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To every woman who was told she was too different,

too powerful, or too much to belong

This story is for you.

To those who learned to survive without protection,

who carried strength quietly,

and who refused to surrender their voice for acceptance.

May you always remember:

your power is not something to be tamed,

your worth is not decided by others,

and love, when it is true, will never demand your silence.
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The moon rose wrong that night.

It should have been whole, bright, commanding, unquestioned. Instead, clouds tore across its face like scars, dimming its glow as if the sky itself hesitated to witness what was coming.

Serena Paris stood at the edge of the Council ruins, blood drying on her hands, power humming beneath her skin like a living thing. The ancient stone chamber behind her smoldered in silence, its laws broken, its authority shattered. For centuries, the supernatural world had been ruled by fear, hierarchy, and control.

Tonight, it had fallen.

Not because Serena wanted a crown.

But because she refused to kneel.

The mate bond pulsed alive, insistent but it no longer felt like a chain. She had accepted it on her terms. I chose it. And in doing so, she had changed the nature of the bond itself. What had once bound her to Koen Alexander as Alpha and mate now linked them as something far more dangerous.

Equals.

Koen stepped closer, his presence a steady force at her side. Alpha power rolled off him in quiet waves, but beneath it was something new, respect sharpened by awe. He had ruled packs. He had commanded wars. Yet nothing had prepared him for watching Serena stand before the Council and bend fate without breaking herself.

“You felt it,” he said quietly.

Serena nodded. She had felt it the moment the final law cracked. The shift rippled outward, racing through ley lines, blood bonds, and ancient magic. Somewhere beyond the ruins, Vampyre elders stirred from centuries of watchful patience. Human leaders tightened their borders. Other packs turned their heads toward the Northwest, sensing instability.

And opportunity.

“They know,” Serena said. “All of them.”

Her hybrid blood once hunted, once cursed, had announced itself to the world. Not as prey. Not as an anomaly.

But as a threat.

Far to the east, a Vampyre seer screamed as visions burned her sight away. In the south, a rogue Alpha dropped to his knees, choking as his blood oath to the old laws unraveled. In human cities, dormant hunters felt their marks ignite, calling them back to wars they thought long buried.

The balance had been broken.

And balance always demands correction.

Serena closed her eyes, steadying the storm rising inside her. She could feel the layers of herself now, human resilience, were instinct, something older and unnamed threading through her veins. Power responded to her emotions, bending reality just enough to be dangerous.

She was no longer becoming something.

She already was.

“What happens now?” Koen asked.

Serena opened her eyes and looked toward the forest, toward the unseen world pressing closer with every heartbeat. “Now,” she said softly, “they decide whether to meet me as a ruler... or an enemy.”

The moon slipped free of the clouds for a single moment, bathing her in silver light. And in that instant, the supernatural world felt it, the undeniable truth carried on blood and magic alike.

The Hybrid Queen had risen.

And nothing would ever return to the way it was.
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The world did not end when the Council fell.

It fractured.

Serena Paris felt it before she saw it, before the alarms, before the frantic messages carried by runners and ravens and whispered magic. The change rippled through her bones like a second heartbeat, uneven and restless, as if the world itself had lost its rhythm.

She stood on the high balcony of the Northwest Pack stronghold, dawn barely touching the horizon. The moon had set hours ago, but its absence still pressed against the sky, heavy and wrong. Even the forest below seemed to hold its breath. Wolves who should have been sleeping paced the treeline. Birds delayed their morning calls.

Magic was unsettled.

So was she.

Serena curled her fingers against the cold stone railing. The blood on her hands was gone, washed away before sunrise, but the memory of it lingered. Council blood. Ancient blood. Laws written centuries before her birth, shattered by a choice no one had prepared for.

She had accepted the mate bond.

But not the way it was meant to be claimed.

The bond stirred now, warm and steady, no longer demanding obedience. It didn’t pull at her will or press her into submission. It listened. Responded. A living thread between her and Koen, stronger for being chosen, not forced.

That alone had changed everything.

Behind her, the heavy doors creaked open. Serena didn’t turn. She didn’t need to. She recognized Koen’s presence as instinctively as she recognized her own pulse. His power moved differently now, still Alpha, still commanding, but no longer eclipsing her space.

“None of the sentries slept,” Koen said quietly. “Neither did the pack.”

Serena exhaled. “I know.”

He joined her at the railing, arms resting beside hers but not touching. A deliberate choice. Since the Council’s fall, he had been careful, watchful, not just of her, but of the space between them. The mate bond no longer dictated proximity. Every step closer was an act of consent.

Below them, pack members gathered in uneasy clusters. Wolves. Humans. Hybrids long hidden within bloodlines now suddenly visible under the altered weave of magic. Serena could feel them all, threads tugging at her awareness like distant stars.

“They’re afraid,” Koen said.

“Yes,” Serena replied. “And not just of me.”

Fear had spread fast. Faster than celebration. Faster than hope.

The Council had been the spine of supernatural order for generations. Brutal, corrupt, absolute but familiar. Its laws had dictated who could rule, who could mate, who could exist. With its collapse, there was no replacement.

No crown.

No throne.

Only a void.

“They felt it when the laws broke,” Serena said. “Not just weres. Vampyres. Humans with dormant marks. Even the old magic buried in the land shifted.”

Koen’s jaw tightened. “Reports are coming in. The Eastern covens sealed their borders before dawn. Southern packs are calling emergency conclaves. And three Vampyre elders went dark within hours of the collapse.”

Serena finally turned to face him. “Dark as in hiding or dark as in dead?”

Koen met her gaze evenly. “Unknown.”

That was worse.

Silence among the powerful was never accidental.

A shout echoed from the courtyard below. Serena’s attention snapped downward. Two wolves were arguing, voices raised, teeth flashing, dominance instincts flaring hot and uncontrolled. Others circled, uncertain whether to intervene.

Serena felt it then the pull. Not commanded. Not dominance.

Responsibility.

Her power stirred, reacting not to fear or anger but to imbalance. The mate bond hummed in quiet agreement, as if recognizing her authority without demanding she wield it.

She stepped forward.

The argument below cut short instantly. Wolves froze mid-growl. Heads lifted. Eyes turned upward.

Not because she ordered them to look.

Because they felt her.

Serena swallowed and let her voice carry, steady and clear. “Enough.”

It wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be.

The tension snapped like a cord cut clean through. The wolves lowered their heads, breathing hard, shaken more than shamed.

Koen watched her closely. Not as an Alpha assessing a rival but as a man witnessing something unprecedented.

“They respond to you,” he said softly.

Serena nodded. “I know.”

That frightened her more than anything else.

She hadn’t asked for this. I hadn't trained for it. Hadn’t dreamed of ruling anything. All she had ever wanted was survival. Freedom. The right to exist without being hunted or owned.

But the world didn’t care what she wanted.

The world felt what she was.

A horn sounded from the outer gates. Long. Urgent.

Koen straightened. “Messengers.”

Serena closed her eyes briefly, centering herself. She could already feel the weight of what was coming, like distant thunder rolling toward the mountains.

“Let them in,” she said.

Moments later, the courtyard filled with movement. Riders dismounted in haste. One bore the sigil of a Northern rogue pack. Another carried Vampyre markings scorched into his cloak. A third-human-wore the unmistakable iron-thread badge of a sanctioned hunter guild.

Serena’s stomach tightened.

All enemies.

All here for the same reason.

The riders dropped to one knee not to Koen.

To her.

Gasps rippled through the courtyard.

Serena stiffened. “You don’t have to...”

“The world has shifted,” the rogue pack emissary said quickly, voice tight with fear. “Our Alpha felt it. The old oaths unraveled. Bloodlines changed overnight.”

The Vampyre messenger lifted his head, eyes shadowed. “The Seers saw only one truth. The laws fell because the Hybrid chose herself.”

The hunter swallowed. “And because of that, every treaty is broken.”

Serena felt the words land like a blade.

Every treaty.

Koen stepped forward then, his voice sharp. “You don’t kneel to her out of fear.”

“No,” the Vampyre said quietly. “We kneel because power has already chosen her.”

Serena’s chest tightened. This was how it started. This was how myths were born, not with crowns or proclamations, but with desperate people searching for something solid to hold onto.

She looked at the kneeling figures. At the watching pack. At Koen, steady at her side but not in front of her.

“I am not your queen,” Serena said.

The words echoed.

“But,” she continued, voice unwavering, “I will not allow chaos to consume what little peace we have left. Stand. Speak. Tell me what you came for.”

They rose slowly.

The rogue emissary spoke first. “Some packs want war. They believe killing you will restore the old order.”

The hunter followed. “Others want to capture you. Study you. Control what you’ve become.”

The Vampyre hesitated before delivering the last blow. “And some believe you are the beginning of a new law—one they intend to shape... or destroy.”

Silence fell heavy and absolute.

Serena felt the truth settle deep in her bones.

The moon hadn’t simply fallen.

It had been replaced.

And whether she claimed it or not, the world had already begun to orbit her.

She met Koen’s gaze, then turned back to the crowd.

“Then listen carefully,” Serena said. “There will be no return to what was. No Council. No chains disguised as order.”

Her power rose not wild, not cruel but resolute.

“If the world wants balance,” she finished, “it will learn to meet me standing.”

And for the first time since the laws broke, the air felt steady again.

The world had not ended.

It had chosen its axis.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
235010)0):1018)N1 D)

RISE OF THE HYBRID QUEEN

e N "
A Dark Paranormal Ramance of Power, War, and 4 &
Mate Bond That Could Shatter the VVorld w NS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





