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​THE PROPHECY
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“A child born of moon and blood will rise at the turn of the age.

She will unite the races...

or drown the world in shadow.”

Every faction thinks Ayla fits the prophecy.

Every faction wants to control her  or kill her.

And Ayla?

She just wanted to party, drink, smoke, and avoid her problems.

But destiny isn’t giving her a choice anymore.
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​PROLOGUE  THE GIRL WHO SHOULD NOT EXIST
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A storm had been brewing for days one the humans couldn’t see, but the supernatural world felt in its bones.

The air crackled with an energy Ayla Rowan had known her whole life. It was the same energy that chased her through every city she tried to hide in. The same energy that hummed under her skin when she shifted. The same energy that whispered to her at night:

Run. They’re coming.

And tonight, standing outside a pulsing nightclub with smoke curling from her lips, Ayla felt it again.

The storm had found her.

She took another drag of her cigarette, exhaled a long, lazy breath, and watched the neon lights flicker on the wet pavement. Her silver eyes, too bright, too wild, too dangerous, cut through the rain as she scanned the alley.

She looked like any twenty-something who’d rather party than think about the future.

A black leather jacket. Ripped jeans. Combat boots. Makeup smudged by sweat and laughter.

A smell of whiskey and smoke clinging to her skin.

She didn’t look like a prophecy.

She didn’t feel like a queen.

She felt like someone who didn’t belong anywhere.

A flicker of movement made her stiffen. Her wolf senses sharpened.

Someone was watching her.

Again.

Ayla rolled her eyes. Let them. Whoever it was, they weren’t the first. She’d been hunted, tracked, stalked since she could remember. By wolves who said she wasn’t wolf enough. By vampires who thought she was a mistake. By witches who swore her blood was cursed.

Everyone wanted something from her.

Except her.

She wanted nothing from anyone.

A bottle clattered behind her. Ayla turned just in time to see a manno, not a manstep from the shadows. His eyes glowed amber. Wolf eyes.

Rogue.

Great.

She dropped the cigarette and crushed it with her boot.

“You lost, sweetheart?” the rogue sneered, stepping closer. “Or are you exactly where you’re supposed to be?”

Ayla smirked. “I’m exactly where the drink specials are cheap. Do you want directions or a fight? I’m bored enough for either.”

The rogue growled and charged.

Ayla didn’t flinch.

She let her wolf rise, and felt her bones hum with power. Her pupils thinned. Her nails sharpened. But before she could shift, something blurred between them.

A blur of black.

A ripple of cold wind.

A scent of ancient power.

The rogue’s body hit the ground with a wet thud, a hand gripping his throat like he weighed nothing.

A man stood over him.

Tall. Cold. Inhumanly beautiful.

His presence alone changed the airmade it heavier, darker, charged with an old magic that didn’t belong to wolves.

The rogue’s body convulsed once, then went still.

The man turned slowly... and Ayla felt her breath catch in her chest.

Eyes black as a midnight sea.

Skin pale as moonlight.

A face carved with lethal precision, elegant and terrifying.

A vampire.

Not just a vampire.

Him.

Lucien Valtoris.

Ayla had seen his face plastered on billboards advertising luxury clubs he owned. She had heard his name whispered in the supernatural underworld with fear and respect.

The Vampire Prince.

Cold. Unreachable. Untouchable.

The most powerful being in the Nocturni Court.

...and he was staring at her like he’d been searching centuries for her.

Ayla swallowed. “Let me guess. You’re lost too?”

Lucien’s eyes flicked to the dead rogue, then back to her. His voice was smooth, low, and dangerous.

“No. I’m exactly where I intended to be.”

Ayla hated the way his voice crawled under her skin. Hated the way her heart thumped. Hated that he was the type of man every bone in her body screamed to avoid.

Vampires and wolves didn’t mix.

Vampires and shifters definitely didn’t.

And Lucien Valtoris? He was a walking death wish.

Ayla shifted her weight. “If you’re here to flirt, you’re about a drink too early.”

Lucien stepped closer. Too close. The rain didn’t seem to touch him. The shadows clung to him like lovers.

“Ayla Rowan,” he said softly, tasting her name like it was a sin.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She had never told him her name.

“How do you”

“You’re being hunted,” Lucien cut in. “More will come. Stronger than this one.” He nudged the dead rogue with the tip of his shoe. “They want your blood. They want your power.”

Ayla scoffed. “Everybody wants something from me. You think you’re the first vampire to show up with a warning and a broody attitude? Please.”

She tried to push past him.

Lucien caught her wrist.

A spark shot up her arm.

Not electricity.

Not magic.

Something worse.

Recognition.

Lucien’s jaw tightened. For a momentjust a momenthis mask cracked, revealing something hungry, haunted, forbidden.

“Do not walk away from me,” he said quietly.

Ayla yanked her hand back, ignoring the heat lingering on her skin. “I walk away from everyone. Get used to it.”

She disappeared into the nightclub’s thundering music.

Lucien didn’t follow.

He didn’t need to.

Because the moment her skin touched his... he knew.

The prophecy was real.

The Hybrid Queen had awakened.

And she was the one creature he was sworn by ancient, unbreakable blood oath never to love.

Yet as he watched the club doors swing shut behind her, Lucien Valtoris felt the vow inside him tremble...

...and break.
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​CHAPTER 1  A BAD NIGHT TO BE SOBER
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The pounding in Ayla’s skull felt like someone was playing drums in her brain with metal stakes.

She groaned and slammed a pillow over her head.

Why did she drink that last shot? Or the... fourth-to-last one? She’d lost count after the bartender started sending free drinks her way. The perks of being cute, reckless, and having no self-control.

Something thumped against her apartment door.

Ayla didn’t move.

Another thump. Louder.

“Go away,” she muttered into the pillow. “If you’re a serial killer, come back in the afternoon.”

Another thump then the door burst open.

Only one person ever entered her home like that.

“Morning, sunshine.”

Ayla groaned louder. “Kael, if you break my door one more time, I’m gonna make you buy me the expensive lock.”

Kael Draven leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over his chest. His dark hair was a mess from running, his tanned skin flushed with heat, and his wolf scene and danger filled the apartment instantly.

He was dressed like a man who could throw someone through a wall and then go for a swim afterward. Which, knowing Kael, was the plan for today.

“You look like hell,” he said cheerfully.

“I feel like it.” Ayla pulled the pillow tighter. “Close the door. Too much brightness. Too much world.”

Kael kicked the door shut without looking. He walked to her couch where Ayla had apparently passed out fully dressed, boots still on and nudged her with his foot.

She hissed like an angry cat. “Touch me again, and I’ll shift just to bite you.”

He smirked. “You couldn’t shift last night. Or did you forget the part where you almost fell off the bar?”

She peeked at him from under the pillow. “I was... embracing chaos.”

“You were embracing gravity.”

He offered his hand.

Ayla ignored it.

Kael sighed dramatically. “Come on, Ay. We need to talk.”

“Unless it’s about breakfast or a cure for hangovers, I’m not interested.”

“It’s about last night.”

Her stomach twisted. Not from alcohol.

From memory.

The rogue.

The alley.

The vampire prince with night in his eyes.

Ayla shoved the pillow away and sat up, hair wild, mascara smudged, looking like she’d fought a war with a bottle and lost.

“Nothing happened,” she lied.

Kael raised a brow. “Ayla, I found a dead rogue in that alley. A fresh kill.”

She froze.

Shit.

Kael’s expression darkened. “Someone saved you.”

“He wasn’t saving me,” Ayla muttered. “More like... ruining my cigarette.”

Kael blinked. “Ayla. A rogue attacked you and you’re thinking about the cigarette?”

She shrugged. “It was a good one.”

Kael dragged a hand down his face. “Who killed him?”

Ayla hesitated.

The name pressed against her tongue like a secret she didn’t want to keep.

Lucien Valtoris.

Vampire prince.

Walking danger.

Walking temptation.

A man tied to a vow that made her very existence a threat to him.

She forced a laugh. “Dunno. I was too drunk to care.”

“Ayla”

“We’re not doing this,” she snapped, standing up too fast and stumbling. She caught herself on the wall. “I don’t need protection. I don’t need saving. And I definitely don’t need you playing the hero.”

Kael’s jaw ticked. “I’m not trying to be a hero. I’m trying to keep you alive.”

“Well, you’re doing a shitty job.”

That one hit him. She saw it in the way his shoulders stiffened.

Ayla sighed. “Kael... I didn’t mean”

“No,” he cut in, voice low. “You meant it. But you’re wrong. I’ve been keeping you alive since we were kids.”

“Kael”

“And I’m not going to stop just because you’d rather party yourself into an early grave.”

“Kael”

“Or because you want to pretend you’re normal.”

Her wolf bristled. “I never said”

“You don’t have to.” His eyes glowed faintly gold. “I can feel how scared you are. Even when you act like you don’t care.”

Ayla swallowed hard.

Kael stepped closer. The air warmed. His voice softened.

“You’re more powerful than you realize. And someone is after you. Rogues don’t hunt alone. Something bigger is moving.”

Ayla’s heart thudded. “I know.”

“So why lie to me?”

“Because I don’t want you getting involved.”

Kael stared at her like she’d said the dumbest thing in the universe. “Ayla, I am involved. I’ve always been involved.”

There was something in his eyes she refused to acknowledge.

Something old. Something claimed.

His wolf looked at her the same way he did when they were sixteen, sitting on top of an abandoned water tower, him whispering the truth he thought she didn’t hear:

You’re my mate.

Ayla stepped back.

She wasn’t ready for that conversation.

Not today.

Not ever.

Not when her entire life felt like it was built on a ticking bomb.

She walked past him, heading toward the kitchen for water or maybe tequila but the moment she crossed the room, a chill crawled over her spine.

Kael felt it too.

His eyes snapped to the window.

“Someone’s here,” he whispered.

A sound echoed in the hallway.

A low growl.

Ayla’s pulse spiked. “Kael”

He shifted halfway, bones cracking, muscles bulging, fangs dropping.

“Stay behind me.”

Ayla shoved him. “Like hell.”

He glared. “Ayla”

Too late.

The window exploded inward.

A rogue wolf burst into the apartment, bigger than the one from last night, eyes glowing a sickly yellow. Drool dripped from its teeth. Madness clung to its scent.

Ayla’s skin ignited. Her bones ached. Her wolf clawed to the surface.

Kael lunged, tackling the rogue. They crashed into a table, wood splintering.

Ayla’s vision blurred. Heat shot through her veinswild, chaotic, uncontrollable.

Her magic roared.

Oh no.

Not now.

Not in front of Kael.

The rogue slashed Kael across the ribs. Kael snarled, but it was too much weight, too much strength.

Ayla’s instincts snapped.

She let her wolf loose.

Fire ripped under her skin. Light flashed behind her eyes. For a moment she felt like she was burning alive.

Then

A blast of power exploded outward.

The rogue slammed into the wall so hard the building shook. Its body hit the floor, twitching, whimpering.

Kael stared at Ayla in shock.

“Ayla...” he whispered. “That wasn’t a normal shift. That was”

She held up a hand. “Kael, don’t.”

He took a step toward her. “Your eyes... they’re glowing silver.”

“Stop.”

“And your auralya, what are you?”

She squeezed her eyes shut. “I don’t know.”

But she did.

Deep down, she always had.

She wasn’t just a wolf.

She wasn’t just a shifter.

She wasn’t just anything.

She was something the world was not supposed to create.

The rogue staggered to its feet.

Before Kael could finish shifting, before Ayla could gather herself, the creature launched forward

and froze.

A blade pierced straight through its spine, clean, elegant, effortless.

The rogue collapsed.

Behind it stood a man dressed in dark tailored clothes, rain dripping from his hair, cigarette smoke curling around him like a crown.

Lucien Valtoris.

His black eyes slid to Ayla.

“You really should stop letting your front door go unguarded,” he said calmly. “It’s becoming a problem.”

Kael snarled and shifted fully, fur bristling, teeth bared.

Lucien didn’t even blink. “Down, puppy.”

Kael lunged.

Ayla jumped between them. “Stop! Both of you!”

Kael skidded to a halt, vibrating with fury.

Lucien tilted his head, studying her like she was a riddle he already knew the answer to.

“You’re changing,” he said softly. “The prophecy is waking inside you.”

Ayla’s breath caught. “I don’t care about prophecy.”

Lucien stepped closer, slow and deliberate.

“But it cares about you.”

Her hands trembled.

She didn’t know if it was from fear...

or from the way Lucien’s presence wrapped around her like shadow and longing.

Kael growled. “Ayla, get away from him.”

Lucien’s gaze didn’t leave her. “Ayla Rowan... you are running out of time.”

Her heart thundered. “Time for what?”

Lucien’s eyes darkened.

“To decide who you really are. Before someone else decides for you.”

The room fell silent.

Kael’s chest heaved with rage.

Lucien’s power coiled like smoke around them.

Ayla stood between a wolf and a vampire, between the past that claimed her and the future that hunted her.

She didn’t know which one would kill her first.

But she had a feeling...

It wouldn’t be the rogues.

It would be the truth.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER 2  The Prince, the Alpha, and the Girl Who Shouldn’t Be Alive
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Ayla’s apartment smelled like smoke, blood, and broken destiny.

Lucien stood only a few feet away, the dying rogue at his feet, his sword still dripping with dark, tainted blood. He looked completely unfazed as if he hadn’t just murdered a creature in her living room. As if stepping into chaos was normal for him.

Maybe it was.

Kael, in full wolf form, snarled so fiercely the walls vibrated.

“Kael,” Ayla said carefully, her voice steady but her insides trembling. “Shift back.”

His massive wolf form shook with fury, golden eyes locked on Lucien.

Lucien smirked, not impressed. “Are we done with the posturing? I do have other business besides babysitting temperamental dogs.”

Kael lunged again.

Ayla threw herself between them, palms out. “STOP!”

Her voice cracked with something that wasn’t normal.

Power rippled. Not wolf power. Not shifter energy. Something deeper, old, electric, blood-bound.

The air itself listened.

Kael froze mid-step.

Lucien raised an eyebrow.

Ayla’s heart hammered.

“What... was that?” she whispered.

Lucien’s eyes sharpened. “A glimpse.”

Kael shifted back, bones realigning, fur retracting, until he stood half-naked and furious, chest rising and falling with rage.

“Ayla,” Kael growled, “you don’t know what he is. What he wants. You need to stay away from him.”

Lucien exhaled smoke, calm as ever. “And he has no idea what you are. How amusing.”

“I know exactly what she is,” Kael snapped. “She’s mine.”

Ayla’s breath hitched.

Lucien’s head tilted. “I see.”

The temperature in the room dropped. Shadows curled around his boots like obedient serpents.

Kael stepped in front of Ayla. “Don’t even look at her.”

Lucien shifted his eyes to Kael with the coldest, most graceful disdain Ayla had ever seen. “She is not property.”

“She’s my mate.”

Ayla sucked in a sharp breath. “Kael, stop”

Lucien’s voice cut through hers like velvet and knives. “Ayla Rowan is nobody’s mate.”

Kael growled. “You don’t get to say her name.”

Lucien stepped forward, power rolling off him like winter wind. “I don’t get to say her name? Boy, I have lived long enough to bury kings whose names you’ve never heard. Stand down.”

Kael’s eyes flashed gold. “Make me.”

Lucien’s fangs lengthened.

Ayla shoved both hands against Kael’s chest. “ENOUGH!”

The force of her voice wasn’t just anger this time it was power. Her palms glowed faintly. Kael staggered backward as if pushed by invisible hands.

Lucien’s eyes widened a fraction.

Ayla backed away from them both. “I can’t deal with this right now.”

Her vision blurred. Her magic felt heavy, too large, like a storm trapped under her skin.

Kael reached for her, voice softer. “Ayla, talk to me”

“No.” She stepped away. “Not right now.”

Lucien watched her with unsettling calm. “Your magic is awakening. That is not something you can ignore.”

She glared at him. “You don’t get to tell me who I am.”

His lips twitched, as if he found her defiance... fascinating. “On the contrary. I may be the only one who can.”

Kael snarled. “Get out of here, leech.”

Lucien flicked ash off his cigarette. “Tempting, but no. Ayla and I have unfinished business.”

Ayla rubbed her temples. “Oh my god. I need coffee. Or tequila. Or both.”

She turned toward the kitchen.

The moment she stepped away, the room erupted again.

Kael: “If you come near her”

Lucien: “The oath forbids nothing except what I desire most.”

Kael: “I’ll kill you.”

Lucien: “You may try.”

Ayla whipped around. “Both of you, shut up!”

They went silent.

Not because they obeyed...

but because a knock sounded at her still-broken door.

A slow, scraping knock that made every hair on her body rise.

Kael shifted partially again, claws forming. “More rogues?”

Lucien's expression darkened. “Not rogues. Something worse.”

Ayla swallowed. “Worse?”

Before anyone could answer, the door creaked open.

A figure stepped inside.

A tall woman, dressed in black witch robes embroidered with symbols Ayla didn’t recognize. Her eyes crackled with violet magic, her hair floating slightly as if wind moved through the fabric of reality around her.

Not Forgotten.

Not Lunar.

Not Nocturni.

A witch... but not one Ayla had ever seen before.

Her voice slithered through the room like smoke. “Ayla Rowan.”

Ayla backed up. “Who are you?”

The woman smiled, revealing teeth too sharp for a human. “Someone who has waited a very long time for you.”

Kael stepped in front of Ayla instantly. “You’re not getting near her.”

Lucien held his blade at his side. “State your allegiance.”

The witch’s eyes glowed. “To the Coven of the Veiled. The ones who see the truth beneath blood.”

Lucien stiffened. “Impossible. That coven was destroyed.”

She laughed softly. “We don’t die. We simply... wait.”

Ayla tried to keep her voice steady. “What do you want?”

“You,” the witch said simply. “Your blood. Your birthright. Your destiny.”

Kael growled so loudly the windows shook. “Over my dead body.”

Lucien stepped forward, shadows coiling around his wrists like armor. “You approach her at your own peril, witch.”

The woman raised her hands and the temperature dropped so quickly Ayla saw her breath.

The witch was powerful.

Maybe too powerful.

“I do not wish to fight,” the witch said. “But fate is no longer patient. The Hybrid Queen must rise.”

Ayla’s stomach dropped. “Stop calling me that. I don’t even know what that means.”

The witch smiled knowingly. “You will.”

Lucien blocked the witch’s path. “She answers to no one.”

Kael shifted fully again and snarled. “Back. Away.”

The witch sighed. “You silly creatures. You think she needs protection from me. She needs protection from herself.”

Ayla’s pulse pounded.

“What does that mean?” she whispered.

“You are changing,” the witch said. “Your wolf is only half your nature. The other half... is awakening. The power inside you is older than the clans and older than the courts.”

“What power?”

The witch’s eyes burned bright violet. “Royal blood. Forbidden blood. A lineage erased from history to prevent exactly this.”

Ayla staggered. “What?”

Lucien’s expression changed.

Not fear.

Recognition.

He knew something.

Ayla felt it.

“Tell me,” she demanded. “Tell me what you’re not saying.”

Lucien’s jaw clenched. “Ayla”

The witch interrupted. “Your mother was not a wolf.”

Ayla froze.

Kael snapped his head toward her, eyes wide.

Lucien didn’t move.

The witch continued. “She was something far more dangerous. Something the clans hunted. Something the vampires feared. Something the witches tried to destroy.”
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