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​Chapter 1 - Was it just a dream?
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Haley had been having the same dream every night for nearly two months. It clung to her like mist in the morning-vivid, haunting, and far too real. The lines between sleep and waking had begun to blur, and she found herself longing for the dream world more than she cared to admit.

She had just turned eighteen.

There were no parties. No celebration. Just a quiet morning in the small mountain town she called home. Autumn had settled over the valley like a soft, golden blanket. It was peaceful here-beautiful in a quiet, untouched way. The kind of place people didn't leave. Unless they had an opportunity or they were taken.

Back then, she lived with her aunt and uncle in a weathered stone house just beyond the pine line. Her parents had died when she was seven. Yet no one would speak about it and would not explain.

The day began like any other. Cold wind in the trees, the scent of pine and damp earth. Haley had just finished hanging laundry when the black car pulled up the hill.

Two men stepped out. Dark suits with sunglasses. They were silent.

Her aunt stepped outside with a look Haley couldn't quite place. Something between relief and fear. She said nothing. Just whispered, "Be brave, my girl. It's time."

"Time for what?" Haley asked, but no one answered.

One of the men motioned to the car. "Miss Haley, come with us."

That was it. Quick goodbyes. But no explanation. Her things were already being packed in the trunk. Haley didn't even remember packing anything.

The car door clicked shut behind her and they were gone. The forest rolled by in streaks of green and gold. She sat stiffly, hands clenched, heart pounding. The driver never spoke. Not until hours had passed.

"You might want to rest," he said. "We'll wake you when we arrive."

His voice was calm. Too calm. She dozed off despite herself feeling uneasy and having so many questions. As she drifted off she found the dream again.

She saw him. Same as always. A tall man with dark hair, a strong build, and stunning green eyes that pierced through the mist. He hovered above her, his breath warm on her skin. She always woke with her heart racing-scared, confused... and her neck aching.<

The car finally slowed.

Haley blinked herself awake. Her neck was stiff. The sky was darker now. The road narrowed.

"We're ten minutes out," the driver said, glancing at her in the rearview mirror. "There'll be food there when we arrive."

She hadn't said she was hungry. But somehow... he knew.

They passed under a towering white arch guarded by two men. There were no signs. No names. Just stone and shadows.

And then she saw it-rising from behind the trees like a dark castle from another world. The beautiful old mansion. Draped with vines.

Massive. Ancient. Regal. Her stomach dropped.

She didn't need to ask. She knew exactly where she was.

The Lycaon house.

The car stopped. The door swung open. A warm hand helped her out.

"My, you are beautiful," said an older man with silver-streaked hair. "Just like your mother."

Haley froze. "My mother?" Haley's face showed her confusion.

But he was already walking inside, she followed to catch up. Everything shimmered. Dark wood floors, velvet drapes, golden candlelight. A woman named Anne met her at the stairs and guided her to a lavish room. The bed was carved in wood and gold. The sheets were soft as clouds.

Anne laid a gown on the bed, pale blue and white. "He'll love this on you," she said gently.

"Who?" Haley asked.

"You'll see him soon."

The older man returned that evening and led her through dim corridors into a grand hall. The doors opened. Dozens of eyes turned toward her.

At the far end, seated like a king, was Cayden-Head of the Lycaon family.

He rose as she walked forward. Tall, broad-shouldered. Long dark hair, and a smirk that could melt ice.

But it was his eyes, those bright glowing green eyes, that stopped her.  She held her breath.

It was him!

The man from her dreams.

He took her hand. The spark between them flared like lightning. Heat raced through her veins. Her breath caught in her throat.

He reached forward to take her hand, Haley hesitated but gave it to him. He gently took it in his. 

"She has returned," he shouted to the filled room, lifting their joined hands into the light.

The hall erupted in celebration. "The Luna has returned!" they chanted.

She didn't understand. But they all did.

He leaned in, voice low. "Come. There is much to explain."

Outside beneath the stars, Cayden told her part of the truth.

"To begin, A Luna is the Alpha's mate. His queen."

"Queen?" she echoed.

He smiled. "Yes. Of my pack."

"But I'm not... I mean what pack?, I don't even know what that means."

"You're a wolf, Haley. You just haven't awakened yet."

She blinked. "I'm a... what?" She laughed. "This is some joke, it must be" - she thought. 

He explained the bloodlines. The power buried in her family. The flame. The bond. How some gifts sleep for years until a moment calls them forward.

She told him about the dreams. Every detail.

When she described his eyes, his expression shifted-shock, then awe.

"You saw me?" he whispered. "All this time I have been watching over you."

Haley felt her heart catch.

And deep inside her chest, something stirred. Something warm.

Ancient.

Alive.
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​Chapter 2 - Bloodlines and Betrayals
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Part I – The Awakening of Truth

Morning filtered through the redwoods above, soft and gold, spilling over the stone walls of the den. The wolves beyond stirred faintly, but inside Cayden's chamber, there was stillness.

Haley lay curled against him, her cheek pressed to his chest. His heartbeat was steady. Safe. Until—

A scent hit her. Subtle, metallic—like smoke and iron. Blood.

Her stomach twisted.

She sat up fast, air catching in her throat. The scent wasn't here. It was inside her mind.

"Haley?" Cayden's voice, rough with sleep.

She blinked, dizzy. "I think... I think it's a memory."

A pulse flared between them—their bond sparking alive. Warmth. Energy. And then—

They fell into it together.

Memory

The corridor was stone—cold, lit by torches. A child ran barefoot through it. Screams behind her.

"Run, Haley!" her mother's voice.

Flames bloomed at her heels.

A silver-eyed soldier emerged from the smoke.

A boy's hand seized hers. Cayden. Younger, blood on his shirt.

"This way!" he said. "My father said don't stop."

Behind them, a massive black wolf launched through the fire—a king defending his children.

"Don't look," young Cayden whispered.

She didn't. She crawled through the tunnel, feeling the heat press closer—

Then everything went black.
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