packhouse, | can't shake off the residual energy of the
celebration. People laughing, glasses clinking, the air rich
with the scent of food and wine—it's the kind of
atmosphere that should be uplifting. And yet, | find my
thoughts drifting back to Phera, my Luna, the one who has
managed to become my greatest strength and my most
complex challenge

The decoration in the hall is still fresh, the vibrant colors
echoing the festivity that just concluded. A celebration for
her return. | can still picture her in the grand hall, radiant
and stunning, her laughter floating through the air like a
soothing melody. | catch sight of Nate, her brother, and
Newmara, her sister, both appearing to have savoured the
evening, but it's not them my soul reaches out to; it's her.

As | pass by a mirror, | pause to look at myself. What | see
is the Alpha of the Red Moon pack, a leader conditioned
to make hard decisions, to uphold the law of the land and
the pack. But beyond the title and the responsibilities, |
see a man deeply affected by love, muddled by its
complexities and invigorated by its promises. A man
who's faced battles and conquered lands but finds
himself humbled by a pair of eyes that mirror

the earth and sky. ol




right.

She's more than an obligation or a title. She's a woman
who's seen hardships, who's lived through events that
would break lesser beings, and emerged from it stronger
than ever. And she's right. If | want to call her my Luna, |
have to earn that right. | have to win her heart all over
again, and this time, | can't afford to be careless.

As | reach the end of the hallway, | find my feet steering
me towards the outdoor gardens, a place she loves. It's
like a sanctuary for her, a corner of the world where she
can be herself without judgment, without expectations.

The door creaks softly as | push it open, stepping into the
moonlit world outside. The scent of night-blooming
flowers fills the air, and it strikes me how their blooming
is much like my relationship with Phera—complex,
layered, and most active under the shroud of difficulties
and darkness. As | stand there, surrounded by nature's
quiet beauty, | make a silent promise to myself and to the
heavens above. I'll be what she needs, no matter how
hard the journey, no matter how long it takes.

For now, my Luna is home, and though there are




to hft She s here, standing under 1he moonllght her i
presence more captivating than any celestial bod :
graces the night sky.

“What are you doing here?" she asks softly.

Her eyes curious yet wary. She doesn't sound accusatory;
instead, there's a mellowness to her voice, as if she's
genuinely interested.

‘I could ask you the same,” | reply.

Taking a step closer, but not tco close. | don't want to
crowd her, to make her feel cornered.

“But to answer your question, | was just...thinking."
She raises an eyebrow, a playful challenge.

“Thinking? What about?"

I consider how to answer, cautious not to tread on ground
that might push her away. '

‘About us,” | say, choosnng hoﬂem,
AL

how things are dn‘ferent nawwlmut 5
About our future.” ! | Il
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vere’s trust and forglveness. And | agree with you.”

Her eyes search mine as if trying to catch a glimpse of
any hidden insincerity. But there's none to find.

‘Do you really agree, or are you just saying that because
it's what you think | want to hear?"

Her straightforwardness doesn't surprise me. It's one of
the many things | adore about her.

| really agree. | realize that love isn't just a word or a
feeling; it's action, commitment, sacrifice. And | want to
show you that I'm capable of all that

For a moment, she doesn't say anything. She just looks at
me, her gaze almost piercing through my soul. Then she
speaks,

“You know, love also means giving someone the power to
hurt you and trusting them not to

Her words hang in the air, laden with the weight of a truth
I can't ignore. | nod, swallowing past the lump in my throat.

‘I know. And | don't take that lightly, Phera. The last thing |

want to do is hurt you." & g
b ”\\

She seems to ponder my words, a mix of emotions
flooding her eyes. .

'We‘ve both made mlstak S,




"A step towards healing, Damon. The future will come
when it's ready."

And so, we stand there, two souls bound by destiny but
marked by choices—choices that have led us to this
delicate moment. We're at the cusp of something, a
precipice that either offers a steep fall or a path to
ascension. But one thing is clear as | stand there beside
her, enveloped by the serenity of the night: whatever the
Journey holds, I'll face it with her, and for her For my Luna.
For us.

"So, we take it one step at a time?" | ask, cautiously
hopeful.

"One step at a time," she confirms, her voice soft yet
resolute.

It's a start, | think, a momentous, wonderful start, and |
can't help but feel that despite the rocky road that
undoubtedly lies ahead, it's a road we'|l brave together.
And for the first time in what feels like forever, that
thought alone fills me with an overwhelming sense of
peace.

I look at Phera, taking in her words and ;hg;_ ravi
moment. '

step at a time," | echo,




t? a ﬁ‘agile yet growing sense of hope

"Do you want to join me for a walk?" | venture to ask,
pointing to the path that leads through the garden, bathed:
in the gentle glow of the moonlight,

She hesitates but then nods.
‘I'd like that."

We walk in silence at first, our footsteps syncing in a quiet
rhythm that feels like another small yet meaningful

victory. Every now and then, our hands brush against each
other, sending a tingling sensation up my arm. | want so
much to reach out and hold hers, but | restrain myself.
Tonight isn't about what | want; it's about what we need,
about taking those crucial steps toward healing and
understanding

As we stroll through the fragrant maze of blooms and
shrubs, Phera seems to gather her thoughts. Finally, she
speaks.

‘This garden, it's different at night. Still beautiful, but
there's a certain mystery to it, don't you think?"

| smile, pleased by her observation.




6 10 mend what's broken between us,

Her voice carries a sincere gratitude that resonates
deeply within me

‘| feel the same, Phera. | know actions speak louder than
words, and | intend to act, but it still means a lot to hear
you say that."

As we reach the end of the garden path, she stops and
turns toward me. Her eyes meet mine, and for a moment,
the world around us seems to fade away, leaving only the
profound connection that ties our souls together. Slowly,
deliberately, she rises on her tiptoes and plants a gentle
yet meaningful kiss on my cheek. The soft touch of her
lips sends a wave of emotion through me, each feeling
articulated in that simple, beautiful gesture—forgiveness,

hope, and a promise of what could he

"As a token of new beginnings,’ she says softly, her eyes

never leaving mine

A sense of warmth floods over me, a poignant contrast to
the night air. Her kiss, laden with promise and
understanding, serves as a vow, a pledge of commitment
to this complicated yet marvelous journey we're on.

"New beginnings,” | affirm, my voice tinged with eq)oi on. J |




at atime.

And as | stand there, her lingering kiss still imprinted on
my cheek, I'm filled with a sense of gratitude and
determination. Because although the road to redemption
is long and fraught with obstacles, the promise of a new
beginning with Phera makes every challenge worth facing.
For her. For us. For our future.

The warmth from Phera's kiss still tingles on my cheek as
| stand there, watching her recede into the distance until
she's but a silhouette. Her parting words, "“Goodnight,

Damon,” resonate within me, echoing like a soft melody
that promises a brighter dawn after the longest of nights.

| find my hand lifting, touching the spot where her lips met
my skin, and | can't help but feel a sense of reverence. It's
as if her simple gesture has sanctified that small patch of
my face, converting it into hallowed ground. For all the
power and strength | possess, for all the battles I've won
and the challenges I've overcome, this feels like the most
significant victory—winning back a fraction of her trust,,
the promise of a "new beginning."

Turmng away from the garden path




his harmony, this inner pea
ing near one's true mate.

Making my way back toward the pack house, my thoughts
shift toward the near future. Phera has laid down her

terms, and | respect them. No, moré than that; | welcome
them. She's right; we do have a lot to mend, to rebuild. A
foundation that needs to be stronger than ever, wrought
from trust and love, rather than mere desire and necessity.

As | near the pack house, | see the twinkling lights
adorning its structure. From this distance, the laughter
and chatter of the ongoing celebration are muffled, yet
warm and inviting. | think of my brothers, Axel and Zane,
each lost in their own whirlpool of emaotions. | think of
Adam, who must be ecstatic to see Phera back. And then,
there's the rest of the pack, our family, our friends. They'll
be thrilled to see her, to know she's agreed to return, But
none would be as relieved, as desperately hopeful as | am
right now

| pause just outside the pack house, taking another
moment to myself. My eyes drift upward to the moon, her
radiant light beaming down, as if granting her silent
blessing. A gentle breeze stirs the air, rustling the leaves
and making the hanging lights sway ever so slightly. It's a

of quiet realization.

"As a token of new beginning
oW yself, right the




2 ace wh
ahead. 1t of my responsibilities, the gravity
past kes—they don't disappear, but they feel m
‘manageable. Because now, there's a flicker of light at the
end of this long, dark tunnel.

And as | step through the doorway, enveloped by the
warmth and cheer of my pack, of my family, | realize that
while the path to redemption is undoubtedly complicated,
it's a journey I'm willing to undertake. All for that single,
ephemeral, meaningful kiss that has rekindled my hope,
redefined my purpose, and refueled my soul.

For Phera. For us. For our new beginning.
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