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YSORIA

The flames roared louder than any wolf I had ever heard. Smoke burned my eyes and clawed at my throat, but I stood right in the middle of it. The lunar temple was dying around me, just like the royal family bleeding out on the stone floor.

I gripped my knife tighter. My hands shook, not from fear exactly, but from something worse. This night had to end clean. No loose ends. No future threats.

The queen lay against the altar, her fine robes soaked dark with blood. She coughed once, hard, and stared straight at me. Even dying, she looked like she still owned the city.

"You think this ends here, Ysoria?" Her voice came out wet and broken, but strong enough to cut through the fire. "My blood... it will come back. A daughter. She will tear down your stolen throne."

I stepped closer, boots sliding in the mess. Two of my guards held down her last protector, a young wolf who kept snarling even with a blade in his gut.

"Save your breath," I said. "Your line is finished. I made sure of that."

She laughed, or tried to. It turned into a cough that sprayed blood across her chin. "You can burn every record. You can kill every witness. But the moon remembers. She always remembers."

I knelt beside her so I could look her in the eyes. Up close she smelled like smoke and fear and the sweet iron of blood. "The moon doesn't rule this city. I do. And I won't let your cursed blood drag us back into chaos."

Her hand shot out and grabbed my wrist. Her grip was still strong. "Listen to me. The girl will rise from the ashes you leave behind. She will wear the crown you stole. And when she does, your precious Alpha dynasties will kneel."

I yanked my arm free and stood up. My heart hammered against my ribs. Part of me wanted to end her right then, quick and clean. But I needed to hear it all first.

One of my guards, Marek, wiped sweat and blood from his face. "High Priestess, the roof is starting to go. We need to move."

"Not yet," I snapped. "Search the back chambers again. Find the infant."

The queen smiled then, a terrible, broken smile. "Too late. She's already hidden where even you can't reach."

I pressed my knife to her throat. "Where?"

She looked at me without blinking. "You will never find her. And one day she will find you."

I cut her throat.

Blood poured hot over my hand. She made a small sound, almost surprised, then nothing. Her eyes stayed open, still staring at me like she could see the future.

Marek came back dragging a servant girl who was sobbing. "Found this one hiding with the baby clothes, Priestess. The cradle was empty."

I wiped my blade on the queen's robe and stood. "Where is the child?"

The servant girl shook so hard her teeth clicked. "I don't know. The queen gave her to someone just before the attack. Please, I swear I don't know!"

I believed her. Fear like that doesn't lie. I nodded to Marek. He slit her throat fast. She dropped beside her queen.

The temple groaned above us. Burning wood crashed somewhere behind the main altar. Heat pressed against my back like a living thing.

"Find the infant," I ordered the rest of my men. "Tear the catacombs apart if you have to. But do it quietly."

I walked through the slaughter while they worked. Bodies everywhere. The Velkaryth royal guard had fought hard, but numbers and surprise had won. My boots left red prints on the ancient floor.

One of the younger guards, a man named Torin, dragged a small bundle from a side passage. My stomach twisted when I saw it.

"Found her, Priestess. She was wrapped in servant rags, hidden in a storage hole."

The baby didn't cry. She just looked up at me with wide, dark eyes. Too quiet. Too knowing.

I took her from him. She was warm and light in my arms. For a second I almost felt sorry for her. Almost.

"This is the last Velkaryth," I said. My voice sounded flat in the burning temple. "The last threat to everything we've built."

Torin shifted on his feet. "What do you want done with her?"

I looked down at the tiny face. The prophecy the queen spat out still rang in my ears. A daughter. Bring down the corrupted throne.

I made my choice right there.

"Take her into the deepest catacombs. Seal her behind the old lunar gate. Make sure no one ever finds her. No records. No stories. This bloodline dies tonight."

Torin hesitated. "She's just a baby."

"She's a weapon," I said. "And I won't let her grow up to use it."

I handed the child back. My hands felt dirty now in a way blood couldn't explain.

As my men carried her away, I walked to the main doors of the temple. The city spread out below, lights flickering like wolf eyes in the dark. Vargan Draal. My city. The Alpha dynasties I had spent decades bending to my will.

I couldn't let one dead queen's words ruin all of it.

I turned back to the dying fire. "Burn the records. Change the histories. The Velkaryth were tyrants who tried to enslave us all. We saved the city tonight."

Marek nodded. "And the prophecy?"

"There was no prophecy," I said. "Not anymore."

The baby was gone by then. I heard the distant sound of stone grinding as they sealed the gate far below. Good. Let the dark take her.

I stood there until the temple roof finally gave way in a crash of sparks and timber. Heat washed over me. I didn't move.

This was the price of control. Blood. Lies. One small life buried alive so thousands could stay in line.

I whispered to the smoke and the dead, "If your blood ever rises again, I will end it myself. No mercy. No second chances."

The fire answered with a roar.

I turned and walked out of the burning temple. Behind me, the past turned to ash. Ahead, the city waited, unaware of what I had done to keep it safe.

But deep down, a small cold fear settled in my chest. What if the queen was right? What if the moon really did remember?

I pushed the thought away and kept walking. Control meant never showing doubt. Never looking back.

Tonight the purge ended.

Tomorrow, the real work began.
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SEYANI

The crypt smelled like death and old money. I squeezed through the broken seal, heart pounding against my ribs, and grabbed the wolf crown before I could talk myself out of it. Heavy silver, cold as ice, with sharp teeth carved along the edges. Perfect.

"Easy money," I whispered to myself. "Just grab and go."

My buyer promised triple the usual rate if I delivered it tonight. No questions. No name. Just a fat payment waiting in the usual dead drop. I needed that money. Rent was due, and the Bone Keepers who raised me didn't raise quitters.

I stuffed the crown into my worn leather bag and turned to leave. That's when the floor shifted under my boots. A low hum started, like something old waking up angry. I froze.

"Shit. Not now."

I ran.

The tunnels under Vargan Draal twisted like guts. I knew them well enough to stay alive, but tonight they felt different. Narrower. Meaner. My flashlight beam jumped across wet stone walls as I sprinted.

Heavy footsteps echoed behind me. Not mine.

"Stop right there, thief!"

I didn't look back. I ducked left into a narrower passage, bag slapping against my hip. The crown inside it started to burn hot through the leather. What the hell?

"Come on, come on," I muttered, pushing harder. My lungs screamed but I kept moving. Attachment got you killed down here. Trust got you killed faster. I learned that the hard way after my last partner sold me out for a handful of coins.

The heat from the bag got worse. It felt like coals against my side. I skidded around a corner and ripped the crown out. Silver light poured from it, bright enough to hurt my eyes.

"What are you?" I hissed at the thing.

The carvings glowed. Ancient marks I didn't recognize swirled across the metal. Before I could drop it, the crown jerked in my hands like it was alive. Pain exploded across my arms and chest.

I screamed.

Silver lines burned into my skin, carving themselves deep. It felt like hot needles dragging through muscle. I fell to my knees, bag forgotten, crown still clutched tight.

"Get off me!" I yelled, trying to throw it. My fingers wouldn't open.

The ground shook. Dust rained from the tunnel ceiling. A pulse shot out from the crown, a wave of energy that knocked me flat on my back. My vision went white.

When I could see again, the crown lay dull and normal on the stone. The silver marks on my skin still glowed faintly before fading to thin scars. My whole body buzzed like I'd touched a live wire.

I pushed up on shaky arms. "What the fuck was that?"

No time to figure it out. Shouts echoed closer now. More than one voice. I grabbed the crown, shoved it back in the bag, and ran again. My legs felt stronger somehow. Faster. Wrong.

I burst into the old market tunnels, the ones where black traders sold stolen goods under dim red lights. A few shady figures looked up from their tables as I sprinted past.

"Out of my way!" I barked at a big guy blocking the path.

He turned slow, eyes narrowing. "You got something that doesn't belong to you, girl?"

"None of your business."

He reached for me. I dodged and drove my elbow into his gut. He folded with a grunt. I kept running.

My skin still tingled. The marks on my arms itched like fresh tattoos. I needed to get topside, make the drop, and disappear for a few weeks. Simple.

That's when the first assassin found me.

He dropped from an overhead grate like a shadow with teeth. Black clothes, masked face, curved blade already swinging. I barely rolled clear.

"Who the hell are you?" I shouted, pulling my own knife.

He didn't answer. Just attacked again, silent and fast. His blade sliced my jacket. I felt the sting across my ribs.

I stabbed low, aiming for the thigh. He twisted away but I caught him enough to make him hiss in pain. Good. They bleed just like everyone else.

"Stay down," I growled.

Another one appeared at the far end of the tunnel. Then a third on my left. Three of them now. My stomach dropped.

"This isn't about the crown," I said, backing up. "Who sent you?"

The first one tilted his head. "The veil rises. The false blood must die."

False blood? What crazy shit was that?

I didn't wait for more. I threw a loose brick at the closest one and bolted down a side tunnel toward the old railway lines. My breath came ragged. Fear clawed at my throat but I shoved it down. Feeling things got you killed. I learned that after the Keepers took me in and then got slaughtered for owing the wrong people.

No attachments. No roots. Just survive.

The crown in my bag started humming again. Low and angry. The silver marks on my skin flared hot.

"Not now, damn it!"

I climbed a rusted ladder toward an upper service tunnel. Halfway up, one of the assassins grabbed my ankle and yanked. I kicked hard and felt his nose crunch under my boot. He fell back with a curse.

"Stay the fuck away from me!"

I reached the top and ran again. The tunnels opened into a wider underground chamber with old train cars rusting on broken tracks. Moonlight leaked through cracks in the ceiling far above. Vargan Draal never slept completely, even down here.

That's when everything went wrong at once.

The crown exploded with light again. The silver marks on my skin burned brighter. Power surged through me so hard I dropped to one knee. Stone walls cracked around me. Ancient runes lit up across the chamber floor, glowing the same silver as my scars.

"What is happening to me?" I gasped.

A massive pulse shot upward. Dust and small rocks rained down. Far above, I heard car alarms and people shouting in the city streets. The whole damn city felt it.

I forced myself up. My body felt different. Stronger. Scared.

Footsteps pounded behind me. The assassins were still coming, and they looked pissed now.

The first one reached me and swung. I moved faster than I should have been able to. My knife caught him across the chest. He staggered back, blood soaking his black clothes.

"You should have stayed hidden," he snarled.

"Hidden from what?" I yelled. "I stole a fucking crown, not your mother!"

He lunged again. We crashed into the side of a rusted train car. Metal groaned. I headbutted him and felt his mask crack. For a second his eyes showed through — cold, fanatical.

"The Velkaryth line ends tonight," he hissed.

I didn't know that name. But it sent ice down my spine anyway.

I kneed him hard and shoved him off. The other two were almost on me. My arms burned. The power inside me wanted out again, but I had no idea how to control it.

"Leave me alone!" I screamed. My voice echoed weirdly, like it carried extra weight.

A new sound cut through the chaos. Heavy boots. Organized. Many of them.

"Royal guard!" someone shouted from the far entrance. "Drop your weapons!"

The assassins froze for half a second. Then they melted back into the shadows like they were never there. One of them pointed at me before disappearing.

"This isn't over, girl. The Covenant is watching."

I stood there panting, knife still out, blood on my hands. The silver marks on my skin faded again but I could still feel them under the surface. Waiting.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FATEDA

ALPHA KNG
CSHIFTEI@IT

¥ v AN URBAN FANTASY ROMANCE : "'[’", "'
‘.' \ WITH FORBIDDEN MATES, \.:// /
AND DEADLY SECRETS. =, % Sy 7

(e SO

DUSKMORE WREN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





