
Chapter 19

WARNING: LANGUAGE AND VIOLENCE

Serena Basco

Before I knew it, I had been living in the palace for around two

months.

Jon was made busier as the days passed. I knew something terrible

had happened during that meeting about the defector. He admitted

to me that his thoughts were becoming dark, and I was made more

curious—what was going on beyond the border?

I pressed him for details, but he couldn't seem to bring himself to tell

me. It was as if he was trying to protect me from something, and

whatever it was he didn't think I could handle it. I knew I'd have to

talk to him about it someday, but every time I'd find a spare moment

with him he'd quickly change the subject.

Oh boy, did he know how to distract me.

Our physical connection had heightened during the past few weeks—

there was chemistry and craving that we could no longer ignore.

Kisses turned to touching, and touching turned to temptation and

desire—we had not yet crossed to the other side, but we both knew

our mating would have to be very soon or else we'd both go insane.

I doubt we'd be able to let another full moon go by.

In the meantime, I kept myself busy with the she-wolves. Jon would

find a few hours a week to train me, and I in turn made sure the girls

had a proper education to ready them for their evaluation. Alongside

their physical training, I taught them history and strategy. They

seemed to be progressing, and I knew they were going to be ready for

this test Jon and the other generals were arranging for them. It would

be taking place in a few weeks.

Of course, I did the training my way. They did question my methods

at first, but thankfully they all just decided to go with the flow

because I tried to make all the activities fun.

Today, I wanted to try doing weight training with the girls. It wasn't

one of my most favorite activities, so I added a little Serena Basco

touch to it.

Which meant bringing in speakers and pumping Jessie J's Domino

loud in the gym. a5

We were all lying down on the mat with our hands li ing up weights

to the beat of the music. The girls were all groaning and complaining

loudly, but did the activity anyways. The girls were actually fun to be

with: they were intelligent, humorous, and every bit as athletic as a

wolf should be. a1

"It's starting to hurt!" Someone whined. I laughed, and so did the rest

of the girls.

"Hold it!" I hollered as they outstretched their arms to li  the weights

higher. My arms began to ache as well, but I knew I had to buck up

and set the example.

Finally, to my relief, the song's final notes sounded and I relented.

"Okay, down!" I called. I heard sighs of relief as they put the weights

down and slowly sat up. Britney Spears' Circus began to play. a3

"Let's cool down." I said, leading them to into some stretches.

Suddenly, the door opened and in came a tall, burly man with dirty

blonde hair and a slightly crooked nose. He was followed by a few

boys that looked to be the same age as the girls.

"What's all this racket?" He growled. Ah, this must be the famous

General Cra —I realized I haven't had the pleasure of meeting him

yet. I sighed and turned down the music. a2

"General Cra . I believed we haven't met. I'm Serena." I said,

stretching my hand out for him to shake. He glared at me for a

moment, but knew it would be disrespectful not to shake my hand so

he did so. a1

"Excuse me, Princess, why was there music playing? These girls are

supposed to be training." He accused, stressing the word Princess

snidely. I cocked an eyebrow at him.

"They were training. The music is for motivation, and it's very

e ective. You should try it sometime." I said, crossing my arms. The

girls and boys turned to us, looking interested and curious.

"It sounded like you were in a club." He sco ed. "What kind of

training is that?"

"We were actually li ing weights to the rhythm of the music, General.

Not that I need to explain my methods to you." I retorted. This guy

was getting on my nerves. a1

He grumbled under his breath and narrowed his eyes—he bristled at

the disrespect but I could see that he was holding back, no, his wolf

was holding back and demanding him to submit to the higher

ranking wolf: me. a1

I looked at him challengingly; I wasn't going to back down. I may be

five foot three and he more than a foot taller than me, but I knew I

was in the right. I had Alpha blood in me—I could get him to submit if

I wanted to. a23

"You did not ask permission to use the weights." He growled out. I

frowned. a1

"I wasn't aware that I needed to. My mate said I could use all the

gym's amenities." I countered.

"Yes, but everyone knows I use the weights to train my boys at this

time." He gru ly said.

"Well, I need these weights to train my girls so why don't we just set

up a schedule, okay?" I sneered. I looked up at him and cocked an

eyebrow.

He was silent as he continued to glare at me. I rolled my eyes and

faced the girls.

"Great job today, ladies. I'll see you on Friday. You're dismissed." I

said. The girls hesitantly looked at each other, as if they didn't want

to leave, but one by one they exited the gym.

"General Cra , are we dismissed too?" One of the boys asked. The

General grunted in response and the boys immediately scampered

out of the gym.

I shrugged at the General and went to get my du el bag, but I was

stopped by a hand grabbing my arm. General Cra  spun me around

the look at him, his fingers digging into my skin. a14

"I don't know who the hell you think you are, you've only been here

two months! You can't go around changing things like you own the

place." General Cra  growled. a21

With all my strength, I wrenched my arm out of his hold and slapped

him across the face. He stumbled back, not expecting my strong

blow. a23

"Do not ever put your filthy hands on me again, you asshole, or I

swear to the Goddess I will strangle you!" I shouted at him, rubbing

the spot on my arm where he had grabbed me. I winced, that would

certainly bruise later. a3

"Do not talk to me that way, girl, I am a General!" He roared, taking a

step towards me. I snarled at him. a8

"And I am the mate of your prince, and a Gold Ranked wolf.  You

committed high treason the moment you put your hands on me!" I

exclaimed, narrowing my eyes at him.

"Some mate! Don't think I don't know what you've been doing,

distracting our prince from his duties. You selfish bitch, our war

e orts need him and you just had to worm your hands into him at the

Claiming Ceremony. Because of you, our relations with the West are

strained. All our work will be for naught! You will doom us all!" He

shouted at me. a35

"Goddess above do you even know what the fuck you're saying? Is

this about your pride, General? Can't take it if the prince actually has

a life outside of you and your war council? Or maybe because you lost

his trust when you refused to train the she-wolves properly because

of their gender?" I cried out. He swallowed thickly, crossing his arms

in front of his chest. a3

There was no stopping me. I bravely took a step forward.

"War may be your life, General, but it is no longer my mate's. I am

more than happy to fight you, Clayton Cra , name the time and

place. But if you ever interfere with my training again, I will do more

than slap you." I threatened. I turned to gather my du el bag. Just as I

was about to step out the door, he spoke again. a14

"You're wrong. War has been Prince Jonathon's destiny ever since he

was born, and not even you can change that." He hissed.

Why wouldn't this asshole just give up?

"If Jon wants to go to war, I'm not going to stop him. But do not ever

begrudge him of finding happiness with a mate." I coldly said. a11

I exited the gym, the door slamming behind me.

What the fuck? a3

I took a deep breath, and suddenly, I began to shake and tears welled

up in my eyes. I clutched my arm and ran my fingers over the spot

where he had grabbed me—the bruises were starting to form.

I felt so violated and demeaned; no one had ever treated me that

cruelly. Back home, everyone just le  me alone but now I realized

that because I was already in the royal court, every move I made

would be scrutinized. I wondered if making General Cra  my enemy

was a mistake—I was new to this place and I needed allies. a10

I knew I had done right by the girls, but I didn't know someone could

get so angry at me because of that that they'd actually put their

hands on me. I always knew the royal court was a dangerous place,

but only now I was beginning to see why. This court was full of rats

and vermin, each seeking to topple one another to get to the top.

I had never felt so frightened in my life—the man looked like he could

snap me in half if he wanted to. I felt undeniably threatened, and I

began to run towards my room, not caring if everyone was staring at

me. Darien and Caroline were nowhere to be found, thank Goddess; I

didn't want to explain what had happened to anyone right now. All I

knew was that I needed to cry. Well, I was already crying, and the

tears were blinding my eyes but I found my way to the room

eventually. a8

Sobbing heavily, I pushed open the door. I closed it, leaning against it

as I fell to the floor. I didn't know how long I stayed there crying but

eventually, I stopped. Sni ling, I couldn't find the strength to get up

so I crawled towards the bathroom. Feeling heavy, I hoisted myself up

and washed my hands and face wearily.

I looked like a pu y mess. a6

Still sni ling, I blew my nose into a tissue and threw it away. I then

stumbled towards the closet in the most ungraceful manner and

grabbed one of Jon's shirts. I needed his scent right now to comfort

me.

I quickly changed into the shirt. More tears started to leak out of my

eyes and I immediately wiped them with my dirty gym shirt. I threw

the dirty clothes in the bin before throwing myself on the bed. a4

In solace and loneliness, I cried myself to sleep. a3

--

When I found the strength to wake up, the sun was about to set. I

missed the rest of the workday today—no doubt I'd need to do some

extra work tomorrow to make up for it but I didn't care. I turned on

the lights and dragged myself to the bathroom, gently washing my

face to get rid of the tearstains and the crust that formed around my

eyes. My face still looked pu y from all the crying, and my eye bags

had swollen.

I drank a whole glass of water before walking over to the bed—all the

crying had dehydrated me. As swi ly as I could, I changed the

pillowcase because I knew I cried over it and some snot had probably

fallen into it during my sleep. I threw the dirty pillowcase into the

laundry bin and put on some loose sweatpants.

I sat down in front the makeshi  vanity I had repurposed out of one

of Jon's console tables. I looked in the mirror in front of me—Goddess

I looked like a mess. I knew my pu y eye bags will be on my face until

morning, and my hair looked like it had been run over by a tractor.

The dark red curls were all over the place. Sighing heavily, I reached

for the boar's bristle hairbrush and started brushing my hair as gently

as I could. a1

I looked out of the window as I brushed, the rhythm of the count

calming me as I untangled one strand a er another. Suddenly, I heard

the door click open. I didn't turn back, I knew who it was—Jon.

"How was your day?" I asked, trying to will my voice not to break.

I felt him shu le as he hugged me from behind and kissed the top of

my head. I was grateful that I had already washed up—he wouldn't be

able to smell the tears. Jon walked over to the bathroom and he

washed his hands. I smiled; congratulating myself at the habit I had

gotten him to form. a2

"It was particularly demanding. I'll tell you all about it over dinner.

You wanna go?" He called from the bathroom.

I continued to brush my hair. I really wasn't in the mood to see

anyone right now.

"I...I'm not really hungry." I said. He walked out of the bathroom

wearing fresh clothes. a1

"Alright. Why? Is something wrong?" He asked. I looked down at the

floor and he frowned. I tried to avoid looking at him—he'd know

something was up the moment our eyes would lock.

He crouched down in front of me and put a finger under my chin,

li ing my face up so I could look him in the eye. I heard him growl

under his breath.

"Have you been crying? What happened?" He demanded. I looked

away and he growled warningly. He forced me to look at him again.

"Serena?"

I sighed and looked him in the eye.

"Before I tell you, promise me you won't do anything stupid. We all

know what happens when you become...reckless..." I whispered. He

shrugged at me. a13

"Tell me." He ordered in a no-nonsense tone that reminded me of

who he really was: a commander and prince.

"Earlier at training..." I started, but he cut me o .

"Is it the girls? Were they disobedient? Clayton told me they were

brats." He grumbled under his breath. I flinched at the mention of

General Cra 's name and he narrowed his eyes at that. I shook my

head.

"The girls and I were using weights, and I put on some music to make

it more fun...I mean, that's what I did when I exercised." I mumbled.

Jon nodded, motioning for me to continue.

"General Cra  came in and asked about the noise. We argued about

who got to use the weights—he said I didn't ask permission, and I

told him I didn't need to." I said.

"Is that all?" Jon asked. He swallowed thickly, as if he knew that

General Cra  had more to do with the issue.

"Well, I thought it was okay a er that. The girls le , and I was gonna

leave too but suddenly...he...umm...he..." I couldn't finish. I looked

away and Jon immediately forced me to face him.

"What did he do?" Jon hissed, his pupils dilating. I felt his wolf claw

out and come to the surface. I was amazed at Jon's self control—any

other werewolf would have shi ed by now. a3

"He grabbed my arm and shouted at me. I slapped him." I said,

smirking with pride. My smirk faded when I saw Jon's hardened face,

so I continued. "He called me a bitch, accused me of seducing you

and distracting you from work. I told him o , of course. I warned him

not to touch me again or interfere with the training or else I'd hurt

him." I finished. a11

Jon was silent. He began breathing heavily and I felt his hackles rise

and saw his canines extend. He was growling under his breath.

Suddenly, he leaned in and sni ed me. I was too shocked to react, so

I froze. I felt his fingers trail over my arm as he continued sni ing me.

With a gentleness I didn't know he could be capable of at his current

feral state, he rolled up the sleeve of my shirt on my le  arm. His eyes

widened. a7

There were bruises in the shape of fingerprints on my arm where

General Cra  had grabbed me. a2

Jon, breathing heavily, stumbled back and stood. He gave a loud roar,

causing the walls to shake. I winced at the sound, but I knew I had to

placate him. I quickly stood and walked over to him, running my

hands on his chest. a12

"Jon...Jon...it's okay...I told him o , he won't touch me again. I'm a

Gold Ranked wolf, a er all. I can take him." I soothed. He detached

himself from my hold. a1

"He hurt my mate." He growled. I grimaced—that was his wolf talking,

his wolf had taken over, but he had not yet shi ed so I still had the

chance to talk some sense into him. a8

"Jon, he didn't hurt me. I can take care of myself. I don't like bullies, I

can handle him. Besides, what are you going to do? Fight him? You

need him for the war." I reasoned. Jon looked at me, his eyes totally

dilated—feral and amber. He had yielded control to his wolf.

"He hurt my mate." He repeated, growling. I knew his wolf was itching

to shi , so I immediately wrapped my arms around his waist and

pulled his head towards my neck where my scent would be strongest.

I felt him relax a bit as he nuzzled my marks.

I took advantage of the moment and led him to sit on the bed. He was

still breathing heavily, so I crawled into his lap and he instinctively

wrapped his arms around me to pull me closer to him. I let him hold

me—if being caged by his warm arms was the price to pay for him not

going on a rampage, then I'd gladly take it. a6

His wolf mumbled and growled under his breath as he tightened his

hold. He began sni ing me again while he ran his fingers through my

hair.

"Jon, I'm not saying he can to get away with it. He needs to learn not

to treat others that way. Just talk to him, okay? He's your friend, if

anyone's gonna get through to him, it's you." I gently said. a4

He stopped stroking my hair abruptly and I looked up at him. His

pupils weren't dilated anymore and I sighed in relief—it appeared he

had reined his wolf in successfully. Suddenly, he li ed me up and

gently placed me in the middle of the bed. He stood over me, his form

towering over mine.

"Alright. I'll talk to him. Right now." He said in a calm, deadly voice. I

narrowed my eyes at him. a2

"Just talk?" I asked, suspicious of his behavior. I knew he was prone

to violence, but he knew how much I hated fighting and bloodshed.

He grunted in reply, leaning in to kiss me on the lips.

"I'll take care of it, little mate." He cooed. I frowned. a17

What was I, twelve years old? a11

He walked away, and I quickly hopped out of bed to stand between

him and the door. I looked up at him and glared.

"Just talk?" I repeated. He rolled his eyes and gave me another peck

on the lips. Butterflies erupted in my stomach and I began to feel a

warm haze cloud my brain.

I realized what he was doing. That bastard knew what e ect he had

on me and was using it to distract me, and it was working! a7

"I'll talk with him." He murmured. "Stay here, mate." a2

With that, he walked out and closed the door behind him.

I decided to hold him to his word. If Jonathon said they were just

going to talk, then I believed him. a17

A/N

What comes next? a29

Continue to next part
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