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Mistake - 39

“Hey, vou okay?" Ryder asked when he found me sitting on the patio of
the back porch with concern plastered all over his face.

“Yeah, I'm okay,"” I replied and when it was obvious, he didn't believe
me T added, “Look, T get everyone means well, but 'm not used to all of
this... attention.” Ryder laughed, and 1 glared at him, “Dude, Tam
serious. Today I had six people come up to me, ask how I was, and tell me
if I needed anything. They were here for me. Six people, Ryder, six people
who Ihave never seen in my life! It’s weird and makes me claustrophobic
justatad.”

Though, he slill had a smile on his Ryder as he sat next to me. “Okay,

veah, T guess that would be weird.”
“That's werewolves for ya," T said, returning his smile.
“Then I guess thal makes you weird now loo.”

At first, | was confused, then remembered | was one too now. 1t had been

almost a week since Twoke up and found out Twas one of thern, but most

of the day, T felt normal. “Right, T guess so, and before you ask - yes, Tam
fine with it and no, T am not mad that your dad turned me. Don’t worry so
much, Ryder."

He looked surprised, then let out a breath with a laugh. “Okay, good."

‘That was another weird thing. Now, 1 somehow always knew what Ryder
was feeling. Without him saying or doing anything just now, 1 knew he
was worried about me. Weird with a capital "W’. “Though, 1 would like to
vou to tell me,” Ttold him, It was the one question no one had answered,
or they didn't want to. “What’s going to happen to Mike?”
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Ryder’s whole demeanor changed. He tensed up, and his expression
went blank. “Tdon't know,"” he replied.

While it didn't feel like a lie, my new wolfie senses told me he had a
pretty good idea. “Ryder,” Isaid, keeping my tone flal. *Corme on, tell
me. What is going to happen to him?"

“Treally don't know, Brook,” he said, “And T don’t think Dad is too sure
either. He has said nothing to me, but you shouldn't think about him. He
isn’t worth your time. Whatever happens to Mike is well deserved.”

I said nothing in reply, but pulled my knees to my chest and rested my
chinon top of them. Everyone said that - Mom, Harry, everyone. |
shouldn’t worry, and Mike was going to gel what he deserved, but 1
wasn'l convinced. Mike wasn’t a good puy by any means of the waord, bul
I saw what his father was capable of first hand. Instead of speaking my
mind, | nodded. “1f you say so.”

“Everything is going to be okay now,” Ryder insisted. *'Want to go find
the others?”

“Sure." [ dropped my feet to the floor and followed him back into the
house, a plan already forming in my mind. 1t seemed if T wanted

something done, the only way was Lo do it myself.

Early the next moming, 1 crept as silently as 1 could through the house
and to the holding cells. T paused every so often to listen for people. T had
to admit these super senses were awesome,

The hold areas were in the pack house basement. My heart raced as [
walked down the steps. Memories of a time in Mike's basement flashed
through my mind. Halfivay down, | had to stop and take several deep
breaths 1o keep the panic lrom laking over.
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At the bottom of the stairs was a long, bland gray hallway. On each side
were cells, bars allowing for people on the outside to look in. Swallowing,
Twalked down the hallway until 1 reached the very end where Mike was.

He sat on the cement floor, his knees up to his chest, and his arms
resting on his knees. His head bowed, but he lifted it as soon as he heard
me. “Missy? Still alive and kicking."

“Brook,” 1 said, lifting my chin. “My name is Brook, not missy. 1 will
never be Missy again.”

He gave me a long, intense stare before nodding with a scoff. “Okay, then
Brook. What do you want? Laugh, gleat, tell me how I am an unwanted

mistake, now my family is all dead?”
“Of course not and vou still have Beth."

He scoffed. “That bitch? Beth is a traitor. She sold out her family for a
better one.”

“Did she? And can you blame her, Mike? She just wanted La live withoul

being alraid of your dad.”

Mike scowled before he turned his head to the side, looking anywhere
but at me.

I'sighed. Tdidn’t want to fight with him. This wasn’t why T was here. “1'm
sorry aboul your mom. You loved hera lol, Tknow that.” Tlook a step
towards his cell and grabbed the bars, only to jump back a second later
with a yvell. My hands burned and when I looked down at them, they were
red and blistered. Oh right, ’d lorgotten about the silver thing. Mike
lauphed, his cold, hard laugh tinged with genuine humor. Trritation

flooded through me. “Oh, shut up, Mike, T came here to help you, you big
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dumb idiot.”

“You? Help me?” Mike scoffed again. "Why would you do that when you

hate me?”

Was everything so black and white with werewolves? "1 don’t hate you,
Mike. You were doing what your dad told you to do because if you didn’t,
you or, worse yet, your mother, would pay for it. T T had to say Thate
someone, it wouldn’t be you.”

“Anna," he said with a smirk, knowing me almost as well as Ryder.

Tdidn't even wanl Lo think about whal thal might mean. “Yeah, her, she
is a traitor and I don’t care what Black Mountain does with her, but that's
neither here nor there.” 1 tossed a large orange letter-sized envelope,
rolled shut at the top, at him.

He flinched, then looked confused. “What’s this?”

1 leaned against the wall near the bars, but made sure not to touch them
this time. “Your [resh starl. s nol a lot, {ifty thousand, but it'll be
enough to start over. Harry gave il La me to run away, but Tdon’t want to

po lo California anymare.”

“You expect me to believe you’re going to give me a bunch of money and
what? Let me walk out of here?”

“Believe il or nol, bul yes, thal's what 'm doing.”
“Why?" Suspicion and wariness colored his expression,

“You lost her because of me,” 1 said with a pang guilty. "*Also, you have
done nothing so bad you need to die for it and fear is never a good
decision-maker. Now, don't get me wrong. You're a big bullying asshole,
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and I never want to see you again after today, but Beth is getting her
second chance, so why shouldn't you? Go tar away from here and be
Mike, not Mike Alpha Ryan’s evil son.”

My uncle will never let me walk oul of here.”

“Prabably not, but the way is clear. So decide, a fresh start or die as the

bad guy?" Tunlocked his cell.

Mike scrambled to his feet, the envelope in hand, and ran out of the door,
I smirked as I closed the cell door, making sure not to touch the bars. 1
walked upstairs, leaving the keys, pleased with myself,

“So Mike’s gone then?” Ryder's dad said from behind me.

1 paled, debating if T wanted to turn around or not. T turned on my hee| to
face the alpha. *“Uh... Alpha, T can explain,” I said, getting in touch with
my kid caught red handed in the cookie jar vibe.

1 know. There are cameras down there,” he said, and [ cringed. “I've
been arguing with my council since his capture for this very result. They

all are too afraid he’ll become his father and return for revenge.”

"“We'd be no better than Ryan if we treated Mike like them,"” I replied,
glad Alpha Brent didn’t seem angry.

"Right, so let’s go tell the others your decision to Mike's fate and remind

them no one has more say than vou.”
“You're not angry?”

"“No, I was Lrying to do just this without having to deal with the council
breathing down my neck,” he replies. “So I should thank you,”




