
Chapter 37

Serena Lancaster

"My Queen." a1

I turned in my seat and put my hairbrush down, glancing at Jon who

had just entered our room. He looked like he hadn't slept for a

month.

"Jon..." I opened my arms and he rushed into me, crumbling into my

embrace. He knelt down in front of me and I flinched when I felt his

teardrops on my arms. a2

"I...Serena...I don't know...we can't rule...not yet...we're not ready..."

He said, his voice mu led. a2

"It's the only way we can go to war." I soothed, running my palm flat

across his back.

"Whatever happened to violence isn't the answer? What happened to

that Serena?" Jon croaked. I knew in my heart that he wasn't being

snide; he was just really confused.

"She's still here. She just...changed." I whispered.

"That's just what I never wanted to happen . Everyone can dragged to

darkness but you're the only pure thing I have." Jon growled. I

whimpered, cupping his cheek and turning him to face me.

"Jon, you can't put me on that sort of pedestal." I sighed. "I'm only

going to end up disappointing you if you do." a4

"Never." He declared.

I helped him up and led him to our study, making him sit in our

couch.

"How are you feeling, your majesty?" I asked. Jon rolled his eyes and

gave a harsh laugh.

"It's strange. All my life, I was supposed to be looking forward to this

moment, but it doesn't feel like...I've earned it." Jon said.

"Jon, you know that's not entirely true. Stop feeding yourself these

lies and start doing what you were born to do." I said, looking him in

the eyes.

Silence followed. I fidgeted; I knew what we needed to talk about. We

had been avoiding the topic since he'd taken the throne. I wanted to

carefully word my statement.

"Jon, before we head north, you're going to have to name Patrick

your regent." I hesitantly said. "Not me."

Jon looked up, startled. I knew what he was thinking. Queens usually

stayed in Lightwing during war, acting as regent for the absent king. a2

"You're not going North." Jon adamantly said. I raised my eyebrows.

"Jon, we've been over this." I frowned. "Once we arrive at Alpha

Adam's borders and the fighting starts, I'm taking a small group to

smuggle all those females out."

Jon stayed silent. He was wrestling with himself. No doubt his

possessive nature demanded that he lock me up in a tower for

safekeeping but Jon's rational side knew that I wasn't going to give

in. It was his idea to have me lead the group in the first place—the

only di erence now was that I was a Queen.

"It is unprecedented for a Queen to do such a thing." Jon bluntly said.

"You were going to let me do it as a princess."

"That was di erent. It's not going to be easy because you're the

Queen. You're under a whole new blanket of rules. The tribunal will

have to approve it and it's going to be tough convincing them

otherwise. They will demand that you stay here. You have to be the

regent." Jon demanded.

"Well, we're going to have to fight them on that. Jon...I can't stay

here." I desperately said.

"I can't keep fighting them, Serena. I'm gonna need their support to

start this war and keep it going. My job will be harder if they're pissed

at me. It's not a pleasant way to start my reign."

"Oh come on! You're staring your reign with war! I think 'pleasant'

already flew out the window!" I sco ed. a6

Jon stayed silent, fuming. I went in for the kill, keeping my tone

gentle and convincing. I put my hand on his shoulder and tried to

channel warmth and positivity through our bond.

"Patrick is more fit to be your regent and you know it—he'll do a

better job of reassuring our people and keeping the peace because

that's what he's good at. This isn't about me, this is about you not yet

forgiving him."

"And so what if it is?" Jon growled. "Do you think they're going to

listen to a prince who claimed a rogue?"

"They listened to a prince who killed an alpha." I shot back. a1

"You can't keep using that to get your way." Jon snapped. I sighed

apologetically.

"I know. I'm sorry. But you can't refer to Valeen as a rogue anymore

too." I patiently said. He nodded, and I felt emboldened to continue.

"Look, we digress. Your funds and your army are going to run low

over the course of this war and only Patrick will be able to convince

the tribunal to send reinforcements whenever needed. I can't pull

that o —I'll just end up yelling at them."

"I don't know, Serena. Patrick's a wild card." He stubbornly said.

"Patrick is also your only heir." I said, pulling my trump card. "Unless

you have illegitimate children running around Lightwing that I don't

know about, the fact of the matter is if you go down, Patrick is King.

You're going to have to put that in writing."

"I haven't even thought about dying." Jon sco ed. "Have you so little

faith in me?" a3

"Don't be ridiculous." I sighed, thinking of my conversation with my

father. "I'm your Queen, I have to think five steps ahead. But of course

my priority is keeping you alive." a1

Jon suddenly put his hands on my shoulders and turned me to face

him.

"No." He vehemently said. "Your priority is your life. You will put your

own life before mine, got it?" a36

"Jon as it stands your life is more important, more vital than mine

so..."

"No, Serena." He said in a deadly calm voice. "Whatever happens,

keep yourself safe. If you die, there's no doubt I'd follow you. If you

keep yourself alive, you keep me alive." a12

I inhaled sharply. The intensity of Jon's voice made me shiver. I hated

when he spoke like that—like his life depended on me. I couldn't take

that kind of pressure. a2

"Jon, there's no way..."

"If you go down, I go down. You're not the only one who's had to

change." a3

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.

"Alpha Jason Blackmore is waiting in your o ice, King Jonathon." a1

"Alpha Jason?" I asked incredulously. "What is he doing here?" a1

"We'll finish this discussion later. For now, let's meet our guest." Jon

said, giving me a half smile.

Jon led me to his o ice, and sure enough Alpha Jason Blackmore was

standing, looking out of the window. He had the same stature as

Alpha Theodore, only he was a bit leaner and spry. I looked at him

nervously—did he hate me for causing his cousin's death? a2

The door opened and in entered Valeen and Patrick.

"I believe congratulations are in order, your majesties, especially you

King Jonathon. I am honored to serve a worthy king." Alpha Jason

said, smiling and giving a bow. I flinched at his smile: it seemed too

eager and practiced. He turned to Patrick and Valeen. "And

congratulations as well, young prince and princess. I apologize again

if my patrols gave you a fright during your trip."

"Thank you, Alpha Jason. Please, take a seat. We have matters to

discuss." Jon said. We all sat down and Alpha Jason leaned forward.

"Just so we're clear, I'm not looking for trouble. We have far bigger

problems than Prince Patrick claiming a mate outside of the

ceremony, so if that's why you've called me, King Jonathon, I can

assure you my pack will keep quiet on this matter. We serve at your

majesty's discretion." Alpha Jason said, as if it was a practiced

speech. Jon merely nodded. a1

"That gives me relief, Alpha Jason. But that is not why I called you."

Jon said. "I...I don't know how to go about this, but I have yet to

introduce you to my new sister. Her name is Valeen Vanaheim, she is

the defector from beyond the border. Her father is the King of the

Rogues, Vanir Vanaheim—your uncle." a21

What?

Alpha Jason's schooled polite mask faded away instantly and was

replace by a haunted, dark look. Valeen's eyes widened. She

trembled slightly and held on to Patrick. a1

"Aside from her father, you are the only living relative she has le . She

was seventeen years old during her marking, so for her mating to

become valid in the eyes of the tribunal, you will need to give your

consent for formality's sake." Jon said. His tone le  no room for

discussion. It wasn't a request. It was an order.

An order from a King.

Alpha Jason was still and unmoving. His eyes held a storm of

curiousness and intensity.

"Wait, how is he my cousin?" Valeen whispered, looking Alpha Jason

up and down

"Alpha Jason's mother is your father's sister." Jon explained. Alpha

Jason shook himself out of his reverie and cleared his throat.

"Vanir Vanaheim was our family's shame, mother rarely spoke of

him." Alpha Jason murmured, looking anywhere else but Valeen. His

took a deep breath, as if trying to come to terms with the

information. "You escaped him?" a1

"Yes." Valeen said, her voice shaky but still proud.

Alpha Jason looked at her and exhaled, giving a light smile. This

smile was not fake or practiced—I saw it in his eyes, the emotions

were raw and genuine. Even Jon looked surprised at this.

"Then, I am proud to be your kin." Alpha Jason whispered. He turned

and looked at Jon. "I will sign the papers." a7

Silence followed. Alpha Jason looked out the window, seemingly lost

in thought. The silence was intense and deafening. Alpha Jason

cleared his throat and spoke. "My mother...she will want to meet

you...you look like her..."

He seemed to be muttering to himself, as if he were somewhere else.

"What?" Valeen looked up, her eyes pooling with tears. Alpha Jason

smiled gently at her.

"When I first saw you on the boat, I knew you looked familiar. You

have the same eyes and hair...the Vanaheim hair...see?" Alpha Jason

held out his phone for Valeen to take. Valeen saw the picture and

tears ran down her cheeks. I snuck a peek at the picture, and then at

Alpha Jason's hair—it was the same milky tea color as Valeen's. I bit

my lip when I realized they shared a lot of features: the same straight

nose, thin set lips, and sharp jawline.

My heart felt heavy as I looked at Valeen. She had grown up in harsh

winter thinking that rape would be inevitable. From what she told

me, her mother gave her love but she had never been coddled or

warmed by a true family. She had probably spent her whole life with

savagery that the notion of family might be foreign.

"I have...family..." Valeen whispered, clutching the phone for dear life.

Alpha Jason nodded at her, fidgeting with his hands. Jon took out

some papers and Alpha Jason was thankful for the distraction as he

signed them.

Just then, Valeen began to sob, and Patrick embraced her tight. He

pried the phone from her hands and returned it to Alpha Jason.

"She...she looks like...my...fa...father..." Valeen said through mu led

sobs, her head leaning against Patrick's chest. "She

looks...like...me..."

I cleared my throat and gave Patrick a pointed look. He nodded,

getting the message.

"I...I...better take her back to our room." Patrick said, rubbing Valeen's

back comfortingly. "Thank you, Jon. It...it was nice meeting you,

Alpha Jason. With your permission, your majesties, my mate and I

would like to take our leave." Jon nodded his assent and Patrick and

Valeen exited.

Jon sighed in relief, running his hand through his curls. Alpha Jason

looked at the door wistfully, and Jon cleared his throat.

"I...I want to you to understand, Alpha Jason. I don't want anyone

referring to her as a rogue, because she is not. I...I'm still coming to

terms with it myself, but she is a valuable asset to the war, and my

brother's mate." Jon said. "For formality's sake I registered you as her

next blood kin. I don't want the tribunal doubting her or her mating.

Can I count on your support, Alpha Jason?"

I held my breath. When Alpha Jason called Jon the night of our

engagement, he sounded like he wanted a bribe for keeping this

matter quiet from the tribunal. Would he still hold this over Jon?

"She is my kin." Alpha Jason finally said. "I've already lost one cousin,

perhaps it is fit that the Goddess gave me another. With your

permission, I'd like to introduce her to my mother, and get to know

her." a1

"That's a good idea."

"A er she's adjusted, of course." I added. "She's going to be seeing a

therapist."

"Therapist?" Alpha Jason curiously asked.

"The things happening across the border that you've heard about?

That's only the tip of the iceberg. She's...traumatized." I hesitantly

said. Alpha Jason closed his eyes in frustration.

"I understand." He said. "When the time is right and the war is won."

"Your pack warriors are a formidable force. I look forward to fighting

by your side when we go north." Jon said. Alpha Jason smiled,

putting back his mask of unfailing politeness.

"Thank you for telling me about her, your majesty. Now our packs are

bound by blood. You have our loyalty." Alpha Jason said. I smiled,

sensing the truth and determination in him. Maybe Jon had been

wrong about him. a18

They shook hands, and Alpha Jason le  the room. The moment the

door closed, I rushed to Jon and kissed him. He put his arms around

me and crushed my form against his, deepening the kiss. When his

hands started to wander lower, I pushed myself o  him.

Now wasn't the time for o ice sex. Maybe in an hour or two. Jon

groaned, but relented, leaning back on his seat. a1

"That was a very sweet thing you did, Jon." I said, smiling. "You love

Patrick so much, don't you?"

"He is my regent. I have to make sure he's all set before I leave. I can't

have anyone questioning his legitimacy."

"And Alpha Jason?"

"I figured it would help bury the hatchet. I don't want any animosity,

especially with the war; and his pack is controlling a major waterway

which will be vital to our army." Jon said.

"Are you no longer suspicious of him?"

"I don't know, I think I understand him more now. Alpha Jason had to

grow up under the dark cloud of the Vanaheim name—it couldn't

have been easy. His family was split apart a er the tragedy and he

and his mother were actually on their own for a while. I wanted to

give that part of his past some hope and peace, I guess." Jon

explained.

Once again, I was in awe of my mate's capabilities. The werewolf race

was so lucky to have a King like him.

"What a great way to start your reign, King Jonathon." I teased,

bumping him on the shoulder playfully. "Getting the loyalty of all

your Alphas—you're going to war with a solid force."

"And your reign as Queen, my Serena?" Jon asked, leaning back on

his chair.

Silence followed. I sighed and looked out the window.

"I'm going to get those females to safety, Jon." I began. "I don't care if

it's dangerous or if I'm going to die...I'm crossing that border to get to

them."

Jon frowned, growling lowly to himself. I should refrain from

mentioning my death to him or else I'd get another lecture. I think a

part of him still thought he could persuade me to stay.

"It's funny...when you claimed me, I was so scared." I laughed at the

memory. "I was paranoid, I thought you only claimed me because my

Gold Rank would be useful in the war. I remember crying to my

friends—I thought you were going to send me out there to die.

Now...I'm sending myself to war..."

"Serena, I don't want you to go north." Jon said. "What will it take to

convince you otherwise?"

"Jon..." I whined.

"Please...don't...don't do this..." Jon pleaded. "I don't know what I'd

do if anything happened to you. I wouldn't be able to live with

myself."

"Nothing is going to happen to me. I will find my way back to you, I

promise. We agreed to grow old together, right? I don't go back on my

word." I grinned.

There was an intense silence. Jon growled.

There's no way he's letting me do this.

"Fine. But you're taking with you five warriors of my own choosing."

Jon demanded.

"Three warriors of your choosing, and three of mine." I negotiated. a4

Jon narrowed his eyes at me and relented.

"Deal." Jon sighed, shaking my hand. I smiled triumphantly.

"Time to pick my team." a5

A/N

Hello! What do you think of this chapter? Are you happy about the

Alpha Jason-Valeen revelation? How's Jon as a King so far? a1

3 more chapters until the ending! a9

I've been thinking about getting a new cover. If any of you have any

ideas or are kind enough to o er one up, I will be most grateful!

Please comment and vote! How do you feel about the story?

Continue to next part


	Page 1

