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Chapter Thirty: The Return to Normalcy, or An Atte‘mﬂ
Thereof

Damon POV:

The sun painted the room in hues of gold and amber as|
awoke, its rays announcing the break of dawn. As the
Alpha of the Red Moon pack and the eldest of the triplets,
I've grown accustomed to waking with the sun. There was
always so much to oversee, so much to protect. And now,
with Phera back, there was so much more at stake.

Rising from the bed, | took a moment to gather my
thoughts, reflecting on our recent interactions. Phera. My
strong, independent Luna, who, despite all odds, had

found her way back. Yet, her return had brought along
layers of complexities. The bridge between our past and
present was fragile, and the path to reconciliation unclear.

Downstairs in the kitchen, the aroma of brewing coffee
was a welcome lure. Phera was there, standing with an
elegance and quiet strength that was unmistakably hers.
Her focus was entirely on her task, meticulously preparing
breakfast.

"Morning,” | greeted, my voice steady, yet revealing
of the whirlwind of emotions within.

‘Damon,” she acknowledged,
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fquestions SEoin. "They're optamnstlc about the future, i |
given the recent events."

She took a sip of her drink, her posture still reserved.

"And what about our future?" she inquired, her voice
devoid of emotion, giving nothing away.

A loaded question. One | had anticipated, but was still
unprepared for.

"We proceed with caution," | answered honestly. "
Rebuilding trust is paramount. And | respect your need for
space and time.

Her eyes, once filled with an array of shared emotions,
now scrutinized me—searching, evaluating.

“Time is what | need, Damon. And understanding."
| nodded.
‘Understood, Luna. We all need time to find our bearings."

She finished her drink, setting the cup down W|th a sense
of finality.

‘Today's a new day, and | intend to make the mosgs‘ )
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dishes. “Axel was quite impressed with the financial plan:
you laid out for the pack.”

She looked up, surprise registering briefly on her face.

‘Really?" she asked, her voice tinged with genuine
curiosity.

| chuckled.

“Yes, really. He said that your approach to redistributing
resources and channeling investments could change the
economic landscape of our pack."

I took another sip of my coffee, appreciating the rich taste
before continuing

You always had a sharp mind, Phera. It's heartening to
see that the human world has only refined that."

A small smile played on her lips.

"Well, I've learned a lot from the corporate world. It's all
about leveraging assets, understanding market dynamics,
and making strategic investments.” She hesitated, then
added "And to be honest Red Moon Pack has alo

here and in the human multiverse."

| arched an eyebrow.




re olutionize our operations here."

I 'couldn't help the pride swelling within me.

“That's ambitious,"” | admitted, leaning closer. "But with
you at the helm, | have no doubts. The human world's
corporates would never know what hit them."

She laughed softly, her eyes dancing with amusement.

"Well, let's just say the wolves will teach them a trick or
two."

Our shared moment of lightness was interrupted by the
distant sound of a wolf's howl, signaling the start of the
day's activities

| sighed.
"Duty calls."
Phera nodded.

‘It always does." She'moved to the sink, her fingers deftly
washing the dishes. "But remember, Damon, in between
all the duties and responsibilities, take a moment for
yourself. For us."




warm rays cascading down, filtering through the canopy:
of trees and illuminating the training grounds. Today was
different, | could feel it in the air, sense it in the way the
wind whispered secrets, and most evidently see it in the
eyes of the wolf waiting for me.

Zane stood tall, his eyes not flashing their usual
mischievous spark but instead holding a certain gravity. |
slowed my steps as | approached him, my gaze drifting
past him to the cluster of stern-looking wolves flanking
him. Their faces were hardened, their eyes keenly
assessing me. These weren't just any pack members; they
were the council elders or at least representatives sent by
them. My heart picked up its pace. The weight of proving
myself felt heavier

Good morning, Phera," Zane greeted formally, his voice
void of the usual playfulness that was characteristic of
our Interactions

I nodded, steeling myself.

‘Zane. Elders," | acknowledged, dipping my head in a
slight bow.
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It uestion, and Hotespanaal
e underlying challenge was clear.

slightly to the side. Before | could question hlm he leaned;' A
In. His lips brushed against the junction of my neck and
shoulder, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine. His
voice, barely above a whisper yet husky with emotion,
murmured,

‘Good luck, my sunflower."

Pulling back, he met my startled gaze with one that was
soft yet intense. Without another word, he stepped back,
Jjoining the elders.

I took a moment, grounding myself, absorbing the
encouragement and unexpected intimacy of the gesture.
With newfound determination, | turned to the gathering
female warriors, ready to prove not Just to the council, but
to myself and everyone present that | was more than
capable. | was their Luna, and they were my responsibility.

The training ground was expansive, designed
meticulously to accommodate different terrains and
combat scenarios. There was a sand pit for ground
wrestling, several wooden dummies for‘targ ’




/. We won't ]ust traln our bodles We will hor
minds, our spirit, and above all, our unity.”

I could see the council elders from the corner of my ey
their stoic expressions hardly revealing any emotion, but
didn't let it deter me. | continued,

‘We might be outnumbered. out-powered at times, but
together, united, there's no force on earth that can stand
against us.”

With a determined nod, | beckoned the first group forward.

“Let’s begin with close combat techniques. Remember,
It's not about strength:; it's about technique, timing, and
precision.”

The warriors circled up, mimicking my every move. Every
punch, every kick, every defensive stance was
demonstrated with meticulous attention to detail. | paired
them up, instructing them to practice while | moved
amongst them, correcting postures, guiding movements,
and offering words of encouragement.

A particularly intense sparring session caught my eye.
Two female warriors, one significantly smaller than the
other, were locked in combat. It was a classic David:

,lancl.ing precise hits.
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scrutmy intense. But there was also a change — a hlnt_"ofZ
respect that wasn't there earlier. The murmurs among
them grew more animated, and even from a distance, |
could sense their astonishment at the level of expertise
these female warriors showcased.

As the day wore on, and we concluded with a series of
endurance exercises, the atmosphere was thick with
accomplishment. Every warrior, drenched in sweat,
radiated pride — not just for their individual achievements
but for their collective strength.

As | made my way to the edge of the field, the elders

approached, their earlier stern expressions replaced with
nods of approval. One of them, the same imposing figure
who had issued the initial challenge, extended his hand,

‘Impressive, Luna."

Zane, who had been watching silently, now approached
with a playful glint in his eyes,

“Told you she’s something else, didn't 12"

I smiled, feeling the weight of the morning lifting. The day .
might have been challenging, but it also underscoredth |
importance of unity, perseverance, and above all, th
unwavering spirit of the Red Moon Pack. Ay
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arted collecting the equipment, the touch of a
miliar hand gripped my arm, halting me. Zane's
presence, so close, sent a rush of sensations through my
body. The hair on my nape stood on end, and an
unmistakable shiver ran down my spine. | turned to find
those mesmerizing blue eyes studying me intently.

You were impressive today,” he murmured, his volce
thick with a mix of admiration and desire ‘Watching you

take command, training those wartriors. . it's captivating.”

Fried to maintain composure, reminding mysell of the

tangled web of emotions between us

They're strong and dedicated | just showed them a path,”
Lrephed, though the proximity to Zane made it (:I\.lll«‘ll()ll\q

1o lorm coherent semences,

He stepped closer, reducing the distance between us to
almost nothing. His scent - a mix of fores e and

underlying musk  enveloped me

IS notjust about today,” he whispered, his breath warm
against my ear “Its the resilience you show, time and
again. The way you rise  it's magnetic."

His words, dripping with raw emotion, made my hun
race. The mixz of his admiration and the undorlxl, ]
passion made me hyper-aware of every
bodies nearly touched, He traced a f)
Gausing me 1o involuntarily shiver.
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. e!ythis time. His other hand found ns Myt
small of my back, pulling me closer, while his lips
explored mine, igniting a fire of desire within me.

The kiss grew fervent, our mutual restraint giving way to i

suppressed longing. | felt Zane's hand slide up, tracing the
curve of my waist, sending a rush of heat through my
core. His touch was electrifying, awakening a primal need
within me.

But as quickly as it had begun, | gently pushed him away,
breathless and flustered. Our foreheads touching, our
rapid breaths mingling.

"We shouldn't,” | murmured, my voice laced with
uncertainty and longing.

Zane, with a hint of mischief and desire in his eyes,
whispered,

Sometimes, what we shouldn't do is precisely what we
need."

The night, heavy with unsaid words and passion,
continued to unfold around us.
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