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Natalia*** Four Years Ago….

Up until this morning, my life had been quite simple. I was the Alpha’s
human mate. I was his Luna. I was his wife. And then, in a blink of an
eye, I was nothing…

.

.

.

A surge of pain ripples from my abdomen as I wait for the doctor to
return with my test results. I’ve been getting these pains a lot recently
and they are starting to freak me out. Doctor Lila said it was all in my
head, that I was simply putting too much pressure on myself to get
pregnant.

She couldn’t have been more wrong.

I grip the edge of the table, whimpering to myself as I let the pain roll
through on its own. The walls feel as though they are closing in on me at
the thought of receiving another negative test result. Christian and I had
been trying for several months now and I could feel it driving a wedge
between us. He was colder, distant. I knew how much he wanted a son

and it hurt to know I was failing so miserably to make him happy.

The door swings open and I nearly fall off the table from the fright of the
sound. Doctor Lila offers me a warm smile, rubbing some hand sanitizer
on her hands as she settles down on her chair. I could hear my heart
pounding against my ribcage at an unnatural speed as I wait for her to
speak.



“Just breathe, Luna,” she smiles, inhaling slowly with me and reaching
for my hands.

My hands were trembling but I manage to calm down. Doctor Lila’s
smile deepens.

“Congratulations, Luna,” she says, placing her hand on my tummy.
“You’re carrying our little Alpha in there.”

My heart skips a beat as I process the news.

I’m pregnant! Oh my gosh, I’m pregnant!

“H-how far along?” I whisper, barely able to string together a sentence
from holding back the sob in my throat.

“Well, let’s find out, shall we?” she smiles, pulling the ultrasound
machine out and squirting cold gel on my belly.

Butterflies dance in my stomach as I stare at the screen, unable to read
the images but hoping somewhere in that black and white mess my little
Alpha would show up.

“Well, I’d say from the looks of it, about four weeks, which means we
have to start your prep immediately, Luna,” she says sternly, handing me
some documents. “A werewolf pregnancy is very dangerous for a human.
We’ll have to take extra precautions.”

She wipes the gel off my stomach and gives me a crash course on what to
expect and prescribes me a full regime of prenatal care.

I rub my belly the entire ride home, still on cloud nine from the news. I
couldn’t wait to tell Christian. He was going to be so happy about this.
As I pull up to the pack house, the pain once again returns and I sit still



in the car for a minute to let it pass, clenching my teeth together to keep
from screaming.

Slowly, I drag myself out of the car and through the front door of the
house. I’m usually met with several omegas eager to take my things, but
the house was eerily quiet and empty. I don’t have time to question it
when a burning sensation spreads across my chest, making every breath I
take unbearable. I couldn’t scream even if I wanted to, my lungs on fire.

I climb up the stairs to the second floor, looking forward to lying down
and resting. My every step is more difficult than the last as the pain
intensifies, a thousand tiny needles piercing through my stomach. From
where I stood at the top of the stairs, I could see the door to my room
slightly cracked open, a strange muffled sound coming from within.

As I inch closer, an unmistakable scene unfolds before me, my blood
boiling at the sight.

Peeking through the door, I see my sister, Vanessa, riding my husband, a
look of sheer delight on the contorted features of her face.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Christian!” She moans, eagerly bouncing up and down his
shaft.

He says nothing, just palming her bare breasts in his hand as he moves
her up and down his c**k.

“f**k!” she whimpers, bouncing frantically. “Please!” she begs. “I’ll
give you the pup you deserve. I’ll be your Luna.”

Tears burn my eyes as I watch him flip her over, forcing her up on her
knees so that her ass was on full display for him. He gives her cheeks a
good spanking before railing into her from behind.



My heart shatters as I hear Christian’s reply. “Give. Me. A. Pup.” he
pants between thrusts, Vanessa’s moans growing louder as she orgasms.

My pain reaches a crescendo as I watch him empty his seed inside her
and I place my hand over my mouth to keep myself quiet.

“And I’ll make you my Luna,” he whispers.

I didn’t need to see anymore of this grotesque encounter and slowly back
away from the room and tiptoe down the stairs, their climax ringing in
my ears. I nearly sprint out of the house, still clutching my pregnancy test
in my hands as I climb into my car. I didn’t know where I was going, but
I put my car in drive and speed off down the driveway.

It all made so much more sense now. All the pain, all the anguish I felt…
was because Christian was betraying our bond, our love. Everyone, my
mate, my gamma, the doctor, the other she-wolves and the omegas, all of
them had told me it was all in my head. That I was just stressed and
needed to relax.

It was all a lie. They knew. They knew what I was feeling was my mate’s

betrayal, and yet they kept it from me, to mock me for being so
absolutely clueless. I had been so stupid to believe any of them ever

cared about me. Wolves only care about wolves and no matter my title, I
was still only a human to them, an outsider.

To make matters worse, the betrayal came from none other than my own

sister, my own blood. I had brought Vanessa to our pack after I mated
with Christian. She had known Christian before I had and it was she who
introduced us to each other. Christians had no objections to her joining
the pack and with our parents gone, I wanted to keep her close. She was
the only family I had left.

Was. After today, we were nothing.



I drive on for miles through the forest, feeling the pain start all over again.
At some point, a horrid sensation burns across my body and I pull over,
stumbling out of the car to empty the contents of my stomach. I was truly
a pitiful sight and I was suddenly grateful Jordan, my gamma, was busy
leading a training session today. I needed to be alone and I knew if he

saw me like this, he’d be attached to my hip. Gammas were extremely
overprotective, Jordan being no exception.

Alone, angry, humiliated and pregnant, I climb back into my car, wiping
the tears on my face with my sleeve.

I had been Luna for over two years and while I was human; I had done
everything that had been asked of me. I was the calm to Christian’s anger.
I was the mother everyone turned to in crisis. I was the woman who held
this pack together when Christian and his beta, Derek, were away. I had
been a good Luna… and I did not deserve this pain.

“Come on, Tali,” I scold myself, tapping my steering wheel. “No more
tears. Not for them.”

I’m about to start the car again when I catch a glimpse of my pregnancy
test I had tossed in the passenger seat. I look down at my flat stomach
and realize no one beside Doctor Lila and I knew I was pregnant… And
it was going to stay that way.

Mate or not, I would never tolerate infidelity. Ever. But I knew Christian

would never let me go if he knew I was carrying his child. He needed his
heir.

With renewed determination, I start the car and head to the town library
where I spend the next two hours formulating my plan. I scour the web
for fertility tests, recreating my own version with which to trick Christian.
If he thought I could not give him a child, he would easily seek to break
our bond and that’s exactly what I wanted.



Mate bonds, once formed through a marking, were hard to break, but not
impossible. There were two ways to break it: (1) Have a Spirit Witch

divide our mated souls or (2) Get the approval of the pack elders and
hold a rejection ceremony. It would be humiliating to be stripped of my
title but it was better than remaining by my unfaithful husband’s side as
his Luna.

Pleased with my work, I shred the pregnancy test, not willing to leave
evidence behind. I knew Doctor Lila could out me anytime now so I

would have to act quickly and get Christian to reject me immediately.

As I pull into the driveway, I feel the tears pool in my eyes again and I
take a moment to collect myself before walking into the pack house. The
omegas had returned, several rushing to take my things. It takes
everything in me not to scream at them for betraying me but instead I
force a smile, clutching my purse to my side as I make my way to the
dining room.

My sister and husband are already seated at the table, chattering away
amongst themselves as the omegas scramble to serve their meal. Lost in
conversation, they don’t even notice my arrival and I stare at them,
completely bewildered by what I see. Vanessa playfully places her hand
on Christian’s arm, giggling at whatever it was he said to her.

I couldn’t help but wonder how it was that I never noticed their affair.

Jordan and Derek both notice me however, and both get to their feet to
greet me. I offer a small smile, tucking away my disgust for my sister
and husband.

Jordan pulls out my chair for me, a look of concern swimming in his
crystal blue eyes.

“You okay?” He whispers as I sit down in my chair.



I remind myself that it was our bond he was concerned about. He didn’t
actually care about my well being. In fact, he probably knew of

Christian’s betrayal and while he had sworn to protect me, his loyalty
belonged to his Alpha. Who knows how many times he’d covered for

Christian?

“I’m fine,” I smile innocently at him, waving him away so he can take

his seat and leave me alone.

I can tell he’s not convinced, but I didn’t care and focus instead on my
plate.

Christian and Vanessa finally notice that I’m present and Christian
reaches for my hand to kiss it. I flinch at his touch and he gives me a
puzzled look.

“You okay, babe?” he asks, c*****g his head to the side in mild
curiosity.

“It’s just the pain,” I smile, picking at my food. “It was worse today.”

“This again?” he sighs in distaste, his silverware clinking with his plate.
“Goddess Nat, you’re always complaining. How many times do we have

to tell you, it’s all in your head? Take some aspirin and quit nagging. It’s
getting on my nerves.”

His reaction doesn’t surprise me. He’s never been the nurturing type and
found comforting people to be a pointless task. I twirl my fork in my
hands and force a smile at him, hiding the sadness in my heart that only
seemed to grow stronger by the second.

“Right,” I mutter, continuing to pick at my food.



An awkward silence settles in the room as we all try to eat. I focus on the
vegetables on my plate and force myself to eat, knowing I now had to

worry about life growing within me.

“So what did the doctor say?” Vanessa smirks, interrupting the silence.
“Any luck with a baby?” She asks, tilting her head innocently to the side.

I tighten my grip on the fork and count to ten to calm down.

“Judging by the look on your face, I’ll take that as a no,” she laughs.
“Shocker.”

I bite down on my tongue and stare at my plate. It was all I could do to
keep myself from jumping across the table and stabbing her in the neck.

Gently setting my fork down, I rise to my feet and smile. “I think I’ll go
to bed now. Goodnight .”

“Nat, don’t do this,” Christian groans. “Don’t be a drama queen.”

“I’m not,” I shrug, still holding my smile. “I’m simply tired.
Goodnight.”

I simply can’t stomach your presence, is what I should have said, but I
hold my tongue. I didn’t need him to unleash his anger. There would be
plenty of time for that later.

I excuse myself and climb up to my bedroom, anger settling in the pit of
my stomach as I stare at our bed. No trace of his betrayal had been left
behind, the sheets changed and scented with lavender perfumes that used
to bring peace to me while I slept. We had shared so many intimate

moments together on that bed, so many beautiful mornings and evenings.



He had ruined those memories, tarnishing them all with Vanessa. Now all

I saw was a bed of broken promises.

I head into the closet, sifting through my clothes until I find the items I
had first arrived with here and stuff them into a small bag. I would not be
taking anything Christian had ever gifted me when I left.

A knock at the door nearly makes my heart leap out of my throat and I
quickly stuff the bag in the closet and rush to answer it. Jordan stands in
the hallway, smiling sheepishly at me.

“What Is it?” I ask, hiding behind the door. “You’ve caught me
changing.

He blushes slightly and turns to face the hall.

“Oh sorry,” he mutters. “I just came to see how you were doing, Luna.
You seemed distracted at dinner,” he shrugs, looking at his feet. “Is
everything okay?”

I want to scream the truth but instead force a tight smile and shake my
head.

“I’m fine, I promise,” I sigh. “My head just hurts from all the pain I’ve

been feeling.”

He turns around, worry in his eyes. “Have you taken your aspirin
today?” He asks. “It’ll lessen the pain.”

A part of me held onto the hope that he would tell the truth about the pain
but of course, he doesn’t. So I just smile and nod.

“Yes, I have. Now if you’ll excuse me. I’d like to get ready for bed,” I
smile, waving my hand to dismiss him.



He eyes me suspiciously but does not question me any further and leaves.
I close the door and nearly burst into tears, saddened that even my closest
friend had never really been a friend at all. He was a liar like the rest of
them.

I have no time to cry, I remind myself. Get going, Tali.We have work to

do.

I hide my belongings in the guest room before returning to the bedroom
and pulling out the fertility test. Refusing to touch the bed, I settle down
on a chair and stare intently at the false document, going over my plan.

My heart nearly stops when I hear the door click open and my mate
walks into the room, a deep frown on his face. I take a deep breath and
pull my shoulders back.

Here goes nothing.



The Silent Alpha by StephanieLight Chapter 2

2. Rejection

***Natalia***

Tucking away my emotions, I stand on my feet and hand my mate the
document claiming I am infertile.

“Just read it,” I whisper, feigning hurt.

He furrows his brows in concern and stares back at me with big blue eyes.
“What is this, Nat?”

I want to vomit in his face for calling me that but I swallow the bile
instead.

“It’s a fertility test. Lila checked my ovarian function and reserve a few
days ago,” I whisper, refusing to meet his eye.

He studies the pages, his face growing grimmer by the second.

“Y-you’re infertile?” he asks, flipping through the pages once more for
confirmation.

Before I can respond, a loud growl ripples through his chest and I back
away immediately, nearly tripping over my feet as I do. His breath is
ragged and his eyes turn green with fury.

“You’re infertile?!”

This is exactly the reaction I wanted from him but it frightens me no less
that his wolf is coming out.



I knew Jack, his wolf, would never hurt me. But then again, I had
thought the same of my husband and yet he slept with my sister.

“Y-yes, ” I stutter, my body growing stiff with fear as I stare at his
wolf’s green eyes.

Jack was well known for having a temper almost beyond control and our
mate bond was the only thing that calmed him down. As he towers over
me with a menacing growl ripping through his chest, however, I wonder
if it would be enough to keep me safe now.

His eyes go to my belly and I instinctively place a hand on it to protect
my baby.

A terrible thought enters my mind. Could he sense the life growing
within me?

I back away slowly and yelp when I bump into a wall directly behind me,
my heart beating a mile a minute.

“J-jack,” I squeak, closing my eyes tightly, too afraid to look at him.
“I-I’m so sorry,” I whimper, now realizing this was a bad idea.

“You’re sorry?” He laughs, the sound of his fist creating a hole in the
wall next to my face making me burst into tears. “You’re f*****g sorry?
Sorry doesn’t put a pup in your belly, Nat!” He snarls. “What the hell am

I supposed to do now, huh?” He asks, gripping my chin between his
fingers with such force, I know I’ll have a bruise in the morning. “I need
an heir. That was your only task as my Luna. Your only use to me!”

My heart shatters into a million pieces.

Was that all I ever was to him? A breeding w***e? What about all our

late night strolls under the moonlight? Our stolen kisses in the hallway?



Our nights of passion so hot, I thought I would burn beneath him? Was

none of it real?

I open my mouth to answer but a slap to the face stuns me into silence
and I crash onto the floor. Cradling my stomach, I pray to whatever
goddess exists that my baby is okay.

Jack had never hit me before. Ever. Neither had Christian and as I stare
at the man I once called my husband, I feel a bitterness grow within me.

I feign hurt as I look up at him, cupping my burning cheek but inside I’m
fuming with anger. I would remember this… and I would never forgive

him for it.

His blue eyes return and Christian storms over to the closet, grabbing a
suitcase and throwing my clothes inside.

“We’re done, Natalia,” he growls as he packs my things. “I want you out
of here within the next hour. I don’t care where you go or what you do.
Just get out of my house!”

Relief fills my heart. I was being set free and soon my baby and I would
be on the other side of the country where we would be living out our lives
away from him.

His eyes fog over as he stuffs my clothes into the bag and tosses it to me.

He must be mind linking the elders.

“The elders will be here soon to complete the rejection ceremony,” he
says as he walks towards the door. “And so will the lawyer to deliver the
divorce papers. I want you out after we sign the papers, understand?”



“Yes sir,” I reply with a whimper, still pretending to be hurt by cupping
my cheek.

He storms out of the room, slamming the door shut as he leaves.

“We’re okay,” I whisper to myself, wrapping my arms around my
stomach. “W-we’re going to be free.”

I caress my flat tummy, wishing I could feel my little pup growing within
me. It was comforting knowing I would not be doing this alone but it was
also terrifying. It was just us now.

“It’s just me and you now, frijolito (little bean),” I whisper, forcing back
my tears as I caress my belly. “But it’s okay. We don’t need anyone

else.”

I collect myself off the floor and find my phone. The cars all belonged to
Christian so I arrange for a taxi to pick me up in an hour.

As I wait for Christian to call me to complete the divorce and rejection, I
helplessly fidget with my Luna and wedding rings, reminiscing the joy I
once felt being a part of this pack.

I was so frightened the day Christian showed me his wolf for the very
first time. We had only been dating for a few weeks but the sparks

between us were undeniable. He was a bit possessive but I took it as a
compliment that I was worth protecting. The day he brought me to the
pack house, I almost dumped him. I thought I was being initiated into a
cult the way everyone referred to him as Alpha.

It took a bit of convincing but I agreed to continue seeing him. I couldn’t
explain it, but I had fallen hard for him. On the night of a full moon,
Christian took me on a moonlit picnic in the woods. Things took an
unexpected turn when my boyfriend suddenly shifted into an oversized



black wolf and I ran out screaming. I didn’t speak to him for a week,
terrified that he or his werewolf friends would eat me.

He came looking for me at my apartment, telling me he needed me, that
he couldn’t breathe without me and I couldn’t deny it. I was attracted to
him in more ways than I could explain. He was patient back then,
allowing me to adjust to the strange world he came from and teaching me
the ways of pack life. I thought it was beautiful the way they all lived for
each other… like a large family protecting their own.

But when he asked to turn me, I refused. I loved that he was a werewolf
but if he wanted me by his side, he would have to accept me the way his
Moon Goddess had decided me to be, a human. Our relationship almost
ended again but when an ex boyfriend of mine made it clear he still had
feelings for me, Christian realized he wanted me more and gave in to my
request. I was marked that very night, leaving no doubt who I belonged
to.

I had spent months training under Christian’s mother to learn my duties
as Luna, mastering the art of de-escalation at pack and Alpha meetings,
studying pack laws and even completing warrior training to defend
myself. My Luna ceremony was absolutely perfect. My handsome Alpha
asked me to lead this pack with him before all its members and I accepted
the responsibility. He proposed that day and I had never been happier in
my life. Everything seemed to be falling into place.

Who would have known how messed up my life would become? That

one day I would sit alone in my bedroom, waiting for my husband to
divorce me while I secretly carry his child?

I hear the door click again, Jordan poking his head in.

“The Alpha requests your presence, Luna,” he says curtly, closing the
door without so much as a second glance.



I wipe whatever tears had trickled down my face, removing my rings
from my fingers and clutching them in my hands. The hallway seems
longer than normal but I walk briskly to the office where I find Christian,
the elders, the lawyer, Jordan, Derek and Vanessa waiting for me.

Vanessa avoids my eyes, shifting on her feet uncomfortably and I decide
not to spare her another look, focusing my attention on the man who
broke my heart. I hold my head up high as I reach the center of the room
and greet the Elders.

The lawyer steps forward, presenting the documents he’d prepared for
me.

“Mr. Hart has asked that all your assets be divided evenly. Pack assets of
course will remain his, but personal property, bank accounts and …”

Before he can continue with any more of his nonsense, I take the papers
from his hand and grab a pen, signing every line required of me.

“He can keep everything,” I mutter, trying my best to keep my voice
from trembling. “I only want my bank accounts in tact. I worked hard for
my money and I deserve to keep it.”

As a Luna, I had earned a monthly stipend for helping run the pack. I
worked, therefore I had every right to take every penny I earned from this

pack.

Christian nods to the lawyer and he writes a note on a piece of paper
which he hands to me.

“The money will be transferred by the end of the week to this account,”
he says, tucking the divorce papers into his briefcase. “Excuse me.”



With the lawyer gone, Elder Robin pulls out the pack tablet and a black
dagger.

“Luna Natalia, your Alpha has requested that you be stripped of your title
and leave this pack immediately. Do you have any objections?”

A few tears spill onto my cheeks as I turn to Christian and the boys.
Derek can’t seem to look at me and Jordan stares blankly at his hands. I
had never felt so alone in my life before this moment.

“N-no,” I murmur, wiping my tears and forcing a tiny smile on my face.
“No, I don’t.”

Elder Robin gives me a look of pity as he places the pack tablet in front
of me.

The pack tablet is a large black piece of obsidian with wolf carvings
engraved on the face of the stone and a small hole in the center. The
tablet was used to initiate new members and give titles to existing
members. It was the very stone that welcomed me as their Luna and
brought this pack together… and today, it would tear me out of it.

“You will first hand over your title back to the Silver Crest pack,” he
says, motioning for me to raise my hand in the air. “Do you, Natalia
Vasquez, admit that you have failed to uphold your duty as Luna of the
Silver Crest Pack?”

My veins boil with anger. I had never failed the pack before. Ever. If
anything, I had gone above and beyond the call of duty to serve this pack
and it was unfair to be considered a failure.

But my feelings don’t matter. I need this rejection before it’s too late.

“Yes,” I nearly spit through gritted teeth.



“Do you accept that you have failed to uphold your duties to your Alpha
as his Luna and Wife?” He continues.

I glare at Christian. He knew who the real failure was. But I swallow my

pride and bite my tongue. I needed my freedom more than my title.

“Yes,” I whisper, afraid I might scream if I spoke any louder.

“Then by the power vested in me, I hereby relieve you of your title and
duties to this pack.”

Elder Robin takes the blade and makes a tiny incision on my palm which
he then places on the tablet. A small gust of air breezes past me,
obliterating whatever connection I felt for this pack.

“Gamma Jordan,” Elder Robin calls out. “A gamma bond once formed is

unbreakable. You may choose to follow your ward wherever she goes or

stay here with your Alpha.”

“I choose my Alpha, sir,” Jordan replies, no hesitation in his voice.

He avoids my eyes and I ignore the small apology he mumbles my way.
Now relieved of my duties and no longer in the protective care of my
gamma, I turn my attention to Christian. He wasn’t even looking at me,
too busy eye f*****g my sister who was shamelessly giggling at him.

It was just another slap in the face to see them flirting with each other as
I was stripped of my title.

Elder Robin gives me yet another look of pity and coughs to get
Christian’s attention. “Alpha, whenever you are ready, you may begin
the rejection.”

Christian looks thoroughly disgusted as he turns back to look at me. My
chest begins to tighten and for a split second, I consider getting on my



knees and begging him to love me again, to let me stay by his side
forever. Even after everything he had done to me, a small twisted part of
me still wanted to feel his arms around me as he promised to love me
always.

But I knew it was a lie. Christian had never loved me and he never would.
Our time was up.

“I, Christian Hart, Alpha of the Silver Crest Pack reject you, Natalia
Vasquez, as my mate and Luna,” he says nonchalantly, as if he weren’t
tearing me apart.

Pain surges across my being, burning into my chest and spreading
throughout my body like a thousand tiny knives stabbing me at once. I
scream as I collapse onto the floor, struggling to get air in my lungs.
From the corner of my eye, I notice Jordan flinch with uneasiness. There
are tears in his eyes.

“Alpha,” Elder Robin instructs. “Your wolf must reject her too.”

Christian’s eyes flicker between green and blue until the green settles and
Jack steps forward. For a brief moment, I see fear flash in Jack’s eyes,
but it disappears almost as quickly as I had seen it. The Alpha kneels
beside me, sparks tingling across my arms as Jack lifts me up to inspect
the mark on my neck. Through my tears, I glare at the wolf that had
promised me the world and hold back my sob.

“Do it,” I hiss, resisting the urge to rub my belly and comfort my baby.

He stares into my eyes, the features of his face turning to stone.

“I, Jack, Alpha of the Silver Crest Pack, reject you, Natalia Vasquez as

my mate and Luna,” he growls, tilting my neck and sinking his canines
into my flesh.



I scream in agony as the tingly feeling of his touch slowly morphs into a
burning sensation. Jack swipes his tongue against the wound, kissing it
gently in a final goodbye.

“Good bye, Tiny,” he sighs into my hair, my eyes filling with tears as he
called me by my pet name one last time.

He lets me collapse onto the floor and walks away from me as I writhe in
agony. My neck is hot to the touch, Jack and Christian’s rejection
burning away our mark. It becomes harder to breathe and I open my
mouth wide to desperately suck in air, my cries growing quiet.

“Natalia,” Elder Robins kneels beside me. “You have to accept his
rejection to complete the ceremony.”

I pant furiously as the pain ripples through me, clenching and
unclenching my hands to handle the pain. I nod at the Elder and after
struggling to breathe, manage to mutter my response.

“I-I, Natalia Vasquez, accept your Rejection,” I groan, the pain
intensifying on my mark.

Christian suddenly doubles over and groans in pain, Vanessa rushing to
his side to rub his back and comfort him.

I hate her even more for comforting him and not me.

After a few minutes of torture, the pain subsides, although the burning on
my mark continues to linger.

“Your body will continue to reject the Alpha’s mark over the next three
days,” Elder Robin explains. “And then it will disappear.”



I nod as I collect myself off the floor, dusting myself off and wiping my
tears. I had officially claimed my freedom and was no longer married or

tied to this pack.

Pleased my trick had worked, I turn on my heel to leave when Christian’s
voice stops me in my tracks

“I would like to claim Vanessa Vasquez as my chosen mate and Luna,”
he announces to the Elders. “Make it official, Elder,” he commands.
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***Natalia***

“What?” I snap, holding on to my sanity by a thread. “You’re taking her
as your Luna?”

Christian shrugs unapologetically. “What I do now is no longer your

concern,” he smirks, nodding towards the door. “See yourself out. Now.”

Vanessa links her arm with Christian’s and mouths a lame apology to me.

My mind fills with a million vile thoughts but I simply bend over into a
low bow to hide my tears. “I wish you two a long and happy reign
together,” I whisper coldly, still clutching the stupid rings of our
marriage and partnership in my hands.

A tiny part of me hopes this was all just some sick joke he was playing
and that he wasn’t really dumping me for my sister but that thought
quickly disintegrates when he kisses Vanessa.

To top things off, Vanessa responds to his kiss with a moan, jumping into
Christian’s arms and wrapping her legs around his waist. Tears
involuntarily spill from my eyes as I sprint out of the room, unable to
stomach them any longer.

I hold back my sobs until I find the guest room and quickly pull out the
bag I had hidden in the closet, my throat burning from the wails I wanted

to release. I bring the bag to the main bedroom only to find the bag

Christian had packed for me still sitting on our bed.

I wanted nothing to do with the things he had given me. Gathering up all
the designer clothes and shoes in the bag, I toss it all out the window and

into the bushes. I didn’t give a rat’s ass anymore. I was ready to be free.



I begin looking for the rest of my things when the sound of the door
opening startles me and I spin around to find Vanessa standing behind
me.

My body stiffens with anger and it takes several deep breaths to keep me
calm enough to stay still.

“You must be upset,” she says quietly, a tiny smirk lingering on her lips
as she dances her fingers across a dresser.

Growing up, we had never been close. In fact, we were polar opposites
and had virtually nothing in common… but she was still my sister and I
would never betray her like this. How could she possibly do this to me?

“But I just wanted to get some things off my chest before you go,” she
adds, perking up a bit.

I don’t respond, turning back to my bag and stuffing my passport, license,
and birth certificate inside it.

“I love Christian,” she continues despite my lack of response. “I always
have… and you took him from me the day I introduced you two,” she
adds, bitterness lacing her words. “He was supposed to be with me and
you just waltzed right in and took him!” She snaps. “So I’m not sorry,”
she shakes her head. “It’s about time you knew that he and I love each

other.”

I want to burst into laughter at her last remark. Just how delusional was

she?

“We’re getting married in a week and just so we’re clear, you’re not
invited,” she shrugs. “It’s my turn to be loved. Y-You have always been
the center of attention, the pride and joy of our family. The one everyone
wanted to love and I’ve always just been second best!” Tears line her



eyes as she smiles cruelly at me. “Well not anymore! I win! I get the
prince and you get nothing!”

I stare at her, utterly shocked by her confession because it could not be
further from the truth. Vanessa was the life of the party, the prettier sister,
the one everyone was pinning over. I mean she was Prom Queen for

crying out loud! I was the bookworm, the one no one noticed in school
while she was adored by everyone. How could she possibly think I could

ever outshine her?

“So there it is. That’s all I have to say to you,” she sighs with a smile,
seemingly relieved to get this off her chest.

An unbelievable rage boils through my veins as I come to the conclusion
that my sister was nothing more than a selfish b***h that I stupidly let
into my life. Gritting my teeth, I nod my head and turn back to packing
my bag.

“Okay,” I whisper, tightening my grip on the rings I still held in my hand.
“Well then, I best get going. I wouldn’t want to get in your way any
longer.”

My reaction stuns her.

“Seriously?” She asks, a bit of suspicion in her voice. “You’re just going
to walk away without a fight?”

“Why would I fight you for him?” I shrug, zipping my bag shut and
throwing it over my shoulder. I close the gap between us, a twisted part
of me eager to hurt her. “But just remember this the next time he sucks
on your t**s while you ride him,” I smirk, savoring the shocked look on
her face. “He left me because I couldn’t give him his pup,” I chirp,



reaching over to my nightstand and pulling out the bottle of aspirin. “Not
because he loved you more.”

I could see the anger churning inside her and it felt good to get under her
skin just this once. “And if he could leave me, his fated mate, so easily…
how quickly do you think he’ll drop you when he gets bored of you
too?”

Her eyes narrow to slits at me but I pay her no mind and stare at the
bottle in my hands. As she opens her mouth to speak, I slam the bottle of

aspirin against her chest .

“Oh and you’ll be needing these soon…” I smile, batting my eyelashes at
her. “Just be glad we don’t have another sister.”

I slam the door shut as she screams her head off, yelling vile things at me.
Stiffing my laughs, I accidently run right into Christian in the hallway,
his cold eyes sending a chill down my spine.

“What did you say to my future wife?” He snarls, gripping my arm in his

large hands.

A small whimper escapes my lips as I realize the incredible sparks I once
felt with his touch were fading. It really is over for us.

The rings in my hand feel like hot coal, reminding me just how lucky I

was to be free of him now. He would never hurt me again. Gathering up
what little strength I have left, I harden my face and yank my arm out of

his grip.

“Here,” I snarl, slamming the rings to his chest. “You can pawn them off

for all I care.”



“Keep them,” Vanessa laughs as she enters the hall. “You’ll need the
money more than we do,” she giggles, batting her eyelashes at Christian.
“Maybe buy yourself a vibrator. You seem a little tense.”

I have to bite my tongue to keep myself from lunging at her. I was no
longer Christian’s mate and there’s no telling what he’d do to me if I hurt
his new Luna.

Christian smirks at her, completely forgetting my existence and pushing
me off to the side. Tears spring to my eyes at how easily he’s forgotten

me but I blink them all away, taking advantage of his distraction and
making a run for the stairs.

Unfortunately for me, I find Jordan waiting for me at the door, a look of
guilt lingering in his dark eyes.

Fuck.. Could I not just leave in peace?

“Nat… I uh…I .. I…” He rubs the back of his head nervously, his eyes
roaming around the halls aimlessly.

I wipe the tears from my eyes and straighten my back out. “I don’t need
you to comfort me, Jo,” I shrug. “There’s no need to pretend we’re
friends anymore. You’re finally free of me,” I say, forcing a smile. “See
ya.”

“I was never pretending, Luna- I mean Nat…” he argues. “I-I just…
Silver Crest is my home. My only home,” he adds quietly. “I couldn’t
possibly leave it all behind.”

I turn my back on him and sling my bag over my shoulder. “Don’t worry
about it. I’ll be fine on my own. I’m not your problem anymore.”

I try to push past him but he grabs my wrist and stops me.



On instinct, I swing my arm around and slap him across the face,
catching him completely by surprise.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Did that hurt?” I ask, covering my mouth in false shock
before shrugging. “It’s probably just all in your head.”

“Nat… I-I” he stutters, desperately searching for an explanation.

“Save it,” I snap, putting my hand up in the air to stop him and walking

around him towards the door. “Thanks for being such a pal all these
months,” I add. “I’m so glad this gamma bond meant so much to you.”

I turn the knob of the door when I hear his voice again.

“Nat, I-I’m sorry… Look, at least let me escort you to wherever it is
you’re staying at,” he calls out. “I’d just like to make sure you’re safe.”

I almost find his words comforting but my mind was screaming at me to
stop falling for the lies of a wolf. Where was all this concern when my

husband was cheating on me with my f*****g sister?

“No thanks,” I reply dryly. “Like I said, I’m not your problem anymore.
I can manage on my own.”

And with that, I storm out of the Silver Crest Pack House, determined to
never return again. My taxi awaits outside and I load my bag into the car.

“To the airport please,” I instruct, handing the driver a wad of cash.
“And not a word to anyone about where you’re taking me.”

“Yes ma’am,” he replies, stuffing the money in his pocket.



I stare out the window, watching the pack house turn into a tiny dot in the
distance. I could feel the ice engulf my heart, numbing any emotion I
could possibly feel.

I still have the stupid rings in my hand and I roll down the window to
throw them out. It seemed fitting to just toss them out. They never meant
anything anyways.

I remove the SIM card from my phone and crush it. There was no way in
hell I would risk Christian tracking me down once he figured out my lie.

At the airport, I buy a ticket to the Midwest, selecting Wyoming as my

destination. I knew no one in the state but I also knew Silver Crest had no

allies there. I would stay there for a bit, retrieve my money, change my
name and find someone to help me with the birth of my pup before
moving on again. It was the best I could do while I figured things out.

As we climb to 10,000 feet, I look out the window, rubbing my flat
belly for comfort.

“We’ll be okay, frijolito,” I murmur to myself. “We’ll be okay.”

.

.

.

Two months later…

.

.

.



***Christian***

I lap my tongue over Vanessa’s cunt, plunging into her tight p***y until
she cries out, her moans echoing off the walls. Her delicious juices flow
into my mouth as I take two fingers and rub her clit, working in circular
motions until her legs tremble.

“Oh Goddess, Christian!” She cries out, rolling her hips against me.

I continue flicking my tongue over her slick p***y folds until her throat
runs dry from screaming. Her breaths grow ragged, driving me over the
edge and I pull her up and position her beneath me. I ram my c**k into
her tightness, watching the top disappear into the wet haven of her p***y.
I roll one of her n*****s between my fingers and watch the ecstasy of her
building orgasm light up her eyes as I rail into her. Her mouth hangs
open in delight as I f**k her.

“Want to taste?” I purr, coating my fingers in her sweet nectar.

She moans a yes and I slip my slick coated fingers into her mouth,
watching in pleasure as she licks and sucks her own juices off. I pump
my fingers into her mouth, my c**k growing harder as I finger f**k her.

Her lips form an O as she explodes all over my c**k, her p***y walls
gripping me harder until I c*m.

Goddess this was heaven.

It’s been two months since Natalia left and what a glorious two months
it’s been! Vanessa was a gift, a goddess who lived to please me. We’ve

been f*****g nonstop since her Luna Ceremony and our wedding night.

Of course, not everything was smooth sailing. My wolf missed his mate
and so did the pack. I never gave an explanation for Natalia’s departure,



not that I needed to explain my affairs to anyone but I could sense the
pack missed their former Luna. And I couldn’t lie; a part of me missed
Natalia too. She was a perfect Luna, strong, calculated, and kind to her
pack members. Despite being a human, she could command a room with

such ease and she had a certain grace even Vanessa could not emulate.
Too bad she had one fatal flaw.

Vanessa was a good f**k but she was an airhead when it came to leading.
She spent most of her time planning parties or lavish dinners with the
elders, but being Luna was more than just being a party planner. I need
her to take charge when the warriors and I went on excursions or traveled
for pack affairs.

I wasn’t too concerned though. Vanessa would just have to train under
my mother as Natalia had. Soon she would be an even better Luna than
her sister and one who could give me an heir.

I needed an heir soon. I was already 26, quite old for an Alpha to still
not have a son to whom I could pass my title to. My father had me before
he even took his title!

People may think me cruel for casting out Natalia as I did, but what was
I expected to do? I had loved my wife. I had loved her more than I could
possibly explain. And even though she was a lowly human, I was patient
with her, even going so far as to let her stay human. It took a lot of
convincing for my father to allow me to keep her as my mate and Luna
but it was all under the premise that she would give me my heir. That
was all she had to do. But as time went on and she produced nothing, I
grew angry with her. I started to resent her for I had invested so much
time and energy into being with her. Why couldn’t she do the same and

give me an heir?

It was then that I started seeing Vanessa. She consoled me, telling me
Natalia just needed more time. But as time dragged on with no heir in



sight, Vanessa became more than just a person who I could talk to. It felt
like a sin the first few times and my wolf protested heavily but soon the
thrill of it took over and I looked forward to my afternoons with Vanessa.

Natalia complained about the pain but a part of me enjoyed inflicting it
on her. She deserved it for failing me.

As I finish licking up Vanessa, I receive a mind link from Derek.

“Alpha, Dr. Lila is here to see you. She says it’s urgent.”

I roll my eyes at the interruption but know better than to keep Dr. Lila
waiting. She hardly ever came out to the pack house so if she said it was
urgent, it was an urgent matter.

I climb off my new wife, kissing her lips and promising to return for
another round. Once fully dressed, I head out to my office, the doctor
sitting in a chair with a small box in her lap.

“Dr. Lila…” I sigh, settling into my seat. “What can I do for you?”

“Hello Alpha. I apologize for interrupting your day. I just wasn’t sure
what else to do,” she replies, tapping her fingers against the box.

I lean back in my chair and wait for her to continue.

“I-I don’t know the circumstances of your divorce nor is it any of my

business,” she begins, smiling nervously. “But I know in her condition,
Natalia’s health is still important to you.”

I raise an eyebrow at her.

Her condition?



“Care to elaborate, Doc? I’m not sure what you mean,” I inquire, trying
to remember if Natalia ever mentioned being sick.

“Why the pregnancy, Alpha,” she answers, as if that were the most
obvious answer. “I know you’re divorced but surely you care about the

health of your first born.” She shakes the box in her hands. “These are
some prenatal vitamins and medications she’ll need to carry this baby to
term. She’s a human carrying an Alpha inside her. She needs to prepare
her body for the birth if she wants to survive. I did my research and
found several formulas that I feel will make her grow strong enough for
the birth. I wanted to mail them to her but then realized I didn’t have her

contact information nor an address to which she could receive them.”

“Pregnancy?” I almost laugh, her face lighting up with confusion. “Doc,
you seem to have your patients mixed up here. Natalia can’t have kids.
She’s infertile.”

Now it’s her turn to be confused.

“What do mean she’s infertile, Alpha?” Dr. Lila asks.

I’m starting to get annoyed. Pregnancy was not a joke and I would make
sure Doc knew that.

“She showed me the fertility tests where it clearly states that she’s
infertile and will never be capable of conceiving,” I snap, slamming my
fist on the desk. “Not that it’s any of your concern but that’s exactly why
we divorced.”

She shakes her head adamantly, as if these facts could be denied.

“I administered the pregnancy test myself, Alpha,” she insists. “I can
assure you, Natalia is anything but infertile. She’s approximately 3
months along now.” She pulls out a copy of the pregnancy test and the



ultrasound from the box and hands it to me. “This is the result of the test
I gave her two months ago.”

I read over the document three times just to make sure I was
understanding it correctly, but it was simply unmistakable. Natalia was
pregnant… and she was carrying our child.

She lied to me! She f*****g lied about her fertility!

An unbelievable rage burns inside me. How could she do this to me!?
She knew how important a baby was to me!

You f*****g i***t! Jack growls. I told you to be patient but you just had
to go stick your d**k in that stupid cunt of sister! Now look at what

you’ve done. You’ve sent away my Tiny to birth our pup on her own!

I couldn’t even argue with him. I had humiliated Natalia when all she did
was do exactly as she was told. She was going to give me an heir.

Fuck….I sigh, knowing I had screwed up. My mate… My pup…

Find her! Jack snarls. Find her and bring her home to me or so help me
Moon Goddess, I will destroy everything you’ve built. I will kill every
pack member if I have to, starting with that cunt you call wife now.

I knew Jack wasn’t kidding. He would tear Silver Crest apart for my
mistake and I couldn’t let that happen. I dismiss the doctor before Jack
can take control of my body and call in Derek and Jordan.

They stare at me in fear as I sit at my desk with clenched fists and gritted
teeth.

“Find Natalia,” I command, trembling as I shove Jack back into the
recess of my mind. “Your next Alpha is coming.”
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Chapter 4

Vanessa***

.

….5 months later….

.

“So how long have you and Christian been trying?” Dr. Lila asks as she
sanitizes her hands and puts on her gloves.

The sterile medical room is anything but comforting but I put on a brave
smile and answer her.

“We’ve been at it for months,” I lie. She didn’t need to know Christian

barely touched me ever since Natalia’s lie came to light. The b***h was
gone but she was still getting in my way.

“Does it hurt when you have intercourse?” she asks.

I roll my eyes at her. “No. Christian is a true Alpha. He only gives me
pleasure,” I smirk.

Dr. Lila gives me an uncomfortable smile.

“Okay,” Dr. Lila nods, checking the stir ups and instructing the medical
assistant to hand her the speculum. “Just relax for me. I’m just going to

take a quick look inside and take a few samples. Make sure everything is
okay. Alright?”



I puff out my chest in pride. “I’m in perfect health, doc. You’ll see.
Moon Goddess must be waiting for the perfect time to bless me with the
Pack’s heir.”

Dr. Lila doesn’t seem convinced but I could care less what the old cow

thought. I would be carrying their Alpha soon enough and Christian will
forget all about his little brat with Natalia.

I bite my lip uneasily and lay flat on my back, counting my breaths as I
feel the cold metal tool enter me. A small whimper escapes my lips as Dr.
Lila expands the tool and scrapes at my walls with a large cotton swab.
She hands the samples to her assistant who quickly puts them away in
glass test tubes.

Dr. Lila then inserts her gloved fingers inside and gently presses against
my walls.

“Hmmm… A little swelling in this area,” she observes, moving her
fingers a bit more.

I don’t like the sound of that, but quickly push aside the thought.

After a thorough examination, the doctor removes her fingers and
prepares the transvaginal ultrasound probe with some gel. The probe is a
thick plastic tube that will take a full image of my uterus. I remain on my
back as the probe enters me, my hands gripping the sides of the bed in
discomfort.

My heart pounds inside my chest as Dr. Lila surveys my uterus.

“There’s some scarring on the fallopian tubes…” she says, staring at the
screen intently. “Are you sure you haven’t been feeling any discomfort in
your pelvis? Any bleeding, discharge, difficulty peeing?”



“Yes, I’m sure,” I nod frantically. I was starting to get frightened.
“W-what does the scarring mean?”

Dr. Lila doesn’t answer, still scrutinizing her screen as she examines
more of my uterus. I start to panic.

“Your Luna is speaking to you! Answer me, damn it! What does it

mean?” I scream at her.

Dr. Lila frowns at me and sighs in annoyance. “It means… you could

very likely be sterile…”

.

…. One week later….

.

Dr. Lila puts on her glasses as she studies my test results from the pelvic

exam.

“You tested positive for gonorrhea,” She says.

“What?” I snap in indignation. “A-are you calling me a w***e?”

A blank look overtakes her face and she shrugs. “I didn’t say anything.
You came to that conclusion on your own,” she replies.

An overwhelming anger boils through me. She would have never said
such a thing to Natalia! Without a second thought, I raise my hand and
slap her across the face.

“Remember who you are speaking to, Doc. I am your Luna,” I snarl.
“And I will not tolerate you mocking me!”



“Yes, Luna,” Dr. Lila mutters under her breath.

I settle back into my seat and wait for the doc to continue with her
assessment.

“It appears you experienced no symptoms for your gonorrhea and as such,
you went untreated for months,” the doctor finally says. “After some
time, your infection led to pelvic inflammatory disease for which you
also appeared to have no symptoms. Your infection only grew with the

lack of treatment, thereby damaging your uterus and fallopian tubes.”

I didn’t understand a word she was saying.

“So what does that mean? I take some antibiotics and am good as new?”
I ask, a bitter taste settling in my mouth.

“Antibiotics will help get rid of the infection but the damage is
irreversible,” she says quietly, removing her glasses. A bit of pity lingers

in her eyes as she looks at me. “The scarring on your fallopian tubes and
uterus is permanent. I’m sorry to say this, Luna, but you will never be
able to have children of your own.”

I stare blankly at her, taking in the information slowly. My hand flies to
my flat stomach, mourning the loss of the possibility of ever swelling
with life. A small sobs gets caught in my throat as I rise to my feet.

Dr. Lila gets to her feet as well and places a hand over mine. “Luna… we

need to know where you got this infec-”

“Don’t touch me!” I scream, tears spilling onto my cheeks. “You’re
wrong! You’re f*****g wrong!”

Dr. Lila sighs and shakes her head. “Luna, I saw the scarring with my

own eyes and the test…”



“Well run it again!” I snap, taking her tests and tearing them to shreds.
“Do it again because you are wrong!”

She purses her lips and sighs. “Luna, you can take the test as many times
as you like, the results will not change.”

Enraged, I slap her again and grab her by the collar of her shirt. “Do it
again,” I hiss. “NOW!”

.

…. 5 months later….

.

The old hag was right. Time and time again, I was tested and probed by
several doctors only to be told I would never get pregnant… and I would
never give Christian the pups he so craved. Rumors began to spread like

wildfire of my infertility and pack members grew restless about my
performance as Luna.

I was stressed out of my mind and Christian was no help. He was too
busy sending scouts in search of Natalia to notice how unhappy I was. To
make matters worse, I’ve been feeling pains in my stomach. They were
faint like little pinches but unmistakable.

Dr. Lila could offer no explanation so I’ve decided to ask Christian for
help. I just hope he’s in a good mood.

I approach his office and to my horror, find him nose deep in some lowly

omega’s p***y, growling hungrily as he devours her.

“Christian!” I scream, slamming the door shut behind me.



The stupid omega jumps up from the desk onto her feet and fixes her
skirt, her face flushed with embarrasment. She was one of the cook’s
daughters and worked the morning shift.

Christian looks anything but pleased to have his activities interrupted and
orders the omega out of his office. She quickly scurries past me,
mumbling an apology under her breath as she escapes.

My stomach churns with disgust at the sound of her voice and I
practically shove her out of the room. I fight back tears as I turn to
Christian. I had betrayed my own sister for this man. How could he think

so little of me and betray our bond as Alpha and Luna of this Pack?

“How could you?” I ask, desperately trying to keep from falling apart.
“After everything I’ve done for you, how could you turn around and do

this to me? I’m your Luna…”

“And yet you cannot give me a son,” he shrugs, inspecting his nails.
“How could you expect me or anyone in this pack to take you seriously
as a Luna when you can’t even give me the one thing I need from you?”

I open my mouth but feel my words dry up in anger.

He rises to his feet, a smirk curled on his lips as he walks around his desk
towards me. His long warm fingers wrap around my throat and I’m

suddenly pressed up against the wall.

“I should kill you where you stand for being such an inadequate Luna,”
he snarls, burying his face in my neck. “I should kill you for making me
believe you were better than my fated mate…” My head is slammed
against the wall, little stars blurring my vision. “If it weren’t for the fact
that my pack needs a Luna, trust me … you’d already be six feet under.”
He leans in close to my face and licks my cheek.



My heart shatters into a million pieces as he lets me collapse onto the
ground like a worthless piece of trash. He bends down to my level and
grips my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look him in the eye.

“One day, I will find my mate again,” he snarls. “So don’t you get too
comfortable with your title. You are half the Luna Natalia was and when
I find her, you will go back to being the little slut you were.” He slams
his lips against mine, forcing his tongue down my throat. “Now get

dressed,” he snarls. “We have an Alpha meeting in two hours.”

He walks away from me without even looking back. The door to the
office slams shut behind him and I gather my knees to my chest and
scream.

Why couldn’t I just be happy?

.

.

.

***Christian***

.

….Three years later ….

.

“Alpha, we’ve found another body on the pack border. Female. 24.
Omega status,” a soldier reports during the morning pack meeting.
“That’s 4 bodies this month alone, sir.”



I stare absentmindedly at the floor as I remember how Jack tore open the
omega’s throat last night after the scouts reported no sign of Natalia. I
left her body out by the border so the guards could find her in the
morning.

True to his word, Jack killed a pack member every time the scouts came
back empty handed. In the past four years, he had killed over 50 pack

members and it was getting harder and harder to hide the truth.

It’s been four years since Natalia left and Jack was almost uncontrollable,
unable to bear being apart from her and our son any longer. Our son…
There was no doubt in my mind that our child was a boy and the one true
heir to the Alpha title. He must be about 3 years old by now…

What was his name? Does he ever wonder about his father? Has Natalia

told him about me? How is she? Is she suffering as much as I am? Did

she miss me too?

“We placed extra guards as you requested but..”

“But you’ve failed to capture the perpetrator of this attack,” I snarl at the
guards in the room. “Am I to assume you are all incompetent?” I snap,
slamming my fist against the desk. “Is my pack safe with you idiots if a
slimy rogue is able to worm its way into our territory and kill our men
and women?”

“Alpha, we are doing the best we can…”

I wrap my arm around the soldier’s throat and squeeze with all my might,
the soldier turning bright red as he fights for air.

Jack’s loud growl echoes in my mind and I know the bastard is just
waiting for me to let my guard down so he can take control and tear them
all apart.



“Then do better,” I warn, bringing his face close to my own. “Because if
you don’t, I’ll make sure the next dead body we find is yours.”

Kill him, Jack snarls. Kill them all!

Ignoring my wolf, I toss the soldier to the side and dismiss the idiots, all
of them scrambling to leave my office. Just then, Beta Derek marches
into the room.

“What is it?” I snap, my mood quickly dwindling as Jack bangs against
the confines of my thoughts.

Derek bends down in a low bow. “Alpha, your mother is here.”

I let out a groan. The last thing I needed was a f*****g lecture.

“Fine, let her in,” I wave, mentally preparing to receive her..

My mother waltzes in the room, the grace of a true Luna in her every step.
The same grace I used to see in Natalia.

“Christian,” She smiles, spreading her arms out wide to hug me.

I put my hand up to stop her. She knows I hate hugs.

“What do you want?” I ask, settling down onto my chair.

She frowns but finds her own seat and settles down as well. “Well I guess

I’ll get right to the point, Christian,” she shrugs. “The pack elders and the
pack members have expressed concern over your leadership skills and
that of your Luna’s.” My mother crosses her legs and lets out a heavy
sigh. “And quite frankly, you should be less concerned with finding your
ex wife and more concerned with your current one. This pack needs a



stronger Luna, Christian; one who can deliver an heir and Vanessa is just

a f*****g disaster waiting to happen.”

Just who the f**k does she think she is to tell me what to do with my
mate? Jack growls.

I clench my fists at my sides as I struggle to keep him from attacking my
mother.

“Vanessa is just filling in until I bring home Natalia,” I snap, my mother
remaining cool and unbothered by my outburst.

“And how much longer do you think this pack will last with a drunken
Luna while you comb the surface of this earth for a woman who wants
nothing to do with you?” She scoffs. “A woman you should have never

disrespected by sleeping around with her good for nothing sister.”

“I needed an heir!” I protest.

“And Natalia needed a husband!” My mother snaps. “Do you know what

it’s like to have all eyes on you waiting for you to conceive?” She asks,
her voice softening. “Can you imagine the pressure she must have felt
being a human in a pack of wolves all of whom at one point thought she
was unfit to lead? All Natalia needed was a little encouragement from

you, a little kindness but you are as big a brute as your father!”

I click my teeth in annoyance.

“That young woman had the makings of the best Luna this pack would
have ever seen,” she continues. “She was intelligent, poised, determined.
And you threw her away!”

“She lied to me!”



“And so did you!” My mother shouts. “You tarnished your bond by
sleeping with her sister,” she snaps. “Own up to your actions and be a
goddamn man. Stop blaming Natalia for what you did to her because it
was all you,” she adds getting up from her seat. “Get it together,
Christian, or so help me Moon Goddess, your reign as Alpha of the
Silver Crest pack will come to an end.”

“Are you threatening me, mother?” I smirk. “Are you challenging my
birthright as Alpha?”

“I’m giving you a warning,” my mother says over her shoulder as she
walks towards the door. “Another Alpha has already been chosen by the
elders. Fail to turn things around… and he will Challenge you for your

title.”

The door slams shut behind her as she exits.

.

.

.

***Natalia***

.

…. Present Day ….

.

I pretend to be asleep as the small presence beside me pokes at my face.



“Mommy?” Dakota whispers, attempting to pry my eyes open with his
tiny fingers. “Mommy, I want pancakes today.”

I remain perfectly still, trying my best to hide my smile as my son
continues to poke and pry at my eyes.

“Mommy,” he kisses my cheek and wedges himself beside me. “Mommy,
can we make pancakes?”

My eyes burst open as I wrap him up in my arms and shower him with
kisses.

“Mommy, can we make pancakes?” He smiles as I release him.

“I don’t know,” I say, forcing a fake yawn. “I’m pretty tired…”

“Please, mommy?” He pleads, giving me puppy eyes.

My heart melts but I decide to milk this as much as possible.

“What are the magic words?” I ask.

He grins back at me. “I love you.”

“How much?”

He stretches out his arms as wide as he can to demonstrate his love. “This
much,” he says proudly.

This was my heaven. After several months of pain and uncertainty, I was
finally happy with my frijolito.

My little boy, Dakota, was born with the help of a witch and he alone had
brought more joy to my life than anything else in the world. He was my



life, my soul, my everything and I would make sure Christian never finds
him.
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*Zane ***

“What is your name?” my father’s voice booms, my shirt balled up in his
fist as he holds me up against the wall.

I swallow the sob caught in my throat and blink away my tears as I try to
concentrate on my words. “Z-Z-Za-“

Before I can finish my attempt, my father’s fist races towards my face,
the blow connecting just below my jaw, sending a surge of pain to jolt
my small body. I taste the blood instantly, the metallic flavor all too
familiar against my tongue.

“Sebastian, please!” my mother cries pathetically, grabbing at my
father’s bicep to pull me free from his grip.

“Try again!” my father growls, slamming me against the wall.

Fear bubbles in the pit of my stomach as I stare at my father’s cold eyes
looking back at me with so much hatred, so much shame at having me
for a son. My mouth suddenly feels extremely dry as it hangs open. I
could feel my name at the back of my throat but try as I might, I simply
could not utter a single coherent sound.

At 6 years old, my stutter was no longer a cute little phase but a
problem. No matter how hard I concentrate, no matter how hard I try, I
find stringing together a single sentence a daunting task, something not
within my reach. I knew my father grew embarrassed every time I

struggled to pronounce my own name even to the maids.

It was not a hard name either. Zane White. Simple, or at least it should
be.



To fix this problem, my father, the Silver wolf Alpha of the Scarlet
Haven Pack, had the best speech therapists flown in, but none were
successful in curing my defect. I was incurable and in my father’s eyes,
this fact was unacceptable.

I had yet to be presented to the pack as the next Alpha and so far only
two maids, the beta and my mother’s Gamma knew what I looked like. I
was the hidden Heir of Scarlet Haven, locked away within the Pack
mansion. The one no one had ever seen before and for good reason too.

My father had a lot of enemies. His first son, Jonathan, had been killed
by our silver wolf rivals, the Ravenstone Clan just a few days shy of his

first birthday and my father feared someone would try to kill me before I
could take the title. My incurable stutter only added to his need to hide
me; for how could the next Alpha of one of the most prestigious Silver

Wolf Packs on the West Coast have a stutter?

Having given up on the professional therapist, my father took matters
into his own hands, literally.

And that’s where I currently find myself now, in his hands and at his
mercy.

Mom tries to help me, but she is too weak to stop the furious Alpha
from taking out his frustrations on my face.

My jaw burns as I open it once more. Pushing through the pain, I close
my eyes and concentrate on my name dancing on the tip of my tongue. I
try to make a sound but the fear of my father’s fist makes my throat run
dry. Rather than my name coming out, a small squeak escapes my lips.

Infuriated, my father’s brown eyes begin to glow blue as his wolf makes

his presence known. His piercing eyes look at me with disgust and I
suddenly fall to the ground as the Alpha turns on his heel.



“He’s not even worth my time,” the Alpha snarls over his shoulder. He
turns to my mother. “Pick up your son and keep him quiet during the

party. Make sure he doesn’t embarrass me any further.”

He slams the door on his way out and the sob I had been holding in
finally breaks free. My mother gently picks me up, cradling my head as
she whispers soothing words to me.

“It’s okay, Zane,” she coos. “I know you’re trying…”

“I-I’m s-s-orr-y,” I hiccup. “H-he ha-tes me!”

“No he doesn’t,” My mother protests, smoothing down my hair and
kissing my forehead. “He’s just a little frustrated. There’s just a lot on
his plate right now.” She helps me to my feet and dusts me off. “Come
on, sweetie. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

After getting dressed , my mother walks me down to the car where my
father waits impatiently for us. It was the King’s birthday today and all
the Alphas of the Crescent Mane Kingdom and their families would be
attending. Unfortunately for me, this would also be the day my father
officially presented me to the Kingdom as the next Alpha of the Scarlet
Haven pack.

I go over my lines in my head as we drive to the King’s territory where
we find several guests already mingling outside of the King’s Mansion.

“Hi, my name is Zane,” I mumble to myself over and over again until I
feel I could say nothing else.

My father stops the car and stares at me through the rearview mirror, his
cold eyes boring holes into my head.

“What is your name?” he asks through clenched teeth.



I close my eyes to concentrate because I knew if I kept staring at those
cold angry eyes, I would actually piss myself in fear.

“Z-Zane,” I stutter, my body stiffening in preparation for the blow I

knew was coming.

But it never comes. Instead, I’m met with cold silence. Mustering up
some courage, I open one eye and steal a glance at my father. His jaw is

clenched but he says nothing as he opens the door to leave.

“You’re a disappointment,” he growls as he steps out of the car. “Don’t
bother coming out. You won’t be presenting yourself this evening.”

I burst into tears as he storms off towards the mansion, completely
ashamed of myself and my voice. My mother tries her best to soothe me
but I am inconsolable.

“It’s okay, my beautiful boy,” she murmurs as she cups my cheeks.
“How about you and I find ourselves a quiet place and hang out for the
rest of the evening. Just the two of us? I’m sure your father can handle

the other Alphas without me.”

I nod as I wipe my tears and she gives me her brightest smile.

“Okay, my love,” she chirps, reaching for the door handle. “I’ll go fetch
us a snack and we’ll hide out until it’s time to go home, okay?”

She disappears into the crowd of wolves as I settle back into my seat and
wait. Despite the tinted windows of the car, I squint my eyes and stare at
the guests as they arrive, trying to figure who was who. I memorized all
of the packs in the Kingdom and knew Scarlett Haven was not the only
Silver wolf pack in Crest Mane. I was curious to see if we were really the
strongest pack like Father claimed we were. Perhaps I’d get the chance to
see another silver wolf shift or use their powers.



I had seen my father use his gift many times, each time leaving any
onlookers in awe and wonder. He had the gift of gas manipulation. His
body could morph into a toxic gas, allowing him to avoid being injured

by an attacker while simultaneously allowing him to poison his opponent.
No wolf has ever defeated him in battle.

I could only hope on the night of my first shift that I would not
disappoint my father and have a decent gift worthy of the Scarlet Haven
reputation.

As I watch the guests arrive and wait for my mother to return, I hear a
howl in the distance. I scramble to the back of the car and peek through
the rear view window just in time to see a large pack of wolves storm in
through the mansion gates.

Ravenstone wolves…

It’s not long before the screaming overpowers the music playing from
the Mansion, wolves rushing to protect their mates. Lunas and their pups
are quickly whisked away by their gammas to safer locations. Our
Gamma, Wyatt, had come with his family in a separate car. I just hope
he finds my mother in time to protect her.

My heart pounding in my chest almost drowns out the sounds of death
around me as Ravenstone wolves attack. Frightened by the terrifying
screams, I climb out of the car and make a run for the trees near the
house, hoping somehow to find my mother.

But it is I who finds her…

I round the corner and there amongst the trees, I hear a sickening scream.
My body stiffens with fear but upon hearing my mother’s voice, I force
my legs to move onward. That’s when I see the most horrifying scene
that would forever haunt me in my nightmares.



Pinned beneath a Ravenstone wolf, my mother struggles to free herself.

“M-mom?” I whimper, my eyes filling with tears.

My mother turns her head in my direction, her neck now perfectly

exposed to her attacker. Terror fills her blue orbs as we make eye contact
while the wolf sinks his teeth into her throat. I open my mouth to scream
but my voice never leaves my lips as I watch the life drain from my
mother’s eyes.

…

I flinch at the memory of my mother’s lifeless body and fall off the edge
of my bed with a thud. My roommates groan in annoyance and I quickly
scramble to my feet. The clock reads 5 am and I decide to get a head start

on the day, grabbing my things for a shower.

The hot water jets drum against my skin, the room quickly filling with

steam. I count my scars as I scrub my body, a habit I developed after
years of being an Omega.

It’s been 20 years since the attack and my life is starkly different now

that my mother is gone.

Upon returning from battle, my father made the announcement that both
my mother and I had died in the attack. Gamma Wyatt and the maids

who knew of me were sworn to secrecy while I was locked away in my
room, left to mourn the loss of my only companion in silence. My father
never came to visit me and the maids were told to never speak to me
when they attended me. My world became silent and soon, so did I.

Not long after, Gamma Wyatt informed me that my father had remarried

and was expecting a son soon. A son to whom he would be passing his



title to when the time came. I was formally stripped of my rank the day
my half brother, Caine, was born and given an Omega rank.

After a year in my silent prison, I finally caught a break. A rogue was

spotted near the western border and brought before the Alpha. Agnes was
a small woman, no more than 5 feet tall and quite beautiful. Her looks,
however, were not the reason she was spared from certain death, for
Agnes had one small defect that would benefit my father greatly.

I still remember the day I met her. It was the only time my father came to
see me before I left the Pack Mansion.

.

….FLASH BACK….

.

“This is Agnes,” my father’s voice echoes across the room. “Your new
mother.”

I freeze, unsure if I heard him correctly. The look of disdain in his eyes
for me hadn’t faded after all this time we spent apart. My legs shake as I
stand before the man I once called father. There’s a small woman
standing behind him; she is also shaking.

“You will be moving to the Omega house with her,” he adds. “She’ll
help you pack your things.” He growls when both Agnes and I remain
frozen in place. “Do I have to repeat myself? Get moving!” he
commands, pushing Agnes into the room.

Agnes trips over her feet and collapses onto the ground in front of me.
Tears line her eyes as she looks around the room frantically. I reach over



to help her up and she flinches, her arms flying over her head to shield
herself.

Stunned, I look over at my father, but he’s already gone.

Unsure what else to do, I reach over again and tap her shoulder, offering
my hand to help her up. Seeing that I did not intend to hurt her, Agnes
slowly lowers her arms and takes my hand.

She gives me a warm smile and places her hands in front of her face,
thrusting them forward. I wrinkle my nose in confusion and she laughs
quietly.

She points to her ears and shakes a finger at me. When I don’t

understand, she pulls out a pen and paper from her back pocket.

“I am deaf,” she writes, pointing again to her ears and smiling. “My
name is Agnes. What is your name?”

.

.

.

I shut off the shower and get dressed before the rest of the Omegas come
rushing in to get a shower.

The Omega House, nicknamed the Hive, is a large building just south of
the main Pack house where the Alpha and the Higher Ranks live. The
Hive houses nearly 70 Mated and Unmated Omegas, and despite its size,
is severely overcrowded. I share my bedroom with three other omegas,
Simon, Luca, Timothy, all of whom are around my age, unmated, and
under evaluation for Warrior status. Once every year, Omegas are



allowed to petition for a higher rank, most seeking Warrior or Guard

status. The vast majority would never earn a new rank, but the possibility
is enough to spark hope to keep trying.

I, on the other hand, would never attain Warrior status or any other rank

for that matter. My father made sure of that.

I rush off to the unmated female wing of the Hive to find Agnes. I tip-toe
to her room and find her curled up in her bed fast asleep. She stirs as she
feels the vibrations of my footsteps approaching her and she sits up
immediately to receive me with a hug.

“Good morning,” I sign to her as I pull away from her arms. “How is

your eye?” I ask.

Last night, while serving dinner to the Alpha and his family, Agnes made
the unfortunate mistake of accidentally spilling some wine on the table.
Caine demanded an apology and when Agnes could not utter a sound, he
lost his temper and hit her in the face with a wine bottle.

I found Agnes nursing her bloody eye in the kitchen sink, several omegas
ignoring her cries. Not a single wolf had the decency to help her out.

“It’s fine,” she signs with a smile.

I know better than to believe her and gently uncover her eye patch to see
for myself. Smooth healed skin lies just beneath the gauze and Agnes
smirks triumphantly at me.

“Told you,” she signs, bursting into silent laughter as I roll my eyes at
her.

“Told you,” I mock, making her laugh even more, “Yeah, yeah.
Whatever. Go shower.”



She laughs again and rummages around her room, collecting clean
clothes and towels herself. Several minutes later, she steps out of the
bathroom dressed in a t- shirt and jeans, her greying hairs still a little
damp.

We walk down to the kitchen where Agnes prepares us a small breakfast
while I pack us some sandwiches to take to while we work at the Pack
House. Omegas were not allowed to eat any food from the Alpha’s home.

At the Pack house, Agnes slips into the kitchen to get started on breakfast
for the Alpha and his team while I head out to the shed to get some
supplies. I was remodeling Luna Sarah’s home office, and after a week of
repairs, was finally going to paint today. I was excited to finish soon; I
hated being in this house, especially with Luna Sarah present. She made
me uncomfortable.

Grabbing paint, tape, pans, and paint rollers, I get started on my task,
emptying my mind of all thoughts as I press the paintbrush to the wall.
The work is mind numbing; just what I need after that awful nightmare
this morning.

The room, however, quickly becomes stuffy and I remove my shirt to
wipe off the sweat dripping on my forehead.

“Would you like a drink?” a sultry voice asks from behind me. “You’ve

been working so hard…”

The hairs on the back of my neck stand up and my body goes tense.

“There’s no need to be nervous, dear,” Luna Sara chuckles. “I don’t
bite.”

I gulp, placing the paint brush down and turning to face her. Luna Sara is
a beautiful woman with short blond hair and dark blue eyes. She wears a



scarlet dress that is too short for someone her height and a pair of black
stiletto heels.

I bow before the Luna and she waltzes into the room with an ice cold
Coke in her hands.

“Here, handsome,” she purrs, opening the drink and placing it in my
hand.

I could feel my wolf, Grayson, become restless and it makes me uneasy.
Grayson and I didn’t have the best relationship so I knew something was
up the second he decided to make his presence known.

Luna Sara’s fingers linger over mine and as I pull my hand away, I spill
the drink all over my bare chest.

“Oopsies…” She giggles, reaching for my shirt and pressing it against
my wet skin. “Here, let me help you with that.”

Every cell in my body is telling me to run, to get as far away as possible
from her, but my legs refuse to move. Moreover, she was Luna and the
last thing I wanted to do was disrespect her.

I do my best to remain perfectly still while she dries me off and she
stands on the tips of her toes to reach my collar bone. Suddenly, her lips
crash against mine, her tongue plunging into my mouth. It takes me a few
seconds to function but I finally manage to push her away, afraid Caine,
or even worse, my father would walk in and misinterpret the situation.

She giggles and throws herself at me again, this time wrapping her arms
around my neck. “Oh come on, Zane. You can’t tell me you haven’t
wanted me all week,” She smirks, pressing her lips against mine again.
“We can be quick,” she murmurs, one of her hands already trying to



unzip my jeans. “My husband won’t care. He does this to me all the
time!”

Horrified, I grab her by the hands and throw her against the wall, pink
paint staining her dress.

Oh goddess I’m dead, I panic to myself, inching closer to the door. I’m
so f*****g dead!

She wipes paint off her dress, glaring at me with her cold blue eyes.

“You’re going to regret this!” She snarls as I run out of the room.
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Chapter 6 Jane***

“You’re going to regret this!” She snarls as I make my escape out of the
room, looking back to see if Luna Sara was following me.

“You hear me? You’re going to pay!”

The Alpha in me growls at her as I bolt down the hall, wanting to
challenge her threats but I knew better than to let my wolf get carried
away and I block him out instead.I head straight to the kitchen where I
find Agnes slaving away making lunch for the Pack house members.

Every fiber in my body screams at me to get out of the house and get as
far away as possible from Luna Sara, but I could not leave Agnes on her
own.

With no time to explain, I just grab Agnes by the wrist and drag her
towards the back door.She slaps away at my hand to get my attention but
I keep my eyes forward as I pull her out of the house.

Frustrated with me, she gives a hard yank and pulls her hand out of my
grip.

Stomping her feet on the floor, she demands an explanation for why I’ve
dragged her out.

“I did something bad,” I sign.

“We have to go now!”

“Go where?”

She signs back, her eyes filling with concern.



“There he is!” a voice calls out and I turn to see a group of guards
heading our way.

“GET HIM!”

“Zane, what did you do?”

Agnes asks as I grab her wrist again and I run as fast as I can, the sound
of the guards getting closer, but poor Agnes struggles to keep up and
trips over her feet. She collapses onto the ground, scraping her knees on
a pile of debris.

We become surrounded as I bend over to help her up, any means of
escape now blocked by 20 or so guards.

Two of them step forward and yank Agnes out of my arms, shoving her
to the side so that she falls again, collapsing on the ground with a groan.

A guard grabs me from behind and pins my arms against my back,
another gripping me by the neck and kicking my knees until they cave in.

Agnes attempts to get on her feet but a guard kicks her in the stomach,
knocking the wind right of her lungs.

A low growl escapes my lips as she wheezes, several tears rolling down
her cheek.

“Shut the f**k up!” A guard snarls, punching me in the jaw.

Blood fills my mouth as several of the guards take turns beating on me,
my wolf growling and snarling to be released and defend himself.

Agnes opens her mouth in silent screams and wails, grabbing at the
guards or slapping at their arms but they simply push her away.



I shake my head at her to stop, but she only cries harder at being unable
to help me.I try to fight back but without activating my wolf or my gift,
I am easily subdued.

My left eye is almost swollen shut and I can no longer feel my face by
the time the guards have mercy and stop their assault.

Silver handcuffs are slapped onto my wrists and I am yanked up on my
feet by my hair.

Luna Sara just behind him.Her makeup is ruined as she sobs
uncontrollably and her dress is torn at the bust and thighs.

“Is he the one?” Caine snarls, his cold blue eyes never once leaving me.

“Yes!” the Luna wails.

“H-he’s the one. He tried to rape me!”

l open my mouth to protest but as always, my words get lodged in my
throat and all that escapes from my lips is a small groan.

Agnes, on the other hand, squeezes through the ring of guards and kneels
before Caine, groaning in my defense.

Caine is a man of little patience and without a second thought, he slaps
Agnes across the face, nearly knocking her out.

“Someone get this moaning b***h out of here!” he orders, several guards
grabbing Agnes and dragging her back to the pack house as she silently
cries.

His full attention on me, Caine grips me by the chin and forces me to
look him in the eyes.



“Take this piece of s**t to the dungeons,”

He commands, the smirk on his lips sending a chill down my spine.

“I’ll show him what happens when you attempt to rape your Luna.”

I glance at Luna Sara who gives me a sly grin before she bursts into tears
once more as I am dragged away to the one place I fear most maze of
never ending tunnels and traps surrounding the dark cell blocks.

Only members of the Alpha family, myself included, knew the dungeons

by heart as it was designed to trap even the most astute of prisoners.

Caine leads us down the main corridor and we travel for what seems like
miles in complete darkness before we see the light of the torches lining
the dungeon walls in the distance.

Moans and groans from the few prisoners in the cells reflect off the walls,
a sense of dread washing over me.

The stench of death and blood hits my nostrils like a truck and I hold
back a gag as I’m dragged to the center of what appears to be a torture
chamber.

Silver chains, whips, pliers, crowbars, and other instruments hang from
the walls, my heart sinking to the pit of my stomach as I realize what I
was about to endure.

My hands are uncuffed momentarily, the guards hooking me up by my
wrists to a chain dangling from the center of the ceiling.

The chain is pulled high over my head, my arms aching as I’m raised

high enough so that my feet barely touch the ground.

The sound of a chain whip with tiny razors dragging across the cold
cement floor makes the hair on the back of my neck stand to attention.



Please Moon Goddess, I beg her.

Please let them kill me quickly…I flinch as a guard tears off my shirt, my
bruised chest and back on full display for Caine and his whip.

The guard then turns me around so that I come face to face with Luna
Sara.

positioning himself for my punishment.

“But first, I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

Aloud crack echoes off the walls as the whip makes contact with my
flesh, a burning sensation rippling through my body as I grit my teeth and
hold back a scream.

My fists clench as I process the pain but soon another lick makes me gasp
for air, my body thrusting forward from the force of the blow.

The whip continues ripping through my back, tiny rivers of blood
pouring out of me as I bite down on my tongue.

Tears roll down Luna Sara’s cheeks as she looks upon my bloodied body
but I see the pleasure in her eyes as blow after blow tears into my aching
flesh.

My knees begin to tremble as 15 licks slice across my back, but I refuse
to let myself scream for her enjoyment.

I feel Caine’s frustration with every blow and he growls in distaste.

“You think you’re so tough?”

Caine snarls, throwing the whip off the side and forcing me to face him.



I don’t say a word, focusing instead on every labored breath I inhale to
keep from passing out.I couldn’t speak even if I wanted to, my throat
burning from all my muffled screams.

“I’m going to make you talk, mutt,”

Caine snarls, pinching my chin and digging his fingernails into my skin.

“And I’ll have you begging me for death.”

He pushes my face away and walks over to the wall of tools,until the
silver glows red from the heat.

My wolf howls violently as if begging me to fight but I manage to reign
him in and put my walls up for safe measure.I knew he could not save

me.

We didn’t even know how to use my powers yet.

Caine brings the glowing rod close to me so that it almost grazes my face,
the heat nipping at my cheeks.

“Are you afraid, mutt?”

Caine snickers as my body trembles from the exhaustion, beads of blood
and sweat dripping down my face.

I swallow the saliva in my mouth to moisten my throat but say nothing to
future Alpha, infuriating him even more.

He moves the rod down the length of my body until he reaches my
exposed hip.

An involuntary groan escapes my lips and he smirks at me.



Without a hint of hesitation, Caine presses the hot rod onto my skin, a
thousand tiny pins digging into my burning flesh.

I bite down on my lip until I taste blood but I do not scream as Caine digs
the hot rod deeper into my hip.I pant as the pain reaches its peak, several
tears lining my eyes.

A tiny groan bubbles in my throat but! gasp for air to hold it back in.

Thundering footsteps approach from down the corridor and the guards all
stand to attention in acknowledgement of the arrival of the Alpha, his
Beta and the Gamma.

Caine removes the burning rod from achieving his goals.I pant furiously
as the red welt continues to sting but blink away the tears that had formed
in my eyes.

Luna Sara rushes into my father’s arms but his cold eyes are too busy
staring at me to notice that she’s crying.I cannot bring myself to meet my
Alpha’s gaze and I settle instead on looking at Gamma Wyatt.

He gives me a look of pity as he wraps his arms around Sara’s waist and
holds her back.

“Stay put,” he hisses, Luna Sara growling in protest.

“What exactly do you think you are doing?” the Alpha asks his sonin
amusement.

“What does it look like?”

Caine snaps back, covering his mouth instinctively almost as soon as his
words leave his mouth.



He realizes his mistake too late, however, as my father’s eyes narrow to

slits.He bends over and grabs the rod without a word and walks over to
the torch, holding the rod over the flame.

“You know son,” the Alpha smiles coldly.

“Do you know why they call me the Scarlet Alpha?” Caine gulps as the
rod begins to glow red.

“N-no sir,” he replies.

My father smirks and within a blink of an eye, moves across the room in

front of his son, pressing the rod against Caine’s chest.

Caine lets out a scream, Luna Sara bursting into real tears to see her son
in “Sebastian stop!”

Luna Sara screams.

“You’re hurting him!”

The Alpha ignores the pleas of his wife and presses the rod harder against
Caine’s chest, burning his shirt right into the wound.

“It’s because I draw blood at the first sign of disrespect,” my father
murmurs, tossing the rod off to the side and allowing Caine to collapse
onto his knees.

“Remember your place, boy,” he adds with a growl before turning his
attention to me.

His cold brown eyes make every fiber in my body tremble in fear, and for
the first time in years, I contemplate screaming.He inspects the wounds
on my chest and back and whistles to himself.



“Did he say anything?” the Alpha asks no one in particular.

“N-no sir,” Caine answers, blinking away the tears that had formed in his
eyes.

My father clicks his tongue in dissatisfaction.

“And what was the crime that merited such punishment?” he asks,
placing a single finger on my chest.

“He tried to take advantage of me!” Luna Sara cries, finally freeing
herself from Gamma Wyatt’s grip and nuzzling up to my father’s chest.

“We can’t have a monster among us! If he could try hurting me, who’s to
say he won’t hurt another woman or worse, a child!”

“What did you say?”

Luna Sara takes a deep breath and whimpers, the sound making me
cringe at it’s falseness.

“H-e tried to hurt me.”

My father knows instantly that she’s lying, his lips pursing as they
always did when he was angry, but he was not about to contradict his
Luna in front of his guards or his son.He lets his eyes roam back to me

and for a split second, I see sadness flicker in his eyes.

“Then you are right,”

My father says, his face once again becoming stone.

“We cannot have a monster among us.”



Luna Sara smiles in satisfaction but her grin quickly fades when my
father orders the guards to release me.

“Wait what?”

She demands, watching in horror as the guards let me down from the

chain and help me up to my feet.

“Why are you letting him…”

Her voice stops abruptly as when the Alpha glares at her, reminding her
with one look that he was not to be questioned.

“From here on out, this mute mutt is stripped of his omega title,”

My father declares, his voice thundering against the stone walls.

“He is a rogue now and should he ever set foot on this territory again,” he
warns, his eyes settling on me.

“He is to be killed on sight.”

My heart ruptures as his words register in my head.There was nothing
worse than being declared a rogue.It was practically a death sentence.

The world of Rogues was cruel and deadly, every mutt out for
themselves and no one else kill me instead but as always, my words
linger at the tip of my tongue, never to escape the confines of my mouth.

“Everyone out, now,” my father commands.

“I’d like a few words with the rogue.”

The guards and the Beta are out almost immediately, Caine following suit,
caressing the bleeding wound on his chest.



Luna Sara looks furiously at my father but Gamma Wyatt manages to
coax her out of the room without too much of a fuss.

With just my father and I left, the room suddenly feels colder, my raw
skin erupting in goosebumps.l open my mouth but one glare from my

father forces it closed again.

“Do not for a second think I am sparing you,” he growls.

“You are still the greatest failure of my life and nothing makes me
happier than to finally be rid of you.”

His words hurt more than the open wounds on my back and I simply nod
in acknowledgement of his words.

“You may take Agnes with you.I have no use for her here,” he sighs as
he walks towards the door.

“And may I never see you two again.”
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Chapter 7: Rogues

***Jane***

My father orders two guards to unchain me and I collapse onto the
ground, my open wounds burning as I hit the cold pavement.

The guards force me to walk down the dark corridors, both of them
pushing and shoving me when I walk too slowly.

As we make it out of the dungeons, the bright light of the day burns my
bruised eyes and I wince, the guards laughing at me.

They lead me out to the main road where Gamma Wyatt and Agnes are
waiting for me by a pick up truck.

Anger boils in my veins when I see Agnes’ bruised face, her cheeks
swollen and her lip split open from a beating.

Agnes bursts into tears as I collapse onto my knees before her and I brace
myself for her anger for getting us both exiled from Scarlet Haven.

She, however, takes me in her arms , gently cradling my head and sobs
into my bloody hair.

“I thought they killed you,” she signs as she pulls away.

“I thought you left me.”

Gamma Wyatt dismisses the guards and instructs Agnes and I to get into
the pick up truck.I notice two backpacks in the truck and I nod towards
them.



“They let me pack a few things before we left,”

Agnes She begins examining my wounds as we drive to the edge of the
territory, large tears streaming down her face.

“It’s okay,” I sign, wincing as she dabs a cloth to my torn back.

“I-it’s not as bad as it looks.”

She frowns but makes no comment as she continues to clean the wounds
with her small cloth.

At the edge of the woods, Gamma Wyatt orders us out of the car and

hands us the bags Agnes packed.He then hands me a small Manila
envelope.

Confused, I open it and find a wad of cash inside.

“A gift,” he says quietly.

“Your mother was my best friend…not a day goes by that I don’t regret
not finding her sooner.” I stare at the money, unsure what to say.

Gamma Wyatt had never treated me poorly but he had never done
anything to help me either.

Why help me now? As I stare at the envelope, I notice a small picture
inside and pull it out, tears threatening to fall down my cheeks when I
realize it was a photograph of my mother and I taken just a few days
before the attack.

“Your father kept this picture hidden in a drawer” Gamma Wyatt
explains.

“I figured you may have better use for it.”



Before I can react, he pulls out a map, hundreds of red dots scattered
over the state explains.

“Stay clear of them and you should avoid getting yourselves killed.”

He points to the few small towns with no dots near them.

“These are your safest bet.They’re perfect for two rogues starting
over.Try Poulsbo first.It’s about 100 miles south from Maple Falls and

is small enough that it wouldn’t be a target for any packs.”

He rolls up the map and shoves it in my hand.

“You better hurry before it gets dark. A deaf wolf and mute one are two

perfect targets for a desperate rogue looking for a meal.” I nod and stuff
the map into my backpack.

“Moon Goddess be with you Zane,”

Gamma Wyatt murmurs, turning on his heel and jumping back into his
truck.

Agnes and I watch as he drives off back towards the pack, a bit of dread
settling in the pit of my stomach.I feel a warm hand interlock with mine

and I squeeze it back for comfort.

Agnes tugs at my hand and I look down to her smiling up at me.

“We’ll be okay,” she signs, picking up her bag and slinging it over her
back.

“Pll carry you,” I sign, mentally preparing to shift.

“I can walk,” she huffs, turning towards the woods.



I try to carry her bag but she once again refuses, determined not to be a
burden for me.

Of course, I’ve never seen her as one to begin with.

injuries but we finally make it as the sun sets over the horizon.

Afraid people would ask too many questions about my gory state, I hand
Agnes some money and have her book a small motel room for the both of
us.

The room is small and dingy but would do just fine for the night.

There’s only one bed and after a small argument, we agree to share it.

Worried about my injuries, Agnes goes to a nearby pharmacy and grabs
some supplies for me.

I jump in the shower to rinse the blood off from the several cuts on my
back.

Normally the wounds would have healed by now but the silver chain had
slowed my healing process significantly.

My cuts and burn will scar permanently due to the silver and I will
forever be reminded of what Caine and Sara did to me.

It takes everything in me not to shift and let out my frustrations on the
furniture of the room.

Agnes returns from her trip, finding me in a state of near panic and anger,
and tries to calm me down.

“Sit down,” she pleads.



“Let’s talk.” I shake my head at her.

“I’m so tired of this s**t! Why can’t I just talk? Why am I so broken?”
She shakes her head at me and forces a smile on her face.

“You’re not broken.”

“Then why are we here!”

I nearly growl at her, pulling away from her arms.

“Face it! My own father disowned me because I’m worthless! She bites
her lips, her eyes full of hurt.’

“Am I worthless then too?”

The blood drains from as I realize I’ve just insulted the only person who
had ever loved me since my mother died.

“No,” I sigh, hanging my head in shame.

“I’m sorry.I didn’t mean “ She holds her hands up and sighs.

“Come,” she gestures to the bed.

“Let’s get those wounds dressed.”

I sink into the bed, holding perfectly still as she tapes me up.She
whimpers to herself as she cleans each wound and I realize she’s crying.

“I’m sorry.I don’t mean what I said,” I apologize and she forces a smile.

“No, it’s not that,” she wipes her eyes.

“Just look at what that…that monster did to you…”



“I’m fine,” I reassure her.

“It was just a few cuts.”

She points to the s-shaped burn on my hip.

“He branded you.” I stare at the raw skin, still red and burning from the

silver.

Caine had marked me as a Scarlet Haven wolf but it pleased me to know
my father had done the same to him.

“It’s okay.Caine got a matching one too,” I laugh awkwardly.

She doesn’t find it very funny and continues cleaning me up grocery bag
and heats up the food in paper plates.

We eat in comfortable silence and I thank Moon Goddess I’m not alone
on this journey.

My body still aches in the morning but at least the bruises on my face and
chest are gone.

Agnes redresses my hip and a few of the cuts on my back before we
check out and head downtown for the bus station.

I buy two tickets to Edmonds just outside of Seattle and we board the
large Greyhound bus, Agnes glued to the window to watch the scenery

outside.

The journey is long and tiresome but after nearly a day of traveling by
bus and ferry, Agnes and I arrive in Poulsbo in the late hours of the
morning.

It was a small town nestled on an island just off the shores of the state,
surrounded by trees and water.



Exhausted, Agnes and I find a small motel on the outskirts of the sleepy
town, both of us eager to rest for a few hours.

I, however, struggle to get any sleep, my mind reeling over our options.

We were still good on the money Gamma Wyatt gave us and it would be
plenty for a deposit on a small apartment.

I just needed to find a job soon if I wanted to give Agnes a warm
comfortable bed to call her own.

Grayson stirs in my head and groans, wanting to go out for a run.

It had almost been two weeks since my last shift and he needed to stretch
out his legs.I roll over onto my side and find Agnes wide awake, staring
silently at the ceiling.I throw a pillow at her to catch”Want to go for a

run?”

I grin and she nods eagerly.

We make the short walk to the nearby forest and after a quick survey of
the area, I guard Agnes while she undresses behind a tree.

After a few minutes, a snout brushes up against my back and I turn to see
a small light brown wolf bow playfully at me.

Like Agnes, her wolf, Cynthia, is deaf and mute.

Cynthia’s senses, however, make up for the hearing loss.

She could see and smell far better than I could.

Her green eyes twinkle with delight at being set free and she tugs at my
shirt to join her.



I hide behind a tree and remove my clothes, inspecting my almost healed
wounds before shifting.

Like my mother and father, Grayson is also a silver wolf, his metallic fur
gleaming under the last of the day’s sunlight.

As for gifts, I knew my abilities were related to the mind, but the extent
of my strength was a mystery even to me.

For a month after my first shift, I heard the never ending thoughts of
every person I encountered, their inner voices nearly driving me mad.I
could even see their memories, their dreams, their emotions.

It was awful being constantly bombarded by random thoughts, unable to
even sleep in peace.

Grayson could not keep their thoughts under control and I locked him in
the dark recesses of my mind for a while until I learned to stop the voices
with a mental wall.

That was the beginning of the end of our relationship.

Even now, he refuses to speak to me; he only growls or grumbles in
annoyance on occasion.

reached into her mind, she would go into a catatonic state for a few hours

and I couldn’t bear to see her go so numb and empty.

I haven’t used my powers in years , too afraid I might hurt someone.I
hand Grayson the reins to my body and allow him to enjoy a tiny bit of
freedom with Cynthia.

He responds to her play bow and the two race through the trees, jumping
over stones and stumps until their lungs burn.



Tired out from their sprint, the two make their way to a small stream to

drink water.

Cynthia jumps in to cool off, swimming around lazily while Grayson lays
out in the sun.

I let my mind wander to oblivion when I hear rustling in the trees directly
behind me.

Cynthia also senses a disturbance and sticks her nose in the air for a sniff.

I stare in the direction of the rustling and see two wolves emerge from the
trees.

The larger wolf has dark brown fur and deep blue eyes which stare
curiously at Cynthia and I while the smaller grey wolf looks frightened
and hides behind her companion.

Rogues.Grayson is on his feet in an instant, taking a protective stance in
front of Cynthia and growling at the two strangers.

The larger wolf backs away and shifts into a man, no more than 30 years

old with dark brown hair and a piercing on his eyebrow.

He is toned but not buff by any means and his arms, chest and stomach
are covered in tattoos.

“Easy there bud, we don’t want any trouble,” the man says, his “We

were just on a run and heard you, that’s all.”

Grayson growls again, the man and his partner backing up a bit more.

When they are far enough away, Grayson relaxes and sits on his hind
legs, never taking his eyes off the two rogues.



The smaller wolf shifts into a cute woman with a pixie cut and several
tattoos scattered across her body.

“You must be new here,” the man continues awkwardly, rubbing the
back of his neck.

“We haven’t seen a wolf around this area in ages.It’s just been the two of
us in this town.”

Cynthia climbs onto the shore and attempts to walk over to the female but
Grayson blocks her path, still unsure what to make of the two strangers.

For all we knew, this could all be a trap and more rogues were standing
by to ambush us.

Cynthia sniffs the air again, her eyes scanning the area for any more
possible rogues.

Satisfied that there are none, she licks my cheekbone to give me the all
clear.

Grayson and I remain vigilant in case of an attack as Cynthia inches
closer to the couple, sniffing the she-wolf’s hands.

Sensing no danger, Cynthia allows herself to be pet and scratched by the
woman.

“I’ve never seen a silver wolf before,” the man comments, his eyes
admiring my fur.

“Much less one without a clan.”

Grayson grunts a reply and gives me control again, completely bored
with the subject matter.



“I’m Micah, by the way,” he smiles.

“And this is my best friend, uh…what’s left of our pack.”

A sudden sadness overcomes me as I realize we were not all that
different.

I had lived in a territory, but I had lost my pack the day my mother died.

Deciding we were safe with these two, I shift into my human form, Niki
blushing slightly when she sees me.

Cynthia smirks at me and I narrow my eyes at her to cut it out before
turning my attention back to Micah.

I move my finger over the palm of my hand like a pen, hoping he
understands that neither Agnes and I could speak.

To my misfortune, he just stares in confusion.

I search for a stick and write out the word DEAF on a clear patch of dirt
and point to Cynthia.I then scribble the word MUTE and point to myself,
praying to Moon Goddess he gets it.It takes him a minute before it finally

clicks.

“So neither of you talk?” He clarifies and I nod.

“Ooohhh!”he scratches his head sheepishly.

“Okay.Okay.That’s cool.We can play charades.I don’t mind….”

He shrugs with a cheeky grin on his lips.

“Okay.So like….What are your names? Can you tell me that?”



AGNES and ZANE, I scribble back and he nearly jumps in excitement.

“Oh this is fun,” he laughs, his entire body shaking with each chuckle.

“Okay umm…where do you live? We’d love to hang out sometime.”

MOTEL, I shrug and he frowns at us werewolves we’ve met in years stay
in some dingy motel,” he shakes his head.

“Come with us,” he orders, hooking his arm with mine before I can even

react.

“We’ll get you set up at our place until you figure out your shit.”

I stare at Micah in confusion, raising my eyebrows at him while Cynthia

tilts her head to the side.

“Oh s**t, sorry,” Micah laughs.

“Ummm how do you say ‘Mi casa es su Casa’ in sign language?”

I frown at him and he rolls his eyes at me.

“You’re staying with us.I’m not taking no for an answer!”

I think about it for a moment.

We had nothing of real value other than the money we had and they
didn’t even know about it and it was obvious I was the strongest wolf
between the four of us.

If they tried something funny, I could easily take them on.

Having made my decision, I translate to Cynthia and she immediately
shifts, rushing up to Micah to give him a hug.



“Oh no worries, girl.We gotchu,” he snaps his fingers and squeezes her
back.

“Us rogues gotta stick together if we want to survive out here.”

Agnes and I make our way back to the place where we hid our clothes
and get dressed, meeting Micah and Niki at the mouth of the forest.

Micah talks an earful as we go back to the motel, his friend Niki a bit
more reserved.

Agnes takes a liking to her immediately, wanting to know all about the

tattoos on her arms house in the town square.

Their home is small but cozy with a living room, kitchen, two tiny
bedrooms and a small den in the back.

“You guys can make yourselves comfortable here,” Niki says, gesturing
to the den and bringing us fresh towels.

“It’s not much, but it’s comfortable,” she smiles sheepishly at me.

“I can bring you some extra pillows so you can sleep better,” she adds.

“W-we can go to the camping store tomorrow and get you a blow up

mattress, if you like?”

I shake my head, not wanting to be a burden and take the pillows she
offers.

Our fingers brush up against each other and she blushes furiously before
running out of the room.

Agnes bursts into laughter while I stare at the empty hallway, completely
confused by her reaction.



Micah walks in, dressed in a tight black t-shirt and jeans.

“My shift starts in an hour, Zane if you want to come,” he sighs.

“I work at a prestigious nightclub and they’re looking to hire some new
security guards.It’s kinda perfect for you.You don’t have to talk, just
kick the drunk bastards out and protect the dancers and waitresses from
harassment.Think you could handle that?”

I nod frantically, knowing I desperately needed a job.

“Okay, then just wear something black and bring your ID.Ron will
probably hire you on the spot.Our last security guard just quit.He got a
degree or some s**t,” he rolls his eyes.

“So we’re f****d and need a replacement ASAP.”

He turns to leave, shaking his butt as he does and Agnes loses her mind.

“They like you,” she signs, grinning from ear to ear.

“I mean they ‘ like you’ like you.” I blush and furrow my brows in

annoyance at her.

“Please stop talking.”

She laughs again, pinching my cheeks.

“Such a handsome little wolf man.”

I snarl at her, much to her amusement and search for black t-shirt in my
bag.

Please Moon Goddess, I pray as I change my shirt.



Please help me get this job….
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Chapter 8: First Sight

***Natalia***

Fk! F**k!

“KE V scream internally as I clock out and race out of the clinic.I’m
going to be late!”

“Talia, wait!” Travis calls out as I rush past him in the parking lot.

Travis is a tall man with rippling muscles trying to break through his
scrubs, with tan skin and the sexiest tattoos on his arms and chest.

He is the cute radiology tech every girl was pinning over.

But like every sexy man, he’s trouble; a known playboy who had all the
girls in the clinic wrapped around his finger and for good reason too.

The man knew how to bend you over a desk and make you his slut.

“Sorry, Travis, but I’m late for picking up Dakota!” I call out
breathlessly as I scramble to the bike racks.

“Doesn’t Sarah usually pick him up?” he chuckles as he trots over and
watches me put on my helmet.

“Yes, but she’s out of town visiting family for a few days which means I

have to pick him up,” I smile impatiently, unlocking the bike.

She was actually on business with some werewolves but I was not about
to tell Travis that was running from her ex, a dragon King hellbent on
dragging her back to his kingdom.



Being on the run, she and I both changed our names.

She was Sarah Davis while I was Talia Ramos.

“Well how about I give you a ride to the daycare center,” he says, giving
me his mischievous grin.

“And then maybe we can talk about you going to dinner with me
tomorrow night? Say 7 o’clock?”

I have to physically restrain myself from reaching over and smacking him
over the head with my bike lock.

Travis and I had fooled around a few times before but I had always made
it clear that this was just a business transaction.

No feelings, just a good f**k.That was the deal.

“Travis,” I sigh, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath.

“We have a good thing.Don’t ruin it, please.I’m not looking for anything

else,” I shrug unapologetically.

“I’m not interested ina relationship.”

“Oh come on Talia,” he smirks.

“You know I’m crazy about you…Look I know I have a reputation but
I’m not lying.You’re amazing …different from every other girl in this

God forsaken town I frown at him.Does he take me for an i***t? He is

literally a walking red flag! “

“Travis, stop it.I’m not interested.”

“I could take care of you and Dakota,”



He murmurs, his finger grazing my arms and I shiver in annoyance.

“If you let me.Don’t you want Dakota to have a dad?” anyone to take
care of me.

Dakota and I were just fine on our own.

Kota didn’t need a father.He had me…

“I’m sorry, Travis but I really have to go,” I shrug, pushing past him and

climbing on the bike.

“will you at least think about it?” He shouts as I pedal away and I fail to
respond.

Oh Talia….

I mutter to myself.

What the f**k did you get yourself into? I push aside my thoughts about

Travis and try to figure out what to do with Dakota while I’m working
my shift at The Masque.

The only other people I know are Micah and Niki…

.Does Niki work tonight? f**k i can’t remember.

I arrive at the daycare center, the parking lot completely empty by now.

I curse Mrs.Freedman, my last patient, for talking her head off during her
visit, and hurry into the building.

Through the large glass window, I peer into the classroom and see my

little boy hard at work on a coloring book, his little red backpack already
on his shoulders.



My heart skips a beat as I watch him color, his eyes furrowed in
concentration and his little brown curls hanging low over his forehead.

Sensing my stare, Kota looks up at me and smiles with excitement,
closing his book and jumping out of his seat.

I rush into the classroom and get down on my knees, spreading my arms
out wide to receive him.

He collides right into me, nearly “Mommy, what are you doing here?”He
giggles excitedly.

“Where’s aunty Gwen?”

I push back his curls from his face and stare into his beautiful big eyes.

They were unlike the eyes of any other, one eye being a gorgeous shade
of cerulean and the other being the envy of chocolate with swirls of
brown and amber.

Heterchromia wasn’t all that common and my Kota’s eyes were the talk
of the town when he was first born.He was the little blue and brown eyed
boy everyone loved.

I hear footsteps behind me and smile apologetically at the frowning
teacher.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs.Henry.I had a patient today whom I could just not get

rid of!” I chuckle nervously.

Mrs.Henry sighs heavily.

“You are very lucky Ms.Ramos….”

She says sternly before her grin gives her away.



“That Mr.Ramos here,” she says, wiggling her eyebrows at Dakota.

“Is a delight to have around and knows how to keep a lady company.”
Dakota smiles proudly at me as I lift him into my arms.

“Thank you so much, Mrs.Henry, for looking after him,” I smile.

“Pleasure,” she smiles back as I turn towards the door.

“And Talia?” She calls out.

I turn towards her again.

“Yes?”

“Don’t forget that.”

I close my eyes to keep my tears in.It was my biggest fear to fail Kota.He
deserved the world and I sometimes felt I could not give him enough.

“Thank you,” I whisper, pushing the door open with my foot.

I carry Dakota down to the bike racks, forcing back my tears and putting
on a smile for my little boy.

He didn’t need to see his mommy cry.

“Mommy, where is aunty Gwen?” Kota asks as I set him down on the

child carrier.

“She, my love, is on a trip,” I reply, strapping on his helmet.

“Which means it’s just you and me for a couple of days.”

He gives me a cheeky grin.



“Can we have chicken nuggets for dinner?” I smile at him as I pull out

my phone and dial Niki’s number.

“Maybe,” I grin.

“Hello?” Niki’s voice comes through.

“Hey, Niki, it’s Talia,” I sigh, praying to whatever Gods exist that she
wasn’t working tonight.

“Do you think you could watch Kota tonight? Sarah is out of town and I

need a babysitter.”

“I’m not a baby!” Dakota huffs in his seat.

“Right, I need a little man sitter,” I laugh.

“Do you think you could love that boy to bits!”

Oh thank the Gods! We make arrangements and I hop on the bike, Kota
stretching out his arms to feel the wind rushing past us.

After a quick pedal to the outskirts of Poulsbo, I finally make it to the
house.

I pack Kota’s things in his backpack and change out of my scrubs and
into an all black outfit.I would change into my uniform once I got to the

club.

There was no way in hell I was riding my bike around in a skirt.

Kota comes rushing into the living, his helmet on backwards.

“Mommy, look! I did it all by myself,” he smiles proudly.



I can’t help but laugh as I unbuckle his helmet and put it on the right
way.

“There we go,” I chirp, helping him back into his seat.

“You’re going to Niki and Micah’s tonight, okay? So I need you to

behave.Can you do that?”

He gives me a quick nod and I hand him an apple juice.

I pedal down to the town center where Niki and Micah live.

They are two coworkers from the nightclub.

Niki was a waitress like me and Micah a bartender.I pull up to their
apartment and help Kota out of his seat.

He skips ahead and knocks on the door while I tie up the bike.How’s my
cute little man?

She smiles as she showers his chubby cheeks with kisses.She waves me
inside and closes the door behind me.

An incredible smell fills the entire house and I look over into the small
kitchen to see a tiny woman hard at work over the stove.She is no more
than 5 feet tall, with long dirty blonde hair and dark kind eyes.

The woman notices me admiring her beauty, blushing furiously and
waving politely at me.

Realizing I’m being rude, I wave back and introduce myself.

“Hi, I’m Talia, Niki and Micah’s friend.” The woman smiles and nods
but says nothing.



“Oh my bad, babe,” Niki laughs.

“This is our friend Agnes. She’s deaf and mute so…”

“She’s dead?!” Kota asks curiously, looking back at Agnes.

“She doesn’t look like a ghost to me.”

Niki and I can’t help but burst out laughing at his innocence.

“No baby, she’s DEAF and mute.It means she can’t hear you or speak,”
I explain to him, ruffling up his hair.

I walk over to the woman and point to myself.

She watches as I hook my two thumbs together and pull them apart,
using my fingers to sign my name.I slide my palms across each other,
then bring my two pointer fingers together and finally point at her.

Her eyes brighten up as I finish and I hear Niki cry out excitedly.

“You know how to sign? Since when? What did you say?”

I just said ‘’I am Talia.Nice to meet you,”

I shrug.

“I work with a couple deaf patients and learned some basic signs to make
them feel more comfortable.”

“You have to teach me,” Niki says.

“She and her son are staying with us until they can get their own place
and they are both mute.We’ve just been writing to each other to get by.”



“Oh, where’s the son?” I ask, looking around for another visitor.

“You just missed him,” Niki blushes.

“He’s with Micah at the club and girl, let me tell you, HE’S HOT! LIKE
HOT, HOT! Oh Talia, you should see him with Agnes.It’s the most
adorable thing ever.He’s so sweet and did I mention that he’s HOT?”

She giggles like a schoolgirl.

“I call dibs! I mean it, Tal.Don’t be using your Latina charm on him!”
She scolds.

I roll my eyes and shake my head at her.

“I wouldn’t dream of it, ” I sigh, grabbing my keys and helmet.

“Thank you for watching Kota for me.You’re a lifesaver.”

“Any time!” She calls out after me as I leave.

I bike over to the club in the middle of town, storing the bike in the racks
directly behind the building.

THE MASQUE is a prestigious club where some of the town’s more
prominent members liked to gather.

Why? Simple

The Dress Code.

Everyone who entered the building had to wear a mask to hide their
identity.It could be any mask.

Some wore flamboyant your local Halloween stores.



No mask, no entrance.

The purpose was simple.

Clients could come and go as they pleased without fear of being judged
by the public and the staff, specifically the dancers, could work without
being labeled as sluts or prostitutes.

It was a win-win for everyone and it worked brilliantly.

I personally loved trying to guess who was who under all the masks.

Judging by the tips and drinks that were ordered, I knew some of the city

council members were regulars and I could only assume police officers,
doctors, teachers, and others frequented the place.

Before entering the building, I put on a plain black masquerade mask and
grab my uniform, going straight to the changing room and exchanging

my black top and jeans for a skimpy work uniform.

We had themes every week for practically every fetish, ranging from full

body leather suits to sexy schoolgirl uniforms.

My maid uniform consisted of a black bralette, a lacy black and white
choker, a piece of black fabric I barely considered a skirt, and a small
white apron.

A garter belt, stockings, and heels completed the look and I touch up my
makeup in the mirror.

It was moments like these that I really loved the mask rule.



Annoyed with my outfit and mentally preparing myself to fight off
drunkards all night, I walk out to the club hall, the music nearly blowing
out my ear drums.

The Masque was a two tier nightclub with the upper level containing
private tables for high ranking clients and stage for main dancers, side
stages for other exotic dancers, tables for more clients, and the large
dance floor.

I pass by Ron, the club owner’s office and see him talking to both Micah

and a man I’d never seen before.

His back is to me so I can’t make out his face, but just from where he sat,
I could tell he was tall and built like a god, his muscles barely confined
by his black t-shirt.

He must be Agnes’ son…

I think to myself as I walk over to the bar.

The bouncers and security were already helping set up the bar, bringing
in ice buckets and restocking the drinks and chasers.

The dancers are already on stage warming up and preparing for their
routines.

Jade, one of the waitresses, squeals excitedly as she runs over to me.

“OMG! OMG! OMG! Have you seen the guy Micah brought in yet?”
She asks, bouncing on her toes.

“No,” I grin at her contagious smile.

“But I hear he’s a real work of art.”



“He’s a GOD, Talia. A GOD!”

“Watch it,” I smirk.

“Niki called dibs.”

“But he didn’t,” she smirks, adjusting her bralette and shaking her
breasts.

“Oh just wait till you see him,” she teases.

“You’ll be changing your damn panties. That man is FINE!”

The lights dim and the security guards scramble to open the doors.

Two bouncers start letting people in and I finally see Micah come out of
Ron’s office towards his station.

His friend, however, remains in the office, signing paperwork.

Jade and I rush over to Micah, slamming our trays on the bar.

“Okay Micah, spill,” Jade demands.

“Who is that fine hunk of man you brought?” Micah smirks
triumphantly.

“That my dear ladies, is Zane.He’s the new security guard replacing

Ryker.”

“Zane,” Jade purrs, biting her lower lip.

“Oh, I could definitely moan that all night.”

“You disgust me,”



Micah retorts, Jade grinning from ear to ear.

“Introduce me,” Jade pouts, batting her eyelashes at him.

“Please!”

“No can do,” Micah sighs.

“He’s mute.So he can’t even introduce himself.”

“OMG, a man who can’t talk back or lie to me!” Jade squeals again.

“Dear Lord, he’s perfect!”

Micah rolls his eyes and shoos us to go get orders from the drinks and
fighting touchy clients from grabbing at my bare ass cheeks under my
skirt.

One particular client, whom I’ll refer to as Bond Asswipe due to his attire,
requests my services on the table.

“Sorry, sir.I’m not a dancer,” I reply politely.

There was nothing with being a stripper in my books.I just simply wasn’t
one of them.

“I can refill your drink if you like. Do you have a poison of choice..?”

He wraps his hand around my wrist and pulls me to him so that! almost
land on his lap.

“Get on the table, b***h. I want to see what that cute little ass of yours
can do.”



Having worked at this nightclub for well over two years, I was used to
being asked to dance.

“I’m a waitress, sir,” I smile through my anger.

“But I’d be more than happy to call you a dancer…”

“I said dance,” he roars, pushing me against the table.

Suddenly, I hear a low growl rumble over the music, sending shivers
down my spine.

Bond Asswipe lets go of my wrist and stares at something behind me,
sobering up instantly and gulping loudly.

I tremble in fear.

In my lifetime, I had only ever heard one type of person make a sound as
menacing as that, and they worshiped the moon and took the shape of a
wolf.

“I-I’m sorry Miss,” Bond Asswipe stutters, throwing me some cash.

“I mistook you for a whore.”

The mysterious person behind me pushes past me and I realize it’s Zane,
Micah’s friend.

He grabs Bond Asswipe by the collar, dragging him towards the exit and

literally kicking his ass out.

Several people gawk and stare at Zane as he dusts his hands off while I
fight back tears….



Because as his hands had pushed past me to grab Bond Asswipe, our skin
briefly touched and I felt those unforgettable sparks I dreaded so much.

I feel Zane’s eyes on me, and I look up to meet his, the entire nightclub
fading away into oblivion.

“Mate,” he mouths silently, his lips curving into a surprised smile.

“No,” I whimper, backing away slowly as my heart pounds in my chest.

“Not again…”
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My world is falling apart…

Everything t have built over the last four years is falling apart.

“Mate…” he mouths, his lips curving into a surprised smile.

“No,”

I whimper, backing away slowly as my heart pounds in my chest.

“Not again…” I try to run but my legs refuse to move, Zane’s eyes
holding me hostage against the table as he walks towards me.

He raises his hand and I flinch as he gently strokes my cheek, his thumb
wiping the tears I didn’t know had fallen.

The sparks…Were they always this strong? I wonder as my body shivers

beneath his fingertips.

His smile widens as I lean into his hand and close my eyes to enjoy the
tingling of his touch.

Jack…

Christian Hart…

Alpha of the Silver Crest Pack, reject you, Natalia Vasquez as my mate

and Luna…



The memory of Jack and Christian’s rejection and the pain they had
caused me replays in my mind and I jerk away from Zane’s hand, afraid
to be hurt again.

His eyes fill with bewilderment and sadness as I push him aside and get
to my feet, eager to get as far away as possible from him.

My eyes fill with tears as I attempt to storm away “Let go of me,
asshole!”

I snarl, yanking at my arm as he just stares at me in shock, his mouth
hanging open but no words escaping his luscious lips.

“I said let go!” I snap, giving one last hard yank.

Zane finally let’s go but I collide into the table, spilling the glasses and
their contents all over my clothes.

His cheeks flush in embarrassment, butterflies fluttering in my belly at
the adorable frantic panic on his face.

Snap out of it, I scold myself, wiping down my wet clothes with my
hands.

Before I know it, a pair of strong, muscular arms lift me off my feet and
I yelp in surprise when I realize Zane is carrying me bridal style to the
employee only area.

“Put me down!” I shriek as we make it to the backrooms, thrashing my
body about viciously.

He obliges, setting me down gently on a chair.His body shaking slightly,
he takes his right fist and moves it in a clockwise motion over his chest.



“Sorry.” I know very little sign language but I understand his apology

and scowl at him.

“Apology not accepted, jerk,”

I huff, grabbing him by the wrist and dragging him to one of the

changing rooms.

Ensuring it’s completely empty, I turn to Zane and narrow my reasons

that infuriate me, I feel the strange urge to comfort him.

“I know what you are,” I say through gritted teeth, my fists clenching at
my sides at the thought of going through this again.

“I know you’re a wolf…and I don’t want any part of it.”

Angry tears spill onto my cheeks but I wipe them away before I proceed.

“I, Talia Ramos, reject you…” I stop mid rejection when I realize I don’t

know his full name.

“What is your name?” I ask meekly, his eyes filling with relief.

He clamps his mouth shut and shakes his head once more, inching slowly
towards the door.

“What is your name?” I huff, stomping my foot angrily.

“What is your rank?”

His face grows cold as he pinches his index and middle fingers against
his thumb.

“No.”



“No?”

I scoff.

“What do you mean no? I don’t want a mate!”

He shrugs, pinching his fingers together again and turning the knob on
the door with his other hand.

Fearing he might escape before I can complete the rejection, I lunge at
him, wrapping my arms around his neck and slamming my body against
his to block the door.His arms go instinctively to my waist and I begin to
thrash my arms at him.

“What is your name?” I shriek, pounding my closed fists against his
chest.

“Tell me!”

Zane hooks his foot around my ankle and flips me around so that and
pins them above my head, his eyes staring down at me.

The incredible sparks tingle down my arms as he holds me in place and I
force myself to focus on my heavy breathing to keep from staring at his
lips.

For several minutes, he doesn’t say a word, just stares at me, as if unsure
what else to do.

His eyes, which had been full with hope when he first looked at me, are
now stone cold and almost lifeless.I know I must be hurting him, but I
simply could not accept another mate.

Christian had been my mate.



He had promised to love me forever…

And he didn’t.

What made Zane any different? What lies would he tell me too? Zane

clenches his jaw and swallows hard before suddenly releasing me and
gently pushing me aside to open the door.

He pinches his fingers on last time to say no and storms out of the room,
leaving me all alone.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper to myself as I run to Ron’s office.

“But I will know your name… and I will reject you.”

***Jane*** back and claim my mate as I storm down the hall, but
Grayson’s voice is loud and unwavering.

“I, Talia Ramos, reject you…”

I have endured abuse and torture for years but nothing could prepare me
for the pain I felt in my chest when she uttered those words to me.

I sensed her presence as I signed my paperwork, Grayson humming with
excitement.

The thoughts of every person within a 20 meter radius began flooding

my head, drumming against my ears and filling my mind until I thought
I would burst…

But her scent made the voices go away.

It was soothing, like lilac and rain and it lingered all over the club,
drawing me to it like a beacon.I searched for the scent but in a room full

of hundreds of drunks, it was difficult to locate her.



Then I saw her…Talia…the most beautiful girl my eyes had ever
seen …being touched by another man.

Grayson growled viciously at me to protect her and I felt the urge to rip
the man’s throat out.

I threw him out and an overwhelming happiness overcame me when her
eyes met mine.

She was human but I did not care.She was perfect to me.

Grayson howled with joy and for the first time since I was kid, I heard
his deep voice whisper the word I never thought I would say: MATE.

But as luck would have it, Talia already hated me.

The angry look father glared at me whenever I was near him.I wanted to
comfort her but of course, she did not want my touch.

She did not want me.

Of course she wants us! Grayson growls.

she’s just afraid…

Would you shut up!? I can’t think! I mutter back as I open the back door
to the main venues, a blast of music nearly shredding my ear drums. I
need to think…

I don’t know what to do.

Strobing lights flicker at me, fog spilling from the stage where three

topless strippers dance around the poles while a cheering crowd watches.



I race to Micah at the bar, hoping he might have advice for me and I pull
out my pen and notepad from my back pocket.

“I need your help,” I write, moving a chair and taking a seat.

“I’m a little busy,” he replies with a shrug as he pours out two vodka
cranberries.

I am on the verge of a full blown panic attack.I need help now!

“I found my mate,” I write back.

“It’s Talia.”

I shove the page in his face and his eyes widen in shock.

“No f*****g way!”

He exclaims, his eyes scanning the area for her.

“She knows what lam,” I scribble frantically.

“She wants to reject me.Please help me.She doesn’t know my

name.”voice, leaning in close to my face.

“A wolf?” I nod and he lets out a squeak.

“Holy s**t!” He gasps, pouring out a whiskey and handing it to me.

“On the house dude.But I need details.Spill!”

“Spill what?”

A very pretty waitress smiles as she rests her hand on my shoulder.



I crinkle up my pages, quickly stuffing them in my pocket to hide the

evidence and offer her a polite smile.

“I’m Jade, by the way,” she grins, twirling a strand of hair around her
finger.

“And you must be Zane.”

I meekly smile, finishing my drink in one gulp and attempting to shrug
her hand off my shoulder.

She doesn’t take the hint, however and instead forces her way onto my
lap.

Micah nearly bursts into laughter at my embarrassment.

“So what are you boys talking about?”

She shouts over the loud music, wrapping her arms around my neck.I
shift uneasily in my seat, looking around to see if Talia is nearby.I do not
want her getting the wrong impression of me.

“Jade, get off you w**”e,” Micah laughs.

“You’re making the boy nervous.”

Jade smirks and leans in close to my face, her breath brushing up against
my lips.

“I don’t make you nervous, do I?” Get her off! Grayson snarls.

What if Talia sees this? around so she can’t attempt to mount me again.

She scoffs, grabbing her tray and storming off.



“Don’t mind Jade,” Micah laughs.

“She’ll get over it.” I grab my pen and notepad again.

“HELP ME.” He thinks it over as he pours out several drinks for some
clients nearby.

“Look,” he sighs as he finishes the last drink.

“In the time that I’ve known Talia, I’ve never seen her date ANYONE
EVER.She’ll have a fling here or there but never anything serious.Her
only concern is Dakota.”

My lips curl up in an involuntary snarl, Grayson demanding to know who

this Dakota person is.

Micah picks up on the jealousy and smirks.

“Cool it, bud.Dakota is her three year old son.He’s her world.She lives
for that little boy,” he chuckles as he hands me another whiskey.

“He’s your only competition.”

I blush with embarrassment and a million questions flutter into my mind,
but for now, only one concerns me.

“Where’s the father?” I ask, knowing the father could make things
tricky.

Before he can answer anything, Talia’s scent fills my nostrils and once
again stuff my papers in my pocket.



Refusing to be rejected tonight, I scramble out of my seat and make a bee
line for the dancefloor, hoping to lose her in the crowd of swaying bodies
now had my name.

I force myself through the crowd, zig zagging in different directions to
throw her off until I pop out on the opposite side of the building.

To my horror, she’s close behind me.

As she steps out of the dancefloor however, a group of girls at a table call
her over, demanding a new round of drinks.

She glares at me as she jots down the order and I take advantage to make
my great escape to the upper lever where I was supposed to keep an eye
on the dancers giving private shows.

I manage to avoid seeing Talia for the rest of the night, keeping myself
busy by answering any disturbance calls from my ear piece.

During the closing call, I stay with the other guards and help move
around chairs and clean up after the clients.

The waitresses are the first to leave, but I stay back with Micah to help
with cleaning up and watch helplessly as Talia storms out.

“Well at least you made it through tonight without being rejected,”

Micah sighs as we carry large garbage bags to the dumpsters.

“Niki texted me to let me know she babysat Dakota, so we’ll just stay
here a little longer to make sure you don’t run into Talia …buy you a
little time to think over what you plan on doing with her.”

True to his word, Micah and I don’t return to the house until almost 4 am,
Talia and her son long gone by the time we make it back.



Her scent lingers throughout the house, Grayson whining like crazy,
spare room where I find Agnes wide awake, waiting for me.

“How was it?” She signs excitedly.

“Did you get the job?”

I nod with fake enthusiasm but she sees right through my forced smile.

“What’s wrong?” She asks, a worried look in her eyes as she pats the
bed.

“What happened?”

I don’t want Agnes worrying about my mate problems so I just smile and
kiss her forehead.

“Go to sleep,” I sign.

“You shouldn’t be up this late anyways.”

She frowns at me, expecting the truth but I cannot bring myself to tell her
that my own mate did not want me either.

I remove my shoes and change into some basketball shorts before
returning to the room.

Agnes glares at me as I grab a pillow and blanket from the bed but I
simply give her a toothy grin.

She rolls her eyes when she realizes I wouldn’t be telling her anything
anytime soon and finally tucks herself into bed.

I curl up on the floor and wait for sleep to take me but my racing
thoughts keep me wide awake.



Did no one want me? I wonder, staring into the darkness of the room.

Was I so awful that my own father and mate refused to keep me? I

struggle for another hour to keep my eyes closed and by the time 8 am

rolls around, I’m still wide awake.

With sleep being out of mind think over what I should do with Talia.

By the time I step out, Niki is already eating some sausage and eggs.She
smiles sheepishly and stumbles onto her feet to serve me a plate.

“I hope you like it,” she blushes, turning away quickly and sitting down
again.

I thank her and take a seat directly across from her.

We both timidly eat our food in silence, neither one of us knowing what
else to say.

“Micah tells me Talia is your mate,” she finally speaks, raising her eyes
from her plate.

“She’s a good person,” she smiles, although it doesn’t reach her eyes.

“You’re very lucky. She’ll make a good mate.”

I swallow the bitter taste in my mouth and force a smile.

Grayson whines and whimpers, making it hard for me to enjoy my food
so I excuse myself and put my dishes away in the sink.

Anxious about my fate, I decide I need some fresh air to think properly
and leave a note for Agnes informing her of my whereabouts.



The woods are luckily within walking distance and I make my way
through the small port town to the edge of the forest.

It is broad daylight but Grayson needed a run so I stuff my clothes into a
tree and shift, letting him take control for a little while.

He runs in circles, releasing his pent up frustration as he races through
the trees.

After an hour of pointless running, however, he clothes.I think I have an
idea, Grayson huffs as he gives me control again.

But it’s a bit risky.

I listen as I dress when a small gust of wind carries the scent of rain and
lilac to my nose.

She’s here! Panicking, I hurry into my clothes and hide in the bushes, my
heart nearing leaping out of my chest.

A small voice squeals in excitement as another voice loudly counts down
from 20.

Suddenly, a small boy crawls into the same bush as me, his eyes
widening in awe.

I stare at him, completely mesmerized by the pools of blue and brown
staring back at me.I have never seen eyes like his before.

He places his finger to his lips and shushes me loudly.

“You have to be quiet or else mommy will find us,” he hisses, curling up
in my lap and peering out of the bush.



“Ready or not, here I come,” Talia calls out, her voice a short distance
away.

“Come out, come out, wherever you are, Dakota! I’m gonna getcha!”

The boy, whom I presume is Dakota, giggles silently, covering his mouth
and mine with his small hands as Talia walks by us, completely oblivious
that her son and her mate were hiding in the bushes just behind her.

“Kota…” She sings.

“I’m going to find you!” she cries, pouncing into an empty bush.

I’m on the verge of having a heart attack knowing if she found me with
her son, she would have no problem killing me.

Talia wanders several meters away, laughing as she searches through
different bushes and trees.

When she’s a safe distance away, the little boy turns to look at me with a
toothy grin.

“I’m Kota,” he giggles, climbing off of my lap.

“What’s your name, mister?”
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“I’m Kota,” he giggles, climbing off my lap.

“What’s your name mister?”

The boy grins back at me, not an ounce of judgment in his tiny body.

His pretty eyes sparkle with excitement as he waits patiently for my
response.

I have been asked for my name many times in my lifetime, usually for
unpleasant reasons, but never had anyone asked just for the simple reason
of getting to know me.

My father asked me my name everyday growing up and everyday I
disappointed him.

Last night, my own mate wanted my name so she could reject me.

And yet, this little boy with blue and brown eyes just wanted to know
who the stranger in the bushes was.

His smile is infectious and as I stare silently at him, he furrows his brows
and leans in close.

“Are you dead too?” He whispers, resting his chin in his hands.

“I know a dead person,” he hisses.

“Her name is Egg-Ness,” he adds matter of factly.



“She can’t hear.”

He suddenly stands close to my ear and shouts, “Can you hear me!?”

“Kota?”

We hear Talia call out and I place my hand over his mouth.

Kota.

“Hehe mommy”

Kota laughs when his mother walks right past us again without noticing
our presence.

The little boy dusts off his hands and squeezes my cheeks together.

“I like you,” he laughs.

“Do you wanna play with me?”

He stares at me with his blue and brown eyes and for the first time in
years, I feel completely at ease.

“Y-yes,” I whisper.

His grins, grabbing hold of my hand and dragging me out of the bushes.

“Come on!” He squeals.

“There are dragons chasing us! Mommy’s the princess. We have to save

her!”

He pulls me in the direction that his mother had walked to and we stop
just before Talia, her eyes narrowing to slits when she sees me with her
son.



Oh dear Moon Goddess…I avoid her stare and shift uncomfortably on
my feet, my legs itching to sprint out of there.I can feel my mate glaring
at me and I try to run but Kota has a firm grip on my hand.

“Mommy look!” Kota smiles proudly at himself.

“I found a friend.His name is….”

He stops himself and looks up at me with a grin.

“What’s your name?”

Talia ignores me and grabs her son, ripping him out of my grip.She
crouches down so that she’s at his eye level and looks at him sternly
strangers! It’s dangerous!”

She snaps, the little boy’s lip quivering at the harshness of her voice.

“But mommy…”

“No buts, Kota,” she retorts, her cheeks slightly flushed in anger.

Her face softens when Kota’s eyes fill with tears and she takes a deep
breath.

“Okay.Okay.I’m sorry, baby,” she whispers, pulling the boy to her chest
and kissing his head.

“I’m sorry for yelling.I didn’t mean to.You just can’t talk to strangers
like that, okay?” She sighs quietly.

Kota nods solemnly.

“I’m sorry,” he says, kissing her cheek.



“Okay, go stand by that tree over there,” she says, kissing him back and

pointing to a tree just behind me.

“Don’t wander off.I just need to talk to your friend, okay?”

He nods his head and runs off to the tree, grabbing a stick and waving it
around like a sword.

“If you ever get near my son again, Zane, I will kill you.Do I make
myself clear?” Talia asks, her voice a bit strained.

I nod my head, unable to explain the misunderstanding.She taps her foot
impatiently as she thinks for a moment.

“Good.Now let’s get this rejection over with so we can both move on

with our lives.”

My heart beats uncontrollably, Grayson whispering his plan in my head.

“I know your name,” she continues, her eyes full of security job, and
living with friends and your mother, my best guess is that you’re a
reckless wolf… A Rogue.”

I gulp and she smirks triumphantly at me.

Damn it, she’s good, Grayson grumbles.

“Did I guess right?” She asks, tilting head slightly to the side in
amusement.

A silence falls between us, the only sounds coming from Kota as he

jumps and roars to himself, swinging the large stick at an invisible
dragon.



“Okay, well like I said, I’m not interested in a mate or any other

werewolf tradition, so if you could just accept my rejection, that would
be great,” she adds with an insincere smile.

“I, Talia Ramos, reject you, Zane White, a rogue as my mate.” I brace
myself for the pain but to my surprise, I feel nothing.

Talia stares at me in confusion, running her hands through her hair.

“Okay maybe I said it wrong,” she sighs.

“I Talia Ramos, reject you Zane White as my mate.”

I blink at her, still feeling absolutely nothing.

She must be saying something wrong …Grayson said.

Or perhaps only a wolf can initiate a rejection?

“Okay, you say it,” Talia demands.

“You reject me and I’ll accept.”

The ball is in our court, Grayson says.Perhaps my plan may work. I
shake my head at my mate and my heart breaks as her eyes fill with tears.

“Please,” she whimpers, getting down on her knees and holding her
hands up in prayer.

“Please reject me.I’ll do anything.Anything.Please, just let me go.I can’t
do this again.I can’t…”

What can’t she do again? I wonder.Her voice breaks and a sob escapes
her throat.



“P-please!”

Unable to take more of her crying, I crouch down and pull her close to
my chest.

Talia thrashes her arms against me and screams at me to let her go but I
only hold her tighter until she finally gives in and sobs into my shirt.

I smooth down her hair and rest my chin on her head.

Please don’t cry…

I want to tell her but as always, the words taste like cotton in my mouth.

Kota stops his game and runs over to us, his eyes growing wide.

“Mommy what’s wrong?” He asks, wedging his small body between
mine and Talia’s so that he can see her face.

“Why you sad mommy?” Talia wipes her tears and kisses her son on the
head.

“Why you cry, mommy?” He frowns when she pulls away from my

arms.

He takes his little fingers and forces her cheeks up into a smile.

“There. All better!” in her arms and smothering him in kisses as he

squeals.

I feel a small pain in my heart as I remember all the small kisses my
mother gave me after a beating from my father.

She was the only person aside from Agnes who didn’t make me feel like
a freak.



Talia steals a quick glance at me, her distrust for me still lingering in her
eyes.

“Let’s make a deal,” I sign and to my dismay, she shakes her head.

“I don’t know what you’re saying,” she whispers.

“I only understand a little ASL.” I frown and search for a small stick to
use as a pen in the dirt.

“Let’s go to your house,” I write.

She bites her lip as she contemplates my offer and I understand her
concern.I might be her mate but I am a stranger after all.

“I won’t hurt you,” I write.

“Just talk.”

She picks up her boy and nods in the direction of the town.

“Follow me.”

Talia has a beautiful home with a white picket fence surrounding the
lawn and a big tree perfect for a child to climb on.She invites me in and
has me sit at the dining table while she fixes Kota a snack.

Kota is quite rambunctious and performs a nonsensical skit for story but
I clap when he’s finished nonetheless.

“Kota, why don’t you let Zane and I talk a little while you go out and
play?” She asks, handing him some toys to play with.

He fusses a little but she manages to convince him to leave us with a
promise for ice cream later that evening.



With Kota occupied, Talia finds a notebook and hands it to me.

“Talk,” She says, bringing over a jar of pens for me to use.

Here goes nothing, I sigh, scribbling out my plan.

She watches me anxiously, bringing her knees up on the chair and
hugging them.

When I’m all finished, I hand her the notebook and she reads it out loud.

***Natalia***

“You know what lam so I assume you must know what it means to have
a mate and their importance In my world.I do not know your reasons for

wanting to reject me but I can assure you, I will not accept it.I do not
plan to throw my gift from Moon Goddess away.So I propose a deal”

You agree to be my mate for the next three months and if I can convince
you that I can be a good mate, you accept my mark.

But if after three months, you still find the thought of spending the rest of
your life with me repulsive, I will reject you and never ls he serious? He

expects me to fall in love with him in just three months? I was in love

with Christian for over two years and it meant nothing to him! I look up
from the page and glare at him.

“This is a joke, right?” I laugh half heartedly, tossing the page at him.

His brows furrow in frustration and he once again scribbles on another
page and hands it to me.

“I will not accept your rejection unless you give me a chance.”



“WHY?” I snap, unable to understand why he, a perfect stranger, wanted
me for no other reason than for some silly sparks.

“Why is this so f*****g important to you?”

He hesitates a little, the pen shaking slightly in his hand.

After a long pause, he lets out a sigh and scribbles a few words on the

page.

“I have never been in love and I would like to know what it’s like to have
a mate.” I roll my eyes at him.

“Hate to break it to you, but love isn’t real and mates are a f*****g
joke.It’s just some stupid fantasy you wolves made up to get what you
want.They’re not real.They mean nothing!”

He stares at me in disbelief and writes furiously on his page.I read his
words several times, furious that I was once again at the mercy of some
wolf for my freedom.

“You won’t let this go will you?” I ask, dreading his answer.

“No,” he signs, pinching his fingers together.

I blink away the angry tears burning in my eyes. I know how strong the

bona’s attraction is.

Christian merely had to look at me and he could have me on my knees if
he wanted.

Can I really survive another mate? Another three months with a wolf?
Will be strong enough to resist Zane and this revolting bond? I stare out

the window and see Dakota playing with his toys.



He was the only good gift a wolf ever gave me…and I almost didn’t
survive him.

**”FLASHBACK***

“Okay, darling.One last push,”

Gwen calls out as I fight to catch my breath.

“can’t?”

I scream, my legs shaking from exhaustion.

“I’m not strong enough,” I sob, wanting to give up.

“I can’t.I can’t.I can’t. I -I’m just a human!”

“Look at me, Talia,”

Gwen snaps, cupping my cheeks in her hands.

“You’re not just human.Do you hear me? You are worth so much more

than every she-wolf who’s ever done this before and your pack should be
ashamed for letting you go.They didn’t deserve you, darlin but you
deserve every ounce of happiness this pup will bring.

“Can’t,” I weep, shaking my head furiously at her.

“I’m too scared, What if! can’t do this?”

“It’s okay to be scared,”

Gwen smiles, stroking my hair to soothe me.



“But I know you can do this.I know you are stronger than anyone I’ve

ever met.Don’t let your fears be the reason you can’t be happy.Talia, you
deserve to be happy with your pup.Don’t you want to hold him?”

I nod as she wipes sweat from my forehead.

“Then push for me, darting.Push!”

I grip the sides of the bathtub and brace my feet against its porcelain
walls, using every ounce of my strength until at last, I hear the most
beautiful sound in the world.

“Oh Tali,” Gwen cries as she cuts the cord and cleans my baby off “He’s
perfect.He’s a perfect little angel.”

I had survived Christian’s betrayal, I had survived a werewolf birth, and
I would survive Zane.I harden my face and snatch the stupid notebook
from Zane’s hands.

“Fine.We’ll do it your way,”

I snarl at him, his face lighting up with a small smile.I hate that he can
make butterflies flutter in my belly with just one look.

“You have three months to make me accept you.If you don’t, you reject
me.NO EXCEPTIONS!” Zane begins scribbling on the notebook again.”

I have rules.

Oh for f**”s sake! I nearly scream at him.

“What are they?” I sigh, just a few seconds from losing my mind.

He writes out a list and hands it to me.



“1. I move in and we share the bedroom like a couple.No s****I
relations. We just share the room.

2.I walk you to work every day and I get to hold your hand.

3.We share at least one meal together everyday.Doesn’t matter which.

4.One date night a week.Your pick.

5.Quit your job at The Masque, immediately.

“My fists clench as I read his ridiculous requests and I hear him gulp in
fear.You better fear me, you bastard!

“What about me?” I scoff.

“Don’t I get a say in this stupid arrangement?”

“What are your conditions?” he writes.

I grab a pen from the jar and write down my rules.

“1.You pay rent.$ 800.

2.You cook and clean.Everyday.I expect dinner by the time I get home
from work.him up.He’s in at 8 am and off at 5:00pm sharp.

3.Don’t be late.

4.You keep your wolf things to yourself.I don’t want to see your wolf.I
don’t want to meet him.I don’t want your wolf anywhere near my son.

5. Exclusivity.For the next three months, you are not to look at another
woman, be near another woman, or speak to another woman.Break this



rule and all bets are off.We end this arrangement and you give me my

rejection.”

He reads over the list and frowns, a bit disappointed by my requests
which pleases me.

At least I won’t be the only miserable one in this arrangement.

Hopefully, he’ll hate it enough to just hand me my freedom and leave me

alone.

He writes one more thing on a slip of paper and hands it to me.

“Can Agnes stay here too?” I glance down the hall and think of the spare
guest room we have.

She could fit nicely there.

“Rent goes up to $1000,” I shrug and he nods in approval.

“So do we have adeal? ” he writes, holding out a shy hand to me.

I begrudgingly take it, ignoring the incredible sparks that race through
my body from his touch.

“You have a deal, wolf.”
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Chapter 11: Former Packs

***Sebastian (Zane’s father) ***

Blood trickles down my knuckles as I glare at the man dangling from a
chain on the ceiling, his eyes swollen shut and his face disfigured.

Despite being tortured for the past two days, the traitor refuses to speak
and my patience is running thin..

I grab the mutt by his throat, using all my strength to keep from choking

him before he can give me the information I need.

“what did you tell them?” I snarl, my fingers applying pressure to the
base of his jaw.

The wolf pants with exhaustion, his eyes brimming with loyalty to Alpha
Toran.

He would not be giving in anytime soon, determined to take his secrets to
Moon Goddess herself.I both admire and hate his faithfulness.

Kill him…Arden, my wolf, growls hungrily.

He’s of no use to us…The wolf spits in my face, Arden eager to punish
him.

“Wrong answer,” I smirk, my arms dissolving into green gas.

Upon contact with the wolf’s skin, his flesh breaks out in large painful
blisters and he lets out a pained scream.



The gas pours into the wolf’s broken nose and throat, his eyes bulging
out as he struggles to breathe.

Foam builds up in his mouth until it spills down his chin nothing comes
out.

The veins in his throat bulge and just as suddenly as he looks at me, his
body goes limp in his chains.

Wyatt grimaces as the guards remove the body off the chains; he’s never
liked to see me use my powers, not that I could blame him.

“You kill with such ease,”

Sara scoffs, inspecting her manicure as if I hadn’t just killed an
undercover Ravenstone scout right in front of her.

“And yet you couldn’t even kill some worthless mute mutt who tried to
rape your WIFE!”

I chuckle to myself at the audacity that she has to still claim rape.I knew
Zane was incapable of hurting a woman.

His mother had made him soft and weak growing up by coddling him.

He didn’t have the balls to take what he wanted.

The boy couldn’t even speak properly to even look at a woman with
confidence.

There is no doubt in my mind Sara came on to him and like the fool that
he is, Zane most likely just stood there until he became overwhelmed and
ran.

Pathetic…



I mutter to myself.

It would have been preferable for him to have just taken Sara, to
dominate her like a real Alpha and put her in her place.But of course, the
boy was just as weak as his mother.

“Are you listening to me, you worthless…”

Arden takes control, wrapping my fingers around Sara’s throat and
slamming her against the wall so that she bursts into tears.

“Would you like to join our little friend over there?”

Arden whimpers and shakes her head at me.

“Then I suggest you shut the f**k up,” he snaps.

He lifts her face close to mine and whispers in her ears.

“Oh, and the next time you decide to w***e around, make sure to pick a
wolf who might actually enjoy your company.”

“Oh like you don’t,” she sneers.

“We made Caine fairly quickly, didn’t we?”

Caine, who has been standing by Wyatt this entire time, gags in disgust.

“And it was the worst two minutes of my life,”

Arden smirks, her face contorting in anger.

“f*k yous” Arden slams her into the wall again, this time Sara’s eyes
fluttering in dazed confusion.



“You may be this Pack’s Luna, ” he growls via mind-link.

“But don’t you forget you are nothing more than an agreement in a deal.”

“A deal that falls apart without me,” Sara strains through my chokehold.

“Remember, Sebastian.Without me, my father takes back his money and
soldiers…and you and this little Silver Wolf clan perish in Toran
Ravenstone’s claws.”

I clench my jaw and glare at the b***h I’ve been forced to call my wife
for the past 20 years.

Sara wraps her fingers over mine and squeezes my grip on her throat, the
scent of her arousal mixing with the scent of death lingering in the
dungeons.

She yelps when I tighten my squeeze, Caine storming over to pull me off
of his mother.

“Trying to be a real Alpha now?” I snarl as I feel Caine approach behind
me.

“Where was this Alpha when you were on the floor crying like weakling
over a little burn on your chest?” I sneer.

“Even that mute omega was strong enough to hold his tongue in pain!”
He halts in his tracks with his fists at his sides.

“You made me look weak,” he argues.

“You punished me instead of that worthless mutt! What kind of Alpha

defends a lowly omega over his own son and Luna of his pack? You

humiliated us!”



I release his mother and stalk over to my son who attempts to hold his
ground but I see the quiver in his brow.

Hesitation..

Arden grumbles.

Weakness…

Without flinching, I spin around on one foot and roundhouse kick him in

the face, Caine crashing onto the blood stained pavement with a groan.

Sara rushes to his side but Caine only pushes her away angrily.I crouch
down beside him, watching him closely as he wipes the blood from his

mouth.

“You humiliated yourself by being weak,” I hiss.

“Because a true Alpha shows no weakness…and you did.”

Thoroughly annoyed with my son and Luna, I storm out of the dungeon,
Wyatt following close at my heels.

Back in the comfort of my office, I plop down at my desk and rub my
temples as I feel a headache coming on his mind.

Ever since Elenore’s death, he’s been my most faithful companion,
watching over Zane when I couldn’t even bring myself to look at him.

The boy reminded me too much of the woman I lost and I could not
afford to show weakness in a time of war.

“What is it?” I sigh when Wyatt shifts on his feet.

“Nothing, Alpha,” Wyatt says.



“The boy is safe in case you were interested,” he adds quietly.

“My men let me know he arrived safely in Poulsbo so he should be out of
Ravenstone’s radar.I gave him the money you asked me to give him and

the photo of his mother.” Relief fills my lungs and I let out a tiny sigh.

I close my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose.

“You must think I’m a hypocrite for showing weakness with that boy.”

“It is not my place to judge you, Alpha.I just carry out orders,” he
shrugs.

“Besides, he is your son after all.It’s only natural for you to worry about
him.” l open my eyes to glare at him.

“Let me make one thing clear: He may carry my blood but he is no son of
mine.That mute imbecile is of no relation to me.” Wyatt’s face hardens.

“Mute, he may be, but imbecile he is not.You heard from the guards and

Caine himself, the boy did not utter a single word while he was being
tortured nor did he beg for mercy when you had him removed from his
own pack, A pack he was once meant to lead.He didn’t even flinch when
you took what was his!”

He exasperates, throwing his hands in the air.

“He has the makings of a with some encouragement and proper training,
he could rival even you.”

“Please,” I scoff, knowing damn well Zane couldn’t lead to save his life.

“An Alpha needs to be fearless and that boy can’t even look me in the
eye! Ravenstone would destroy us with him as Alpha.They already took
two Alphas from us, what will stop them from taking him? His silence?”



Wyatt lowers his head knowing this topic was not one I spoke of with
ease.

“Alpha…Zane is not Cyrus nor Jonathan.”

“Enough! Weakness has already taken too much from this clan.Zane will
not take the title because he doesn’t have what it takes to look his
opponent in the eye and lead his soldiers in war.”

“And Caine does?”

“Caine is young and stupid.He still has time to learn.Zane, on the other
hand, is a grown man.You cannot teach an old dog new tricks.He will
always be weak.At least with Caine, I still have time to teach him how to

use his gift to his advantage.We don’t even know what Zane’s gift

is.He’s useless.I showed mercy to him as a favor to Elenore.He was her
son, but he was never mine.”

“Understood, Alpha,” Wyatt sighs.

“Forgive me for questioning your judgment.”

He excuses himself and leaves me to ponder whether or not I was making
the right decision to rest my pack’s fate in Caine’s hands by my older
brother, Cyrus.

Toran Ravenstone was a former Ally of ours and together, Ravenstone
and Scarlet Haven were the strongest silver wolf clans in the West….

That is, until my brother betrayed Toran.

In order to strengthen our packs, Toran took a wife from the Crescent

Mane kingdom, Bre Hilton.

She was the daughter of the King …



And Cyrus’s fated mate.

Like the weak wolf he was, Cyrus gave in to his bond and he took Bre in
secret.

For months, the two met behind Toran’s back until one day, they were
caught.

Toran was furious and in a fit of rage, he killed Princess Bre.

Cyrus and King Arthur launched a war, Cyrus losing his life in battle.

I took the title shortly thereafter.

But Toran’s thirst for blood was unsatisfied.

He wanted to watch Scarlet Haven burn to the ground for my brother’s
betrayal.He took my son Jonathan before he could even walk and then he
took Elenore from me.He would have taken Zane had he ever found out
who he was.

That’s why I could not afford to have a weak heir.

Toran would stop at nothing to see us defeated and Zane was too much of
a weakling to ever face him.I have been careful with Caine, training him
from a young age to be a ruthless wolf… but he is still young.

He has much to learn if he ever wants to take Toran head on and end this
miserable war once and for all.

***Christian’s POV***

“P-please Alpha,” Susan, the maid whimpers as I hold her throat in my
hands.



“Please don’t kill me,” she sobs frantically.

“I am only 18! I-l haven’t even met my mate.Please! Please! Please!”

She begs as I tighten my grip on her delicate neck.But her cries fall on
deaf ears as Jack snaps her neck, silencing her pathetic cries forever.

How many more? I growl as he tosses the limp body off his to the side.

How many more until you’re satisfied? At this rate, we will have no
pack left when Natalia comes home! Vil stop when you bring home my
Tiny and our pup, Jack snarls.It’s been close to four years and still you
fail to bring me my mate.

He calls in Derek who rushes in and halts when he sees another body for
him to dump.He stares blankly at the girl before collecting her in his
arms.

“Where would you like me to put her?” he says quietly, his voice laced
with bitterness.

“Up your ass for all I care,” Jack mutters.

“Yes, Alpha,” Derek replies.

As he turns away, he mumbles under his breath, “Will there be anymore

this week?”

Jack pounces on his beta, pinning him up against the wall with “What did

you say?”

Jack growls.

“N-nothing, Alpha,” Derek replies.



Having had enough of Jack’s disregard for my pack, I claw my way to

the surface and take control once again, putting my walls up to ensure
Jack remains locked up in the recesses of my mind.I release Derek who
takes a huge gulp of air and coughs.

“How is the search going?” I ask, hoping to hear something good today.

Derek bends over to pick up the body and slings her over his shoulder
before answering.

“She changed her name.We’ve searched all vital records in virtually

every state but Natalia as we know her no longer exists.”

“So you’ve found nothing,” I huff, slamming my fist on my desk.

“Over three years and nothing?”

“We know she took a flight to Wyoming but all of our leads have come
up empty, Sir,” Derek says.

“She could have very well left the country.”I wipe everything clear off
my desk at his words.

“Natalia couldn’t have just disappeared!”

“Well she’s certainly hid her tracks,” he sighs.

“But we’ll find her, Alpha. We’ll bring her and the pup back.”

Vanessa storms into the office, glancing over at Derek and the body in
his arms you at least f**k her before you killed her?

She jokes, although I could sense the jealousy in her voice.



“What do you want?” I sigh, sitting back at my desk to start a computer
search in Wyoming for Natalia.

Derek takes this as his cue to leave and nearly trips over himself to leave
Vanessa and I to chat in private.

My wife sits down, a little smirk stretched across her pretty lips.

I scan her body.

She looks nothing like Natalia; one would even wonder how they are

related.

Where Natalia is tan and olive toned like their Mexican father, Vanessa is
pale with creamy white skin like their Salvadorian Mother.

Natalia’s eyes are like milk chocolate while Vanessa’s shone like two
bright emeralds.

Both are incredibly beautiful and both are my weakness.

“I want to turn,” Vanessa says, her tone serious and determined.

“I think I’m ready.” I groan with annoyance.

Vanessa has been asking me to turn her ever since I found out Natalia
was having my pup.

“Nessa,” I sigh, resisting the urge to laugh in her face.

She wants to turn? Jack wheezes with laughter.

Is she stupid? “You do realize there’s a high probability your body will

reject the wolf and you could die a very slow and painful death, right?”



I ask, studying her face for any sign of hesitation.I find none.

“No,”I snarl through gritted teeth me? I’m your Luna-”

“Correction,” I interrupt, getting up from my seat and circling around the

desk so that I stand directly in front of her..

“You are my Luna’s useless, infertile older sister,” I smirk as I whisper
in her ear.

“Just filling in until I can bring her home again.”

“But -”

“Natalia is Silver Crest’s rightful Luna,” I murmur as I unbutton her shirt
to expose her bare breasts.

“And you are nothing more than my w***e,”

I add, cupping one of her breasts and pinching her n*****s, Asoft moan
escapes Vanessa’s lips.She snaps out of her daze when I lean down to
kiss her neck.

“Silver Crest already has a Luna,” she hisses, pushing away my hand and
rebuttoning her shirt.

“And you’ll soon see exactly what I’m capable of.”

She storms out of my office arrogantly and I know this bimbo is going to
get herself killed.

The only question is, do I care enough to stop her?

*** Jordan (Natalia’s Gamma)***



I pace back and forth so much, my own wolf, Adam, growls at me. I
stare at the summons in my hand requesting my presence at the Elder’s
Court this afternoon, my heart rate skyrocketing as I think about all the
possible reasons I could be receiving this summons for.

You are only ever summoned if you are under revaluation for your rank
and status in the pack.

My mind ponders over every possible reason for why I could be
summoned by the Elders and all of them point back to Natalia.

I had been in charge of the search and for almost four years now, I have
failed miserably in tracking her and the future alpha down.

Could the Elders possibly be thinking of demoting me or even worse,
having me removed from the pack for my failure? I wonder to myself.

I think back to the night Natalia left.

She knew.She knew Christian and Vanessa were betraying her.She knew
her pain was caused by them, that it was not all in her head as we had led
her to believe.

But worst of all, she knew I had betrayed her trust, that I had chosen my
Alpha over her, my ward and Luna.

My sole purpose of existence was to protect her…

and I had failed to protect her from her own mate.

Natalia looked so hurt as she walked away from me that night and I
would never forget the look of utter disdain in her eyes for me.

She hated me…and I could not blame her.



Adam whines.

Lunas and Gammas share a special bond and for months after she left, I
could feel the pain in her heart.I could feel the turning her once caring
heart into stone and ice.

She would never let anyone else in again.

We had destroyed every shred of confidence she had in her heart, so
she’s locked it away for no one else to use and abuse.

Despite the consequences, however, I hope to never find Natalia or her
pup.

I hope with every ounce in my body that she moves on and lives a long
and happy life away from us.I hope she never returns to Silver Crest.

We do not deserve her anymore.

With the time quickly ticking away, I walk steadily to the Elders court
and stand before Elder Robin, Elder Moira, and Elder Elijah.

To my surprise, Former Luna Kay and Former Alpha Christopher, as
well as my mother and father are here as well.Even Beta Derek is here.

“What the hell is going on?” mind-link him.

“You’ll see in a minute,” he replies.

“Relax.”

“Relax? That’s easy for you to say,” I snap back.

“You’re not the one -”



“Gamma Jordan, please have a seat,”

Elder Robin commands, gesturing to the single chair in the center of the
room.I gulp and slowly approach the chair, my legs shaking slightly as I
sit.

“Jordan Hart, do you know why you have been summoned before the

court today?”

Luna Kay asks, her calculating eyes zeroing in on me.in my voice.

The Elders and my family exchange glances and I mentally kick myself
for sounding so pathetic, Yup, you’re definitely getting kicked out,
Adam snickers.

Zip it, flea bag, I mumble back.

“Well as you very well know, Christian’s competence as Alpha of this
pack has been called into question ever since Natalia Vazquez left the
pack,” she sighs in disappointment.

Luna Kay adored Natalia, having taken her under her wing to mold her
into the Luna we all loved dearly.

The one we all betrayed.

“Yes, I’m aware of the …Umm…shortcomings of the Alpha,” I nod.

“Then you must also understand why we cannot let this go on any
further,” She continues.

“Y-yes,” I nod again.

“We’ve recently received startling evidence that Christian’s wolf, Jack,
has gone almost .. feral,” Luna Kay adds.



I turn to Derek for this and he just shakes his head at me.

“We cannot have a rogue Alpha,” Luna Kay sighs.

“No matter how much I love him.” I press my lips together in worry.
Where is she going with this?

“Since I have no other heir”

Alpha Christopher speaks, his voice to the next in line.I nod, turning to
Derek.Was he going to challenge Christian for the Alpha title?

“No,” Alpha Christopher chuckles.

“Not him.”

My eyes scan the room and my mother gives me an encouraging
smile.My father, sitting beside his elder brother, looks at me with pride.

“You,” Alpha Christopher says.

“You will challenge Alpha Christian for the title.”

The blood drains from my face and I can’t stop myself from standing up
from my seat.

“What?!”

“As my nephew,”

Alpha Christopher says without flinching, “You carry Alpha blood in
your veins and you are the only other worthy challenger for the title.”

“Sir with all due respect,” I stammer.



“I’ve trained my whole life to be third in command, not to be the one
leading everyone.I can’t do this!”

“It is not a question, Jordan,” my father snaps.

“It is an order.Your pack needs you to take charge and it is your duty as
the next in line to protect this pack and it’s interests.We cannot have a

rogue Alpha murdering his own pack members!” I stare at him in shock.

“Murder?” I ask.

“Christian’s been the one killing off our pack members,” Derek
interjects.

“His wolf is out of control.”

“You’ll start training immediately,” Luna Kay sighs.

“The longer we wait, the more at risk we become of Christian finding out
who his rival is.”

She rises from her seat and walks gracefully towards me.

“And you better pray you win, Jordan.Losing will bring devastation to us
all.”
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Chapter 12: Turmoil

***Natalia***

Zane leaves to collect his things and Agnes from Nikki and Micah’s place,
giving me the chance to really think about what I just agreed to.I head to
the bathroom to splash cool water on my face and neck, letting out a huge
sigh as I wipe the sweat from my brow.

My reflection mocks my pathetic situation, laughing at me for accepting
yet another wolf into my life.

‘Don’t let him get too close” I remind myself.

‘ Every kind gesture, every kiss, every gentle caress of my face…it will

all be a lie.He doesn’t really love me.He doesn’t care about me no matter
how much he says he does”

Tears spring to my eyes as I think about all the times Christian looked me
in the eyes with such false sincerity, professing his undying love for me
all the while f*****g my sister behind my back.

Wiping the tears that stain my cheeks, I inspect my reflection, my eyes
scrutinizing every imperfection.

Dark circles hug my eyes from my restless night.

Fearful that Zane would find me, I called out of work this morning,
keeping Kota home instead of taking him to daycare.

Of course, my attempts proved futile.

The wolf found me without much effort.



‘I am not good enough to fall in love with anyways” I shrug to myself,
drying off my face.

‘I couldn’t even keep my husband interested in me before he looked
elsewhere…Perhaps Zane will also find me inadequate as a mate and
move on as well..” I nod at my reflection reassuringly.

‘Yes.Sooner or later, he’ll stop liking me and I’ll be free”

Having given myself the pep talk of the century, I hurry to find little Kota
playing in the backyard and call him to me.He happily waddles over to
me with a grin on his face.

“Where’s Zane, mommy?” he asks, looking behind me into the living
room.

“Can he come play with me?”

I crouch down and lift him into my arms, carrying him over to the living

room and sitting him down on the sofa.I smooth down his hair and cup
his chubby cheeks in my hands.

“Kota,” I say, forcing a smile for him.

“What do you think about Zane staying with us … just for a little bit?”

His eyes widen with joy.

“Yeah!” He cries, jumping up on his feet and clapping his hands.

“Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!”

“You like that idea?” I ask, raising an eyebrow at him.



Kota jumps onto the couch and bursts into laughter.

“Yeah,” he giggles, resting his chin in his hands.

“And what about Agnes? Can she stay here too?” I ask.

Kota bounces on his toes, shooting his fingers up in a happy I pout at
him.

“I thought I made the best cookies…”

“No,” he grins, shaking his head and jumping up like a rabbit.

I feign hurt at his honesty and he rushes up to kiss me square on the lips.

“But Mommy makes the best pancakes!” He chirps.

Kota suddenly stretches out his arms like a plane and flies over to his toy
chest, pulling out his favorite toy train and action figures.

“What are you doing?” I ask as he makes a small pile of toys.

“To play with Zane,” he shrugs as if that were the most obvious answer.

Worry fills my heart as I realize that Kota would be affected by Zane’s
imminent departure.

I would need to do everything in my power to make sure Zane rejects me
quickly and leaves us both in one piece.

“Remember, Kota,” I sigh, crawling over to him.

“He’s only here for a little while.He won’t be here forever.Entiendes?
understand ?”I ask.



He nods and continues to make a pile of toys for Zane when he arrives.

Seeing no point in explaining any further, I rush off to the guest room
and ensure it’s comfortable for Agnes, changing the sheets and myself to
share my space with a man.

I clear out two drawers for Zane and make room in the closet for his
shoes and clothing.

Uneasiness fills my belly as I stare at the Queen sized bed I was expected
to share with a stranger.

It was large enough to fit us both but we would inevitably touch during
our slumber.

The thought of this man touching me in my pajamas makes me shudder.

How I wish their Moon Goddess would leave me be and not punish me
so! I readjust the pillows and an idea pops into my head, making me
laugh knowing he would hate me for it.

Several hours drag on until the sun begins to set in the horizon and a
small part of me hopes perhaps Zane had changed his mind.

Just as the thought enters my mind, the doorbell rings, my heart sinking
knowing who the visitors are.

I finish cleaning up the bed and rush over to the door, taking a deep
breath as I open it.

Zane and his mother smile politely at me, Nikki and Micah waiting just
behind them to be let in.

I swallow hard, hoping my saliva will soothe my dry throat, stepping off
to the side to let them in.



Zane and Agnes each carry a single small bag with what I assume are
their belongings while Niki and Micah carry what appear to be shopping
bags.

“Zane!” Kota cries, rushing up to the man with his arms wide open.

“You’re here!”

The large man throws his bag over his shoulder and bends down flip at
the sight of my son running into Zane’s arms so freely and happily.

They had only met this morning and Zane had already won Kota
over.Would I fall so easily for him too? *No, I shake my head.

“No, I’ll Be strong.I have to be strong for both of us”

“Sorry we’re late,”

Micah smiles, “but we promised Agnes we’d take her to town to go
shopping for more clothes.They…they didn’t bring much with them to

begin with.”

I nod silently and lead Agnes to her room while Micah and Niki begin
unloading the shopping bags in the car.

When we reach the room, I turn to Zane and have him translate for me.

“This is your room” I sigh.

“I left you some towels on the bed.The bathroom is down the hall to the

left,” I say, pointing down the hall to show her.

She smiles kindly at me and I find it impossible to hate her.She was not
my mate.She had not forced me into this arrangement.



“Thank you,”she signs, her eyes widening as she takes in the room.

She signs something to Zane and he smiles back at her, nodding happily.

Agnes takes a seat on the bed, shocked by how bouncy and comfortable

it is, her hand feeling the soft fabric of the quilt I put on the bed for her.

She wipes at her eyes and rushes to hug me, my body stiffening It was
just a simple room with a large window looking into the garden and a
comfortable bed.

Unsure what else to do, I wrap my arms around Agnes and accept her
hug.

Kota stares curiously at us, leaning his head against Zane’s neck.

“Mommy, why she crying?” He asks innocently.

I turn to Zane for an explanation but he remains silent as ever, only
patting Kota’s back gently.

Agnes pulls away, her cheeks flushed pink in embarrassment as she
wipes her eyes.

She turns back to the room and begins unpacking her things.

“Follow me,” I say curtly, gesturing to Zane and turning to leave Agnes
alone.

To my relief, Zane puts Kota down and follows close behind me, Kota
running down the hall to get his toys.

Alone with Zane, I force my thoughts elsewhere as I feel the urge to turn
around and hold him.



Stupid bond, I mutter to myself.

We arrive at my room and I point to the dresser.

“I’ve cleared out these two drawers for you and left some space in the
closet for you to hang your things,” I shrug.I turn to find him staring at

the bed and feel my cheeks heat up.

Eager to clarify the bedding arrangement, I go to the closet and select
chest.

“You’ll be sleeping over there,” I smirk, pointing to the floor.

He stares at me completely dumbfounded at the change of plans.

“What?” I shrug indifferently.

“The agreement states we share the ‘bedroom’ It did not specify that we
had to share the bed.”

He presses his lips together in what I can only assume is annoyance and
nods solemnly, knowing he could not force me to share my bed.

I almost feel bad for making this small adjustment but it could not be
helped.

It was bad enough I had to share my home with a wolf, a stranger no less,
but I could not stomach the idea of sleeping in the same bed with him.

He and his entire species disgusted me.

“Great, now that the formalities are all out of the way, I will leave you to
unpack,” I say, stepping around him and exiting the room.



I find Kota chattering away with Micah in the living room, Kota
inspecting the tattoos in Micah’s arms with admiration.

“Mommy look!” He chirps as he hears me walk in.

“Micah has a wolf on his arm! Look! Look!” He cries excitedly.

I glance at Micah’s tattoos and nod.

“Very cool,” I say, forcing a smile for his benefit.

“Everything okay?” Nikki asks as she comes in with the final shopping
bag.

I hadn’t stopped thinking of last night and the possibility that my friends
were not who I thought they were.I decide to bite the bullet and ask for
confirmation.

“A-are you….Are you also …” I gulp, looking over at Kota who
continues to stroke Micah’s tattoos in amazement.

“Are you like Zane and Agnes?” I ask, clasping and unclasping my
hands anxiously.

Micah and Nikki exchange glances before Niki sighs a response.

“y-yes….and we know he’s your mate too.”

I feel a cold anger tremble under my skin, not at their lie but at the fact
that I had never been truly free of werewolves as I believed.

They were everywhere, infecting every aspect of my life like a virus.

“Are you upset with us?” Niki asks, a worried look on her face.



“Because we never meant you or Kota any harm,” she adds quickly, as if
to clarify that they were not the monsters they truly were.

“We would never dream of hurting you or Kota.” I almost scoff at her
reply.

“ I won’t hurt you..”

That’s what every werewolf promised before they sank their teeth into
your back when you weren’t looking.I nod quietly.

“I’m not mad at you,” I reply coldly with a shrug.

“You can’t change what you are.Besides, what’s done is done.” Niki
shifts nervously on her feet and I ask a question that kept me up last
night.

“Are there any packs nearby?” I ask, my heart in my throat.

If Christian and the Silver Crest wolves came looking for me.I would
need to leave at once if that was the case.

“No,” Micah shakes his head.

“We are the only wolves in Poulsbo.Nikki and I are rogues just like Zane
and Agnes.”

“Where is your pack?” I pry, wanting to know exactly who l am dealing

with.

A solemn look takes over Micah’s face.

“Gone…They were slaughtered in an attack.Niki and I…W-we were the
only survivors.”



“So Zane and Agnes…?”

“We don’t know what pack they come from or why they are
rogues.You’ll have to ask them that,”

Micah shrugs, patting Kota gently on the head.An awkward silence
engulfs us and I drum my fingers against my thighs.

“Well, we should go…We have some things to take care of at home…I’ll

be back for Zane at 8:30 for work,” he smiles awkwardly, inching his
way to the door with Niki.

“See ya around, Tal.”

I press my lips into a small smile and lead them out, knowing I was
probably being a b***h but I couldn’t help it.I was frustrated out of my
mind with my situation.

Zane appears in the hallway and Kota rushes off to drag him into the
room.

My son points at the ten shopping bags sitting on the floor with curiosity.

“What you got there?”He grins, poking his nose where he “Kota!” I
scold him, the little boy jolting up in shame.

“That is not your stuff! Leave it alone!”

Zane frowns at me and crouches down to console the small child.He
reaches into a bag and pulls out a stuffed wolf, placing the little grey wolf
in Kota’s arms.

Kota stares at it in awe, hugging it tightly to his chest.

“Mommy look! I got a wolfie!” he squeals, the blood boiling inside me.



I glare at the real wolf in the room and he shrugs at me before reaching
into the same bag and selecting a small black box.

He timidly inches closer to me and holds out the box to me, a slight blush
on his cheeks.

For Kota’s benefit, I swallow back my anger and take the box from him.

Very carefully, I remove the lid and peer intc the little box, a rose gold
bracelet sitting inside.

It was a stunning gift in its simple elegance, tiny diamond studs
embedded in the chain.

This isn’t part of the arrangement…

“I-I didn’t ask for a gift,” I mumble, at a complete loss of words.

Is this a peace offering? He scratches the back of his head and nervously

smiles at me.

Despite my better judgment, his timid demeanor is adorable and I look
down at the bracelet in my hands, trying to decide what to do.

getting each other gifts! I want to say but a dark thought enters my mind.

Would he retaliate if I didn’t accept his gift? I glance back at Kota who

plays with his new wolf and I decide it is best not to get on the wolf’s bad
graces for now.

Jack had a temper, who knew what Zane’s wolf would be like if I upset

it.

For now, I would have to play by the wolf’s rules.I am about to tuck the

bracelet back into its box when Zane places a timid hand on my wrist.



He holds out his hand and I understand what he wants.

“I’ll put it on later,” I say, offering a polite smile and ignoring the
incredible sparks rippling up and down my arm.

He looks dejected as I pull away from his grip but it seems Kota is eager
to aid him.

“Mommy! Mommy!” he cries, pulling my arm down to take the box

from my hand.

“I wanna see! I wanna see your present!” he giggles, pinching the
bracelet with his chubby fingers to look at it.

“Oh pretty!” he smiles up at Zane.

“Put it on, Mommy! Put it on!”

He bounces up and down in his own excitement, handing the bracelet to
Zane in the process.

You little traitor!I glare at my son.

If I could strangle my own son, I would.

Zane looks at me with hopeful eyes and holds the bracelet up to me.

Left with nowhere to run and hide, I stick out my arm reluctantly for

him.

Zane slowly inches closer, gently resting his fingers on my skin as he
drapes the chain on my wrist.

Little sparks tingle across my skin as he ties the clasp.



His fingers linger on my hand for a little longer, a delightful shiver
spreading within me.

I close my eyes for a moment, remembering a time when those tingles
brought me a sense of peace.

The sound of Agnes’ small footsteps break the spell, however, and my
reality comes crashing back to me.

Mates aren’t real ,I remind myself, flinching away from Zane’s touch.

“I-’ll get started with dinner,” I say, stepping away from him, a look of
pain filling his eyes.

You’ll only hurt me more if I let you in, I want to tell him but instead

decide to keep my thoughts to myself.
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Chapter 13: Wingman Part 1

*** Zane***

After dinner, Talia shows me around the kitchen to help me familiarize
myself with the chores she expects me to complete while she’s at work.

“Plates and cups are up here,” she instructs, pointing to the top cabinet.

“Kota has his plate and cups down here.Always use his plates and cups to
feed him.He will break the glass ones and hurt himself.Also, he will try
to help you with the dishes.It’s just an excuse to play with the water.You
can let him wash his own dishes but give them a good rinse yourself
when he’s not looking,” she chuckles softly, my heart fluttering at the
gentle sound.

I wish she would laugh more…I wish I could make her laugh…

“You can find all the cleaning supplies under the sink here to clean the
kitchen.There’s also a supply closet in the hall with other things like
bleach and floor cleaner.The closet is locked so Kota can’t get into
it.Keep it locked at all times,” says, opening a small kitchen drawer to
reveal the key to the closet.

She thinks for a moment, trying to figure out what other information I
need.

“Oh, here’s a list of contacts!” she exclaims, rushing to the for Kota,
which reminds me, “I will need to clear you to pick him up tomorrow.”

She writes a note to herself on the sheet.



“This is the extension to the clinic where I work so you can reach me,
this is my phone number, and this,” she points to the last number
hesitantly, as if struggling to decide if she could tell who that phone
number belonged to.

“Look, you have to promise me you won’t tell anyone what I am about to

tell you.” I raise an eyebrow at her and she laughs at herself.

“Oh right.You don’t talk,” she mumbles sheepishly.

“You get what I mean though so promise,” she demands.

Unable to actually give her my word that I would never tell a soul her
secret, I cross my heart and she nods in approval.

“This is the number to the bookshop Gwen works at.She’s a witch,” she
whispers.

“If Kota is ever hurt, you take him to her.Forget the hospital.They won’t
know what to do with him.He’s not human.” The blood drains from my

face.

Talia is in alliance with a witch, the mortal enemies of half werewolves?
I turn to the little boy watching playing with his wolf.He’s not human?

“He’s a wolf,”Talia mutters in distaste.

“But he won’t ever become one of you.I’ll make sure of that.”

Her words sting but I ignore her comment as Grayson’s voice fills my
head.So she’s had a mate before…

Grayson whispers, remembering must have not ended well for her to hate
mates so much.



The thought of her being hurt by another wolf angers me.

Who could be so stupid to have given up a life time with her and Kota?

“Gwen is currently on a trip but she should return soon,” Talia says,
interrupting my thoughts.

“I know witches and wolves don’t get along but she is family.You will
treat her with utmost respect.Am I clear?” I don’t like the idea of a witch
being near her but I nod at her request.

She finishes the tour of the house and takes Kota to bed.

I unpack the shopping bags from my trip with Agnes and I hop in the
shower to get ready for work.

It’s nice to have a little moment to myself after feeling suffocated by
Talia’s constant glares.

She didn’t like me yet, but she could at least try not to give me a
murderous look every time our eyes met.

Steam follows me as I step out of the shower and I walk into the bedroom,
wrapped only in a towel.

I rummage through the drawers and pull out a black t-shirt, jeans and
underwear.

As I slip on a pair of boxers, the faint scent of lilac and rain fills my
nostrils and I hear a gasp from behind me.I turn immediately to find Talia
staring at me like a deer caught in headlights.

My mind becomes flustered and I scramble to cover my manhood,
tripping over the towel and crashing onto the bed with a groan.



Words cannot express the sheer embarrassment that courses around my
thighs, my d**k on full display for her.

She bolts away from the door, muttering an apology as she scrambles out
of the room.

Grayson howls with laughter at my display of idiocy, unable to contain
his sheer delight at my fumble.

You are such a dork, he wheezes uncontrollably.

I lay on the bed, unable to muster any strength to move, every muscle in
my body frozen from the mortification.

Not only had she seen my d**k, she had likely seen the scars on my body,
I realize, my heart rate soaring.

Would she be disgusted by them? Grayson stops his laughter and sighs.

I don’t know.

Feeling sick to my stomach, I contemplate not going to work at all but I
remind myself that I have a responsibility to Agnes and now to Talia.I
could not skip out on work even if I felt like fainting.I finish dressing and
after a useless pep talk from Grayson, I slowly make my way towards the
kitchen, finding Talia reading on the couch.

“A-are you alright?” Talia asks, her voice soft as a blush flushes on her
cheeks.

I sigh in relief that she doesn’t bring up my scars and nod, looking away
in my own embarrassment.



Just then, Micah knocks on the door, ready to take me to work, Talia
does not spare me a glance so I simply go to Agnes’s room and kiss her
goodnight.

“Easy for you to say,” I groan.

“She doesn’t want to murder you.” Agnes kisses my cheek.

“Be patient.” I nod, kissing her temple and running out of the house to
Micah’s caf.

Work at The Masque is uneventful, only a handful of drunk clients
attempting to bother the waitresses and dancers.

Several of the strippers offer me a dance as a thanks for my service but I
refuse.I had Talia to think about.

She had made it clear I could not speak to other women and I would not
disrespect her wishes, no matter how challenging they were in my line of

work.She, Kota, and Agnes came above anyone else.

Relief fills my muscles when the clock strikes four am and I hurriedly
clock out, Micah, Niki and I groaning with exhaustion.

I’m dropped off at the house and I tiptoe quietly inside.

Having not slept at all in the past 36 hours, every muscle in my body
screams for a warm bed.

There’s no way she’ll let me share the bed with her, I sigh.Are you an
Alpha or not? Grayson growls, his mind also tired.

Only by blood, I remind him, recalling all the names my father spewed at
me for my lack of spine.



take you seriously if you let her walk all over you like everyone else has
in your life.

Weil what do you suggest, mutt? I growlin annoyance.

I’m doing everything in my power to please her.This is HER home after

all.

Which she agreed to share with YOU, he growls back.

So by default, you have some say here too.I still don’t understand what
he means and he heaves a heavy sigh.

Grab a pen and paper, he says, instructing me to write a note for his
plan.With the note in my shaking hands, I quietly sneak into the bedroom,
finding the pillow and blanket folded neatly on the floor for me.

Not a chance, Grayson snarls.

We deserve a warm bed tonight.

I gulp nervously and begin to undress down to my boxers and find the
pair of pajama bottoms I had bought to make Talia more comfortable
around me.

Now dressed for sleep, I pace back and forth, unable to bring myself to
climb in with her.

Just f*****g do it. I’m tired! Grayson snaps linhale a large breath of air
and let it out nice and slow.

With whatever confidence I can muster, I tiptoe to the left side of the bed
with the most space left and lift the covers up slowly.

At a snail’s pace, I take a seat and swing my legs under the covers.



At the sudden shift in bed.

She reaches for the bedside table and turns on the lamp, the room filling

with dim yellow light.

There’s a small dagger in her hand pointed at me but when she sees it’s
just me sitting beside her, a glare of death settles on her face.

“What the f**k do you think you’re doing?” she snarls, throwing the
dagger back in its place in the bedside table.

“You’re supposed to be sleeping on the floor.”

Don’t give in…

Grayson warns.

Hand her the note.

Determined to look like the strong Alpha Grayson made me believe I
could be, I hand her the note which she rips out of my grip and reads
aloud.

“You can either share the bed with me or take the floor yourself.Either
way, I’m sleeping on the bed.” She looks up at me with fire in her brown
eyes.

“This was not part of the agreement!” she snaps.

Grayson tells me to stand my ground and I point to the paper again,
unwilling to move.

She stares angrily at me, refusing to move an inch herself.



Seeing that neither of use was willing to move and she was not going to
attack me, I settle into the bed and pull the covers to my chin.

Her breathing goes heavy and she lets out a frustrated scream into her
pillow before smacking me with it and shoving it between us.

“You better f*****g stay on your side of the bed or I swear to god I will
take that f*****g dagger and shove it up your ass!” she screams, turning
her back to me and turning off the light.

I turn to the side to hide my grin, unable to believe Grayson’s idea had
worked.

See? Grayson snaps.

It’s not that hard to take a stand.

Shut up and take the win already, I sigh sleepily, just grateful to not be
on the floor again.

I curl up on my side and after a few minutes, I let myself drift off into the
darkness.
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Chapter 14: Wingman Part 2

***Jane***

I gasp in fright when I wake up to a bucket of cold water being tossed on
my face, Natalia smirking triumphantly at me as she stands by the side of
the bed . I wipe the water from my eyes and realize it’s 6:45 am.

“Wake up sleepy head,” She chirps, already showered and dressed in a
pair of teal medical scrubs.

“You have to wake up the gremlin and get him ready for school today.”
I feel like a ton of bricks are sitting on my chest, my body still exhausted
from the lack of sleep.I could not complain, however, knowing I had
gotten away with murder by sharing the bed with her.

With great effort, I climb out of bed, my t-shirt clinging to my wet chest.

Talia giggles hysterically as I waddle past her, a part of me happy to see
her having fun, even at my expense.

I head for the bathroom first to wipe off the water and brush my teeth
before I waddle down the hall until I find Kota’s room.

There’s no response when I knock on the door so I slowly turn the knob
and tip toe inside.I find Kota curled up in a ball, his dinosaur pajamas
messily clinging to his tiny body.I sit on his bed and push back his hair,
exposing his forehead.

He sleeps so peacefully, it feels like a crime to wake is it in silence for a
moment, letting him enjoy a few more moments of blissful sleep.I could
not explain why, but he made me feel so safe with just his presence, like
nothing could disturb us.



He stirs slightly as I stroke his hair and even curls up closer to me.

Remembering my task however, I decide it’s time to wake him.I tap his
shoulder and his cheeks but the boy only groans and swats at my hand.

Looking around the room to ensure we are truly alone, I lean close to his
ear.

My mouth hangs open for a second before I finally find my voice.

“K-Kota,” I hiss, feeling my heart race in fear Talia would come in and
hear me speak.

I tap his cheek frantically.

“K-Kota.P-please wa-wake up…”

“Five more minutes,” he groans, squeezing his eyes tightly.

Unsure what else to do, I wiggle my fingers down his sides and he
screams with laughter, kicking his legs about.He writhes against the
tickles until he finally sits up.

“G-good morning, K-Kota,” I whisper so quietly, he doesn’t hear me
over his own laughter.

“Hi, Zane!” he laughs, cupping my cheeks in his small hands.

He squishes my face, genuinely happy to see me and throws his head
back in laughter.

“Hi, Zane!” I stare at his pretty eyes and feel my body relax.

“H-hi K-Kota.”



“H-hi,” chuckle, ruffling up his hair.

“Hi!” he squeals, jumping into my lap.

I find his game amusing and carry on for another 10 hellos before I

throw the pup over my shoulder and take him to the bathroom.I help him
wash his face, brush his teeth for him, and even put together a simple
outfit that I hope is to Talia’s liking.

He insists on combing his own hair but as I watch him struggle, he finally
hands me the comb and lets me comb his hair.

Pleased with my work, I crouch down to his level and offer him a toothy

grin that he reciprocates.

“w-what wo-would you like for bre- break- breakfast?” I ask him, my
cheeks flushing at my severe stutter.

Kota pays no mind to my imperfect speech, instead playing with his
hands and grinning happily at me with no judgment in his blue and brown
eyes.

“Pancakes,” he shouts, doing a happy dance and spinning his heels.

“Pancakes, please!”. I don’t know the first thing about making pancakes

but I would figure it out if it killed me.

I take Kota into the kitchen and search the cupboards until I find a box of
pancake mix with instructions on the back.

Satisfied, I collect all the necessary ingredients and mix them all up in a

bowl until I get a nice thin batter ready.

I heat up a double burner griddle on the stove and Kota hands me
cooking spray so the pour out the batter.I leave it for a while, searching



the cabinets for Kota’s plates and cups sol can pour out a glass of milk
for Kota.

Suddenly, the smell of burnt batter fills my nostrils.

In a panic, I rush to the griddle and flip the pancake, revealing a charred
black top.

Kota bursts into laughter at the hideous pancake and I scowl at him as I
toss it in the trash.

I try again, this time flipping the pancake too early and spilling it into a
shapeless mass all over the griddle.I want to give up but Kota seems to be
amused by my lack of cooking skills and I decide to try one last time.

Taking a few deep breaths, I pour out the batter again, waiting patiently
until the big flip.

A bead of sweat trickles down my brow as I slide the spatula under the
pancake and lift up for the flip.

My heart stops for a second when the pancake flips perfectly, revealing a
golden brown top.

Kota cheers and howls in delight and I can’t help but bow for him.

I serve him my perfect pancake and he eats it gingerly, giving me a
thumbs up with his approval.I make a few more pancakes for Talia just in

case she wishes to eat.

As Kota eats, I get to work packing his and Talia’s lunch, cutting up fruit,
slicing up cheese, and making Kota a small PB&J without the crusts.

I make Talia a BLT and pray to Moon Goddess that she won’t throw it in
my face.



With their sandwiches and snacks packed into small paper bags, I find a
pen and notepad to write Talia a little note with her lunch.

Dude, she’s going to kill you for writing that, Grayson says as he troll
my eyes and place it in her lunch anyways, knowing she would hate me
no matter what I did.

Talia suddenly strolls in, looking absolutely beautiful with her hair tied
up in a neat ponytail and her face made up.

I force my eyes to the ground to keep her from seeing my blush and force
myself to focus on anything else to slow my racing heart.

Kota rushes to meet his mother and kiss her good morning, Talia
inspecting my work.

“You did a good job,” she says nonchalantly, wiping some syrup off his
cheeks.

“We better get going though.I have to list you as a guardian at Kota’s
school, otherwise they won’t let you take him.”

I take the hint and run to the room to change into a t-shirt and jeans and
comb my hair.By the time I finish, Talia has already placed Kota’s dishes
in the sink and stuffed the lunch in his backpack.

“Let’s go,” She sighs, grabbing her keys and holding Kota’s hand.

I see her lunch on the counter and grab it as I pass by before handing it to
her.

She stares at it for a moment before reluctantly taking the lunch.



Talia looks nervously at her feet and sticks out her hand to me, refusing
to meet my eyes.I gulp, wiping my clammy hand on my jeans and taking
hers.

Strong sparks tingle up and down my arms and I feel her shiver against
me.

Try as she might, she could not ignore our bond.

As we prepare to leave, I can’t help but notice she’s still wearing the gold
While out shopping yesterday, I came across a jewelry store and saw the

bracelet in the window display.

It reminded me of the one my mother used to wear when I was a kid.

I bought it without a second thought, knowing such a pretty bracelet
could only belong to my Talia.

It makes my heart soar to see her wear it like an informal mark claiming
her as mine.

Noticing me staring at the bracelet, Talia rolls her eyes at me.

“Kota asked me to wear it,” She mutters.

“Can we go now?”

Not wanting to agitate her anymore, I run my thumb across the back of
her hand and pull her forward.

During our walk, Kota hums as he skips happily beside his mother,
pausing every so often to see a bird in the trees or to point at a snail on
the sidewalk.



The walk is short as the daycare building is only two blocks from the
house and before long, the sound of children playing in the playground
fills the warm summer air.

Kota immediately turns to kiss his mom absentmindedly on the cheek
before running to the playground to join his little friends.

With Kota gone, Talia pulls her hand from my grip and leads me into the

building to the administrative offices.

There, a tall, slender woman with thick spectacles greets us.

“Hello, Mrs.Henry,” Talia smiles politely.

“I’m here to register a new guardian for Dakota,” she says, pointing to
me.

“His name is Zane White.” across it and begins filling out a small form.

“What is the relationship of the gentleman to the child?”

Mrs.Henry asks.

Talia’s smile widens.

“Oh, he’s the new housekeeper and nanny.” Mrs.Henry lowers her
spectacles and glances at me.

“Is that right, Mr.White?”

I send a death glare at Talia who smirks back at me, pleased at having
thoroughly annoyed me.

Knowing I could not possibly contradict her statement without looking
like a half-witted fool, I nod slowly at Mrs.Henry.



“Alright, sign your name here.Pick-ups are at 5pm sharp.Please try to be
on time,” she sighs.

“There is a small fee for every tardy.”

I sign the documents and she stamps her approval.

“You’re all set Mr.White.We’ll see you here at 5pm this afternoon,”
Mrs.Henry smiles.

“Have a lovely day.”

Talia leads me down the steps and walks briskly out of the view of the
school before taking my hand as per the agreement.

My heart sinks as I realize Talia did not want anyone knowing about us.

If you want to win her over, Grayson snaps, then you have to take a stand
and not let her ignore you.I have an idea.

I almost groan out loud when he says that because his ideas explains my
task, I feel like fainting.

Just trust me, my stupid wolf chuckles mischievously. Youif thank me
later.

Talia continues to ignore me on our walk to the clinic while I mentally
prepare myself for Grayson’s idea.

As we approach the clinic, Talia tries to loosen my grip on her hand but
as Grayson instructs, I hold her back tightly.

She huffs angrily and when she tries again, I pull her into my chest and
kiss her gently on the lips, my entire face tingling with pleasure.



Her body remains stiff with surprise and I pull away quickly not giving
her a chance to scream at me.

Holy s**t! Grayson laughs as I practically sprint down the road without
looking back at her.

You actually did it! You f°*”*”g kissed her! My legs shake violently but
I don’t allow myself to collapse on the floor until I round the corner out
of her sight.

Her lips are so soft, I murmur to myself as I gently caress the spot where
her lips met mine to savor the sweet flavor of her mouth.

I can’t help the smile that stretches across my lips as I slowly get up
again and sprint back to the house, a bit too cheerful for my own good.

Talia was sure to scold me when she returns but not even the thought of
her screaming at me could dampen my mood.I’d kiss her again if given
the chance.

Inside the house, Agnes is hard at work making breakfast.She serves me
a plate as she feels the vibrations of my footsteps and I pull her into my
arms for a hug.

“Did you sleep well?” I sign, knowing she must have enjoyed sleeping in
a comfortable bed all to herself.

Back at Scarlet Haven, we slept on hard wooden cots and this was the
first time she had a soft clean bed to call her own.

Her eyes light up instantly.

“It was wonderful,” she beams, eyeing me suspiciously.

“So why are you so smiley?” She asks, wiggling her eyebrows.



Before I can give her the details of my stolen kiss, I hear a faint knock at
the door.

I inform Agnes and try my best to reassure her that everything is alright.

Mustering up some courage, I walk to the door, opening it with caution.

Outside on the steps, a beautiful woman with fiery red hair waits with a
bag over her shoulder, her warm smile contorting into a vicious snarl.

“Who in the bloody f**k are you?” she growls.
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Chapter 15: The Earth Witch Part 1

***Jane***

“Who in the bloody f**k are you?” the woman growls, the golden flecks
in her green eyes glittering like flames.

Before I can respond, the small woman has a silver dagger pointed at my
throat as she pins me with her elbow against the door.

“You better talk fast, wolf.Talia doesn’t take kindly to your kind so I
doubt she let you in willingly.Who the f**k are you and what are you
doing in her house?”

She snarls, pressing the dagger harder against my neck.

“Are you one of Christian’s mutts? Have you come to take her back?
Are you with Cillian because I’ll bloody kill you where you stand if you
so much as touch her!”

Who are Christian and Cillian and where are they taking our mate?
Grayson asks.

Agnes rushes towards us and the woman turns to face her, lifting her
hand up in warning.

“Unless you want me to gauge your pretty little eyes out, wolf, BACK
THE f**k UP!” the woman screams, her hand emitting green light.

Witch! Grayson snarls.



Taking advantage of her distraction, I hook my ankle around the that it
points to her instead.I then use my body to slam her against the wall, the
woman groaning as her head bangs against the wall.

Completely infuriated, she wraps her fingers around my wrists.

Her palms become scorching hot as they emit a green light and I flinch
away from her in pain, stepping back a few paces and shielding Agnes

with my body from the furious witch.

The witch waves the dagger in front of me, her teeth clenched in anger.

“Don’t make me repeat myself.Who are you and what have you done

with Kota and Talia?”

Realizing this might be Talia’s witch friend, Gwen, I raise one arm in

surrender and then point to my throat, mouthing the word MUTE to her

before gesturing to Agnes and pointing at my ears.

“DEAF,” I mouth, praying to Moon Goddess that she gets it.

She narrows her eyes in confusion and I hear Agnes shuffling behind
me.I don’t dare look at what Agnes is doing, afraid to take my eyes off
the witch.

Just speak! Grayson snaps in frustration.

I open my mouth to take his advice but as always, my tongue grows stiff
and heavy in my mouth, the words stuck in the back of my throat.

Agnes walks right past me and holds out a piece of paper to the witch.

“You’re deaf and you’re mute…?” the witch mutters, pointing to
satisfied, she slowly lowers her dagger.



“Of course you f****”g are,” she grumbles, storming past us to the
kitchen.

She sees the pen and notepad on the counter and tosses it to me.

“Go on then.Explain yourselves.Who are you?” She says, crossing her
arms and tapping her foot impatiently.

Knowing she could go off any minute, I scribble a response to her and
timidly hand the notepad back to her.

She snatches it out of my hand, grumbling to herself in annoyance.

“My name is Zane.I am Talia’s mate.This is Agnes, my mother.You
must be Gwen…” she reads aloud, her body tensing up at the last
sentence.

“S-She told you about me..” She grumbles, a bit of anger flashing in her
eyes.

“She must trust you then…She doesn’t give my name out to just
anyone.”

My heart nearly skips a beat when she says that.

Talia trusts me? Gwen eyes me up and down, a murderous chuckle
escaping her lips.

“Moon Goddess must be testing us both,” she says to herself.

“Oh Talia…looks like we are both on the same bloody boat,” she sighs,
taking a seat at the counter.



Agnes being Agnes, she rushes to grab the witch a glass of water and
hands it to her with shaking hands.

The witch smiles softly at her and thanks her.

After taking a drink and gathering her bearings, Gwen looks up at me
with a “I apologize for attacking you.I’m a little on edge as it is.It’s been
a rough couple days,”

Gwen says to me, wiping her face in exhaustion.

Tell me about it, I want to say but instead just nod politely.

Ask her about Christian and Cillian! Grayson snaps.

Who the f**k are they and why would they take Talia? I take the notepad
from the counter and write out my question to her, When she sees what I

wrote, she shakes her head at me.

“Cillian is my problem, not Talia’s so don’t worry about him.I-I’ll take
care of him on my own,” she says, nervously smiling at me.

“If you don’t know who Christian is, however, it’s best I not say a
word.That’s Talia’s business and only she has the right to disclose that
information.It should be she who tells you about him, not me.”

Grayson doesn’t like her answer.If Cillian is her problem, why would he
be after Talia? He snaps.She’s hiding something.

My hands shake a little as I take the pen and paper again.

“I need to know if Talia is safe.Who Is Cillian?” I write.



Just as she reads the page, there’s a knock at the door, both Gwen and I
jumping to our feet.

“I-I’ll answer it,” she says, pushing me back as I try to push past her.

“Stay here.”

I, however, follow her to the door, ignoring her side eye glare.

This was Talia’s house and she left it in my care.I should protect The
witch cautiously turns to the knob and opens the door, a young man
standing on the steps.

He stands at around my height, tan skin, strong build and dark brown
hair.His green eyes settle on me and narrow to slits.

“What on Earth are you doing here?”

Gwen sneers, pushing the door open and glaring at him.

“How did you find me?”

“Who’s the mutt, Gwen?” he says, never taking his eyes off me.

A murderous aura surrounds him and I can sense his wolf lurking beneath
the surface, ready to tear me to pieces.He’s a silver wolf Grayson
observes.

“I asked you first, Salvador.What the hell are you doing here? How did

you find me?” She snaps, her fists clenched at her sides.

He smirks and waves his phone at her.

“You know the great thing about having a 300 year old mate is that she

hasn’t got a clue how technology works, ” he laughs.



Gwen however, stares dryly at him but he keeps his cool demeanor.

“I put my watch in your bag.Now…” he says, stepping closer so that he
stands only an inch away from her.

“Who’s the mutt?”

“I just met him,” she says coldly.

“Why? You jealous?” she sneers.

He looks me up and down and smiles with satisfaction at her, leaning his
face down so that his lips hover over hers.

Asshole…

Grayson grumbles.I can hear her heart pound in her chest as he gently
pecks her lips.

The witch visibly blushes and pushes him away, the wolf laughing at her
reaction.

“Goddess, I can’t stand you, Salvador,” she mutters, the wolf grinning
from ear to ear.

“And yet your heart races for me,” he sighs, taking her hand and
interlocking her fingers with his.

“So..You going to let me in or do you want another kiss?”

“Stupid wolf,” she mutters to herself.

“Can’t believe you followed me after I told you to leave me alone!”

“Over my dead body,” he growls, pulling her to his chest.



“If he finds you…”

“I can handle this on my -”

Before she can finish her sentence, the wolf named Salvador crashes his
lips onto hers, holding her face in a breathless kiss.

Embarrassed by their interaction, I turn my gaze and examine the wall,
inspecting the little crevices on its surface.

That’s a uh..That’s a sturdy wall we got here ,I think to myself.

Very sturdy…uh..Very clean…

“Do you understand now why I can’t leave you,”

Salvador murmurs as he pulls away from the witch, her body trembling
in his arms.my arms, to kiss her passionately, leaving her speechless.

But it seems my time had not yet come and I could only hope one day she
would fall for me.

Gwen doesn’t say a word as she collects herself, pulling the wolf into the
house and leading him into the living room.He takes a seat on the couch,
pulling Gwen onto his lap.

The witch protests but one kiss from him has her completely under his
spell and she finally gives in.

The wolf scans the room, his eyes carefully inspecting Agnes and I.

“You’re a silver wolf,” he states as he looks at me.

“But she is not,”he says, nodding at Agnes.



“What’s a silver wolf doing outside of its clan with an omega?” I could
ask you the same question…

“He’s mute, Salvador.He won’t respond to you,” the witch sighs before
turning to me.

“I apologize for the intrusion.I was not expecting this i***t to follow me

here.”

The wolf smirks triumphantly at her and she groans, wiping her tired face
and taking a deep breath in a desperate attempt to keep her cool.

She briefly introduces us to the wolf who appears to be her mate that
followed her from her trip to California.

From what Gwen tells us, he’s a powerful silver wolf with the gift of
thought projection, capable of turning his thoughts into physical objects.

Essentially, he could make anything come to life with just an idea.

As a butterfly flutters around the room before landing on Agnes’ head.

Agnes smiles with pure joy at the beautiful creature, reaching out her
hand to touch it.

It crawls along her finger, fluttering its wings to show off its stunning

designs to her.

“She can keep it,”

Salvador says as he watches Agnes play with the butterfly.

“So long as she doesn’t crush it, it will stay with her always.”

I explain the gift to Agnes, tears springing to her eyes in gratitude.



Salvador seems taken aback by her reaction, not understanding why his
gift could mean so much to Agnes.

But he, of course, could not possibly know all the hardships Agnes faced

in her life and that his simple act of kindness was one that was rarely
granted to her by a perfect stranger.

With the introductions out of the way, I hand the page with my question
back to Gwen and give her a stern look to let her know I needed answers
now.She purses her lips and reluctantly answers.

“Please understand that if I give you details I would only be putting Talia
and Kota in danger.Just settle with knowing that I plan to take care of it
immediately.In the meantime, I need you to get them to safety in

California.There’s a pack there that can keep her safe until I finish my
mission.”

Danger?

“I know this is difficult to understand,”Gwen explains.

“But I need Talia and Dakota on a plane tonight.I’ve already made
arrangements with a pack and they are willing to take her in for the time
being.”

“Who?” I scribble, needing to know who would be willing to accept a

human into their pack.

Unless a mate was involved, humans were forbidden from entering a

pack.

Salvador answers for her, his chest puffing up with pride.

“The Ivory Queen.”



***Nataliat**

I finish sending the last X-ray referral down to the radiology department
before heading for lunch.

The sack lunch Zane gave me sits in my cubby and I contemplate
throwing it out and grabbing food at the cafeteria instead.

I grimace, however, when I remember they were serving meatloaf today.

With no other alternative, I take the lunch and grab a seat in the
breakroom, pulling out the carefully wrapped sandwich from the bag

along with some cut up fruit and cheese and one of Kota’s apple juices I
secretly liked to drink.I stare at the drink, my stomach bursting into
butterflies.

the drink off to the side.

As I grab the sandwich, I find a small note stuck to the wrapping and I
unravel it.I like the sound of your laugh…I hope to always make you

laugh.

My lips curl into a smile involuntarily, my heart pounding against my rib
cage as if attempting to escape to be with Zane.My fingers caress my lips
where he had kissed me this morning.

I stood there in the middle of the sidewalk like a zombie for several
minutes as I watched him run away.

My legs refused to move away, my stomach becoming an Olympic
gymnastics tournament, doing flips and cartwheels.

A very sick part of me wanted to run after him and demand another kiss,
one that would make my toes curl but the voice of reason finally came to
my rescue, reminding me that he was the forbidden fruit, one that could



get me cast out of my Eden and shatter my existence if I let him tempt
me.

My hands tremble as I hold the note, as if the weight of its lies were too
much to bear.

Christian never wrote you notes…

A small voice in my head says, a few tears threatening to spill onto my

cheeks.

Maybe Zane means it Christian liked my laugh too, I scoff at the stupid
thoughts coming from my heart.

And what good was that? to get up and throw it away.

It’s just a note…I tell myself.

He doesn’t mean it.He doesn’t mean it.He doesn’t mean it.

I repeat the little mantra in my head over and over again, but regardless,
the empty words don’t stop me from stuffing the note into my pocket.

“I’m so pathetic,” I mutter out loud.

“No, you’re just a liar,” a deep voice calls out from behind me.

I nearly fall out of my seat as { turn to see Travis behind me, clutching
my chest to calm my racing heart.

“Holy f**k! You scared the s**t out of me!” I snap, narrowing my eyes
at him.

“And why am I a liar?”



He walks over to my table and takes a seat across from me, resting his
muscular arms on the table.His dark eyes spell danger but I resist the
urge to run and keep a calm face.

“You said you weren’t interested in a relationship,” he shrugs, leaning in
closer to me.

I nervously shrink back in my chair.

“So imagine my surprise when I pull up to work and see you holding
hands with another man…” His voice goes flat and dry.

“And then to end the little romantic walk, he kisses you,” he adds,
reaching out to graze his fingers across my lips.

I flinch away from him, the motion making Travis’ eyes flicker with
anger dryly.

“I used to drive you crazy in the supply closet with my touch.” I harden
my face and stuff my lunch back into the sack.

“I don’t owe you any explanations.My business is my business.”

He grabs my wrist and yanks me hard towards him, his voice a snarl.

“Oh but you do.Because you see, I was here first…and I think I deserve

a fair chance, don’t you think?”

Having had enough of his bullshit, I swing my arm and slap on his cheek,
taking advantage of his momentary shock to pull my arm out his grip.

“You just lost whatever chance you had,” I snap, jamming my knee into
his family jewels.



He recoils on the floor, holding his balls in his hands as tears fill his eyes
and he groans.

I grab my food and storm out of the lunch room when my phone rings.I
quickly make my way out of the building to the community gardens
directly across the clinic and answer.

A familiar British voice comes through, my body filling with ease
knowing Gwen was alive and well.

“Talia, can you hear me?” she calls out, her voice full of frustration.

“Is this infernal thing working?” She groans.

I burst into laughter.

Gwen has been alive for over 300 years and still couldn’t figure out how

to use a phone.

“Talia!” She snaps as she hears me laugh at her.

“This is no laughing matter!”

“ I am happy to hear your voice.I was worried about you,” I say, my
voice growing serious.

She sighs into the speaker.

“I’m sorry for worrying you.”

“Are you home now?” I ask.

“Yes, darling, I am and I need you to come home this instant,” she says
sternly I find a bench and take a seat, feeling my legs losing their strength
with dread.



“What do you mean?”

“Not on the phone, darling,” she breathes heavily, her voice thick with
worry.

“It’s not safe.Please come home straight away.I’ve already sent Zane to
pick up Kota.Just come home quickly.”

Left with no other choice, I rush back into the clinic, praying to whatever
gods exist that I don’t run into Travis.

Luckily, I am able to find my provider and make up the excuse that I am

unwell.I clock out and practically sprint back to the house, dread filling
my gut as I open the door.
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