“I doubt it.” My dad shook his head. “Honestly,
I'd prefer it that way. Another wolf carrying your
mother’s scent would make Angelo and I go

crazy.”

He stood on his feet, walking towards the
fireplace ledge that held our family picture
frames. His hands take one of my mother on
their wedding day, cloaked in white with a smile
as pure as gold. “The mind is a powerful force,
Neron. It governs everything in our bodies.

Without it, we're nothing. It could empower us

and ruin us at the same time. It could take us to




> and laughter were the
medicine for an awful day. I always wonder what
s e'could have been if she lived this long. She '
would have made a powerful Alpha, courageous
in her own right.”

“Some days, | smell their scents. Before I sleep or
when I awake. It is worse when | was in the
depths of my alcoholism. When you miss
someone too much, the mind likes to trick you to
believe that your loved one is still there. It has
been in pain for so long that it tries to ease the
burden in ways it thinks it should when only it
makes the agony worse. [ would think my Celeste
was just around the corner or in the kitchen, but
when I approached, there is nothing. It is one
painful reminder after another that [ no longer

have my beloved or my angel.”

He smiled, deep sadness reflecting in his old

face. “Sometimes I hear your mother’s laughul: '




vere days where I spot Dad at their graves,
reading Nuria her favorite stories, or chatting
with Mom. That is his mate—the other half to

his soul. That pain never goes away.

I knew exactly how he was feeling. And I wish I

never did.

“I smelled her, Dad.” | feel his eyes on me, but I
don’t dare to look up. “At the Garnet Moon
territory a few days ago. I wanted to chase after

it, to see her again, but...I couldn’t.”
“You’re speaking about Halima, aren’t you?”

I nod. Onyx is certain that Halima is alive,

despite all evidence proving otherwise. [ want to

 could
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ind gently grips my shoulder, thumb rubbing i

- circles in the back. My father sat back down next

to me, our coffee mugs now cold. I sigh in

frustration, my head in my hands.

“Son, you need to let her go.” My father
whispered. “Letting go of your mother and Nuria
is the hardest thing I’ve ever done. | miss them
terribly, but my heart is at peace knowing they

are happy with our Moon Goddess. Do the same.”

“Dad, | can’t!” I gritted my teeth, tears
threatening to fall down my face. "I can’t let

Halima go...”

“Why can’t you? That girl is never coming back.
By the grace of our beloved goddess, there could
be a chance that you have a second-chance mate,

perhaps it is Odessa and—"

“It’s not her!” I growled. “Dad,
 feel guilty? For what we've done
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do feel guilty, Neron.” My dad retorte
‘heavy sigh. “Every single day. She was a spec
girl and I destroyed my best friend’s youngest
daughter over what my brother did, and no |
amount of repentance could ever amount to the
pain we all inflicted on her. But, son, this pack
needs a Luna. And you need to do what is right

for your people.” . -

“What is right?” 1 scoffed. “That’s what I kept
telling myself every time I laid my hands on her.
Every time [ watched her bleeding and crying on
the floor.” I shake my head. “And the Moon
Goddess would never grant me a second chance
mate after what I did to Halima. Why the hell -

would she?”

“Tell me this, son.” His gaze was like a haWk,j 1




1 head to toe, threa o to

‘ est Could Onyx feel this pain too?

In’t just ruin our friendship, but I took away
~ his wolf mate without giving him a chance to

know who she was. I've never seen Halima shift,
despite knowing she had. “That I would spend
the rest of my life repenting and making up for
what [ did to her. To show her I can and will
change, and that I'm not the same man she was

unfortunate enough to grow up with. [ want to

tell her I love her.”

“Yo, bro.” Valerian’s voice rang in my head.

“Odessa and Cassandra are arguing again.”

“They’re grown-up women, they can handle

themselves.” 1 shot back.

“Not when it’s bothering Adonis and his nap. Raina

is three seconds away from strangling them both,
and I don’'t think I'll stop her.” '




take my mind off the brown eyes that haunt [

Birria tacos are amazing. ' .-
One bite and my taste buds ascended in heaven.

Who invented this wonderful concoction? They

deserve a medal!

The delicious blend of the flavors tender meat
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L 3{7?” I muffled, still stuffing my faéé w1th
food.

“Because you ate ten of the tacos already!” My
dad bellowed from the couch, crossing his arms.
“At least leave some for your old man, damn!

And don't talk with your mouth full.”

I paused, my cheeks flushing with heat. [ notice
the empty plates. Several empty plates, and
empty cups that were once filled with soup
littering the coffee table. Embarrassed, 1
swallowed what is in my mouth, burping. “Oops.

Sorry.”

“It’s all right, mi rayo de luna. There is something
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“bottomless pit. Tossing the dirty napkm down

the empty plates, I began talking.

“Anthony allied with my old pack and now he’s
sending me and a couple of others to their

territory to train their soldiers for the next few
months,” | revealed. “I don't want to go back to

that hellhole and face everyone that hurt me.”
“Ah.” Dad sat next to me, handing me bottled
water. “I see why you’re so nervous. But Mija,
this could be a wonderful opportunity for you.”
“To what? Implode?”

“To face your past.”

“Your father has a point.” Mom took
the other side of me. “Kiya, you




my talk with Gamma Kwame. I told them over

dinner the day it happened. “1 just...”

“You don’t want to face your ex-mate again.”

Dad finished.

“What if he recognizes me? What if he tries to
hurt me again? I'm strong, but...not against an
Alpha.”

“I could recall a couple of times during training

where you beat Anthony.”

I scoffed. “Please. He went easy on me.”
Twiddling my thumbs, I look at my parents
again. “I'm still angry, Dad. Angry at him, my old
family, and the pack. I don’t have it in my he

- they didn’t change? They could ¢
i G




trus 'ng us a‘nd your friends more. You proved

‘time and time again that you can rise above it
all.”

“And what better way to prove yourself further
than to show Zircon Moon that they can’t make
you submit?” Dad added. “People change. You've
changed. They might have changed. I'm not
saying that you must forgive them—you do that
on your own time if you chose to. What we're
saving is it’s time to fight against your demons
head-on. You aren’t just strong, you're a warrior,
Mija. It’s in your name and your blood. You can

and will win.”

I look to Dad, and then Mom, the two people

who found me and helped heal me from the very

beginning. They’ve always believed in my
potential and strength, espec1ally where [
couldn’t see it. Their smlles of




know what they are like now. There is that dark: |
little voice in the back of my head telling me

that [ am weak and pathetic. It loves to tear me
apart. But I need to fight against it when facing
my demons. Kwame didn’t tell me too much
about Zircon, nor did we have the time. But
another part of me was curious to see how they
were doing, minus all the rogue attacks. It is in
my honor as a Delta to help those who are in
need, and that's what ['ll do. I'll do my job for

the duration of my stay, and I'll leave.

I would do my best to give them the skills to

stop this onslaught of rogues.

Smiling, I kissed my parents on the cheek,
thanking them for listening to me. When you

have people around you who would list
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