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POV: Kiara’s Parent (Alpha Mother)

I stood at the window of my chamber, my fingers brushing lightly against the cool glass, watching the moon carve its path across the dark sky. The wind outside whispered through the trees, and the scent of pine and earth curled into the room, mingling with the faint smell of burning cedar from the hearth. It was a quiet night, but the kind of silence that unsettles me. The kind that presses against your chest and makes your pulse quicken, as though the world is holding its breath.




Tonight, the moon was full, its pale light spilling over the forest like a shroud, casting long, jagged shadows against the trees. The Blood Moon. It had been years since I last saw it—longer since I first heard its prophecy, and yet, it still lingered in my mind like a shadow that would not leave.




I drew in a slow breath, watching as the stars flickered in the distance, their cold light too far to offer comfort. The air felt heavy, as though the very earth beneath me sensed the weight of what was to come.




It had been almost two decades since I first heard those words. A chill crept up my spine as I remembered the voice of the seer—low, gravelly, and thick with ancient fear. Her eyes, wide and dark, had locked onto mine, and I felt as though the world had paused. She spoke of a child born under the Blood Moon, a child who would be fated to either save or destroy us all. The details were blurred, unclear. There were no specifics, only that the fate of our pack, and perhaps of our entire kind, would rest in the hands of this child.




I shook my head, pushing the memory back down. I had not thought of it in years, but the blood-red glow of the moon had a way of bringing the past to the surface.




Kiara.




I closed my eyes at the thought of her name. My daughter. The one who could not shift. I felt the familiar weight of the worry settle deep in my chest. How could I explain it to her? How could I make her understand that the blood coursing through her veins was both a blessing and a curse? The blood of an Alpha, but the body of a wolf that would never fully take its form. I had never told her the truth of the prophecy. She was too young, too fragile, and, perhaps, I was too afraid. Too afraid of what she might become.




In our world, where strength is everything, where power is the measure of worth, Kiara was an anomaly. She had been born without the ability to shift. The others in the pack whispered about her, in hushed tones, when they thought I couldn’t hear. They said she was weak. They said she would never be able to lead. But what they didn’t know—what none of them knew—was that Kiara carried something much more dangerous than the physical ability to shift.




She carried the weight of our future.

My throat tightened as I thought of her, my beautiful daughter, whose soft eyes held more wisdom than I could ever hope to impart. Her spirit, fierce yet gentle, shone through the layers of her doubt. She had never wanted to be like the others. From the moment she was born, I could feel the distance between her and the pack. She did not belong to them. And yet, I could not bring myself to push her away. She was mine. My blood. And she was the one destined to change everything.




But would she be the salvation or the destruction the prophecy had warned of?

I had spent years building this pack, this legacy. I had fought for every inch of control, every scrap of respect. I had watched over this family, over my children, with a constant pressure in my chest that never seemed to ease. The burden of leadership is never light, but to know that the future of our kind might rest in the hands of someone who could never shift—it was a weight too great for anyone to bear. And yet, I did.




I turned away from the window, my back to the moonlit night, feeling the oppressive weight of the past pressing in on me. There were moments when I wondered if the prophecy was truly a curse, or if it had been a warning. Perhaps I had been too afraid to listen to the signs, too blind to see what was right in front of me.




I had placed all my hopes on Kiara. I had raised her to be strong, to lead, to take on the mantle of Alpha, but in my heart, I knew she was different. She wasn’t like me. She couldn’t be. She would never bear the title of Alpha in the way I had. And yet, her destiny was tied to this pack in ways I couldn’t even begin to understand.




My thoughts were interrupted by a soft knock on the door, followed by the creak of it slowly opening. I didn’t turn to face the intruder; I didn’t need to. I knew who it was. My mate, the Alpha father, stepped into the room, his presence filling the space with a quiet intensity. His gaze was fixed on me, but there was something in his eyes that I hadn’t seen before—a subtle shift, as though he, too, had been pondering the same things.




“You’re troubled,” he said, his voice low, almost a whisper.




I remained silent for a moment, unwilling to share my worries. The weight of them was too much to bear. He wouldn’t understand. No one could.

“You feel it, don’t you?” I finally whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “The Blood Moon. It’s coming. And Kiara…” I paused, my throat closing around the words. “She’s the one. The one from the prophecy.”




His face hardened, the lines of his jaw tightening as if the mere mention of the prophecy was enough to summon all the fear and dread that had haunted us for years. “She’s not ready. She’s still so young. She can’t—”




“I know,” I interrupted, my voice shaking with the weight of unspoken fears. “But what if she is the one? What if the prophecy is true?”

He remained silent, his gaze never leaving me. For a long moment, neither of us spoke. The room felt smaller now, the shadows heavier. I could feel the impending doom wrapping itself around us, tightening like a noose.




“I fear for her,” I said quietly, my voice barely a whisper. “I fear what will become of her. What she will become.” He reached out, placing a hand on my shoulder. His touch was warm, but there was a coldness in his eyes—a coldness that mirrored the fear in my own heart.

“Whatever happens, we will face it together,” he said, his voice steady, though his words held little conviction.




I closed my eyes, seeking solace in the promise, though I knew deep down that there was no easy answer. The future was uncertain, and Kiara was the key to it. Whether that key would open the door to salvation or destruction, I couldn’t say. But I could feel the weight of it pressing on me, on all of us.

As he turned to leave, I returned to the window, my gaze once again drawn to the moon. The Blood Moon loomed overhead, its pale light casting long shadows over the land. I knew that whatever was to come, it was already set in motion.




Kiara’s fate was sealed, and the future of our pack—of our kind—would rest in her hands. But would she be the salvation we had all hoped for, or would she be the end of us all? I didn’t know. But I feared we were about to find out.
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 The Escape

POV: Kiara

The forest was quiet, too quiet for a night that felt like it could change everything. The faint rustling of leaves in the cool wind was the only sound, a soft whisper in the darkness. I took a slow, steady breath, trying to calm the frantic beat of my heart, but it only made my chest feel tighter, as though it were pressing back against me. I couldn’t stay here much longer, but even as I told myself that, a part of me refused to believe it. This was all I had ever known.




I sat, hidden deep within the thick brush that bordered the eastern edge of our territory, the scent of pine and damp earth clinging to the air around me. My fingers brushed over the cool, rough bark of the tree beside me, grounding me in the moment. But even in this secluded spot, I could still feel the weight of my family’s expectations, pressing down on me like a physical thing, suffocating and relentless.




Tomorrow—no, tonight—I will leave. I had made up my mind.

I had to. But I wasn’t sure I was ready.

The familiar ache in my chest twisted painfully as I thought about them, my parents—the Alphas. My mother, strong and stoic, always with her sharp gaze and her expectations of perfection. My father, the quieter one, ever protective, yet just as eager to push me toward greatness. They loved me, I knew that. But love, in their eyes, had always come with a cost. It wasn’t the kind of love that nurtured or held you close. It was the kind that demanded, that expected, that made you feel like you were never enough unless you met their high standards.




How could I ever meet those standards? How could I ever live up to the legacy they had set for me when I could never truly be what they wanted me to be?




I felt the sting of my own thoughts, but I pushed it away. The truth was, I wasn’t just leaving to escape their expectations. I was leaving because I had to find myself, away from the pack’s watchful eyes and the suffocating role I’d been forced into. The pressure was too much, the weight of being the daughter of the Alpha too heavy. I wasn’t like them. I would never be like them. And yet, there they were, constantly reminding me of what I wasn’t.




I loved them. I did. But this—this life—I couldn’t live it anymore.

A soft sigh escaped my lips, and I stood up, brushing the dirt from my worn clothes, my legs shaky as the realization sank deeper into my bones. I was going to leave it all behind. The pack, the family, the life they wanted for me. It would be a clean break, no looking back. There was nothing else for me here.




But would I be able to do this? Could I really walk away from them without a word? Would they hate me for it? Would they even understand?

I swallowed hard, gripping a branch to steady myself. I had to leave now. The night was slipping away, and the longer I stayed, the more tempting it would be to stay. To stay in the cage they had built for me. But I wasn’t free in that cage. I was a wolf without a pack, a daughter without a role, a leader without a voice. I was nothing more than a shadow in my own home.




The plan was simple. Quiet. Stealthy. Leave under the cover of darkness, when everyone would be asleep, when no one would notice. I had packed nothing but the clothes on my back—no weapons, no supplies. Just the weight of the decision itself, heavy and all-consuming.

I could hear the distant sounds of the pack, low murmurs and the rustling of wolves moving through the underbrush. They were asleep by now, most of them. They wouldn’t notice until morning. But even knowing this, I couldn’t help the surge of fear that gripped my stomach. I wasn’t running from them, not exactly. But I was still leaving. And leaving, even for my own freedom, felt like a betrayal.




The moon hung high above, casting its pale glow over the forest, and I felt a strange sense of calm in its presence. The night was still young, and I could almost taste the excitement in the air. I wasn’t just running from them, from my family, from the life they had given me. I was running toward something. Something unknown. Something… free.




But freedom was a double-edged sword. I knew it. The path ahead would be filled with uncertainty. The pack’s territory stretched far, the woods dense and filled with hidden dangers. I had been sheltered my entire life, confined to the borders of the pack. The world beyond these woods? It was unknown. And that terrified me. But the idea of staying here, locked in a life that was not mine, was far more terrifying.




I looked back, my heart twisting. The packhouse loomed in the distance, the lights flickering in the windows. My family was inside, my parents probably sitting in the great hall, discussing matters of leadership, of power, of what they would make of me. I couldn’t stay. Not like this. I had to leave. I needed to leave.




I took one last look at the familiar trees, the path I had walked a thousand times, and turned away. My footsteps were light, as quiet as I could make them, my body moving with a strange mix of fear and exhilaration. I had never been out here alone, in the dark. I had never had to depend on myself like this. But now, there was no other choice. I wasn’t going to turn back.




The forest stretched out before me, vast and silent, the trees standing like ancient sentinels, watching me as I moved farther and farther from the life I had known. The air felt cooler now, the breeze sharper against my skin. I was free—yet I was terrified. I had no idea what awaited me, no clue if I would survive in a world where I was nothing more than a lone wolf without a pack.




I had to push the doubts away. I had to. If I didn’t, I might just turn around, run back, and fall into the same trap I had spent my life in. Every step I took was a step toward the unknown. A step toward freedom.

But what if it was a step toward something worse? What if I was walking straight into danger, into a life I could never survive? What if I wasn’t enough to make it out there, alone?




I shoved those thoughts down, deeper into my gut, where they couldn’t take root. I couldn’t afford to let fear dictate my choices.

The forest grew darker, the trees seeming to stretch higher as I passed. The quiet was so thick now that the sound of my own heartbeat echoed in my ears, a constant reminder that I was leaving everything behind. But I was also walking toward something new. And I couldn’t stop now.




With one last glance over my shoulder, I crossed the boundary of the pack’s land, stepping beyond the safety of what I had known into a world that was, at least for now, mine.




I wasn’t sure if it was freedom or folly that I sought. I wasn’t sure if this would be the beginning of something beautiful or the end of everything I knew. But one thing was certain: I couldn’t stay. The first step outside was one I couldn’t take back. And I didn’t know where it would lead me.
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The Lycan King’s Domain

POV: Kiara

The air changed the moment I crossed the border. The scent of the forest was the same—earth, pine, the sharp bite of the cool night—but it was the undercurrent of something else that struck me. Power. Raw, untamed power that thrummed through the ground beneath my feet and settled deep in my chest like a warning. A ripple of energy that I could almost taste, like the charge before a storm. It was everywhere. The land, the trees, the very air around me—it all carried the weight of something immense.




I swallowed hard, feeling the knot tighten in my throat as I looked out over the expanse of the Lycan King’s domain. This place was different. Bigger. Wilder. Far more dangerous than anything I had ever known. The dense forest stretched out before me, a world unto itself. The towering trees, the thick underbrush, the steep cliffs in the distance—everything was alive with a kind of savage energy that made my pulse quicken. There was no peace here. No calm. Just strength and danger, as though this land itself had been shaped by centuries of battle, survival, and untamable will.




I moved deeper into the territory, my feet sinking into the soft earth as I made my way forward, each step feeling more uncertain than the last. It wasn’t just the land that felt different. It was the pack. The pack here was not like mine. There were no gentle rules, no careful leadership, no soft edges. This was a pack forged in fire. The scent of wolves, of power, mixed with something wild and dangerous that made my heart race. Every step I took, I could feel their eyes on me, the sharp, assessing gaze of creatures who lived by instinct.




This wasn’t my home. And that thought hit me harder than I expected.

I had left everything behind. My family. My pack. Everything that I had known—and I had thought it would be the hardest part. But standing here, alone and vulnerable, I realized that leaving was only the beginning of my struggle. I had no idea where I belonged in a place like this. How could I? How could someone like me, who couldn’t even shift, find her place in a world where strength was everything?













