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I laughed lightly while sprinting beside Solomon, effortlessly outpacing him as we dashed through the trees.







Since childhood, we’ve shared a bond, always aware that we were destined to become Alphas of our respective packs. The unique bond we shared created a connection that few could comprehend, and he became my closest friend.




I eased my pace as we arrived at my parents’ house. My father, Kieran, along with Solomon’s father, who was his senior, stood outside with broad smiles, spotting me long before Solomon did.




“Hurry up, SJ!” I called out to him as he approached.




“You’ll both become exceptional Alphas in no time. And perhaps even mates.” Solomon proposed.




“Dad,” SJ snarled at his father.




“Come on, whip up something for lunch since you lost. Again.” I said, doing my best to brush off my father’s gaze.




With a sigh of relief, Solomon expressed his gratitude as we strolled along, just in time for my brother James to join us for a well-deserved break at my place. For years, they had been gently suggesting a union between us, but as we matured, those hints became increasingly direct. I enjoyed the distance of my house from the other pack houses; it offered me a sense of solitude that I cherished. I generally enjoyed my own company.




“When will you finally spill the beans to him?” I enquired of Solomon the moment we stepped inside.




“I can’t just come out and tell my Dad, Will. Do you have any idea how often he brings you up? He’s convinced we have a thing for each other,” Solomon said. We both let out a laugh at the thought, finding humour in the whimsical notion.




Seeing my cousin Lily lounging on the couch brought a smile to my face.




“How did you manage to get in here?” I enquired, laughing as she gestured towards the window.




I observed quietly as James strolled alongside Solomon to the kitchen, their hands intertwined as they chatted about what to prepare for lunch.




James came out to me at fourteen, and our family has always stood by him. So, when I walked in on Solomon and James sharing a moment on my couch, I was taken aback—I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed their connection earlier. Their gazes locked in a silent exchange. I was completely unaware that Solomon had been gay all along. I felt terrible for not being there for him or for him not feeling comfortable enough to confide in me, but now we were a family. He was reserved, yet his primary concern was his father. It frustrated me how toxic masculinity could manifest, particularly within our community. As a woman who has experienced change, I knew that song and dance all too well, so I committed to creating a sanctuary in my home.




I let out a low growl as Lily launched a pillow straight at my head.




“You’re constantly drifting off and all that,” she remarked.




I grabbed the pillow, and she let out a delighted squeal before racing into the kitchen.




“You seriously have nothing to eat except for a two-month-old container of muesli, sis. What do you actually eat?” James enquired.




“Takeaway or pizza,” I said with a playful grin.




“We’re off to the store for some groceries. If I’m going to win, it’ll be against you at your best, fair and square,” Solomon declared, snatching the keys to my jeep and striding out the door.




I couldn’t help but chuckle as I settled into the backseat, the music blasting through the speakers during our hour-long drive into town.




I stepped out of the car, a brisk gust of wind sweeping towards me, and the familiar scents enveloped my senses, prompting me to spin around in an instant.




I flashed a grin at Giselle and Pierre, my family’s long-time friends, who returned my smile. The faint scent of animal blood lingered around them, a telltale sign that they had been out hunting. As vampires, they were bound by their laws to refrain from feeding on innocent humans, leading them to primarily sustain themselves on animals.




“Willow, it’s been ages, darling!” Giselle exclaimed, wrapping me in a warm embrace.




“Congratulations on your pairing,” Pierre said, his bright smile shining through.




I looked at him, a mix of bewilderment and curiosity in my eyes.




“What?” I enquired softly, a sense of bewilderment washing over me.




“This morning, your father shared the news that you and Solomon will be joining packs due to the Council’s amendments to the laws. That’s the reason we’re in town—to witness the mating. They require representatives from each logged species,” Pierre explained.




Betrayal struck me first, followed closely by anger, each emotion pressing down on my chest like a heavy weight, stirring my inner wolf to howl, yearning to break free. I was uncertain about my emotions.




“Oh darling, they never informed her,” Giselle whispered.




I burst into the store, flinging the door wide, narrowly avoiding the tall figure in the entrance, only to collide with him. He caught me with steady hands, preventing a complete tumble.




I gazed upward, captivated by a pair of deep, crimson eyes.




I glared at the strange vampire looming before me. His dark locks cascaded just past his ears, framing a tall figure that exuded strength, even in his lean, muscular build. I pushed him away, breaking free from his gaze as I turned my back on him.




“Willow! He’s with us. He’ll be leading the coven once I step down,” Pierre declared, moving swiftly to put space between me and the silent stranger whose gaze held me captive without a hint of modesty.




“Who is he?” I enquired, my gaze locked onto the enigmatic figure who met my stare with equal intensity.




The sound of the store’s entry bell rang out, drawing my attention, and there was Solomon, a vision of fury, tearing off his shirt as he dashed into the thick trees beyond the store.




James walked in, tears glistening in his eyes as he gazed at me, his expression revealing deep hurt.




“James! What’s going on?” I enquired.




He let out a low growl of frustration and sprinted after Solomon, the anguish etched across his face unmistakable.




Lily gazed at me, her eyes reflecting a deep sadness.




“They informed him. Alexander just called. To secure your titles tonight, you must choose a mate who is also a successor; otherwise, you won’t receive them at all. They want our people to unite,” he stated.




I found myself frozen, eyes wide in disbelief, and before I realised it, I was in the car, speeding back to our pack lands.




I stormed into my parents’ house, a low growl escaping my lips as I locked eyes with Alexander, the head councilman, who was staring back at me.




“I assume you’re aware of the situation,” he enquired.




He took the slap I delivered, jaw clenched, before meeting my gaze once more.




“Willow,” my mother said, her authoritative tone slicing through the quiet as I fumbled for the right words.




“How could you let this happen? You come around here all the time and couldn’t at least give me a heads up?! You know I don’t want a mate. Especially not Solomon, he’s my best friend!” I shouted at him.




“Then you should have no problem mating,” my father remarked as he stepped inside, with Katrina and Solomon Sr. trailing behind him.




I locked eyes with my mother, her gaze penetrating into my soul.




“You’re really okay with this?” I whispered, my voice laced with disbelief.




“The law has been altered. Alexander made an attempt, but the threat from hunters looms large, and our numbers are no longer what they used to be. Packs thrive under the leadership of an Alpha and Luna, united as one. It’s all about finding your mate; otherwise, you risk losing your title and handing over the pack to an already bonded couple.” She whispered.




I fixed my gaze on Solomon as he entered, with Pierre and Giselle trailing behind, their guest in tow, his intense eyes locked onto mine.




SJ-




Everything’s okay. It’s time to get started. “Just get it over with,” he growled as I approached him.




No. “One of us deserves a chance at happiness,” I whispered, holding his hand tightly.




“I’ll partner up tonight if necessary, but definitely not with Solomon.” “He and I are just friends,” I told Alexander.




He gazed at me, bewildered, while everyone else stared in disbelief.




“The only requirement is that my partner must be a successor, correct?””I murmured softly as I enquired gently.”




With a nod from Alexander, I found my gaze drifting beyond him, captivated by those velvet red eyes that seemed to peer into my soul, as I silently wished I wasn’t about to make a grave mistake.




“Then him.” “I’ll mate with him,” I declared, my gaze fixed on the man across the room, standing close to Pierre.
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Are you seeking Valour? As your friend?” Pierre exclaimed, his voice filled with disbelief.




“Is he your successor?” “He can only claim his title if he also takes a mate,” I remarked, my gaze still fixed on the man.




However-




“She’s right,” he said.




His voice was deep, smooth, and velvety, much like his eyes, yet it did nothing to ease my annoyance with the whole situation. His gaze lingered on me, hinting at unspoken words, yet he chose to remain silent.




“Then it’s settled,” I declared, bringing the room to a hush.




My father appeared furious.




“He’s a stranger!” he growled.




“You had no issue pushing me into this situation just a moment ago, but now that I shift your plans, you want to get upset? Ultimately, I’m the one who ends up in a tough spot—shouldn’t I at least have a say in who that is?!” I shouted.




My father recoiled in disbelief at what I had just said.




“Willow! You need to be mindful of how you talk to your father,” my mother said, her voice low and fierce. I could see the anger in her eyes, but beneath it lay a sense of defeat.




I lowered my head in reverence to her position as Luna, while my father turned his back on me.




“Alexander, they aren’t even from the same species! He just wants to sleep with her!” my father exclaimed, attempting to argue.




“Kieran, Willow is an adult and it’s her decision to make. The only stipulation is that he must be a successor. As much as I may disagree, she ultimately has the authority, provided she follows the law,” Alexander remarked, casting a glance at Valour.




I straightened my posture and made my way to the other side of the room, a weight settling in my body as I contemplated what lay ahead, yet I understood it was necessary. At this stage, I was indifferent to Valor’s motives, whether they were good or bad. I would never cause harm to James or Solomon, and I will not permit them to suffer for my benefit.




I held onto Valor’s hand tightly, locking eyes with him. The chill of his touch sent a jolt through me, causing my breath to catch in my throat, and I quickly cleared it away.




Lily called out for me, her hands reaching in desperation, but Uncle Daniel held her back, and in a fit of anger, she stormed out the door.




I strolled deliberately, guiding Valour past the curious gazes of those around us.




My father’s eyes burned with intensity, while my mother wept in his embrace, his gaze fixed on me as I stepped out of the house, Valour trailing behind.




I released his hand the moment we slipped from view. With each step I took, the snow crunched satisfyingly underfoot. Valour was there, just a few feet behind me, his presence unmistakable. It seems he believed I was on the verge of falling apart at any second. The tension hung in the night air, palpable and thick, yet all I craved was to wrap this up before another ridiculous law emerged or some other complication arose.




After some time, we arrived at my secluded cabin. I gently opened the door, carefully removing my snow-covered boots right at the entrance.




He entered silently, uncertain of how to occupy his mind.




“My bedroom is right over there,” I said, gesturing towards my wooden door.




“Willow, I kindly ask, can we-




“Proceed.” Kindly. We’re taking the necessary steps to get the job done. “Please don’t waste my time,” I said.




I noticed his jaw tighten, yet he made his way to my room.




I made my way to the bathroom, peeling off my clothes until I was left in just my bra and panties.




It wasn’t until I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror that I realised tears were streaming down my face.




I let out a low growl as my fist collided with the mirror, shattering the glass in a burst of frustration. I despised that any of this was unfolding, that it had to be this way, but I would endure it all for my people, my friend, and my younger brother.




After washing my hands and face, I slipped out of the bathroom and made my way to the room in silence.




I noticed Valour had done the same, showcasing his lean yet muscular frame in just his briefs.




He observed me quietly as I approached him. I settled onto my bed beside him, the silence enveloping us. I caught the sound of his breath as I turned to confront him, steady and resolute in meeting his gaze.




I had little experience to draw from. Romantic relationships weren’t a priority for me, yet I understood the fundamentals and was ready to take the plunge.




I reclined against the pillows, inviting Valour to approach. I sensed his cautious pace, a deliberate effort to ease my nerves, but fear was not my companion. Instead, I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me, fuelled by the absurd rules that governed my life. Yet, I resolved to seize the remaining power I possessed and assert control over my own choices.




Valour leaned in, attempting to kiss me, but I let out a low growl, my gaze fixed on him with a warning.




“Just the essentials, nothing extra,” I remarked, guiding his hand to the smooth skin of my waist.




I observed his eyes flutter shut as I let the moment unfold between us, trailing down his sculpted abdomen. His skin felt cool and velvety beneath my touch. I wrapped my fingers around him softly, hearing his deep sigh as I began to coax him into readiness. Valour, undeniably handsome like most vampires, could have been a source of pleasure under different circumstances, but at this moment, it felt like a task to complete. I repositioned myself, guiding him towards my entrance, taking a slow breath as I opened my legs for him.




I closed my eyes as he joined with me, the sensation of his size causing me to clench my teeth in response to a hint of discomfort. I held back, the metallic taste of blood lingering on my tongue.




I made every effort to sink into the bed as Valour remained motionless, allowing me to find my comfort. Soon enough, he started to move, the pain dissipating, yet pleasure eluded me as my mind raced. I knew it could have been enjoyable if I allowed it, but I couldn’t find any joy while my thoughts were consumed with the reality that my life had irrevocably changed and that Solomon had no option but to inform his parents.




Valour had started to pick up his pace, and I could sense he was nearing the finish line by the way he clenched his jaw, with his muffled groans reaching my ears more often.




“You have to mark me before you finish,” I said, gripping his arm tightly as he continued to move above me, my gaze fixed on him.




“I can’t promise I’ll be able to resist once I get a taste of you.” He said, his eyes fluttering open, revealing a stunning, vibrant auburn that took my breath away.




You will. “You have to,” I insisted.




He slowed his pace, his lips lingering just above my neck. I felt the gentle kiss he placed there, a surprising rush of pleasure washing over me as I looked up to meet his gaze—hungry and intense. In an instant, he sank his fangs into my neck.




I gasped in pain as he savoured the taste of my blood, finishing inside me while his grip tightened around me possessively. Even as he withdrew, I could still feel him at my neck, the weight of his emotions and the bond we had forged. It was an unfamiliar and overwhelming sensation, my mind racing, but it was over, and suddenly I was grounding myself back to reality.




“Valour,” I declared, my fingers tightening around his biceps as he held me by the neck, his other hand firmly pinning me in place.




A low growl escaped his lips as he tightened his grip around my neck, the pressure becoming almost unbearable. I struggled to breathe, my head spinning from the loss of blood.




“That’s it!”I let out a low growl, my hand gripping his face and pushing him back forcefully.




He pressed himself against the wall, his chest rising and falling rapidly, lips stained with my blood, eyes as dark as the night as he locked his gaze onto mine.




I grasped my neck in shock, my fingers slick with red as I pulled my hand away. I understood that I would recover quickly and his mark would linger, but that didn’t make it right.




“Willow, I kindly ask you.” Apologies, but…




I sprang to my feet, brushing aside the nagging discomfort in my legs as I hurried from the room and into the refreshing embrace of the shower. I simply craved to rid myself of the lingering scent of my own blood, the essence of sweat, and the blend of our fluids that clung to me. I lingered there, enveloped by the warm embrace of the shower, until the first light of dawn broke through.
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I let out a sigh as Valour gently knocked on the bathroom door, his voice a soft plea for me to emerge. I’ll give him credit for his persistence.


After two hours of lounging on the carpet in my comfy sweats and tank, I finally emerged from the shower, and it was nearly noon the following day. I remained there until it turned cold, and Valour still held his ground on the other side of the door.


I paused, taking a moment as I swung the door open.


“Did I hurt you?” he enquired softly.


“No, I’m doing as well as can be expected. It’s not your fault, nor mine, really. I made this choice. I apologise for being rude; I recognise you were only trying to help me. It seems I have a talent for complicating things.” I said to him softly.


He offered a subtle smile at my dark humour. I didn’t hold it against him for his lack of control; after all, we were practically strangers. It was a big ask for anyone to fight against their nature, and I found my healing came quickly.


“So, what made you say yes to this?” I enquired.


“I noticed the way your brother glanced at Solomon while we were outside the store. It made me realise you’re a remarkable woman—strong and intelligent. It would be foolish to overlook someone like you. I believe we can maintain a civil relationship to create a successful pack and coven, and I hope that’s the case.” He said.


I nodded and guided us out of the bathroom, slipping on my boots and quickly brushing my hair while Valour showered. Then, we set off to my parents’ house for lunch.


The house was eerily quiet as we stepped inside, and I noticed everyone on the porch, their gazes flickering between Valour and me. I swept my hair aside, revealing my mark, still slightly tender from last night’s events.


My father slammed his hand on the table, causing the plates to rattle in response.


“It’s done,” I told Alexander, who nodded in acknowledgement.


My father’s glare pierced through Valour, and I noticed Pierre fidgeting nervously at his end of the table.


“Dad,” I said firmly, his gaze shifting to meet mine.


“I requested him to take care of this. Please don’t hold it against him,” I said.


“You have no idea who this man is, yet you allowed him-


“Halt!”“Solomon shouted, his gaze fixed on me, a deep sadness reflected in his eyes.”


“Solomon, please don’t.” I pleaded, but he raised his hand to stop me.


“She did it because I’m gay,” Solomon stated, his voice firm, yet the emotion in his eyes betrayed the weight of his words as he locked gaze with his father.


Solomon observed his father’s stunned reaction, the disbelief etched on his face, before he quietly excused himself and stepped off the porch.


I glanced at Katrina, who met my mother’s gaze, both of them wearing serene expressions as they regarded one another.


“Did you both know?””I enquired, my mind racing with disbelief.”


Pierre sprang to his feet as my father soared upward, his assault directed at Valour, who had unexpectedly positioned himself in front of me, hunched protectively in a stance that only fuelled my father’s fury.


Everyone. “Take a seat,” Pierre commanded.


Valour maintained a rigid posture, yet his gaze remained fixed on my father.


My father let out a low growl, shaking off Pierre as he leaped down the porch steps.


I gazed intently at my mother and Katrina.


You were aware, yet you allowed it to reach this point. He wanted you to grasp the situation, but you chose not to engage. I can’t say why. How could you treat him that way?”I remarked, my gaze fixed on Katrina.”


Willow-


“No, Mom. You always taught me to stand up for what’s right, and this whole situation is just wrong. You were going to make him mate with me, fully aware that he loves James,” I said to Katrina.


My mother gazed at me, her expression a mix of disbelief and surprise at what I had just said.


“Katrina, is that really true?” my mother enquired, her voice laced with disbelief.


“Charlotte. I never expected—”


“So you were willing to let my son suffer a broken heart simply because you couldn’t confront the truth?””My mother shouted as she rose from the table.”


Karina was at a loss for words, her cheeks wet with the sting of shame.


“I asked him once, years ago, but he just… he never told me…” Katrina’s voice trembled as tears streamed down her cheeks.


Pierre glanced at Valour, who continued to observe me intently, as if anticipating my imminent outburst.


“Valour, escort her home.” “I’ll come speak to you both in a little while,” Pierre said.


Valour offered a brief nod before taking my hand, his icy fingers intertwining with mine as he guided me away from the porch.


Before long, we found ourselves in my home, seated at the small kitchen table, enveloped in silence, with words unspoken between us.


“Willow, I believe it would be most beneficial for you to spend some time at the coven for a few weeks.” “At least until the tensions ease and your father stops trying to kill me every time he sees me,” Valour said softly.


I took a moment to study him, and it was undeniable—Valor was strikingly handsome. His pale features were perfectly complemented by dark brown hair, a chiselled jawline, and a dazzling smile that showcased his beautiful white teeth.


I realised he was indeed correct.


“Will your coven even accept me?” We are distinct. Who can guarantee that they won’t attempt to take my life just as my father seeks to take yours?I enquired.


“You’re untouchable.” I refuse to back down

























