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THEO

I wasn’t ready to be a father.
I was afraid of what I had to become.
That night was my Alpha Crowning ceremony, and the weight of my future crushed my shoulders. Carissa had been pregnant for four months now, and as our wedding drew closer, everything felt too big, too fast. I wanted to be the best husband for her. I wanted to be a good dad. But I was terrified.

My past had been haunting me for months. Ever since Carissa showed me that positive pregnancy test, the men I’d killed had crept back into my thoughts. I was a bad person. Bad people didn’t get to have children. What if I hurt my child? What if I wasn’t enough for him—or her?

I felt like a failure of a man, and I was only twenty-two.

Carissa gripped my hand, rubbing my back as we sat on the sofa. My arm was wrapped around her stomach, and I listened as the baby moved beneath my palm.

Our baby.

We were on our way to the doctor to find out the gender of our child. Tears slipped down my face when I felt a small kick against my hand.

“You’re emotional,” Carissa said softly.

“Am I?” I asked.

“You are. I’ve never seen you cry before.”

“We made a baby, Carissa,” I said.

“We did.”

“I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“That I’m not ready.”

“You will be.”

I looked into her eyes—warm, bright blue. She smiled at me, her golden hair glowing in the light. She was so beautiful it ached. When I rubbed her belly again, she smiled wider.

“You think so?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “I know so.”

At the doctor’s office, we found out the gender—and I cried all over again.

A boy.

My son.

I would protect him at all costs.

Our parents came to see us afterward. My dad, Calio, and my mom, Regina, hugged Carissa tightly before pulling me into their arms.

“Congratulations,” they said.

Carissa’s moms, Valarie and Elisabet, echoed the same.

“A grandson! I can’t wait,” Valarie said.

Elisabet was crying.

“Oh, my baby girl is having a child of her own,” she said through tears. “I don’t know how to feel. I’m so emotional.”

We headed to a restaurant to celebrate. The news still sat heavy on my chest, fear rearing its ugly head, but Carissa gripped my hand, grounding me, and I felt safe once again.

That night, after dinner, my Alpha Crowning took place deep in the woods. My pack gathered beneath the full moon. Blood was shed. My name was carved into the Book of Alphas using my own blood. When the moon reached its peak, I transformed, and my pack howled as I was initiated.

When it was over, a bandage was wrapped around my sliced arm. We drank wine in the small cottage tucked between the trees—the place that had become Carissa’s and my temporary home before we moved into a house in the suburbs of Aegea.

“Don’t forget our house viewing tomorrow, Theo,” Carissa said as the pack devoured the macaroni and cheese she’d made, wine bottles scattered across the table.

“I won’t,” I said, squeezing her hand.

“This is amazing, Carissa,” Jonny, one of the younger pack members, said through a mouthful of cheese.

“Thanks, Jonny,” she laughed, shaking her head at his cheese-covered face.

Mason walked in then, nodding once as he took a seat.

“Now that you’re Alpha, Theo, we have some business to discuss,” he said.

“We’ll talk later,” I replied, not breaking my focus from Carissa.

Eventually, the pack filtered out, leaving the cottage quiet again. I helped Carissa clean the dishes, standing close, brushing against her every chance I got. When we were done, we headed to bed.

I lay with my head resting on her chest as she wove her fingers through my hair. Moonlight spilled through the window, pooling across the floor.

“We’re going to be parents, Carissa,” I whispered. “Are you afraid?”

“I am,” she admitted softly. “But I’m happy I get to do it with you.”

We kissed beneath the glow of the full moon, and soon, we fell asleep.
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CARISSA

My body had become a foreign place.

Theo and I had decided to name our son Gideon Blackwood. Gideon was a responsive baby. Whenever I touched my belly, I felt him shift inside me, as if he knew it was me. I craved steak and eggs constantly. It was all I wanted, all he seemed to want. I drank only orange juice now.

“Are you sure you don’t want something other than steak and eggs?” Theo asked from the kitchen as he prepared breakfast.

We were about to leave for our house tour before moving in the following week.

When my pregnancy ended, Theo would start working at his father’s company as the new CEO. I would be working at PseudoCorp’s Aegea branch. We both had family legacies to uphold, responsibilities we couldn’t escape. Theo had already hired a nanny to help me postpartum. Sometimes I wished I could be a housewife, but I knew I needed to work. The Beavois family legacy still needed me.

“I’m certain,” I said.

He laughed softly and made me the same meal I’d eaten for four weeks straight.

I ate and drank my orange juice, then we headed out to see the house in the Aegea suburbs.

We fell in love instantly. It was spacious, open-plan, and glamorous. Theo and I paid twenty-four million Golds for it. Afterward, we shopped for furniture—elegant pieces for the living areas, appliances for the kitchen and bathrooms. Then we shopped for Gideon’s nursery.

By the time our shopping spree ended, we were exhausted, so we stopped for lunch.

“Mason asked to see me tonight,” Theo said. “I’m going over to his place.”

I nodded. “That’s okay. Tell me how it goes.”

That evening, while Theo met with Mason, my moms came over.

“There’s something you need to know, Carissa,” Valarie said carefully.

“What is it?” I asked.

She and Elisabet exchanged a look.

“When we finalised your marriage agreement to Theo, part of it included business ties with the Blackwoods and PseudoCorp,” Valarie said.

“Okay... and?”

“The truth is, we’re not sure you’re ready for what that means,” she continued. “You’re becoming a mother. You’re new to this world, and it’s dangerous. Gideon needs protection.”

“Protection from what?” I asked.

“The Blackwoods’ underground ring.”

I froze. “Their what?”

“They run illegal operations with their investors—arms trafficking, money laundering, and territory violence. They also have political ties to the mafia,” Valarie said. “Theo will be heavily involved in these private matters.”

My stomach tightened.

“It’s a corrupt world,” she continued, “but Calio, Regina, Elisabet, and I will make sure you’re never directly involved. Still, it can get messy. Enemies could target you or Gideon. Ransom. Threats.”

I could barely breathe.

“Theo is protected,” she said firmly. “And so are you and your baby. If—if—you ever divorce, your money is secured, and Gideon’s life is protected. No one touches you. Understood?”

It felt like a rock was lodged in my throat.

I nodded. “Okay.”

My parents pulled me into a hug.

“We love you,” they said.

“I love you too,” I whispered.

That night, Grandma Angelique video-called me.

“How’s my beautiful granddaughter?” she asked, her face filling the screen. “Have you given my great-grandson a name yet?”

“Gideon,” I said. “Gideon Blackwood.”

She clapped her hands, delighted.

“That’s beautiful, dear. I can’t wait to meet him.” Her expression softened. “How is the pain?”

I hesitated, then sighed. “Excruciating.”

Her smile faded immediately.

“I was a werewolf now,” I continued. “Not being a vampire anymore had made the changes... agonising. I was shifting into my werewolf form while carrying a baby who might be a hybrid. Everything felt wrong—conflicting. And the hunger was constant.”

Angelique studied me carefully, her sharp eyes missing nothing.

“That explains the cravings,” she murmured. “Protein. Blood memory without the blood.”

“I felt like my body didn’t belong to me anymore,” I admitted. “Like it was fighting itself.”

She nodded slowly. “It is. But that doesn’t mean it’s failing.”

I swallowed. “What if I hurt him?”

“You won’t,” she said firmly. “Your body is adapting, not breaking. Hybrids are rare, Carissa, but they’re not impossible. And they’re often stronger for it.”

“That doesn’t make it hurt less,” I whispered.

“No,” she agreed gently. “But it means the pain has purpose.”

I rested my hand on my belly, feeling a small shift beneath my palm.

“You are not alone,” Angelique continued. “Not in this body. Not in this family. And not in this war you’ve married into.”

Her words settled deep in my chest.

“Call me if it gets worse,” she said. “Day or night.”

“I will,” I promised.

“And Carissa?” she added softly.

“Yes?”

“You were made strong long before you became anything else.”

The call ended, but her words stayed with me long after the screen went dark.
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