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CHAPTER 1: THE QUEEN WHO REFUSES TO KNEEL
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The storm rolled in thick and heavy over Eryndral, casting the capital in an eerie twilight that swallowed the morning light. Raine stood at the high balcony of the palace, her hands gripping the cold stone railing, her eyes fixed on the horizon where dark clouds churned like a living thing.

The kingdom was quiet. Too quiet.

It had been weeks since the last battle, weeks since she had shattered the Forgotten Queen’s throne and claimed her rightful place. But peace was a fragile thing, a fleeting illusion in a world where power was never truly secure.

She could feel it—an unease that settled beneath her skin, a whisper of something unseen yet undeniably there.

The war was not over.

Not yet.

The door creaked open behind her, but she didn’t turn. She knew who it was.

Kieran moved like a shadow, silent despite his size, his golden eyes sharp as they took in her tense posture. “You’re not sleeping.”

Raine let out a slow breath. “Neither are you.”

Talon entered next, his storm-gray gaze flicking to the sky before settling on her. “Something’s coming.”

Raine clenched her fists against the railing. “I know.”

Soren was the last to join them, his silver eyes gleaming with a knowing look as he leaned lazily against the doorway. “And let me guess—we have no idea what it is.”

Raine turned then, facing the three men who had fought beside her, bled for her, bound themselves to her in ways even fate had not foreseen.

They had sworn an oath.

They had defied destiny.

And now, they would face whatever came next together.

But something in her gut told her that this battle would be unlike any before it.

“The Forgotten Queen is gone,” she said, her voice steady despite the uncertainty clawing at her chest. “But her magic is not.”

Kieran’s jaw tightened. “The throne is broken.”

“But the power wasn’t destroyed,” Talon added.

Soren exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “And let me guess—that means it’s out there somewhere, waiting to make our lives a living hell?”

Raine nodded.

The three of them exchanged glances, something unspoken passing between them.

Then Kieran asked the question they were all thinking.

“Where did it go?”

Raine turned back to the storm. “That’s what we need to find out.”

A knock sounded at the door, and a moment later, Elyra stepped inside, her violet eyes dark with something close to dread. “You need to come with me. Now.”

Raine didn’t hesitate.

She followed the shaman through the halls of the palace, the others at her heels. The weight of magic pressed against her senses, growing stronger with every step.

By the time they reached the lower levels, the air was thick with it.

Elyra stopped before a set of heavy iron doors. The guards stationed outside looked pale, their hands clenched around their weapons. They had seen something.

Felt something.

Elyra pressed her hand against the door, and the locks groaned as they slid open. The scent of damp stone and old magic filled the air.

And then Raine saw it.

A body.

But not just any body.

Hers.

Raine’s breath caught.

It was her face. Her features. But the skin was ashen, the lips bloodless, the eyes closed as if in sleep.

Another echo.

Another version of herself, left behind by the Forgotten Queen’s magic.

Kieran swore under his breath. Talon tensed beside him. Soren let out a low whistle. “Well. That’s unsettling.”

Elyra turned to Raine, her voice quiet. “It’s happening again.”

Raine forced herself to breathe.

She had broken the throne. She had ended the queen’s reign.

But something had been left behind.

Something that refused to die.

She stared at the lifeless reflection of herself, and for the first time in weeks, a chill crept down her spine.

This was not over.

Not even close.

She lifted her chin, her voice calm, steady. “Then we find out what’s still out there.”

Kieran stepped closer, his golden eyes burning. “And we end it.”

Talon smirked, though there was no humor in it. “For good this time.”

Soren twirled a dagger between his fingers. “Or we die trying.”

Raine turned away from the body, her hands curling into fists.

No.

They would not die.

She would not lose them.

She was the Moonbound Queen.

And she would not kneel.

Not now.

Not ever.
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CHAPTER 2: THE ALPHA’S DEADLY GAMBLE
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The torches lining the palace walls flickered as Raine strode through the corridors, her heart pounding like a war drum. The sight of the dead echo of herself still burned in her mind, twisting into something dark and unwelcome. She had shattered the Forgotten Queen’s throne, broken the cycle, yet the past still clawed its way forward, refusing to be buried.

The whispers of fate were getting louder.

And Raine was running out of time to silence them.

Kieran walked beside her, his golden eyes burning with something unspoken. Talon followed close behind, his movements silent but coiled with tension. Soren, ever the devil-may-care rogue, spun a dagger between his fingers, though there was no amusement in his silver gaze.

They reached the war room, the heavy doors swinging open as they stepped inside. Maps stretched across the vast oak table, marked with battle lines, scattered reports, and hastily scribbled warnings. The kingdom had barely begun to heal, and already, another storm loomed on the horizon.

Elyra stood at the far end of the room, her violet eyes shadowed, the weight of prophecy heavy on her shoulders. She turned as they entered, her gaze locking onto Raine’s.

“We have a problem.”

Raine exhaled, stepping forward. “Just one?”

Elyra didn’t smile. “A large force is gathering in the west.”

Kieran tensed. “How many?”

Elyra’s expression darkened. “Enough to burn through the border if they want to.”

Raine’s fingers curled into fists. The western lands had once belonged to Malik’s strongest allies—alphas who had bent the knee only when the war had left them no choice. If they were moving against her now, it meant only one thing.

They had found a new leader.

Talon leaned over the table, his storm-gray eyes sharp. “Do we know who’s leading them?”

Elyra hesitated. “Not yet.”

Soren let out a slow whistle, his silver gaze glinting. “Then I suppose it’s time we find out.”

Raine studied the map, her mind working through possibilities. “If we wait for them to come to us, we risk another war on our doorstep.”

Kieran nodded. “We need to move first.”

Talon crossed his arms. “It could be a trap.”

Soren smirked. “Of course it’s a trap. The question is, do we spring it or set one of our own?”

Raine lifted her chin. “We ride at dawn.”

Kieran’s golden eyes met hers, steady, unwavering. “You’re coming with us.”

It wasn’t a question.

Raine’s jaw tightened. “I’m not hiding behind palace walls while my people fight for this kingdom.”

Talon exhaled sharply, but there was no arguing with her. There never was.

Soren chuckled. “Well, at least it won’t be boring.”

Elyra stepped forward, her gaze searching Raine’s. “Be careful.”

Raine nodded, but she already knew the truth.

Careful wouldn’t win this war.

She would have to be ruthless.

The room fell into silence, the weight of what was coming settling over them like a storm about to break.

Raine turned to her alphas, her voice cold, steady. “Ready your warriors.”

Because by dawn—

Blood would be spilled.
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CHAPTER 3: THE WAR THAT WILL DECIDE EVERYTHING
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The sky was still dark when Raine rode out with her warriors. The weight of armor pressed against her skin, but it wasn’t the steel she felt most—it was the silence before the storm, the tension in the air thick as smoke. They rode fast, the hooves of their horses churning up dust and mud, the chill of the night biting against their exposed skin.

They had left the palace behind hours ago, traveling west toward the borderlands where the rebels were gathering. The enemy had chosen their ground well—far enough from the capital to avoid immediate retribution, but close enough to strike if the kingdom hesitated.

Raine had no intention of hesitating.

Kieran rode beside her, his golden eyes locked on the path ahead. His presence was a steady, burning force, a reminder that she was not riding into this battle alone.

Talon rode at her other side, his storm-gray gaze flicking toward the distant ridge where the enemy was rumored to be gathering. His grip on his sword was easy, practiced, but there was no mistaking the way his muscles tensed. He was ready. They all were.

Soren, as usual, looked entirely too amused by the situation. He adjusted his reins, silver eyes flashing. “Remind me again why we’re riding straight into the wolf’s mouth?”

Talon didn’t look at him. “Because Raine refuses to wait for them to come to her.”

Soren sighed dramatically. “Right. Of course. Because that would be too easy.”

Raine ignored them both. Her focus was on the dark horizon, on the growing scent of wolves ahead. The wind carried it to her—unfamiliar scents, sharp and wild, heavy with blood and hunger.

The rebels were close.

She slowed her horse as they neared the ridge, signaling for the others to spread out. The warriors followed her lead, fanning out into formation, their weapons drawn, their eyes scanning the trees.

Then she saw them.

A line of figures standing just beyond the tree line, their armor glinting in the dim light of the rising sun. Dozens of them. Maybe more.

They were waiting for her.

Kieran growled low in his throat. “They knew we were coming.”

Talon’s grip tightened on his sword. “Then let’s not disappoint them.”

Raine swung off her horse, moving toward the front. She would not cower behind her warriors. She would face this head-on.

A figure stepped forward from the enemy ranks.

Broad-shouldered, tall, his face obscured by shadow—until he stepped into the light.

And Raine’s breath caught.

She knew that face.

A name whispered in the back of her mind, a ghost of a memory she had long buried.

Rowan Blackthorn.

An alpha who had once fought beside her father. An alpha who had disappeared years ago, presumed dead when Malik had seized the throne.

Yet here he was.

Alive.

Leading her enemy.

He studied her for a long moment, then smiled. “So. You’re the one they call
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