

  [image: Cover]




Rosy Canon

Betrayed by the Alpha, claimed by the Lycan king


Fated Mates & Second Chance Romance Novel





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Rosy Canon


  
    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.

  
    Rosy Canon 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
    

    
    
      	
        Prologue
        
      

    
      	
        1. Chapter 1: Ashes of Yesterday
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2: The Stranger in the Woods
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3: Eyes Like Midnight
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4: Guarded Heart
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5: The King’s Truth
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6: Shadows of the Past
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7: The Hunter Becomes Hunted
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8: Castle of Shadows and Light
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9: The Healer’s Discovery
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10: The Ancient Enemy
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter 11: Bonds of Trust
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter 12: The Trap
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter 13: Into the Abyss
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter 14: The Shadow King’s Gambit
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter 15: Shattered Illusions
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter 16: United in Love
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
    


  





  
  
  Prologue

  
  







Serenya had always believed in the sacred mate bond she shared with Alpha Kael of the Silvermoon Pack. It was a belief that had anchored her world for two years, a faith so absolute that she never questioned the flutter in her chest when he looked at her, or the way her wolf purred contentedly in his presence. The bond was supposed to be unbreakable, eternal, a connection that transcended the physical realm and bound two souls together across lifetimes. She had given herself completely to this belief, to him, pouring every ounce of her devotion into what she thought was their shared destiny.




In the beginning, everything had felt perfect. Kael would seek her out after long days of pack business, his arms wrapping around her as he buried his face in her hair, inhaling her scent as if it was the only thing keeping him grounded. They would walk through the moonlit forest together, her smaller hand tucked safely in his larger one, talking about their future, about the pups they would have, about how they would lead the pack together. He would tell her she was his anchor, his salvation, the one thing in his chaotic world that made sense. Those words had wrapped around her heart like golden threads, binding her to him with an intensity that sometimes frightened her.




But slowly, so gradually that she almost didn’t notice at first, things began to change. The changes were subtle, like shadows creeping across a sunny meadow. His touches became more perfunctory, less lingering. Where once he would hold her close after they made love, now he would rise quickly, claiming he needed to check on patrol routes or review border security. His kisses, once deep and consuming, became quick pecks on her forehead or cheek, offered absently as he walked past her toward more pressing matters.




The late night pack business meetings became more frequent. Kael would disappear after dinner, sometimes not returning until the early hours of morning, sliding into bed beside her with the careful movements of someone trying not to wake a light sleeper. When she asked about these meetings, he would give her vague explanations about territorial disputes or trade negotiations, his eyes not quite meeting hers. She tried to push down the growing unease in her chest, telling herself that being an Alpha was demanding, that the weight of leadership required sacrifices from both of them.




The excuses multiplied like weeds. Important business trips that couldn’t be delayed. Emergency council meetings that ran late into the night. Training sessions with the pack warriors that somehow always seemed to happen when she was looking forward to spending time with him. Each excuse felt reasonable on its own, but together they began to form a pattern that made her stomach churn with a sickness she couldn’t name. She found herself eating dinner alone more often than not, staring at the empty chair across from her and wondering when their shared meals had become such a rare occurrence.




Her wolf began to grow restless, pacing anxiously beneath her skin whenever Kael was near. The animal part of her seemed to sense something that her human mind refused to acknowledge, a wrongness that made her want to shift and run until her lungs burned and her paws bled. But she pushed those instincts down, convinced herself that she was being paranoid, that the stress of pack life was simply affecting them both. Love required patience, she told herself. Love required understanding. Love required sacrifice.




The first real crack in her faith came on a crisp autumn evening when Kael returned from one of his mysterious meetings. She had been reading in their shared quarters, trying to distract herself from the loneliness that seemed to follow her like a persistent shadow. When he entered, she immediately caught it, a scent that didn’t belong. It was floral and delicate, nothing like the earthy, pine-fresh scent of their territory. It clung to his clothes like an accusation, foreign and feminine and utterly wrong.




Her wolf went completely still, the kind of dangerous stillness that preceded either flight or fight. Serenya set down her book with hands that trembled only slightly, her heart hammering against her ribs as she tried to find an innocent explanation. Perhaps he had been meeting with female pack members. Perhaps he had walked through someone’s garden on his way home. Perhaps there were a dozen reasonable explanations that didn’t involve the dark thoughts beginning to creep into her mind like poison.




But when she asked him about it, keeping her voice carefully casual, he had hesitated just a fraction too long before answering. That hesitation, barely perceptible to human senses but glaring obvious to her heightened werewolf instincts, hit her like a physical blow. His explanation was smooth and reasonable, something about meeting with a delegation from a neighboring pack, but the damage was done. The seed of doubt, once planted, began to grow with vicious persistence.




From that night forward, she began to pay attention with the focused intensity of a hunter tracking prey. She noticed how he would shower immediately upon returning home, washing away any trace of where he had been or who he had been with. She noticed how his phone would buzz with messages at odd hours, messages he would read quickly before deleting, his expression unreadable. She noticed how he had begun sleeping on his side of the bed, careful not to let their bodies touch even in sleep, as if contact with her had become something to be avoided.




The heartbreaking investigation began almost without her conscious decision. Her wolf, driven by instincts older and more honest than human rationalization, demanded answers that her heart was afraid to seek. She began following him, using skills learned in childhood games of hide and seek, transformed now into something desperate and necessary. She would shift into her wolf form and track him through the forest, staying downwind and far enough back to avoid detection, her paws silent on the forest floor as she trailed the man who had once been her entire world.




The first time she saw them together, she almost convinced herself she was mistaken. Kael stood in a moonlit clearing with a woman whose beauty was like a knife to the chest, sharp and cutting and impossible to ignore. Lady Lydia Blackthorne was everything Serenya was not, tall and elegant and refined, with the kind of poise that came from a lifetime of privilege and political training. Her hair was like spun gold, catching the moonlight and throwing it back in waves, and when she laughed at something Kael said, the sound was like silver bells, musical and perfect.




But it was the way Kael looked at her that destroyed something fundamental in Serenya’s chest. He looked at Lydia the way he used to look at her, with an intensity and focus that suggested the rest of the world had simply ceased to exist. His hand rested on the small of Lydia’s back with casual possession, and when she leaned into him, he didn’t pull away. Instead, he gathered her closer, his face buried in her golden hair in a gesture so intimate that Serenya had to bite down on her tongue to keep from crying out.




She told herself it was business. Political necessity. A performance required by pack diplomacy. But even as she fed herself these lies, her wolf was howling in agony, recognizing the truth that her human mind refused to accept. This was not duty or politics or strategic maneuvering. This was desire, raw and real and devastating in its implications.




Night after night, she followed him to their secret meetings, each encounter another nail in the coffin of her faith. She watched them talk with their heads bent close together, their voices too low for her to hear but their body language speaking volumes. She watched them kiss, Lydia’s hands tangled in Kael’s hair while he held her like she was something precious and irreplaceable. She watched them make plans, their conversations peppered with references to the future, to arrangements and agreements that clearly had nothing to do with simple pack business.




The worst part was how happy Kael looked during these stolen moments. The tension that had become his constant companion at home seemed to melt away in Lydia’s presence, replaced by a lightness that Serenya hadn’t seen in months. He laughed easily, smiled without effort, touched Lydia with a tenderness that he no longer showed to his supposed mate. It became clear that these meetings were not a burden or a duty but a refuge, a place where he could be himself in a way that he apparently no longer felt comfortable being with her.




The crushing blow came on a night when the moon was dark and the forest seemed to hold its breath in anticipation of secrets being revealed. Serenya had positioned herself closer than usual, hidden behind a fallen log that provided perfect concealment while allowing her to hear their conversation. What she heard shattered the last remnants of her hope with the efficiency of a sledgehammer striking glass.




They were already engaged. The words fell from Kael’s lips with casual certainty, as if this was old news, a settled fact that required no further discussion. They spoke of their upcoming announcement, of the political advantages their union would bring to both packs, of the stability and strength that would come from combining the Silvermoon and Bloodfang territories. But more than that, they spoke with the easy intimacy of two people who had been planning a life together for longer than Serenya cared to calculate.




Lydia’s hand rested on her still-flat stomach as she spoke of the child growing there, Kael’s child, their child, the heir that would cement their political alliance with the bonds of blood and genetics. The tenderness in Kael’s voice as he spoke of their unborn pup was like acid poured directly onto Serenya’s heart. This was not a convenient political arrangement or a marriage of necessity. This was love, real and planned and devastating in its implications for everything Serenya had believed about her own life.




The most soul-destroying revelation came when Kael spoke about her, about Serenya herself, with a casual dismissiveness that made her want to dig her claws into the earth and disappear forever. She had never been meant to be anything more than a placeholder, he explained to Lydia with the tone of someone discussing a useful but ultimately disposable tool. Someone to keep him occupied and satisfied while he waited for the right political opportunity to present itself. Someone who would be easy to discard when the time came for him to make the choices that would truly matter for his pack and his legacy.




Serenya lay there in the darkness, her wolf form trembling with a combination of rage and devastation, listening to the man she loved discuss her as if she was nothing more than a temporary inconvenience. Every tender moment they had shared, every declaration of love, every promise of forever, all of it was reduced to a strategic decision made by an Alpha who had never seen her as anything more than a useful distraction.




When they finally parted that night, Kael promising to see Lydia again soon while she reminded him to be careful about maintaining their secrecy just a little longer, Serenya remained hidden until their scents had completely faded from the clearing. Only then did she allow herself to shift back to human form, her naked body curled into a ball on the forest floor as she sobbed with a grief so profound it felt like dying.




The journey home was a blur of tears and stumbling steps, her human form clumsy and unreliable after the shock of what she had learned. She made it back to their quarters without being seen, grateful for the late hour and her intimate knowledge of the pack house’s hidden passages. Once inside, she looked around at the space she had thought of as theirs, at the bed where she had given herself to him completely, at the small tokens of their relationship scattered throughout the room like evidence of a crime.




The hardest decision of her life crystallized with startling clarity. She could not confront him. Could not demand explanations or beg for reconsideration or fight for a relationship that had been built on lies from the very beginning. Her pride, battered but not destroyed, would not allow her to become the pathetic, clinging female who refused to accept reality. If Kael had wanted her, truly wanted her, he would not have been planning a life with someone else while sharing a bed with her.




She packed with methodical precision, taking only what was truly hers, nothing that could be construed as stolen or borrowed or gifted. Her few personal belongings fit easily into a single bag, a stark reminder of how little she had accumulated during her time with the pack. She left behind the jewelry Kael had given her, the clothes he had bought her, anything that might make him think she expected something from him or wanted to maintain any connection to their shared past.




The letter she left was brief and devoid of accusations or pleas. She simply stated that she had decided to leave, that she wished him well, and that she hoped he would be happy. She did not mention Lydia or the engagement or the pregnancy or any of the devastating truths she had uncovered. Let him wonder, she decided. Let him construct whatever narrative he needed to justify her absence. She refused to make his betrayal easier by providing him with explanations or absolution.




She slipped away in the pre-dawn darkness, her wolf form moving silently through the forest that had been her home for two years. She did not look back at the pack house or allow herself to think about the life she was leaving behind. The mate bond stretched and strained as she put distance between herself and Kael, a physical pain that made her want to turn around and return to the familiar agony of loving someone who did not truly love her back.




When Kael finally noticed she was gone three days later, he made no attempt to find her. 
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Six months had passed since Serenya disappeared into the night, leaving behind everything she had once believed to be her destiny. The neutral territories between pack lands had become her world now, a harsh and unforgiving landscape where rogues and outcasts scraped together whatever existence they could manage. These were the forgotten places, the stretches of wilderness that belonged to no pack and offered protection to no one. Here, among the broken and discarded, she had found a purpose that had nothing to do with mate bonds or pack politics or the dreams that had once filled her heart with such naive hope.




She had become the Ghost Healer, a name whispered among the desperate with equal parts reverence and mystery. No one knew her real name or where she had come from, only that she appeared when death seemed certain and disappeared before gratitude could be properly expressed. Her reputation spread through the underground networks that connected the various outcast communities, passed along by word of mouth from one desperate soul to another. She was said to be able to cure ailments that would kill even the strongest werewolf, to possess knowledge of healing arts that surpassed anything taught in pack schools, to work miracles with nothing more than herbs and determination.




The reality was far less mystical and far more painful than the legends suggested. Serenya had learned to live with the constant ache in her chest, the phantom pain of a mate bond that refused to fully sever despite the betrayal that had shattered her world. It was like carrying a broken bone that had healed wrong, a perpetual reminder of trauma that would never quite fade. The bond pulled at her consciousness at the strangest moments, usually when she was trying to focus on something else, sending waves of longing and loss through her system that left her gasping and disoriented.




She had established no permanent home, instead moving from place to place like a ghost drifting between worlds. Her few possessions fit easily into a worn leather bag that she carried everywhere, and she had grown skilled at finding shelter in abandoned buildings, hollow trees, or caves that provided temporary refuge from the elements. The neutral territories were full of such places, remnants of old pack disputes or natural disasters that had left structures empty and forgotten. She would stay in each location only as long as necessary, never allowing herself to become comfortable or attached to any particular place.




Her days fell into a routine that was both exhausting and oddly comforting in its predictability. She would rise before dawn and scout the surrounding area for useful herbs and plants, her knowledge of healing remedies expanded far beyond what she had learned during her time with the Silvermoon Pack. Necessity had driven her to experiment with combinations and techniques that more traditional healers would never have attempted, and her success rate with desperate cases had only added to her growing reputation. The neutral territories were full of plants that didn’t grow in pack lands, species that had adapted to the harsh conditions and developed unique properties that made them incredibly valuable for certain types of healing.




The outcasts who sought her help were a varied collection of the supernatural world’s forgotten people. Some were rogues who had been cast out from their packs for crimes both real and imagined. Others were halfbreeds who had never quite fit into either the human or werewolf worlds. There were witches whose magic had turned dark, vampires who had been exiled from their covens, and creatures whose very existence challenged the neat categories that pack society used to organize the world. Each had a story of loss and betrayal, of dreams destroyed and futures stolen, and Serenya found an odd comfort in their shared understanding of what it meant to be discarded.




She never asked for payment, though most tried to offer something in return for her services. Food was always welcome, as was information about safe places to stay or dangerous areas to avoid. Some brought her rare herbs or healing supplies that they had managed to acquire through their own networks. Others offered protection or companionship for a few days, though she rarely accepted such gestures. The connections she formed were temporary by design, meaningful enough to provide brief respites from loneliness but shallow enough that leaving would not cause additional heartbreak.




The work itself had become a form of meditation, a way to focus her mind on something other than the persistent ache in her chest. She threw herself into each case with an intensity that sometimes worried the very people she was trying to help, working for hours without rest to save lives that others had given up for lost. There was something almost desperate in the way she fought against death and suffering, as if each life she saved could somehow balance the scales of her own personal devastation. The more hopeless the case, the harder she worked, pushing herself to the limits of her abilities and beyond.




Her wolf had changed too, becoming more feral and independent than it had ever been during her pack days. The animal part of her consciousness had adapted to their new life with surprising efficiency, developing instincts and skills that would have seemed impossible when she was living under pack protection. She could track by scent alone across vast distances, hunt with deadly precision when necessary, and blend into natural environments so completely that even other werewolves would pass within feet of her hiding places without detection. The wildness that had always lurked beneath her civilized exterior had been given free rein, and while it made her more effective as a rogue healer, it also made her feel increasingly disconnected from the person she had once been.




The nights were the hardest part of her new existence. During the day, she could stay busy enough to keep the worst of the memories at bay, but darkness brought with it a vulnerability that she struggled to defend against. She would lie awake in whatever shelter she had found, staring up at stars that seemed impossibly distant and cold, feeling the phantom pull of the mate bond like a fishing line hooked deep in her soul. Sometimes she would dream of Kael, not the lying, manipulative Alpha who had betrayed her, but the man she had thought he was in those early days when love had seemed like destiny rather than delusion.




The bond itself was a source of constant confusion and frustration. By all rights, it should have snapped completely when she left the pack territory and put distance between herself and Kael. Mate bonds were supposed to weaken with separation and die completely when one party found happiness with someone else. But instead of fading, hers seemed to have become something else entirely, a twisted connection that brought her pain instead of comfort, longing instead of fulfillment. She could still sense Kael sometimes, usually when his emotions were running particularly high, and the unwelcome knowledge of his continued existence was like salt rubbed into a wound that refused to heal.




She had tried various methods to break the connection completely, consulting with witches and shamans and other supernatural beings who claimed to understand the mysteries of mate bonds. Some suggested rituals involving rare herbs and complicated incantations. Others recommended physical ordeals designed to shock the system into releasing its hold on the past. A few had simply told her that time would eventually dull the connection to manageable levels, that she needed to be patient and trust in her own capacity for healing. None of their advice had worked, and she had eventually given up on finding a magical solution to what seemed to be a fundamentally emotional problem.




The news, when it finally reached her, came through a young rogue who had sought her help for an infected wound caused by a silver blade. He was nervous and talkative, the kind of person who filled uncomfortable silences with whatever information happened to be rattling around in his head. He spoke of pack politics and territorial disputes, of alliances being formed and old grudges being settled, of the various dramas that continued to unfold in the world she had left behind. She listened with half an ear while she cleaned and dressed his wound, most of his chatter washing over her like background noise.




But then he mentioned the Silvermoon Pack, and her hands stilled on the bandages she was wrapping around his arm. Alpha Kael, he said with the casual tone of someone sharing gossip, had finally made his engagement official. The announcement had been grand and public, with representatives from dozens of packs attending the ceremony that would unite the Silvermoon and Bloodfang territories. Lady Lydia had looked radiant, he continued, her pregnancy now visible to everyone and adding an extra layer of celebration to the proceedings. The young rogue went on to describe the feast and the dancing and the political speeches, but Serenya heard none of it.




The mate bond snapped with a violence that dropped her to her knees, the sudden severing so complete and devastating that for a moment she thought she might be having a heart attack. The phantom pain that had been her constant companion for six months vanished instantly, leaving behind an emptiness so profound that it was somehow worse than the ache had been. It was like having a tooth extracted, the relief of the pain’s absence overshadowed by the strange and unsettling awareness of the gap left behind.




She gasped, clutching at her chest as if she could physically hold together the pieces of herself that seemed to be flying apart. The young rogue jumped back in alarm, asking if she was all right, if she needed help, if there was something he could do. She waved him away with shaking hands, unable to form words around the magnitude of what had just happened inside her. The bond was gone, truly gone, severed as cleanly as a rope cut with a sharp blade.




Freedom, she realized, felt exactly like dying. The connection that had caused her so much pain over the past months had also been the last tangible link to the life she had once lived, the final thread connecting her to the person she had been before betrayal had transformed her into something else entirely. Now that it was gone, she felt completely unmoored, adrift in a world where nothing felt familiar or safe. The phantom pain had been terrible, but it had also been proof that she had once been loved, or at least that she had once believed herself to be loved. Without it, she was simply alone in a way that seemed to echo through every cell of her body.




The young rogue finished his stammering attempts at conversation and left her the payment he had promised, a small bag of silver coins that would buy her supplies for several weeks. She sat on the floor of the abandoned cabin where she had been staying, staring at the coins without really seeing them, feeling as though the world had shifted around her in some fundamental way. She was free, truly free for the first time in over two years, no longer bound by invisible chains to a man who had never deserved her devotion. But freedom, she discovered, was a cold and lonely country, and she was not sure she possessed the strength necessary to be its only inhabitant.




The tears came slowly at first, then in great wrenching sobs that seemed to tear themselves from the deepest parts of her soul. She cried for the love that had never been real, for the dreams that had been built on lies, for the person she had been before betrayal had taught her that trust was a luxury she could no longer afford. She cried for the mate bond that had finally released its hold on her, for the pain that had been her only remaining connection to a past that could never be reclaimed. But most of all, she cried for the woman who had packed her bags six months ago and walked away from everything she had ever known, leaving her gasping and free, but utterly broken. 
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