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CHAPTER ONE 
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The air in the Alpha’s chamber hung heavy with the scent of sickness and fading wildflowers. 
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Moonlight filtered through cracked windows, casting silver streaks across the wooden floor of the Moonshadow Pack’s ancestral home. 
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Aurora Shadows knelt beside her father’s bed, her long silver-white hair spilling over her shoulders like a veil of moonlight.
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“Father... please,” she whispered, gripping his frail hand.
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The once powerful Alpha of the Moonshadow Pack now looked like a shadow of himself, pale skin stretched thin over sharp bones, his emerald eyes dimmed by illness and defeat.
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Alpha Harlan Shadows coughed weakly, blood flecking his lips. 
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“There is no other way, my daughter. The debts...the rival packs circling us like vultures...we will fall within months if nothing changes.”
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Aurora’s heart clenched. 
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At twenty-two, she had trained to be a fighter, not a sacrificial lamb. But duty had always come first in their pack. 
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“What are you asking of me?”
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Her father’s gaze drifted toward the heavy oak door. 

––––––––
[image: ]


“The Nightfall Pack has offered an alliance. Their Alpha, Lucien Blackthorn, is powerful. Ruthless. His pack controls the richest territories in the region. They have agreed to absorb our debts and protect our lands...but only on one condition.”
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Aurora’s stomach twisted. She already knew what was coming.
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“A marriage,” Harlan rasped. “A five year contract between you and his heir, Elias Blackthorn. You will live as his wife. Publicly unite our packs. And in time...provide an heir to strengthen the bloodlines.”
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Five years.
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The words echoed in her mind like a prison sentence. 
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No love. 
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No real choice. 
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Just duty wrapped in legal paper.
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“I... I don’t even know them,” Aurora said, voice trembling despite her efforts to stay strong.
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Heavy footsteps sounded in the hallway. 
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The door swung open without a knock.
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Two men entered.
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One young, one radiating raw power that made the air itself feel heavier.
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The younger man was tall and lean with dark, neatly styled hair and sharp silver eyes. He carried himself with the arrogance of someone born to rule. 
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Elias Blackthorn. 
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He looked exactly twenty-five, handsome in a cold, polished way, but his expression remained indifferent, almost bored.
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Beside him stood a man who commanded the room without saying a word.
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Lucien Blackthorn.
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At forty-eight, the Alpha of the Nightfall Pack was a force of nature. Towering and broad-shouldered, he had salt and pepper hair that only made him more striking. 
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His piercing amber eyes locked onto Aurora immediately, as if he could see straight through her soul. 
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His presence filled the chamber, dark power wrapped in a tailored black shirt and pants that did nothing to hide the powerful muscles beneath. 
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A faint scar traced along his left collarbone, visible where his shirt was open at the throat.
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Aurora’s breath caught. 
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Something primal stirred deep inside her wolf at the sight of him. She quickly looked away.
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“Alpha Harlan,” Lucien’s voice was deep and velvety, carrying natural authority. 
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“We came as requested.”
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Harlan struggled to sit up. Aurora helped him, propping pillows behind his back.
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“Thank you for coming personally, Alpha Lucien...and Elias,” her father said. “My daughter, Aurora.”
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Elias gave her a brief nod, his silver eyes scanning her from head to toe like he was appraising a piece of land. 
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“She will do,” he said flatly. 
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No warmth in his tone.
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Aurora’s fists clenched at her sides.
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Lucien, however, did not look away. His amber gaze lingered on her face, then slowly traveled down the curves of her body before returning to her eyes. 

––––––––
[image: ]


There was something intense in that look. 
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Something hungry and dangerously intrigued.
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“She’s acceptable. More than acceptable,” Lucien murmured, his voice lower than before. 
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A faint shiver ran down Aurora’s spine.
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Her father continued, voice growing weaker. “The contract will be signed tomorrow at the neutral ground. Five years. You will live together in Nightfall territory. Public unity. An heir within the term when the time is right. No emotional entanglements or interference in personal matters after the alliance is secured.”
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Elias crossed his arms. “As long as she understands her place, I have no objections.”
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Aurora wanted to snap at him, but she held her tongue. 

This was for her pack. 
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For her father. 
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For the dozens of families who would starve or be slaughtered without this alliance.
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Lucien stepped closer, his scent of pine, leather, and something darkly masculine, wrapping around her like an invisible clock. 
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“And what do you want, little moon?” he asked softly, using the old affectionate term for daughters of the Moonshadow Pack. 
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His amber eyes seemed to burn into hers.
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“Are you willing to bind yourself to my son for five years?”
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Aurora lifted her chin, forcing herself to meet his gaze. 
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Up close, Lucien was even more overwhelming. 
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The fine lines at the corners of his eyes spoke of hard won wisdom and battles fought. His broad chest rose and fell steadily, and she could practically feel the heat radiating from his body.

––––––––
[image: ]


“I will do what I must for my pack,” she answered, voice steadier than she felt. “Even if it means marrying a stranger.”
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A ghost of a smile touched Lucien’s lips. Dangerous, almost predatory. 
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“Brave girl.”
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Elias glanced between them, a flicker of something unreadable crossing his face before his mask of indifference returned. 
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“We leave at dawn tomorrow for the signing. Prepare yourself.”
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The two men turned to leave. But just before stepping through the door, Lucien paused and looked back at her one last time.
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“Until tomorrow, Aurora Shadows.”
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The door closed behind them.
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Aurora sank back down beside her father’s bed, heart hammering wildly in her chest. The weight of what she had just agreed to pressed down on her like a mountain.
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Five years married to Elias Blackthorn.
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Five years living under the roof of the man whose mere presence had made her wolf stir with forbidden awareness.
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Her father squeezed her hand weakly. 
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“You are saving us all, my daughter. Thank you.”
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Tears burned in Aurora’s eyes as she rested her forehead against his hand.
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But deep inside, a small, treacherous voice whispered:
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Why did Lucien Blackthorn’s gaze feel like a promise...and a warning of desire?
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CHAPTER TWO
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The neutral ground between Moonshadow and Nightfall territories was a grand stone pavilion surrounded by ancient oaks. 
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Sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting dappled patterns across the long mahogany table, where the contract lay waiting like a death sentence wrapped in gold lettering.
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Aurora stood tall in a simple but elegant emerald green gown that matched her eyes. 
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Her silver-white hair was braided with lunar blossoms, a traditional symbol of sacrifice in her pack. 
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Inside, her wolf paced restlessly.
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Her father had been too weak to attend, so his Beta stood beside her, looking grim. 
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Across the table were the Blackthorns.
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Elias Blackthorn looked every bit the indifferent heir, dressed in a crisp black suit, silver eyes cold and distant. He barely glanced at her.
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But Lucien...
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Alpha Lucien Blackthorn dominated the space. 
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He wore a tailored black shirt with the top buttons undone, revealing a hint of the powerful chest beneath. 
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His salt and pepper hair was perfectly styled, and those piercing amber eyes found hers immediately. 
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The intensity in his gaze made her breath hitch.
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An elder from a neutral pack stepped forward, unrolling the thick parchment with formal ceremony.
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“Let the terms be heard clearly by all parties before signing,” the elder announced, his voice echoing through the pavilion.
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Aurora’s hands tightened into fists at her sides as the strict conditions were read aloud:
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“The contract shall last exactly five years from the date of signing.

Aurora Shadows shall be legally and publicly bound as the wife of Elias Blackthorn.

The couple shall reside in Nightfall Pack territory, in the Blackthorn Manor.

They shall present a united front at all pack events and maintain the appearance of a harmonious marriage.

Physical intimacy is expected as needed to produce an heir within the five year period.

No emotional attachment or declarations of love shall be required or encouraged.

Aurora shall have no authority over Nightfall Pack matters unless granted by her husband.

Interference in each other’s personal affairs is forbidden.

Upon completion of the five years, or upon the birth and survival of a healthy heir, Aurora may request separation, with full protection and support guaranteed for Moonshadow Pack.

Violation of any term by either party shall result in severe penalties, including potential dissolution of the alliance and territorial consequences.”
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The words hung heavy in the air.
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Five years of her life. 
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Her body. 
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Her future.
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Elias signed first without hesitation, his signature sharp and impatient. 
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He slid the parchment toward Aurora.

––––––––
[image: ]


She stared at the document, the ink blurring slightly through unshed tears. 
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This was it. 
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Her freedom, her dreams of finding real love all signed away for the survival of her people.
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A large, warm hand suddenly covered hers gently on the table.

––––––––
[image: ]


She looked up. 
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Lucien had leaned forward, his amber eyes locked on her with an intensity that made her wolf whimper.
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“Take your time, little moon,” he said softly, voice low enough that only she could hear. “This is no small
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