- The night had wrapped itself around the packhouse, a

~ cloak of quiet punctuated only by the occasional howl in
the distance. Inside, my brothers and | gathered in the
dimly lit study, a room filled with maps and strategies, a
testament to our responsibilities as leaders of the pack.

Axel leaned over the table, pointing at a section of the
map.

"Another rogue sighting here, near the eastern border. It's
the third time this week

| rubbed my chin, pondering the implications

“It's not random. They're testing our defenses, looking for
weaknesses.'

Zane, sitting across from us, his eyes narrowed in thought,
added,

"We need to increase patrols, set up more surveillance.
We can'’t let our guard down, not even for a moment.”

The seriousness of the situation weighed heavﬂy on us.




elt a amile tug at my own lips, remembering my date
h Phera.

“She really is. | took her to that secluded gazebo. It was a
night to remember ”

Zane chuckled, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

"Well, my turn's coming up. | have something special

planned for her

Axel raised an eyebrow

"Oh? Care to give us a sneak peek?'

Zane shook his head, grinning

‘Not a chance. You'll find out when everyone else does.”

There was a comfortable camaraderie between us, a
bond strengthened not just by our shared leadership but
also by our mutual love for Phera. She had become an
integral part of our lives, a connection that each of us

cherished deeply.

*| can see the changes in both of you since you've been
with her," Zane observed, looking at Axel and me. 'She
brings out the best in us, doesn't she?"

| nodded, feeling a sense of warmth at the me |
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just the mate bond, you know? lt"'si'-'llk"e’;""sh‘e‘ ',
ds us, sees us for who we are.”

“We need to be patient with her, though,” | added
thoughtfully. “She's been through a lot, and this bond, it's
intense We need to give her the space and time she
needs.”

Zane agreed, his expression serious.

"Absolutely. Phera is our heart, and we need to protect
and cherish that bond, always."

The conversation lingered on Phera a while longer, each
of us sharing our thoughts and feelings about her and the
relationship we were building. It was clear that she had
become the center of our world, a guiding light that
brought us together in ways we had never anticipated

As the night wore on, we eventually returned to the topic
of the pack's safety, the rogue sightings, and the

necessary measures to be taken But throughout it all, the
underlying current of our discussion, the unspoken bond
that united us, was our shared love and devotion to Phera.

Axel POV:

The night deepened around us as Nate and Adam joined
the conversation, adding to the gravity of the situation we
faced. The recent rogue attacks and the peculiar;be‘ha ior
of Alpha Ericson from the Blue Moon Pack w
 forefront of our discussion. /i




el

d aﬁngerover he

¢ % out Ericson. He's been a reltable all
-y but his behavior lately... it's concerning.”
Adam, who had been quiet, spoke up with a hint of
hesitation in his voice.

“Do you think it could be related to... well, to our parents’
death?”

The room fell silent at his words. The mystery surrounding
our parents' demise had always been a painful chapter in
our history, one that left more gquestions than answers

"It's possible,” | replied slowly. “There were many things
left unexplained about that night. It could be that Ericson
knows more than he's letting on.”

Zane chimed in, his voice laced with suspicion

"And now with these rogue attacks... It seems 100

coincidental.”
pamon nodded in agreement

“We need to tread carefully. If Ericsonis involved,
confronting him directly could lead to unwanted
complications, especially with the pack politics.”

Nate crossed his arms, deep in thought.

"Perhaps we should do some digging mtc th
,there are any connectlons we missed. :




potential strategies and the need for gathenng more
intelligence. The room was thick with theories and
conjectures, each of us trying to piece together a puzzle
that had haunted us for years. Damon, ever the strategist,
suggested,

“Let's have some of our most trusted scouts keep an eye
on the Blue Moon Pack’s movements. Any unusual
activity could give us a clue.”

‘I'll handle the coordination,” Nate volunteered. "We need
to be smart about this. The last thing we want is an open
conflict

Adam, who had been listening intently, added,

And I'll look into some of the old records, see if there's
anything that might connect the dots between our parents
"death and Ericson

The conversation shifted to planning and delegating
tasks, each of us committed to uncovering the truth.
However, beneath the surface of our strategies and plans,
there was an unspoken tension, a shared concern ab
what we might uncover.




_. air. The coming dawn held the p,, nise
with Phera, a thought that brought a much-
needed lightness to my heart. The plan for our day
together was a secret | guarded closely, eager to surprise
her with something special, something that spoke of the
depth of my feelings for her.

Yet, even amidst these softer thoughts, the shadows of
the past crept in, unbidden. The mystery surrounding our
parents’ death had always been a dark cloud over our
family, a puzzle with missing pieces that seemed to elude
our grasp

| remember, even as a young wolf, before | knew Phera
was my destined mate, there was something about her
presence that soothed me. It was as if, even then, my soul
recognized hers, finding a strange comfort in her mere
existence Those days were tumultuous, filled with unrest
and uncertainty, but catching a glimpse of Phera always
seemed to ease the unrest in me, like a beacon of hope in
a sea of chaos

Now, years later, with the recent developments and the
suspicions surrounding Alpha Ericson, the past seemed to
be circling back, demanding attention. The coincidence of :
the increased rogue activities near our borders and




ons about Iong-held alliances and the true
entions of those we considered allies. The need for
caution was paramount; any misstep could lead to dire
consequences for our pack.

As | walked through the quiet halls of the packhouse, my
mind raced with possibilities. We needed to approach this
with a strategic mind, unraveling the threads of the past
carefully, without alerting those who might be involved.

The thought of involving Phera in any of this troubled me.
She had already been through so much, and our bond was
still in its delicate, early stages. Yet, | couldn't shake off
the feeling that she might be more connected to all of this
than any of us realised. Her arrival in our lives, the timing
of these events - it seemed more than mere coincidence,

| made my way to my room, the night deepening around
me. The moon hung low in the sky, casting a pale light
through the windows. Tomorrow, | would put these
worries aside, focusing on Phera, on us. But the
undercurrent of unease would remain, a silent whisper
that not all was as it seemed.




