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Blurb & Content Warning




His mate is a witch, and all witches must die.


After escaping a secret experimental location, Wolf tries to forget that magic exists and goes back to his simple life until the day he catches a scent on the wind. 


His mate. 


There is only one problem. She is like those who made him.


A witch. 


Which makes her a monster, and he will kill anyone who tries to use magic on him again. 


***


As a nature witch, Breena lives her life in solitude, within her remote mountain home. When a mysterious lycanthrope shows up on her land, feral and ready to attack, she traps him accidentally. 


Forcing Breena to see the truth in this lycanthrope. 


He is her mate and perhaps the only one who can heal her fears, if she can heal his first.





Content warning: Graphic sex scenes, references to past abuse & animal experiments, blood, murder, and explicit language.   
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Chapter One


The Wolf 





The lights flickered, causing a clammer in the cages. He felt the suffocating magic in the air and surrounding cages, pulsating once before flashing out completely. 

That piqued his interest. 

Opening his eyes fully, he stood, shaking out his aching muscles. He was taller than all the others in confinement. He also had more muscle, more grit, and more tolerance for all the experiments the magic users had performed on him. 

Witches …

The word floated through his mind, reminiscent of the two-legged they had melded into him through magic.

But that was all that remained.  

Human words that held no meaning to him. 

For he was still a wolf, just like all the others here with him. 

He tested the cage, pushing his weight against it, using the extra strength given to him through the experiments.

The cage didn’t bite like it normally did. Didn’t throw the magic back at him as it had for the many moons he had been held captive. 

Snarls and the sound of bending metal filled the room, yips of excitement mixed with pain as the imprisoned wolves broke their cages and made their escape. 

He was slower, more careful. More observant than the rest.

He listened to the sounds beyond what was in the room. 

Because they were still captives, with just a bigger cage to roam. 

A few of the wolves who escaped their cages started snarling and biting at the others. 

Completely feral, giving in to their instincts. Seeing everyone and everything as a threat.

He was the same, but he was also more. 

The magic users had paid special attention to him, cooing and whispering about how he was the one they were waiting for. 

Test subject Thirteen, they called him. The Alpha others called him. But he didn’t care. Names were useless to him. He was just a wolf, even if they gave him a human shape. A shape they only allowed him to wear once a pregnant moon. A shape that came with haunting memories and a mind full of strange words and meanings. Luckily, the memories had faded away to nothing. The words, though…they stuck around. Even when he didn’t know the meaning of most of them. 

He stopped pushing on his cage door, not wanting to break the locks until the internal fighting around him ceased. He could have easily stopped them, but he wanted to be in good shape when he finally made his escape. Not just from this cage, but from the room they were still trapped in. 

Time never mattered, so he didn’t try to discern how much of it had passed while he waited.

The others paid him no mind, instead prowling and pissing on everything. Marking territory he didn’t care about. 

He laid down and waited, the rumble in his stomach ceasing to nothing but a dull ache. But he didn’t close his eyes because, under the sound of the others with him in the room, his ears had picked up on the panic outside.

He didn’t know why, but he had a feeling. 

Gut feeling… The useless words infiltrated his mind. 

Either way, it was a feeling, and it told him that his time for true escape lingered in the outside panic. 

He just had to be patient.

And so, he did, and true to the feeling, his time came. 

The outside door opened, and the others attacked. Blood-curdling screams stained the air. 

He took this time to push the door open to his cage, the bending of metal and popping of locks drowned out by the screams. He didn’t join the bloody fray; he didn’t enact his revenge against the magic users. 

No, those things didn’t matter.

The only thing that mattered was true freedom. 

And that freedom lay beyond the door, standing open to him. 

The door of the magic users had no time to close before the others attacked.

He ran, leaving them all behind.  

His fur raised along his back, his ears picking up the sounds of the other wolves following his path. Glancing over his shoulder, his paws hit hard packed dirt. 

Four others had followed his lead and escaped fully. They raced past him, scattering in different directions.

Good, he didn’t want to be responsible for them. He didn’t want to form a new pack.

He just wanted his freedom. 

He wanted to feel the wind caress his fur and smell the rainstorms in the wind. He wanted wilderness and solitude. 

Lifting his nose to the soft breeze, he scented which way he should go. Nothing in particular piqued his interest, so he turned toward the darkest parts of the surrounding woods. He wanted to make sure he couldn’t be followed by any of the two-legged monsters. As he picked up his speed, nose to the ground, his ears stayed on high alert. 

As time passed, he let his pace turn steady and slow through the forest, his legs eating up the miles beneath him. When he grew thirsty, he found a small stream and drank. When his hunger came back, gnawing at him fiercely, he hunted. Finding small rabbits and rodents, and even smaller nests of bird eggs easily within his reach. 

Once the sky finally turned dark, he stopped to rest, lying down within the crook of a fallen tree and a burrow some animal before him had made. And when the darkness turned to a soft light, he awoke and started all over again. 

He didn’t count how many moons had passed, only that he was content in his solitary life. Wandering the wooded expanse that in turn was his home, and so he continued to wander, until the air turned colder at night. 

The useless words in his head had long ceased, gone quiet, and in some moments, he wondered if everything that had happened to him was just a dream. 

But wolves did not dream. They only existed in the here and now. So he knew that his memories of becoming a two-legged were real. That magic was real.

Then one day, a day like all the rest, he lifted his head, scenting the air, hunting for his next meal, when a longing filled him to the very core. 

And the magic inside of him stirred. 

Mate. 

The word rasped through his mind, and he paused. 

Did he long for a mate? Was that the scent he just picked up on?

Whoever or whatever it was, it smelled of power and nature. Of the very woods he had lost himself in long ago. 

He wanted to turn away, never wanting to interact with another two-legged again, but the dormant magic filling his veins compelled him, and for the first time, he felt himself wanting to obey. 

For he had always been a curious wolf.

When he caught the scent again, he followed it.        








  
  

Chapter Two


Breena





Breena stared out her kitchen window as the morning dawn shed light through the paned glass. She watched as the birds played in a puddle left over from last night’s storm. The wind was light, barely stirring the treetops, and Breena signed. Normally, she would already be outside, walking the perimeter of the forest surrounding her home, taking stock of her gardens and land. Listening to the surrounding nature. The fruit trees were chatty in the mornings. But that was to be expected, as they were still young and in need of a nurturing hand. 

She glanced at the antique clock hanging on the wall behind her. As much as she would love to be outside doing her duties as a nature witch and protecting her land, she had to wait. 

As if on cue from her thoughts, her pocket vibrated. 

Pulling out her cell phone, she answered the incoming FaceTime from Gwen, head priestess of their small coven, and recently appointed head of witches for the greater territory surrounding them.  

She smiled as their normally prim and proper head witch looked utterly frazzled. Her hair was skewed, and Breena squinted. Yup, those were definitely whisker burns on the side of her neck. Gwen straightened her blouse before shooting a glare at someone off camera. 

Breena couldn’t help herself and laughed, “So how’s mate life treating you?”

“Can’t keep our hands to ourselves,” Gwen mumbled. “Even when we have important calls to make!”

She yelled the last bit of her sentence, still glaring off camera, and Breanna heard a male laugh before the sound of a door shutting cut him off. 









