The atmosphere in my study is charged, like the air before
a storm, heavy with unsaid curses and the weight of our
silent rage. Two days. Two goddamn fucking days since
Phera vanished, and here we are, powerless, furious, and
frayed at the edges.

Axel paces like a caged beast, his usual calm nowhere in
sight.

"This is bullshit," he spits out, the words sharp, a raw edge
to his usually controlled tone. “She's out there, and we're
stuck in this damn loop of helplessness!

Zane's at the window, staring into the distance, his quiet
more unnerving than any string of curses. When he turns,
the storm in his eyes is enough to make me tighten my
grip on the chair.

"We're not just sitting ducks,” he growls, “We’'ll tear this
world apart brick by brick if we have to."

| can't sit still; the energy in the room is a living thing,
feeding off our shared frustration.

"And as if Phera’s disappearance wasn't eno
| slamming a fist down on the table, maki
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“He throws a letter on the table, the seal of the Alpﬂa K
»daﬂng up at us like a damn beacon of doom.

‘Summoned,” he says, like it's a death sentence, "The King
wants to see us.’

The letter sits there, a new weight added to our already
burdened shoulders

“Great, just what we needed," | mutter, the sarcasm thick. "
A royal audience to cap off this fantastic week."

Axel snatches the letter, scanning the contents, his jaw
clenching tighter with every word.

"He knows," he finally says, his voice hollow, "He knows
about Phera, the attacks, everything. And he's demanding
answers.”

Zane's fist hits the wall, a thud that echoes my own
frustration.

"So, we march to his throne and what? Beg for mercy,
assistance?’ His words are laced with bitterness, a
sentiment | echo deep in my bones.

“No," | say, standing up, the resolve hardening i
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‘Zane nods, his earlier fury settling into a cold, sharp I

determination.

"And we make it clear. Phera is our top priority. We find
her, and we deal with whoever's behind this.”

The weight of leadership, of the love we bear for our
missing Luna, binds us tighter than any vow. We're more
than brothers; we're guardians, warriors, bound by blood
and pain, by love and loss.

"We'll bring her back," | vow to the silent room, to the
absent heart of our pack. "We'll bring Phera back,
whatever it takes. Then we kill the motherfucker who
dared touch our luna.”

And in that moment, despite the chaos that surrounds us,
there's a unity that burns bright—a fierce, unyielding
determination. We will face the Alpha King, face the
world, as one. We will find Phera

Axel POV:

teeth grinding as he drives, each turn
controlled exercise in fury managen
s like ‘
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rama.

~ Damon gives a short, bitter laugh.

"Right, just lay it all out. 'Hey, your majesty, someone's
systematically trying to wreck our lives. Any chance you
can help us out? Oh and by the way sorry for hiding all this
damn stuff despite having to report about all business
ona weekly bases."

Zane shifts, a scowl| set deep on his face.

"We tell him everything—the attacks, Phera's abduction,
the damn financial hits. This isn't just bad luck; it's a
coordinated strike against us."

Adam, trying to stay optimistic, chimes in from the back,

"There's got to be a way to trace this back, to find out
who's behind it." His voice has that determined edge, but |
can hear the underlying concern

And Nate, ever the voice of reason, adds,

"We've been through tough spots before, but this... this is
different. It's like they know exactly where to hit us to
cause the most damage."

The buildings and trees whip past us as
~ King




for Phaedra, our missing link.

"We've got this," Damon says, though it's more a vow than
reassurance, his gaze fixed on the path ahead, leading to
the Alpha King's court.

Zane nods, the usual light in his eyes replaced by
something harder, colder.

"Yeah, time to show them the Red Moon Pack isn't one to
mess with.'

As we walk towards the entrance, the weight of our
predicament settles heavily around us, a cloak woven
from worry, anger, and desperation. But there's also the
underlying thread of our bond, the unyielding resolve
that's seen us through dark times before.

"Thisis it," | say, as much to myself as to them. "Answers,
action, and no more games. We're getting Phaedra back,
and we're putting an end to this nightmare."

With each step, our determination grows, a unite




charge.

The throne room itself 'ismassive, the high ceilings lost in
shadows, the walls lined with the banners of various
packs, including ours. It's meant to impress, to intimidate,
and I'll admit, the old wolf's got style. But the grandeur of
the place doesn't distract from the man sitting at the
center of it all, the Alpha King himself, his presence
commanding the roomlike he commands the nation.

As we approach, we bow—not out of subservience but
respect for the position, for the tradition. It's a delicate
dance of power and protocol, and while I'd rather be

anywhere else, thisis where we need to be. He wastes no
time, his voice cutting through the formality like a knife.

"Explain yourselves," he commands, his gaze sharp on us.

Damon steps forward the nominal head among us.

"Your majesty, our pack IS under siege. Not just from

external forces, but. fr‘qr‘n?wh “appears to be a




‘e nancial hits our businesses have taken
aneously. Someone's trying to cripple us.”

| watch the King's reaction closely, but the guy's a
fortress, giving nothing away. When it's my turn, | dive
straight in.

“We believe there's a connection between these events.
Someone with knowledge of our operations, our
weaknesses, is orchestrating this."

"And you have proof of this?" the King probes, his eyes
like lasers.

"We're gathering it," | say, my frustration simmering. "But
every path we follow ends up in shadows. It's like chasing
ghosts.’

The room falls silent, the tension a tangible entity coiling
around us. The King's gaze lingers on each of us, as if
weighing our words, our worth.

"Your situation is dire," he finally says, his voice grave. "
But accusations require proof, not just suspicions. What
do you propose?’ ‘




ened, a debt owed, and the assuran
on within one pack doesn't lead to instabil

~ across all.”

The Alpha King listens, an inscrutable sentinel, absorbing
the gravity of our words. When he finally speaks, it's with a
deliberation that makes every word resonate with a
weight that feels like a sentence in itself.

"Your situation warrants concern, not just for the welfare
of your pack, but for the balance it upsets within our
society,” he begins, his gaze piercing, assessing.

But then he proposes a solution, one so unexpected it
momentarily steals the breath from my lungs.

"A union," he suggests, his eyes locked on ours, "between
your pack and my lineage. A marriage between your
firstborn and one of my heirs could cement a bond strong
enough to deter any threats, uniting our strengths.”

The proposal hangs in the air, a new, unforeseen variable
that changes the entire calculus of our predicament. A
political maneuver, yes, but one with personal stakes
higher than any of us could have anticipated.

Damon's reaction is instantaneous, a blend of shoc
wary calculation.

our majesty, with all due respect
s against a common ener




resources, but at what cost” At the cost of a Ch||d not yet ' n‘ c
born, a future not yet written? Not to mentlon the rlsk of i
taking away a fated mate from our child.

The Alpha King watches us, his expression unreadable.

"Consider it," he says, the words not a command but an
ultimatum dressed as counsel. 'A united front against
whatever shadows seek to undermine our world. Your
pack would gain not just'an ally but a pillar of strength.”

We exchange glances, a silent conversation flowing
between us. This isn't what we expected, not what we
came for, but the offer holds power, a promise of safety
and strength at a time when we're at' our lowest,

As we take our leave, the weight of the decision presses
down on us with the gravity of the world. This lsn't just
about surviving the present; it's about securmg a future,..‘
potentially at the cost of freedoms and cholces yet )
unmade. iR
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