

  [image: Cover]




Anastasia Vale

Bound by Three Alphas


A Vampire Werewolf Reverse Harem Romance





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Anastasia Vale


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. Chapter 1: “The Price of Peace”
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2: “Into the Darkness”
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3: “Blood and Vows”
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4: “Court of Whispers”
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5: “The Hunter’s Moon”
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6: “Moonlight and Revelations”
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7: “Dangerous Games”
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8: “Blood Moon Rising”
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9: “Shadow and Flame”
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10: “Shifting Hearts”
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter 11: “The Crimson Masque”
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter 12: “Truth in Darkness”
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter 13: “Pack Bonds”
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter 14: “Blood and Belonging”
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter 15: “Forbidden Desires”
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter 16: “The Mate’s Call”
        
      

    
      	
        17. Chapter 17: “Convergence”
        
      

    
      	
        18. Chapter 18: “Sacred Union”
        
      

    
      	
        19. Chapter 19: “The Price of Love”
        
      

    
      	
        20. Chapter 20: “New Beginnings”
        
      

    
    


  





  
  One

  
  
  Chapter 1: “The Price of Peace”

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  








POV: Elara Vance 

The morning mist clung to the forest floor like ghostly fingers as I launched myself over the fallen log, my boots finding purchase on the dew-slicked bark before I vaulted to the other side. My heart hammered against my ribs, not from exertion but from the pure joy of running free through my territory. This was home. This was where I belonged.

“Faster, Elara!” Jax’s voice called from somewhere behind me, breathless with laughter. “At this pace, a vampire could catch you!”

I skidded to a halt and spun around, my long auburn hair whipping across my face. “A vampire couldn’t catch me if I was crawling!” I shot back, grinning as my younger brother crashed through the underbrush like a bull moose. For all his teasing, he was still thirty yards behind me.

“That’s what you think,” came another voice, deeper and rougher. Torin emerged from behind a massive oak, his sandy hair tousled and his green eyes bright with the same wild energy that always seemed to crackle between us. “But you’ve never actually faced one.”

My wolf stirred restlessly beneath my skin at his proximity. Torin had been my sparring partner, my closest friend, and lately… something more complicated that neither of us had quite figured out how to name.

“And hopefully I never will,” I replied, trying to ignore the way my pulse quickened when he stepped closer. “The peace treaty—”

“Is hanging by a thread,” Torin interrupted, his expression suddenly serious. “You know that as well as I do. The border skirmishes, the territorial disputes, the way both sides keep finding excuses to postpone the final negotiations…”

I did know. Every member of the Moonstone Pack knew. For a hundred years, werewolves and vampires had been locked in a cold war that occasionally flared into open violence. Resources were depleted, territories constantly disputed, and both populations had suffered devastating losses. The proposed peace treaty was supposed to end all of that.

“But it won’t come to war,” I said, more to convince myself than him. “The Alphas and the Vampire Council are too smart for that. They know what another century of fighting would cost.”

“ELARA!”

The sharp bark of my father’s voice cut through the morning air like a blade. All three of us froze. Alpha Garrick Vance didn’t raise his voice often, but when he did, it meant immediate attention was required.

“I have to go,” I murmured, my stomach already knotting with dread. Something was wrong. I could feel it in the way the forest seemed to hold its breath around us.

“We’ll come with you,” Jax offered, but I shook my head.

“No. If he wanted everyone, he would have howled for the pack.” I squeezed Torin’s hand briefly, ignoring the way electricity seemed to arc between us at the contact. “I’ll find you later.”

The run back to the pack house gave me too much time to think, too much time for my imagination to conjure increasingly dire scenarios. Was it another border incident? Had the peace talks collapsed entirely? By the time I burst through the front door, my wolf was pacing anxiously just beneath my skin.

“Father?” I called, my voice echoing in the spacious main hall. The Moonstone Pack house had been built by my great-grandfather, a massive log structure that could comfortably house our extended pack family. Usually, it buzzed with activity—children playing, adults discussing pack business, the constant hum of a thriving community. Today, it felt eerily quiet.

“In my study.”

I followed his voice down the familiar hallway lined with portraits of past Alphas. My grandmother stared down at me with knowing eyes, as if she could see the storm that was about to break over my head. I paused at the heavy oak door, took a deep breath, and knocked.

“Come in.”

Alpha Garrick Vance sat behind his massive desk, looking every inch the powerful pack leader he was. At fifty-two, his dark hair was threaded with silver at the temples, and laugh lines crinkled around eyes the same warm brown as mine. But today, those eyes held no warmth. Today, he looked like a man preparing to deliver devastating news.

“Sit down, sweetheart.”

The endearment, combined with his grave tone, sent ice through my veins. I perched on the edge of the leather chair across from his desk, every muscle tense. “What’s happened? Is it the vampires? Did they—”

“The peace treaty has been finalized.”

I blinked, confusion replacing fear. “That’s… that’s good news, isn’t it? The war will finally be over.”

“Yes.” He stood and walked to the window overlooking our territory, his broad shoulders rigid. “The war will be over. But the price…” He trailed off, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

“What price?” My voice came out smaller than I intended.

He turned to face me, and I saw something I’d never seen in my father’s eyes before: defeat. “The vampire council has agreed to the treaty, but they have conditions. They want… assurances. Guarantees that both sides will honor the agreement.”

“What kind of guarantees?”

“A bonding ceremony. Between their people and ours.” His jaw worked as if the words tasted bitter. “A union that will create an unbreakable link between our species.”

Understanding began to dawn, cold and terrible. “A marriage.”

“Not just any marriage.” He moved back to his desk, picking up a thick document bound in official seals. “The vampires have proposed something unprecedented. They call it a Trinity Bond.”

“Trinity?” I whispered.

“Three bonds, Elara. Three mates.” His voice cracked on the words. “They want you to bond with three representatives: Prince Lucian Vesper from the vampire royal line, Lord Kieran Blackthorne from their military council, and…” He swallowed hard. “Ronan Cross, an elite warrior from the Northern Pack, to maintain your connection to werewolf heritage.”

The words hit me like physical blows. Three mates. Three strangers. Three bonds that would chain me to a life I’d never chosen.

“Why me?” I managed to ask through numb lips.

“Because you’re my daughter. Because you’re unmated. And because,” he set the document down with shaking hands, “because they believe a Trinity Bond is the only way to truly unite the three factions and prevent future wars. The royal vampires, the military vampires, and the werewolves—all represented in one mystical bond.”

I stared at him, searching for any sign that this was some kind of terrible joke. But my father’s face remained grave, and the official seals on that document were very real.

“And if I refuse?”

“Then the treaty fails. And we go back to war.” He came around the desk and knelt beside my chair, taking my hands in his larger, calloused ones. “Elara, sweetheart, I know what I’m asking of you. I know it’s not fair. But if this war continues, we’ll lose everything. The vampires have resources we can’t match, and they’re growing desperate enough to use them. Our pack, our territory, our way of life—it will all disappear.”

“How long do I have?” The question escaped before I could stop it, and I realized with growing horror that I was actually considering this madness.

“The ceremony is in three days. You would travel to the vampire capital tomorrow to begin the… preparation rituals.”

Three days. Seventy-two hours to say goodbye to everything I’d ever known, everything I’d ever wanted for my future.

“Elara,” my father’s voice was gentle now, pleading. “I know about you and Torin. I’ve seen the way you look at each other. But this is bigger than personal happiness. This is about survival.”

At the mention of Torin’s name, something inside me cracked. I thought of his easy smile, the way his hand had felt in mine just an hour ago, the future we’d started to imagine together. All of it was about to be ripped away.

“Can I… can I have some time to think about it?”

“Of course. But Elara?” He squeezed my hands. “I need an answer by tonight. The vampire council requires confirmation that you’ve accepted the terms.”

I nodded numbly and stood on unsteady legs. “I’ll give you an answer tonight.”

I made it as far as the hallway before my composure shattered completely. Leaning against the wall, I pressed my hands to my mouth to muffle the sob that threatened to escape. Three mates. Three strangers. A life in the vampire capital, surrounded by beings who probably saw me as little more than a political tool.

But the alternative was war. Death. The destruction of everything and everyone I loved.

“Elara?” Torin’s voice made me look up sharply. He stood at the end of the hallway, his face pale with concern. “I heard your father’s summons. What’s wrong?”

For a moment, I couldn’t speak. How did you tell someone you were falling in love with that you were about to be bound to three other men for the sake of political necessity?

“The peace treaty,” I said finally. “It’s been finalized.”

Relief flooded his features. “That’s wonderful! That means—”

“It means I have to marry them.”

The words hung between us like a death sentence. I watched understanding dawn in Torin’s green eyes, watched hope die and be replaced by something raw and desperate.

“Who?” His voice was barely a whisper.

“Three vampire representatives. And a werewolf warrior to maintain balance.” I couldn’t meet his eyes as I continued. “It’s called a Trinity Bond. The only way to guarantee lasting peace between our species.”

“No.” The word exploded from him with such force that I flinched. “Absolutely not. We’ll find another way. We’ll—”

“There is no other way!” My voice cracked with the weight of it. “Do you think my father would ask this of me if there was any alternative? Do you think I want to leave everything I love behind?”

Torin crossed the distance between us in two strides, cupping my face in his hands. “Then don’t. Come away with me. We’ll go to the human territories, start over where neither vampires nor pack politics can reach us.”

For a heartbeat, I let myself imagine it. A simple life with Torin, away from duty and expectation and the crushing weight of responsibility. But then I thought of Jax, barely eighteen and full of dreams for his future. I thought of Sienna, my best friend since childhood. I thought of every pack member who had watched me grow up, who trusted my father to keep them safe.

“I can’t,” I whispered. “If the treaty fails, people die. Our people. Your family, my family, everyone we’ve ever cared about.”

“And what about us?” His thumbs traced the tears I didn’t realize had started falling. “What about what we were building together?”

“I don’t know.” The admission tore at my heart. “I don’t know anything except that I have to do this.”

We stood there in the hallway, holding each other as if we could somehow stop time, stop the inevitable march toward a future neither of us wanted. But eventually, Torin pulled back, his jaw set with grim determination.

“If you have to do this, then at least let me come with you. As your guard, your advisor, something. Don’t face this alone.”

I shook my head. “The terms are specific. I go alone, as a symbol of trust and good faith.”

“Then I’ll follow you. I’ll find a way to—”

“No.” I stepped back, knowing that if I didn’t create distance now, I’d lose what little resolve I had left. “If you truly care about me, you’ll let me do what I have to do without making it harder.”

Pain flashed across his features, but he nodded slowly. “This isn’t over, Elara. I don’t care about Trinity Bonds or vampire politics. I’ll find a way to bring you home.”

After he left, I remained in the hallway for a long time, staring at the portrait of my grandmother. She’d been Alpha before my father, one of the most respected leaders in werewolf history. What would she have done in my position?

But I already knew the answer. She would have made the same choice I was about to make.

That evening, I knocked on my father’s study door once more. This time, when I entered, I found him slumped in his chair, looking far older than his fifty-two years.

“I’ll do it,” I said simply.

Relief and anguish warred across his face. “Elara, I—”

“I have conditions,” I interrupted. “I want regular communication with the pack. I want guarantees about our territory rights. And I want assurance that if this Trinity Bond proves harmful to either species, it can be dissolved.”

He nodded quickly. “I’ll make sure those terms are included in the final agreement.”

“Then yes. I accept.” The words felt like lead in my mouth, but they were said. My fate was sealed.

“You’re so much stronger than I was at your age,” my father said softly. “Your grandmother would be proud.”

As I left his study for what might be the last time as simply Elara Vance, pack member and daughter, I wondered if strength was really what this was. Or if it was simply the courage to sacrifice everything for the people you loved, even when it might destroy you in the process.

Tomorrow, I would travel to the vampire capital. In three days, I would bind myself to three strangers through ancient magic I didn’t understand.

But tonight, I would mourn the future I was giving up and try to find the courage to face whatever came next.

The Trinity Bond awaited, and with it, a destiny I’d never wanted but could no longer avoid.
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POV: Lucian Vesper 

The crystal decanter of blood wine slammed against the marble wall with a satisfying crash, its contents streaking down the pristine white surface like abstract art painted in crimson. I stood in the center of my private chambers, chest heaving with an anger I hadn’t felt in decades, watching the expensive liqueur drip onto the Persian rug that had been a gift from the Ottoman Sultan three centuries ago.

“Feel better?” Silas asked dryly from his position by the door. My personal advisor and oldest friend had the audacity to look amused by my outburst, his silver hair catching the light from the massive chandelier overhead.

“No,” I snarled, running a hand through my dark hair. “I do not feel better.”

And why should I? In less than forty-eight hours, I was expected to participate in some archaic bonding ceremony with not just one bride, but apparently share her with two other males like some kind of… of…

“Concubine,” I spat aloud.

“I beg your pardon, Your Highness?”

“That’s what they’re making me. A concubine in my own marriage.” I began pacing the length of my chambers, my leather boots clicking against the marble floor. “Share the werewolf girl with Kieran Blackthorne and some savage from the Northern Pack. As if I’m not sufficient to seal this treaty on my own.”

Silas moved further into the room, careful to avoid the broken glass scattered across the floor. “Perhaps you should consider the political advantages—”

“Political advantages?” I whirled to face him. “What possible advantage could there be in diluting the Vesper bloodline with this… this Trinity Bond nonsense?”

“The same advantages that have kept our people alive for the past century,” Silas replied with the patience of someone who had been managing my temper since I was a fledgling. “You know as well as I do that we’re losing this war, Lucian. Our resources are nearly exhausted, our population declining. The werewolves have advantages we can’t match—their connection to the natural world, their rapid reproduction rate, their ability to blend into human society.”

I wanted to argue, but the truth in his words was undeniable. The Vampire Council had been painting a rosy picture for decades, but I’d seen the real numbers. Our birth rates were at an all-time low, our territories shrinking, our influence waning. Meanwhile, the werewolf packs were thriving, expanding, growing stronger with each passing year.

“So we surrender,” I said bitterly. “Bind ourselves to them through some mystical ceremony that probably hasn’t been performed in a thousand years.”

“We survive,” Silas corrected. “And we adapt. The Trinity Bond isn’t surrender, Lucian. According to the ancient texts, it’s one of the most powerful magical unions ever created. Three different sources of supernatural power, bound together through blood and desire. The resulting connection is supposed to be…” He paused, searching for the right words. “Transcendent.”

“Transcendent,” I repeated, tasting the word like ash. “And what does that mean, exactly? That I’ll have to share not just my bride’s bed, but her heart? Her loyalty? Her children?”

The last word came out strangled. I was the heir to the Vesper line, destined to rule the vampire kingdom when my father finally stepped down. I needed heirs, pure vampire heirs who could continue our bloodline and maintain our power. What would come from this Trinity Bond? Mongrel children with watered-down abilities?

“The texts are… unclear on the specifics,” Silas admitted. “But they do suggest that Trinity Bond offspring are uniquely powerful. Different, yes, but not lesser.”

I threw myself into the leather chair by the fireplace, staring into the dancing flames. As a vampire, I couldn’t feel their heat, but I’d always found fire mesmerizing. Perhaps because it was one of the few things that could truly destroy me.

“Tell me about them again,” I said wearily. “My… partners.”

Silas retrieved a folder from the side table and settled into the chair across from me. “Kieran Blackthorne. Ancient vampire, pre-dates even your father’s reign. Military commander, strategist, fighter. He’s seen more battles than any vampire alive.”

“And he’s older than dirt,” I muttered. “What is he, eight hundred years old?”

“Nine hundred and twelve, according to our records. But his experience could be valuable, especially if we face resistance to this union from either side.”

“Resistance.” I laughed humorlessly. “Oh, there will be resistance. Half our court thinks binding ourselves to werewolves is an abomination. The other half thinks we should have wiped them out decades ago.”

“Which brings us to the werewolf warrior.” Silas consulted his notes. “Ronan Cross. Elite fighter from the Northern Pack, descended from Alpha bloodlines. Twenty-eight years old, unmarked, considered one of their finest warriors.”

“A puppy,” I said dismissively. “Barely out of adolescence by vampire standards.”

“But connected to werewolf leadership through blood and loyalty. His presence in the bond ensures that the Northern Pack—one of the most powerful werewolf factions—will honor the treaty.”

I closed my eyes, trying to process the reality of what was coming. Tomorrow, a werewolf girl would arrive at our palace. The day after that, I would participate in a bonding ceremony that would tie me to her and two other males for the rest of my very long life.

“What do you know about her?” I asked. “The girl. Elara Vance.”

“Daughter of Alpha Garrick Vance, leader of the Moonstone Pack. Twenty-two years old, unbonded, well-educated by werewolf standards. Reports suggest she’s intelligent, strong-willed, and fiercely loyal to her people.”

“Beautiful?”

Silas hesitated. “I… haven’t seen recent portraits, Your Highness.”

Which meant yes, but he was too diplomatic to say so. Not that it mattered. Beautiful or not, she would still be a werewolf. Still be someone I had to share. Still be a constant reminder that I wasn’t enough—that the Vesper name alone couldn’t secure our people’s future.

A sharp knock interrupted my brooding. “Enter,” I called.

The massive doors to my chambers swung open, and Kieran Blackthorne strode in without waiting for permission. Even after all these centuries, the ancient vampire moved with the fluid grace of a apex predator. His dark hair was pulled back in a severe queue, and his pale eyes surveyed my chambers with the calculating gaze of someone who had survived nine hundred years by never letting his guard down.

“Lucian.” His voice held the faint accent of old nobility, from a time when vampires still maintained human courts. “I see you’ve redecorated.”

He was looking at the blood wine stain on my wall, of course. Heat rose in my cheeks—an echo of human embarrassment that I should have outgrown centuries ago.

“Kieran.” I stood, drawing myself up to my full height. We were nearly the same build, but he had the advantage of age and experience. In a physical confrontation, he would probably destroy me. “To what do I owe the… pleasure?”

“We need to discuss the arrangements for our shared bride.”

The words hit me like a slap. Our shared bride. As if she were a piece of property to be divided between us.

“I wasn’t aware there was anything to discuss,” I said stiffly. “The ceremony is in two days. We participate, we bond, we fulfill our duty to the treaty.”

Kieran moved closer, and I caught the scent that all ancient vampires carried—old blood, older earth, and something indefinable that spoke of power accumulated over centuries.

“You’re thinking of this as a political arrangement,” he said. “A necessary sacrifice for the good of our people.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Perhaps. But if we approach it that way—as three males competing for one female’s attention, as rivals forced to share what should belong to one—we’ll destroy each other and her in the process.”

I frowned. “What are you suggesting?”

“Cooperation.” The word seemed to surprise him as much as it did me. “The Trinity Bond isn’t just about binding three factions together politically. According to the texts I’ve researched, it requires genuine unity between all participants. Not just tolerance, but actual partnership.”

“Partnership,” I repeated slowly. “With you. And with some werewolf savage who probably can’t even read.”

Kieran’s eyes flashed with something dangerous. “Underestimate Ronan Cross at your peril, young prince. I’ve made inquiries about him. The Northern Pack doesn’t produce weaklings.”

“You’ve researched our fellow… groom?”

“Of course I have. Just as I’ve researched you.” His smile was sharp as a blade. “You’re three hundred and twenty-seven years old, educated in politics and statecraft but with limited combat experience. You’ve never been in a real relationship—a few dalliances with vampire ladies, but nothing lasting. You’re used to getting your way through charm and political maneuvering.”

The casual way he catalogued my life and found it wanting made my fangs extend involuntarily. “Is there a point to this character assassination?”

“The point is that none of us—you, me, or the werewolf—know what we’re walking into. We’re all making assumptions based on prejudice and limited information.” He moved to the window overlooking the palace courtyard. “But in forty-eight hours, we’ll be magically bound to each other and to her. Permanently. We can either find a way to make it work, or we can spend eternity making each other miserable.”

I joined him at the window. Below, vampire servants scurried about their evening duties, preparing for tomorrow’s arrival of our… bride. The word still felt strange in my mind.

“What do you propose?”

“We meet with Cross tonight. All three of us. We establish ground rules, discuss expectations, figure out how to approach this without tearing each other apart.”

“And if I refuse?”

Kieran turned to look at me, and for a moment I saw past the ancient predator to something almost vulnerable. “Then we go into the most important magical working of our lives as enemies instead of allies. And we probably destroy the only chance for peace our peoples have had in a century.”

He was right, damn him. I hated that he was right.

“Fine,” I said through gritted teeth. “Arrange the meeting. But I want it here, in neutral territory.”

“Agreed.” He moved toward the door, then paused. “One more thing, Lucian.”

“Yes?”

“Tomorrow, when Elara Vance arrives, she’ll be terrified. She’s giving up everything she’s ever known to bind herself to three strangers for the sake of her people. The least we can do is try not to be the monsters she’s expecting.”

After he left, I returned to staring into the fire. Silas had retreated to his usual corner, giving me space to process this latest development.

“He’s right, you know,” Silas said quietly.

“About what?”

“About her being terrified. I’ve been thinking about it from her perspective. A werewolf girl, raised in pack territory, suddenly thrust into vampire court and expected to bond with three males she’s never met. It must be overwhelming.”

I tried to imagine it—leaving everything familiar, everyone you loved, to fulfill a political obligation that would chain you to strangers for eternity. For the first time since learning about the Trinity Bond, I felt something other than anger and resentment.

I felt… sympathy.

“What was I like when I was twenty-two?” I asked suddenly.

Silas smiled. “Arrogant. Impulsive. Convinced that the world revolved around your wants and needs.”

“Some things never change.”

“Some things do. You’ve grown into your responsibilities, learned to think beyond immediate gratification. But you were also…” He paused, considering his words. “You were lonely, I think. Surrounded by people but genuinely close to very few.”

The observation stung because it was accurate. Vampire society was built on hierarchy, manipulation, careful alliances. Real intimacy was rare, real trust even rarer. I had Silas, had a few genuine friendships, but nothing deeper. Nothing that touched the core of who I was.

“Do you think it could work?” I asked. “This Trinity Bond. Not just politically, but… personally.”

“I think,” Silas said carefully, “that it could be either the greatest union in supernatural history, or a spectacular disaster that destroys everyone involved. The outcome will depend entirely on whether you can set aside your pride long enough to try.”

Two hours later, Ronan Cross arrived at the palace.

I’d been expecting someone brutish, crude, perhaps wearing animal skins and smelling of the forest. What walked through my chamber doors was… something else entirely.

He was tall, as tall as Kieran and myself, with the kind of lean muscle that spoke of practical strength rather than vanity. His dark hair was shorter than current vampire fashion, his clothes simple but well-made. And his eyes…

His eyes were the deep green of ancient forests, sharp with intelligence and completely unintimidated by the vampire palace surrounding him.

“Your Highness.” His voice carried a slight Scottish accent, and his bow was perfectly respectful without being servile. “Lord Blackthorne. Thank you for agreeing to this meeting.”

“Mr. Cross.” I inclined my head slightly. “Please, have a seat.”

He chose the chair closest to the door—a warrior’s instinct to maintain an escape route—but his posture was relaxed, confident. Not what I’d expected from someone entering the heart of vampire power.

“I assume Lord Blackthorne has explained the purpose of this gathering?” I said.

“Aye. To establish how we’re going to handle the next few days without killing each other.” There was dry humor in his voice. “Seems like a reasonable goal.”

Kieran leaned forward. “What are your expectations regarding the bonding ceremony?”

Ronan was quiet for a long moment, his green eyes moving between us. “Honestly? I expected to hate both of you on sight. Vampires and werewolves have been enemies for so long, it’s almost instinctual.”

“And do you?” I asked. “Hate us?”

“No.” The simple answer surprised me. “You’re not what I expected. Either of you.”

“What did you expect?”

“Monsters, I suppose. Creatures so alien that any kind of real connection would be impossible.” He shrugged. “But you’re just… people. Complicated, flawed people trying to navigate an impossible situation.”

The observation was uncomfortably perceptive. I was beginning to understand why the Northern Pack had chosen him for this task.

“The girl,” Kieran said. “Elara. What do you know about her?”

“More than you, I’d wager.” Ronan’s expression softened slightly. “I’ve been to the Moonstone Pack territory several times for inter-pack negotiations. I’ve seen her in action—smart, fierce, completely devoted to her family and pack. She’s giving up everything for this treaty.”

“We all are,” I pointed out.

“Are you?” His green eyes fixed on me with uncomfortable intensity. “You’re staying in your home, surrounded by your people, maintaining your position and power. She’s leaving everything behind to live among strangers who’ve been her enemies since birth.”

The words stung because they were true. Whatever sacrifices I was making, they paled in comparison to hers.

“Then we make sure she doesn’t regret it,” Kieran said quietly.

Both Ronan and I looked at him in surprise.

“She’s giving up her freedom for peace between our peoples,” the ancient vampire continued. “The least we can do is ensure that sacrifice isn’t wasted. We make this work. We find a way to honor what she’s giving up.”

“And how exactly do we do that?” I asked.

“We start by remembering that she’s a person, not a political symbol,” Ronan said. “She has feelings, fears, dreams that probably don’t include being bound to three strangers for eternity.”

“We give her choices where we can,” Kieran added. “Control over what parts of her life she can still control.”

“And we don’t compete with each other for her attention like schoolboys,” I said, finally understanding what they were driving at. “We find a way to share that doesn’t diminish any of us.”

The three of us sat in silence for several minutes, each lost in our own thoughts about the impossible task ahead.

“There’s something else,” Ronan said eventually. “Something I need you both to understand. Werewolf bonding isn’t like vampire political marriages. When we mate, it’s for life. Heart, soul, everything. If this Trinity Bond is real—if it actually creates the magical connection the texts describe—then we’re not just talking about sharing a wife or political alliance.”

“What are we talking about?” I asked, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.

“We’re talking about falling in love. All of us. With her and possibly with each other in ways we can’t predict or control.” His green eyes were deadly serious. “Are you prepared for that possibility?”

The question hung in the air like a challenge. Was I prepared to love someone I’d never met? To share that love with two other males? To have my entire understanding of relationships, of intimacy, of my own heart, completely transformed?

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally. “But I suppose we’re about to find out.”

Tomorrow, Elara Vance would arrive. The day after that, the Trinity Bond ceremony would bind us all together in ways none of us fully understood.

For the first time since learning about this arrangement, I found myself curious rather than just resentful.

What kind of woman inspired such loyalty that an entire pack would send her into enemy territory to secure peace? What kind of person could bridge the gap between vampire sophistication and werewolf wildness?

What kind of magic could bind three supernatural males to one extraordinary female?

In thirty-six hours, I would have my answers.




OEBPS/f4dcb247d88d3ee6444d641ecc014535c26b47e1_smallRaw.jpg
P@IAS TASIA VALE








OEBPS/images/f4dcb247d88d3ee6444d641ecc014535c26b47e1_smallRaw.jpg
P@IAS TASIA VALE












