agony. My hand tightens involuntarily on her throat, and I feel her pulse stutter beneath my palm.

Then, as suddenly as it came, the darkness retreats.

The torches reignite in a rush of flame, bathing the courtyard in flickering orange light. I’m still standing there, my hand wrapped around the Omega’s throat, her violet eyes boring into mine.

The entire court is staring.

My father has risen from his throne, his expression unreadable. Lysander stands at the edge of my vision, golden eyes gleaming with something that makes my skin crawl. The guards have their hands on their weapons, uncertain whether they should intervene.

And I’m standing here, touching an Omega I can’t bond with, in front of everyone who matters in Duskhollow.

I force my voice to remain steady, to project the authority of a prince even as my mind races to understand what just happened.

“She stays in the Tower of Shadows,” I announce. “Under my guard.”

My father’s eyes narrow. I can see him calculating, weighing the political implications, trying to determine if this is progress or another failure.

“Your guard?” Aldric’s voice is deceptively mild. “You would waste time protecting an Omega who does not even respond to your scent?”

The question is a trap. If I admit there’s no bond, I confirm my curse remains unbroken. If I lie and claim a bond exists, I’ll be expected to prove it.

I do neither.

“No one touches her but me,” I say instead.

The possessiveness in my voice surprises even me. It’s not the bond speaking—the bond doesn’t exist. But something in me has decided this Omega is mine to protect, mine to deal with, mine to figure out.

Even if I don’t understand why.

Aldric studies me for a long moment. The courtyard holds its breath, waiting for the king’s decision. He could overrule me. Could take her from me and assign her to someone else, could have her executed for her disrespect, could do any number of things that would demonstrate his authority.

But he doesn’t.

“Very well,” he says finally. “Three days. You have three days to show progress with the Cursebreaker, or she goes to the Pits.”

The Pits of Descent, where Omegas who fail to bond are claimed by whoever can take them. Where violence and dominance replace destiny and choice.

Three days.

I incline my head, accepting the terms, then release the Omega’s throat. My hand falls away slowly, fingers trailing across her skin. For just a moment, I feel her pulse jump beneath my touch.

Then I step back and reach for her chains instead.

The iron is warm from her body heat, slick with her blood. I wrap the chain around my fist, making it clear to everyone watching that she is under my protection now. That anyone who wants her will have to go through me.

The Omega doesn’t resist as I turn to lead her away. Doesn’t fight or protest or make this more difficult than it already is.

But as we pass close, as the courtyard begins to breathe again and the crowd’s murmurs rise like a wave behind us, she leans in.

Her lips barely move, her voice pitched so low only I can hear.

“What’s the matter, Prince? Did you feel it?”

The question slides between my ribs like a blade.

Yes, I want to say. I felt the darkness. I felt the curse recognize you. I felt something ancient and terrible wake up in the space between us.

But I don’t say any of that.

I just tighten my grip on her chains and keep walking, pulling her toward the Tower of Shadows while my mind tries to process what just happened.

The curse recognized her.

The darkness knew her.

And when I touched her throat, when our skin made contact, I saw something in her eyes that I’ve only seen in one other place.

In the forbidden archives, in the ancient texts about my ancestor’s war with Varek, there are illustrations of what the god-king looked like before he was murdered and sealed.

Golden eyes burning with power. Shadow writhing around him like a living cloak.

And behind the Omega’s violet gaze, just for a heartbeat before the torches came back—

I saw those same golden eyes staring back
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