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	PROLOGUE

	Bled.

	The moon above Velacrest Dominion turned a deep crimson, as if the sky itself had been pierced and left to drain its light into the world below. Within the highest chamber of the Dominion’s sealed ritual hall, stone pillars vibrated with a frequency no elder could explain. The air carried a pressure that pressed against bone and thought, as though the night itself was listening.

	A circle of cloaked figures stood around an ancient basin carved from black stone. Their hands trembled—not from age, but from recognition that something in the rite had stopped responding to command.

	The ritual was not supposed to fail.

	It had not failed in centuries.

	Yet the blood written into the basin refused to bind.

	One of the elders stepped forward, his voice tight with controlled alarm. “The seals are rejecting alignment.”

	Another answered without looking at him. “That is impossible. The bloodline convergence is exact.”

	A low vibration rolled through the chamber. The symbols etched into the floor flickered, not with light, but with hesitation—like a memory refusing to surface.

	Outside the chamber, deep within Velacrest Dominion, the city continued its structured rhythm. Towers of stone and steel stood under the crimson sky, unaware that something foundational had just loosened beneath them.

	Far below the council structures, beyond sanctioned tunnels and mapped territory, there existed a forgotten sublayer of the Dominion—old passageways sealed off after the first Alpha accords were written. No maps acknowledged it. No laws protected it. No records admitted it remained.

	It was there that Jane Garrison moved through darkness with uneven breath.

	Her hands pressed against damp stone as she forced herself forward. Pain dragged through her ribs with every movement, sharp enough to steal focus, yet not enough to stop her. Her body had learned endurance before comfort, survival before rest.

	She did not belong in this depth of the Dominion.

	No wolfless person did.

	Behind her, footsteps followed at a steady pace—unhurried, certain. Not rushing. Not hunting in panic. Hunting in patience.

	“Still running,” a male voice echoed through the corridor. Calm. Controlled. Familiar in its cruelty. “That’s what they always do before they understand it changes nothing.”

	Jane did not answer. Speaking would cost breath. Breath was distance. Distance was survival.

	Her fingers brushed against the wall. The stone felt colder than it should have, as if it had never been warmed by life. She turned sharply into a narrow passage, shoulder scraping stone. Her pulse hammered in her ears.

	Wolfless.

	The word had been carved into her existence long before anyone spoke it aloud.

	In this world, wolfless was not absence. It was disposal.

	A faint metallic scent reached her senses. Blood—fresh, but not hers. Someone had been here before her. Someone had not left willingly.

	Her steps slowed for a fraction of a second.

	That was the mistake.

	A force struck her from the side. She hit the wall hard enough for the impact to ring through her spine. Pain flared white across her vision. A hand seized her throat, lifting her slightly off the ground.

	The man holding her was not large, but he did not need to be. His strength came from certainty. From permission granted by the laws above them.

	“You were told not to run,” he said quietly.

	Jane’s fingers clawed at his wrist. No shift. No hidden strength. Nothing answered her body the way it should have. That emptiness had always been there, but never this heavy.

	She forced words through the pressure at her throat. “I was not told anything. I was discarded.”

	A faint pause.

	Something like amusement passed through his expression. “Same difference.”

	His grip tightened.

	The corridor lights—old rune strips embedded centuries ago—flickered as if reacting to the pressure of his intent. The Dominion above did not know these systems still functioned this deep.

	Jane’s vision blurred at the edges. Her lungs burned. Her heartbeat grew uneven, fighting for rhythm.

	A sound shifted through the corridor.

	Not footsteps.

	Not wind.

	Something deeper—like the space itself adjusting to attention.

	The man hesitated for the first time.

	“What—”

	The words did not finish.

	The stone beneath Jane’s feet vibrated.

	A pulse moved through the corridor, low and resonant, passing through her body rather than around it. Her breath caught—not from pain, but from recognition she could not place.

	The grip on her throat loosened slightly.

	The man looked down, confused.

	Jane felt it too.

	Something inside her was no longer still.

	It responded to the vibration like an echo returning to its origin.

	The corridor lights dimmed, then flared once—sharp, white-gold.

	The man released her abruptly, stepping back. “What did you do?”

	Jane dropped to her knees, coughing, but she did not answer. She could not. The sensation inside her had changed. Not broken. Not awakening. Something deeper than both.

	A pressure gathered beneath her ribs, not pain but presence, as though something sealed for a very long time had begun to notice that time was no longer holding it properly.

	Above ground, in the highest tower of Velacrest Dominion, Noe Velazquez stood alone before a glass wall that stretched from floor to ceiling.

	The city below should have been silent in its predictability.

	It was not.

	His gaze shifted toward the ritual chamber district.

	He felt it before he saw anything—an irregularity in instinct, subtle but undeniable. His wolf did not move forward or retreat. It paused, as if listening to something that had no name.

	Noe exhaled slowly.

	“That is not possible,” he said under his breath.

	Behind him, advisors spoke about council matters, border disputes, pack stability reports. Their words faded as pressure built at the edge of his awareness.

	The Dominion had rules.

	He had built his life on understanding those rules.

	This feeling did not belong to any of them.

	A distant pulse moved through the structure beneath the city. Not sound. Not vibration in the physical sense. Something closer to recognition without identity.

	Noe’s hand tightened slightly at his side.

	His wolf stirred—but not with hunger, not with claim. Something closer to uncertainty.

	Far below, Jane struggled to stand.

	Her attacker had stepped back now, watching her carefully, as if she had become unpredictable.

	“You’re not wolfless,” he said slowly.

	Jane laughed once, broken and breathless. “I wish that were true.”

	The air around her shifted again.

	A faint pressure gathered at her feet. Dust lifted, not blown by wind, but displaced by something responding from beneath the surface.

	Her heartbeat stuttered.

	For a fraction of a second, silence pressed against everything.

	Then—

	Her body collapsed.

	Not from injury alone. Something inside her shut down, as if a final thread had been cut.

	The man stepped forward quickly. “No—don’t die here.”

	Jane did not respond.

	Her pulse faded.

	Then stopped.

	The corridor did not echo her stillness. It reacted.

	The stone beneath her fractured in thin lines of glowing light, spreading outward in delicate patterns that resembled veins of illumination. The air thickened, heavy with something ancient pressing upward through layers of sealed history.

	Above, across Velacrest Dominion, every rune-based system flickered at once.

	In the council chamber, the elders froze.

	The basin cracked.

	Blood lifted slightly from its surface, as if gravity no longer fully held it.

	One elder whispered, voice unsteady. “The seal response is… inverted.”

	Another stepped back. “That is not a response pattern we have record of.”

	The crimson moon outside brightened.

	Not naturally.

	Not steadily.

	As if it had been noticed.

	In the corridor below, Jane’s body lay motionless.

	Yet beneath her skin, something shifted.

	Not awakening.

	Not revival.

	Recognition.

	A pulse moved through her veins, but it did not match a heartbeat. It was older, slower, structured like something that had been waiting without expectation of return.

	Her fingers twitched.

	The attacker took a step back.

	“No,” he whispered, suddenly less certain. “That strain was erased.”

	Jane’s chest rose once.

	Slow.

	Controlled.

	Not human rhythm.

	The corridor lights dimmed again, then stabilized into a steady, unfamiliar glow.

	In the tower above, Noe’s wolf finally reacted.

	Not with command.

	Not with instinctual certainty.

	But with warning.

	His breath caught slightly, as if something had brushed the edge of his perception from a distance too vast to measure.

	“What are you,” he said quietly, not to anyone in the room.

	Below the Dominion, Jane opened her eyes.

	Not fully.

	Not clearly.

	But enough.

	The man standing over her took a step back as if the air had changed density.

	Jane’s lips parted slightly, but no sound came.

	Instead, the glow in the corridor deepened.

	The sealed structure beneath the Dominion responded.

	And somewhere far older than law, older than packs, older than names—

	something inside her answered back.

	 


CHAPTER 1 — The Day the Alpha Spoke Rejection

	Jane Garrison did not run when they called her name.

	That was the first mistake the court made—assuming silence meant surrender.

	The second mistake was believing she had come here to be chosen.

	The third was thinking she would break like the others before her.

	The Great Hall of Velacrest Dominion rose like a carved warning from the earth itself. Black stone pillars stretched upward into shadowed arches, each etched with the old laws of pack hierarchy. Every mark on those pillars carried weight—oaths spoken, blood spilled, Lunas crowned, and wolfless girls erased.

	Jane stood at the center of it all.

	Not because she belonged there.

	Because she had been dragged there.

	Her wrists bore faint pressure marks where iron restraint bands had once been. They were gone now, but her skin still remembered the cold. Two enforcers stood behind her, still and ready, as if she might collapse or vanish if not watched closely.

	She did neither.

	Instead, she stood with her spine aligned and her gaze steady on the raised platform ahead.

	The council seat.

	And above it—the Alpha heir.

	Noe Velazquez.

	He did not look at her the way stories said Alphas looked at their destined mates. There was no pull forward, no visible fracture of control, no surrender of instinct.

	Only distance.

	Controlled. Measured. Cold enough to make the air between them feel unfamiliar.

	Yet something about that distance was not clean.

	It held pressure. Like something restrained behind glass.

	The hall was full. Noble bloodlines lined the curved tiers of seating—wolves whose names carried territory, influence, and inherited violence. Their eyes weighed her before she spoke, already deciding what she was worth.

	Wolfless.

	The word had no need to be spoken aloud here. It lived in the pauses between breaths.

	An elder stepped forward from the council arc, his voice sharp enough to cut ritual silence.

	“Jane Garrison. State your claim before the heir of Velacrest.”

	Jane did not flinch.

	“I have no claim,” she said.

	A ripple moved through the hall. Not surprise. Judgment.

	A woman in the upper tier leaned toward her companion. “She admits it freely.”

	“Of course she does,” came the reply. “They always do when they know the truth has already been decided.”

	Jane heard them. Not because she was listening—but because the hall itself carried sound like a cage carries echoes.

	Noe finally moved.

	A single step forward.

	That was all.

	But the hall reacted as if pressure had shifted.

	Jane’s attention locked on him without permission. Not attraction. Not fear.

	Awareness.

	He was not as the stories painted Alpha heirs—violent certainty, raw dominance, uncontrolled instinct. Noe Velazquez was stillness shaped into authority. His power did not announce itself. It compressed everything around it until even breath became careful.

	His gaze landed on her.

	For a moment, it did not judge.

	It studied.

	Then the elder spoke again.

	“You have been presented under the ancient accord. If the bond is confirmed, you will be accepted as Luna.”

	A pause.

	The kind that decides lives.

	Noe’s voice came next, quiet enough that only those closest to the platform heard it first.

	“There is no bond.”

	The words did not echo.

	They fell.

	Hard.

	Jane felt it anyway—not as a surprise, but as impact delayed through her chest.

	The elder hesitated. “Alpha heir, the accord requires acknowledgment.”

	Noe’s gaze did not leave Jane.

	“It requires recognition,” he corrected. “There is nothing to recognize.”

	Silence deepened.

	Jane felt every eye shift toward her.

	Not pity.

	Not curiosity.

	Something worse.

	Finality forming shape.

	The elder turned back to her. “Jane Garrison. The heir has spoken.”

	Of course he had.

	She had not expected anything else.

	Still—

	Something in her chest tightened in a way she could not name.

	Not heartbreak.

	Not relief.

	Something closer to being removed from a place she had never been allowed to enter.

	The elder’s voice hardened. “You are declared wolfless under Velacrest law. Unbonded. Unclaimed. Unprotected.”

	The words were formal.

	That made them worse.

	A second enforcer stepped forward, placing a hand on her shoulder.

	Not rough.

	Not gentle.

	Procedural.

	Jane turned her head slightly, just enough to look back at Noe one last time.

	She expected satisfaction.

	That was what rejection was supposed to look like on an Alpha heir.

	Instead, she found something else.

	Stillness.

	But not peace.

	Control held too tightly.

	Their eyes met properly now.

	And for the briefest fracture of time—

	something behind his gaze shifted.

	Not recognition.

	Not regret.

	Disruption.

	Then it was gone.

	Like it had never existed.

	“Remove her,” the elder ordered.

	The enforcers moved.

	Jane did not resist.

	Resistance required belief in outcome.

	She had learned not to waste belief.

	They turned her toward the exit arches of the hall. Heavy doors loomed ahead, carved with old battle scenes where wolves stood over broken ground and crowned silence.

	As she walked, she felt the weight of the hall shift away from her.

	Like a body deciding it had finished with pain.

	Step by step, she crossed the marble threshold.

	But just before the doors sealed behind her—

	a sound entered her mind.

	Not spoken.

	Not heard.

	Inserted.

	Soft. Controlled. Almost clinical.

	He is not wrong.

	Jane stopped walking.

	Her breath caught slightly.

	The enforcers did not notice. Or did not care.

	The voice continued.

	You are incomplete.

	Her fingers curled slightly at her sides.

	Not fear.

	Not confusion.

	Recognition of something that should not exist.

	The hallway outside the Great Hall was colder. Narrow. Lit by suspended rune lamps that hummed faintly with old energy. The moment she crossed into it, the pressure inside her chest changed.

	Like something inside her had leaned closer to the voice.

	Jane exhaled slowly.

	“No,” she whispered under her breath.

	The whisper in her mind did not respond.

	But it remained.

	Behind her, the Great Hall doors sealed shut with a heavy final sound.

	The enforcers guided her forward.

	One spoke quietly. “You will be relocated beyond Dominion perimeter.”

	Jane gave a small nod.

	Relocation meant exile with structure.

	Structure meant survival was not guaranteed—but it was possible.

	That was more than most wolfless received.

	They reached the outer corridor that led to the descent platforms. Below, transport channels led into the Wilderlands buffer zones—territory that belonged to no pack, no law, no protection.

	One of the enforcers finally released her arm.

	A pause.

	Then he said, almost neutrally, “You should have bowed.”

	Jane looked at him.

	Not anger.

	Not defiance.

	Observation.

	“I did not come here to be chosen,” she said quietly.

	He frowned slightly, as if the answer did not compute.

	Before he could respond, the platform activated.

	The ground beneath her shifted.

	Gravity systems engaged.

	Jane felt herself lower into the descent shaft, the Great Hall disappearing above her like a closing wound.

	As she descended, something inside her pulsed once.

	Not pain.

	Not emotion.

	Recognition again.

	Fainter this time.

	But present.

	The voice did not return.

	But its absence felt intentional.

	

	

	Far above the descent shaft, in the elevated council tier, Noe Velazquez remained still.

	The hall around him resumed its controlled noise. Elders spoke again. Disputes resumed. Protocols adjusted.
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