est friend can protect you
enemies.” — Richelle Mead

Anthony

Do I want an alliance with the pack that

brutalized my baby sister?
Could I live with that in my conscience?

Neron is a fellow Alpha that needed help. It’s
clear from our conversation how much his pack
1s suffering. Losing soldiers is hard. Watching
families continue to suffer weighs on your soul

as a leader.

I couldn’t sit by knowing that lives were being

taken and not act. Does that make me better

than the selfish Alphas who leave their packs to

perish?

‘When I look at Neron, I see
wough hell and back.

o




tis k‘ \
: worn out, stressed, angry, and sad. So much
" motlon swam in those blue eyes, some ﬂoatmg,

some sinking. It takes a great deal of courage for
an Alpha to reach out for help. Typically, Alphas
pride themselves on handling devastating
situations themselves. Asking for help is like a
punch to the gut, but only a few could take that

punch and emerge unharmed.

However, this is the same Alpha who hurt my
little sister, turning her into a frail werewolf
living in fear of her shadow. And rejected their
mate bond—the most brutal thing a wolf could
do to their other half. She suffered because of
him and his pack. I couldn’t help but think back
to all those times Kiya woke up screaming from
nightmares. The days were treads around like a
monotonous zombie and days where her weight
progress was threatened because she stopped

eating for days.




and civil, and I thanked the Moon Goddess for
having Alesia by my side.

Alesia went to put little Ximey down for her nap
while the rest of us headed to the dining hall for
lunch. I’ll decide on whether to accept the
alliance by the end of today before the Zircon

members leave for Nevada.

“Alpha.” I hear Jacqueline through the mind-link.
“I let Kiya know that we're heading to the hall for
lunch. She is heading to the kitchen with Sapphire
and Phoebe.”

“I thought she is holing herself up in her room fdr
the day?” '

“She got hungry.”




¥

~ Arriving in the dining hall, the Omegas went all

out with lunch. A balanced assortment of heavy
and light foods, but with much meat and
chicken. We all took our seats and ate the food

once they served it. Alesia came in shortly after

and joined me at the head of the table at my

side.

“Alpha Anthony.” I hear my fellow Alpha speak.
“I couldn’t help but notice that you train

recently shifted pups for battle. Why is that?”

“Garnet Moon takes pride in cultivating our
members to protect their pack from an early age.
All our recently shifted wolves have a choice if
they want to train or not, no matter their gender.
You’d be amazed at how many pups have the

desire to become powerful fighters.” I smirk




“You’d be surprised at what sort of enemies lay

beyond nature that aren’t just rogue wolves.”
Beta Dwayne answered, taking a swig of his wine.
“We're trained for any possible threat, wolf, and
human. We protect our pack no matter what. It’s
an honor that should be instilled in every pack,

don’t you agree?”

“Unfortunately, some packs fail to protect their
own,” Jacqueline spoke up sharply, her
expression nothing short of indifference. “Some
wolves hurt each other, sometimes without a
good reason. Whether it be by a selfish Alpha or
placing the blame on an innocent member. It's a

damn shame.”




b ;

- nature of the humans in thi:

“It’s difficult, isn’t it?” ]acquéline presSed on; her
fork embedded deep in her chicken breast. “To
understand how or why an Alpha has been led
astray. The stories from our refugees and
battered families are heartbreaking. When an

Alpha fails, he or she fails the pack they swore by
blood to protect.”

“That is the sad reality.” The Alpha nodded.
“There are threats inside the pack that many
failed to realize because they’ve been... blinded
with emotion or anger. They cannot see the truth
until it’s too late.” I notice his shoulders going
rigid at that last addition. His eyes have that
distant look, full of regret.




after lunch.

“I've suddenly lost my appetite. Maybe it’s
something in the air.” She stood on her heels and

walked out the double doors, anger marking her

trail. Abigail politely apologized for her mate and

asked if I could excuse her to go after her.

I nod and gave her permission, wasting no time

jogging after Jacqueline.
“So, who wants dessert!” Olivia blurted out,
hoping to ease the awkward tension in the air. "I .

hear the chocolate lava cake is lovely!"

Alesia took my hand into hers, giving a lovin




Part of me was glad that peace is achieved
between us. But, the big brother side of me is not

happy and wanted Neron to feel the painful sting

he felt with Jacqueline’s pointed comments. She
alluded that we knew of what he and his pack
did but didn’t go deeper into that. Gamma
Kwame suddenly got a call from back at the

territory and excused himself to take it.

Regardless of what happened, lunch went about

as normal.




kind with any of those pricks.

Abigail cradled my cheeks in her deep melanated
palms. I purred softly at her touch, feeling
Rosaline howl in delight at the touch of her
mate. | wish she was there in the very beginning
when Kiya was a walking skeleton. Broken and in
pain. Scared and powerless. Abi would surely side
with me on why I hate Zircon Moon. The damage
done to my best friend is heartbreaking, and I
hated them for torturing her. I care about Kiya so
much. She was a pure soul that didn’t deserve

the mistreatment.

Fuck the idea that the past should remain in the

past. They brutalized Kiya and that trauma does .

not go away! That pain would always be there,




I huffed, remembering teaching that lesson when
Abigail became my Beta Female. Whether I like it
or not, sometimes packs must work together
when combating a common enemy. She always
knows how to be rational, even when I act

irrationally. She was the perfect yin to my yang.

But I couldn’t help it. I must protect those I love.

[ couldn’t lose anyone. I couldn’t fail.

Not again.

[ lean in and kiss my mate on her lips, sweet and

chaste. “You’re right. I'm just...”




lunch at the large island. They were amid a
conversation when their chatter halted. Kiya
smiled at me, her mouth full of rice and chicken.

She was like a cute chipmunk with nuts in its
mouth.

I didn’t know why, but I felt like I needed to do
this. I pulled my best friend in a hug, squeezing
her smaller frame tight. A confused squeak came

from her, but she didn’t resist my hug.
“Jackie? Why are you—"

“I'm sorry, Little Bit. Just let me have this for a

moment, please?”

lovingly. Sighing in co
her shoulder, breathis




u for‘the top dogs? I pray the Moon Godd,
made them suffer for their sins.
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