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  Prologue

  
  






The kingdom of Noctis had not celebrated a royal wedding in over three hundred years.

Not because there were no kings.

But because every Lycan King who dared to claim a mate met the same cruel end.

Death.

Lightning split the midnight sky, illuminating the towering black castle that stood atop Raven’s Peak. Rain lashed against its ancient stone walls as nobles, Alphas, and warriors gathered in the grand throne hall, their faces pale with dread.

At the center of the hall stood a throne carved from obsidian.

Upon it sat the most feared ruler in the world.

King Kael Draven.

The Lycan King.

His silver eyes glowed like molten moonlight beneath the hood of his black cloak. His expression was unreadable, yet the air around him pulsed with restrained violence. Every wolf in the room lowered their heads, too afraid to meet his gaze.

They all knew the legend.

The curse.

Long ago, the Moon Goddess had blessed the Lycans with unmatched strength, making them rulers over every werewolf kingdom. Pride, however, corrupted their bloodline. A Lycan King betrayed his fated mate in pursuit of greater power, staining the sacred Moon Bond with innocent blood.

The Moon Goddess answered with a punishment that echoed through generations.

“No Lycan King shall know the joy of his true mate. The day he claims her…the beast within him shall consume both king and kingdom.”

Since that day, every Lycan King who found his mate had descended into madness.

Some slaughtered their own people.

Others turned into mindless beasts before dying beneath the swords of their loyal warriors.

Kael intended to be the last.

“I will never take a mate,” he declared, his voice deep enough to silence the thunder itself.

The royal council exchanged uneasy glances.

“My King,” an elderly priestess whispered, “the curse grows stronger. The Blood Moon rises in thirty nights. Without your destined bride, the darkness will claim you.”

Kael rose from his throne.

Six feet of raw power and command, dressed in black armor etched with silver runes, he looked less like a man and more like a god of war.

“I would rather die,” he said coldly, “than drag an innocent woman into my fate.”

No one dared argue.

Not until the oldest oracle stepped forward.

Her blind eyes stared into nothing, yet her voice carried the weight of destiny.

“You have already met your bride.”

Silence.

Kael’s jaw tightened.

“Impossible.”

“The Moon has chosen.”

“I have rejected every noblewoman in every kingdom.”

The oracle slowly smiled.

“Because your queen is not a wolf.”

The hall erupted in shocked murmurs.

“A human?” one Alpha gasped.

“That cannot be!”

“The Moon Goddess would never choose a human!”

The oracle raised a trembling hand, and the room fell silent once more.

“She carries no wolf’s blood.”

“She knows nothing of your world.”

“And yet…”

“Only the human bride can break the curse that has chained your bloodline for centuries.”

Far away, beyond the borders of the Lycan Kingdom…

A young woman laughed as she hurried through the rain, clutching a stack of books against her chest.

She had no crown.

No wolf.

No magic.

She believed monsters existed only in stories.

She had no idea that before the next full moon, she would become the wife of the most feared king alive.

Nor did she know that the marriage meant to save a kingdom would awaken an ancient evil buried long before the first wolf ever howled beneath the moon.

And once the Blood Moon rose…

Nothing—not fate, not the gods, not even love itself—would ever be the same.
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The Wedding Contract

* * *

Rain tapped softly against the glass windows of St. Vire University, turning the world outside into a blur of gray and silver.

Elena Hart didn’t notice it.

She was too busy balancing her books, her bag, and the part-time job schedule that had kept her running for three days without proper sleep.

“Late again, Ms. Hart,” Professor Delling said without looking up from his papers.

Elena didn’t slow down. “Technically, I’m still on time if I sit down before attendance ends.”

A few students chuckled.

The professor sighed. “One day, your sarcasm will fail you.”

“Not today,” she replied, slipping into her seat.

She had no idea how accurate that statement would become.

By evening, the campus was nearly empty.

Elena stayed behind in the library, finishing a translation assignment for extra credit. The hum of fluorescent lights and the smell of old paper were comforting in a way people weren’t.

That was when she saw it.

An envelope.

It hadn’t been there before.

Plain black. No stamp. No name.

Just her initials.

E.H.

She frowned. “Okay… that’s creepy.”

Against better judgment, she opened it.

Inside was a single sheet of thick parchment paper.

Not paper.

Something older.

The words were written in elegant, unreadable script—yet the moment her eyes touched it, the language shifted in her mind, as if the page itself had decided she was worthy of understanding it.

BY ORDER OF THE LYCAN KING

ELENA HART IS HEREBY BOUND IN MARRIAGE TO KING KAEL DRAVEN OF NOCTIS

THIS CONTRACT IS IRREVOCABLE

REFUSAL IS NOT AN OPTION

Elena blinked once.

Then twice.

Then laughed.

A real, sharp laugh that echoed through the empty library.

“This is a joke,” she said aloud. “It has to be a joke.”

The parchment did not react.

She flipped it over.

On the back, a single line appeared in ink that looked almost… alive.

WE WILL COME FOR YOU AT MIDNIGHT

Elena stared.

The laughter died in her throat.

A cold chill crawled up her spine.

Outside, the rain suddenly stopped.

Not gradually.

Not naturally.

It stopped all at once.

And in the silence that followed—

A howl echoed across the sky.

Low. Distant. Inhuman.

Elena stood up so fast her chair scraped the floor.

“Nope,” she whispered. “Nope, nope, nope.”

She shoved the parchment into her bag, but the moment she did, the lights in the library flickered.

Once.

Twice.

Then died completely.

Darkness swallowed the room.

Her phone vibrated.

Unknown number.

One message.

DON’T RUN. IT WILL ONLY MAKE THEM HUNGRIER.

A sound came from the far end of the library.

Slow footsteps.

Heavy.

Unnatural.

Elena backed away, her breath shallow. “Hello? If this is a prank, it’s not funny!”

The footsteps stopped.

Silence stretched.

Then a voice—deep, calm, and dangerously close—spoke from behind her.

“You’re louder than I expected.”

Elena froze.

That voice didn’t belong in her world.

It belonged in nightmares.

She turned slowly.

And came face to face with a man who should not have been there.

Silver eyes.

Dark armor.

A presence that made the air itself feel heavier.

He looked at her like she was something he had already lost… and just found again.

“I’ve come for my bride,” the Lycan King said.

Elena’s mind went completely blank.

Then one thought finally formed.

This is how I die.
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A Bride by Mistake

* * *

Elena did not consider herself a dramatic person.

She also did not believe in supernatural kidnappings.

And yet, here she was—sitting inside a moving carriage that did not have wheels, windows that showed a forest she had never seen before, and a man across from her who casually looked like he owned nightmares.

The Lycan King.

King Kael Draven.

He had not spoken since he brought her here.

Not that she had stopped talking enough for him to try.

“This is illegal,” Elena said for the third time. “Like, internationally illegal. Kidnapping. Abduction. Possibly emotional terrorism.”

Silence.

She narrowed her eyes. “Do you people have lawyers in your… wolf kingdom?”

Still nothing.

Kael sat perfectly still, one arm resting on his knee, silver eyes fixed somewhere beyond her like she was not the most chaotic problem in his life.

That annoyed her more than the kidnapping.

“Are you ignoring me on purpose?”

At last, he spoke.

“I am ensuring you do not panic further.”

Elena laughed once. “Oh, I’ve already hit panic. I’m just negotiating my way through it.”

A faint flicker crossed his expression—something almost like curiosity.

The carriage moved through a forest too dark to be natural. The trees were tall, twisted, and far too still, as if even nature feared making noise here.

“Where are we going?” she demanded.

“To Noctis,” Kael said simply.

“That doesn’t help.”

“It is my kingdom.”

“I gathered that part.”

A pause.

Then she asked the question she should have asked first.

“Why me?”

That finally made him look at her properly.

For the first time since she met him, she saw something shift behind those silver eyes.

Not emotion.

Something heavier.

Restraint.

“You were chosen,” he said.

“By who? Because I’d like to file a complaint.”

“The Moon.”

Elena blinked.

“…The moon. Like, Earth’s moon?”

Kael’s expression did not change. “Not your moon.”

She leaned back slowly. “Right. Okay. So either I’ve been kidnapped by cultists or I’m having a stress-induced hallucination.”

“You are not hallucinating.”

“That’s exactly what a hallucination would say.”

A faint exhale left him—almost like frustration, almost like amusement, but quickly gone.

The carriage slowed.

Outside, the forest began to change.

The trees darkened further, their bark turning black as ink. The air itself felt heavier, charged with something alive.

Then she saw it.

A castle.

No—a fortress.

It rose from the mountains like it had been carved from the night itself. Black stone walls, towering spires, and glowing runes circling its gates like breathing fire.

Elena pressed her hands to the window.

“…Okay,” she whispered. “That’s definitely not OSHA-approved architecture.”

Kael stood.

“We have arrived.”

“Great,” she said quickly. “You can take me back now.”

He didn’t move.

That silence was answer enough.

The carriage door opened on its own.

Wind rushed in—cold, sharp, unnatural.

Elena hesitated.

Then stepped out anyway, because fear was one thing, but standing still was worse.

The moment her feet touched the ground, something changed.

The air stilled.

Every sound died.

Even the wind stopped moving.

Kael watched her carefully.

As if waiting.

As if… listening.

Elena frowned. “Why does it feel like I just failed a test I didn’t know I was taking?”

A distant horn echoed through the fortress walls.

Low.

Deep.

Alive.

Kael’s voice dropped. “They know.”

“Know what?”

He looked at her.

“You are here.”

A chill crawled down her spine.

From inside the fortress, howls erupted.

Not from animals.

From wolves.

Many of them.

And every single one sounded like they were calling her name.

Elena took a step back.

“No,” she said quickly. “Nope. I don’t like group enthusiasm. That’s a red flag in every situation.”

Kael stepped closer—not threatening, but close enough that the air around him felt heavier.

“You will be safe here,” he said.

“That’s what every horror movie character says right before—”

A sharp crack split the air.

The gates of the fortress began to open.

Elena turned toward the sound.

Kael’s voice dropped to something quieter.

“Do not run.”

She looked at him sharply. “Why does everyone keep saying that?”

“Because,” he said, eyes darkening slightly, “if you run, they will recognize you as prey.”

That word landed too heavily.

Prey.

The gates fully opened.

And inside the Lycan fortress, hundreds of eyes turned toward her.

Glowing.

Hungry.

Awakened.

Elena stopped breathing.

Kael stepped slightly in front of her—not fully shielding her, but enough to remind the world who stood between them.

The Lycan King.

And then, in a voice that shook the stone itself, he said:

“BOW.”

Every wolf in the courtyard dropped to their knees.

All except one.

A figure at the far end of the hall.

Watching her.

Smiling.

And Elena somehow knew—

This was where her real nightmare began.
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The Cursed Lycan King

* * *

Silence settled over the courtyard.

Hundreds of Lycans remained on one knee, their heads lowered before their king.

Only one man stood.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, and dressed in dark military armor trimmed with silver. A jagged scar ran from his temple to his jaw, giving him a permanently dangerous appearance. His golden eyes, unlike the silver eyes of the king, burned with quiet defiance.

He smiled.

It wasn’t a friendly smile.

It was the smile of someone who had just found a weakness.

“My King,” he said, bowing only his head. “You finally returned.”

Kael’s expression hardened.

“Commander Ronan.”

Elena glanced between them.

Well… they definitely don’t like each other.

Ronan’s gaze shifted to her.

“So…”

He circled her slowly, studying her as though she were a strange animal.

“This is the human.”

Elena folded her arms.

“There’s a name attached to ‘the human.’”

His lips twitched.

“She has spirit.”

“And you have terrible manners.”

Several guards inhaled sharply.

No one spoke to Commander Ronan that way.

Ronan laughed.

A genuine laugh.

“I like her.”

“I didn’t ask to be liked.”

Kael stepped forward.

“Enough.”

The single word carried enough authority to silence the entire courtyard.

Ronan stopped smiling.

“As you command, Your Majesty.”

Though the obedience in his voice didn’t reach his eyes.

He looked at Elena one last time.

“The palace isn’t kind to outsiders.”

Then he walked away.

Only after he disappeared into the castle did Elena let out the breath she’d been holding.

“I don’t trust him.”

“You shouldn’t,” Kael replied.

“Well… at least we agree on something.”

Inside the castle, everything felt ancient.

Massive stone pillars stretched toward ceilings lost in darkness. Silver torches burned with blue flames that gave off no smoke. Portraits of kings and queens lined the corridors, their painted eyes seeming to follow Elena as she walked.

“This place is…”

She searched for the right word.

“Creepy.”

Kael continued walking.

“It is home.”

“That doesn’t make it less creepy.”

A servant hurried toward them and bowed deeply.

“My King, your council awaits.”

“They can wait.”

The servant’s eyes widened.

“As you wish.”

Elena noticed something strange.

Everyone avoided looking directly at Kael.

Not out of respect.

Out of fear.

Kael stopped before a pair of enormous wooden doors.

“This will be your chamber.”

The doors opened.

Elena stepped inside.

Her jaw dropped.

The room was larger than her entire apartment.

Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked endless mountains. A roaring fireplace warmed the room despite the cold outside. Shelves overflowed with books, while a massive bed draped in black velvet stood beneath a crystal chandelier.

“I… live here?”

“For now.”

She turned to him.

“This isn’t a prison cell.”

“No.”

“Then why am I not locked up?”

Kael looked at her for a long moment.

“Because you cannot leave.”

Her smile faded.

“What do you mean?”

He walked toward the window.

“You crossed the Veil.”

“The what?”

“The barrier
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