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Silas and Jasmine return to the compound and all hell has broken loose. Razor and Storm have lost control of their beasts and are locked in cages. Silas needs answers and a solution to save them. 

Angus, Asia, Thomas and most of the Chimera team leave to hunt the culprits who attacked Alpha Lucian in Central America with old Liege technology. They are surprised by what they find and drawn into seedy areas on the continent with unexpected results.

With time running out, Silas is desperate to save the BlackWolf Clan from an old vendetta. With discord in his den, the BlackWolf Council’s petty jealousies, and Grandfather’s silence, Silas takes matters into his own hands to solve the issue, even if it means breaking the rules.
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SILAS AND JASMINE WALKED through the tunnels after returning from their vacation, with concern and trepidation. Tyrone and Tyrese had shared the deterioration of Razor and Storm, along with Renee and Trista’s despair. Neither Silas nor Jasmine were aware of Renee’s suffering and walked at a fast clip to the holding area where Storm and Razor were locked down.

As the gates unlocked, Jasmine’s stomach clenched at the odor of unwashed bodies. She reached back and grabbed Silas’ hand as he came up behind her after sending Angus on an errand. The two of them continued through the next set of gates and the odor slammed into her.

“What’s going on, Silas? Why do they smell so bad?” She looked up at him.

“They’ve lost control of their beasts and are shifting back and forth,” he said as she stopped. “Take a moment and acclimate yourself to the smell so that they don’t feel worse than they do now.”

She wrinkled her nose, inhaled a couple more times and released it slowly. “Okay.” Dread rolled around the pit of her belly as she prepared to see her child ensconced in filth or Storm hanging off the ceiling speaking gibberish. 

“Clear your mind, Jasmine. None of that’s happening. You’ve never been around us when our beasts rule our human side to this degree. Storm and Razor will be more animal than human, that’s all. We can control their beasts, remember that and don’t become afraid. We smell fear. It can trigger their beasts to attack. I don’t want to kill them.” He looked down at her.

Jasmine stopped. “Maybe I shouldn’t go in. I can watch from the control room. If I see Storm or Razor out of control, I don’t know how I’ll react, Silas. I don’t want to make things worse.”

Staring at her, he cupped her cheeks in his palms and brushed his lips across hers. “You’re their Mistress, not only when things are good, but also in tough times like this. They need to see us both. Be accepted by us both. Understood by us both. Storm is family, our son. You won’t be afraid of him. Just look at him as you would David, Adam or the twins, see him as one of yours and you’ll be alright.”

She stared into his eyes, mulling over his encouraging words as she thought of Storm, Renee’s mate. In her mind’s eye, she remembered the first time she met Storm. He had come to the States to challenge Hawke over his previous Alpha’s death. During that time, he met Renee and since their mating, her daughter was the happiest she has ever been. The love between Renee and Storm was complete in the way of mates. In time, Storm fully submitted to Silas and served his Alpha with honor and dignity. It took Storm time to warm up to them as a family but he was hers and she loved him. He was her son as much as the others.

“You’re right.” Strengthened by his encouraging words, she straightened and nodded. “Thanks, I’m ready.”

He didn’t release her gaze immediately before continuing their short walk to the inner cages where Razor and Storm were being held. As they entered the room, Jasmine noticed Renee sitting in an easy chair in front of Storm’s cage, reading. She looked up, tears welled in her eyes as she jumped up and ran into Jasmine’s arms.

“Mama, when did you and Daddy get home?” her words were muffled against Jasmine’s chest.

“Just now. We came straight here from the plane.” She held Renee back and stared into her red-rimmed eyes. “Baby, I’m so sorry. So sorry.” She pulled Renee close again, ignoring her mussed hair and splotchy skin and tart smell. 

“Mama, it’s bad.”

Jasmine didn’t say anything else. She looked across the room at Silas and Thomas the leader of the Chimera, a group of humans who survived the Liege’s experiments with supernatural abilities. They had saved Jasmine’s life from a virus and moved their compound onto Pack lands at her insistence. She considered Thomas and the others family. Similar in height and width as Silas, over the past few months his straight, dark brown hair grew to brush his wide shoulders. His bluish-gray gaze met hers in a welcoming smile. 

“Ma’am,” Thomas said as he nodded a greeting. No doubt he and Silas had been talking since they entered the tunnels. Jasmine’s inability to link with anyone other than Silas and Asia prevented her from being a part of the conversation unless Silas opened their link so she could listen in.

“Thomas.” She smiled at him and looked to the side. “Noah. Thank you.”

Noah stood a few inches beneath Silas and Thomas’. His piercing gray eyes flicked to the cages and back at her as he ran his fingers through shoulder length hair and nodded. “Ma’am.” 

Silas looked over his shoulder at Renee in her arms, took a deep breath and strode with Noah and Thomas to stand in front of the bars separating them from Razor and Storm.

Trista entered the room and ran to Jasmine. “You’re back.” She wrapped an arm around Jasmine’s waist without dislodging Renee who hadn’t moved. “I’m so happy you’re here. They said we couldn’t contact you while you were on vacation. I prayed you’d come home to help him. Help them,” she corrected.

“Trista.” Razor’s low growl skittered across Jasmine’s skin. She closed her eyes and counted to 10, ignoring the guttural sounds emanating from the man.

“Stop,” Silas commanded.

Razor fell to the floor weeping.

Jasmine’s heart clenched as she heard the piteous sounds.

“What’s happening to me, Alpha?” Razor whimpered.

Before Silas could speak, Storm hit the bars so hard they bowed before snapping back into place.

Renee screamed, turned, and buried her face against Jasmine again while weeping quietly. “When will this be over? He can’t keep doing this. Is there anything we can do?” Renee whispered.

“What has Alpha learned?” Trista asked. “I know he’s working on it, Razor told me.”

Throat tight. The reality of the situation was worse than Jasmine imagined. Storm’s body was locked in between his human and beast form, giving him a ghastly appearance. Although he stood on two legs, the legs were of his beast, bent in odd angles for a human and his arms were too long. He couldn’t fully close his mouth because of the length of his canines. Pointed wolf ears twitched as he struggled to rise from the floor. 

Silas spoke to Noah and Thomas. The two men nodded at him, waved goodbye to her and left.

Inhaling deeply, Jasmine wrapped an arm around Renee and Trista, together they moved to stand next to Silas in front of Razor and Storm. Prepared for the worst, Jasmine started with Razor who lay whimpering in his four-legged wolf form on the concrete floor. Tufts of hair littered his confined area. Long grooves were all over the concrete, steel reinforced walls of his cage from where he unleashed his anger. The metal cot, sink, and toilet were either ripped from the wall or turned over. The frame of the cot was twisted and bent like a pretzel. Pity, instead of fear, rose in her chest as she met his green-eyed gaze. Streaks of red all but covered the whites of his eyes as he stared longingly at Trista.

“He’s suffering,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Trista whispered. “He’s not himself, can’t control whatever’s going on. I’m glad you see that.”

Jasmine squeezed Trista. “We’re working hard to fix this. Seeing you, knowing you’re here for him, eases his beast.” She looked around and saw the other recliner that Trista used. “You’re helping him more than you know.”

“Thank you, Mistress. I feel so useless. It hurts seeing him like this. I haven’t slept since he’s been here.” Trista swallowed hard. “This morning I was so nauseous I threw up and had to leave to shower and change.”

That concerned Jasmine. Silas glanced at them. “You’ve been getting sick too?” she asked Renee.

Renee waved aside the question as she stared at Storm who sat against the wall watching her. “Nothing compared to what he’s going through. Daddy, what’s happening to him?”

Silas stared at Storm who continued staring at Renee. “I don’t have an exact answer and for that I’m sorry, Princess. But this has something to do with the BlackWolf Clan. Storm and Razor are two generations from Alpha Nikolas who originated our clan and are affected more than anyone else who came much later. Hawke, Angus, Barticus and several other people are working to find a solution.”

“Why didn’t you come home?” Renee asked.

Jasmine stilled as she looked at Silas. “Come home?”

“Mama, you and Daddy deserve a vacation more than anyone, but why didn’t you come home when you found out what was going on here with Storm and Razor? Maybe you could have stopped this from getting to this point,” Renee said in a sulky tone.

“If we could have stopped it, we would have. Your daddy doesn’t have to be here physically to fix anything that has to do with Storm’s full-blooded side. You do realize it’s Storm’s beast that’s sick, right?” Jasmine tempered her answer so that it didn’t come out the wrong way. No matter what her kids thought, Silas wasn’t god. There were some things beyond his abilities to repair. Plus, they needed that time alone to replenish their energies to work in the Nation.

Renee didn’t answer immediately.

Growing peeved with her daughter’s lack of maturity in this matter, Jasmine leaned back to speak.

“We’re here now, don’t aggravate your mother, you know better than that,” Silas said.

Renee inhaled deeply and nodded. “Sorry, Mama.”

She didn’t mean it and that made the apology worthless in Jasmine’s opinion. “Can you do something to help them?” Jasmine asked Silas.

“I’m going to pull their beasts, help them normalize and take them for a run. While we’re gone, have these cages cleaned and sanitized. Don’t bother with furniture or anything like that,” Silas said.

“Will it be safe?” Jasmine asked concerned.

“Yes. I’m their Alpha, they can never hurt or attack me.”

“In their beast forms can you control the rage so Trista and Renee can spend some time with their mates?”

He looked thoughtful. “I don’t know everything that’s going on which is why I’m taking them out alone so I can access their beasts and sense the anomaly. I may pull on you instead of Pack for energy if necessary.”

Silas hated taking energy from Pack but had no problems using the energy she pulled from her network of Pack Bitches. Men. “Alright. Do it while we’re here so they can see their mates normalize.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Silas pulled Razor’s beast first.  

When Silas and her kids shifted, there were no bone snapping sounds or tearing or ripping. It was a smooth transition, something Silas taught each one and required they work on it until they got it right. Razor howled as his body reshaped, bones popped and snapped as he morphed into his regular beast. 

“Razor,” Trista called as she ran to the bars, slid her hand through and rubbed his head. Storm’s transition was similar. It was eerie watching his arms shorten, his back curve and his face morph completely into his four-legged beast.

Renee walked toward him slowly and rubbed his head. “This... this is what Daddy could’ve given him days ago. His sanity, the ability to think clearly.”

Pissed, Jasmine opened her mouth.

“No, let it go,” Silas said.

“She’s wrong,” Jasmine said hot by her daughter’s attitude. “We are not robots. Where was she when I was so tired and worn out it took everything within me to put one foot in front of the other? Being La Patron and La Patroness is draining and it was affecting our relationship, possibly our ability to lead. No one, not our kids, or Pack, or Celestial beings get to say what we need to remain intact.”

“If I was behind those bars, the only thing you would see is someone could’ve given me a moment of peace and didn’t. You’d feel the same as she does, let it go, Sweet Bitch.”

Unable to disagree, Jasmine lapsed into angry silence and watched as Silas shifted. He walked over to her and rubbed against her legs while walking in a close circle.

“I wish we could do that,” Renee said.

Jasmine closed her eyes and counted to three. “That girl’s attitude is getting on my nerves.”

“Hank is going to open the doors so they can come out in a few seconds. They’re clearing the hall so we don’t come into contact with anyone,” Silas said.

“Tell that to your daughter,” Jasmine said as she ran her fingers through Silas’ fur.

“I spoke to her.”

When he didn’t say anything else Jasmine let it go. The cage doors opened slowly. Storm bounded out and went to Renee. She wrapped her arms around him and held tight while stroking him everywhere. Trista did the same with Razor. 

Jasmine moved toward the door and opened it. Silas nipped at her fingertips and then licked them. “I’m going upstairs to see the rest of my children, hopefully they’ll be happier to see me.”

“Stop it.”

She looked at him, saw the color of his eyes had changed to blue-green and released a sigh. “Alright. That wasn’t nice but I’m tired, didn’t get much sleep last night, dealt with a crazy man a few days ago and am just getting home from a week with seriously stressful moments. Dead bodies washing up on the beach... hello.”

“I was there, Jasmine.”

“I know. It’s just we go from one challenge to another without a breather. It would’ve been nice to come home, greet my family, put my feet up and share the highlights of my vacation last week; spend time with my kids and grands.” She shook her head. “But that’s not my life. That’s not the hand I was dealt, so I have to suck it up, paste on a smile, and deal with the reality.”

“Which is?” He sat in front of her meeting her gaze.

“The reality is my life has serious highs and lows. I’m blessed with a great husband and kids, good, fulfilling work and friends. But the lows are really low and stuff like this have to be dealt with no matter how much I wish it didn’t.”

“What would you change if it was within your power?” he asked. 

Jasmine looked over her shoulder at Renee rubbing her face against Storm’s black fur and brushing it with a large comb. “I’m not sure Silas. I would make sure the kids were happy, healthy, whole. I’d stop the sickness and viruses that come against us, whether through natural or scientific tampering.” She shook her head slightly. “Like I said earlier today, I need a vacation from my vacation.”

“What can I do to make this easier for you?”

She stared into his emerald green eyes and smiled. “You make every day worthwhile, Silas. A lot of what I put up with and go through is because of you, but not all. I’m tired and not in the best moods. That’s what happens when I make love all night beneath the stars. I’m going to take a nap. In a few hours if I still feel this way we’ll have a more serious conversation.” She scratched him between the ears. “It could mean whatever’s happening to you is seeping through our link.”

He didn’t say anything as she left through the door.
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SILAS WATCHED JASMINE leave. Her last words gave him pause. The Goddess’ seal should protect him from passing anything to Jasmine. He thought of his nightmares, his aggressive behavior with her on the island and wondered if she could be right. Or were those anomalies since they hadn’t happened since? He wasn’t sure and would think about it later. Still, her attitude just now had been very un-Jasmine-like. 

So had Renee’s for that matter. 

When he told her to apologize to her mother, she balked, actually complained that while she had been suffering with Storm they were living it up on the island. He snapped his insistence that she apologize before her mother embarrassed her in front of everyone. The insincere apology angered him but he had to step in before Jasmine blew up. If Renee understood or knew what Jasmine had been through the past week she would back up and stay quiet. But the lack of communication went both ways, no one knew about Cortes or Lynda or Jandro or Rafe. 

Hopefully, after Jasmine rested she would be in a better frame of mind and Renee would as well. He wouldn’t be around the next time to stop Jasmine from dealing with Renee harshly. 

Right now, he needed to ascertain Razor and Storm’s condition and the best place to do that was in the woods. Turning he looked at the wolves and their mates. Didn’t they see the door open and him waiting?

“Let’s go,” he snapped at Razor and Storm. Both looked at him and moved in his direction. Renee looked at Silas and morphed to her beast.

“You’re not going,” Silas said, growing aggravated.

“Why not?” she asked moving to stand next to Storm.

“Because I need to take them out alone.” When she didn’t move or morph to human, he said. “As their Alpha, I’m taking them out alone. Morph back into human.” He waited. “Now,” he yelled through their link.

She returned to human, glared at him and turned her back on them. Trista moved to stand next to Renee and placed her arm around her shoulder. Silas turned and walked out of the room, aware of the reluctance of the two wolves behind him. This would never do. They were to obey him immediately, instead, Storm looked back at Renee who stood in the hall with tears running down her face.

Angry, Silas morphed to human, pointed at her and yelled. “Stop this right now. You know better than that, you’re conflicting him and in his present state, he might be tempted to disobey his Alpha which will mess with his beast. You know better than that.”

Her face reddened and she ran down the hall. Storm ran after her. Silas stopped Storm in his tracks by grabbing his beast and pulling the resisting wolf back to him. Panting, growling, and snapping, Storm tried to break Silas’ hold but couldn’t. Silas morphed to his beast and dragging Storm, led Razor outside. Once in the sunlight, Storm’s resistance eased. As the doors locked behind them, Silas picked up the pace and they ran toward the trees. 

Happy, Razor ran hard but remained a respectful distance from Silas. Storm kept up and soon Silas released him. Storm maintained the pace and they ran in the direction of the forest where Silas trained Alphas. When they came into the clearing, Silas was pleased both Razor and Storm’s minds were calm.

“I brought you here to scan you while in this form. Go through all the obstacles, start at the beginning while I monitor you.”

“Yes, Alpha,” Razor said as he ran off.

Storm lowered his head, went down on his forelegs with his tail between his legs. “Forgive my disobedience, Alpha. I apologize for disobeying you.”

“Forgiven, do not do it again.”

“Yes, Alpha. I will not.” 

“Even though we weren’t here, we’ve been searching for the answer to whatever is going on with you and Razor. You have my word we will not stop until you’re completely healed.”

“I know that, Sir.”

“Go through the obstacles, I’ll merge with you to monitor you.” Silas lifted his head and stared at the course.

“Yes, Sir.” Storm loped down toward the first obstacle. Silas merged fully with both wolves waiting to see if whatever came upon them to change their behavior could be managed. It didn’t take long for Razor to snap at Storm.

A dark mist rose in Razor’s mind as Silas threw an energy bubble around Storm preventing Razor from making contact and doing damage. The mist smelled foul and tasted bitter as it completely filled Razor’s mind. The harder he tried to reach Storm the darker the mist became until there was nothing but darkness. Razor foamed at the mouth as he clawed and kicked the security bubble. 

“Don’t fight him,” Silas told Storm who was still lucid.

“Yes, Sir,”

Curious if Razor would attack his Alpha, Silas stood and loped down toward the two men. Razor looked at him, bared his teeth but didn’t move. 

Silas moved closer.

Razor growled low in his throat but remained where he was. 

“Is your beast in there, Razor? Does he recognize my scent? My authority?” Silas asked.

Razor growled low but the darkness in his mind wasn’t as thick. 

“Good. That’s good to know,” Silas murmured. He blew his breath in Razor’s direction. The dark mist rolled to the side. 

Razor whimpered and lay on the ground submissively as the darkness receded. Silas stared at Razor and shook his head. Renee may have been right, it’s possible he could’ve made the past week better for these two.

“Get up and finish,” he told Razor.

Razor leaped up. “Thank you, Alpha.” He ran to the course as Silas removed the security bubble from Storm. Immediately, the dark mist rose in his mind. 

Silas blew a stream of air toward Storm stopping the mist. 

“Thank you, Sir,” Storm said. “The bubble stopped it from hitting me when it hit Razor. I sensed it.” He looked at Silas. “Is it possible you can secure me and Renee in a shield so that we can sleep together tonight. She’s exhausted and needs to get a good night’s sleep.”

“Yes, I can do that.” He thought of the shield he had placed over the island and thought how he would modify it for Razor and Storm. “It’s a dark mist that fills you and changes your behavior. Have you ever experienced that before now? Or heard of anything similar?” Silas asked Storm as he finished the course.

“No, Sir. I knew something came over me, didn’t realize it filled my mind. Does it fit anything you’ve found in your research?” Storm asked as he and Razor came to sit in front of Silas, panting from their run.

Silas sealed the three of them into a security bubble and included Razor into the discussion. “You know about Alpha Nikolas and the ritual, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” they said.

“Good. Amynta took Hawke, Angus, Niall and I back in time the other day so that we could witness the ritual, get an understanding of what was said, and see if there was any foul play. There was. Another Mage, Yorick, layered either a blessing, curse, or counter-spell before Nikolas’ spell was completed. We think that has something to do with what’s happening to you. We don’t know the language they spoke, so Hawke and Niall are in the process of interpreting everything so we know what happened.”

Razor whistled. “You went back in time? How’s that done? Is it really possible?”

“Don’t know how. Angus said Amynta punched holes through the fabric of time or something like that. It was bumpy and not something I’ll do again but at that time it was the best we could do. Amynta personally knew Alpha Nikolas and Konstantin. She remembered Bazla, the Mage and recognized Yorick the Mage who interrupted the ritual.” He paused. “At least I think she remembered Yorick.”

“Noah does stuff like that,” Storm said.

“What?” Silas looked at him.

“Noah and Mia. They’re dreamwalkers, walk through dreams. They can go back into time, check out what’s happening, record it, things like that. Really powerful stuff,” Storm said.

Silas had forgotten about Noah’s talents. “I didn’t want to include anyone who wasn’t Clan into the investigation but Amynta is a White Wolf and Barticus isn’t BlackWolf either.”

Storm looked at him but didn’t say anything.

Using Noah was something to think about. Would Thomas or one of the others recognize the language? He would have Hawke show it to them. If it would speed things along it was worth the risk of sharing Clan secrets.

“Alpha?” Razor looked at Silas.

“Yes?”

“This shield that we’re in, is it keeping the bad stuff from attacking us?” he looked at Storm and then at Silas.

“I believe so,” Silas said.

“Can we be human again? Spend time with our mates?” Razor asked hopefully.

“I hope so,” Silas said uncertain the problem was so easily fixed.

“Thank you. May I tell Trista we will sleep at home tonight and for her to wait for me there?”

“Yes. I will speak to all four of you through the links and explain what’s happened. I don’t want any of you to think the problem has been solved, this may be temporary,” Silas warned.

“To be able to hold my mate in my arms again is a tremendous blessing,” Storm said with feeling.

“I’m going to do an internal scan on each of you. Remain still.” Silas entered Razor and meticulously searched for the entrance of the mist and to determine if there was any permanent damage done anywhere in his body.

He did the same methodical search in Storm. When he finished, he stood and shook himself. “I did not discover how the mist enters or leaves. But now that I know what happens I can ask better questions to get the right answer.”

“Yes, Sir,” Storm said looking in the direction they had come.

Silas understood Razor and Storm’s beasts needed to reconnect with their mates and took off running toward the Compound.
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THE DOOR HAD BARELY closed behind Jasmine when Jackie, Sarita, Bella, and Rose tapped on it and came inside.

“Welcome home, Mama,” Jackie said reaching her first.

Visions of the nap she desperately needed evaporated as Jasmine hugged each of them and watched them settle on the sofa for a chat.

“Did you have a good time in the sun? What did Daddy think of those shorts you bought?” Jackie asked with a wide grin.

“Was the weather nice? Did Uncle Angus and Dad really fish?” Bella asked. Everyone laughed. “I can see them now standing knee deep in the water trying to catch something.

“They caught dinner a few times,” Jasmine said before laughing in remembrance. “It was funny though. We had to turn on YouTube so they could do it.” She held her finger to her mouth. “You cannot tell anyone I told you that.”

“Our secret, promise,” Sarita said. “David said Grandfather showed up on the island. Didn’t he get the memo that no one was supposed to disturb you last week?”

Jasmine groaned. She and Silas agreed to share what was happening with the BlackWolf Clan with the kids but he wanted to do that. She was not getting into that discussion right now. “I asked him that myself. He apologized and didn’t stay long, thank god.”

They chuckled.

“So, you had a good time?” Rose asked. “You look sleepy.”

There were a few snickers.

“I am tired. Told your dad I needed a vacation for last week. He was in rare form.” She smiled thinking of last night on the beach. Silas held her close, humming and dancing beneath the moon and stars. She would never forget that as long as she lived.

“Earth to Mama. She’s gone into memory land again.” Jackie laughed and snapped her fingers in front of Jasmine’s face. “Mama.”

“What?”

“You had this far-away look on your face,” Jackie said. “Must’ve been a good week.”

“There were some tight moments, but mostly really good. Then again, I was with the love of my life, how could it not be?” She winked as Danielle entered and hugged her.

“Sorry I’m late, Rese was talking... I’m glad you had a good time and welcome home,” Danielle said taking a seat next to Bella.

“Thanks, Danielle.” Jasmine looked at the five women seated around her and tilted her head to the side. “What’s up?”

They looked at each other uneasily. Jackie, Rose, Danielle, Bella, and Sarita stiffened as the front door crashed opened so hard it bounced off the wall. Renee strode into the living room, her eyes narrowed in slits, nostrils flaring as she pointed in Jasmine’s direction. “He took them outside,” she yelled. “He screamed at me and wouldn’t let me go, treated me like a pup.”

It took Jasmine a second to realize her child pointed her finger and yelled at her. Without thinking she took Renee’s voice and snatched her across the room. One moment Renee was talking the next her feet dangled in the air as she struggled to breathe.

No one spoke as they stared at a struggling Renee. 

Jasmine closed her eyes, counted to ten while remembering Storm’s condition, Renee’s lack of sleep, loss of focus and all that. 

David, Adam, Rese, and Rone entered the room with Quinn. They all stared at Renee hanging in the air with tears running down her cheeks. Jasmine’s gaze flicked to her sons.

“Hello, Rese and Rone, Adam, David, Quinn,” she said turning to receive greetings from them.

Adam hugged her first, then David followed by Quinn. No one asked questions about Renee or spoke after the greeting. The twins, Tyrese and Tyrone, hugged her last before standing near the sofa.

Jasmine released a breath, turned to face Renee who begged with her eyes to be put down. “Now, I understand last week was difficult on you and you’ve never experienced anything like what you’ve gone through.” Jasmine lowered her daughter to the ground but did not allow her to move or speak. Since Renee showed her tail in front of everyone she would be corrected in front of them as well. Hopefully, they would all learn never to cross the line.

“Mama,” Renee’s scratchy voice was just above a whisper.

“Hush, I’m talking.” She glared at Renee.

Renee nodded and looked down.

“You married a BlackWolf who is having problems right now, he needs you to be strong and in his corner.”

Renee’s head snapped up and her mouth opened.

“Not one word,” Jasmine said pointing at her.

“Instead of telling me what I should have done to help your mate during my vacation...” Jasmine ignored the gasps from the others. “You should’ve asked me how I was doing? Or how was my vacation? Not once have you said anything about anyone other than yourself. I taught you better manners than that.”

Renee nodded.

Jasmine looked at the others, read the sorrow, compassion, and concern on their faces and moved to sit down. “Has she been this self-centered all week?”

No one said anything.

Jasmine looked at Renee and then at the others. Bella, Danielle, and Rose looked at the ground. “I know my child. If she flew off the mouth at me I know she said things she shouldn’t have to you. She will apologize not only to you but to everyone she’s disrespected, yelled at or hurt feelings.” She looked at Renee. “Do you understand me?”

Renee nodded. “Sorry.” She looked toward her siblings. “I’m so sorry, please forgive me.” Her scratchy voice irritated Jasmine but she refused to fix it.

“It’s okay. You were going through a rough patch.” Adam walked over and hugged her.

Jackie and the others didn’t look in Renee’s direction. Something had happened.

“Thank you,” Renee said. “Jackie, Rita, Bella, I’m sorry.”

Jasmine wondered what happened but didn’t ask. This was something they would work out between them.

Tyrese and Tyrone walked over hugged Renee and left.

Jasmine’s brow rose at the silent treatment the others gave Renee. What had happened?

“You’re not the only one mated, you know,” Sarita said. “We love you but when you want your way or people don’t move when you snap your fingers or do what you want, you get really nasty and say mean things. Words have power and can’t always be taken back, Renee. What you did and said... it’s going to take me time.” Sarita and David completely shocked Jasmine when they left the room without forgiving Renee.

Jasmine turned and stared at Renee who cried in earnest, covering her face with her hands.

“Mama, you see how out of control she was coming in here, slamming the door, yelling... multiply that by a hundred. The first day, before Storm had any symptoms she yelled at Hawke and Asia, demanding they drop everything they were doing and find a cure for her man. She went real “Princess” on them.” Jackie made quotation marks with her fingers. “Yelling who her daddy was like they didn’t know. She was a real bitch and I don’t mean that in a good way. Storm tried to calm her down, get her to stop but she didn’t listen to anyone.” Jackie stood and looked at Renee. “My husband is a doctor, a damn good one and not the quack you called him when he couldn’t tell you what was wrong with Storm.”

Jasmine closed her eyes at the pain in Jackie’s voice.

“The things you said to me, about me not being there for you, not jumping through hoops, taking the plane to find someone who could help, that’s cool. We’re litter-mates and always will be. But the way you treated my mate... just because your mate was hurting... No. You crossed a line.” Jackie pointed at her. 

Quinn grabbed Jackie from behind. “It’s okay, Babe. I told you it was okay.”

“No, it’s not okay for her to talk stuff about your profession and smear your name,” Jackie said looking at him as if he had lost his mind.

“No one listened to her. No one who matters, they didn’t pay any attention,” Quinn said softly.

“I heard her. I listened,” Jackie said pointing at Renee who trembled beneath her sister's rage that spilled into the room. “My best friend, my sister turned on me. I heard her,” Jackie yelled with tears streaming down her face. When she moved in Renee’s direction, Jasmine held up her hand, stopping her.

Adam moved to stand next to Renee but didn’t touch her.

Jasmine had never seen Jackie this upset, it surprised her. Renee broke down crying and fell to her knees. Jackie wiped her face with the back of her hand, stared down at her sister and left the room.

Lord, what was happening to this family? Jasmine looked at Rose and Danielle. Bella opened her mouth, closed it, stood and left the room. Adam stared at the closed door, stuffed his hands into his pockets and stared at the floor.

“Did she offend you guys as well?” Jasmine asked Danielle and Rose.

“She said a few things, mostly to Rese and Rone, that wasn’t very nice,” Danielle said looking at Renee. 

“We stayed out of her way,” Rose said standing slowly. “I’m glad you’re home and hope we can talk about the trip when you have time.” She and Danielle left.

Jasmine leaned back in the overstuffed chair and closed her eyes.

“Mama?” Adam called.

“Yes, baby?”

“If you don’t need me, I’m going to head out.” She heard his reluctance to leave her alone with Renee crying on the sofa as if her life was over.

“Go ahead. I’ll see you guys later. I’m going to take a nap. I’m tired,” Jasmine stood, looked at Renee and walked toward her door.

“A nap? Now?” Adam looked at Renee and then at Jasmine.

“Yes, Silas is on his way. He can deal with this.”

Adam’s eyes widened and he rushed out the door.

*****
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SILAS AND STORM RE-entered the Compound with a sense of accomplishment. Razor returned to his home on Pack lands to meet his mate. For now, Silas could provide the men with a measure of relief. Storm stopped in the middle of the corridor and morphed to human.

Silas did the same just as Jasmine reached out to him. “Come deal with your daughter.”

“What happened?” Silas recalled Renee’s earlier behavior and feared the worst. Surely she hadn’t gone to see Jasmine with the same attitude she had with him. He planned to have a long discussion with her once things settled down but it appeared that would happen sooner rather than later. He and Storm strode silently toward the elevator and rode up together.

“She’s been in diva mode since we left for vacation and Storm became ill. When I got home, the kids staged an intervention minutes after I walked in the door. I did not appreciate that.” She paused. “She didn’t deny the things she did and apologized but they didn’t forgive her... neither have I. You deal with it I’m tired and going to bed. Believe me, neither of you want me to handle this right now but she needs to be dealt with.”

Silas looked at Storm who looked just as confused. “Do you know what’s going on?”

“Renee’s crying and saying she’s sorry for everything. I don’t know what she’s talking about.”

It wasn’t like Jasmine to turn the pups over to him for discipline. He could only think of two times since the pups were born that she’d done so. Once when he changed his mind to allow them to go to the circus and when they wanted to go to some human concert with their classmates in middle school.

They entered the suite and stopped in the living room where Renee lay across the sofa cushions crying. The weight of her sorrow punched Silas in his gut and he forgot everything Jasmine said as he walked closer. Storm moved quickly, reached her first, picked her up and cradled her in his arms.

“What’s wrong?” Silas asked.

“I... I’m sorry. Please tell Mama I’m sorry.”

Silas stared at her as dread filled his gut. “What happened? What did you do that you need to apologize for?” When he considered Jasmine’s words and Renee’s apology he knew there was a real problem to deal with. This was serious.

“I... I...” She cleared her throat and looked at him. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking and I —”

When he heard her scratchy voice, Silas held up his hand. Jasmine only did that to people who disrespected her. The idea that one of their pups disrespected his woman shocked him. Better than anyone, they knew how she was and that she never tolerated bad behavior in general and especially against her or him. She took that respect your parents at all costs to the tenth degree.

“You said or did something disrespectful to your mother?” he asked in a hard voice to make sure she understood he wouldn
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