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The Witchbound King and The Ashen Crown



  	
        
            
            When the wolf kneels to no one and the witch burns without fear,the crown will remember what it was forged to become.— From the Ashen Veil Prophecies
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Chapter One — The King Who Ruled With His Heart
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The Lycan King ruled with his heart bared.

That was what they whispered about him in rival packs—not as an insult, but as a warning.

King Alaric of Blackthorne did not govern through terror or brute dominance. He ruled through loyalty earned, through laws that protected omegas as fiercely as alphas, through a belief that strength meant restraint as much as power.

At his side stood Queen Elyssia—his mate, his equal, his calm to every storm.

They were bound not only by the mating bond, but by something rarer.

Choice.

Alaric still looked at her after two decades as though he had just claimed her beneath the full moon. His hand always found hers when councils grew heated. Her presence steadied the room, her sharp mind often softening his harsher instincts without ever diminishing his authority.

Together, they changed Blackthorne.

Pups laughed openly in the courtyards instead of hiding behind stone pillars. Omegas spoke in council chambers without fear. Borders remained strong, but never cruel. Even rival packs admitted—quietly—that Blackthorne flourished.

And that frightened those who thrived on old blood laws.

On the night the moon rose crimson, Alaric stood at the balcony with Elyssia, the cold wind tugging at her dark hair.

“Can you feel it” she said softly.

He nodded. “The pack is restless.”

“So am I.” Her hand rested over the threshold of where their son slept inside his nursery, unaware of crowns, duties and wars. “Promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“If the old families move against us... protect him. Even if it costs the throne.”

Alaric turned fully to her then, eyes glowing silver. “There is no crown without you. And no kingdom worth ruling without our son.”

Inside the keep, Maximus slept peacefully—only a child, already powerful and watched by fate.

The attack came before dawn.

Traitors opened the gates from within. Ancient enemies poured through corridors meant for celebration, not slaughter. Fire swallowed tapestries embroidered with peace treaties. Blood soaked the stones where justice had once been spoken.

Alaric fought like the legends would later claim—like a king born of moonfire and steel. Elyssia stood back-to-back with him, magic and claw and will bound as one.

But love does not always win battles.

Wounded and cornered, Elyssia tore free from the fight long enough to reach her son. She pressed a trembling kiss to Maximus’s brow, whispering words no wolf had spoken in generations—binding his life to hidden paths and unseen protectors.

“You will live.”

“You will rule.” 

“You will return.”

When Alaric fell, it was with his eyes on the doorway she fled through.

When Elyssia burned, it was with her son’s name on her lips.

And when the sun rose over Blackthorne, the throne was nothing but ash.

The world believed the royal bloodline ended that night.

But the moon remembered.

And somewhere beyond the borders, fate was already moving—toward an omega family, a hidden king and a witch named Willow where ones power would one day set his strength ablaze.
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Chapter Two — The Child the Moon Refused to Kill
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The snow should have claimed him.

That was what the conspirators believed—that the royal heir would freeze before dawn, another loose end tied neatly by winter’s bite.

They underestimated the moon.

Maximus lay half-buried beneath a fallen pine at the edge of Blackthorne’s border, wrapped in scorched velvet and wolfskin stitched with royal sigils now blackened by ash. His breath came shallow but steady, silver eyes fluttering beneath soot-stained lashes.

The ancient spell his mother had woven still pulsed faintly, stubborn, alive.

It bent the wind.
It dulled the cold.
It whispered not yet into the dark.
Liora felt it before she saw him.

She was an omega healer, walking the border paths at dawn to gather frost root, when the air thickened, heavy, humming and wrong. Her skin prickled as though lightning had passed just beneath it.

“Toren,” she whispered to her mate. “Stop.”

The woods fell silent.

No birds. No wind.

Then she heard it someone crying.

Soft. Broken. Furious with life.

They followed the sound until Liora dropped to her knees.

“Oh, moon above...”

The child was too well-dressed.
Too clean-boned.
Too powerful.
Even in sleep, Maximus exuded dominance—an oppressive warmth pressing through the coldest air. It rolled off him in waves, subtle yet undeniable, like fire banked beneath snow.

At the nape of his neck, the pack mark stood stark and furious against his skin.

It had not been claimed by teeth.

It had been seared into him.

Branded, not bonded.

A mark that whispered of force instead of ceremony—of power taken in flame rather than given in loyalty.

It was the kind of mark Liora had spent years praying she would never have to witness.

Royal blood.

Toren swore under his breath. “That’s the Ashen line.”

“Then they failed,” Liora said, already lifting the boy into her arms.

The moment she touched him, the forest exhaled.

Behind them, unseen by wolf eyes, a ripple of magic spread outward—thin as a spider’s web, old as bone. Far beyond the Veilwood, Willow a young witch sleeping beneath feather charms stirred and gasped.

Willow dreamed of silver fire.

She dreamed of a child wrapped in blood and moonlight.
Of a crown sinking into snow.
Of a bond that did not yet exist—but ached.
She woke with a hand pressed to her chest, heart racing, magic humming restlessly beneath her skin.

“Soon” 

“Soon my child” the wind whispered through her shutters. 

Back at the border, Toren shifted and took point, sniffing the air. “We’re not alone.”

Liora already knew.

The betrayal had not been clean.

The Iron Fang Circle—those ancient families—had not lashed out blindly. Their maneuvers were crafted from inherited grievance.
Alphas who swore power was ordained by bloodline, not mercy.
Elders who resented a throne that dared extend protection to omegas and witches alike. They were the ones who would hunt the child.
And they would not stop at Blackthorne.

“We cross into Greywillow,” Liora said firmly. “Now.”

“That means—”

“I know what it means,” she snapped. “And I won’t leave him.”

They crossed the border as the sun crested the trees.

The moment Maximus passed the line, something unseen sealed behind him. The spell flared once—brilliant, protective—then sank deep into his bones to sleep.

In the days that followed, Greywillow felt the change.

Pups grew restless.
Alphas grew wary.
The moon seemed brighter.
Maximus rarely cried—but when he did, the stone itself seemed to shudder. They called him Max—just Max— hoping to blunt the edge, to disguise prophesy as something ordinary rather than what was foretold.

But the pack felt it.

A king slept beneath their roof.
And far away, a witch dreamed of fire, feathers, and a silver-eyed wolf who would one day burn brighter with her magic bound to his soul.
The Iron Fang Circle would learn, far too late, that the crown had never fallen.
It had only been concealed—watching, listening... waiting.
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The King Raised on His Knees
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Maximus learned early that strength frightened people.

The omegas of Greywillow never said it aloud—but they felt it. They felt it when the ground shuddered beneath his bare feet as a child. When his eyes flashed silver in anger. When his presence quieted a room without effort.

So Liora taught him something different.

“You kneel,” she told him gently, guiding his small hands as he helped her bind wounds, “not because you are weak—but because you choose restraint.”

Maximus grew with that lesson carved into his bones.

He carried water for elders.
He learned to cook before he learned to fight.
He stood watch while others slept.
And when his wolf surged—when power begged to be unleashed, he swallowed it down.

By ten, he could snap a sparring post in half.
By twelve, he could force an alpha to lower his gaze.
By fifteen, he could command a room without speaking.
He never did.

That scared the wrong people.

The first assassin came during the autumn festival.

Maximus smelled steel before the blade moved—wrong, sharp, foreign. He reacted on instinct, turning just as the knife flashed for Liora’s throat.

The man never finished the motion.

Maximus’s hand snapped shut around the assassin’s wrist. Bone splintered beneath his grip, the sound sharp and brittle—like winter leaves crushed underfoot. With a violent twist, he hurled the attacker aside. The man struck the earth hard.

Alive.

But ruined.

Silence fell in a single, suffocating breath.
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