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    Prologue 
 
    Landon 
 
    March 8, 2010 
 
    “Father, be rational. We don’t have a chance against the Prowler Pack. We’re going to be annihilated.” I place my hands on my father’s desk, pleading for him to see reason. 
 
    His head is ducked down, avoiding eye contact, and ignoring me as he writes down war tactics. His salt and pepper hair is mussed and frantic, a sign that he hasn’t showered, let alone comb his hair in what could be days. He now has a scruffy beard resting on his face. He clenches his fists, grinding his teeth as he tries to concentrate. 
 
    Caleb Matthews is a powerful Alpha. He is wise and patient. He doesn’t think irrationally or acts upon impulses. He has been a role model towards me, and I am grateful to have him as a father. That is until my mother, his mate, was taken from us and slaughtered. Now, all that is on his mind is revenge, and it is clouding his reason. He is arranging a battle that we will not win. The Shadow Pack will die off tonight if he follows through with this. 
 
    Natalie, my little sister, is only seven years old. She has her whole life ahead of her. She is yet to see the beauty of finding her mate. She still has all her homecoming dances and prom. This wasn’t how her life is supposed to unfold. She is far too innocent and kind to meet such a tragic end. 
 
    “Inform Cole that we strike in an hour.” His voice is coarse, dry from the lack of nourishment. Having a weak Alpha only lessens our odds of winning. 
 
    “Father, please,” I beg, dipping my head down so he can look into my eyes and see the reason I hold for the both of us. 
 
    “Now, Landon!” he snarls, head snapping up to give me a cold glare.  
 
    I square my shoulders and straighten my spine. I nod my head and turn to walk out of his office. Once the door is closed, I sprint up into Natalie’s room. 
 
    I open the door to find her sitting on her bed, applying nail polish to her toes. Her head rises slowly, and tears instantly begin to gather. “No.” She shakes her head.  
 
    I grab her from under the arm and lift her to her feet. “You are to leave with Tasha and her daughter. You will hide out in the cabin. You will not leave the cabin until I come get you, understood?”  
 
    Tears roll down her rosy cheeks as she nods her head. “What if you don’t come back?” she whimpers. 
 
    “Then you are going to live a very happy life with Tasha and Sarah.” I don’t wait for Natalie to protest or ask another question. I squat to place a soft kiss on her forehead and give her a tight hug. I then stand to my feet and allow Tasha, Cole’s Mate, to gather Natalie in her arms and exit the room in haste. I follow Natalie with my eyes until she is out of sight. 
 
    She deserves a long, happy life. 
 
    Cole, we strike in fifty, I tell my father’s Beta. He doesn’t respond, but I can feel his anger. 
 
    I exit the Pack House to see my best friend, Mason. He would have been my Beta if things were different. In two years’ time, I’d be given the Alpha position, and he would be my right-hand man. Now, our futures and our lives end tonight. 
 
    Mason gives me a pat on the shoulder and offers me a smile. “We always said we’d go down swinging.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I imagined us older, with mates and children to carry on our legacy. Not like this. Not so blindly and irrationally.” I cross my arms, waiting for my father to finish in his office, waiting for my doom. Everyone’s doom… besides Mason’s. “Can you do something for me?” 
 
    Mason arches his right brow in question. “Anything.” 
 
    “When it starts to turn ugly… when the Shadow Pack starts to go down, I want you to go to the cabin. Natalie, your sister, and your mother will be there. I want you to take them far away. Make sure Natalie lives a long and happy life.” 
 
    “Landon—” 
 
    “Mason, I am asking you this not as your Alpha but as your friend. At least, one of us deserves to live through this.”  
 
    Caleb Matthews decides then to join his pack. He steps onto the yard, and all the warriors shift into their wolves. I give Mason a look, and with a nod, I happily shift into my wolf. 
 
    No more words were said. There was nothing to say. It would all just fade in time, and no one would be alive to remember. With Caleb’s transition into his wolf, we take off to the Prowler Pack. 
 
    The Prowler Pack is located a few miles north of the Shadow pack. We reach the territory within ten minutes. I come to position at the left of my father as Cole is at his right. Mason comes up on the other side of me, and I give him one last look. He nods at me one more time before my father lowers and wiggles his shoulders as if to pounce on a stag. 
 
    With a low growl, he charges forward to take down a Prowler on patrol. With that one kill, the whole pack has been alerted that we arrived. Another poor mistake made by my father. I shake my head. No going back now. 
 
    Prowler wolves soon outnumber us, and as we do well to fight them off, they soon overpower us. I watch as the Shadow’s number dwindle. Now, Mason! 
 
    My friend shoves off a wolf and takes off towards my sister. I let out a growl as the wolf he was fighting follows him along with two others. He won’t be able to fight them off. I cast one last look at my father and shoot a message to Cole. Grab as many men as you can. Retreat. Even though I wasn’t Cole’s Alpha, he obeys my command. My father is lost, both figuratively and literally. 
 
    I chase after the three wolves following Mason. I can’t allow them to get to my sister. No matter what, she will live. 
 
    I tackle a gray wolf to the ground, and we tumble, rolling. Twigs and rocks scrape at my sides, causing nothing but an annoyance. I snarl at the Prowler wolf, advancing on him. I pin him easily, chewing into his neck as I hear Mason say, I’m here. I managed to kill the wolf following me. Natalie is safe. 
 
    I was too consumed with joy at the news to put together what my Beta said. I should have been able to see the remaining wolf blindside me. I should have been able to counter his attack. Instead, I am the one who is pinned with a fatal slash across my face. 
 
    It seems my father wasn’t the only one to make costly mistakes.
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    Chapter 1 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 15, 2014 
 
    February 15. It’s my birthday. I’m finally eighteen, and all I can think about is how I am finally able to leave this awful pack. At the age of eighteen, female wolves are able to sense their mates, and I intend to find mine. And when I do, Alpha Castor Vang will have no claim on me. He will no longer be able to touch or hit me. I will be free, and I will be safe. 
 
    I pack my bags. Everyone is asleep. Castor is too wrapped up in the she-wolf in his bed to be paying attention to the stirring on the first floor. My father is a deep sleeper. He wouldn’t even wake during an earthquake. I will not miss him or my mother. They don’t deserve a second thought. They have allowed Alpha Castor to beat me. That’s the price of being an Omega, I guess. 
 
    I grab an apple from the kitchen table and put it in my bag before I exit the house in haste. I get to the edge of the Cossitt Pack territory where my brother pulls me into a hug. 
 
    “Be careful,” he whispers. Trent volunteered to take up patrol tonight so I could flee. He had always looked out for me, and this has been a day we’ve been looking forward to for a long time. “Never come back.” 
 
    Even after years of begging, Trent still refuses to join me. He felt it was his duty to protect all the other victims of Castor’s rage. After losing his wife and daughter, Alpha Castor turned brutal and abusive. Trent has always been the hero. 
 
    With my bag over my shoulder, I morph into my muddy brown wolf. I am not the most beautiful wolf, that much is certain. Being an Omega, my wolf is small, and my fur coat is a less than admirable color. However, being small does grant me the skill of being sly and quick. 
 
    I run from my old home without a glance back. I run until I no longer can. 
 
    Days pass, all I do is run. I occasionally stop to catch food or take a quick rest. But my breaks never last more than twenty minutes. If I don’t keep running, I risk Castor catching up with me, and I can’t allow that to happen. 
 
    It is only when starvation and exhaustion get the best of me that I make the mistake of stepping onto the Shadow Pack’s land. I know of this pack. Their story is sad, gut-wrenching. 
 
    Alpha Caleb Matthews lost his mate, and in a blind rage, he took his pack to their death. He lost most of his warriors. If it weren’t for his Beta, there wouldn’t be a Shadow Pack anymore. Cole took a group of warriors and fled the fight. They returned to the women and children and were able to replenish the Shadow Pack. 
 
    That isn’t the sad part, however. Alpha Landon Matthews, Caleb’s son, was brutally wounded. He left the fight with his life but not his sight. His loss turned him cold, vicious. He didn’t care for anyone. 
 
    That’s why I knew I was royally screwed when two wolves stepped into my path. They look at me with mournful expressions. They know my fate as do I. 
 
    They shift to their human forms, and I bow my head to avoid eye contact with their nudity. I then hide behind a tree to shift and reach into my bag to pull on a simple sundress. I look at my muddy feet, frowning as I try to tame my wild hair. 
 
    I, at least, deserve to die looking my best. 
 
    “Come.” I hear a low voice. I walk over to see two men, one with shaggy blond hair and the other with buzzed brown hair. They are both dressed in black track pants, leaving their chest exposed to the warm sun. There is no mistaking their strength. They can easily snap me in half. 
 
    They take position at my sides, walking me to the pack house. My stomach churns with my pending doom. I am going to die. I left one awful situation to enter another. 
 
    The pack house is fairly larger than the Cossitt Pack’s. I can sense the distress that takes place on this property. They still haven’t recovered from the massacre. It’s been four years. I guess no one would be able to recover from the loss of a loved one. 
 
    Blondie opens the door for me, and I step into the back entrance of the house. I take in the newly installed kitchen, the nicely furnished living room, and the grand staircase that leads upstairs. Shoulders nudge me, and I continue onward until we are in front of oak French doors.  
 
    Blondie knocks. “Landon, we found a trespasser.” 
 
    I grimace at the name. Yes, I did trespass, technically. But I was running for my life… Doesn’t that count for anything? 
 
    “Enter.” 
 
    The buzzed boy grabs the doors and pulls them open, nodding for me to go in. 
 
    “I got it from here, Zane,” Blondie says, grabbing my bicep roughly. I hiss at the pain, glaring at him. Zane leaves while I am dragged into the office. 
 
    The office is large with wooden floors and two rustic orange walls. One wall has floor-to-ceiling windows while the other has a built-in bookshelf. The office has a tray ceiling with an elegant five-arm chandelier that has a bronze finish. There is a rolled arm bench with a warm brown wood finish and is topped with a comfortable cream cushion that is placed in front of one set of the windows. There is a large, orange and red Persian rug underneath his wooden desk with two chairs that match the bench in front of it. And then, there is the man in the large brown leather chair. 
 
     I see Alpha Landon sitting at his desk, his head bowed down as he rests it in his hands. 
 
    “You know the protocol. Kill the rogue.” Landon’s voice is monotone, uncaring. He is willing to murder me off so easily. He doesn’t even know who I am or what I’ve been through! “Why trouble me with this, Mason?” 
 
    “I’m not one to kill an innocent girl, Landon.” 
 
    The Alpha lifts his head, almost as if he was trying to get a look at me. And when he does, I gasp. 
 
    Not because of the scars that adorn his beautiful face or the way that his eyes are fogged. I don’t gasp because I am horrified of this man in front of me. I gasp because as I look into his hazy eyes, I know only one thing. He is my mate. I have found him, and I can’t explain how incredibly happy it makes me feel. I have accomplished what it was I sought out to do. 
 
    Landon growls and snatches up his black Aviator sunglasses, covering his eyes.  
 
    “No!” I don’t stop from crying out. I don’t want him to hide from me, not ever. He’s beautiful. 
 
    Landon holds the features of a pure god. His skin is perfectly sun-kissed to create a bronze tan. His shoulders are broad with strength and power. His jaw line is sharp, yet his cheeks are smooth. His brown wavy locks rest carefully on his head, a simple curl falling onto his forehead. I want nothing more than to run my fingers through his hair. I can tell through the haze of his eyes that they used to be a soft blue. 
 
    Mason tightens his grip on me, and I let out a cry. 
 
    “Ow!” I glare at him, waiting for Landon to lash out at Mason for laying a hand on his mate. That never happens, however. I look at Landon to see him glaring in my direction. “You’re going to let him hurt me?” I am completely shocked. After all, I’ve heard mates are very protective and would never let any harm come to them. 
 
    “Why should I care if he hurts you?” he snarls, getting to his feet. 
 
    My wolf purrs with delight as I take in his sculpted body. The t-shirt he wears does a fabulous job at showing off his slim torso and every indent of his abs. 
 
    I gasp at what he says. Why should he care? Does that mean… “You reject me?” I see Landon’s shoulders go rigid. 
 
    “Reject you?” 
 
    “Reject our mating. I’ve heard it happen before but—” 
 
    “Enough! I don’t know who you think you are, but you are not my mate. I would know if you were! Since Mason has a soft spot for women, I will give you the rank of Omega, and you will work with the pack. Stay out of my way, and there will be no trouble. Got it?” he snaps. My eyes widen at what he says. 
 
    How can he not feel what I feel? It is so strong, so powerful. I know he’s my mate. There is no mistaking it. I’d give my life for this man. So why doesn’t he see me as I see him? 
 
    See... See. He can’t see me! He can’t see me, he can’t look into my soul. Our souls can’t connect. No. That’s not possible. How am I to prove to him that I am his mate? 
 
    Would a simple touch prove to him? Or would it have to be something more personal than that? 
 
    Tears roll down my cheeks as Mason takes me away from my newly found mate. 
 
    No matter what it takes, I will prove to him that what I say is true. I will take away his pain and show him what it is to love again. I promise you this, my mate.
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    Chapter 2 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 18, 2014 
 
    Blondie, or Mason, leads me down a hallway in the west wing of the pack house, opposite of where my mate will be sleeping. I am accustomed to this, however. I have lived in the Omega quarters all my life. The rooms are typically small, adorned with a bed, dresser, and closet. There was nothing else we needed, only clothes on our backs and a bed to sleep in. 
 
    However, when Blondie opens the door to the room I believe will be mine, I stare in awe. Instead of white, plain walls, they are decorated with elegant silver wallpaper that is accented with thin golden swirls. The bed is a small twin bed, yet it has plush pillows and a thick blue comforter. The dresser seems brand new, stained white to go with the room. It looked like the closet was a walk-in, I’m not sure… I’ve never even seen a walk-in closet before. Lastly, there is a desk. My heart swells at the sight of a desk. I always find a peaceful escape when the pen touches paper. 
 
    I know how lame I sound. The room is mediocre compared to the Alpha suite. But to me, this room is a taste of heaven compared to my old room. 
 
    “This will be your room,” Blondie says. I look over at him, wondering who he was. His voice is kind, soft. He has a gentleness in his eyes. I believe that if it were up to him, he’d let me go. I can tell by how uncomfortable he looks. “Alpha wants to know your name.” 
 
    Alpha Landon, my mate, he wants to know my name. I’ll give him anything he wants. “Lana Marie Pierce,” I answer. Blondie nods, and we’re silent for a moment. I watch as his eyes slip out of focus as he communicates with his Alpha. 
 
    “You are to be up at five. You will be in the kitchen at five fifteen. You will report to Meggy.” With that, Blondie turns and walks away, leaving me standing in the middle of the hall. 
 
    Fabulous. 
 
    I sling my bag over my shoulder and look around, wondering who the Omegas were for this pack. Were they weaklings? Or maybe criminals… 
 
    A door to my right opens, and I see a girl around my age pop her head out. Her fiery red curly hair falls into her eyes as she grins and steps out. “Hello, Lana. I’m Jenny! Welcome to Shadow Pack.” She slips past me and walks into my room. I follow in after her, crossing my arms as she takes a seat on my bed. “Must be scary for you… Being captured and thrown into a new pack.” 
 
    I don’t respond. I only stare at her, wondering what she was doing in my room and why. 
 
    “Look, it’s a smart idea to make friends quickly. Mason asked me to help you with anything you need,” Jenny says, giving the bed a good bounce before getting to her feet. “So, why were you on the run? Crazy ex-boyfriend? Psychotic serial killer?” 
 
    “Abusive Alpha,” I admit. I had nothing to hide from her. If what she says is true, then I will be here for a long time. And it’s best to make friends. Might as well tell the truth. “He wasn’t always so bad, you know. We used to be happy. I was an Omega back then as well, but I was still happy. My brother was a pack warrior. He would always come home at night and tell me about his day. We would then go into our parents’ room. We would play cards, watch movies, or simply just read.” I sit on my bed, noting how comfortable it is beneath me. Why is this room so high class compared to my old one? 
 
    “Alpha Castor’s mate went into labor. They were going to have a baby girl. The mom and daughter both died in childbirth, and Castor went off the rails. He began beating all the women, raping them. It was crazed madness. He finally eased up, slipping into a cocoon. He took a special liking to me, however. No, he didn’t enjoy raping me. He enjoyed hitting me.” 
 
    “Sick bastard,” I hear Jenny mumble. A small smile plays on my lips at that. 
 
    “Anyway, long story short, my parents never tried to stop him, so I took matters into my own hands. When I turned eighteen, I fled and stumbled across the Shadow Pack… Were you here during the—” I cut off, not sure if bringing up the suicide mission would trouble her. 
 
    Jenny nods, walking over to take a seat next to me. “I was fourteen. We were placed in the cells below the Pack House. The women and children, that is. Alpha Landon sent his little sister Natalie with Tasha, our female Beta, and her daughter Sarah to a cabin in the woods. Landon was always so good with his sister especially after his mother died. Anyway, when the fight was looking down for us, Landon gave an order for Cole to gather as many men and flee. It is because of Landon that we are a pack again.”  
 
    I feel my eyes widen at this. It was told that Cole fled on his own, that it is because of him that this pack was able to reform. I guess the stories were told so that we have the mindset that Landon is a monster. 
 
    “How did their mother die?” I ask. I knew the basics. She was taken by the Prowler Pack and murdered. But why? 
 
    “The Prowlers asked for a treaty, an alliance. Alpha Caleb refused, and the pack retaliated. They attacked Amy Matthews when she was out in the woods. They murdered her guards and took her back to the Prowler pack. There they raped, beat, and eventually killed her. The worst part is they videotaped it, all of it. And they sent the video along with the body to Caleb’s front door.”  
 
    My mouth is wide with horror. All of this because of a refusal of a stupid alliance? It made me sick to think those monsters did that to my mate. He deserves so much better. 
 
    I debated on telling Jenny my secret—that the Alpha is my mate and that he doesn’t know. But as I see her watery eyes, I know the only thing I should do is wrap an arm around her shoulder. 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon 
 
    As Mason escorts the rogue out of my office, I get a nagging feeling in my heart. I dismiss it, convincing myself that it is only my disgust for outsiders. 
 
    She had the audacity to gasp at my face. Doesn’t she know that offending an Alpha can get her killed? And then she spoke without permission. I’m not sure who she thinks she is, but I will not have that in my pack. She will work as an Omega, punishment for her bluntness and intrusion. Mason is soft when it comes to women. If it weren’t for him, she’d be in the cells or, perhaps, killed. 
 
    I shake my head and move to walk back to my seat, bumping into the corner of the desk. I let out a loud hiss as the sharp edge breaks skin. “Damn it!” I scream, slamming a fist down on the table. It rumbles under the impact, threatening to break. I let out a growl and plop down in my seat, dropping my head in my hands. 
 
    Four long years and there has barely been any progress. I have no sense of where I am. It is hard when my wolf has abandoned me. After the attack and losing my sight, my wolf retreated into the darkest parts of my soul. I haven’t been able to shift since that night. Now, I am weak and clumsy. 
 
    I heard the only way to get your wolf back is to find your mate. When you find her, the wolf will resurface for we gain power when we are together. 
 
    So, when the rogue said she was my mate, despite the flutter of hope, I knew she was wrong. My wolf would have made an appearance. He would have come back to me, but instead, that is not the case. I am yet again left mateless. 
 
    Mason, what is the rogue’s name? I grumble. I need to know, to jot her down in our registry. I grasp the paper to my left, my thumb running over the Braille on the bottom indicating it was the list of pack members. I run my hand down, feeling the indents of all the handwritten names. When they end, I bring my pen up to write, Lana Marie Pierce. 
 
    My stomach churns as I write her name, but I ignore the feeling, dropping the pen down. 
 
    Why can’t the Moon Goddess grant me some sort of happiness? Haven’t I suffered enough? What more do I need to do until I can have my beautiful mate? A mate I will never be able to see… 
 
    I feel tears roll down my cheeks as I cry for my family. I cry for my murdered mother, my mad, deceased father, my struggling sister. I cry for my mate who, if she ever comes, will have to deal with a monster and abomination like me.
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    Chapter 3 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 19, 2014 
 
    As the annoying beeping of the alarm beside my bed blares through my room, all I want to do is deliver a silver dagger into my heart. Who wakes up at five o’clock? It’s pure torture! 
 
    I moan and slap my hand on the clock, hoping to break it in the process. I roll out of bed and place my feet on the cool wooden floors. I drop my head into my hands and can’t help but wonder if Landon is awake yet. 
 
    Landon… My beautiful mate is so pained and troubled. Why can’t you sense that I am here? I’m here, and I’m never going to leave you. I’ll wait for you for as long as it takes. I promise. 
 
    I dress in casual clothes, pulling on dark blue skinny jeans and a plain black t-shirt. I throw my hair up in a messy ponytail and finish with a pair of sneakers. This was my everyday attire. I have never had anything nicer than a floral blouse. 
 
    Leaving my room, I see Jenny leaning against the wall across from my door. She smiles at me, and I am thankful she is wearing clothes similar to mine. I don’t want to be the odd one out. Jenny links her arm with me and pulls me back the way Blondie led me until we reach the kitchen. 
 
    The house is silent apart from soft clatters in the kitchen. Everyone is still asleep. 
 
    Landon is asleep. 
 
    I wonder what he looks like… 
 
    Does he sleep shirtless? In his boxers? My wolf purrs with passion and lust, wanting nothing more than to drag me into his room. I almost rip my arm from Jenny and go to do just that, but a soft, assertive voice stops me. 
 
    “You must be Lana. I’m Meggy.” Meggy is a short, thin, elegant lady. From the looks of it, she is in her forties. She has choppy, shoulder-length, black hair, and bright hazel eyes. Her skin is a beautiful olive color. She gives me a soft smile and pats my arm like a loving grandmother would. “Don’t worry. It’s your first day. We’ll go slow.” 
 
    I wanted to tell her not to bother. I have been making breakfast for a pack since I was seven. I know how this works. But I just offer her a smile and a nod of my head. “Thank you.” 
 
    Meggy and Jenny lead me into the kitchen where I see two other girls working, making what looks like pancakes. What time does the pack wake up? If they’re making pancakes now, it will only take a few minutes for them to be cold. 
 
    “Lana, this is Rachel.” Meggy motions to a short-haired brunette who was flipping a pancake. She looks over her shoulder to offer a smile before she gets back to work. “And this is Tami.” Tami has auburn hair and hazel eyes. She has a fragile look to her, and I’m not offended when she doesn’t welcome me. “Can you set the pancakes on the kitchen table, sweetheart?” Meggy hands me a plate stacked high with pancakes, and I fight back the urge to devour them all. 
 
    I take the plate back out to the kitchen table, placing it in the center. I see someone enter from the corner of my eye, and Blondie comes to stand beside me. He grabs my arm, and I flinch. His touch is soft as he skims the bruise he left there. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispers. I look up at him with shock. He’s sorry? Why? He had every right to grab my arm like that. 
 
    I nod my head as he offers me a small smile. Two girls, around the age of ten, walk in from coming down the stairs. They are giggling, pushing each other. 
 
    “Good morning, miss!” The dark-haired one says. She smiles up at me, her baby blue eyes shining. Her cheeks have a tint of pink in them. She was nothing but a doll. “I’m Natalie.” Natalie… Landon’s baby sister. 
 
    “Good morning, young lady.” I bend over, so I am more to her eye level. “My name is Lana.” She smiles wider and then bumps the other girl’s shoulder. 
 
    “I’m Sarah,” Sarah replies in a quiet voice. She must be shy. Her long golden hair covers most of her face as she ducks her head down. I smile. She is definitely Blondie’s sister. The resemblance is uncanny. 
 
    I stand up straight to look at Blondie watching us. His eyes are intense as if he is waiting for me to attack them. My back goes rigid as I turn and stalk into the kitchen. Meggy is waiting for me. “Careful with Natalie. She will talk your ear off and get you in trouble in the process.” Omegas are always working. We hardly have time for a break. Spending time with Natalie will be taking time away from my duties and will call for a punishment. 
 
    I grab the plate of sausage and bacon, taking it back out into the dining area. I stop cold when I see Landon now sitting at the table with Natalie telling him a story. All he does is smile, his attention fully on her. My heart swells with pride. There is nothing more attractive than seeing a man’s easy rapport with a child. Before I could get in trouble, I walk over and set the plate of bacon down.  
 
    “Thank you, Lana!” Natalie chirps. I look at her with a shocked expression. This little girl has such kindness in her heart. I hope nothing takes it away from her. 
 
    I nod my head and turn to leave. 
 
    “Lana.” I stop cold at the voice of my mate, containing my low growl that wants to slip out. Hearing him say my name sends chills down my spine. Say it again... 
 
    “Yes, Alpha?” 
 
    “I apologize for my behavior yesterday.” I open my mouth to speak, but when I see that he is about to continue, I bite my tongue. “Natalie seems to take a liking towards you. You will be her Omega, you will answer when she calls, and you will do whatever she pleases. No questions asked. Understood?” His voice is thick, final. The raw power that seeps from him has me swelling with pride. My mate is strong. 
 
    “Understood, Alpha.”  
 
    Landon waves me off, and I hurry back into the kitchen where I lean against the counter and let out a sigh. I was so close to jumping his bones right then and there! 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon 
 
    As Lana leaves the room, I catch a whiff of her scent—lilacs and cedar wood. The scent has my head spinning; I’ve never smelled something so lovely. Why is this woman causing my mind to wander? All I can think about is what she looks like. Is she tall or short? Does she have blonde hair or is it dark? Is it long, curly? What color are her eyes? 
 
    I sigh, no matter how much I wonder, I will never be able to see for myself. 
 
    “Blonde,” Natalie whispers over to me. “Green eyes. About five feet, eight inches. Her smile lights up the room.” I hear Mason stop eating, and I feel his eyes on me. But I ignore him, turning to my sister. 
 
    “She sounds lovely.” 
 
    “She’s an angel, Landon,” Natalie says, her voice soft and sweet. Natalie always thought the best of people. She always sees the good, never has anything bad to say. 
 
    Why are you interested in the rogue? Mason shoots to me. I tense, not liking his tone. For some reason, it angered me with how he spoke about her. 
 
    “It angers me when I can’t see the people I talk to. I wish to know what they look like.” I snap. The room falls silent, and I push away from the table, getting to my feet. 
 
    “Landon…” Natalie calls, placing a hand on my arm. I pull away from her and leave the kitchen table. I don’t understand why I am angry. Why do I care what Mason says about Lana? She is nothing but a rogue, an outsider. 
 
    I walk outside and breathe in the fresh air. I wish I could summon my wolf, morph and run until my heart explodes. I am done living in this cruel world. I am done walking around, fearful of the next object I am to run into. I am sick and tired of being weak, of feeling helpless. 
 
    I am not the Alpha this pack needs. I am not the Alpha I wanted to be. The day will come when this pack is attacked, and I will be helpless to stop it.
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    Chapter 4 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 23, 2014 
 
    I whisk the eggs together quickly, glancing at the clock to see that everyone will be up and ready to eat in five minutes. Tami is flipping pancakes while Jenny and Meggy are setting up the plates and cups. Rachel has her day off, and I’m sure she is sleeping in her fill. 
 
    I lay a portion of the eggs onto the skillet and then sprinkle cheese, cut ham and bacon of the egg mix. Once it sets, I flip half of the omelet, waiting for the eggs to cook fully. I then plate it and move on to the next one, adding peppers for Mason. 
 
    Mason likes peppers with his omelet, Landon gets onions and peppers and the two girls like them plain, with cheese, ham, and bacon. 
 
    Tami puts two pancakes on Mason’s and Landon’s plate and one on Natalie’s and Sarah’s. I balance all four on my arms and walk out to the dining area where they are patiently waiting. I only hope they haven’t been sitting for long. 
 
    I place the appropriate plates in front of everyone, sparing a glance at Landon. He is wearing loose pajama pants and a baggy hoodie. His hair is disheveled with patterns from his pillow on his cheeks. He has just woken up and looks insanely beautiful. 
 
    “Thank you, Lana.” I direct my attention to Natalie, hoping she didn’t catch me checking out her brother. 
 
    “You’re welcome. Enjoy.” I bow my head slightly and walk back into the kitchen, my pulse racing. I take a few calming breaths and lean against the counter. 
 
    Meggy walks up to me with a plate of the spare food. I nibble on the pancakes, but my appetite seems lost to me. My stomach is churning. I still haven’t come up with an idea of how to approach Landon and tell him who I am. 
 
    I am also scared that he won’t believe me, that he will either cast me out or even kill me. I can’t help but be frustrated with the situation I am in. 
 
    While they are eating their breakfast, I rush up the stairs to put Natalie’s room back together. I make her bed, toss her dirty clothes into a basket, and even clean her bathroom. Once I am done, I lay out a cute outfit that consists of jeans, a hunter green long sleeve shirt, and a blazer.  
 
    As I gather her basket full of dirty clothes, Natalie enters and smiles at me. “Hey, Lana.” I return her smile and nod my head. 
 
    “How are you doing this morning?” I ask her, propping the basket on my hip as I turn my full attention to her. In the safety of her bedroom, we are free to talk… as we do every morning. I always keep in mind to leave the conversations short; I have duties to attend to. 
 
    “Great. Sarah and I are going to town to shop for some dresses. Would you mind coming with us? I told Landon… You are relieved of all your other duties for the day.” I look at Natalie for a moment before I slowly nod my head. 
 
    Shopping with the girls sounds a lot better than doing laundry and scrubbing the floors. 
 
    When we arrive at the nearest mall, I keep in proximity of the girls who are running from store to store. They are trying on every dress in sight, giggling and joking the entire time. I try to enjoy the moment, but all I can think about is how my mate is back at the house. And soon, I will have to tell him the truth. And I may not make it out alive. 
 
    That scares me more than anything… I might meet my death by the hands of my own mate. 
 
    “Lana, look at this dress!” I turn my attention back to Natalie who holds up a beautiful baby blue dress. It is a simple summer dress with a halter top. It gathers at the waist and flares out to meet the top of the knees. 
 
    “It’s really pretty,” I say, nodding my head in approval. 
 
    “Good. Because I’m buying it for you.”
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    Chapter 5 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 25, 2014 
 
    Finally, my day off. 
 
    I lie in my bed, staring up at the ceiling as I take a deep breath. All I want to do is sleep the day away. I am so tired, I haven’t been getting that much sleep recently. I wake up every morning at five and don’t go to bed until eleven. Six hours of sleep doesn’t cut it! 
 
    Working with Natalie is easy. I wake up, help with breakfast, and while she is eating, I go to her room. I run her bath, help pick out an outfit, fix her hair… She is a sweetheart. She is kind, and if I end up picking out an outfit she doesn’t like or braid her hair in the wrong way, she gently tells me so. I knew she wasn’t the customary Alpha daughter. Anyone could see she has a heart of gold. 
 
    On my days off from taking care of Natalie, Rachel fills in. 
 
    The door to my room opens, and Jenny walks in, looking like the dead. She drops on the bed next to me, and we both lie down in silence. Jenny has become my closest friend here in the last seven days. She answers any questions I may have about the pack, Landon, Natalie or herself. 
 
    “I love having Saturday’s off.” I smile and look over at her.  
 
    “Are you ever going to tell me what’s preoccupying you?” Her eyes are closed yet a small smirk is on her lips. I roll my eyes and look away. I knew I was obvious. Whenever I see Landon or even hear his name, I go off to La La land. 
 
    “I don’t think you’ll believe me.” 
 
    “I already believe you. You saying that ensures that I will believe you.” I let out a sigh and count to three. On three, I am just going to say it. One… Two… Three— 
 
    “Alpha Landon is my mate.” 
 
    Jenny sits bolt up and looks down at me with wide eyes. I stare at her, waiting to hear her laugh or tell me I was wrong. But she just stares. I can nearly see the wheels turning in her head. 
 
    “How come you’re an Omega then? Did he reject you?” I feel my stomach drop at the thought. 
 
    If Landon was to reject me, I am sure I wouldn’t be able to manage. He is my sole reason for living. I escaped to find him. I have nothing without him. “No. He can’t see me. Our souls can’t connect. I don’t know how to get him to realize that I am his mate. I don’t know if a simple touch will do it or marking him. I don’t know. But it kills me to sit back and watch as he torments himself non-stop.” 
 
    Jenny gnaws on her bottom lip as she nods her head. “Okay, well then we need to plan a way for you to touch him without it being questionable. Maybe you can bump into him…” 
 
    “Bump into a blind man? That is cruel.” 
 
    Jenny lets out a sigh and throws her arms in the air. “What else can you do? You don’t want it to be obvious. Oh! Why don’t you fall in front of him and hurt yourself? He’ll help you up and—” Jenny shuts up when she sees the look on my face. Really? Fall in front of him? This isn’t some 1940s cheesy movie. And if I’m trying to avoid being obvious, then falling in front of him most definitely shouldn’t have crossed her mind. 
 
    I roll out of bed and run my fingers through my hair in frustration. “It is gnawing at my heart to just sit here and not do anything. I would have wanted him to fight for us. Don’t you think the best option is to just go and talk to him?” I look over my shoulder at Jenny. Her mouth drops open, and before she can respond, I get to my feet. I pull on my nicest outfit, the blue dress that Natalie gave me. 
 
    I know he can’t see me, but I feel it would be rude to dress inadequately when presenting such news to your mate. I throw my hair up into a messy bun and cast one last look at Jenny before I strut out of my room. I follow the hallway that leads to the kitchen, and I see Natalie sitting at the kitchen table. She smiles at me. 
 
    “Lana, hi!” She waves as if I were across the room. I walk over to her and give her a gentle hug. “What are you doing up so early?” 
 
    I shrug. I’ve been so used to waking up at five that six is the latest I can sleep in. As I look at the smiling Natalie, I raise an eyebrow as I wonder if she would be willing to help me. But that would mean I’d have to tell her my secret… Could she keep it? What if she does help, and the plan doesn’t work? Would she tell the members of the pack? They would look at me with disdain… That I am the Alpha’s mate, and he hasn’t accepted me. 
 
    “I just have something to do,” I say.  
 
    Natalie stands up from her seat and then pushes it in under the table. She takes a big gulp of orange juice and then turns to smile up at me. “Awesome, let’s go!” She grabs my hand. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘let’s go’?” I ask, following her as she takes us towards Landon’s office. What is she doing? 
 
    “Let’s go tell Landon. You’re mates!” I dig my heels into the ground, stopping us both. She looks up at me with a confused expression. 
 
    How did she know? There’s no way she could have heard my thoughts, I’m not officially part of this pack. I haven’t spoken too loud to Jenny, have I? “How did you find out?” 
 
    Natalie rolls her eyes and crosses her arms. “Do you know how many romance books I read? How many romance movies I watch? You look at my brother like a love-sick puppy. And let’s be honest… One doesn’t just fall in love with someone so quickly, especially not with my brother.” I glare at her. How could she say that? Her brother is nothing but kind. He saved her life. Sure, he is a little gruff and rough around the edges, but I know he has a good heart. “So, follow my lead!” 
 
    She turns and skips into her brother’s office, pulling open the big oak French doors. Shouldn’t she knock first?  
 
    “Hello, Natalie.” I hear Landon say. I smile, this must be a normal occurrence. He must know that whoever walks in unannounced is his sister. 
 
    “Hello, big brother.” She walks over, and he leans back in his seat, turning and opening his arms to her. She gives him a hug, and they hold on to each other for a few seconds. “I have something I need to tell you.” Natalie waves me over. 
 
    Landon lets out a groan. “Natalie, you can’t keep bringing home friends from neighboring packs! It’s dangerous.” I feel my eyes widen. Natalie leaves the pack territory to visit neighboring packs? Isn’t that a little dangerous for her? 
 
    “Please, Lanny! It’s nothing like that.” 
 
    I press my lips together to keep from laughing. Landon seems to relax, and I let out a soft giggle. She shoots me a glare, pressing her pointer finger to her lips to signal for me to keep quiet.  
 
    “Fine. What is it you want to tell me?” Landon asks. 
 
    “Hmm…” Natalie gives me a shrug as she says, “I found your mate.” My eyes widen. What? Landon lets out a low growl, getting to his feet. He stands tall behind his desk, showing off his true strength. Even without his wolf, Landon is intimidating. 
 
    “What did you just say?” Landon asks. Natalie nods even though Landon cannot see her. “I’d sense her, Natalie…” Landon’s eyebrows come together before he frowns and sighs. “Who is it?” I hear a sense of hopefulness in his voice. 
 
    Natalie nudges me forward, and I stumble towards Landon, stopping a few feet away. His eyebrows come together in confusion as he tilts his head to the side as if to catch a whisper. 
 
    I tentatively lift my hand, reaching out to grab his own. 
 
    What if it doesn’t work? What if he doesn’t feel our connection? Will he grow angry at me for claiming to be mates a second time? 
 
    I suddenly grab hold of his hand. Shocks shoot up my arm, and I close my eyes, hoping, praying that he feels this as well. My heart races, beating at the speed of a hummingbird’s wings. The hair stands up at the back of my neck and my arms. 
 
    I hear a low growl, and I tense, pulling my hand away from him. No. He doesn’t feel it. 
 
    His hand closes in around mine, and I gasp at his strength. I watch as his shoulders rise and fall, his breathing becoming heavy. 
 
    He’s outraged. I’m nothing but an Omega, and my actions have angered him. I shouldn’t be in his office uninvited, no matter if Natalie brought me. I’m off duty, and my place is to stay out of his way. 
 
    “Mine.” His voice is low, and his words are a surprise. What did he just say? He pulls me into his arms and holds tightly, dipping his head to nuzzle into the crook of my neck. I feel tears well in my eyes as I hold onto him, fisting his shirt into my hands. “I’ve found you.” A smile plays on my lips as I nod my head. 
 
    “Technically, I found you. I stumbled into your land.” 
 
    Landon grabs my biceps and pushes me back. He holds me at arms-length before he reaches up and traces the features of my face. 
 
    “Lana…” I lean into his hand, closing my eyes as pure bliss overcomes me. “You told me, and I didn’t believe you.” 
 
    I see Natalie slip out of the room when I peel my eyes open. I mouth a thank you to her before I step closer to my mate, cupping his left cheek in my hand. “You’re so beautiful,” I whisper, running my thumb along his cheek bones. Landon tenses under my touch, and I fear I may have crossed the line. 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon 
 
    “You’re so beautiful.” Her warm hand caresses my cheek. I can’t believe I found her. My lovely mate. She is so delicate as she traces the contours of my face. 
 
    She has been right under my nose all this time. And I couldn’t sense her. 
 
    But when she placed her hand in mine, and our skin touched, it was as if something had awakened within me. I heard the familiar voice of my wolf growling out, mate. All my senses returned—my powerful hearing, my excellent sense of smell. At that moment, I didn’t mind that I didn’t have my sight. 
 
    I have something so much better. I have my mate, my other half. I listen to the quick beating of her heart. I breathe in her lilac and cedar wood scent. She’s perfect. And all mine. 
 
    “Natalie told me you’re blonde with green eyes.” 
 
    Lana lets out a broken laugh, and I frown before I smell salt. I reach up and follow the curve of her cheeks to brush her tears away. Why is she crying? She leans into my hand again, pressing a kiss to the inside of my palm. 
 
    “Yes,” she confirms. I can’t see her; I must paint a picture of her in my mind. 
 
    “I want to know everything about you,” I tell her. I grab her hand and lead her to the bench that is pushed off to the side of the office, in front of my large windows. I sit down and hold her in my arms, listening to the soft flutter of her heart. I close my eyes, accepting the darkness for the first time. I am content just listening to her breathe and the sound of her heart. They’re the most beautiful sounds that have reached my ears. 
 
    “There’s nothing to know. I left my pack to find you, and I did.” A smile plays on my lips, and I swell with pride. She went searching for me. She left her pack to come find me. “That’s it. Your turn.” She closes off. It sets me on edge for a moment, but I push the feeling away. She will open up in time. 
 
    “My parents are dead. I became Alpha when I was sixteen. I’m blind—” Lana pulls away, cutting me off. I drop my arms from around her only for her to place her hand on my right pectoral. 
 
    “That isn’t who you are, Landon. Your parents, your status, and your blindness doesn’t define you.” Her hand is on my chest, over my heart. “This. This defines you. You’re the man who saved his sister and his pack. You’re the man who has overcome so much.” 
 
    I grab her hand in mine, giving it a tight squeeze. How wrong she is. I am no longer that man. I have done many things that I regret. But how do I go about telling her? 
 
    I fear telling Lana who I truly am, what I’ve done will only scare her away. I am not about to lose her, not when I just found her. It may be selfish, but I don’t think I can live without her. And I’m not about to chance it. Not yet.
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    Chapter 6 
 
    Lana 
 
    February 25, 2014 
 
    “You should have slapped me,” Landon says. I laugh, walking around Landon’s office as he lies on the bench. He has an arm thrown over his eyes, holding a peaceful aura around him. I take in all the books that are on the shelves, finding a few of my favorites. I grab Jack London’s Call of the Wild and tuck it under my arm. 
 
    We have spent the last few hours talking. Whether it is about how our day has gone so far or how our childhood was, we just spend the time getting to know each other. 
 
    Landon told me about his family when he was younger, how happy they were. He was really close with his father. They would spend days hunting, running, or just watching football together. Caleb Matthews was very sarcastic, as Landon says. His mother, Amy was gentle and the peacemaker. She would always work with the Omega’s and help make breakfast for her family. And Natalie hasn’t changed one bit. 
 
    I told Landon about my parents and brother, how close we were. I told him about the loss of the Luna and her daughter, but I didn’t tell him about Alpha Castor’s abuse. I know it will infuriate him, and that isn’t how I want to spend our first day. 
 
    “You don’t know how many different scenarios Jenny and I thought of. There was bumping into you, falling very dramatically in front of you, awkwardly touching your hand…” I laugh and take a peek at the papers on his desk. I look to see the pack registry, smiling at my name written neatly at the bottom. I notice the Braille at the bottom and top of each paper. Landon does all this by himself? 
 
    “Jenny Olsen knows?” he asks. 
 
    My eyes flicker over to him, and I wonder if I made a mistake... Is she not allowed to know? Why wouldn’t she? She’s my best friend at this pack and would find out, eventually. “Yeah…?” 
 
    Landon sits up and drops his head into his hands, letting out a groan of frustration. 
 
    “Was I not supposed to?” I walk over, setting the book down on the desk as I squat in front of him. I grab his hands, bringing them away from his face and holding them tightly in my own. 
 
    “Omegas aren’t to be trusted with information so personal.” His words are a dagger to my heart. Has he forgotten that I am an Omega? 
 
    I let out a sigh and moved to sit beside him on the bench. “Omegas have just as much of a right to be trusted as Betas.” Landon turns his head in my direction, his eyebrows pulling together. I can’t help but see the disagreement clear on his face. “I’ve been an Omega my whole life.” 
 
    Landon lets out a sigh, reaching for my hand. His fingers trail down my left arm until it rests on my hand. “That’s not the same.” 
 
    “No, it is, though. If I weren’t your mate, I’d be nothing but an Omega. You wouldn’t believe a word I say or put any trust in me. So, if you can trust me now, then you can trust all the other Omegas as well.” I lift his hand and press a kiss to his knuckles. I stare into his beautiful hazy eyes. They hold such gentleness and wonder. 
 
    The man who slashed his face is aiming for his eyes. The three claw marks start from the top left of his forehead and move down until they reach his right cheek. Two of the marks run over his eyes, permanently blinding him. 
 
    I reach my free hand up and trace the marks. The rigid scars should revolt me and make my stomach churn. But all I see is beauty. 
 
    Landon grabs my wrist, leaning his head away from my touch. “You’re right.” 
 
    I curl my hand into a fist, straightening my back. I get to my feet, giving a tug on his hand. He follows as I lead him out of the office. Blondie, who is sitting at the kitchen table, turns his attention to me. He jumps to his feet, knocking his chair down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asks. Landon pulls me to him, holding a hand out to Blondie, stopping him in his tracks. “Alpha?” 
 
    “Easy, Mason,” Landon says, continuing our route to the backyard. I look over my shoulder at Blondie to see him watching us with intense eyes. He is a loyal Beta. He would never allow any harm to come to his best friend. “What are we doing out here?” Landon asks once we’re standing on the turf. 
 
    I tug on his shirt, lifting it over his head. I peek down at his tone chest, thin abdomen, and defined six pack of abs. “I want to go for a run.” 
 
    “Lana, I haven’t shifted in four years.” I look at him with a confused expression. “I didn’t just lose my eyesight. I lost my wolf as well. It hasn’t made an appearance since that day.” He offers me a smile as he shoves his hands in the pockets of his jeans. The muscle cords of his arms tighten, making my mouth water. 
 
    “I think it’s time you let him out, Landon. He’s been hidden for four years; he needs to run. If you don’t, he will get irritated, and he could make an appearance at an unlikely time.” 
 
    Landon doesn’t respond, just stares at me. Or… he would be if he could. I start to wonder if I said something wrong. 
 
    “You’re wise for someone who is eighteen years old.” I grimace, crossing my arms. I feel much older than eighteen. I have to be an adult at the age of seven. I’ve taken care of myself for as long as I could remember. 
 
    Landon lets out a sigh and then nods his head. I watch as he relaxes his body and closes his eyes. I watch his hands slowly crack and morph into paws. His shoulders hunch, and he lets out a moan, leaning forward. He falls to his hands and knees as his bones pop and reform into the body of a wolf. His pants rip off him, and he soon stands in front of me as a white wolf. I smile, he is beautiful. 
 
    Landon lifts his head, and I gasp, jumping back. Beautiful cobalt blue eyes stare back at me.  
 
    “Oh, my Goddess.” 
 
    Landon stares at me and this time, he stares at me. His eyes shift up and down, taking me in. That’s not possible. I watch as tear rolls down his furry cheek as he lifts his head and howls. 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon 
 
    As my wolf takes its form, the first thing I notice is how good it feels to be in this form again. Four years is too long to be separated from my wolf. 
 
    I peel open my eyes, expecting the inevitable darkness. However, I am met with light, undeniable light. I lift my head to look at the woman standing in front of me. I take in her black and white appearance, seeing her beautiful soft face looking down at me. Her blonde hair curls at her shoulders, her piercing eyes penetrating my own. Her skin is flawless, and even though I can’t see color, I know she is tan. I feel a tear roll down my cheek. 
 
    I have never seen anything so beautiful in my entire life. I don’t care if I never see again. Catching a glimpse of her just once is all I need. 
 
    I lift my head and howl, thanking the Moon Goddess for granting me this gift. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lana  
 
    Landon spent the rest of the day and even the next one in wolf form. I do not think I have ever seen someone last that long, solely because of their own choosing. But he has spent the last four years without his wolf, and I know he is pleased to have his companion back. 
 
    Between the two of us, however, it is slightly awkward. I know Landon is frustrated with his disability. He wishes to look upon his sister and me whenever he wishes. The taste he had gotten is a tease. 
 
    I can still see a sense of his cold personality within him. When he is alone in his office, I hear him slam his fist down on the table while screaming out in anger. I would then walk in, and as if a light switch, his personality flips. He will apologize and then, resume his work with me by his side. 
 
    Landon has spent the last four years pushing people away, apart from Natalie and Mason. Now, he is trying to make room for me. I can tell it is hard. Most of the day, Landon is working a job that is hard for Alpha’s who can see. I do not blame him for hardly having time to breathe. But with my help, it seems to me that pressure is lifting off Landon’s shoulders a bit. Now, whenever he has free time, he spends it with me. 
 
    He asks me many questions, wanting to know about my family, my past and my dreams for the future. He even asked why I was on the run, but I managed to skirt passed it without Landon being disappointed. I do not want him to know of my past… Of what Alpha Castor did to me. He will grow angry, and right now, I am trying to keep that emotion far from Landon. 
 
    I have spoken with Natalie and Mason, both telling me that the anger within Landon come solely from his own self-hatred. They tell me part of it comes from the way his father treated him. Caleb Matthews treated his son like dirt; so much so that Landon had begun to view himself as such. 
 
    It is my job now, as Landon’s mate and the Shadow Pack’s Luna, to change Landon’s opinion on himself. I don’t exactly know how I am to do so, for I have never loved or cared anyone other than myself before. But I am not going to give up. 
 
    “Lana.” I am lifted from my thoughts by the sound of my mate’s voice. I turn my eyes away from the window. I am currently curled up on the cushioned bench with Call of the Wild completely forgotten on my lap. 
 
    “Yes?” I ask, rising to walk toward the desk. I watch the expressions on Landon’s face shift. First, they are concerned for he must have called my name numerous times. Then, they briefly morph into relief and finally settle with tranquility. Landon leans forward and rests his head in his hands. I place a gentle hand on his back, feeling his taut muscles slightly loosening with the contact. 
 
    “I’m boring you. You should go find Natalie and Jenny… Go shopping, or whatever it is girls do,” Landon grumbles. 
 
    My eyebrows pull together in mock offense but remember he cannot see my expressions, as I can see his. Landon is distraught. He is pained by this weight upon his shoulders, and he doesn’t know how to get rid of it. 
 
    Instead of heeding his suggestion, I walk around the desk to grab one of the two chairs and carry it back to Landon’s side. Landon tilts his head, listening to my movements, and I see his lips quirk into a smile as I set my chair beside him. 
 
    “Lana, you really do not need to do this. Pack business… It’s overbearing.” Landon twirls a pen with his finger, an anxious fidget. 
 
    I reach forward and place my hand over his own, ceasing his actions. Landon softly sighs. “It doesn’t have to be. If we do it together, it won’t be as tasking,” I suggest, biting my bottom in hopes he won’t cast me aside. I do not want to be the typical Alpha and Luna. 
 
    I do not want to tend to the women and children, only. I want to help my ailing mate with whatever is troubling him. 
 
    “You’re sure?” Landon asks, a hint of hope within his tone. 
 
    I smile, gathering his hand and lifting it to place a kiss to his knuckles. “You’re stuck with me, Alpha. Now, what needs to be done?”
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    Chapter 7 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 4, 2014 
 
    I sit on my bed, looking at the desk that holds letters I’ve written to my brother. I have thought about sending them to let him know I’m okay. But sending out these letters will trace Castor right to the Shadow Pack. And with Castor, there is always an assembly of wolves behind him. I will not bring any more death to this pack. 
 
    It has been a week since I told Landon about us being mates. He asked me to stay in his room with him, and even though the invitation is very welcoming, I wasn’t ready. I asked to stay in the Omega wing so I could be with Jenny. He wasn’t too thrilled with the idea but eventually gave in. 
 
    We are yet to make it official. We haven’t told the pack that I am his mate, and he hasn’t marked me. He has set the date for tomorrow at four in the afternoon. I knew that meant I would have to move into his room. Two mates sleeping in separate rooms is uncommon, and it sends a bad message to the members of the pack. They need strong Alphas who work together. Sharing different rooms would cause them to think we aren’t willing to be a pair. 
 
    I admit I am troubled by the fact of leaving this room. I have grown up living in rooms like these; having one as nice as an Alpha suite will overwhelm me. I’ll be afraid of breaking something or leaving a smudge on the comforter. 
 
    I exit my room, wearing sweat pants and one of Landon’s plain black t-shirts. It is a little big for me but not to the point where I looked like a bag lady. My hair is braided to the side, and I decide to not bother with make-up. There’s no one I’m trying to impress, not when I am happy with Landon. 
 
    Landon is sitting at the kitchen table when I enter. His head turns in my direction, and I stop to wrap an arm around his shoulders. He grabs my waist and lifts me, so I am sitting sideways on his left leg. I hope I’m not hurting him, but as he smiles, I conclude that I’m not. 
 
    “Good morning.” I press a soft kiss to his lips. 
 
    “Good morning, Lana.” Landon then pulls his eyebrows together. He leans forward and presses his nose into my shoulder. What is he doing? Do I smell bad? I tighten, trying to remember if I took a shower last night. Of course, I did. Did I not put deodorant on? Maybe my perfume is too strong. Landon lets out a low growl and then presses his lips to mine in a hard kiss. My heart accelerates as I tangle my fingers into his hair, holding him prisoner as he dominates my mouth. His tongue skims across my bottom lip, causing me to part my lips for him. His hands hold my waist tight, pulling me close to his chest. 
 
    He turns his head, pressing his lips to the crook of my neck. “You have no idea how sexy it is that you’re wearing my shirt.” 
 
    I blush and bury my face into his shoulder, a smile playing on my lips. So maybe I stole his shirt while doing the laundry without his permission. It’s not that big of a deal. He surely doesn’t seem to mind, and neither do I. I love having his scent surround me. It helps me sleep. 
 
    “You don’t know how peaceful it is falling asleep in this shirt,” I tell him, closing my eyes. We sit like that for a while, listening to each other’s heartbeats. I almost fall asleep to the sound. I’m exhausted from waking up so early. Why does he wake up at six every morning? He has the luxury of sleeping in till noon. 
 
    Everyone gets up this early. It’s as if they are unable to sleep past six thirty. If I had a say in it, I’d sleep until eight. 
 
    Blondie walks into the kitchen, giving me a soft smile. I sit up, moving to get off Landon. It is inappropriate to be with my mate so intimately in front of our pack members. But Landon doesn’t seem to agree for he tightens his arms around me and squishes me against his chest. 
 
    “Morning, Mason,” he says to his best friend. Mason sits on Landon’s right, sending me a wink. 
 
    “Morning, Landon, Lana.” 
 
    I grin, running my fingernails up and down the back of Landon’s neck. 
 
    “You look like you just woke up,” he says to me. 
 
    I grimace, sticking my tongue out at him. “Pajamas are comfortable. Plus, it’s my day off.” I shrug. 
 
    Mason raises an eyebrow before he takes a sip of the black coffee Tami placed in front of him. I give her a smile, and she nods her head, hurrying back to the kitchen. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll have to get used to this then since every day after tomorrow will be your day off.” 
 
    My hand stills, and I look at him with confusion. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    Mason’s mouth falls open as he stares at me, complete fear and guilt. I look over at Landon, wondering what Mason meant. 
 
    “You’ll become my Luna. You will no longer take up the tasks you did as an Omega.” 
 
    I shake my head and push away from him slightly. He loosens his hold, letting out a sigh. He knows he’s picked an ugly fight with me. 
 
    I don’t want to stop doing my chores around the house. I need to do my part. “I’m still an Omega, Landon. I don’t just become an Alpha because of a mating bond. I want to do my share around here.” 
 
    Landon tilts his head to Mason, giving him a look that says “I am going to murder you.” Mason presses his lips together, trying to hide his grin. 
 
    “Lana, you will take up different jobs, such as helping me with pack matters.” I frown as he says this. Yes, I’d love to help him in any way that I can, but his mother helped make breakfast every morning. I want to be the kind of Luna she was. 
 
    “My friendships with Jenny, Tami, Rachel, and Meggy are important to me. I want to be the Luna that doesn’t create a line between Omega and Alpha. I will take up my new duties as Luna, but I also want to help with breakfast and laundry. I want to be the Luna your mother was.” 
 
    Landon doesn’t say anything for a while, and I give Blondie a look. He gives me a nod and a thumb up. 
 
    “Okay. But if it becomes too much for you, Lana, I want you to drop the Omega jobs and just focus on your Luna ones. Deal?” 
 
    I nod my head and lean down to press a kiss to his scarred cheek. He always tenses when I touch his scars. I know he doesn’t like people touching them. I guess it reminds him that they’re there. I find them beautiful, and I wouldn’t change a thing about his appearance. 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    Jenny walks out of the kitchen holding a plate filled with pancakes. She gives me a smile. 
 
    “Hey, Jenny,” I say. Her eyes widen slightly, opening her mouth and not knowing what to say. 
 
    “Good morning, Luna?” Her eyebrow quirks with question, and I laugh. 
 
    “It’s just Lana, Jenny.” Landon tenses underneath me, and I place a kiss on his temple before I slide off him. Jenny eyes him cautiously. 
 
    “Thank you, Jenny,” Blondie says, waving his hand to dismiss her. I glare over at him. What was that for? Jenny bows her head and hurries back into the kitchen. 
 
    I cross my arms and look at him questionably, waiting for him to explain. He has no right to be so cruel to her. And he most definitely shouldn’t have cut off our conversation like that. 
 
    “What was that?” I ask. Blondie lifts his head so our eyes meet. 
 
    “Nothing.” His tone is clipped, and I look over to see Landon with his head in his hands. He massages his temples, trying to wish away a bad headache. 
 
    “Landon?” I place a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Ever since I got my wolf back, all the pack’s thoughts have been swarming through my mind. I used to only be able to link with Mason and Natalie. Now, it’s everyone, and I can’t organize their thoughts. And when I hear what she thinks of me—” he cuts off, grinding his teeth. “I can’t help but hear them. It’s as if all the thoughts I’ve missed in the four years are swarming back in.” 
 
    I squint. I’ve never heard of something like that. Wolves are always capable of blocking out thoughts from pack members, especially Omega’s thoughts. 
 
    I sit down in the seat beside him and place my hands over his. He turns his hands over to grasp my fingers lightly. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t want to trouble you with something like this. I am sure it will become easier in just a few days.” He lifts our joint hands to his lips, placing the briefest of kisses to my knuckles. 
 
    Landon stands from the table and without a word, he walks off towards his office. I watch how his hands clench into fists at his side, how his back is rigid. 
 
    I want to know what Jenny thought about Landon. It obviously isn’t kind thoughts… But what reason does she have to think so negatively towards him? If what she said was true, he saved this pack and her life. Is it because he turned cold? Could anyone blame him? Losing sight isn’t a typical battle injury. It isn’t something that can be healed over time. Landon must live with this for the rest of his life. And if that is why Jenny has a negative view of him, I am going to have to show her the real Landon. 
 
    And I know neither of them is going to enjoy that.
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    Chapter 8 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 4, 2014 
 
    After Landon leaves Mason and me alone at the kitchen table, I shoot him a look. Blondie shrugs and then rests his elbows on the table. 
 
    “He’s just struggling with it all. It’s the first time he’s had his wolf since the accident. He’s trying to organize all the thoughts and make it through the day without knowing where he’s going. It’s hard to him, Lana. But he’ll get through it, he always does.” Blondie takes a sip of his coffee and then looks over his shoulder, towards the stairs. 
 
    Two chipper girls dance into the dining area. Natalie gives me a warm hug and takes the seat her brother was in just moments ago. 
 
    “How’s my brooding brother?” she asks, taking a pancake and placing it on the plate Landon never used. She then drinks his orange juice, and I just shake my head. She’s something else. 
 
    “Good morning, Natalie. Do you have anything fun planned today?” Natalie gives me the stink eye for ignoring her. I didn’t feel like she needed to know what was going on with him. It would dim her bright mood, and I wasn’t about to have Landon be the cause. Plus, Blondie was right. He’d get through this. 
 
    “Sarah and I are going to the mall with Mason and Zane.” I smile over at Blondie, raising my eyebrows. 
 
    “That sounds like a wonderful day for you,” I chide. He grimaces at me. Mason cares for Sarah just as much as Landon does for Natalie. He just doesn’t show it like Landon does. 
 
    Jenny walks out of the kitchen and places another orange juice in front of Natalie and a cup of milk in front of Sarah. 
 
    “Thanks, Jenny,” Natalie says. I grin at Natalie. She most definitely isn’t like any of the other Alpha daughters that I know of. 
 
    “Excuse me,” I say, getting up to follow Jenny into the kitchen. 
 
    “You’ll get me in trouble, Lana,” she says, cleaning down the area where she just recently cooked the pancakes. I notice it’s only her and Meggy today. Tami must have the day off, and Rachel is in Natalie’s room, most likely making her bed. 
 
    “Landon won’t hurt you, Jenny.” I lean against the counter next to her, looking down at my hands as I say this. Jenny lifts her head and stares at me for a moment. “Why don’t you like him?” 
 
    Her mouth gapes open for a moment before she shakes her head and continues wiping down the stove. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Jenny, just tell me.” She throws her rag in the sink and turns to face me. I take a step back, surprised by her sudden anger. 
 
    Jenny crosses her arms. “Landon is a great guy, Lana. You’re lucky to have him. But he has done some things that have hurt people.” 
 
    What does she mean he has hurt people? If so, I’m sure it was unintentional. 
 
    “My mother passed away when I was three. Human hunters were on our territory and shot her. It was just my father and me for a long time. We were able to move on, his duties as a Gamma kept his mind off his loss.” 
 
    Her father was a Gamma… That means she was a Gamma as well, a middle-class warrior. 
 
    “My father died in the battle at the Prowler Pack. Being a fourteen-year-old orphan, Landon threw me down into the Omega rank. I was never meant to be an Omega; I have the blood of a Gamma. It has been in my family for many generations. I’m not saying that Landon specifically targeted me and decided to make me suffer, but I am saying he has made many mistakes. I understand that his accident took more than his sight. I don’t blame him for making rash decisions. But it’s been four years, and nothing has changed. His hatred towards Omegas is sickening.” 
 
    After what she says, all I can do is stare at my closest friend. I never knew that about her. I never knew she was trained to be a warrior, that she was ranked above an Omega. She seemed so accepting of her position. I never saw her trash talk being an Omega until now. 
 
    I grab her arm and pull her into a hug. She wraps her arms around my waist, and we embrace each other for a few moments. I’ll talk to Landon about this. I will let him know about Jenny’s family, about her rightful place as a Gamma. 
 
    “What Landon did was wrong, and I am sorry you have been given an unfair judgment these last four years. I will talk to him, I’ll set this right. But I also want you to give him a chance. As you said, that was a tough time for him, and he has changed.” 
 
    Jenny nods her head, pulling away to get back to cleaning. I understand that I do need to leave her alone to finish her chores. I don’t want to start something between Jenny and Landon. I want them to be able to see each other for who they truly are. 
 
    *** 
 
    I knock on the French doors to Landon’s office, waiting for him to invite me in. When he does, I pull them open, and he lifts his head when he notices it’s me. 
 
    “Lana. You don’t need to knock.” 
 
    I smile softly at that, pulling the doors closed before I walk over to him. He leans back in his chair and opens his arms for me. I place myself in his lap, hooking my arms around his neck. 
 
    “I’m sorry about earlier. I didn’t mean to take my frustration out on you. I’ll need to apologize to Jenny as well.” 
 
    I arch my eyebrow. That was unexpected. “I’m sure she’d appreciate that.” 
 
    “Also, you don’t have to speak on my behalf. I hate knowing that you feel like you have to defend me to your friend. If Jenny has a negative outlook on me, then I believe there is a valid reason behind it. I understand I demoted her to Omega in my rage and aggravation. I’ll give her a place in the Gamma section of the west wing, and she will train with Mason and Zane to make up for lost time.” Okay, now, I am completely shocked. Where is this coming from? “Jenny was right. My behavior towards the Omegas is unexplainable and unjust.” 
 
    “It was just. You were wounded. You were scared.” 
 
    Landon reaches up and places a finger to my lips, shaking his head. “Don’t make excuses for me, Lana. I don’t deserve them.” 
 
    I sigh and press a kiss on his finger, hoping to make him smile. He deserves to have someone stand up for him. He deserves to have someone defend him. He deserves to smile and be happy. 
 
    I lean down and rest my head on his shoulder. We are silent for a long time, holding onto each other. Landon runs his fingers up and down my side, laying his cheek on the top of my head. 
 
    “You’re so warm,” I whisper. I can feel him smile, and I feel butterflies flutter around in my belly. It’s a good feeling to be able to make your mate smile. 
 
    As Landon holds me, I think about tomorrow’s ceremony. Tomorrow, I will be the official Luna of the Shadow Pack. I wasn’t one for big gatherings and having everyone’s attention on me. Though it may be a stressful day, I know it will also be one of the happiest days of my life. I will be connected with Landon. I will be able to feel his emotions, and we will have a mind link with one another. 
 
    I think about my brother, wondering how he is. Was he still working patrol and protecting innocent women from the vile Alpha Castor? Maybe he found his mate, just as I had. All I can think about is how much I wish he were with me. He is my very best friend. He saved my life. He doesn’t deserve to spend another second in that awful pack. 
 
    “Can you do me a favor?” I ask, pulling away to look down at his beautiful face. 
 
    His eyes open slowly, revealing the blue, hazy color. “Anything.” 
 
    “Is there a way to contact the Cossitt Pack? I want to speak to my brother, but I don’t want Alpha Castor to know.” 
 
    Landon’s eyebrows pull together in confusion as he grabs hold of my wrist. His thumb presses into my pulse. I try to slow the frantic beating by taking calming breaths. 
 
    “I’ll send a messenger with a letter. I’ll be sure that he gives it straight to your brother…” I smile, letting out a happy sigh. “Who is Alpha Castor to you? Why don’t you want him to know?” 
 
    “He’s just my old Alpha. I didn’t exactly leave with permission. I don’t want him to come thinking he can take me away.” 
 
    Landon lets out a small growl and wraps his arms around my waist. “No one is taking you away. Ever.” 
 
    I lean down and press a kiss to his lips. “Never.”
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    Chapter 9 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 5, 2014 
 
    Once my alarm goes off for five o’clock, I press the snooze button. I have been lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling since two in the morning. I wake up, and nerves settle deep within my stomach. I haven’t been able to think about anything but the ceremony. It is going to be a grand celebration, and I don’t particularly enjoy being the center of attention. 
 
    As soon as it is announced that I am Luna of the Shadow Pack, it will be easier for Alpha Castor to hunt me down. News spreads quickly amongst the packs. Also, Landon sent a messenger to the Cossitt Pack yesterday to deliver a message straight to Trent. 
 
    The letter was generic. It told him that I was safe, that I found my mate and I’m happy. I gave no indication of my whereabouts, but I did tell him to visit soon. If he wishes to know where I am, then ask Leo, the messenger. He will give Trent directions but not the name of the pack. 
 
    I swing my legs out of bed and look at my room. It looked exactly the way it did when I came. I didn’t have anything to add to it. All I had were my clothes that are now in Landon’s bedroom. He had me move them into his closet and dresser last night, eager to move me into his room. 
 
    I look at the dress that is hanging on my door, gnawing on my lip. Landon sent Tami and Rachel to go pick out a dress for the occasion. It was black and short, coming down to just above my knees with a one shoulder strap. The left side has a cut out at my ribs, gathering at my abdomen and then flaring out at my waist. It is simple and elegant. Maybe one of the few dresses I’d be caught wearing in public, other than the blue one Natalie gave me. 
 
    Since the ceremony isn’t until tonight, I decide to go help in the kitchen. Meggy, Tami, and Jenny are already getting breakfast ready. They look at me, smiles on their faces. 
 
    “Are you excited? It’s a big day,” Meggy says. 
 
    I roll my eyes and take my place at the stove, preparing bacon and cheese omelets. “A little. But nothing is going to change. Landon is allowing me to continue my Omega duties,” I say, pouring the lightly whisked eggs into a greased skillet. 
 
    “But you will no longer be an Omega. You’re going to be our Luna,” Tami says, laughing lightly. I look over at her, shaking my head. 
 
    “I like my jobs as an Omega. Landon understands. Plus, he can’t say no to me,” I say, smiling like a maniac as the three girls giggle. Jenny bumps my shoulder, and I roll my eyes. She seems to be more comfortable with everything since Landon apologized to her yesterday. He told her that after today, she will be given her rightful place as a Gamma and will be training with Mason and Zane. 
 
    Saying she is excited is an understatement. 
 
    I hear someone in the dining area, and I grab a plate full of omelets and walk out to see Mason sitting in his usual spot. 
 
    He looks up at me and offers a soft smile. “Good morning, Lana,” he says. 
 
    I set the plate in the middle of the table and nod my head. “Good morning, Blondie,” I say, heading back into the kitchen to get his mug of coffee and Landon’s orange juice. 
 
    Jenny already has them in her hands, holding them out to me as I enter the kitchen. I give her a “thank you” and bring them to the kitchen table. Blondie accepts the coffee happily, taking a sip. I find it so weird that he drinks his coffee black. He doesn’t peg me as a coffee drinker, let alone so bold and void of creamer. 
 
    I place the orange juice in Landon’s spot, and I sit down across from Mason. 
 
    “Why do you get up so early?” I ask. Blondie doesn’t even look tired. How can he not be tired? The sun isn’t even out yet! 
 
    “So much to do. Have to start the day early, get everything done, and then relax,” he explains, taking another drink of his coffee before he takes a bite of the omelet. “This is really good by the way,” he says, pointing his fork at the omelet on his plate. I smile. That was the first time I’ve ever been complimented on my food; it feels good to be appreciated. 
 
    I hear footsteps coming down the stairs, and I look to see Landon walking down with ease. With his wolf, he has a better sense of where he is and walks with more confidence. Landon takes his seat at the head of the table and reaches over to grab my hand. I slip it into his, and he brings it up to his lips. 
 
    “Good morning, beautiful.” 
 
    I blush at his words. If he could see me, he’d think differently. I’m not sure I even brushed my hair this morning. 
 
    Ever since Landon found out he could gain his sight in wolf form, he has been shifting as many times as he can. He told me that what he missed the most was seeing the sky. I have heard that blind people usually missed the sky most, but it’s different when you hear it firsthand. It makes you think how we take our sight for granted. We can look at the sky every day, and we don’t think twice about it. And here is my mate, unable to see the green grass or the blue sky. 
 
    “Good morning, Landon,” I say, grabbing an omelet and placing it on his plate. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    As Landon and Blondie eat, I lean back in my chair and calmly relax, my hand remaining intertwined in his. 
 
    “Leo is on his way home. Your brother is with him along with a girl named Jesse?” He arches an eyebrow. I feel my eyes widen, and my mouth falls open in complete awe. Trent is coming? He’s on his way to see me? 
 
    “Yes. Yes, Jesse was my friend at the Cossitt Pack. She was a Gamma with Trent. Trent’s coming? Can they stay?” My heart is racing as excitement overwhelms me. With my brother here, the ceremony will be a piece of cake. I am always capable of getting through anything with Trent by my side. 
 
    Landon nods his head, taking a drink of his orange juice. “Your family is always welcome, Lana. You don’t need to ask.” 
 
    I grin and stand up, walking over to place a kiss on his left cheek. “Thank you, Landon. It really means a lot to me.” 
 
    He gives my hand a squeeze before letting me go. I run back to my room, grabbing my dress and black wedges before I go to the bathroom. I run a hot shower, and after cleansing myself, I blow dry my hair and fancy it up in the only way I know—a simple sideways French braid. I then apply light makeup, deodorant, and perfume. 
 
    By then, my body is fully dry, and I pull on the black dress, looking in the mirror in shock. I don’t mean to boast, but I must admit I look good in this dress. It has the flattering style where it hugs you at your thinnest and flares out at your hips. The cut out on the side doesn’t show too much skin which I am thankful for, and the one shoulder strap is very flattering. It’s both modest and sexy. 
 
    With the black wedges, I gain an extra three inches which lengthen my legs and makes them look skinnier. For the first time, I feel beautiful. 
 
    With a newfound confidence, I head back to the kitchen where I find Landon dressed in track pants and a t-shirt. Why isn’t he dressed? 
 
    When he senses me, he reaches out a hand and pulls me to the back yard. I follow him, watching as he quickly shifts to his wolf and looks up at me. I blush as I realize why he wasn’t dressed yet. He wanted to see my outfit first, and this was the only way that he could. 
 
    I squat down in front of his beautiful wolf, running my fingers along the scars on his snout, moving up to sink my hands in his fur. He lets out a low growl, burying his head in my chest. His warmth radiates off him, consuming me.  
 
    “I can’t wait to be linked to you.” 
 
    Landon pulls back, offering me a slobbery kiss before he runs into the house, bounding up the stairs to change into his clothes. 
 
    As I stare after him, I know what I said was true. There is nothing I want more than to be linked with Landon, to be that much closer to him. All I want is for our relationship to grow and now is the perfect time for it to begin.
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    Chapter 10 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 5, 2014 
 
    It was around five o’clock in the afternoon when we finally began the ceremony. Trent still hasn’t shown up, and I was beginning to worry. Did something happen on their journey to the Shadow Pack? Did Alpha Castor find out and imprison them? 
 
    Many different scenarios played through my mind as I stand beside Landon in the backyard, twisting my fingers together as nerves settled deep. 
 
    Now that it has come, all the excitement seems to have disappeared as anxiety takes over. What if people are disappointed with having me as their Luna? What will they think of having an Omega as their Alpha Female? 
 
    I knew I couldn’t do this without Trent. I need him… Just seeing him will reassure me that I will be able to make it through. My brother has always been there for me; it is strange not having him here for my Luna ceremony. 
 
    “Lana, I can feel your nerves,” Landon says, wrapping his arm around my waist. He pulls me closer to his side, laying a kiss on the side of my head. “Your brother will be okay. Leo just messaged in. They’ll be here in twenty minutes.” 
 
    I instantly feel a weight on my shoulders lift as I let out a relieved sigh. They’re going to be here within minutes. 
 
    “Thank you,” I say, looking at how the celebration is laid out. Meggy, Tami, Rachel, Jenny, and the other Omegas have been working all day. I volunteered to help, but everyone was against letting me put together my own ceremony. 
 
    They set up about twenty tables with five chairs to each table. There are 97 members of the Shadow Pack, and with Jesse, Trent, and I, that equals out to a hundred people. The tables are clothed in white tablecloths and floral centerpieces. Each vase is filled halfway with blue marbles that surround the stems of white roses. In front of the tables near the woods, set at the edge of the large yard is a pedestal that holds a bowl, a knife, and two cloths. 
 
    The cut is another thing I am worried about. I wasn’t fond of cutting into my own flesh, but then again, who really is? 
 
    “You look beautiful, Lana.” I hear Jenny say, taking place beside me. I smile over at her. She is wearing a delicate green dress that compliments her hazel eyes. It comes down to her knees, hugging her at the waist and flaring out, similar to mine. Hers, however, has a halter top and a low back. I step out of Landon’s arms to give her a hug. 
 
    “You look beautiful as well, Jenny,” I tell her. She gives a shrug and then looks over at the work she’s done. 
 
    “The last thing I will do as an Omega.” She turns and smiles over at Landon. “Thank you again for promoting me to Gamma,” she says. 
 
    I grab Landon’s hand as he turns to face her. Landon is decked out in black dress pants and a blue button-down dress shirt with a black tie. It is the normal attire for the Alpha whenever a meeting or this kind of arrangement takes place. He also is wearing sunglasses even though the sun is nearly setting. He usually wears them in public, avoiding the attention he typically receives. I believe he should show his eyes and scars off. They show how strong he is; how capable he is at overcoming. 
 
    “It is your rightful place. I never should have taken that away from you.” 
 
    I smile and then elbow his ribs. “Tell her what else you’ve decided.” 
 
    Landon gives a grimace before he reflects my smile. “I have decided to make you Lana’s guard. That is after you’re caught up with all the training.” 
 
    I watch as Jenny’s jaw drops in shock. Being the Luna’s guard is a great privilege and a huge responsibility. I know it is the perfect job for her. 
 
    “Oh, my Goddess. Thank you so much!” Her face is beaming with joy as she gives me another hug. “Thank you,” she says again, running over to tell Meggy the news. 
 
    I laugh lightly, wrapping my arms around Landon’s waist. “You’re such a sweetie,” I tell him, watching Meggy congratulate Jenny. 
 
    “Be sure that remains between us. I don’t want the pack thinking that I am a softy now that I have my mate.” I gasp and playfully slap his stomach. Landon lets out a deep chuckle, leaning down to place a soft kiss on my lips. 
 
    “I’ve changed my mind. You’re nothing but a big, meani—” 
 
    He silences me by squeezing me tight against his chest and capturing me in a toe-curling kiss. I wrap my arms around his neck, standing on my tip toes, so he doesn’t have to lean down as much. His hands grip at the fabric of my dress, digging his fingers into my back. 
 
    I grow dizzy with this kiss, becoming light headed from the lack of air. I turn my head to the side, breathing in as Landon presses his lips to the side of my neck, right where he will mark me. 
 
    “I thought the mark comes after the ceremony.” I hear a familiar voice, causing me to step back. I look to see Trent grinning from ear to ear. “You’re looking good, sis.” 
 
    “Trent.” I breathe, running to throw my arms around his neck. He laughs, catching me with ease. 
 
    “You sure do work fast. I didn’t think I would be getting a notice of you finding your mate so soon,” he says. I step back and go to tell him that I actually found Landon earlier but stopped at the beautiful dark-skinned, green-eyed Jesse.  
 
    She gives me a wave, shaking her head as she smiles. “You look so different.”  
 
    I ignore her, grabbing her hand to pull her into a hug.  
 
    “Oh, feisty.” She laughs. 
 
    I let out a groan, giving her a tight squeeze before pulling back. “I can’t believe you guys are here! You’re welcome to stay as long as you want!” I say. Jesse’s smile drops as she throws a glance at Trent. I feel my heart stop as I realize their visit isn’t going to be as long as I had hoped. 
 
    “We need to leave by the morning,” Trent says. “Ivan is covering my shift, and Sue is covering Jesse’s, but if we linger, Castor will find out.” I let out a growl. He ruins everything! “I will not risk him finding where you live, Lana.” Trent’s tone is final, and I know he is trying to get me to see reason. 
 
    He knows me well. I would spend the whole night thinking of ways to get around Castor. And I still will, no matter how determined Trent is to leave in the morning. I’m not ready to give them up yet. I’m not ready to stop being selfish with them. 
 
    “Who is this Castor?” Landon asks, walking up next to me. He wraps his arm around my shoulder, and I give Trent and Jesse a shake of my head, telling them to keep quiet. “Don’t try to cover it up, Lana. I can find out the hard way, but I’d prefer hearing it from you… or your brother if need be.” 
 
    I sigh, leaning into him as Trent gives me a shrug. “I’ll tell you tomorrow, after the celebrations,” I promise. Landon gives me a dubious look, and I place both of my hands on his cheeks. “I promise, Landon. Tonight is supposed to be a perfect night. Let’s not ruin it.” 
 
    That causes Landon to relax, slightly. His shoulders are still tense, and his eyebrows are furrowed. But he nods. 
 
    I let out a breath and roll my eyes at Jesse and my brother. I know how this was going to go, and I am not looking forward to it.
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    Chapter 11 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 6, 2014 
 
    I lie down beside Landon, his strong arms wrap around me as he sleeps peacefully. I smile, staring at him as I remember the events of last night. 
 
    The Luna Ceremony was quick and wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. It definitely didn’t deserve my nerves. Landon and I stood before everyone in the Pack, behind the pedestal that held the bowl, knife, and clothes. Landon’s father would have been up there with us if he hadn’t passed away. Therefore, we asked Cole to do the honors. He announced my position as Luna and my place at Landon’s side as his mate. 
 
    He then took the knife and cut Landon’s right palm, then mine. Landon and I grabbed each other’s hand, placing it above the bowl as our blood seeped down into it. Cole then recited the vows to me, which I accepted by saying yes. The vows were generic; asking if I would protect the pack and take on the responsibilities as Luna or die trying. 
 
    Afterward, we used the clothes to stop the bleeding and for the wounds to heal. The whole pack cheered, and we finished the celebration with feasting on the food that has been prepared for us. 
 
    Blondie sadly wasn’t able to join us in the festivities. After the ceremony, he took a few men and ran their patrols. Landon explained that at a day like this, we need to be extra careful. Packs will try to strike when we are not expecting it. 
 
    However, being linked with the pack now, Blondie sent me his congratulations. It made me happy that I could contact him or Jenny whenever needed. 
 
    But what really made me happy was when Landon projected me an image of me standing in front of him, dressed in my blue summer dress. It is what I wore when I first told him about being mates. It was also when he shifted into his wolf for the first time in four years. It was the first time he was able to see in four years. 
 
    As I looked at me standing in front of him, with a smile on my face, I can’t help but think I look beautiful. But why? My hair was wild, unkempt, and I wasn’t even wearing make-up. I am very plain, and there is nothing to captivate my attention. Or anyone’s for that matter. 
 
    “To me, you are the most beautiful creature in all the world. I am showing you what I saw, and you are feeling what I felt,” Landon had explained, leaning over to whisper in my ear. 
 
    As he said this, I sent him a picture of the first time I saw him. He was sitting at his desk and lifted his head to look at me. At that moment, I fell completely for him. I gave him my heart, and I rendered him to be the most attractive man alive. 
 
    The smile that came across his face was heart stopping. He has a lovely smile. 
 
    Around eleven, we decided to call it a night. We showed Trent and Jesse their rooms, and after a quick goodbye, I followed Landon to his room. This is the first time I will be in here. 
 
    The room is grand. It is twice the size of my old room. The four-post bed is a king size, with a brown and gold comforter. There are three large windows on the far wall, providing us the luxury of natural light. There are no pictures on the wall, and I wonder if it’s because he didn’t have a reason for them or if because he didn’t have any pictures when he could see. 
 
    Landon also had a desk in his room, and I walked over to see if there was any writing that he did himself. 
 
    “Jenny told me that you enjoy writing,” Landon said, following close behind me. I smiled at him. He bought me a desk so that I could write? 
 
    The fact that Landon even asked around about my passion for writing was considerate. But to act on it and buy me a desk was heart-touching. 
 
    The nerves returned at that point. I knew what was coming, and I shouldn’t be anything but excited. I couldn’t explain why I was nervous. Even now, after we marked and mated, I can’t tell you why. 
 
    But Landon was patient and gentle. He allowed us to lie in bed and talk for awhile until we somehow got wrapped up in each other’s arms. It felt so right, so perfect when his teeth grazed my neck. My heart was thumping as I sank my fingers into his hair, urging him to complete the process. 
 
    The mark wasn’t as painful as one would expect. There was a little pinch of pain, but the rest was pure ecstasy. So much so that it brought me to sinking my teeth into his neck, marking him myself. It isn’t common for females to mark their mate, but Landon didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    We fell asleep after that. It is usual for the pair to be tired after mating and transferring DNA. 
 
    Now, it is six in the morning, and I am lying awake beside Landon. He is sleeping past when he normally wakes up. I don’t have it in me to rouse him. He deserves a good night sleep. 
 
    I prop up on an elbow and look down at him. He looks so peaceful when he sleeps. His mouth is slightly open, his breathing slow and calm. I’m glad he doesn’t snore; I’m a light sleeper. 
 
    Do I snore? I hope not. There is nothing less attractive than a girl snoring. 
 
    “I can feel you staring,” Landon says, his voice husky. I blush and bury my head into his shoulder. “Good morning, angel.” He tightens his arm, bringing me closer to him, so our chests are pressed together. 
 
    “Good morning, Landon,” I say. 
 
    “You marked me,” he whispers in my ear. I pull back and smile up at him, running my fingers through his tousled hair. He opens his eyes, revealing his hazy orbs. My fingers move to his face, tracing his scars lightly. 
 
    I feel his anxiety as I do this. He wonders what I think about his scars. Do I find them ugly? Do I wish he didn’t have them? But I couldn’t think that. His scars are beautiful. They’re a part of who he is. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” I tell him. Landon grabs my wrist and pulls away from me. 
 
    I freeze. Did I do something wrong? 
 
    “Lana, I want you to be completely honest with me.” 
 
    What? 
 
    “I am. I showed you what I think about you. I think you’re—” 
 
    “No.” Landon smiles, shaking his head. He reaches over and places his hand on my cheek. “I have something to ask you, and I want you to be completely serious with me.” 
 
    My heart stops. I know exactly what’s coming. “I promise.” 
 
    Landon is quiet for a moment before he takes a deep breath and asks, “Who’s Alpha Castor? What did he do to you?” 
 
    Before I could change my mind or tell him a lie, I tell him everything. I tell him what happened to his wife and how he took out his anger on the women of my pack. I tell him how I became his personal punching bag. 
 
    His reaction and what happened next was completely unexpected.
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    Chapter 12 
 
    Landon 
 
    March 6, 2014 
 
    By the time Lana finishes telling me everything that Alpha Castor had done to her, I couldn’t control the anger that was raging inside of me. I know it isn’t just my wolf that is furious. I am furious as well. What kind of person finds pleasure in beating women? I understand that his mate was killed, but that isn’t a valid reason to beat a woman. There will never be a valid reason. 
 
    As Lana sits in front of me, crying as she confesses the darkest parts of her past, all I want to do is kill the bastard. He has hurt my mate, and I will not stand for it. 
 
    I move to leave the bed, feeling my wolf take over. He shoves through my mind, urging to shift on the spot and run to the Cossitt Pack to rip Castor apart. As he gains more control, something I never would have expected happens. 
 
    Light enters my eyes. I blink a few times, trying to convince myself that it was just a glitch. But as I open my eyes. I am met with a white dresser, desk, and a door that must lead to the bathroom. My heart beat races, and I look over to see Lana sitting on the bed.  
 
    Her watery eyes widen as she gasps. “Landon!” 
 
    I look down to see I am, in fact, still in my human form. That’s not possible. I reach over, and I watch as my hand, my hand, touches her pale gray cheek. She leans her head into my touch, and I revel in the feeling.  
 
    “I can see you,” I whisper. She lets out a sob, grabbing hold of my hand and clutching it to her chest. How is this possible? “You’re so beautiful.” 
 
    I take my free hand and run it through her hair, watching the way it slides through my fingers and falls gracefully on her shoulders. 
 
    Seeing Lana in my wolf form is exhilarating. She is the most beautiful person on this earth. But to see her here, now, I can’t explain the feeling. To be able to see her as myself, not as an animal is unimaginable, utterly life-changing. To watch the way her cheeks blush as I run my fingers over them or the way her eyes glisten in the light when I touch her hair. 
 
    Life can never get better than this moment. I have peaked. 
 
    As my anger dissipates, so does my wolf. And once my wolf is pressed into the depths of my mind, my sight turns back to the endless dark abyss. 
 
    I feel Lana place both of her hands on my cheeks, caressing my face before she presses her lips against mine. “I love you, Landon Grey Matthews.” 
 
    Her words hang in between us, and I can’t help but take a deep breath, letting them sink in and overwhelm me. Her confession of love consumes me. I could live off her love. It’s all I need. 
 
    “I love you, Lana Marie Pierce.” I place a kiss on her lips. “And I promise you that we will stop Castor Vang. He will not hurt you ever again.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want you to fight him, Landon. He’s extremely powerful.” 
 
    I know what she says is true. The Cossitt Pack may be small, but they are strong. They’ve always had a strong line of Alphas, but that only makes it worse. A man of his strength was beating on an Omega. My Omega. And so, he will pay for hurting my mate. 
 
    “Lana, he is harming other women as well. We must save them. Think of your brother, of Jesse… We need to save them.” 
 
    Lana didn’t respond after that, and I knew I won the argument… for now. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lana 
 
    Shortly after our discussion, we head down for breakfast. 
 
    I can’t help but keep thinking of Landon being able to see me. He was able to see while in human form, and I know that was the most precious gift anyone could give him. 
 
    Once we get downstairs, I see Mason and Natalie already sitting at the table. 
 
    “Morning, Luna!” Natalie says, laughing as she does so. 
 
    I shake my head, rolling my eyes as Landon leads me by my hand to our seats. He pulls out my chair and tucks it in under me. I am amazed how much his wolf has improved his sense of where everything is. 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” I say as food is placed on the table. I grab the glass of orange juice given to me and take a sip. 
 
    “This is so weird. I feel like I should be in there, helping.” I hear Jenny say. I look over to see her walk in, running a hand through her hair as she eyes the kitchen doors. Then she offers me a smile. “Sleep well?” 
 
    I blush beet red, bowing my head as she sits at the table. Mason lets out a throaty chuckle while Natalie and Jenny giggle. 
 
    “She slept like the dead. She even snores a little,” Landon says. My mouth gapes open as I stare at him in utter shock. Is he being serious? I do not snore! 
 
    “Hey!” I slap his arm. “That is not true!” I refuse to accept that I snore. 
 
    “I’m sorry, sweetheart. But you do. It’s soft, though, like a little purring.” He grins at me, knowing he is effectively embarrassing me. 
 
    I drop my head into my hands and let out a groan. Please be a dream… please be a dream… 
 
    Everyone laughs around the table, and I just want the ground to swallow me whole. 
 
    “I hate you,” I grit out. Landon laughs a deep, hearty laugh. 
 
    The table grows quiet, and I look over to see Blondie staring at his best friend. He then leans over to give him a pat on the shoulder. “I haven’t heard that laugh in four years.” 
 
    Landon shrugs off his friend’s hand and shakes his head. “That’s just because you’re not funny,” Landon jokes. 
 
    Blondie’s shoulders sag a little in mock defeat before he leaps from his chair and tackles Landon to the ground. 
 
    Natalie, Jenny, and I get to our feet, watching as the two best friends tussle on the ground. Landon easily dodges his friend’s swings, causing Blondie to be surprised. Landon’s bright blue eyes glance at me for a moment before they focus on his opponent. 
 
    Blondie watches Landon before he shifts flawlessly into his wolf, giving a soft growl. Landon follows suit, and the dining area becomes cramped with the two large wolves. 
 
    “Take it outside, boys! I will not have you two ruin the furniture!” I holler, waving them outside. They listen, biting and snapping at each other as they run out the back doors to the open yard. 
 
    “What’s with all the noise?” Trent enters the room in nothing but gray sweats. I cover Natalie’s eyes and glare at my brother. 
 
    “Don’t you own a shirt?” I snap, shaking my head at him. 
 
    Trent looks down at his muscular chest and abdomen before he shrugs. “Why would I cover the Moon Goddess’s gift? Women would be very disappointed.” 
 
    I pretend to puke, making gagging noises. Trent waves me off, walking over to grab a piece of bacon from the middle of the table. 
 
    “What did I miss?” He nods to the two wolves wrestling outside. 
 
    “They’re just being themselves again,” Natalie voices, pulling away from me to exit the house to watch her brother and Blondie fight. Trent walks over and loops an arm around my shoulder. 
 
    He follows Natalie with his eyes, a small smile forming on his lips. If he weren’t a werewolf, I’d think he was a pervert. But I understand that look, that admiration. 
 
    “She’s mine,” he whispers. 
 
    Oh, my Goddess… 
 
    “Trent, you’re eight years older than her…” 
 
    His expression drops, and he nods his head. She won’t be able to recognize him as her mate until she is eighteen. However, if he marks her at sixteen, her wolf will confirm the match. But that is very unlikely to happen. Trent isn’t the selfish type. Plus, I doubt Landon will let Trent live if he does. 
 
    “Yes. And I will wait seven years until she sees me as her mate. It’ll be worth it.” 
 
    In seven years, Trent will be twenty-six, and I will be twenty-five. In seven years, his life will finally begin. 
 
    I felt bad for Trent. I mean, it’s wonderful that he found her… but he can’t be with her. Trent, the most selfless man I know, has to wait seven years to be with his mate. It just doesn’t seem fair to me. 
 
    “What will Landon think?” Trent asks. 
 
    Landon will protect Natalie until the day he dies. And so will Trent. 
 
    “He will think what I am thinking. That Natalie couldn’t have gotten a better mate,” I say, smiling up at my brother. 
 
    He nods, looking after the high-spirited girl who is cheering on her brother. This will be a long journey for my brother. He will have to leave his home behind, and that will enrage Castor. 
 
    Castor will lose a great warrior, and that alone will cause him to seek out Trent. He will rage war on whoever has taken him prisoner or has provided him shelter. 
 
    Soon, Castor will find Trent, and he will find me. Soon, there will be a battle that I fear Landon will not be strong enough to take on.
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    Chapter 13 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 6, 2014 
 
    After breakfast, Trent went up to his room to put a shirt on and steal a pair of Landon’s jeans. I told him it would be okay until we were able to go out and buy him clothes. 
 
    Since he is staying with the Shadow Pack, he is going to need a wardrobe. All he packed was enough clothes for one night. And since he isn’t leaving, I refuse to let Jesse travel back to the Cossitt Pack unprotected. She will also be unprotected without Trent against Castor’s brutality. She isn’t going back there. Castor will be here before we know it. We could use her strength. 
 
    I head to the backyard, standing next to Natalie as she screams at Landon to tear Blondie apart. This is a side of her I’ve never seen. She’s usually so peaceful and dainty, not encouraging violence. 
 
    “Landon, you are so much stronger than that flea bag. Annihilate him!” Natalie wails as the two wolves tear at each other. 
 
    “You do know that they are only playing around, right?” I say, crossing my arms over my chest. There is no winning or losing. Both of the wolves are holding equal ground, neither inflicting pain toward the other. 
 
    Natalie smiles. “Of course. But there is nothing better than seeing Mason defeated.” 
 
    I press my lips and shrug. She’s right. “Come on, baby! Take him down!” I hoot. Landon looks over at me and gives me a wolfy grin before tackling Blondie to the ground and sinking his teeth into his neck. Blondie whimpers in submission and retreat. “Woo hoo!” I clap as Natalie jumps up and down, screaming. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, yes, yes! Take that, Mason!” She runs over and hugs her brother while pointing at the defeated wolf.  
 
    Mason glares at Natalie and then gently jumps on her. She lies pinned underneath him, sticking her tongue out. “Don’t be a sore loser, Mason,” she chides, ruffling his hair. He shakes his head and steps off, meeting my eyes. 
 
    I arch an eyebrow at the gentleness in his eyes. Blondie was nothing but a big softy, just like my mate. I fear that may be their weakness when Castor attacks. 
 
    Landon trots over and presses his nose into the palm of my hand, rubbing his large body against my legs. I give his side a few loving pats. “Hello, my handsome man.” Landon’s wolf stands tall as if his chest is swelling with pride. He tilts his head back to look up at me. 
 
    “It’s a miracle that he can see in his wolf form,” Natalie says, now standing beside Blondie who is also watching Landon and me. He smiles, and I wonder what he is thinking. 
 
    Landon is so whipped. He shoots to me. I glare, shaking my head. 
 
    “Don’t be a jerk. You’re just jealous,” I say. Landon lets out a bark in agreement. 
 
    “Yeah, Mason! Just because you don’t have your mate, you shouldn’t make fun of Landon. You’re going to be whipped when you meet her,” Natalie says, pushing on Blondie’s wolf. He lets out a soft growl and nips at her hand. She lets out a mock gasp, jerking her hand away. “Now, Mason. That temper will only get you in trouble.” 
 
    Yeah? And who is going to carry out the punishment? Landon? He’d never hurt his best friend. 
 
    Landon scoffs, rolling his eyes, lowering his body, so he is lying next to me. He remains pressed up against my legs, keeping in contact with me. 
 
    “No. Me!” Natalie springs up and tackles Blondie. He holds her weight easily, not even wavering a bit at the impact. Natalie grunts, trying to push him to the ground. “Maaason! Submit!” she orders. 
 
    I laugh at her. She may be the late Alpha’s daughter and current Alpha’s sister, but she is too young to carry out orders. She is also too weak to inflict any sort of pain on a Beta of such strength. But Blondie plays along, and his blond wolf collapses to the ground, letting out a loud groan. 
 
    Forgive me, oh powerful Natalie! Spare me! he cries. Natalie sits on Blondie’s wolf, crossing her arms as she smiles in victory. I can’t tell if she truly believes she brought him down on her own or not. But either way, she is a character.  
 
    “Landon, I think this vile creature deserves death by fire,” Natalie says. I burst out laughing, doubling over. Was this how it used to be? Before the attack on the Prowler Pack? 
 
    I totally agree. Lana? Will you fetch the gasoline while I get the firewood? Landon asks, looking up at me and his tongue lolling out as he continues to pant. 
 
    I manage to contain my laughter as I nod. “Whatever the mighty Natalie wishes.” I give a curtsy and take a step to the outside grill. We keep a gallon of gasoline underneath for when we want to have a fire in the fire-pit. 
 
    “No!” I hear a girl scream. I look to see Sarah, Blondie’s sister, running out of the house towards the guilty criminal. She falls to her knees and hugs her brother’s neck. “Please, Miss Natalie, I beg you to spare his life!” 
 
    Is this for real? It’s as if this was rehearsed… Or is everyone so accustomed to this that they just play along? 
 
    Give the lad a break, sister. He should be given a second chance, Landon says, defending his best friend. Natalie lets out a huff and gets up from sitting on Blondie. 
 
    “Alright. You are free to go. But if you are to wrong me again, Mason Anthony Danielson, I will not hesitate to carry out your execution.” Natalie lifts her chin up high and struts back into the house as if she were the Queen of England. 
 
    Landon gets to his feet and gives my hand a sweet lick before he bounds in after his sister. Mason follows suit, and Sarah stands, brushing the dirt off her hands. She is quieter than Natalie, but I can tell that she has the same spirit and personality. Sarah is a replica of her older brother. 
 
    She gives me a smile as she follows her brother. When she reaches the door, Landon runs outside, effectively brushing past her. He adorns black basketball shorts and black Nike running shoes. He is in the process of pulling on his shirt before he stops in front of me. One would think he wasn’t blind with his grace and accuracy. 
 
    “That was incredible,” I say, referring to the whole performance that took place just a moment ago. Landon grabs hold of my hand and leads me to the back patio where we always keep an arrangement of chairs and tables. We sit down on a bench, and he pulls me closer beside him, draping his arm around my shoulders. 
 
    “Yeah. We used to always reenact scenarios like that. Natalie always has had a vivid imagination. Mason and I like to partake. We never want our sisters’ outlook on the world to fade. They see it with so much light and happiness,” Landon says, leaning his head back and closing his eyes. 
 
    I smile. Landon is a wonderful brother. He has always put her needs before his own. He is selfless when it comes to her. 
 
    I just hope that he is able to share her with Trent. No. I know he will. Trent will take part in all the charades. He will be a brother-figure towards Natalie until the time comes that he will take up the mate role. Landon will see this.
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    Chapter 14 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 10, 2014 
 
    It’s been five days since Trent and Jesse have come to the Shadow Pack. Landon doesn’t seem to mind, and I’m glad because this is their new home. I keep telling Trent that he just needs to tell Landon that the longer he waits, the worse it will be. Trent’s just worried that Landon will keep Natalie away from him. And knowing Landon, that is a possibility… No, it’s a probability. 
 
    But Landon needs to know that we will be having two more people joining our pack. I would be more than willing to tell Landon if Trent wasn’t mated to Natalie. It’s not my place to tell Landon. 
 
    I sit beside Jesse on the back patio, watching Blondie and Zane train Jenny. She is strong, and she is learning quickly. 
 
    “She’s good,” Jesse says, her eyes taking in Jenny’s stance and the way she glides away from the swings Mason or Zane throws at her. Jesse was a warrior, a Gamma, at the Cossitt Pack. She is well-rehearsed in the matter of fighting. 
 
    “How are you settling in?” I ask her. Jesse doesn’t seem to listen as her eyes drift over to the shirtless Blondie. He is dripping with sweat as he stands in a fighting position, his toned stomach sucked in, his hands up by his face, and his legs slightly spread apart. He ducks at a swing Jenny throws and delivers a harsh one to the rib. 
 
    Jenny lets out a grunt but shakes it off, facing Zane. Blondie straightens his back and looks over at Jesse, offering her a smile. Her cheeks blush a slight pink as she bows her head, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear. 
 
    “You’ve got to be joking,” I whisper under my breath. 
 
    Jesse looks over, her eyebrows raising. 
 
    I point to Blondie. “He’s your mate?” I ask. By the look on her face and the way she opens and closes her mouth like a gaping fish, I knew my answer. I nod my head and press my lips together. “Blondie, get over here.” I growl. 
 
    Blondie, Zane, and Jenny all cease their fighting to look over at me. Blondie has a look of confusion before he walks over to stand in front of me. “Yes, Luna?” 
 
    I get to my feet and look him up and down before I grab the back of his neck and bring him down, so he’s eye level with me. His face turns to one of horror. 
 
    “Mark my words, Mason Anthony Danielson. If you so much as touch my best friend in a way she doesn’t want, I will murder you. If you break her heart, I will break your face, and then I will murder you. Are we clear?” 
 
    Blondie just stares at me with complete and utter fear. He nods his head and clears his throat. “Yes, Luna.” 
 
    I arch an eyebrow. I knew Blondie wouldn’t hurt her. He was too selfless. But I still needed to state my threat. I release Blondie’s neck, and he stands up straight, looking between Jesse and me. I hear Jesse laugh softly behind me. 
 
    “Landon, your mate is vicious,” Blondie mumbles, taking a few steps away from me. I look over to see Landon walk out of the house, wearing faded jeans and a simple black tee. He is also wearing sunglasses, much to my dismay. 
 
    Landon breathes, his head turning in my direction. He then walks over and wraps an arm around my shoulder, placing a kiss on my forehead. “Yes, she is. And I’m sure she had every right to be,” Landon says. I grin, raising my eyebrows at Blondie. He glares, sticking his tongue out at me. 
 
    “Oh, real mature.” I shake my head. “I was only giving him a tiny threat,” I tell Landon. He has a smile on his face, and I can tell that he knows I’m lying. 
 
    “She threatened to kill me, Landon!” What a tattletale. 
 
    “You must have done something wrong.” 
 
    Blondie gasps, placing a hand on his head. “You wound me, bro. I thought our relationship was more than that…” Blondie sniffles, pretending to wipe tears away. I arch my right brow, taking in his charade. “Jesse’s my mate,” he says, his tone turning from teasing to serious. 
 
    Landon’s back straightens at this, tilting his head down to Jesse who is still seated in her chair. “Congratulations, Jesse. You are mated to the infamous Mason Danielson.” 
 
    Blondie’s ego multiplies at his best friend’s words. He gives Jesse a bow, followed by a wink. Landon then grabs my hand and pulls me away from the two. I look over my shoulder to see Blondie sitting in my old seat and chatting away with Jesse. Jenny and Zane are back to training as Landon leads me to the forest.  
 
    “Shift,” he says softly. 
 
    I pull off my clothes and quickly shift before he does. Landon falls suit soon after, his eyes taking me in. I realize this is the first time he’s seen me as a wolf, and I’m immediately ashamed. My wolf isn’t nearly as beautiful as his. My fur is matted and a muddy brown. I’m small since I was an Omega. I sink down slightly, bowing my head to avoid eye contact. 
 
    Lana, don’t hide from me. Your wolf is beautiful. Just like you, my dear. I ignore the butterflies in my stomach and the uncontrollable urge to smile. 
 
    Why did you bring me out here? I ask, changing the subject. Landon walks over and nudges his nose against my shoulder. Then he starts walking, motioning for me to join him. I trot up to his side, and we walk through the forest. 
 
    The sun shines through the coverage of the leaves, showing off the beautiful, radiant colors of the blooming flowers. The terrain is gentle under my paws, mostly loose dirt, fallen leaves, and broken twigs. We walk along a barely trekked path, and I wonder if he even has a destination in mind.  
 
    Is that why Trent and Jesse have been here so long? Because Jesse found her mate? Landon asks. I keep my eyes away from Landon, so he doesn’t see the lies in my eyes. 
 
    I guess so. I didn’t find out until this morning, I tell him, hearing my voice rise an octave. Landon looks over at me, but I turn to look the other way. Please don’t question me. Trent is the one who needs to tell you, not me. 
 
    You’re a terrible liar, Lana. 
 
    Tell me something I don’t know, Landon. I continue walking, trying to ignore his eyes searing into the back of my head. 
 
    Your friends and family are welcome here as long as they wish. You do not need to keep secrets from me, he says. 
 
    I stop walking, turning to face Landon. His cobalt blue eyes meet mine. 
 
    Landon, it’s not my secret to tell. I lower myself, so I am laying on the forest ground. Landon walks over, circling around me a few times before he lies beside me to rest his head on my back. 
 
    Whose is it then? 
 
    Trent’s. And he will tell you when he’s ready. Just promise me you will be open-minded and calm when he tells you, I say, hoping to prepare Landon as much as I can. He will not know what hits him when Trent tells him the news. 
 
    You’re making it sound like it’s a life-changing situation. 
 
    That’s because it is. I don’t respond, closing my eyes as the sun beats down on us. 
 
    Landon and I lie down like that for what feels like hours. And it must have been since the sun is already setting. It’s so peaceful, to not have to worry about being touched or not having to be afraid of your own shadow. Being with Landon ensures that nothing will happen to me, that with him by my side, we are able to take on whatever is thrown our way. 
 
    Landon gently bites my ear, making me growl and whip around to sink my teeth into his neck. He easily pins me, biting into my own neck as well. I didn’t have to worry about hurting Landon. He is strong, capable of taking a bite. 
 
    I breathe in his earthy scent and close my eyes. Landon, I need to warn you about Castor, I whisper. 
 
    Landon steps off me, allowing me to roll back on my stomach and look up at him. His eyes hold questions as they stare back at me. 
 
    He’s going to come looking for Trent and Jesse. He’s going to find them here, and he’s going to attack, I tell him.  
 
    Lana, you don’t need to worry— 
 
    Yes, I do. This is my pack now, and I need to protect it. So, I am telling you that we need to prepare. Castor has a strong pack; they will destroy us if we don’t get help. 
 
    Landon lets out a frustrated sigh and turns his back on me, looking around the forest. Male wolves, especially Alphas, don’t like being told what to do when it comes to war. They’re stubborn and wish to figure it out on their own. 
 
    We don’t need help from other packs, he mutters. 
 
    I get to my feet. Yes, we do! We will not survive his attack! Landon, be reasonable— 
 
    No, you be reasonable! It is not your place to tell me how to run my pack! When it comes to war strategy, it is up to Mason and me to figure it out, not you. You’re a Luna. You tend to the women and children. Leave the fighting to the men. With that, Landon turns and runs back to the pack house. I stare after him, swallowing the bitter taste in my mouth. My heart sinks; what just happened? 
 
    I lower myself back to the ground, letting out a whimper as I watch my mate leave my sight. How could he be so harsh? All I was trying to do was help.
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    Chapter 15 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 10, 2014 
 
    After lying on the forest ground for a good twenty minutes, waiting to see if Landon would return to make things right, I make my way back to the pack house. The pain I feel is indescribable. He practically called me useless. 
 
    Ever since I was a child, I have been told that I was useless. That I was nothing but an Omega. Your mate is the last person on earth that should ever call you names. You’re supposed to feel safe and loved with them, not hurt and futile. 
 
    I love Landon, and I never want him to be disappointed in me. If he thinks that I am useless, then I want to talk to him and work on changing his opinion of me. 
 
    Lana? Are you okay? Blondie asks through the mind link. I pick up my pace to get back home, not wanting to be in the forest for another minute. 
 
    I’m fine, I say, blocking my mind as I reach the forest line. I shift back to my human form and grab the clothes that I left on the ground for the run. I pull them on and hastily walk to the house, pulling open the back door to see Mason and Jesse sitting on the couch, watching TV. They turn their heads when they hear me come in. 
 
    “Hey, what happened to you?” Jesse asks. 
 
    I just shake my head, silently telling her that we will discuss this later. I grab an apple from the bowl of fruit in the middle of the kitchen table. I bite into it as I make my way upstairs to take a hot bath and change into my pajamas. 
 
    As I soak in the tub, chewing down on the honey crisp apple, I contemplate on what I should say to Landon when he comes back upstairs. Should I just go on as if what he said didn’t wound me? No. Landon hurt me, and he deserves to understand that what he said was not okay. I am his mate, and by accepting me, he has accepted that I am to be a part of the pack’s decisions. This is my pack too. I am the Luna, and “tending to the women” is not my only job. 
 
    Once the water starts to get cold, I pull the plug and step out, wrapping a plush towel around my body. I look in the mirror, grabbing Neutrogena makeup wipes to remove all my makeup. Then I grab a bottle of facial lotion and lather my face with the vanilla-scented lotion. I then brush my teeth and use mouthwash before I exit the bathroom to grab clothes from my dresser. 
 
    Landon placed my dresser right beside the closet and bathroom, while his was on the other side of the room, closer to the bed. 
 
    I put on pink pajama shorts with a white night shirt, tossing my hair up into a high bun before I crawl in bed. I pull the brown and gold comforter up around my shoulders, cuddling into the warm bed. I look to see that it is only eight o’clock. Landon won’t be coming to bed for another two or three hours. 
 
    I close my eyes and will myself to go to sleep. I just want today to be over. I want tomorrow to come. 
 
    Before I know it, I am whisked into a deep dream filled with Landon and me, our friends, and even our future children. In my dream, Landon doesn’t have any weight on his shoulders. He is completely, blissfully happy. The pack survived Castor’s assault, Landon has been able to call upon his wolf more easily so he can see. We have parented two beautiful children, a six-year-old blonde little girl, and a three-year-old dark-haired boy. 
 
    The dream was light and happy, no one was sad. Natalie was happy with my brother as Jesse was with Mason. Jenny found her own mate, and I pictured him as a dark-haired man with a subtle beard. Other than those features, he was pretty much faceless. 
 
    I am taken away from my dream when the bed gives in behind me, making me groan a little. Landon places a hand on my arm, but I make no move to get closer to him. He tries to pull me closer, but I tense and shake his hand off me. 
 
    “I’m tired, Landon,” I grumble, burying my face into my pillow. That isn’t true, however. I am completely awake now. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asks. What’s wrong? He has the nerve to ask that? How could he not realize that what he said to me hurt? 
 
    I sit up and flick on the lamp beside the bed. I look down at him, my anger evident on my face. Landon props up on his elbows, his eyes intense with curiosity. 
 
    “What’s wrong is the way you spoke to me. All I was trying to do was help you, Landon, and you all but rendered me useless!” 
 
    Landon seems taken back by the infliction on my voice. “What? I did not.” 
 
    “Really? Because you told me that all I am to do is tend to the women, to keep out of any other pack business.” 
 
    Landon lets out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “I’m your equal, Landon. You even told me from the beginning that it is my job to help with pack decisions. But your mind changes when I suggest something you don’t like?” 
 
    Landon grabs my hand and shifts so he is closer to me, our legs brushing against each other. “Lana, I just don’t want you to worry about—” 
 
    “It’s my job to worry about this pack, Landon! It’s my pack too now, and it’s my home. I want to protect it.” I pull my hand from his and swing my legs off the bed. I stand, looking over at Landon as he drops his head into his hands. I must rid myself of contact with him. If I don’t, he will somehow change my mind on the matter, and all I want to do is settle it. “I’ve grown up with Castor. I know how he fights, I know his strengths and his weaknesses. And I know that he will murder us if we do not prepare. We have allies with a few of the neighboring packs. They will stand with us against the Cossitt Pack.” 
 
    Landon just shakes his head, and I let out a frustrated growl. 
 
    “You’re going to kill us, Landon! No. You’re going to kill yourselves. Castor will capture Trent, Jesse, and me. He will lock us up, and he will brutally torture us until we die from malnourishment. That is what you are sending us… me to! Don’t you understand?” 
 
    Landon is on his feet and in front of me in a matter of seconds. “Don’t raise your voice at me, Lana. The Shadow Pack will survive this because that’s what we do. We survive. I will not enlist help from other packs because I do not trust them. They will betray us.” I shake my head. He can’t be serious. 
 
    “Then trust me. Trust my judgment and trust that I am making the right decision.” 
 
    Landon places his hands on my face, rubbing his thumb along my cheeks bones. “I do trust you, Lana. But I won’t do it.” 
 
    I step out of his hands, feeling tears of frustration begin to surface. “Do you know who you sound like?” 
 
    I know I shouldn’t have said that once the words left my mouth, but it is true. He sounds just like his father; a man who wouldn’t see reason when it was being delivered right before him. 
 
    Landon’s face turns cold, and he gives me a look of disgust. “I am nothing like my father.” Landon turns to leave the room. I groan, throwing my hands up in the hair. He’s giving up, just like that? 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’ll sleep in one of the guest bedrooms tonight.” He stops at the door and turns his head to say over his shoulder, “I’m sorry if I hurt you, Lana. I truly am.” Landon exits the room then, closing the door behind him. 
 
    I can’t believe he just left, right in the middle of our conversation. What, just because he says it’s over, it’s over? Nothing was solved, nothing was fixed or mended. We just managed to make it worse. 
 
    *** 
 
    The following morning nothing has changed. I could barely look at him. I don’t know if it was because I’d forgive him by simply looking into his eyes, or if it was because I was so enraged with him. 
 
    So, to avoid him, I decided to help Meggy with breakfast. She seemed slightly surprised but only offered me a smile as I took my place at the stove. I flipped the pancakes and made a few omelets for Jesse and Trent. They weren’t too fond of pancakes; they would choose a meat omelet any day. 
 
    I carry the food out to the table where Jesse, Blondie, Trent, Jenny, Natalie, Sarah, and Landon were all sitting. 
 
    Natalie looks up at me with a beaming smile on her lips. “Lana, what are you doing, serving us food?” She asks. 
 
    I give her a gentle smile as I place the pancakes in front of Blondie and Landon and the omelets in front of Jesse and Trent. Trent gives me a questioning gaze before he looks over at Landon. He knows something is wrong and is curious as to what it is. 
 
    “Lana…” Landon whispers while grabbing my hand gently. I rip it away as if his touch burned me. Trent jumps from his seat, letting out a growl as Landon gets to his feet. Landon grabs my arm and shoves me behind him, positioning himself between my brother and me. 
 
    “Landon, knock it off!” I tug on his arm, pleading for him to calm down. I don’t understand where all this sudden anger has come from, but it’s scaring me. 
 
    “Landon, stop!” Natalie cries from her seat. Her eyes are bugged out wide as she takes in the two males ready to tear at each other’s throats. 
 
    Landon growls down at his little sister. “Be quiet, Natalie.” 
 
    Trent grows even more angered, his eyes turning black and his canines showing. He was on the verge of shifting. “Don’t talk to her like that!” he snaps. 
 
    “Why should you care about how I talk to my sister?” 
 
    Oh, Goddess, no. This is the worst possible way to tell him, Trent! Please, just keep it in. Tell him when everyone is calm and not so moody. Plus, Natalie shouldn’t be here when Trent tells him! It will only confuse her. 
 
    “Because I’m her mate!” Trent snarls. 
 
    I feel Landon recoil, taken back by what my brother has told him. I feel his anger deteriorate as he takes in what was said. The whole dining area is quiet, shocked with the news. I look over at Natalie to see her mouth hanging open in complete shock. I feel so bad for her. This isn’t how she was supposed to find out. 
 
    Blondie slowly stands, his eyes studying Landon carefully. “Landon…” Blondie says in a warning. 
 
    Landon ignores his best friend for a switch goes off in his head, and he lunges for my brother.  
 
    “No!” I scream, watching as he shifts mid-air and tackles Trent to the ground. 
 
    Unlike Landon’s and Blondie’s meaningless tussle, Landon means to kill.
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    Chapter 16 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 10, 2014 
 
    I watch with wide eyes and an open mouth as my mate tackles my brother to the ground, sinking his teeth into his shoulder. Trent lets out a horrifying scream that shakes me to the core. He shoves Landon, trying to get him off so he can shift into his wolf as well. 
 
    Trent manages to get his feet in between them, and with a strong thrust, he throws Landon off. Landon lands on his feet, snarling at my brother who bolts outside, shifting into his black wolf. Trent barely has his wits when Landon lays another attack on him, pinning him to the ground and biting into his neck. Trent thrashes under him, clawing at his stomach and sides, but it has no effect on Landon. He is an Alpha, and Trent is only an Omega, promoted to a Gamma. 
 
    I run out after the two wolves. “Landon, stop!” I scream. He doesn’t listen. He’s killing my brother. “Landon, You’re killing him!” I move to intervene, but Blondie grabs my arm, shoving me back a few steps. He walks towards the feuding wolves, being sure to keep a safe distance. 
 
    “Landon, this isn’t you. It’s the moon. You need to fight through this, Landon. You need to calm down,” Blondie says, his tone soothing yet authoritative. “I know it’s been four years, but we’ve worked on this. Remember? You don’t want to hurt him. You don’t want to hurt Lana.” 
 
    At the mention of my name, Landon eases off. He keeps my brother pinned, yet his grip on Trent’s neck isn’t fatal. I watch the rise and fall of his chest as he heaves, trying to regain focus. 
 
    “That’s good. Good. Keep breathing, Landon,” Blondie says. I look over at Natalie to see her hugging Sarah, tears rolling down her cheeks. I can’t imagine how terrified she must be right now. “Can you release Trent, Landon?” I turn my attention back on my mate, seeing the conflict within his eyes. There is so much regret and guilt yet an immense amount of anger. 
 
    “Landon? Look at me, Landon,” I whisper, walking over to stand in his line of sight. His beautiful blue eyes scrutinize me, flickering between pain and rage. It’s as if there is an internal battle. My Landon against this enraged Landon. “It’s okay. You’re going to be okay.” I give him a soft smile, taking a few steps closer. I notice him tensing. 
 
    “Lana, careful,” Blondie warns. 
 
    I ignore him, continuing my trek towards my mate. “It’s okay. I love you.” I reach a hand out, slowly extending it. As it nears his head, Landon growls around the chunk of neck in his mouth. I ignore his warning, sinking my fingers into the thick fur of his scruff. 
 
    Landon stands frozen for a few moments, looking at me with wide eyes, scared he will attack me if he makes any movement. But he slowly retracts his teeth from Trent’s neck and lifts his head, so it’s level with mine. 
 
    “It’s okay, Landon.” 
 
    He shakes his head, stepping off Trent. His eyes are wide as he takes in my bloody brother. He begins to panic, backing away from us and into the forest. 
 
    “Trent’s okay,” I tell him, but he just looks at me with horror-struck eyes. 
 
    What did I do? His voice is shaky, scared. 
 
    “It wasn’t you, Landon. It was the moon,” Blondie says. I look over at him. What does he mean that the moon did it? 
 
    No! I did this, Mason. I can’t control it. No matter how much we prepare and practice, I’ll never be able to control it. I’m so sorry, Lana. Landon gives me one last look before he turns and runs into the forest, disappearing as the trees swallow him. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” I hear Jesse ask from behind me. Trent gets to his feet, shaking his tangled coat. His eyes meet mine, and he offers a smirk before he heads into the house to change. Trent’s strong. I know he will be able to overcome this. 
 
    I turn my attention to Blondie who walks over and loops an arm around Jesse’s shoulders. “Whenever it’s a full moon, Landon loses control of his wolf. No one knows why, but it’s as if the animal in him surfaces and pushes Landon back. He gets angry very easily. It’s like a switch.” 
 
    I let out a tiring breath, running my hand through my hair. That makes sense. No wonder he was such a jerk yesterday. It was very unlike him. He is normally so calm and reasonable. 
 
    “How long does it usually last?” I ask Blondie, checking to see if Natalie was okay, but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen. She must have gone back inside with Sarah. 
 
    “Three days. He should be calming down tomorrow or the day after that. Landon prefers to be in his wolf form during this, so he may not be back until the rage is gone.” 
 
    Jesse hooks her arm in mine and offers me a gentle smile, leading me into the house. I cast a look over my shoulder to look at the forest, willing Landon to come back out. I want to apologize, to tell him that we will get through this together. 
 
    Is he really going to sleep on the forest ground all by himself? That sounds so lonely and cold. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it, Lana. He is unpredictable in his wolf form. It’s best you leave him be until he comes back on his own.” I squint over at Blondie. Shouldn’t it be against the werewolf law to go into the Luna’s mind unwelcomed? Blondie arches an eyebrow, searching for my understanding. 
 
    I nod my head. “Okay. I won’t.” 
 
    I block my mind from him, silently promising myself that I will go find Landon and make things right. Landon won’t hurt me. He doesn’t have it in him. No matter how much his wolf tries to take control, Landon will never let anything happen to me. 
 
    Plus, he deserves to have someone care for him when he needs it. He doesn’t deserve to sleep outside on his own, struggling with his thoughts and emotions. 
 
    With Castor still out there, it’s not safe for Landon to be out so close to the territory border alone. He will not be able to hold off Castor and his warriors, no matter how powerful and enraged his wolf is. 
 
    *** 
 
    At midnight, when everyone is asleep and the house is quiet, I gather a few blankets in my arms and a flashlight. I tiptoe down the stairs and out the backdoor, being sure to close the door silently behind me. 
 
    I sprint into the forest, waiting until I’m hidden by the trees to connect my mind with Landon. There is a tug at my heart, and I follow my instincts as they pull me further into the forest. I soon get on a barely trekked path, recognizing it as the one Landon and I walked the other day. 
 
    I smile as I reach the spot where we spent the day, seeing him lying as his wolf on the ground in a ball. Sensing me, he lifts his head and looks at me, letting out a low growl. It was only a warning. He doesn’t want me here. I ignore him and throw a blanket down, laying it out. I sit on it, patting the spot beside me. 
 
    Landon looks at it, shaking his head. 
 
    “Well, I’m not leaving. So you can come lie down by me, or we can both freeze tonight. Your choice.” I grab another blanket, placing it on top of me as I lie on my side, staring at Landon. 
 
    He has an internal battle, contemplating if he should risk it or not. “I’m really cold, Landon,” I whimper, faking a shiver. 
 
    Landon whines, crawling over to take his spot beside me on the blanket. I smile, draping the comforter over him and laying my head on his stomach. I sink my fingers deep into his fur and let out a sigh. 
 
    His blue eyes shine in the darkness, staring at me as I cuddle into his warmth. I see the fear, and I know he’s scared he will hurt me. “I trust you. Now, go to sleep. Tomorrow is a new day.” I lean over and press a kiss on the top of his head.
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    Chapter 17 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 12, 2014 
 
    I wake up to the sound of crickets chirping and birds singing. Wind blows over my face, wafting me with the scent of nature. The sun seeps through the leaves, settling on my skin in a comforting manner. The blanket I had placed over me last night is all knotted up by my feet. My shirt was hiked up, my hair a tangled mess, and I am missing a sock. 
 
    I sit up and look down at a sleeping Landon. He is now in his human form, adorning basketball shorts. The past two days, he has remained in his wolf form, and we’ve slept out in the woods the last two nights. He must have shifted in the middle of the night and changed into the shorts I brought for him. I knew the full moon’s effects would vanish sometime in the night. 
 
    “That was something I did not miss during my four years of being a human,” Landon grumbles, rolling over to press his face into my thigh. He slings an arm over my lap and remains that way for a few moments. 
 
    Convinced he fell back asleep, I reach down and play with the strands of his wild hair. I have missed Landon being Landon. I’ve missed his warm embrace, his throaty laugh, the dimples on his cheeks when he smiles. 
 
    Was this something that happens every month? Blondie said they were working on it… Maybe he normally isn’t this out of control. Maybe he was just out of practice. 
 
    At last, I am relieved. I know all his anger shot towards me wasn’t real. Sure, he may have felt that way, but the calm and rational Landon would have handled it better. I am positive he would have handled Trent’s news with a calmer attitude as well. 
 
    “How is your brother?” Landon asks, shifting his body, so his head is now on my lap. He opens his hazy eyes up to the sky. His hand grabs mine, pulling it over to his chest. His fingers intertwine with mine, holding tight. 
 
    “He’s fine, Landon. Nothing to stress over,” I tell him. Trent was up and walking away the moment Landon ran into the woods. His wounds were fully healed by the next day. Landon never had the intention of killing Trent. If he had, Trent would be forever still, six feet under the ground. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to hurt him. You have to know that, Lana. I would never hurt you or your family intentionally.” His voice is broken. I can feel his self-loathe as if it were my own. He’s beating himself up even though he had no control over it. 
 
    I lean down and press a kiss on his forehead. My thick blonde hair falls around my face, resting on his shoulders and chest. Landon reaches up and runs his fingers through my hair, lightly tugging at the end. 
 
    “I don’t like you being afraid of me,” he says. I am taken back by what he says. Does he really think that I was afraid of him? I knew that what was happening to him wasn’t his fault, that it wasn’t really him. I also knew that he wouldn’t hurt me. 
 
    I pin Trent to the ground, sinking my teeth into his neck. The metallic, coppery taste of blood fills my mouth, and in a sickening way, I enjoy it. There is a rage within me that I cannot describe. All I want is to tear this pup apart. I don’t understand why I was angry; I know it wasn’t because he was Natalie’s mate. In fact, he’s probably the best choice for my little sister. But there was an undeniable urge to end his life. 
 
    “Landon, stop!” I hear Lana scream from across the yard. I feel my heart break. I was hurting her. I was killing her brother, and that meant I was hurting her. “Landon! You’re killing him!” I feel her step closer to me and I look up to see the horror in her eyes as she watches me chew into her brother’s neck. 
 
    She’s scared of me… 
 
    I blink, clearing my head from the memory Landon shot through me. It wasn’t just a play of what happened, but I felt his emotions as they become my own. I try to sort my anger and my sorrow, tears gathering in my eyes. 
 
    I couldn’t deny the fact that I actually looked petrified. But not at him… I could never be terrified of him. I was scared that I was going to lose my brother, that my mate was going to kill my brother. 
 
    “No, Landon. I wasn’t scared of you. I could never be.” 
 
    His expression is blank as his unseeing eyes take in the trees overhead. He doesn’t believe me. All that accompanies his mind is my horror-struck face, looking back at him. 
 
    He honestly believes that I fear him. If I do, why would I spend these past two nights with his tempered wolf? I trust him. I trust that he will never hurt me or anyone close to me. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Lana. I wish you didn’t have to see me like that.” 
 
    I frown, tracing my fingers along his forehead, brushing his hair out of his eyes. “Why does this happen to you, Landon?” I ask, watching his face contort into a grimace. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know, Lana. Ever since my first shift, I have always lost control during the full moon. It doesn’t happen to anyone else… Mason has been trying to help me, but it’s just too much. Three days of pure anger. I just isolate myself into the woods where I don’t hurt people I care about.” His answer only gave me more questions. Was Landon’s wolf different? Why was he affected when all of us weren’t? The full moon was just like every other phase of the moon. 
 
    I take a deep breath. We will get through this. I will help Landon as much as I can. I will not allow him to spend his nights alone in the woods. I will spend them with him out here, no matter the weather or his objections. I will not allow him to suffer through this alone. 
 
    “This changes nothing, Landon.” 
 
    “It changes everything, Lana.” He pushes himself off the ground, getting to his feet in one fluid movement. I look up at him in confusion. What is he saying? 
 
    “Landon?” 
 
    He gathers the blankets on the ground, pulling them from under me. I stand, crossing my arms across my chest. “I’m sorry, Lana, for everything that I’ve done. You deserve so much better.” 
 
    I gnaw on my bottom lip, shaking my head. Landon couldn’t be more wrong. He didn’t deserve me. He doesn’t deserve a mate who is so weak. As Alpha, he deserves a mate who is at the least a Beta. 
 
    “Don’t speak like that, Landon. Don’t speak about regretting this, us.” 
 
    “I don’t regret us, Lana.” He lets out a groan and walks over to grab my arms. “I regret putting you in danger. I regret that I am damaged and weak. I regret that when the Cossitt Pack comes, I won’t be able to protect you!” His eyes are wide, filled with agony and self-loathe. 
 
    “I don’t care. I don’t care that you yelled at me, that you nearly killed my brother. That wasn’t you, Landon. I most certainly don’t care that you are blind, that you bear scars. You are the most humble, selfless man that I know. And as for the Cossitt Pack, I don’t care. You were right. This pack survives, and we will survive this.” I grasp his face in my hands, holding tight. I am not going to let him do this. I will not let him go. This is just his guilt speaking, and I will not let him let us go because of guilt. 
 
    I reach up on my tip-toes and place a kiss on his lips, slipping a hand to grab the back of his neck. “I love you, Landon,” I whisper against his lips. 
 
    His arms circle around my waist, caging me against his solid chest. His fingers fan out against my back, pressing me impossibly closer to him. 
 
    Our kiss is filled with raw passion, surging through me. My heart is racing as he presses me up against a tree, moving to kiss down my neck, sucking on the mark he gave me. I press my eyes shut, letting out a moan as my body tingles all over. 
 
    “I love you, Lana.”
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    Chapter 18 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 12, 2014 
 
    Landon and I walk into the house to see Trent and Natalie passed out on the couch. Trent’s sitting at the end, his head thrown back against the cushion with his hands resting on Natalie’s legs that are placed on his lap. Her head is resting on the arm of the couch on the opposite end of Trent. Beauty and the Beast’s ending credits roll as Trent softly snores. 
 
    I smile. He has always hated Disney movies. However, he would watch hundreds of them for Natalie. He is a such a softy when it comes to her. Trent is a sucker for her puppy face, along with everyone else in the pack. 
 
    Landon loops his arm around my shoulder and pulls me in, placing a kiss on my forehead. “He’s perfect for her,” Landon whispers. I arch my eyebrow, surprised he thinks so. Sure, it was true, but I expected him to be a little hostile about the whole situation. “Trent will be what she needs. She needs a friend and a guardian from him right now, and clearly, that is what he is.” He motions to the two snoozing on the couch. I smile, nodding my head. “When the time comes for them to be mates, I am sure he will be a good one to her as well.” 
 
    “I’m starting to think you’re not blind,” I whisper, turning to gently trace the scars around his eyes. Landon chuckles and circles an arm around my waist, pulling me close to him. 
 
    The way Landon walks around the house, knows where people are standing, and knowing exactly where the furniture around the house is mind-blowing. I manage to run into more doors and tables than he does, and I have perfect vision! 
 
    “Trust me, baby, if I weren't blind, I wouldn’t be in my wolf form as much as I am,” Landon says, resting his forehead against mine. Our noses brush against each other as a smile stretches across both of our faces. “In fact, I’m sure I’d never be in my wolf form.” 
 
    I scoff and playfully push his shoulder, turning to head into the kitchen where I find Meggy, Tami, and Rachel working on lunch. Meggy adorns a large smile when she sees me, walking over to wrap her arms around me. 
 
    “You smell like the earth,” she says bluntly. I laugh, running my hand through my forest tangled hair. 
 
    Tami and Rachel giggle to themselves, and I know they find this amusing. I arch an eyebrow and walk over to grab a piece of cheese Rachel just cut. 
 
    “Something funny?” My voice is hard and cold. Rachel’s green eyes widen as she shakes her head quickly, her mouth gaping open. 
 
    My lips twitch into a smile. I didn’t understand how Landon could do it. Maybe it’s because he’s a true Alpha. And maybe it’s because I was born an Omega that I will never be authoritative towards my pack members. 
 
    I nod, grabbing another piece of cheese before I exit the kitchen, giving Meggy a pat on the shoulder. Landon is still standing by the kitchen table, but Trent is now awake. They are quietly talking to each other, keeping sure no one is eavesdropping. 
 
    “Castor will kill her if—” Trent cuts himself off when he feels my presence, giving me a wide smile. He’s a good act. I know exactly what he was saying to Landon, and he just pretends it was never said. “How was the forest floor?” he asks, reaching over to grab a leaf from my hair. 
 
    I pop the piece of cheese in my mouth, giving him a glare as I chew. “As comfortable as one would expect.” I turn and face Landon. His face is pulled down into a frown, and I immediately want to murder Trent. Why must he bring up Castor so soon? Landon just got over his curse, and now, Trent is dumping Castor’s threats on him. “He won’t touch me,” I tell Landon, praying that I sounded convincing. 
 
    “You were right. We are going to need help if we want to defeat Castor.” 
 
    I feel my jaw drop at his words. I don’t think I’ve ever heard someone say that to me before. “Landon…” 
 
    “It was wrong to ever doubt you.” I wasn’t expecting him to say that. “I will contact our neighboring packs and ask for their aid. Roughly how many members are in the Cossitt pack?” 
 
    “Two hundred strong warriors,” Trent answers. I feel my heart squeeze tight at the number. I always thought the Cossitt pack was small. So how has Castor trained so many warriors? Landon runs a hand through his hair. 
 
    We barely had thirty strong warriors. Granted there were much more four years ago, but after the battle with the Prowler pack, it has been a long road to recovery. Landon has done his best to revive the pack, but not many wolves survived. He basically had to start from scratch. 
 
    “I would like for you, Lana, and Jesse to teach us the ways Castor and his men fight. You are the only ones who know,” Landon says to Trent. I shake my head even though he can’t see me. Trent casts me a gaze. 
 
    “I never fought, remember? I wouldn’t be of any use in that department,” I speak mostly to myself. Landon turns to face me, a frown on his face. 
 
    “You lived there your whole life, Lana. It’s alright that you weren’t a warrior. You were an Omega, so you watched. You know their fighting techniques like the back of your hand.” Landon wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me close to him, placing a kiss on my forehead. “You are exactly what we need.” 
 
    I can’t help the smile that plays on my lips. What Landon said was encouraging and thoughtful. It made my confidence triple. I am ready to take on Castor right now with the words he spoke to me. 
 
    “Lana, do you mind gathering everyone into the yard? We begin now.” Landon dips his head down and places a strong kiss to my lips. “I am going to contact the other packs.” I watch as he detaches from me and heads into his office. 
 
    Trent lets out a low whistle and throws an arm around my shoulders. “Kind of scary… Never thought the day would come when I am taking orders from my sister.” I roll my eyes and step away from him. 
 
    I contact the pack, informing the warriors to rally outside immediately. 
 
    Jesse, Trent, and I stand side by side, watching as all the men and women eligible to fight gather. “I am sorry to pull you away from your families. But I have news. As you know, Trent, Jess, and I are from the Cossitt Pack. Trent was a Gamma, a high-stationed warrior. I snuck out in the middle of the night to find my mate, leaving without consent. And for that, I am so sorry. Alpha Castor has an army of wolves. The possibility of him moving to strike against us is grand, and with nearly two hundred warriors—” 
 
    Members gasp, looking at each other with fear and anxiety. I understand. We are nowhere close to having the numbers to stand against Castor. 
 
    “Landon is contacting neighboring packs. I am sorry to have brought this war upon you—” 
 
    “We are proud to fight for our Luna!” someone shouts in the crowd. His declaration stuns me, striking my heart with this newfound love. Tears well in my eyes as I smile. 
 
    “Trent, Jess, and I are going to teach you the ways the Cossitt Pack trains.” I look over at Trent, nodding my head. He gives me a lopsided grin as he steps forward. 
 
    “The Cossitt Pack is ruthless. They don’t honor the code of surrender. They mean to kill, and they will only leave when every Shadow member is killed.” Oh, well, that isn’t dark… “That being said, you will need to shift and partner up.” 
 
    Everyone does as he says, and Trent looks at me the same moment Blondie and Jenny jog over. 
 
    “You have impeccable speaking skills,” Blondie says to Trent. I laugh, shaking my head. 
 
    Trent ignores him, meaning business. “Jesse and Lana will demonstrate.” I feel my eyes widen as I look over at him. 
 
    What are you doing? You fight. I don’t want to fight. 
 
    You have to fight, Trent argues. 
 
    I don’t want to. 
 
    You have to. I must remain human to instruct them. I don’t have the connection like you do, Trent explains. Even though he had a very great argument, I still didn’t want to fight. 
 
    I let out a sigh as I shift into my disgraceful wolf, ripping my clothes into pieces. I watch as Jesse is already her dark gray wolf, significantly smaller than me. 
 
    You’ve grown, she says. Becoming Alpha gave my wolf an obvious growth spurt. I was still much smaller than Landon, but I was larger than all the other wolves. 
 
    “I want you to watch. Watch how Jesse strikes.” I had never fought before, and I was horrified, knowing Jesse could beat my ass. I didn’t want to look bad in front of my pack. 
 
    I feel my claws dig into the dirt as I lower myself slightly, letting out a growl as Jesse gears up. She lunges, her jaw open wide and aiming for my throat. I feel her teeth latch on in a vice grip. However, she doesn’t hurt me. Pinning me to the ground, she pretends to tear at my throat. 
 
    “An easy way to get out of this grip is for Lana to place a paw on Jesse’s bottom jaw and snap forward to sink her teeth into her upper jaw. With a swift movement of jerking down and pulling her head up, she will snap her opponent’s jaw in half.” 
 
    I do what he says. However, I don’t go to the extremes and snap her jaw. Jesse lets up, following my half-hearted actions. 
 
    I roll to my feet and look to see all the wolves staring at us with open mouths. I don’t know what they are thinking. Are they disgusted? Impressed? The truth is, I am disgusted with the way the Cossitt Pack fights. But it sure does get the job done. 
 
    “Another tactic is going for the front leg. Snapping the bone in half to paralyze the opponent and then go for the kill,” Trent says, looking over at me. I let out a sigh and face Jesse again, lunging forward to tackle her to the ground. We wrestle for a moment until I get a good shot at taking her leg in between my teeth. I bite down, causing her to let out a fake cry of pain. 
 
    “Now, the Cossitt Pack relishes in pain. They will step back and watch as you lie, clutching your leg in agony. The only way to survive this is when they go for the throat. It means you have to be strong, to push away the fact that you want to die. When they lunge forward, your best option is to roll away. The element of surprise is key. They will be momentarily confused, allowing you to do what needs to be done.” Trent looks at us again. 
 
    I release Jesse and step back, staring down at her. She curls her paw against her chest, watching my every move. She calculates the placement of my feet, the coil of my spine as I surge for her throat. She rolls out of the way, standing on three legs. I nearly eat dirt. I raise my eyes to see her razor-sharp teeth going for my neck. Without time to react, I am practically dead. 
 
    After the demonstration is over, we get to our feet, panting. Again, the members are just staring at us with awe. 
 
    “Alright… Now practice with your partner,” Trent says, dismissing the pack to their training. 
 
    Mason walks over, patting my head. “Wow. That was intense,” he says. I look up at Mason as he ruffles my fur before I step away from him. Jesse trots up and tackles him to the ground, licking his face. I roll my eyes, feeling the hair on my back stand up. I look behind me to see Landon in his wolf form, running towards us. He lets out a low growl, rubbing his head against my shoulder. 
 
    How did it go? I ask him. Landon turns, watching his pack train. 
 
    Mason and Jenny both look over, listening to our conversation. 
 
    Only the Rose pack is with us. That gives us a good sixty more fighters. I let out a sigh and hang my head in defeat. That isn’t even half of what Castor will be delivering to us. 
 
    What can we do? I ask, projecting to both Landon and Trent. My brother looks over at me, a serious look on his face. I know he has an idea, and I am curious as to what he will say. 
 
    “I have an idea. But I don’t think you will be too fond of it,” he says to Landon. My mate looks up at him. 
 
    At this point, we’re desperate, Landon says, and I transfer the message to Trent considering he can’t link in with Landon. 
 
    Trent gnaws on his bottom lip as he looks at Jesse and me. I shake my head as his idea seeps into my mind. He is an idiot. Don’t say it. Please don’t say it. “The Prowler Pack.” 
 
    Landon doesn’t hesitate to go for the throat.
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    Chapter 19 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 12, 2014 
 
    I watch with fear as Landon tackles Trent to the ground, snarling in his face. 
 
    Stupid boy! I will never seek aid from the pack that murdered my father and half of my pack! 
 
    The Shadow Pack stops training, turning their attention to their Alpha. They are in awe. This is the first time they have seen him in his wolf form since the accident. They gather around, however, keeping a decent distance away. 
 
    “Landon, it’s the only way!” Trent shouts. My eyes dart between my brother and my mate, shaking my head. This can’t be happening again. They were just bonding not thirty minutes ago, and now they’re at each other’s throats again. 
 
    Landon, please, don’t hurt him! I beg. The white wolf looks over at me, letting out a soft growl. 
 
    How could he even consider such a disgraceful idea? he says, his body shaking with rage. I glance at Blondie, pleading him with my eyes to intervene and stop this. 
 
    Landon, you don’t want to hurt Trent, Mason says in a calm voice, trying to get his best friend to see reason. 
 
    “They’re the only pack with the numbers. They hate the Cossitt Pack just as much as we do! They will stand with us for this, Landon!” Trent says. 
 
    Please, just shut up, I say to my brother, rolling my eyes. He’s really not helping his case in the slightest. 
 
    Trent has a smile on his lips as I say this. Landon steps off him with a grunt, shaking his head. 
 
    It’s not happening. We’ll find another way. That is the end of it. Landon leaves, going back to the pack house. I quickly follow him, up to our bedroom where we both shift back into our human form. He looks at me, his eyes a vibrant blue. His wolf is still present, allowing him to see me. I blush, covering myself slightly, but he stops me, grabbing my wrists. 
 
    His eyes take me in, letting out a deep growl. I couldn’t be any more embarrassed. But I had nothing to hide from him. He is my mate. 
 
    “That was quite a show,” I say. 
 
    His eyes flicker up to me. He sighs and releases me, running a hand through his hair. “I’m sorry, Lana. I don’t have the best temper.” 
 
    I laugh, walking to my dresser to grab a sweatshirt and a pair of Landon’s boxer shorts. When I look back at him, his eyes are hazed over. I walk up to him, touching the skin around his eyes. 
 
    He closes them, circling his arms around my waist and pulling me close to him. “It’s so frustrating. To see one moment and then to go completely blind.” I place a kiss on his cheek and rest my head on his shoulder.  
 
    We just stand in each other’s embrace, welcoming the comfort we bring each other. If I had a choice, I would never be out of his arms. He makes me feel so safe. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” I ask. 
 
    Landon steps back and takes a seat on the bed, pulling me to stand in front of him. He holds on to my hands, kissing my knuckles. “I just can’t do it, Lana. I can’t work with the men that killed my father and my friends.” 
 
    While I completely understand where he is coming from, I want to know what he is planning on doing to ensure the safety of those who are still living. Ninety men would not be enough to break the lines of the Cossitt Pack. We would be destroyed, and the Shadow pack will not survive for the second time. 
 
    “I know,” I say. Landon pulls me close and places his head on my stomach. I hear him quietly cry, and I just stand there, embracing him. He has been so broken and wounded. And just as he starts to heal, he has to prepare for a deadly impact. He is emotionally unable to take this pack to victory. He won’t make the sacrifices needed. 
 
    I run my fingers through his soft hair, comforting him as he lets out his pain. 
 
    “I won’t lose you. I won’t let Castor touch you. I promise.” He lifts his head and takes a deep breath. “Will you promise me something?” 
 
    I nod my head, brushing his tears away. “Of course. Anything.” 
 
    “Make sure Natalie lives a happy life. I know she will never be with Trent as a mate, but make sure she does find love and—” 
 
    “No.” I cut him off, shaking my head. 
 
    Landon drops his hands, clenching them into fists. “Lana, you need to survive to keep this pack running. You’re the Luna. It is your responsibility.” 
 
    I let out a growl and throw the nearest lamp to the ground. It smashes into pieces at my feet. “My responsibility is to be at your side. I need to fight with our pack!” I shout. 
 
    Landon shakes his head, standing up to walk over to me. “I am not asking.” 
 
    I shove on his chest, anger filling my veins. He is so infuriating! How could he speak like this? I understand he is planning for the unfortunate outcome, but he really wants me to stand on the sidelines? 
 
    I may not be a fighter, but I will fight with Landon until my last second on this earth. I will fight until my last breath side by side with my packmates. 
 
    “I can’t believe you!” 
 
    “The discussion is over. I don’t want an argument, Lana.” 
 
    Instead of answering him, I turn on my heels and storm out of the room, down to where my friends and brother are sitting. Trent lifts his eyes to see me, feeling my anger. 
 
    “What are you wearing?” he asks. I let out a growl, shooting him daggers. He looks at me with complete shock and fear as I grab his arm and yank him off the couch. I pull him into the kitchen. 
 
    You need to go to the Prowler Pack. You need to ask for their help. 
 
    You want to go behind Landon’s back? You know that is a pack crime, Trent says to me. 
 
    Do you want to die without even being with Natalie? 
 
    He lets out a sigh and leans against the kitchen counter, shaking his head. I run a hand through my hair and groan in anger. 
 
    We could turn ourselves in, Trent says. 
 
    I shake my head. No. 
 
    It’s either you or Landon. 
 
    Trent, I know this is very selfish of me to ask… But there is no one I trust more than you. Trent frowns, running a hand through his hair in frustration. 
 
    “Please… You saved me months ago… Help me save this pack.” 
 
    Trent grabs my right shoulder and pulls me into a warm, brotherly hug. I sob into his shoulder, clinging onto his shirt as if it was the only thing keeping me rooted. 
 
    “Alright, I will go.” Trent pulls back, his hands on my shoulders. He looks into my eyes. “I will go, Lana.” 
 
    I nod, rubbing the back of my hand over my eyes. “I love you, Trent. Thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll leave tonight when everyone is asleep.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon hasn’t left the room since our argument. It is nearly ten at night as I make my way up to our bedroom. I open the door, seeing him sitting on the bed and staring blindly in front of him. 
 
    I close the door, walking over to get into bed and making sure not to step on the glass shards from the lamp. I pull the cover over me, laying my head on Landon’s lap. He gently digs his fingers into my hair, massaging my scalp. 
 
    “All I care about is your safety, Lana,” he whispers. I smile, closing my eyes. “I will die for you. I will kill for you.” 
 
    I reach up and cup his cheek with my hand, rubbing my thumb along his cheekbone. He leans his head into my hand, pressing a kiss into my palm. 
 
    “I love you so much. But I can’t let you go into this battle alone. We need the Prowler pack.” 
 
    Landon frowns. “Don’t say that, Lana.” 
 
    I know I’ve wounded him. That was the last thing I ever wanted. But he has to understand where I am coming from. “What would it take for you to ask for their help? What needs to happen?” 
 
    “Nothing. I will never ask for their help. I will sooner die than plea for that vile creature’s aid!” 
 
    Tears well in my eyes as I grab hold of his hand. I intertwine our fingers. “Even if there is a possibility of having a family? Please, do not end our future without giving it a chance.” 
 
    Landon looks down at my stomach, but I shake my head. No… I’m not pregnant. But I can be, one day. I want to be. I want to have a happy future with Landon, with children surrounding us. 
 
    Landon lets out a sigh, leaning down to rest his forehead against my own. My fingers grasp the hair at the nape of his neck. 
 
    “You’re sure?” he asks against my lips. I nod my head, smiling slightly. “You’re sure they can be trusted? That this is going to work?” 
 
    Of course, I wasn’t sure. I didn’t trust anyone other than my pack… my family. But we have to at least try. I nod again. 
 
    I close my eyes as Landon lets out a low growl, his fingers digging into my hips. I know this is hard for him, to trust… To let go of his past and make this alliance. But my mate is strong. 
 
    “Alright, Lana. I trust you.” Landon places a sweet kiss on my nose and changes our positions so I am warm against his chest. 
 
    Trent, don’t go. I don’t say anything else because Landon captures my mouth in a breathtaking kiss and takes us into a night that could grant me the future I so desperately want.
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    Chapter 20 
 
    Landon 
 
    March 13, 2014 
 
    I wake up with Lana’s head on my chest, her body pressed close to mine. I smile, giving her warm body a gentle squeeze. 
 
    I meant what I said. I will ask for Macklin Calhon’s help. If that means gritting my teeth and holding back four years of vengeance, I will. I will not let anything happen to Lana or our promising future. And the only way is to ask for the monster’s aid. 
 
    I run my hand over Lana’s soft back with my fingertips, causing her to moan and press closer to me, trying to escape my touch. I smile, knowing it tickles her. 
 
    “You’re evil.” Her voice is thick with sleep as she speaks. Lana clears her throat and rolls away from me, stretching. “I was having a good dream.” 
 
    “We need to get up… It feels like noon,” I tell her. After last night, we needed all the sleep we could get. She was like a lion in heat. 
 
    “It’s seven,” she mumbles, thumping me on the chest as she slides out of bed. I let out a chuckle, calling upon my wolf to get a few glimpses of her beauty as she walks to the bathroom. Her hair is a tangled mess, but that is to be expected. My shirt barely covers her butt, leaving her legs fully exposed. She is truly perfect. 
 
    I hop out of bed, making my way to my dresser with ease, grabbing a simple t-shirt, boxers and basketball shorts. I then walk into the bathroom where the shower is already running. 
 
    “Don’t steal all the water,” I hear Lana say as I step in with her. 
 
    After a long shower, we both get dressed and head downstairs for breakfast. I can feel Mason, Natalie, and Sarah already sitting at the table. There is another presence… It must be Jesse. It is taking me some time to get used to her and Trent being here. 
 
    Lana and I take our usual spots, our hands intertwined. 
 
    “Sleep well, you two?” Mason says in a knowing voice. I shoot him a glare, and I am sure Lana stuck her tongue out at him. 
 
    “Mature, Blondie.” 
 
    I never really thought Mason was that blond. He must have bleached his hair since the time I’ve gone blind. 
 
    Orange juice and pancakes are placed in front of Lana and me. I don’t hesitate to dive in, scarfing the cakes down. 
 
    Jenny then enters the room, yawning quite loudly. “Jeez, I think you guys shook the entire house.” I hear her say to Lana. Mason laughs like a hyena on my right. 
 
    I roll my eyes, a smile on my lips as I hear Lana’s heart racing. Is she embarrassed? 
 
    “Enough. We have children here,” Lana says, her voice shaking. But not with discomfort… with laughter. I turn my head, catching the soft hiccups of her laugh. 
 
    Mason continues to laugh, Jesse chiming in with a giggle. My sister and Sarah don’t seem to understand, which is good. 
 
    As the table goes quiet, we all begin to go back to eating in a peaceful silence. I was about to apologize for last night when I am suddenly misted with orange juice. 
 
    Lana lets out a tremendous laugh, spraying all of us with orange juice that she wasn’t able to swallow. Her laugh is infectious, causing us to all join in with her until our sides hurt. 
 
    “I am so sorry. I don’t know why I did that,” Lana barely manages to say. 
 
    “That’s so gross.” I hear Sarah say. 
 
    Once the orange juice is cleaned up, we all depart from the table. Lana leaves to help carry the dishes into the kitchen, leaving Mason and me. 
 
    I wanted to wait until Trent showed up to discuss asking for the Prowler Pack’s help. He surely should have been up with all the noise. 
 
    “Where is Trent?” I ask him. 
 
    Mason doesn’t answer right away. His heart races, and I feel his anxiety as if it were my own. I crease my eyebrows in confusion. What? Did he kill the man? 
 
    “Trent left to go speak with Macklin Calhon.” 
 
    “What?” I hear Lana yell from the entrance of the kitchen. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘what’? You’re the one who told him to go,” Mason says. Why would Lana tell him to go when I agreed to speak to the Prowler pack? 
 
    “I told him not to go!” 
 
    “Did you make sure he got your message? That his mind wasn’t blocked?” I ask her, turning to face her. Lana grows silent, and her fear overwhelms me. I get to my feet and walk over to grab onto her shoulders. 
 
    “He’s not answering. What if they have him? They’ll kill him! He’s not an Alpha… Oh, my Moon Goddess! What have I done? I am so stupid. I’ve killed him!” Lana begins to panic, her breathing coming in bursts. She starts to hyperventilate. 
 
    “Shh, calm down, Lana. Mason and I will go get him. I promise I will bring him home.” I turn to Mason, shooting him a message to go wait outside. 
 
    Lana grabs my face, turning it back to her. A hard kiss is pressed to my lips, causing me to wrap my arms around her tightly and kissing her back with fervor. 
 
    “Please be careful,” she whispers, giving me a hug before I step back and call upon my wolf. I’m not sure what would happen, but I have to look at her. 
 
    Her cheeks are flushed, wet with tears. Her eyes are wide with fear and her hair damp against her shoulders. I will do everything in my power to make sure this isn’t the last image I have of her. 
 
    “I love you,” I tell her before I run outside, allowing the shift to overtake me. Mason is already in wolf form, waiting for me. 
 
    Together, we take off just as we had four years ago, in the direction of the Prowler pack. Hopefully, this time, there will be a different outcome.
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    Chapter 21 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 13, 2014 
 
    Jesse, Jenny, and I sit at the kitchen table in silence. Natalie and Sarah went off to play. 
 
    I look at Jesse, wondering if she is struggling with all of this. Mason is her mate… Does it bother her that he is gone to the pack that murdered his friends? Because it sure as hell bothers me. 
 
    Why are we just sitting here while they are risking their lives? For my brother… 
 
    This isn’t right. I am the Luna. I should be by the Alpha’s side, Not sitting like a housewife, waiting for her husband to come home. 
 
    I stand up, causing the others to join me as well. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Jesse asks. 
 
    “I should be with him,” I say. 
 
    “No, you should be here. With Landon gone, you are now the Alpha. The pack looks to you for guidance. If something were to happen to him—” I cut Jenny off with a hard glare. Nothing is going to happen to Landon. They underestimate his strength. 
 
    “I’m going. As Gamma and as Luna’s guard, I would expect you to come with me.” I look at Jesse, arching my right eyebrow. “Mason is your mate. Enough said.” I turn and storm out of the house, shifting into my brown wolf. 
 
    My two best friends seem hesitant but soon follow my lead. I give a slight smirk before I turn to Jenny. 
 
    “You’re the only one who knows where the Prowler pack is. Lead the way,” I say. Jenny lets out a heavy, wolfy sigh before she takes off into a full speed sprint. Jesse and I keep up easily. 
 
    Are you sure this is wise? Jesse asks. 
 
    I glance at her, shaking my head. I know it isn’t. But they never told us to stay put. 
 
    Jesse lets out a snort. You’re an idiot. And I’m an idiot for listening to an idiot. 
 
    I smile at my childhood friend. Jesse and I were accustomed to getting in trouble. This wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. 
 
    I felt bad for Jenny, however. She is only doing her duty, and I hope that doesn’t result in some sort of punishment from Landon. 
 
    We reach the territory in ten minutes, coming to a halt at their perimeter. We have a good eye on Landon and Mason, approaching the Prowler’s house. They are surrounded by Prowler men. They are all in human form, clothed in nothing but shorts. 
 
    What’s your plan, Lana? Jenny asks. I look over at her, chewing on my bottom lip. I honestly didn’t have one.  
 
    We wait here. If it seems to go south, we attack. If everything goes smoothly... then we do nothing, I say to both Jesse and Jenny. 
 
    With that, we lower to our bellies, our eyes fixated on the pack house, watching as Landon and Blondie disappear behind the door. 
 
    As long as I feel Landon’s connection, I know he is alright. Once I sense the slightest disturbance, I am raising hell on this house. They won’t know what hit them. 
 
    I may not be the best fighter, but I remember Trent’s training session. I know how to go for a swift kill. And whoever is at the opposing end will regret coming in between my mate and me. 
 
    *** 
 
    We wait for three hours, just laying there in wolf form. I can still feel Landon with me, meaning nothing has happened. They haven’t threatened or harmed him. I wish I knew what was being said. The distance is too far for my ears to decipher. 
 
    Jenny was beginning to get nervous, pacing back and forth. She didn’t like sitting here like ducks. She felt we were reckless, that we weren’t discreet. I understood, but we had to be close enough to act. If something were to happen, I am not going to allow distance be the reason something happens to Landon. 
 
    Jesse gnaws on her paws beside me. I eye her as she licks and nips at her ankle and paw until they are red. She is worried and anxious. Mason is her mate, and I understand the way she was feeling. 
 
    Is he still alive? 
 
    Will I ever see him again? 
 
    Does he know just how much I love him? 
 
    Why haven’t I voiced my feelings as much as I should have? 
 
    All these questions swarm through my mind. I know Landon is still alive. I could feel him. All the other questions are eating me alive. 
 
    I hear the door to the Prowler pack house open, causing me to jump to my feet. 
 
    Easy, Lana, Jenny warns. I ignore her, watching as Landon, Mason, and Trent stumble out, bloodied and weak. I let out a low growl. 
 
    Why did I not feel Landon’s pain? I should have felt the first injury. 
 
    I watch as five Prowler wolves circle around my three men. I loved all three of them, and I will be damned if I let anything happen. Blondie stands in front of Landon, shifting into his wolf. Soon, Trent and Landon follow suit. They were going to fight. 
 
    The Prowler wolves snarl, gnashing their teeth. I watch as their muscles coil in preparation to attack. 
 
    I push off the ground into a sprint, running straight for the wolf targeting Landon. I lunge right into the wolf’s side, biting into his shoulder. The force of my hit causes us to roll a couple of feet. I push off him, shifting my body, so I stand in between Landon and the gray Prowler wolf. He bares his teeth at me, blood and saliva dripping. I notice that the blood is his from the damage of my impact. 
 
    My eyes flicker briefly to the side to see Jesse and Jenny fighting as well. 
 
    Another Prowler wolf comes to my left, causing me to jump away from the assault. I eye both of them. The gray one is older and stronger while the red one is only a kid. I don’t know what to do. I don’t believe in harming children. 
 
    I turn my attention back to the gray wolf and lunge at him again. We bite and scratch at each other until the red wolf tackles me to the ground. I growl, trying to push him away from me. 
 
    Please don’t make me hurt you, kid. Once I get away from his attacks, I return to the gray wolf, ignoring the biting at my side. The gray wolf snakes forward, ears flat and jaw wide. I let out a howl as he sinks his teeth into my neck. I am shoved to the ground, letting out a cry in pain as the red wolf bites my shoulder. 
 
    I turn my head to see everyone fighting an opponent, holding their own in the battle. Landon, Mason and Trent are so weak, but even then, the Prowler’s Gammas were no match for them. 
 
    As I watch Trent fight, I remember his lesson. I quickly lift my paw and place it on the gray wolf’s bottom jaw. I then shoot forward and take the top half of his snout in between my teeth. I quickly snap his jaw in half, killing him. 
 
    I roll away from the red wolf and get to my feet, snarling at him. He shrinks away, looking at my friends who are victorious in their battles as well. Jenny runs over and lets a growl out at the red wolf, standing in front of me. 
 
    “Enough!” I hear a booming voice. I look over my shoulder to see a man in his forties exit the Prowler House. He has salt and pepper hair and a subtle beard. His hazel eyes scrutinize the scene in front of him. 
 
    I search for Landon and run to his side, shrinking under the glare of Macklin. Landon gives me a hard look before nuzzling his head against mine. I ignore the pain in my neck and shoulder, so happy that my mate is alive. 
 
    “Who are you?” Macklin asks me. I look up at Landon, wondering what I should do. When I see a lady walk towards me with a large t-shirt, I shift. I yank the shirt from her hands and throw it over my body in the span of two seconds. 
 
    “My name is Lana Pierce. I am the mate of Landon Matthews, Luna of the Shadow Pack. I am here to rescue my brother and to ask for your help,” I say. I glance down at Landon who remains in wolf form. He is at his strongest in this form, ready to attack anyone who moves to harm us. I step closer to him, feeling his warm fur against my bare legs. 
 
    “I have already told your mate I will not help your pack. I do indeed hate the Cossitt Pack, but I will not stand with the men that murdered many members of my pack,” Macklin says. I want to punch the man senseless. He doesn’t understand the damage he did to Landon and the Shadow Pack, and he speaks of how we wounded him. 
 
    “I am very sorry for your loss, but I believe you will benefit from this as well,” I say. 
 
    Macklin crosses his arms, eyes me up and down, causing Landon to let out a warning growl. I sink my right hand’s fingers into his fur, trying to calm him down. 
 
    “And how is that?” 
 
    “You could be next. The Cossitt Pack is a power-hungry pack. They will never stop trying to be the biggest and baddest pack unless we stop them. So, sure, if you don’t want to help us, that may save you today, but don’t think they won’t be on your doorstep tomorrow.”
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    Chapter 22 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 13, 2014 
 
    After successfully talking Macklin Calhon into aiding our crusade (I’ve always wanted to say that), we all head back home. 
 
    Landon gave me the cold shoulder the entire way home. He was angry that I left our pack Alpha-less to go save him. I understood, it was reckless and stupid of me to do such a thing. I didn’t even appoint someone in control when we left. 
 
    But honestly, at that time, all I cared about was making sure Landon, Blondie, and my brother were safe. Without them, I don’t believe I’d be able to run the pack anyways. I’d be demoted, maybe kicked out for being too weak without Landon by my side. I’m irrational without him. 
 
    Jenny has been having an inner monolog about how completely insane I was, only to ask for my forgiveness. She blamed herself for my injuries; that she wasn’t doing her duty as a Luna’s Guard. I told her to be reasonable. She had her own hide to save. 
 
    When we reach the house, I go straight to the bedroom, exhausted and filthy. All I want is a cold shower. I look in the mirror of the bathroom, wincing at the bite mark on my neck. It’s already healing, but it’s still red and irritated. 
 
    Discarding the shirt that the Prowler Pack gave me, I step into the shower, turning on the cold water to cascade down onto my shoulders. I hunch a little at the force, letting out a soft moan. The cold feels good on my sore muscles. I make the shower short, scrubbing my body and lightly shampooing my hair. Afterward, I dry off with a plush towel and head over to the sink to brush my hair. 
 
    Landon enters, wearing flannel pajama pants. I take him in, staring at his exposed chest. He is a man that rivals the Greek gods. He is a true beauty. His hazy blue eyes settle on me even though they don’t see me. He always knows where I am. 
 
    Landon stands behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and hands settling on my stomach. I lean back against him, dropping my head on his shoulder. 
 
    “You were careless today, Lana,” he says. I don’t respond, only enjoy the comfort of his embrace. “Did you even think of your own safety?” he whispers into my ear, placing a kiss on the side of my neck. 
 
    I watch us in the mirror, noticing how plain I look beside him. Landon is extremely tan while I am pale. His dark hair has a soft curl to it while mine is as straight as a board. 
 
    I turn around, looping my arms around his neck, grabbing gently at his hair. “Honestly, all I thought about was you.” Landon’s eyebrows crease, a frown on his lips. “I can’t manage without you. The mere thought of it terrifies me. I had to make sure you were okay.” 
 
    “Lana, it’s my job to make sure you’re okay. I protect you.” 
 
    I place a kiss on his lips. “We protect each other,” I state. 
 
    Landon nods his head in agreement, bending down to grab my hips. I let out a soft gasp as he hoists me up and wraps my legs around his waist. I dip my head slightly to capture our lips into a passionate kiss as he walks us into our bedroom, setting us down on the plush mattress. 
 
    I smile against his lips, hiking a leg around his hip as he grabs my towel and rips it away from my body. 
 
    I hook my thumbs at the waistline of his pants, shoving them down a few inches until he finishes the job. Landon grabs my waist, rolling us over, so I am on top, straddling him. 
 
    A knock comes from the door, causing me to gasp and roll off Landon. I throw myself under the blanket, making sure I am covered while Landon gets to his feet, pulling on his pants. He opens the door with an irritated grunt. “What, Natalie?” 
 
    “Be nice.” I shoot at Landon. 
 
    Natalie walks into the room, sliding past her brother. “You’re naked,” she points out to me. My cheeks burn with embarrassment. 
 
    “Natalie!” Landon scolds. 
 
    “Sorry. Anyways, I came up with the wonderful idea of getting out of the house and going to a drive-in,” she says, clapping her hands. “So get dressed, we’re leaving in about five minutes.” She exits, causing me to throw a look at Landon before I remember he can’t see it. 
 
    “Well, I hear sex at a drive-in is great,” Landon says. I chuck a pillow at him, hitting him in the chest. He chuckles, walking over to place a sweet kiss on my forehead. “That’s what I hear,” he says, heading to the closet to change his pants and put on a shirt. I follow after him, grabbing one of his black t-shirts and one of my jean shorts. 
 
    Landon’s left hand grabs my right bicep, pulling me into his chest. He ducks his head down to the juncture of my neck and inhales. 
 
    “I love when you wear my clothes. I just can’t wait to take them off you,” he says. 
 
    I arch an eyebrow. Why is he so lustful all of a sudden? “I take it you’re no longer mad at me.” 
 
    Landon steps back, his eyebrows creased together. “I was never mad at you, just slightly disappointed.” 
 
    Ouch, that hurts worse. I’d rather him be mad at me any day than disappointed. “I know I haven’t been doing a good job as Luna. But it’s a big step, going from Omega to Alpha.” 
 
    Landon shakes his head. “That’s not what I was referring to. I was disappointed in myself for not believing in your strength. I underestimated you, and I think you do, too.” 
 
    I don’t understand what he means. How could I underestimate myself? Wouldn’t I know what I am capable of? 
 
    “You say you’re not a good Luna. Lana, you just bartered with Macklin Calhon. He’s a dangerous man. And let’s not forget the fact that you stormed into that fight with Jenny and Jesse at your side, fearless.” Landon cups my cheeks with his hands, rubbing his thumbs over my cheekbones. “Lana, I couldn’t have asked for a better mate or Luna,” he says, a smile playing on his lips before he gives me a soft kiss. 
 
    I feel my heart race at what he says. No one has ever said anything like that to me before. He sees this power I hold, and unlike many other male wolves, he is proud of it. This is how I know Landon and I are perfect for each other. We glorify in each other’s accomplishments. We don’t envy each other or pity the other. We are a team. 
 
    “You’re wrong, you know,” I whisper. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “When I saw you bloodied and weak, I was scared that you would never see me again. That the last time you saw me was with tear-streaked eyes and messy hair.” I place my hand on his right cheek, stroking his scars. “I was afraid that I didn’t get to tell you just how much I love you and how much you mean to me.” 
 
    Landon’s arms wrap around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest. “I know, baby. I know.” He captures my mouth in a toe-curling kiss, his tongue dominating mine as his hands grip my hips in an almost painful manner. “Forget the Drive—” 
 
    “Let’s go!” Natalie squeals from downstairs. 
 
    I step back, panting from the kiss we just shared. 
 
    “She needs you, Landon. She needs her brother, and I need mine.” I place a kiss on his cheek, smiling. “It’ll be fun.” 
 
    “So is that a yes?” Landon asks as we exit the bedroom, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. 
 
    I look up at him with confusion. “Yes to what?” 
 
    “Drive-in sex.” 
 
    I laugh. 
 
    *** 
 
    We take two cars to the drive-in. Landon, Natalie, Trent, and I drive in a black Audi S5 Convertible. Blondie, Jesse, Jenny, and Sarah take a dark blue Chevy Silverado. Landon really wanted to take the truck; he wanted to lie down in the bed. I was able to convince him to take the Audi. Audis are my dream cars, and we never get to drive it to places. 
 
    We park beside each other though further in the back because of the truck. Trent and Natalie ditch us to get in the bed of the truck with Jesse, Mason, and Sarah. Jenny hops into the back of the Audi, and I feel bad that she hasn’t found her mate yet. 
 
    Having your mate makes everything different. Every experience is amplified because it is seldom that one is in a bad mood with their mate. We’re happier. And I know she feels like the third wheel. 
 
    We sit at the drive-in for an hour before it gets dark. We had stopped along the way and purchased snacks and drinks for the movies. 
 
    Landon is sipping on a beer nonchalantly. I find myself staring at him. I’ve never seen him drink alcohol before. But with the way he is holding the bottle, the neck of the body placed between his pointer and middle finger, I can tell he’s had his share of beers. He chugs it like a pro, and I watch as it has no effect on him. 
 
    “I’ve built up quite a tolerance,” he tells me, sipping his third beer. I frown as he drinks it as if it were water. He doesn’t have a drinking problem… As I’ve said, I’ve never seen him drink. 
 
    I reach over and grab the bottle from his hand. 
 
    He looks over at me with confusion. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What are you doing?” I respond. 
 
    “Drinking,” he says, pointing to the beer in my hand. “Which is still illegal to you, so give me.” He snatches it back, taking another swig. 
 
    I cast a look back at Jenny, and I realize she has the same horrific look on her face. She shakes her head. 
 
    The accident. She then pointed to her left eye. 
 
    I turn back to Landon. “Do you have a drinking problem?” I ask. Landon seems offended, looking over at Jenny with a scowl. I grab his chin and direct his attention to me. “Do you have a drinking problem?” I ask again, grabbing the beer from his hand. 
 
    “I-I did after my accident. But not anymore. I’m just drinking…” he says, reaching for the beer. I glare at him. “Baby, I promise you I don’t have a habit or problem. I am finally on a night out where there isn’t some sort of problem presenting itself. I know it must be scary. This is the first time you’ve seen me drink. But being a werewolf means our tolerance is really high. It’s hard to get drunk. You’ll see soon.” He leans over and places a kiss on my forehead. 
 
    I stare at him for a moment, looking at how focused his eyes are, which are glowing blue. There isn’t a bead of sweat to be seen on his forehead, and his heart rate is steady. All signs of being drunk are void. I nod my head and hand him the beer. He takes the bottle and then dumps it over the side of the car. “You didn’t have to do that.” 
 
    “Yes, I did. Even though I’m not lying, you are uncomfortable. So, I will not drink anymore tonight.” 
 
    I let out a sigh of relief. I know Landon wouldn’t lie to me about that, but it still makes me feel better knowing he’d quit for the rest of the night. 
 
    I lean over and place my head on his shoulder, hugging his arm to my chest. “I love you, Landon.” 
 
    He places a kiss on the top of my head. “I love you too, baby.”
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    Chapter 23 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 14, 2014 
 
    I stare up at the ceiling, listening to Landon’s breathing as he sleeps peacefully beside me. The wind blows softly against the window panes, the trees brushing along the side of the house. The sun is barely peeking through the blinds. I hear morning patrol. They’re goofing off by the sounds of their growls and barks. 
 
    We didn’t get home from the drive-in until two in the morning. Sarah and Natalie crashed after the first movie. I was ready to go home. However, Jenny, Mason, and Jesse wanted to stay. I felt bad for Landon, not being able to see the movie through his own eyes. The whole time, I projected the movie into his mind, but I knew it wasn’t the same and it was exhausting for him to organize the thoughts. Landon crashed right when we got home and has been sleeping since. I wonder why he is always so tired. He never sleeps past six, and it’s reaching eight. 
 
    I look over at Landon, smiling at how peaceful he is. I roll over and place my head on his chest, draping an arm over his taunt stomach. Landon lets out a soft sound of protest before he wraps his arm around my shoulder, pulling me closer to him. 
 
    “Mae,” Landon murmurs. 
 
    I pull my eyebrows together. Who is this “Mae?” I know Landon, and I know I had no reason to be jealous. He wouldn’t cheat on me. 
 
    “We name our first child Mae,” he whispers, turning his head to place a kiss on my forehead. I feel a smile tug on my lips at his words. Landon tucks my head under his chin, remaining in between sleeping and waking up. 
 
    “We do?” 
 
    “Hmm. I just had the best dream—you, me, Mae, sitting around the kitchen table and bickering with Trent and Mason.” 
 
    I close my eyes, letting his dream seep into my mind. 
 
    I sit in my normal seat at the kitchen table with Landon at the head. Mae sits in my lap, her honey blonde hair reaching her mid-back. I comb my fingers through it, smiling over at Landon as he watches us with blue eyes. 
 
    He almost always has his wolf present now. He tells me, “I will not miss a moment of Mae’s life. One day, she will be eighteen with a mate of her own and will no longer be our baby girl.” 
 
    Trent and Blondie are sitting, arm wrestling, playing Rock, Paper, Scissors, trying to figure out who is Mae’s Godfather. 
 
    When Mae was born, we appointed Jesse, the godmother, and Mason, the godfather. Jenny is considered her aunt, and even though Trent is her uncle, he wants to be her godfather. For the reason, I do not know. But they have been fighting for the past two years, trying to figure it out. 
 
    Landon and I are sticking with Mason, but we decide not to tell them. We enjoy watching them fuss. Plus, it amuses Mae. 
 
    “Mommy, where is Auntie Natalie?” Mae asks. Natalie is Mae’s favorite. Natalie just turned nineteen, having been with Trent for a year now. 
 
    “Right here, you little monster!” Natalie comes from the kitchen, snatching Mae from my lap. My daughter squeals with delight and I smile over at Landon. 
 
    I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect life. 
 
    I feel a tear roll down my cheek as the dream comes to an end. I nod my head as Landon wipes my cheek. “Mae is a beautiful name,” I whisper, reaching up to place a kiss on his lips. 
 
    Even though in the dream we wait a few years for a child, Mae is a perfect name. In the dream, we don’t have Mae for a few more years, but I am planning on having a child as soon as this war is over. 
 
    “And she looks like you,” Landon says with pride. I roll my eyes, shifting to straddle his waist. Landon places his hands on my hips. “No need to seduce me,” he says with a smirk on his lips. 
 
    “Hmm. Coming from the guy who was obsessed with the idea of drive-in sex,” I say, giving him a peck on the lips. 
 
    Landon chuckles. “We never got the chance to try it out.” Landon’s arms wrap around me tightly, pressing me against his chest. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll just have to go back.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Landon and I make it downstairs around nine-thirty. 
 
    Jesse and Jenny are sitting at the kitchen table, chatting mindlessly. Landon gives me a kiss on the top of my head, and we make our way into the kitchen where I prepare our breakfast since we missed our calling. Meggy usually has breakfast set and ready at five-thirty. If you’re not there to eat it, you have to make your own. 
 
    “I am going to marry you because we will survive this war and we will be happy. Just like the dream, I promise you, Lana. You will be my wife as I will be your husband,” Landon declares. 
 
    I bite my bottom lip, trying to contain all my happiness. I want to scream, to let all this joy I have inside out. “I will hold you to that, Alpha,” I say, reaching up to run my hand through his hair. 
 
    But in a split second, his expression changes from elation to rage. He grabs my wrist, holding it in a vice grip as he lets out a low growl. I stare wide eyed as the back door is yet again thrown open. 
 
    Trent stands there, panting. Landon turns his head to the side, eyes flashing bright blue as Trent says, “We’re under attack.”
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    Chapter 24 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 14, 2014 
 
    “Trent, gather all the fighters. Zane, contact the Rose Pack. Mason, contact the Prowler Pack,” Landon orders, storming out of the house. It is havoc within the pack. Everyone is running around, preparing to fight while saying their goodbyes to loved ones. I am all disoriented, doing the only thing that is sane to me- staying close to Landon. “Lana, grab Natalie and make haste to the cabin—” 
 
    I snap out of my trance. “No.” 
 
    Everyone freezes for a moment, looking over at me. Landon gives out a growl, causing them to proceed with the orders he had given. Landon walks over, grabbing onto my arm. “I will not argue with you, Lana—” 
 
    “Good! So, don’t. I will not abandon you or our pack at the time of need.” 
 
    “You will not put yourself in that kind of danger! You need to be alive for the women and the children.”  
 
    “I will not live a life without you!” 
 
    Landon grabs both of my arms, pushing me in the direction of Natalie’s bedroom. I hit his chest with my fists, letting out screams of anger. 
 
    “You’re acting like a child!” 
 
    “I will not leave you. I will not let our last moment of us together be saying goodbye like this!” I protest. 
 
    “It won’t be,” Landon says. I still my fighting, looking up at him with hard eyes. 
 
    “Promise me. Promise me right now that you will return to me.” Landon just stares at me, and I give his chest a hard shove, pushing him back a step. “You can’t.” 
 
    Jesse and Jenny run up beside us, looking frantic. “Everyone is ready,” Jenny says. 
 
    Landon’s eyes shift from fierce to pleading. “Lana, please.” 
 
    “We live together or die together.” I reach up and grab his face in my hands. “That is my only option. I go where you go.” 
 
    Landon doesn’t look pleased with my answer, but we have run out of time. He leans down and places a strong kiss on my lips. “Don’t you dare die.” He growls. 
 
    “Back at you, Alpha.” 
 
    Landon turns and runs to our assembled pack. “I am so sorry, my family. I have promised to keep you safe and have failed. I do not deserve your loyalty, but I am proud to have it. I am blessed to have all of you as my pack, and if this is to be our end, then I am privileged to die amongst such brave warriors.” 
 
    Landon then shifts to his wolf, and everyone follows suit. I run up to be beside him. Jenny takes her place to my right, taking up her position of the Luna Guard. I look over at her, proud to have her as a friend. Jesse is behind me, and Trent is with Mason on Landon’s left. 
 
    I cast Landon one last glance before he takes off in a full sprint, heading straight for the oncoming pack. 
 
    When Trent reported the attack, the Cossitt Pack was twenty minutes away. By now, they’re only five. We met them full force in less than two. 
 
    The battle was ugly. 
 
    I have never seen so much blood, so much loss, and suffering. Trent is correct. The Cossitt Pack revels in the pain of their opponent. It is sick but true. 
 
    The Rose Pack and Prowler Pack sweep in as reinforcements. They are much needed. Our numbers are dwindling. 
 
    In the midst of all the fighting, I lose sight of Landon. I grow worried, not being able to link with him. I convince myself that he is too focused in a fight to connect with me. I have to believe that if I want to live through this. 
 
    As the outcome shifts into our favor, I start to see the Cossitt Pack retreat. But that isn’t their code. They fight until the last person is standing. I begin to panic as I know they have what they came for. Trent and Jesse… But they also want me. I look around the battlefield, feeling my heart race as I can’t find Landon. 
 
    Mason. Mason? I call for my Beta. There is no reply, and I sprint after the retreating wolves. 
 
    Lana! Jenny calls after me. She follows right behind me. I spin around to face her, snarling. 
 
    Go home. If Mason didn’t make it, I appoint the pack to you. Now, go. That’s an order. I ignore all the Luna instincts I have, telling me to go back and care for my pack. 
 
    I run in the direction of my old home. I promised myself I would never return. 
 
    Halfway there, I am trampled to the ground by a Cossitt wolf. I look up at him, snarling. However, he shifts back into human form and pulls back his fist, delivering me a hard blow to the head, knocking me out. 
 
    *** 
 
    My hands are chained behind my back, pressed up against a hard, cold surface. My neck is stiff, and my eyes are heavy. I groan, trying to lift my head to see where I am. However, I know exactly where. 
 
    The Cossitt prison. 
 
    I feel a presence with me. Despite the screaming pain, I lift my head and open my eyes. It takes me a moment to get used to the darkness. When I do, I see Landon lying on the ground across the cell, chained up just as I am. He has been tortured. 
 
    His hand is bloodied and broken in many places. I notice a few out of place ribs. His back is gushing blood from fresh whip wounds. I let out a sob. “Landon,” I call out, begging for him to be alive. My voice is weak, barely heard. 
 
    I watch, waiting for him to respond. But he doesn’t. He just lies there, motionless. I feel my heart race as thoughts of the impossible run through my mind. No. He can’t be dead! I let out a scream, thrashing against the chains. 
 
    “Castor! Castor! I swear, if you kill him, I will murder you!” I yell through the prison. I am answered with silence. 
 
    I hang my head, sobbing as I feel all reason to live fade. Landon is my rock, my sole purpose. Without him, everything will be without color. The sky will be gray, and the sweetest of food will be tasteless. 
 
    “Hmm-umm.” I hear a mumble. I lift my head to see Landon shift his head. 
 
    “Landon? Baby?” I call out. I watch as he lifts himself up, settling on his knees. He lifts his head, looking over at me. 
 
    “Lana,” he whispers. I let out a sigh of joy at the sound of his voice. 
 
    He’s alive. He’s going to be okay. I’ll get us out of here. 
 
    I glance around the cell we are in. All the walls are made of concrete. However, the one furthest away is adorned with a steel door. I try to think of a way to escape. We are underground… The facility is heavily guarded. 
 
    I remember walking past the prison when I used to live within the Cossitt Pack. The building is made of brick with bars on the prison cells that has windows. There is a separate entrance, apart from the main, that leads down to confinement. That is where we currently are. There are two guards placed at every holding cell and a patrol that walks around the prison constantly. 
 
    Escaping is practically impossible. 
 
    “Baby, you’re okay,” Landon says. “I thought you were dead.” I feel tears roll down my cheeks. 
 
    “What did they do to you?” I ask, moving as close to him as I could. He shifts closer too. We are barely a foot from each other, and I want to scream in frustration. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You’re alive,” he says. 
 
    His eyes remain fogged. His wolf is so weak that he can’t call upon him. I am glad. I don’t want him to see me like this. 
 
    “Is it just us?” I ask him. 
 
    “They took Trent and Jesse to another cell.” 
 
    “Not Mason?” I ask. 
 
    Landon doesn’t respond. I begin to cry. He’s dead. He never responded. He never reached out to me. If he isn’t here, then he has to be lying on the battlefield. 
 
    I bring my knees to my chest and cry. “This is my fault. Castor only came because of Jesse and Trent. They left to see me.” 
 
    “This isn’t your fault. You were right when you told Macklin that Castor craves power. He would have come anyway, Lana.” Landon tries to reassure me. Even if he was right, I couldn’t help but feel responsible. 
 
    Our friend is dead. Who knows how many more are as well. 
 
    The door opens, and the lights flicker on. I lift my head to see Castor walk in. He casts a look at Landon before he stalks over to me. I straighten my spine as he delivers a blow to my jaw. I spit out blood as Landon growls. 
 
    “Leave her alone!” 
 
    “Don’t,” I mutter to him, glaring up at Castor. Castor grits his teeth, reaching down to grab my chin. 
 
    “All of this because of you. Why did you have to leave? Didn’t I make you happy?” His thumb runs over my lips. I feel my stomach churn with disgust. I want to bite off his thumb, but I know it would only result in harsher punishments. 
 
    Castor squats in front of me, brushing a hand through my hair before he looks over at Landon and smiles. “I’m glad you’re awake. I wouldn’t want you to miss this.” 
 
    Another man walks in and hands Castor a case. Castor sets it on the ground as the faceless man leaves, opening it to reveal a set of knives. I begin to panic, moving away from him. 
 
    “Don’t you dare touch her!” Landon screams. 
 
    Castor pulls out a small paring knife. He examines it, lifting it up so it is visible for me to see. I am glad Landon couldn’t see at this moment. Castor looks at Landon as he shoots his hand out, driving the knife deep into my stomach. I cough, spitting up blood. The knife is small, barely breaching the thick layer of muscle and fat. He drags the blade across the length of my stomach. I can no longer contain the bile as I puke out blood. I feel warmth run along my abdomen and down my apex and legs. I don’t have to look down to see that it’s my blood. 
 
    “No! What are you doing to her? What are you doing, you sick monster?” 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay, Landon,” I say through the blood and tears running down my cheeks. 
 
    “I just killed your child, Landon,” Castor says. My eyes widen at his words. No… That can’t be possible. How could he possibly have known that if I didn’t? 
 
    I watch as Landon’s shoulders sag with defeat. His head hangs as he lets out a sob. “No.” 
 
    “Shh,” I whisper over to him. “It’s okay.” But I am crying just as hard as my wounded mate. I was pregnant with our child… Our Mae. 
 
    But in an instant, a small motion with the knife, the baby has been killed, the small life inside of me. 
 
    Oh, what have I done? 
 
    Castor wipes off the blade, putting it back in his case. He gets to his feet and places his hand on my cheek. “You’re so beautiful. Think how beautiful our child will be.” 
 
    “I swear if you lay a hand on her, I will murder you, you prick!” Landon shouts. 
 
    “I’ll have the medic come in and sew you back up, love. When you are back to full health, I will rape you in front of your mate,” Castor promises. I fall back against the wall, letting out a sob as he walks out of the cell. 
 
    “You will not have her!” Landon screams. 
 
    As I listen to my mate scream, I try to calm my breathing and clear my head. The pain in my abdomen is so fierce, and the ache in my heart is unbearable. My unborn child was just murdered. 
 
    What have I done to deserve this? 
 
    What has Landon done? 
 
    “Shh. It’s okay,” I repeat over and over again to Landon who just yells threats at Castor. “It’s okay, Landon.” 
 
    “It’s not okay.” Landon struggles against the chains. “How much pain are you in, baby? Transfer it to me,” he says. I close my eyes as fresh tears emerge. 
 
    He’s willing to bear more pain even though he is on the verge of death himself. He definitely doesn’t deserve this. 
 
    “You’re a good man, Landon. I am so sorry. I should have listened to you.” 
 
    “No. Shut up. We both know you are too thick-headed to ever do as you’re told. Don’t waste your energy on regrets, my love. Now, lend me your sight. Let me see what he did to you,” Landon begs. 
 
    I can’t let him do that. I am only able to go on knowing he can’t see what has happened and what will happen. I am glad his wolf is weak, as sadistic as that sounds. 
 
    “I cannot do that,” I say, leaning my head against the wall. 
 
    Exhaustion creeps up on me. The blood loss and all the crying has rendered me weak and tired. 
 
    “No, no, no. Stay with me, Lana. Don’t leave me,” Landon says as I lie on the ground. 
 
    “I’m so tired.” 
 
    “I know. But you need to stay awake. You need to fight this,” he pleas. I want nothing more than to do as Landon says. 
 
    My body has a mind of its own. Even though I fight with everything I have to stay with Landon, I feel myself slip away.
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    Chapter 25 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 15, 2014 
 
    The first thing that comes to mind when I wake up is: my abdomen is on fire. I can’t wrap my head around why I am in so much pain. All I want to do is touch my stomach and massage the pain away. However, my hands are chained behind my back. 
 
    I am lying on cold cement, and I remember exactly where I am. I shiver, from both the cold and the memories that flow through my mind. My baby is dead. It was cut out of me while I just sat there, powerless to stop it. 
 
    And Landon. Poor Landon, blind from all that happens around him, only hearing my cries. A part of me now wishes he has his sight, to give him a sliver of hope. On the other hand, he doesn’t need to see me like this. If this is our last moment together, I don’t want him to die with the memory of me looking like this. 
 
    I let out a whimper as I move to sit up, wincing at the pain. 
 
    “Lana? Oh, thank goddess!” Landon calls from across the prison. Hearing his voice is a comfort. All I want is to be in his arms. It’s painful having him so close yet not within reach. “How is the pain? Give some to me if you can’t bear it,” he pleads. 
 
    “You have enough pain, Landon,” I whisper, resting up against the cold, concrete wall. I peel open my eyes to see him sitting in the middle of the cell, as close to me as he can. I notice he popped his hand back in place, yet his ribs are still broken. I fear if they aren’t set soon, his body will heal around them. 
 
    I am glad Landon wasn’t tortured while I was out. The mere thought of it makes me sick. 
 
    I hear muffled screams. 
 
    “They’ve been at it for hours,” Landon whispers. 
 
    Trent… What are they doing to him? I let out another whimper as I pray to the Moon Goddess to end this. In any way, just let this all stop. 
 
    “How long was I out?” 
 
    “Just a few hours. A med came in and sewed you up. He seemed put off by everything; told me the extent of your wound. He told me if you don’t get any nourishment, you won’t last much longer. But I promise you, I will not let you die in here, Lana!” 
 
    I try to smile at his promise. It’s a weak promise. There is no way to guarantee he can get us out of here. 
 
    I hear a loud whipping sound followed by Trent’s screams. I watch Landon, trying to focus on him. 
 
    “Talk to me, Lana. Tell me about how you and Jesse became friends,” he says, trying to distract me. 
 
    “It was pretty much when we were little kids, maybe around the age of four. Our parents were talking, and Jesse and I got bored of sitting around. So, we went outside and played with chalk and whatever kids played with back then. We were inseparable since. We were both Omegas at that time, so we were always allowed to be with each other. Our schedules were similar; we had the same chores. 
 
    “When we were thirteen, we were walking in the backyard in our wolf forms. We were newly shifted. We couldn’t get enough of being with our wolves. A few Gamma boys were taunting us, telling us how ugly and small our wolves were. Jesse didn’t like it. So, she bit one of them clean in the shoulder. I thought it was the funniest thing, the way the boys were startled and scared. Castor saw this. He was a good man back then. He appointed Jesse the position of a Gamma. 
 
    “With her being Gamma, we spent less and less time together. However, our friendship never faltered.” Another whip sounds, causing me to cringe. 
 
    “Jesse is a great friend to you. I am glad you have her,” Landon says. I have to give him credit. He was able to get my mind off Trent for a few minutes. 
 
    We sit in silence, listening to each other breathe and the sound of Trent screaming. It is tearing me apart. My brother doesn’t deserve this. None of them do. It’s my fault for leaving the Cossitt Pack. I stirred up Castor’s anger. Trent and Jesse may have fueled the fire by coming to see me, but I am the one that started it. 
 
    It feels like hours go by before the whipping comes to an end. I hear the opening and closing of the door to the cell Trent and Jesse are in. And then, the door to our cell opens. 
 
    I look up to see Castor walk in, coated in Trent’s blood. Anger surges through me. 
 
    “You bastard!” I scream. He smiles from ear to ear as he heads towards Landon, grabbing him by his hair. 
 
    “Ready to watch your mate get whipped?” he asks me. 
 
    “No! Don’t you dare touch him!” I shout, thrashing against the chains. All pain in my stomach is forgotten as I focus on rescuing Landon. 
 
    Castor pulls Landon to the wall, turning his back, so it is exposed to me. I gasp at the whip wounds from earlier. Even though they are nearly healed, they are red and irritated. I can’t imagine the scars he will walk away with. 
 
    Castor ties a rope around Landon’s neck and then ties it to the same bolt that his hands are chained to. 
 
    “Don’t watch, Lana,” Landon says. 
 
    I shake my head. “I’m so sorry, Landon. I’m so sorry!” 
 
    Castor unravels a whip he has tucked under his belt. At the end of the whip are tiny, pinpoint spikes. They look similar to thumbtacks. 
 
    I watch as Castor gives the whip a shake for good measure before he pulls his hand back. Just as the whip is to make contact with skin, everything goes dark. 
 
    I panic, wondering why I can’t see, yet I can still hear the sickening sound of flesh being ripped at the impact of the whip. 
 
    I then realize. “Give me my sight back!” I shout. I now understand why Landon wanted to see what Castor did to him. Not knowing is unbearable. I want to see every strike, every open wound. I want to know the extent of his wounds. 
 
    “Give her sight back, Landon, or I will rape her here and now while her stomach is still raw,” Castor threatens. 
 
    I cringe, yet Landon takes back the blindness he gave me. I blink a few times as the light enters my eyes. I growl at the sight in front of me. The skin of his back is peeled open, blood running down his legs to the floor. He is so weak, he can barely support himself. 
 
    “I love you, baby. I love you,” I tell him that every time the whip strikes him. And even though I want to vomit at the sight, I watch every cold-blooded second of it. 
 
    Landon barely makes a noise. Does he think I can’t handle listening to him scream? Maybe I can’t. Maybe I’ll just give out right then if I hear him scream for mercy. 
 
    Castor ceases when Landon’s back is no longer visible from all the blood. He rolls up the whip and tucks it under his belt, walking towards me. 
 
    He sticks out his bloodied hand, grabbing my chin. I growl as he smears my brother’s and my mate’s blood on me. “Tomorrow, I will make sure you carry my child.” He leaves after he unties Landon, who falls to the ground without the support of the rope. 
 
    Once the door is slammed shut, I let out a sob. “Landon? Are you still with me?” 
 
    I can hear the faint beating of his heart. He is so weak. He doesn’t respond, signaling he passed out. I only hope he did so during the whipping. 
 
    Trent? I whisper. He doesn’t respond either. Jesse? I plead to hear her voice. I need to hear it. 
 
    Lana… are you alright? she asks. I let out a heavy sigh at the sound of her voice. A smile plays on my lips. I can’t be happier to hear her. 
 
    I’m fine. What about you? Trent? 
 
    Castor whipped him pretty bad, she answers. But he’s still alive. He’s not dead. 
 
    What about you? I ask. 
 
    Jesse doesn’t respond. Her silence only allows for multiple scenarios to run through my head. Did he whip her too? Or beat her senseless? Did he use a knife on her like he did to me? 
 
    He raped me. 
 
    I sit there, stunned by what she says. I hang my head in absolute distraught. This man is wounding me by hurting my family more so than inflicting the pain on me himself. 
 
    I felt so bad for Trent. He tried everything. Lana, he’s never going to be able to face you. 
 
    Was that Castor’s plan? To turn all of them against me? None of this is anyone’s fault but Castor and my own. Trent can’t blame himself for not being able to save my best friend. It’s not his responsibility to look after her. It was mine. And Mason’s… who may no longer be with us. 
 
    I am so sorry, Jesse. We’re going to get through this. Do you trust me? 
 
    Of course, I do. But you don’t have the strength to get all of us out. Castor told me what he did to you… to your child. I am so sorry, Lana. 
 
    Tears that never seem to cease coming roll down my cheeks. Shh. It’s alright. You need to focus on keeping your strength up. We’re going to kill this son of a bitch.
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    Chapter 26 
 
    Mason 
 
    March 16, 2014 
 
    I sit at the kitchen table, running my hands through my hair. It has been two days since the battle. No word or sign of Lana or Landon. Or Jesse… 
 
    My beautiful mate, I have failed to keep you safe. 
 
    After the Cossitt Pack had retreated, we gathered all our dead and wounded. Landon, Trent, Lana, and Jesse were nowhere to be seen. The Rose Pack and Prowler Pack went back to their territories soon after. 
 
    Most of our warriors were badly wounded or dead. We only have ten good fighting men. 
 
    Jenny came to me once we got back to the pack house, telling me that Lana ran after the Cossitt Pack, that Lana believes the others are taken captive. That only drove my frustration to new heights. 
 
    I don’t understand how Landon does this. I want to punch the next person who asks what my move is to retrieve our Alphas. 
 
    “Mason, you need to do something!” Jenny yells at me, standing across the kitchen table. 
 
    I look up at her. “What do you want us to do? We don’t have the manpower to take on the Cossitt Pack,” I respond. 
 
    Jenny paces in front of me, grabbing her hair and pulling on it. I see sweat form above her eyebrows. She’s scared, nervous. 
 
    “I promised to protect her. It was my job, and I just let her go,” Jenny says, her voice in a panic. 
 
    “She ordered you—” 
 
    “It was my job, Mason!” 
 
    I let out a sigh, hanging my head as I rub a hand over the back of my neck. 
 
    “We can ask the Prowler Pack for their help,” Jenny offers. 
 
    “They won’t help us the second time.”  
 
    Jenny punches the kitchen table with such force that the table snaps in half. I lift my eyes up at her as the table crumbles on my lap. “I’ll go. Send me. If I die, I’m nobody.” 
 
    “You’re someone to Lana, to Landon and Jesse and me. I will not send you to your death.” 
 
    Jenny shakes her head, taking a step towards the back door. “You can’t stop me. You have no control over me, Mason.” Jenny runs out of the house, shifting into her wolf. 
 
    I let out a curse, pushing away the broken table. I run after her, my wolf taking form. I catch up to her in no time. 
 
    I’m doing this, Mason. 
 
    I know. And I’m coming with you. I watch as her wolf smirks, picking up speed. I keep up, running as if our tails are on fire. 
 
    Who knows what has happened to Landon and the others by now? They could all be dead. It was foolish of me not to act sooner. 
 
    We get to the Prowler Pack in seven minutes, running straight up to the door. Macklin steps out. “I’ve already risked my men’s lives. I will not aid you again.” 
 
    “Please. The Cossitt Pack is not annihilated! They will regroup, and they will strike back twice as hard!” Jenny begs, now in her human form. Macklin throws an oversized shirt at her, keeping his eyes off her. 
 
    “We will be able to stand against them.” Macklin insists. 
 
    “Stand against them now while they’re weak. The casualties will be significantly less if we do it together.” 
 
    Jenny was a good speaker. She has a skill at making people see the way she wants them to. However, Macklin is hardheaded. 
 
    “I am sorry.” He turns to walk back into the house. The door opens before Macklin reaches it and out walks a man in his mid-twenties. 
 
    He gives Macklin a soft glare before turning and running to come face to face with Jenny. I watch as Jenny stares at him, her mouth open and eyes wide. He lifts his hand and runs his fingers along her left cheekbone. 
 
    “What is your name?” he asks. 
 
    “Jenny Olsen.” 
 
    “Jenny Olsen, my name is Tyler Calhon. As the upcoming Alpha of the Prowler Pack, I inform you that we will fight with you.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Lana 
 
    Landon never woke up after his beating. He slept through the whole night, and I knew it was what he needed. He needed his strength for his wolf to heal the wounds. 
 
    Around midnight, a man came in with scraps. It wasn’t much, a piece of bread and peas. But I accepted them greedily. He left Landon’s portion beside his sleeping body. I could tell by the mournful look on his face that he didn’t agree with Castor’s tactics. I wanted to ask him to free us. 
 
    Jesse messaged me in the morning, telling me Trent had woken up and that he didn’t want to talk to me. He was wounded, and he feels responsible for Jesse’s condition. 
 
    I tried contacting him multiple times, but he did well to ignore me. 
 
    Landon finally awoke midday. At least, I thought it’s midday. It’s hard to keep hold of time down here. He gulped down his food in nearly three bites. I could tell that his wounds have healed quite significantly. However, I could see the scars already forming. 
 
    “Did he touch you?” Landon growls. I shake my head, feeling stupid when I remember he can’t see me. 
 
    “No. He didn’t touch me.” I let out a deep sigh, closing my eyes. “He raped Jesse.” 
 
    Landon lets out a low growl, nearly shaking the ground. “I’m gonna kill him for what he’s done to you, Jesse, and Trent.” I peel open my eyes to stare at him. 
 
    “You?” Landon shuffles to the middle of the room. 
 
    “I don’t give a crap what he does to me. He can do whatever he wants. It’s hurting you that drives me over the edge.” Always the selfless man, everyone before himself, I just hope that means he doesn’t sacrifice himself to save us. 
 
    We sit in silence, listening to each other’s heartbeats and the rattle of the chains. It was driving me insane, sitting down here with my hands tied behind my back. It is incredibly uncomfortable to try to sleep in this position. 
 
    My butt is sore from not standing, my back aching and my neck extremely stiff. 
 
    I want to walk or even shift into my wolf even for just a moment. I fear sitting like this for so long, my legs will lose their function. 
 
    “How are you doing, Landon?” I ask to break the silence. 
 
    “My back is numb. My ribs are killing me, and my hand is already healing. How’s your stomach?” I don’t know why, but for some reason, the way he answered the question was off. I know I just have it all in my head, but I don’t want to lose him. Sitting down here is frustrating to him, and I know he feels as if he has failed us, just like Trent… men and their pride. 
 
    “It’s much better, nearly fully healed now,” I whisper, looking up at the lights. They’re dim, barely giving us any light. However, my eyes are used to the darkness. I can see Landon perfectly. 
 
    He has his head hanging, and his shoulder hunched. I know he’s not telling me the truth. 
 
    “How bad is your back? Really?” I ask. 
 
    Landon lifts his head and opens his mouth to answer. He’s cut off by the door opening. My eyes flicker over to Castor who walks in with a bag slung over his shoulder, slamming the door shut. He storms over and punches Landon right in the jaw. 
 
    I let out a loud gasp, watching as my mate falls to his side at the sudden impact. “What are you doing?” I scream. 
 
    Castor pulls out keys, uncuffing his handcuffs. He then pulls out an iron collar from his bag. He clasps it around Landon’s neck, chaining it up to the bolt his hands were tied to 
 
    Landon gets to his knees, spitting out blood. Castor walks up behind him, delivering a blow to his raw back. Landon lets out a roar of pain. I watch with disgust as Castor again beats my mate. Why is he targeting him? 
 
    I just want him to have his way with me and leave us alone. 
 
    Castor kicks Landon in the face, and I see a tooth fly across the prison. I growl as Landon drops forward on his hands. Castor walks around Landon as if examining his work. He grips Landon’s hair, tilting his head back so he can look at his bruised face. Landon tried to push Castor’s hands away, but Castor was already walking towards me. 
 
    I glare up at him. I am not afraid of him. I know what is going to happen; there is no use to fight against him. Castor unbuckles his belt, pulling it through the loops. 
 
    “Don’t touch her. Please don’t touch her,” Landon begs from across the prison. I stare at him as Castor grabs the back of my neck, pulling me away from the wall. He shoves me to my stomach, grabbing my pants. He rips them off. I gasp, keeping my face pressed to the floor, eyes on Landon. He turns his head so he can listen to what is happening. “I’m going to kill you.” 
 
    Castor ignores Landon, shucking off his pants. I begin to cry as I know that this is it. It’s actually going to happen. He’s going to rape me. 
 
    He places his belt around my neck, pulling hard, so I am lifted off the floor and pressed against his chest as he shoves himself into me. 
 
    I scream, not in pain but in pure disgust. My heart breaks as Landon roars, thrashing against his neck collar. Tears roll down his cheeks as his eyes glow blue. 
 
    “No! Don’t watch, Landon!” I shout. 
 
    Castor chuckles behind me, leaning forward to place a kiss on my neck. “Watch me as I mark her, Landon.” I thrash against him. 
 
    “No!” Landon yells. Castor wraps his arms around my waist, stilling my actions as he sinks his teeth into the junction of my neck. I cry out in pain. It burns. He’s not my mate, and so my body is trying to get rid of Castor’s mark. 
 
    “You sick bastard, I’m going to kill you! You sick bastard!” Landon screams. I sob as I watch my mate try and try to get to me, no matter the pain that he felt. 
 
    Castor had his way with me for a good ten minutes, effectively leaving bruises on my arms and hips. I honestly didn’t mind all the bruising. I just wanted him to get the hell away from me. 
 
    By the time he exited the room, I curl into a ball on the floor and sob. Landon doesn’t speak for the longest time, just stares at me with blue eyes that shine in the dark room. I can feel his anger, his hunger for revenge. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Lana,” he whispers. 
 
    “I-it’s no-ot your fa-ault.” I stutter. 
 
    “I should have been able to protect you. To stop him.” I close my eyes, just wanting to go to sleep. To forget about where I am and drift off to a happy place where Castor will not hurt me. 
 
    “I just need to know that you’re with me, and you’ll never leave.” 
 
    “I’m never going to leave you, Lana. I promise.” A smile twitches on my lips at his words. It brings me comfort, just hearing him say it. 
 
    Tears flow as I lay against the cool wall, my body extremely overheated. 
 
    What kind of man does this? I knew he slept with women, but he never chained them up and forced them into it. Most of the women consented in sleeping with him. But to beat and cut open women is just masochistic. 
 
    He’s a monster. I can’t believe I ever lived in this pack and thought he was a good Alpha. It’s scary what the loss of a mate can do to someone. 
 
    I could never see Landon becoming such a disturbing man even if he does lose me. It’s horrifying to think that he ever could. 
 
    I hear a loud thud from outside the door, causing me to lift my head. Landon turns to look over his shoulder the same time the door is thrown open. I expect Castor to storm in. However, he doesn’t. 
 
    It’s Jenny. I let out a soft sob as she runs toward me, throwing her arms around me. “What did he do to you?” she whimpers, reaching over and snapping the cuffs off me. She sits me up, slowly helping me move my arms into their rightful position. My aching shoulders groan in protest, but I don’t care. 
 
    I scramble to my feet and run over to embrace Landon. He grabs onto me, sobbing into my shoulder as I cling to him. “I love you. I love you.” We both repeat over, and over again to each other. 
 
    “Sorry to break the reunion. But we need to go.” I lift my head up at the deep voice of Mason. 
 
    I let out a sigh of relief. “Blondie.”
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    Chapter 27 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 17, 2014 
 
    “You’re dead! You’re all going to die!” Castor screams as Landon delivers another punch to his face. His scarred back is coated in sweat for he has been beating Castor for hours on end. When Castor is knocked out, Landon waits for him to wake up to continue. 
 
    I refused to go for the first few hours, telling myself I didn’t want to see this. But lying in bed, remembering what he did to my friends and me, I knew I needed to see the rest of it. So, I met Landon down in the prison where he, Mason, and Trent were. 
 
    I walked in to see Landon’s hands clenched at his side, his breathing ragged. Castor is tied up, his arms wide open and legs spread, tied at the ankles. Landon and Trent were the ones delivering the blows, Mason just stood and watched. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around Mason’s waist for a quick hug. “They’ll never stop until he dies,” he tells me. I cross my arms over my chest, glaring at Castor who meets my eyes. 
 
    “I want our son’s name to be Kieran.” Landon looks over his shoulder at me before growling and punching Castor again. Trent and Mason look at me with wide eyes. 
 
    Tears well as I stare at my brother who’s jaw sets. I never told them what Castor did to me. I couldn’t find the words to say it. 
 
    Trent lets out a heartbroken scream before he spins and delivers punch after punch to Castor until he is knocked out again. I wipe my stubborn tears away, pleased with what Trent just did, seeing Castor all bloodied, just the way he bloodied up Landon. He deserves all the pain he has coming to him. 
 
    Landon shakes his hands, drops of blood splattering on the floor as he walks over to me. I stare at him as he wipes his hands on his shorts. He grabs onto me, pulling me into his arms. “Are you sure you want to see this?” he asks. 
 
    I nod, reaching up to trace my fingers along the scars on his face, down to his jaw. “I never want to be away from your side,” I whisper. 
 
    Landon places a kiss on my forehead, hugging me close to him. I never want to be out of his arms either. Being just out of reach from him is frustrating. 
 
    I look at Trent over Landon’s shoulder. He can barely look at me, avoiding eye contact and hanging his head low. None of this is his fault… He must know that. 
 
    I glance at Mason, frown deeply on my lips. I feel bad for him. Jesse hasn’t told him what Castor did to her yet. I think she’s ashamed, disgusted. I just hope that when she does tell him, he will be calm and comforting. 
 
    However, I wish he knew now, so he could throw in some punches. It would really help him. Because if she waits after Castor is dead, he won’t have any way to get vengeance. 
 
    “Are you just going to beat him until he’s dead?” I ask Landon, pulling back to look at Castor. He shakes his head, wrapping an arm around my waist and resting his hand on my hip. He holds onto me as if scared I’d vanish if he lets me go. 
 
    “No. I’m going to execute him.” I feel my stomach churn at the thought. My food wanted to exit my belly immediately.  
 
    “In front of everyone?” I ask. 
 
    “All who want to be present can be. But no one will be forced to watch his execution,” he answers. I nod my head, leaning against Landon and resting my head on his shoulder. 
 
    I will be in the first row, watching every second of it. I will be damned if I miss this man’s death. 
 
    Trent and Mason exit the prison, and I look after my brother. I step back from Landon and place my hand on his cheek. “I need to speak with him.” Landon reaches down, giving me a quick kiss. 
 
    “Of course. Come back when you’re finished, though.” I nod and run after Trent, catching up to him just outside the prison. 
 
    Mason and he look back at me, but Mason continues walking when I grab hold of Trent’s arm. He tenses under my contact, cringing away from me and avoiding eye contact. 
 
    “Trent, we need to talk about what happened—” 
 
    “No, Lana, we really don’t,” Trent says, his tone is annoyed and distant. 
 
    “Yes, we do. Jesse told me what happened. And she told me that you blame yourself. Trent, there was nothing you could have done!” I growl. 
 
    Trent takes a step away from, running a hand through his hair, clearly frustrated. “But it’s my job to protect you… and Jesse and Jenny and every other girl—” 
 
    “No! It’s not! You need to stop thinking that we’re your responsibility because we’re not. You’re not the hero here, so stop trying to be one.” I snap, regretting the words instantly. 
 
    Trent glares at me, his eyes flickering dark. “Yeah? I’m not responsible for you?” Trent grabs my arms, giving me a good shake. “If it weren’t for me, you wouldn’t even be here! If it weren’t for me, you’d still be Castor’s whore!” 
 
    I let out a whimper at his words and the pain in my arms. He doesn’t mean that. He can’t possibly mean that! 
 
    I rip myself from his grasp and give him a shove. “I hate you. I don’t know what Castor did to make you so cruel, but this is not the brother I know and love.” I turn to walk back to Landon, only to be stopped by him grabbing onto me. 
 
    “What did Castor do that made you so weak? You can barely stand without leaning on Landon. What did he do to make you so submissive?” I cringe away from him, trying to pry myself out of his grasp. 
 
    Landon, I call. I struggle with my brother. 
 
    “Nothing! Now, let me go!” I growl. He tightens his grip only to release it, looking behind me. 
 
    Landon snarls, wrapping his arm around my waist when I start to fall backward. He supports me, glaring at my brother. “What is wrong with you? How dare you talk to your sister that way?” Landon swoops down and knocks my legs from under me, holding me bridal style. I wrap my arms around his neck, burying my face into his shoulder. “She’s been through much more than you could ever imagine. You should be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
    Landon walks us to the house, leaving Trent behind who makes no effort to apologize. I know he is just overwhelmed and traumatized by everything that has happened. He doesn’t really mean it. 
 
    We pass Jenny and Jesse who are sitting at the kitchen table. They look up at me, eyebrows furrowed with confusion. “You okay, Lana?” Jenny asks, getting to her feet. 
 
    Jenny should be with her mate right now. It’s only right for her to move into the Prowler Pack, but she refuses to do so until she knows everything is in order here. 
 
    “She’s just tired,” Landon says, taking me up to the bedroom. 
 
    I do hate how weak I am, though. Trent is right, Castor has broken me. I can barely stand on my own or hold my ground without needing Landon’s aid. That’s not how a Luna is supposed to be. I am supposed to be strong for my pack. For my children. 
 
    Landon sets me gently on the bed as if he’s scared I’d break. I watch him as he pulls the blankets over me, tucking me in. I grab onto his hand, knowing he wants to go back to torturing Castor. But I need him here with me. “Send Mason,” I whisper, tugging on his hand so he can lay down beside me. 
 
    Landon doesn’t argue. He slides in beside me, wrapping his arms around my waist to hold me close. As my back touches his bare chest, I am brought back to the cell. 
 
    He places his belt around my neck, pulling hard, so I am lifted off the floor and pressed against his chest as he shoves himself into me. 
 
    I scream, not in pain but in pure disgust. My heart breaks as Landon roars, thrashing against his neck collar. Tears roll down his cheeks as his eyes glow blue. 
 
    “No! Don’t watch, Landon!” I shout. 
 
    Castor chuckles behind me, leaning forward to place a kiss on my neck. “Watch me as I mark her, Landon.” I thrash against him. 
 
    “No!” Landon yells. Castor wraps his arms around my waist, stilling my actions as he sinks his teeth into the junction of my neck. 
 
    I cringe, jumping out of Landon’s arms. I sit at the edge of the bed, my body shaking with fear. I have never felt so dirty. I needed another shower. I’ve taken seven showers since I’ve been back, needing to get the remains of Castor off me. I get out of bed, stumbling a little as my legs shake. 
 
    “Lana…” 
 
    “I just need to shower,” I tell Landon. 
 
    “You’ve already showered five times today,” he says, walking over to grab my shoulders gently. I tear away from him. 
 
    “I just need to shower!” I scream, storming into the bathroom where I slam the door and run the water. I lean against the bathroom sink as the water warms up, tears rolling down my cheeks. 
 
    He’s with me. Even though he’s locked away and I’m safe with Landon, he’s still with me. He always will be. I look in the mirror, tearing off my clothes as I start to feel claustrophobic. I place a hand on my scarred stomach, wondering if there really is the devil’s spawn inside of me. I pray to the Moon Goddess that Jesse and I weren’t, in fact, impregnated by the monster. 
 
    I step into the shower, feeling the warm water cascade down on me, washing away the filth that consumes me. 
 
    Jesse? I call out to her. 
 
    Yes? 
 
    Do you find it hard to sleep beside Mason? I ask. 
 
    She doesn’t respond for a long while, and I can feel her pain as if it were my own. I do. But I hide it well. I don’t want Mason to know what Castor did to me. It’s best if he didn’t, she answers. I lower myself until I am sitting in the tub, the water beating down on my back. 
 
    I wish I had that liberty. To have Landon completely in the dark. I think half of the damage is hearing my mate scream in agony as he watches it happen. He doesn’t deserve that. 
 
    The bathroom door opens, and I look up to see Landon take a seat next to the tub. He rests his arm on the edge, looking at me. 
 
    He doesn’t say anything, just sits with me as I cleanse my body. And I am grateful for the company. 
 
    “I love you, Lana,” he whispers. His words tug at my heartstrings. 
 
    “Will we ever be the same?” I ask. His mouth takes the form of a frown as tears roll down his cheeks. He reaches over and tucks a piece of hair behind my ear. 
 
    Landon shakes his head. “I don’t think so, baby.” I let out a sob, placing my head on my knees. Landon runs his fingers up and down my back. “Castor broke you, Lana. And I am going to work every day for the rest of my life, trying to put you back together. But no. Our lives are changed forever. We will never be able to live without remembering what happened.” 
 
    I turn my head to look over at him. “But we’ll always love each other.” Landon offers me a soft smile. 
 
    “We will always love each other,” he confirms.
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    Chapter 28 
 
    Lana 
 
    March 20, 2014 
 
    Today is the day Castor dies. 
 
    Today is the day Landon executes him. 
 
    Landon is going to shift into his powerful white wolf, and in one lethal blow, he is going to tear Castor’s throat out. 
 
    It’s a painful, gruesome death. It is worthy of Castor, however. 
 
    I stand at the bottom of the staircase, watching as Jesse, Jenny, Mason, Trent, Sarah, Natalie and Landon all converse and eat the breakfast placed before them. 
 
    Trent’s eyes are sad, his body tense, yet he watches Natalie with such a protective expression. He’s never going to rest easy, not after what he has seen and what has been done to him. Natalie is so young and innocent; he will fight to keep her away from such cruelty. 
 
    Jesse is putting on a good facade. She told Mason all that was done to her were whippings. But she needs to tell him the truth. He needs to look the bastard in the eyes and tell him that he did not win; that he did not take his mate from him. 
 
    Landon is still tormented from what he saw. He cries in his sleep; thrashes around. He even wakes up, screaming, coated in sweat. His back is healed; however, it is marred. If one runs their fingers over it, they will find it like the bark of a tree, just not as rough. 
 
    I am still haunted by the faceless child that was taken from my womb. I was powerless to stop it. I just sat there as he drove the knife into my stomach and butchered my baby. 
 
    Last night, I had the pleasantries of experiencing morning sickness. That bastard got me pregnant, and it only made me sicker. 
 
    Anger consumes me as I stare at my family, broken and scattered. 
 
    I storm into the kitchen, grabbing vial I had set aside for this moment and place it in the pocket of my jeans. I also grab a large steak knife, slipping it under the back of my jeans and covering the hilt with my shirt. 
 
    I walk through the dining room, causing everyone to look at me as I run out of the house. I sprint across the backyard, heading straight to the prison adjacent to the house. I pull open the steel door and run down the steps, past the two guards and right into Castor’s holding cell. He’s chained up by the hands, just as he tied us up. 
 
    I deliver a punch to Castor’s face, causing him to laugh. “You think this is funny?” I scream, punching him a few more times. Castor spits out blood, glaring up at me. 
 
    “I think it’s pathetic.” I let out a scream as I punch and kick and slap. I let all my pent-up anger escape. 
 
    “You sought out to destroy us! You planned to scar us. To impregnate Jesse and me! But I refuse to have your child!” I pull out the vial and take a step back from Castor, smiling. “Watch as I kill it.” 
 
    Before I could stop myself or think twice, I place the vial to my lips and gulp down the putrid liquid. Perhaps I’m not smart enough to have the baby aborted, instead; but I had to have him watch. 
 
    “You want to be with your child? Well, let me take you to him!” I unsheathe the knife from my jeans only to drive it up, right in between his ribs, so it punctures his lung. I stare into his eyes as he coughs up blood, drawing out the knife. 
 
    “Lana!” I hear Landon yell from behind me. Took them long enough to get here. I turn to face Mason. 
 
    “Punch him,” I say. Mason holds a confused expression as he looks at Landon and then Jesse. “I said punch him!” I scream. Mason doesn’t refuse, walking up to punch Castor in the gut. “Punch him like you want to kill him.” 
 
    Mason looks over his shoulder at me, letting out a sigh. I’m doing you a favor, Blondie. 
 
    Mason delivers blow after blow until Castor passes out. 
 
    I let out a contented sigh, slumping against Landon as the poison finally gets to me. “What the hell did you do?” Landon yells, running his hands over my body to find the source of the pain. When he reaches my stomach, he gingerly touches where the small baby resides, and I moan in pain. 
 
    “I will not have his baby,” I declare. Landon’s eyebrows furrow as he scoops me up in his arms, walking us out of prison and to the infirmary. 
 
    Landon places me on one of the cots as a pack doctor comes to check on the womb. Landon sits next to me, holding my hand as tear rolls down his cheek. 
 
    “Landon…” He kisses my hand, offering me a sad smile. 
 
    “It’ll be over today. Once he is dead, it will all be over.” I reach up and place a hand on his cheek. 
 
    “It won’t. You will still have the dreams, Trent will still be cold, and Jesse will still be living a lie, and I will never stop blaming myself for our child’s death.” I cry, surprised there are even tears left to shed. 
 
    Landon’s body shakes with a sob as he leans forward and rests his head on my chest. I slide my fingers into his hair, holding him close as we cry. 
 
    One would think that all this crying was unmanly. But with Landon, I expect nothing else. Landon is the definition of a man. He’s toned and sexy and protective. But even a man has a breaking point—and his was losing his child and watching his mate get raped. 
 
    No man should have to endure what he went through. I would be concerned if he wasn’t crying as much as he is. He’s broken, just as I am. And as he tries to put me back together, as he claimed, I will be doing the same exact thing. I am the only one who can. 
 
    The doctor announced the child dead. After ensuring there is no damage that my wolf won’t be able to heal, he sends me back home. 
 
    Even though this child was made from an evil man during a very cruel situation, it was still a part of me. And it’s hard not to mourn the loss of it. But there is no way I could have even carried that child in my belly for another day. The mere thought of it is a betrayal to my own miscarried baby. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Jesse snaps as soon as we exit the infirmary. She is by herself, waiting for us. 
 
    “He needed to do that. He would live in regret if he hadn’t.” 
 
    “No. He will never know!” Jesse says. 
 
    “He has to know, Jess. You have to tell him.” Landon holds tight onto my hand as we continue to walk back to the house. “You have to,” I tell her. 
 
    “He’ll hate me,” Jesse whimpers. I stop walking and turn to face her, my eyebrows creasing together into a frown. I pull her into a hug. “He’ll despise me.” I shake my head, giving her a tight squeeze. 
 
    “No. That’s not possible.” I step back, putting my hands on her shoulders. “He could never hate you.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Jesse didn’t tell him. I was a little frustrated, but I didn’t know nor understand the situation she was in. Landon was forced to watch. Even if I didn’t want him to know, he did. 
 
    But if he hadn’t… Would I have kept it a secret? 
 
    I look at Landon and see the pain that consumes him. I see sorrow and defeat. Would he be better off not knowing? 
 
    Not telling him would only cause a rift to come up between us. And right now, Landon is the only thing that is keeping me together. 
 
    Landon holds me close as we lay in bed, listening as the pack prepares for Castor’s execution. I lift my hand ups and trace the contours of Landon’s clothed chest. He hardly ever sleeps without a shirt now, afraid if he leaves his shirt exposed while he’s vulnerable, he will be whipped again. 
 
    “Your touch brings me so much peace,” Landon whispers. I look up to see his eyes shut, looking, in fact, peaceful. I smile softly, closing my eyes as well. Landon draws lazy circles on my back. 
 
    As I lay beside him, I think back to Landon’s dream of Mae. Our beautiful golden-haired daughter. Will we ever have that? Will we ever be able to be intimate again, enough to conceive a child? 
 
    “We will try,” Landon says. I prop up on an elbow, looking down at him. “Probably not for a while, but we will try.” Landon reaches his hand up, tucking a piece of hair behind my ear, offering me a small smile. “Only when you’re ready.” 
 
    I nod, leaning forward to give me a short and sweet kiss. Landon lets out a soft moan, giving my waist a gentle squeeze. I roll out of bed and out of his arms, reaching a hand out for him. “Come, let’s kill this son of a bitch.” Landon arches an eyebrow at my language but complies. 
 
    We walk down the stairs and out to the backyard where the pack has set up a small stage with a large pole in the middle. I feel my stomach drop. In just a few moments, Castor will be kneeling up there, with his throat being torn open. I wondered if Landon should be the one doing it? I understand he’s seeking out revenge, but will this put his nightmares to rest or just rouse more? 
 
    Jenny steps beside me, looking over at me with a fire in her eyes. “I’ve been waiting for this night. He deserves what he has coming.” I was glad Jenny wasn’t held captive and tortured. We need one strong woman here. However, it saddens me to know she will be leaving us soon. 
 
    “Where is Tyler?” Landon asks. 
 
    “At his home. I told him I just wanted to be with my friends tonight,” Jenny says. I smile, nodding my head in gratitude. 
 
    Jesse and Mason come to join us, and I look around for my brother. “Where’s Trent?” I ask. 
 
    “Keeping Natalie away,” Mason answers, looking at me warily. He probably thinks I’m psychotic. That I need some sort of professional help. 
 
    But you will be coming to thank me one day, Blondie. You will rest easier, knowing you threw in a few punches to the man who raped your mate. 
 
    I wrap my arms around Landon, giving him a squeeze as he kisses the top of my head. He then steps out of my arms and walks toward the stage, the same moment the prison doors open, and Castor is brought out. 
 
    I am surprised to see all the members of our pack gathering to watch. Even members of the Rose pack have come. 
 
    Castor is tied to the pole, his back facing us. Landon stands to the side, glaring down at him. He then shifts into his wolf and bares his teeth. Saliva drips from his canines as he salivates at the thought of killing Castor. 
 
    Landon saunters forward, stalking his prey. The hair on his back is standing up, bristling with anger. I watch his claws dig into the wood of the platform they are on. Landon gives his shoulders a small wiggle before he pounces. 
 
    He leaps forward with such grace, his mouth closing around Castor’s neck. Just as quickly as he jumped forward, Landon springs back, a large chunk of throat within his grasp. 
 
    Blood pours from Castor’s neck and the sputtering sound he makes echoes through our large territory. 
 
    Once he grows silent, I am met with overwhelming peace. Landon instantly shifts back, accepting pants from a Gamma before he walks towards me. I brush the blood from his lips before I meet him in a passionate kiss. 
 
    The packs cheer; at the death of Castor or at us, I don’t know. I’m betting it’s on Castor’s death. But I ignore them, grabbing onto Landon’s curly hair and tug tightly, kissing him with urgency. 
 
    “You did as you promised.” I pant, resting my forehead against his. “You promised to save all the women from Castor’s cruelty. To avenge me.” I pull back to place my hands on either side of Landon’s face, rubbing my thumbs along his cheek bones. “It is done.”
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    Epilogue 
 
    Lana 
 
    April 16, 2021 
 
    I walk down the stairs, seeing Landon already sitting at the head of the table. Blondie is sitting at his right with Jesse beside her mate. I smile. 
 
    She told him. I knew she would, but I was surprised how long it took her. She waited three years after Castor’s death. She was never impregnated by Castor; she was able to keep it a secret.  
 
    Mason approached me one day and embraced me in a hug. I didn’t understand why he was doing it, but he was one of my greatest friends. It was later that he thanked me for what I had done three years ago. When I ordered him to beat up Castor. “You knew, and you knew I’d never live with myself for not seeking some sort of revenge. You’re a great friend, Lana.” 
 
    Jenny is in the Prowler pack now. She is living with Tyler, and they have a child of their own. His name is Duke. Jenny stops by nearly every week. She has remained to be one of my closest friends. 
 
    Natalie is now nineteen. Last year, she recognized Trent to be her mate. She knew all along, so around the age of sixteen, they began dating. They fell in love with each other before they were even mates. 
 
    Trent never reopened to me. He still looks at me with sorrow and guilt. Once he found out about how Castor sliced open my stomach to kill my baby, he regretted what he had earlier, but he never changed. He is kind and sensitive to Natalie, a friend to Landon but when he looks at me, his mood drops. I know he blames himself for what has happened. But it doesn’t lessen the pain. Trent was the person I always relied on as a kid. 
 
    Landon’s nightmares slowly seemed to lessen. He rarely wakes up in the middle of the night, sweaty and in a panic. But when he does, it scares the living daylights out of him. In his panic, he loses his wolf and is only welcomed to complete darkness. He thrashes around, trying to find where he is as he screams out Castor’s name with such venom that I almost believe he’s in the room with us. 
 
    I, on the other hand, have never forgotten how terrible of a mother I was to not just one but two of my children. I ran into a fight with a child in my womb… Even though I did not know I was pregnant, I still carry that guilt. I was selfish, needing to make sure Landon lived and lost the life of our baby. And even though the second child was Castor’s, it was still mine as well. I look at Landon every day, and he is the only reason that I don’t tear myself up about what I did. Having that baby would have broken him in ways I couldn’t imagine. A male wolf cannot accept the child of another male. It is in their DNA to reject them; but being the person Landon is, he would live every day in pain to care for that child. 
 
    That is the only comfort I have that I made the right choice. I was selfish and childish. All I wanted was to see the pain in Castor’s eyes. I couldn’t let him win. He sought out to destroy me. To destroy my friends and my family. He knew the only way to tear Landon and I apart was to get me pregnant. The sick bastard nearly won. 
 
    Landon senses me and looks over his shoulder, a smile on his lips. I can’t help but grin like an idiot, walking over to give him a kiss. 
 
    Landon’s hardly blind anymore. His wolf is always on the surface; however, he is able to keep the animalistic part at bay. I am so proud of what he has overcome and endured. He is the strongest person I know. 
 
    I sit down at my usual spot, giving his hand a squeeze as I smile over at Blondie and Jesse. Blondie is a brother to me. I trust him with my entire being. And Jesse and I are as close as ever. 
 
    “Mommy!” I hear a little girl call. I look over my shoulder to see my beautiful golden-haired daughter run up to me. 
 
    Mae. We finally had the daughter of our dreams. 
 
    Landon was right. Together, we picked up each other pieces and made the other whole again. Only then, were we able to start a family. 
 
    I pick up my daughter and place her on my lap. Mae’s long hair reaches her mid-back as I comb my fingers through it, aware of Landon watching us. He claims he could never be happier. And Mae is the reason he works hard to keep his sight. 
 
    “I will not miss a moment of Mae’s life. One day, she will be eighteen with a mate of her own and will no longer be our baby girl.” Just like his dream. Landon told me those exact words a few nights ago, and it brought me back to the memory of Landon’s dream. 
 
    Trent runs down the stairs, and Jesse gets up in time for Trent to slide into the seat next to Blondie. The moment his butt hits the seat, both of their elbows hit the table, and they are locked into an arm wrestling duel. I smile, watching as they struggle until Mason finally wins. Mason is a Beta. He outranks Trent. He always wins the arm wrestling contests; however, Trent dominates in Rock Paper Scissors. 
 
    That part of the dream was correct as well. They’ve been dueling for two years, determined to see who will be the godfather. 
 
    Why would Trent want to be Uncle and the godfather? 
 
    Jesse was the godmother, and we gave Mason the title of godfather. I think Trent just does this to get under Blondie’s skin. 
 
    “Where’s Auntie Natalie?” Mae asks. I gaze down at her, yet again the dream is entering my thoughts. Perhaps Landon really did get a glimpse of the future. A rare and special gift. 
 
    Yes, Natalie is her favorite. She just adores being in her Aunt’s arms. Natalie spoils her rotten with gifts and hugs. 
 
    “Right here, you little monster!” Natalie says, coming from the kitchen and plucking Mae from my lap. My daughter squeals with delight and I look over at my mate, reaching over to grab his hand again. He gives it a light squeeze, sending me a wink. 
 
    “We did it,” he says. I look around the table. 
 
    Blondie and Trent are still bickering. Jesse is sitting at the end of the table, watching my daughter and Natalie. And even though Jenny isn’t here right now, she is still a huge part of our lives. 
 
    Yes, Landon is right. We did it. We conquered and overcame the tragedy that was placed before us. We are happy and a family. Every day we share is a blessing, and I will never live in regret again. 
 
    For we won. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Scarlett 
 
    “—Shift.” 
 
    I was jolted out of my daydreaming by the sound of a loud voice ringing in my ear. I turned around with raised brows to find Darlene, the shift manager of the small family-owned diner, staring at me expectantly with a tray of dirty dishes in one hand. I had clearly missed the important parts of whatever she had been saying to me.  
 
    A sheepish grin worked its way up my face. “What was that?”  
 
    She rolled her eyes and blew a stray hair out of her face. “I said, do you mind covering the end of my shift for me? My babysitter called. Apparently, Graham is running a pretty high fever.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Sure, no problem.” It wasn’t like I had any plans for the evening anyway, other than obsessively checking the mail. There were only two weeks left before graduation, and I was yet to hear from any of the colleges I had applied to.  
 
    Darlene let out a small sigh. “Thanks, Scarlett. I owe you.”  
 
    I waved my hand. “Don’t worry about it. I know how hard it is on you being left to take care of Graham while Troy is away. I’m happy to help lighten the load.” Her husband had to travel a lot for his job, and that left Darlene with extra parenting duties. 
 
    She gave me a grateful smile as she turned away with the tray of dishes. “You’re truly an angel, Scarlett.”  
 
    I snorted at her comment. “I already agreed to cover you. You don’t need to kiss my butt anymore, Darlene.” 
 
    She gave me a playful wink before turning away, disappearing through the kitchen door. I slowly turned back around with a sigh. This was going to be a long night of nothing but the virtual emptiness of the diner. 
 
    I was happy when a familiar face shuffled through the front door of the diner, setting off the little bell that hung above the door. He lifted his hand to his head, ruffling his dark hair which was starting to look shaggy around the edges. This boy would look like a mountain man if it weren’t for my constant influence in his life. He met my gaze briefly as he reached out and grabbed one of the cheaply made menus from an empty table. He flipped through the pages quickly before setting it back down.  
 
    I pulled the pen and pad from the front pocket of my stained apron. “What can I get you, Wyatt?” 
 
    He shrugged as he moved closer toward me. “I think a cup of coffee will be fine. It’s been a long day.” 
 
    “It’s going to be a bit longer. Darlene asked me to cover the end of her shift,” I commented with an apologetic smile. Wyatt had promised to pick me up after my shift ended while I was running out the door this morning. 
 
    He let out a sigh, running his hand through his hair. “Of course, she did. Well, there is a meeting tonight. Guess it’s going to be extra long for both of us, sweetheart,” he replied with a sarcastic grin as I poured him a cup of coffee and placed it on the counter in front of me. 
 
    Darlene approached us carrying her purse, her jacket slung over her arm. “You know the coffee here is shit, Wyatt. I don’t know why you keep ordering it when you only ever have a sip and leave the rest.”  
 
    Wyatt ignored her comment. The two of them were always at each other’s throats for reasons unknown to me. He pressed his hands to the counter, breathing in deeply. His nose scrunched up a bit, and he looked over at me. “You smell.” I frowned at my cousins greeting as he sat himself down on a stool at the breakfast counter, grabbing the coffee. 
 
    “Gee, you really know how to compliment a girl,” I grumbled, my voice dripping with sarcasm. My cousin and I had a very close relationship, considering that my parents had taken him in after his father ran off and his mother got sick. He returned the favor when my parents died, taking me into his home and raising me like I was his kid sister.  
 
    “God, Wyatt…” Darlene remarked as she threw her arms into the sleeves of her jacket, pulling up the collar. “Even if a woman does stink, you shouldn’t comment on it. And you wonder why you’re still single.” 
 
    Her words brought a smile to my face, and I gave him a sharp look. I snickered as I turned away from my cousin who was pouting at the blunt reprimand he had received. I could see Winston, our cook, slaving away over the grill through the small hole, singing along to some garbage being gurgled out of the old boom box he kept in the kitchen. The diner was my home away from home, and its motley crew was my self-created wolf pack even if they were only humans.  
 
    “Wyatt,” she said his name in a flat tone. Darlene had never cared much for my cousin. Maybe it’s because he had a knack for putting his foot in his mouth… or maybe because they had gone “grown-up” together and he’d been quite the fool back in his younger years. 
 
    “See you tomorrow, Scarlett. Thanks again,” she called.  
 
    I turned around to give her a quick wave. “See ya, Darlene. Tell Graham I said hello and hope he feels better,” I called back as she exited the front door, the bell ringing again.  
 
    Wyatt lifted his gaze to mine, staring at me expectantly with wide eyes as if he was waiting for something. I stared back at him, shifting my hands to my hips. “Why are you looking at me like that? Do I have something on my face?” I reached up with a hand and wiped it across my cheek, checking to see if there was any food splatter. It was a hazard of the job.  
 
    “Can’t you feel it, Scarlett?” he asked me in a soft voice so that no one else could hear. Hell, if it weren't for my extra-sensitive senses I probably wouldn’t have heard him either.  
 
    I narrowed my eyes in confusion at his question. “What are talking about? Are you feeling okay, Wyatt?” I reached out and placed my hand on his forehead. He pulled back with a furrowed brow and looked at me as if I had two heads.  
 
    “After all the complaining and whining I had to listen to from you… are you seriously telling me that you don’t feel even the slightest bit different?” he asked a little louder in an exasperated tone, waving his hand in the air dramatically. I had no idea what he was going on about or why he seemed so upset. 
 
    I looked around the small room at the other patrons who seemed content to ignore his outburst. I leaned forward, stuffing my notepad back into the pocket of my apron. “I don’t know why you think I should feel different, but I feel the same as I always do. Unless you want to count the fact that my feet feel like I’ve been walking barefoot on hot coals. These ten-hour shifts have been killing me,” I whined at him.  
 
    He gave me a slow blink, shaking his head. “Seriously, Scarlett?”  
 
    “What?” I questioned with a tired tone. 
 
    “Your scent—” 
 
    I held up a hand, cutting off his thought mid-sentence.  
 
    “I know. I know. I smell, but in my defense, you would smell too if you worked with greasy food all day,” I snapped at him, growing tired of the conversation he was having with me. If I wanted to be insulted, I’m sure I could easily find one of my peers to satisfy that need without a problem. Human or shifter, they were all eager to tear someone else down to elevate themselves.  
 
    He shook his head at me. “No, your scent has changed, Scarlett. Your wolf has matured. I can smell her on you now.”  
 
    I stared at him blankly as I digested his words. Had my wolf finally reached maturity without me noticing? I searched my mind for a sign of my wolf’s presence. I had been waiting for this moment since I hit puberty. Most of my peers had already matured, leaving me like an outsider when it came to the pack.  
 
    All shifters had to go through two stages of puberty: the natural human one and the beast underneath. It could happen at any time, but basically, it meant that the connection between human and wolf was fully formed. It wasn’t until this happens that we were allowed to attend actual pack events. Most of my friends had already matured. I had been left in the group of late bloomers. Sometimes, it happened that a wolf never matured. These people were seen as Omegas. They were still a part of the pack, but they would never be considered true wolves. 
 
    I shifted back and forth on my feet, concentrating hard. “I don’t feel any different.” 
 
    Wyatt took a sip of his coffee. “You will trust me.” He pulled the mug away from himself, peering down into the cup with a small look of disgust before setting it down. “But you know what this means?”  
 
    “What?” I questioned with a raised brow. 
 
    He met my gaze with a knowing look. “You don’t have to wait in the car like the other pups during the meeting tonight. You’re a true wolf now,” he teased as he gave me a wolfish grin. I rolled my eyes at his comment, but on the inside, I felt a bubble of excitement. 
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