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​Trigger Warning


This book contains dark and mature themes including violence, possessive behavior, bloodplay, primal claiming, and emotionally intense relationships. It is intended for adult readers (18+) and may not be suitable for all audiences. Reader discretion is advised.
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    To those who crave the dark, dangerous, and untamed...

This story is for the fierce souls who believe love is worth fighting for, even when the odds are impossible. May you always chase passion with wild abandon and embrace the fire that sets your soul free.

With unyielding gratitude to my readers—you are the heartbeat of every story I write. Thank you for walking this shadowed path with me.

And to the one who has always believed in me—this is for you, forever and beyond.



    



  	
        
            
            "There is no force in heaven or hell more dangerous than a heart consumed by desire... and a soul willing to burn for it."
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​Prologue

[image: ]




The night belonged to the damned.

Moonlight fractured through the tangled canopy of the ancient forest, casting ghostly beams across the gnarled roots and forgotten ruins that littered the cursed lands of Sacred Grove. The air thrummed with magic—raw, untamed, and dangerous—a silent promise of things better left in shadow.

From the towering peaks of Morvhalin to the sacred rivers of Windridge, old covenants kept a fragile peace among the supernatural factions: vampires, werewolves, witches, and things far darker. Bound by blood and ancient law, they lived in uneasy balance, knowing one broken oath could plunge their world into chaos.

But fate cared nothing for rules—or covenants.

Faine, the lethal vampire warrioress forged in blood and vengeance, knew this all too well. Once bound by loyalty and love to the cruel vampire lord Rune, she had become his most dangerous weapon—and his most coveted possession. His power had shaped her, twisted her, until her only desire was freedom from his grasp.

Now, she was a legend whispered through the dark—beautiful, deadly, and unforgiving. The golden-eyed vampire whose soul remained untamed. But even legends can be hunted... and claimed.

Grey , Alpha of the Darkmoon Pack, ruled the wild territories with brutal strength and unwavering command. His dominion stretched across miles of forest and mountain, his word law among wolves. His enemies feared his wrath, but it was his relentless heart that made him truly dangerous.

Fate had not prepared him for her.

Their worlds were never meant to collide. Bound by ancient magic and unforgiving laws, vampires and werewolves were enemies by blood and history. Love between them was a death sentence.

But destiny is rarely merciful.

When Faine and Grey’s paths cross in the dark heart of Sacred Grove, desire ignites like wildfire—fierce, primal, and impossible to control. Their bond is a violation of sacred laws, a temptation that could destroy everything they’ve built. Yet neither can resist the pull.

With war looming and shadows rising, they must choose between forbidden love and the survival of their people. Betrayal comes with a price—and breaking the ancient covenants will awaken powers long buried.

The balance of their world teeters on the edge of a blade, where love and death are bound by blood... and destiny is written in the dark.

—-
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Welcome to Sacred Grove—where passion is deadly, alliances are fragile, and the only thing stronger than fate... is desire.

​
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​~1~ Born of Blood
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The night I was reborn, death seduced me with promises of eternity.

Before the hunger. Before the agony. Before the endless dark.

Long ago, I was mortal—someone’s daughter with golden eyes like liquid fire and a spirit too fierce for the simple life fate had offered. My father taught me how to track a stag and wield a blade, but no lesson could have prepared me for the night Rune found me.

He emerged from the shadows like sin given form—ancient, powerful, and merciless. His dark hair glinted like polished obsidian under the light of the twin moons, and his crimson gaze burned through me with a possessive intensity I could neither resist nor comprehend.

I should have run.

But I didn’t.

“You are wasted here,” he had whispered, his voice like velvet stretched over steel. “A caged flame meant to scorch the earth.”

And then he took me—body, soul, and something far more precious.

-
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The transition into vampyr was torment beyond comprehension. Death wasn’t a peaceful escape—it was a brutal, excruciating descent into something far worse.

Blood. It was everywhere—the hot, sticky sensation of it on my skin, the metallic taste searing my throat. My mortal heart had stopped, but something dark and monstrous awoke in its place.

I remembered Rune’s fangs sinking deep, his venom spreading like wildfire through my veins. His hands held me down—not gently, not tenderly, but with predatory control. There was no promise of love or devotion in his touch—only claiming, only ownership.

His whispered words lingered like poison: “I am not your salvation. I am your beginning.”

-
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I woke alone, my body aflame with hunger so fierce it shattered thought. My mind was fractured, primal, consumed by need.

The moon hung low in the sky, illuminating the darkened woods where I had been discarded—a newly created predator cast into the wild, left to survive or perish.

Everything was too sharp, too loud, too bright. The wind cutting through the trees howled like a living thing. The scent of earth, animals, and blood overwhelmed my senses, a symphony of temptation I couldn’t control.

I stumbled through the ancient forest, naked, feral, driven by the maddening hunger that burned deeper than pain. My mind fractured beneath its relentless onslaught, stripping away the last vestiges of my humanity.

-
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When I found the great bear drinking from a cold, clear stream, instinct took over.

The beast was massive, its fur shimmering like obsidian under the moonlight, its muscles coiled with primal power. I could hear its heart—steady, strong, alive—a seductive rhythm that ignited a blinding need.

I lunged.

With a guttural snarl, the bear struck back with brutal precision. Its massive claws tore across my lower abdomen, sending me crashing into the icy waters. The shock of pain and cold seared through me, mingling with the intoxicating scent of my own blood spilled into the stream.

I should have died.

But death had already claimed me.

Driven by survival, I fought with an animalistic fury, my limbs moving faster than thought. The pain meant nothing—only the kill mattered. Only the hunger.

We clashed in a brutal, savage dance of blood and claw, instinct and desperation. At last, I sank my newly-formed fangs deep into its throat, silencing its roar with a final, fatal bite. Its lifeblood surged into my mouth, hot and wild and utterly intoxicating.

I drank until its pulse faded... and still, the hunger burned on.

-
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I rose from the stream, battered and scarred, yet alive—something far more dangerous than I had been before.

The wound across my abdomen healed slowly, but not without leaving its mark—a permanent scar etched into my pale skin, a reminder of what I had become.

There was no peace in the aftermath—only silence. The hunger dulled but never vanished, lingering beneath the surface like a constant, sinister whisper.

For the first time, I understood what I was. Not a creature blessed by immortality, but cursed with eternal need.

-
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I should have disappeared into the night, lost forever in the wilderness. But even then, some twisted, unholy pull drew me back toward him—Rune.

When I staggered into the vampire stronghold, drenched in blood and reeking of death, he was waiting, watching from the shadows with that cold, calculating smirk that haunted my darkest dreams.

“You survived.” His voice slithered through the stillness, darkly amused. “Good.”

His crimson eyes gleamed with possession and pride, as if he alone had shaped my survival—his creation, forged in pain and fire.

I hated him then—hated how he made me feel both weak and indestructible, how his presence wrapped around me like chains I could never break.

But deep down, beneath the hunger and hatred, there was something more dangerous than rage—defiance.

I was his, bound by blood and law... but I would never be his slave.
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​~2~ Moonlight
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Nestled between ancient tribal forests and jagged mountain peaks, the mystical lands of Sacred Grove sprawled in untamed majesty—a primal expanse where magic whispered through every leaf and ancient forces slumbered beneath the earth. Clear, icy streams wove like silver veins through moss-carpeted glades, cascading into glittering waterfalls whose echoing roars spoke of forgotten legends.

Wild deer glided silently through dappled forests, their delicate forms blending with the shifting shadows. Giant land tortoises lumbered slowly through sunlit meadows, while cunning raccoons darted between gnarled roots. Life thrived here—but not just the mortal kind.

Beneath the forest canopy, hidden from human sight, the world belonged to creatures of myth and magic. Supernatural realms overlapped in a tangled web of secrets, alliances, and blood oaths.

-
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At the base of the towering Morvhalin Mountain Range lay the ancient vampire coven—a hidden fortress carved into the heart of the mountains, veiled by dark enchantments. The entrance, marked by towering obsidian spires, pulsed faintly with magic, radiating foreboding power. Only those bound by blood could pass through the enchanted gates unscathed.

Within the shadowed expanse of the coven, candlelit chambers sprawled in labyrinthine complexity, carved into the stone with dark elegance. Black marble halls shimmered faintly under enchanted torches, casting eerie reflections. Every corridor echoed with whispered plots and the rustling of cloaks as courtiers maneuvered through a web of politics and intrigue.

The Elder Council, ancient beyond mortal comprehension, ruled with iron will and cold calculation. Their pale, regal faces bore the marks of countless centuries, their eyes glowing with knowledge gleaned from dark sorcery. They commanded absolute obedience and presided over the fate of all within their dominion.

Faine, the feared and revered vampire warrioress, stood at the forefront of the coven’s military might. Her assassin force, clad in black armor etched with blood-forged runes, struck terror into enemies near and far. They were loyal only to her—a dangerous loyalty, for they would follow her into damnation if she commanded it.

Amid this world of darkness lived Hounds, human companions sworn to serve vampire masters in exchange for long life. Their existence was both privilege and curse—bound by blood, desire, and an unbreakable will to serve. Their devotion was absolute, fueled by magic and something far darker: obsession.

-
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Beyond the shadowed mountains lay the forested expanse of the Kindred Tribe, protectors of the land's sacred secrets. Their villages were scattered across the rolling woodlands, blending seamlessly with nature. Smoke from hearth-fires spiraled into the air as villagers went about their lives in perfect harmony with the earth.

The Chieftain, a wise and commanding leader, ruled with unmatched authority tempered by empathy. His connection to the forest was legendary; he could read omens in the rustling of leaves or the cry of a distant hawk. His decisions guided the fate of his people.

Beside him stood Shara, the Tribal Healer, a woman of unparalleled skill in herbal medicine and spirit-magic. Her hands could mend broken bones and soothe fevers, but her whispered incantations could also invoke the wrath of the forest if needed. The tribe worshiped her as a living legend, a protector and spiritual guardian.

The Tribal Warriors, fierce and loyal, were raised in the old ways of survival and war. They rode bareback on wild horses, their bodies honed through brutal training in archery, swordplay, and tracking. Their bond with the land was primal, unshakable.

At the tribe's heart was the Native Princess, a figure of both political and spiritual significance. She embodied the tribe’s strength, wearing ceremonial attire adorned with beads, feathers, and sacred symbols. Her duties extended beyond royalty—she presided over sacred rites, binding the living to the spirits of the land.

-
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In the dense woodlands of Windridge, where shadows twisted like living creatures, roamed the Darkmoon Pack—a formidable werewolf clan led by the mighty Alpha, Grey .

The pack's Borderlands were fiercely guarded, marked by claw-scarred trees and moon-blessed totems hung with protective charms. Trespassers were shown no mercy; the wolves of Darkmoon protected what was theirs with feral intensity.

The Pack House, an imposing structure of ancient oak and rough-hewn stone, stood as the center of werewolf life. Its grand hall hosted feasts, war councils, and rituals under the light of the twin moons.

Inside the communal pack house, Pack Mother Asha, nurturing yet fiercely protective, taught the cubs their heritage and trained them in combat, strategy, and survival. Her word was law among the young wolves, and her nurturing touch tempered even the most rebellious spirits.

The pack’s Medical Healers, the only humans allowed near the werewolf lands, tended to wounds inflicted by claws, fangs, and ancient curses. They worked tirelessly, knowing failure meant death—or worse.

Underneath the pack house, a Fortress-Prison of enchanted stone held the pack's most dangerous enemies. No creature had ever escaped its iron-bound cells, guarded by runes carved from enchanted silver.

And looming above it all was Alpha Grey's Den, a massive log-built structure fortified against any threat. It was his sanctuary, his war room, and his throne—a constant reminder of his unmatched power. His authority was absolute, upheld by strength, cunning, and an iron will forged in blood and battle.

-
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At the foot of The Great Falls, where icy waters roared in endless majesty, stood the sanctuary of the White Witch Coven of Emberwood. To outsiders, it appeared as a dilapidated cottage consumed by moss and vines. In truth, it was a sprawling mystical estate hidden by powerful illusion magic.

The Lady High Witch Soraya, graceful and formidable, presided over the coven like a mother over her children. Her magic radiated serenity, but her wrath could strike like lightning from the storm-choked sky.

The witches drew power from the waterfalls’ enchanted waters, channeling nature’s energy into rituals of healing, protection, and elemental control. Beneath moonlit skies, they gathered at the sacred Ritual Circle, carved into the rock itself, where spells of incredible power were woven into existence.

The coven's Elder Witches, crones whose magic could reshape fate itself, served as the spiritual backbone of the coven. Their whispered chants kept the balance of magic intact, guarding against the dark forces that prowled beyond the veil.

—-
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In Sacred Grove, every soul, mortal or immortal, played their part in a deadly symphony of power, desire, and survival. The fragile balance teetered on the edge of a blade, where one act of defiance could ignite a war.

And in the dark heart of this magical world, fate stirred—a tangled web of love, power, and ancient vendettas destined to unravel under the moon’s cruel gaze.
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​~3~ Amidst the Shadows
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Amidst the sprawling darkness of the vampire coven, Faine stood apart—a sentinel of forgotten time and buried dreams. She was a living relic of a bygone era, her presence a constant reminder of blood-drenched centuries. The younger vampires revered her with equal parts awe and fear, for she embodied both the beauty of immortality and the unrelenting harshness of eternal war.

Her flaxen eyes, once as radiant as dawn’s first light, now burned with a smoldering intensity, tempered by a thousand lifetimes of regret, bloodshed, and betrayal. They were the eyes of a creature who had long ceased to hope for redemption—and yet, somewhere deep within their molten gold depths, a flicker of something still stirred... though she could not yet name it.

-
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Faine had been turned by Rune over seven centuries ago—a time when the world was savage and cruel, ruled by empires built on conquest and greed. The memory of her transformation lingered like a scar etched into her soul: violent, excruciating, and drenched in blood. She had been his greatest creation—a perfect blend of deadly grace and unparalleled strength, molded into a lethal weapon for his empire of darkness.

Rune’s bite had been as brutal as his ambition. His blood had burned like molten steel in her veins, reshaping her mortal body into something fierce and unyielding. Her flesh, though pale and smooth, was marked with scars from countless battles—reminders of wars fought in shadows, hidden from mortal histories.

As the Guardian Master of the vampire horde, she had risen swiftly through the ranks, proving herself not only through skill but through unmatched loyalty—at least in those early years. Her hand-forged blades, crafted with dark enchantments, had turned the tide of many battles. Faine was both warrior and artisan; her steel sang death when wielded in her grip.

She remembered the wars: vast, sprawling conflicts that had burned across continents. Empires crumbled, kings fell, and mortal civilizations turned to dust—but she endured. She became war’s eternal mistress, a hunter whose only purpose was to kill, conquer, and survive.

Her beauty, once a mortal's fragile gift, had become something far more dangerous—a weapon as precise as her blades. She could seduce, manipulate, and destroy with a glance or a whispered promise. In the tangled game of court politics and supernatural alliances, her power lay as much in her allure as in her skill with a sword.

-
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Centuries passed like autumn leaves swept by an unyielding wind. Faine watched as younger vampires—newlings intoxicated by power—celebrated their eternal youth with reckless abandon. They indulged in fleeting pleasures, drowning in mortal desires they could never truly understand.

But for Faine, eternity was a prison. Her immortality was not freedom—it was a never-ending war with no respite, a relentless cycle of killing, survival, and loss. She had witnessed friends fall, comrades fade into ash, and mortal lovers age and wither while she remained unchanged—trapped in a frozen, inescapable moment.

She learned long ago that attachment was weakness, and vulnerability was death. Love was a dangerous illusion—one she could no longer afford to entertain. Her heart, once capable of passion and tenderness, had become a fortress of ice and steel.

-
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But even in her carefully constructed isolation, fear lingered—not the fear of death or defeat, but the fear of emotional devastation, of losing herself to another's power.

It was the most profound terror she carried, buried deep beneath layers of hardened resolve. She had faced monstrous enemies, endured the searing pain of enchanted wounds, and stood defiant against overwhelming odds—but the thought of giving her heart, of allowing someone close enough to wound her soul, terrified her beyond reason.

She knew that love could bring more than just joy—it could deliver ruin.

To care was to risk destruction, and Faine had sworn she would never be vulnerable again. Rune had taught her that trust was a weapon turned against the foolish. His betrayal had driven that lesson deep into her very bones, ensuring she would never forget it.

-
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Late at night, in moments stolen from duty, solitude wrapped around her like a familiar cloak. She would stand at the edge of the coven’s vast mountain fortress, gazing out across the wild expanse of Sacred Grove, where the forests stretched into an endless sea of shadows.

The wind carried the haunting howl of wolves, their cries echoing through the jagged peaks like ghosts mourning lost souls. There was something primal in their call—fierce, untamed, and aching with longing.

Faine often wondered what it would be like to be free like that—driven not by blood oaths or ancient laws, but by instinct and wild purpose. Wolves lived fiercely, loved fiercely, and fought with unwavering loyalty. Their howls stirred something long-buried within her—a memory, perhaps, of a life before darkness consumed her.

But such thoughts were dangerous. Hope was a fool's game, and longing was the first step toward vulnerability.

-
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Even after centuries, Rune’s shadow loomed large over her existence. He still held power over her—through blood and law—but her devotion to him had eroded into something bitter and sharp-edged. What had once been respect and loyalty had turned into quiet defiance—a simmering resentment that burned hotter with each passing year.

Her freedom was a distant, unattainable dream—but one she refused to surrender completely.

She thought of the ancient covenants that bound their kind, the endless politics, the suffocating rituals of obedience and servitude. The vampire court played its games, weaving webs of deceit and ambition—but Faine cared little for their petty schemes. She lived for the moments when her blades sang in the heat of battle, when the rush of combat silenced the noise of her restless mind.
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