

[image: Cover for Winter’s Truth]



WINTER’S TRUTH


(Heat of Love bonus novella)

By Leta Blake


An Original Publication from Leta Blake Books


Winter’s Truth

Written and published by Leta Blake

Cover by Dar Albert

Formatted by BB eBooks

Copyright © 2021 by Leta Blake Books

All rights reserved.

This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and locations are either a product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious setting. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, organizations, or people, living or dead, is strictly coincidental or inspirational. No part of this book may be used or reproduced without written consent from the author. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

EPUB Edition

First Digital Edition, 2021

ISBN: 979-8-88841-062-2


Other Books by Leta Blake


Contemporary

Will & Patrick Wake Up Married

Will & Patrick’s Endless Honeymoon

Cowboy Seeks Husband

The Difference Between

Bring on Forever

Stay Lucky

Sports

The River Leith

The Training Season Series

Training Season

Training Complex

Musicians

Smoky Mountain Dreams

Vespertine

New Adult

Punching the V-Card

’90s Coming of Age Series

Pictures of You

You Are Not Me

Only You

Winter Holidays

North’s Pole

The Mr. Christmas Series

Mr. Frosty Pants

Mr. Naughty List

Mr. Jingle Bells

A Boy for All Seasons

My December Daddy

Fantasy

Any Given Lifetime

Reimagined Fairy Tales

Flight

Levity

Paranormal & Shifters

Angel Undone

Omega Mine

Horror

Raise Up Heart

Omegaverse

Heat of Love Series

White Heat

Slow Heat

Alpha Heat

Slow Birth

Bitter Heat

For Sale Series

Heat for Sale

Bully for Sale

Audiobooks

Discover more about the author online

Leta Blake


Acknowledgements


Thank you to the following people: Mom and Dad, Brian and Cecily. All the wonderful members of my Patreon who inspire, support, and advise me. Keira Andrews for constant cheerleading. Devon Vesper for the amazing editing work. Dar Albert for the gorgeous cover. And thank you to my readers who make it all worthwhile.


Table of Contents


Cover

Title Page

Copyright Page

Other Books by Leta Blake

Acknowledgements

About the Book

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Epilogue

Heat of Love Series

About Winter’s Heart

About White Heat

About Heat for Sale

About Bully For Sale

About Omega Mine: Search for a Soul Mate

Gay Romance Newsletter

Leta Blake on Patreon

Other Books by Leta Blake

About the Author


About the Book


Winter-fox brings Viro some surprising truths for the holiday

Viro Sabel is eleven years old and still entirely innocent about life. This year winter-fox brings him some surprising truths that alter the way he sees the world and his place in it.

Learn more about the character of Viro, Slow Heat’s Vale and Jason’s son, in this winter holiday-themed novella. This medium-sized bonus book features spicy scenes between Vale and Jason, family scenes, and emotional moments. While the novella’s epilogue teases a relationship for an adult Viro, it ends with a mystery regarding this person’s identity.

This story is not a standalone and is best read as an addition to the Heat of Love series, preferably after reading Slow Heat, Alpha Heat, and Slow Birth. But if you should happen to read it out of order, you can find the rest of the books in the series here:

SLOW HEAT

ALPHA HEAT

BITTER HEAT

SLOW BIRTH

WINTER’S HEART


Dedication


Dedicated to my patrons at Patreon who support the business end of making books and audiobooks. Thank you to the fans of the Heat of Love universe! This bonus story is also for you!


CHAPTER ONE


Vale

Vale hadn’t been alone in his study for very long when the door creaked open, and his son’s dark head appeared around the edge of the wood along with the side of his pale face and the shadow of his dark lashes.

“Pater?” Viro asked, staying just at the threshold, waiting for an invitation inside just as Vale had instructed him to do long ago during his toddler days. His voice was firm and somber. Not unusual for his and Jason’s serious son. At eleven, Viro—Ro for short—was full of questions and unearned confidence. Vale suspected Ro would present as an alpha when the time came—and it could come any day. The dominant energy in him was quite strong.

“Pater? I have a question,” Ro called into the room.

Vale looked up from the poem he’d been toying with. “Yes, my love?” He could tell by the way the door nearly vibrated with Ro’s restrained energy that his son was struggling not to barge in, but his feet stayed outside the threshold.

Ro’s head ducked back from view. His voice came disembodied from the doorway. “Winter-fox isn’t real, is he?”

Vale glanced out the windows of his study, toward the garden where Jason was hard at work draping garlands along the top of the fence and adding glittery bulbs to the bushes and trees.

Every year Jason went overboard with Feast of Winter’s Heart decorations, and every year Vale indulged Jason’s enthusiasm with a devastating fondness. Truly, it was endlessly mortifying to still be so besotted with his alpha. Though since they were Érosgápe—mates chosen by wolf-god to be together and granted the most obsessive and purest of love—most would claim it would have been utterly unnatural if Vale didn’t adore him.

Still, their age difference was stark, and Vale had assumed, despite Jason’s assurances, that eventually it would get in the way. But Jason had never used being younger as an excuse to do less than his best. He worked hard at everything he did. He strove to be the best alpha, the best father, and the best at his work. Vale thought Jason was, in fact, the best human being alive, and it was terribly endearing how his earnestness hadn’t faded away along with his once-terrifying youth.

Jason was still far too many years younger than Vale by society’s standards. But Érosgápe were Érosgápe, and Jason’s youth was something Vale had long ago made his peace with. Indeed, it was something he now cherished when in the throes of a ferocious heat. Jason could always keep up with Vale’s needs, even when he was wild with them.

“Pater?” Ro said again, this time rattling the doorknob impatiently. “Winter-fox is a lie, isn’t he?”

Vale sighed.

Jason would be so disappointed. The Feast of Winter’s Heart was the holiday wherein wolf-god’s younger brother, a magical winter-fox, was lured into homes by beautiful decorations and the ringing of bells. In exchange for being invited to a feast, he left presents behind for the children. The joy of it was already so short-lived, only possible for a handful of years in any family’s life. Once Ro no longer believed…well, that would be the end of winter-fox’s visits. That was the way of it and always had been.

“Pater!” Ro demanded, making the door creak. “Answer me!”

Vale slid his unfinished poem into his desk drawer and turned the lock. The poem was nothing serious or deep, not like some of the more radical material from his youth. Still, it was definitely sexual and entirely about the activities he and Jason had gotten up to the night before. Nothing appropriate for eleven-year-old eyes.

That accomplished, he cleared his throat and called, “Why don’t you come in so we can talk?”

Ro didn’t hesitate, bursting into the often-forbidden room. His dark head whipped back and forth between the windows and the fireplace, taking it all in again. He nodded in satisfaction to find it all the same as it ever was, as he stretched his ever-growing legs by walking around Vale’s sacred space. “I like it in here.”

Vale almost felt guilty about not allowing Ro access to his sanctuary more often, but as their son had grown, he’d become more and more dominant, taking over more and more of their lives. The high level of attachment wasn’t one-sided in the least. Neither Jason nor Vale enjoyed leaving Ro for any length of time even though they knew he was in perfectly good hands with Miner and Yule—Jason’s parents—or with their friends, Rosen and Yosef. Still, they missed him so much when they were away, and, unfortunately, they had to be separated from their son far too often in order to deal with Vale’s unpredictable heats.

Knowing Ro was the only child they could ever have had always made their son’s every smile and laugh beyond precious to them both. For his part, Jason couldn’t say no to anything Ro asked for, and Vale couldn’t claim to be much stricter. There was no doubt they’d spoiled him terribly, and for that reason, perhaps, Ro was very immature for his age. That spoiling was undoubtedly where all Ro’s unearned confidence came from, too.

But overall, he was a good child. Warm, honest, and funny. He was an ally to outcasts at school and always stood up for what was right. He had a strong moral compass and abhorred lies. He wanted everyone to live by the same code of ethics he did.

Yes, Vale was certain Ro would be an alpha.

Given all they did allow Ro access to within their home and outside it, the study was the one place Vale tried to keep just for himself. And sometimes for Jason. Such as when they wanted to be alone as Érosgápe mates, naked and trembling and loving each other… Then, they’d sneak into the study and lock the door behind them just in case.

Vale shivered at the memories of all that he and Jason had done in this room over the years. So much pleasure, so much joy, so much love.

Wolf-god, where was his mind? Was another heat coming on so soon? He’d only just had one a month ago.

Still, Vale sensed the quiver deep inside, the shivery-hot sensation that heralded the intense waves of need. He’d been entirely too horny for his own good the last two days, too. The so-called change of life—when heats began to twist and morph with aging hormones—was hitting him harder than any other omegas he knew. It was frustrating and scary to have heat after heat coming at him with so little time between. Thankfully he had Jason to reassure him. But it didn’t mean he wasn’t afraid for the future.

Vale shook himself from his worries and turned his attention to his son, who was still strolling around the room like he owned it. “Let’s sit on the sofa.”

“Okay—Pater, what’s this?” Ro asked, waylaid by his curiosity as he headed toward the leather couch. His long finger trailed over the dusty lid to a heart-shaped box resting on a small table next to one of Vale’s bookshelves. Normally Vale kept the box higher up, a precaution from Ro’s younger days, but he’d taken it down a week ago so he could reach a book behind it, and he’d never put it back.

Vale crossed the room and touched the box, too, remembering his old friend. “That’s Zephyr.”

Ro had been quite young when Vale’s silver cat had died. She’d been such a bratty, opinionated, wonderful friend to Vale during some of the loneliest years of his life. Tears pricked even now when he remembered her.

Sweet memories of her sleeping next to a newborn Ro came to mind. Both of them on the little purple blanket Yosef and Rosen had gifted, spread out before the fire. Ah, Zephyr had been so peaceful and protective back then, staying close to the baby while Vale had obsessed over his son’s tiny form, terrified that Ro might stop breathing if left unobserved for even a single moment. The ecstasy of parenthood had consumed Vale’s mind back then, rather the way heat worries did now.

“Zephyr. Your cat,” Ro said, running his fingertip along the edge of the heart and tilting his head with a sweet smile.

“Do you remember her at all?”

“No, but I know you loved her.” Ro’s eyebrows twitched up. “Was she a very small cat?” He lifted the box to examine the bottom.

Vale took it from his hands. “She’s been cremated.” Vale lifted the box high up on the bookshelf again. “This holds her ashes.”

“Oh, you burned her up.” Ro gave a wise nod, still gazing up at the box. “I see now.”

“Well, the crematory handled the burning,” Vale said, knowing how Ro’s imagination could take flight sometimes. “It’s not as though I did it myself in the fireplace.”

Ro looked toward the hearth with some interest, as if he were imagining that possibility, and then he nodded again. “Good choice, Pater. That would have been too gruesome by far.” He put his hand over his heart as if it hurt to consider this flight of morbid fancy.

Vale took hold of Ro’s shoulder and guided him over to the leather sofa. The sofa Vale had been fucked on so, so, so many times. So many wonderful times.

Vale winced. Wolf-god in heaven, this level of baseline arousal only meant one thing.

With a grimace, Vale fought the prickling beneath his skin. Surely, he had a few more days left? Certainly? He bit into his lip and willed his mind to focus and his body to behave. With any luck, this was just a hot flash, a sensation many omegas suffered as their bodies wound down from their fertile years. Many of his omega friends said it felt similar to an oncoming heat.

“Pater, I want you to tell me the truth,” Ro said, lifting his sharp chin as he plopped down onto the sofa and gazed up
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