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​

In the shadows of an ancient empire ruled by claw and moon, Lykaios has reigned for nine thousand years—a werewolf god of unmatched power, seduction, and ruthless dominion. His heart has remained frozen, untouched by weakness... until Ethan.

A broke, hardworking mortal with fire in his soul and scars on his hands, Ethan stumbles through the Veil and into Lykaios’s world. One look, one touch, and the immortal’s icy heart cracks. For the first time in eternity, the Wolf God feels—obsession, possession, love.

But love is the deadliest curse.

As Lykaios’s ancient power begins to fracture, his empire crumbles. Betrayals rise. Old enemies circle. And the price of his fall threatens to consume them both.

To keep the man who finally made him feel alive, Lykaios must choose: cling to godhood and lose Ethan forever... or surrender everything and become mortal at his side.

In a world of blood moons, forbidden bonds, and savage desire, one god’s fall could save—or destroy—them both.

A dark, steamy M/M paranormal romance of sacrifice, possession, and love that burns brighter than immortality.
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​Chapter One: The Weight of the Night
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The alarm on my phone buzzed like an angry hornet at 4:30 a.m., dragging me out of a sleep that felt more like passing out than resting. I slapped it silent and lay there for a minute in the dark, staring at the cracked ceiling of my tiny studio apartment. The place was a dump—peeling wallpaper, a single window that stuck no matter how hard you yanked, and the constant drip from the bathroom faucet that I’d learned to tune out. Rent was $600 a month, which was “cheap” for this town, but it still ate half my paycheck.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, feet hitting the cold linoleum floor. My body protested immediately—back aching from yesterday’s shift, hands still raw from gripping the torch cutter all day. At twenty, I shouldn’t feel this old, but grinding away at Harlan’s Scrapyard did that to you. Twelve-hour days, six days a week, hauling rusted car parts, cutting metal until sparks flew like angry fireflies. Paid twelve bucks an hour, no overtime, no benefits. Just enough to keep the lights on and ramen in the cupboard.

I shuffled to the bathroom, splashed cold water on my face, and looked in the cracked mirror. Dark circles under my hazel eyes, stubble that I couldn’t be bothered to shave, short brown hair matted from sweat. I looked like what I was: exhausted, broke, and going nowhere fast. 

Mom had died two years ago—cancer, quick and cruel. Dad bailed when I was five, so it was just me now. No siblings, no close family. The funeral costs wiped out what little savings she had, leaving me with medical bills that I was still chipping away at. I dropped out of community college after one semester when the part-time jobs weren’t cutting it anymore. Dreams of getting out of this rust-belt hellhole? Buried under reality.

I threw on my work clothes: faded jeans, steel-toed boots scuffed to hell, a thermal shirt under a hooded sweatshirt. Grabbed a protein bar for breakfast—luxury item this week—and headed out into the pre-dawn chill.

The town of Millford was a ghost of its former self. Once a booming steel town back in the ‘70s, now it was all abandoned factories, boarded-up shops, and streets cracked like old skin. The air always smelled of rust and rain, even when it wasn’t pouring. 

I walked the three miles to the scrapyard because the bus didn’t run this early, and my beat-up Ford pickup had died last month—no money for repairs. The streets were empty except for the occasional stray dog or homeless guy huddled in a doorway.

At the yard, the gates were already open. Old man Harlan was there, sipping coffee from a thermos, barking orders at the early crew.

“Morning, Ethan,” he grunted as I clocked in. Harlan was in his sixties, face like weathered leather, owned the place since his dad passed it down. He wasn’t a bad boss—paid on time, didn’t dock for small stuff—but he worked us hard.

“Morning, Mr. Harlan.” I nodded, pulling on my gloves.

“You look like shit, kid. Rough night?”

“Just the usual. Bills don’t sleep.”

He chuckled dryly. “Join the club. Hey, Ramirez! Get over here and help Ethan with the new haul. Big truck came in late yesterday—full of old beams from the demolished mill.”

Marco Ramirez was my work buddy, twenty-five, built like a tank from years of this grind. Mexican-American, tattooed arms, always cracking jokes to keep sane. He was the closest thing I had to a friend.

“Yo, Ethan! You survive another night in that coffin you call an apartment?” Marco called, slapping my back hard enough to jolt me.

“Barely. The neighbor’s dog barked till 2 a.m.”

“Man, you gotta get out more. Come to Ricky’s bar tonight. Couple beers on me. Mia’s working— she’s been asking about you.”

Mia. My stomach twisted a little. Mia Lopez, twenty-one, bartender at Ricky’s Dive, the only halfway decent spot in town. Long dark hair, sharp wit, smile that could light up the gloom. We’d hooked up a few times last year—nothing serious, just blowing off steam—but it fizzled when life got too heavy.

“Nah, can’t tonight. Double shift tomorrow, and I’m beat.”

Marco rolled his eyes. “Always the same excuse, bro. You’re twenty, not fifty. Live a little before this place sucks your soul dry.”

We started on the haul—cutting thick steel beams with torches, sparks flying, the acrid smell burning our nostrils. Hours blurred: sweat soaking my clothes despite the cold, muscles burning, the constant roar of machinery.

Around noon, we broke for lunch in the shack. Cheap sandwiches from home, thermos coffee.

“So, what’s the deal with you and Mia?” I asked Marco, munching on ham and cheese.

He shrugged. “She’s cool. Flirty with everyone for tips, but yeah, she mentioned you the other night. Said you ghosted her.”

“I didn’t ghost. Just... got nothing to offer right now.”

“Man, that’s bullshit. Girls like Mia don’t care about money. They care if you’re there.”

Easy for him to say. Marco lived with his big family—parents, sisters, always food on the table, someone to talk to.

The afternoon dragged worse. Rain started around 3 p.m., turning the yard into mud. By 6, when shift ended, I was soaked, filthy, and bone-tired. Harlan paid us cash—$144 for the day, minus taxes he “handled.”

“See you tomorrow, kid,” Harlan said. “Don’t forget—big job Saturday. Overtime if you want it.”

“Yeah, I’ll take it.”

Marco clapped my shoulder. “Ricky’s, man. 9 p.m. Don’t be a pussy.”

I forced a grin. “Maybe.”

But I didn’t go. Walked home instead, picked up a frozen pizza from the corner store on credit—old Mrs. Kim at the register gave me sympathetic looks.

“Hard day, Ethan?”

“Every day, Mrs. Kim.”

“You eat proper, okay? Skinny boy.”

Home by 8, I microwaved the pizza, ate half in front of the TV—some mindless reality show. Text from Mia popped up: Heard you’re dodging bars now. Scared of me? 

I typed back: Long day. Rain check?

Her reply: Always rain checks with you. One day you’ll run out.

Guilt hit, but exhaustion won. I crashed early, but sleep was fitful—dreams of endless metal, falling beams, a howl in the distance.

Next day repeated: alarm, walk, work. But Friday night, Marco dragged me to Ricky’s.

The bar was packed for a small town—smoky (even though smoking was banned), neon lights flickering, pool tables clacking. Classic rock blaring.

“Ethan! You made it!” Mia beamed from behind the bar, pouring drafts. She looked good—tight jeans, low-cut top, hair in a ponytail.

“Hey, Mia.” I slid onto a stool.

“Beer? On the house.”

“Thanks.”

Marco joined, ordering shots. “To not dying of boredom!”

We drank, laughed. Mia leaned over during a lull. “Missed seeing your grumpy face.”

“Missed your smile.”

Flirting came easy with alcohol. We talked—her complaining about drunk regulars, me venting about the yard.

“You ever think about leaving?” she asked softly.

“All the time. But where? No money, no skills beyond cutting scrap.”

“You got skills.” Her eyes sparkled.

Marco interrupted with more shots. Night blurred—pool games, laughter with other locals like big Jake (truck driver) and sarcastic Lena (waitress at the diner).

By midnight, I was buzzed, walking home alone through the rain-slick streets. Marco crashed at his girl’s, Mia had closing shift.

That’s when I took the shortcut through the Whispering Veil Forest. Stupid, maybe—dark, foggy, stories of weird shit—but it shaved twenty minutes off the walk.

The forest edge loomed, trees ancient and twisted, mist rolling like breath from the ground. Full moon hung huge and silver, cutting through clouds. 

Air felt thick, charged. Leaves crunched under boots, but sounds muffled wrong.

Then the growl—low, rumbling, vibrating my chest.

I stopped. “Hello?” Stupid.

Eyes appeared in the dark—glowing silver, massive.

The shape emerged: wolf? No, too big. Towering even low to ground, black fur gleaming, muscles like coiled steel.

Heart pounded. I backed up. “Nice... doggy?”

It stepped closer, no sound. Intelligent eyes locked on mine.

Fear mixed with something else—recognition? Like it knew me.

The world narrowed to those eyes.

And in that frozen moment, my shitty, grinding life flashed—work, loneliness, endless struggle.

Then the beast tilted its head, and the mist swirled.

Everything went silent.



The silence stretched like a held breath, thick and unnatural. No crickets. No rustle of leaves in the wind. Just the moon staring down, bloated and merciless, turning every droplet of mist into floating silver shards. My pulse thundered in my ears, the only sound left in the world.

The beast didn’t move at first. It just watched me with those impossible silver eyes—glowing from within, like molten metal poured into sockets too deep for any animal. Its fur was blacker than the shadows between the trees, absorbing the moonlight rather than reflecting it, making its outline shimmer and blur at the edges. Massive shoulders rolled with each slow breath, and I could see the gleam of fangs longer than my fingers, parted just enough to reveal a hint of crimson tongue.

I should have run. Every survival instinct I’d scraped together in my hard-knock life screamed at me to bolt, to scream, to fight. But my feet stayed rooted, boots sinking into the damp earth like the forest itself was holding me in place. 

“What the hell are you?” The words slipped out before I could stop them, rough and shaky, my voice cracking like a teenager’s.

The creature tilted its head again, ears twitching. Then it took a step forward—no crunch of leaves, no snap of twigs. Silent as death. The air grew colder, sharper, carrying a scent I’d never known: wild pine, ancient stone, and something metallic, like blood mixed with storm ozone.

I backed up until my spine hit a gnarled oak, bark rough through my soaked jacket. “Stay back,” I warned, raising my fists like that would do shit against something that looked like it could swallow me whole. But there was no real fight in me—just exhaustion, the kind that had been building for years. If this was how it ended, mauled in some forgotten forest... maybe it was better than another decade of scraping by.

The beast stopped inches away, towering over me. Heat radiated from its body, cutting through the chill, and I could feel its breath on my face—warm, rhythmic, not the savage pant I’d expected. Those silver eyes bored into mine, and for a split second, I swore I saw something shift in them. Recognition? Curiosity? Hunger that wasn’t just for flesh?

Then its form... rippled.

It started in the eyes— the glow intensifying until it hurt to look directly. A low rumble built in its chest, not a growl this time, but something deeper, almost pained. Bones cracked like thunder in the silence, fur receding in waves as muscles reshaped, contorted. The massive frame shrank and stretched simultaneously, paws elongating into hands—clawed, still, but human-like. The snout shortened with wet, grinding sounds that made my stomach churn.

I couldn’t look away. Terror pinned me as much as fascination. In seconds—no, less—the wolf was gone, and a man stood where the beast had been.

Naked. Gloriously, terrifyingly naked.

He was huge—easily six-foot-eight, maybe more—built like something carved from marble and shadow. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, every muscle defined under pale skin marked with faint, glowing runes that pulsed like dying embers. Long black hair fell wild around his face, framing sharp features: high cheekbones, a jaw that could cut glass, and those same silver eyes now burning with an intensity that made my knees weak.

Moonlight bathed him like he belonged to it, turning his skin luminous, highlighting scars that looked centuries old. He didn’t seem cold. Didn’t seem human at all. 

“Who...” My voice failed. “What the fuck are you?”

He stepped closer, and I flinched, but he didn’t touch me. Not yet. His voice rolled out like thunder wrapped in silk—deep, accented with something ancient I couldn’t place. “I am Lykaios.” A pause, his gaze raking over me from boots to face, lingering on my throat where my pulse hammered. “And you, little mortal... you trespass in my domain.”
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