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  To the unwavering spirits who face their shadows with courage, to those who find strength in vulnerability, and to the dreamers who dare to believe in the power of love to conquer even the darkest of nights. This story is dedicated to you. It is a testament to the resilience of the human spirit, the enduring power of hope, and the transformative magic of finding love in unexpected places – even amidst the chaos of political intrigue and the threat of ancient, mythical forces.








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




Two of Every King invites you to a world teetering on the edge of war, a world steeped in ancient prophecies and shadowed by dark magic. Here, two estranged twin brothers, both Alpha werewolves of immense power, find their fates inextricably entwined with a woman destined to become their Luna - a Queen unlike any other.




For over twenty years, Ace, the King of the main Kingdom, and Archer, the King of a neighboring land populated by outcasts and the forgotten, have remained divided. Their schism, born from a bitter rivalry and marked by a brutal fight that left Archer scarred and blinded in one eye, has festered into a chasm that seems impossible to bridge. Ace, the charismatic and seemingly flawless ruler, holds his kingdom with a tight fist, though whispers of discontent murmur among his people, fueled by his growing dependence on alcohol and the dark alliances he’s forged to maintain his power. Archer, haunted by his disfigurement and driven by a sharp intellect, has built his kingdom from the ground up, amassing an army born of loyalty and a burning desire for justice - and perhaps, revenge.




The prophecy looms large, a cryptic tapestry woven with threads of fate and whispered secrets. It speaks of a Luna, a woman born under the “Moon of the Red Grass Appearing,” a time when the wild phlox bloom, their petals stained crimson with the promise of a new beginning. This Luna, the  prophecy claims, will possess strength beyond measure, a power necessary to unite two warring kingdoms and stand against an encroaching darkness.




Enter Phaedra. Found beaten and broken, her spirit crushed by years of unimaginable torment, she seems an unlikely candidate for the destined Luna. Tortured by rogue wolf packs, manipulated and betrayed, Phaedra carries the scars of her past not just on her body, but deep within her soul. Yet, beneath the layers of pain and fear, a dormant power waits to be awakened, a connection to the moon itself that will reshape the destiny of two kingdoms.




Archer, the first to find Phaedra in her dire state, is immediately drawn to her wounded spirit. He rescues her, taking her back to his kingdom, where he vows to heal her with unwavering love and devotion. But Ace, drawn by the irresistible pull of the Luna bond, soon arrives, his presence igniting a fierce rivalry that threatens to erupt into a full-blown war.




Phaedra finds herself torn between the two

Brothers, each vying for her affection, each embodying a different path. As she grapples with her feelings, she begins to uncover the truth about her past, the dark secrets that bind Ace and Archer together, and the sinister forces that seek to control her destiny.




An ancient evil stirs in the shadows, a being born of jealousy and resentment, who seeks to claim Phaedra’s power for its own. This entity, fueled by the fractured relationship between the sun and the moon, sees Phaedra as a pawn in a cosmic game, a tool to unleash chaos and destruction upon the world.




As the storm of war gathers on the horizon, Phaedra must embrace her destiny, unlock her hidden powers, and choose between the two Alpha kings who yearn for her heart. Will she become the Luna of prophecy, the one who unites the warring kingdoms and banishes the encroaching darkness? Or will she succumb to the pain of her past, leaving the world to descend into chaos?




Prepare to be swept away on a journey of love, betrayal, and sacrifice. In Two of Every King, the fate of two kingdoms rests on the shoulders of a woman who must learn to embrace her strength, heal her wounds, and choose her own destiny. The moon is rising, the wolves are howling, and the battle for the Luna’s heart is about to begin.








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Moonlight limped across the fields that night, spilling in silver rivulets over the flattened blades of grass and soft patches of pink wildflowers. The air smelt of rain and coming change. In that uneasy hush before a storm, the world seemed to hold its breath—waiting for secrets to be uncovered, wounds to be split open, and destinies to rise from the dark roots of old earth.




Phaedra lay with her cheek pressed into a bed of wild phlox. The petals, once vibrant pink, had taken on a ghostly pallor beneath the moon’s uncertain gaze. She felt every bruise mottle her thin arms, every ache echoing through her bones. Even the cold had dulled. The sharp bite of pain had faded into numbness, replaced by an eerie calm—as if she were drifting between two worlds.




For a moment, she did not know her name. Who she had been before—the daughter, the disappointment, the living promise for bargains struck in secret—was lost. All that remained was the desperate pull inside her chest, a broken howl too weak to sound.




Above her, the wind shivered through the grass and sent the flowers swaying. In those trailing, silvery streams, she remembered stories whispered in the darkness: of a white wolf who shimmered pink under the full moon, of the Moon of Red Grass, of a destiny forged from suffering. She tasted blood and earth on her tongue. She wanted, more than anything, to sleep on the pillowy soft phlox and never awaken. But fate would not let her.




Somewhere, not far, a howl cut through the quiet—deep, longing, wild. It was not the sound of the packs who had hurt her. This was different. It was older, lonelier, filled with pain that lingered from another lifetime. Something inside Phaedra stirred at the sound, an ancient longing rising up, tangled with fear, hope, and memory.




She tried to lift her head but could not. The world drifted in and out of focus, and yet she clung to the sound, her wolf’s ears—if she dared claim them—pricking to attention.




Suddenly, footsteps rustled through the grass—deliberate, cautious. A scent reached her, cutting through the reek of blood and misery: not her tormentors, not those pitiless wolves with hungry eyes, but something else. Something familiar, and yet strange.




Archer paused at the edge of the clearing. For a moment, he took in the field, the wildflowers glimmering in the moonlight, the hulking form of an animal—or was it a girl?—crumpled among them. He knelt, pain ghosting along the old scar that split his face, blinding one eye but sharpening all his other senses. How many times, in the past twenty years, had he crossed into forbidden lands looking for a sign? How many dreams had haunted him of a white wolf in the moonlight, howling for him to come?




Now, here she lay.




He did not recognize her by sight. The wounds were too many, her body so slight it looked barely alive. But the scent—moonlight and earth, rain and heartbreak—seemed to sink beneath his skin, awakening the wolf that brooded always just behind his human heart.




He reached out, brushing her hair from her face. The hair was dark, streaked with blood, but when the breeze caught the strands, they gleamed silver and then faintly pink—a trick of the moonlight, or perhaps something more.




“Phaedra,” he breathed, though he did not know how the name came to him. Her eyelids fluttered at the sound.




And above them, the clouds shifted, the moon slipping free for just a heartbeat. Its full light fell across them like a benediction. A soft gleam painted the petals silver-pink. The air grew suddenly warmer, like breath across skin. Archer didn’t move. He felt it in his bones. The prophecy was no longer waiting—it had begun.




Behind, the storm began to break. Distant thunder grumbled, and a fine spray of rain began to fall. Archer shrugged off his cloak, wrapping it gently around the battered girl. “You’re safe,” he whispered, though he doubted any safety could be found in this place, not yet.




Phaedra twitched beneath his touch. Not in fear, exactly—but in the stunned tremble of a body touched gently after knowing only cruelty. Her eyes didn’t open, but a tear slipped down her temple. A memory stirred: warm hands, once—her mother’s?—a lullaby with no words, only hums and the scent of summer honey.




Inside him, Archer’s wolf bristled, both sorrowful and fiercely protective. He checked her wounds, careful not to wake whatever terror might be sleeping just beneath her skin. His mind spun with questions—who, why, when—but he let them drift away. Tonight, the only thing that mattered was survival.




The storm grew louder. The scent of the field changed to raw earth and sweet blossoms, tinged with iron. A wild hush fell, as if the sky were drawing its breath.




Archer lifted the girl into his arms, cradling her as if she weighed nothing at all. He started back toward the edge of his territory, careful not to disturb the sleeping village nearby. If Ace, his twin—the brother who’d become almost a legend, a ghost—came looking, he would not find her. Not if Archer could help it.




But the moon watched, unblinking, as the twin king and the battered Luna slipped into the shifting shadows.




For Phaedra, consciousness flickered like a dying flame. She felt herself moving—carried through the night, away from the field of red grass, the phlox, the blood. Through the storm, through the pain, she let herself believe, just for a moment, in rescue.




A voice from somewhere echoed in the marrow of her soul.




Not yet, little one. You were made for more than sleep.




And in that tangled, moonlit silence, a prophecy stirred, and the pieces began to fall into place.




Two of Every King. One Luna Queen. And, at last, the first move toward healing an ancient wound.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




The tavern stank of stale mead, sweat, and wet fur.




Ace tilted his head back against the wall, his half-empty tankard slipping from his fingers. It landed with a dull thunk on the floorboards, sloshing golden liquid across his boots. No one noticed. Or if they did, no one dared react. The King of the Main Kingdom—Ace, son of Astraeus’ favored wolf blood line, slayer of rebels and bearer of the crown—was nursing his third night in a row of blackout drinking.




Outside, dusk had dissolved into darkness. Thunder rumbled in the distance.




He blinked slowly, head buzzing, body warm but numb. Somewhere behind his ribs, his wolf stirred—restless, uneasy, pacing.




Something’s wrong, it growled.




Ace shoved the feeling down. He didn’t want to think, didn’t want to feel. His thoughts had grown loud lately—too loud. The whispers of betrayal in the court, the bleeding of coin into foreign hands, the distant cries of hungry families in the villages. He’d once taken joy in his power. Now he found only the hollow clink of an empty bottle.




A flicker in his chest stopped him cold.




Scent.




Subtle. Fleeting. But it cut through the haze like a dagger through fog.




He staggered to his feet, nearly tripping over a low stool. Patrons parted as he passed, their eyes averted, but watching. Always watching. He pushed open the tavern door and stepped into the night.




The wind hit him like a slap.




It carried with it her—something ancient, something broken, something divine. A scent like wet stone and crushed phlox, salt and blood, secrets and moonlight.




For a moment, Ace couldn’t breathe.




He spun toward the eastern hills just as the clouds parted. The moon burned overhead—half-obscured, low and sullen. Not quite full. Not quite free.




The scent danced just out of reach. His Luna.




He tried to shift, but the alcohol weighted him like a stone. His wolf fought him, snarling in frustration. His limbs buckled and he stumbled into a meadow beyond the road, collapsing to his knees in the dew-soaked grass.




As he fell, a vision struck him like lightning.




A girl in a field of flowers. Pink petals turning silver under the moonlight. A howl rising through the darkness, and then… nothing. A flash of silver hair. A wound that would never heal. A tear sliding down a cheek not his own.




Ace gasped. He clutched his chest, nails digging into flesh. His wolf was roaring now.




She’s here.




And he was too late.




The world spun. Then everything went black.








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  




Phaedra woke to quiet.




Not silence—but a different kind of hush. The comforting murmur of water in a nearby basin. A fire crackling low. The scent of sage, lavender, and old pine beams. And warmth. Blessed, steady warmth pressed gently around her.




For a moment, she thought she had died.




Then the ache in her body told her otherwise.




She opened her eyes slowly. The ceiling above was made of polished wood, high and curved, with soft beams carved in patterns that looked like leaves or claws. A woven curtain stirred in the breeze to her right. To her left, a young woman sat in a carved chair, her hands glowing faintly above a bowl of crushed herbs.




Their eyes met.




“You’re safe,” the woman said, voice gentle but firm. “You’re in Archer’s territory. You’ve been here for three days.”




Phaedra blinked. Her throat was dry. “Where—?”




“I’m Leysha,” the woman added quickly, setting the herbs aside. “Healer. I’ve been tending your wounds.”




Leysha’s hair was dark and tightly braided down her back, her skin copper-gold like sunlight through forest leaves. She wore a robe stitched with feathers and symbols that flickered faintly when touched by firelight. Her eyes were kind, but sharp.




Phaedra tried to sit up. Pain bloomed across her ribs.




Leysha stood instantly. “Don’t move too fast. You’re healing, but not healed.”




“I…” Phaedra hesitated, voice raw. “I heard a howl.”




Leysha tilted her head slightly, considering her. “Yes. That was Archer. The night he found you.”




The name pressed against something inside her. Familiar. Unfamiliar.




She turned her face away. “There were… men. Wolves. Before. They said they were my mate. They weren’t.”




Leysha’s voice was low now, like a lullaby turned sharp. “No one will hurt you here. Not again. You have my word.”




A soft knock came at the door. Leysha turned, her expression unreadable. “Enter.”




A man stepped into the room. Tall. Roughly handsome, but worn around the edges, like river stone. His eyes—storm gray, shadowed with exhaustion—immediately locked onto Phaedra.




“This is Atlas,” Leysha said, tone formal now. “He’s Beta to the other King.”




The other King.




Phaedra flinched.




Atlas took a knee—not in ceremony, but so she wouldn’t have to look up at him. His voice was low, gravelly. “Ace doesn’t know where you are. I… didn’t tell him. I came on my own.”




She narrowed her eyes. “Why?”




“I needed to see for myself,” Atlas said, “if it was true. If it was really you.”




Leysha stepped between them slightly. Protective.




Phaedra studied Atlas, unsure whether she wanted to run or ask him what he meant.




He bowed his head. “I served Ace when he was good. When we were both better men.”




There was silence.




Then Phaedra whispered, “What does he want from me?”




Atlas stood. His jaw flexed. “Everything. And nothing. I don’t think even he knows.”




He turned to leave, then paused in the doorway. “But I know what Archer wants. And I think… he’ll give it to you.”




He was gone.




Phaedra lay back slowly, head spinning. She did not want to hope. Hope had teeth. But something warm was blooming just behind her ribs—small and stubborn, like phlox pushing up through frostbitten ground.




Her eyes fluttered closed again.




Outside, the rain had stopped. But far off in the distance, a new storm gathered. The sky was shifting. The world preparing.




And inside the quiet little room, the Luna began to remember who she was.








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  




Phaedra dreamed of roots.


They curled around her arms and legs like vines, silver-tipped and pulsing faintly with light. Not cold. Not cruel. Just… ancient. They moved slowly, not to bind her, but to hold her — as though the earth itself remembered her shape.


When she woke, her fingers were curled into the edge of the stone bench in the garden, pale blossoms scattered across her lap. The light had dimmed. Evening had crept in on a hush of wind, the sky above Silverwood bruised with lavender and charcoal.


She sat up slowly, body still heavy, but no longer drowning.


The garden was empty now. The fountain trickled. Somewhere high above, an owl hooted once. Phaedra didn’t know why, but the soft silence pressed against her in a way that felt almost… expectant.


She rose and walked.


She didn’t think about where her feet led her — only that the stone underfoot felt warm, and the silver veining in the walls pulsed just faintly when she passed. The torch sconces were unlit, but she could see. Somehow, the path ahead always seemed to reveal itself.


After several turns, she paused.


A hallway yawned ahead — low-ceilinged, older than the rest. The stone here was darker, marked not with the clean craftsmanship of Archer’s builders, but raw carvings: spirals, moon glyphs, and delicate runes that looked like falling leaves.


Something in her chest stirred. That low, deep tug — not unlike what she’d felt in the field of phlox, just
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