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8 D.C

― Damn Polans*, I should cut off their heads, why do you refuse to do anything, father? We could own this land and beyond. Instead, you lie on your furs, while you drink and fuck.

― Respect your father, boy. I didn't sire you to disrespect me.

― Then get up and do something! I'm not going to stand here and watch you and your betas let it all go to shit.

Maksim got up faster than Borya thought he could move. Over a century old, and in Borya's twenties himself, his whole life saw him abandon himself to worldly pleasures. He thought his strength would have waned, but he is still his father, the Alpha. 

― I have already told you that we must not meddle in the affairs of mortals!

― The Polans are also Volkodlak*, why would taking them on be a mortal* matter? Mortals can't take on one of us, even if they have a small army at their backs. How could they take on the Polans?

His father grabbed him by the collar, giving it a squeeze and then loosening it a little.

― Boy, you are young and you have a desire to conquer. We and other creatures could come out of our hiding places and confront mortals, but they learn, adapt and create weapons.

<<Every day they get better and better at their damn weapons!

We cannot risk coming out into the open and being decimated or even exterminated. Our numbers are already too small and must always be so. We cannot arouse suspicion in the midst of mortals. We must look and act like them or we will not survive.>>

They both looked into each other's eyes. The son, eager for battle, and the father, trying to make his son's anger subside, but with each passing day it was more difficult for him to maintain his hold on him.

Without a doubt, Borya would be a great Alpha, perhaps the most powerful one in the future, but for now, he still needs to learn many things.

He released Borya and with a push pushed him back. Today, the father is a little shorter and less robust, so losing control over his son would probably mean losing his life.

― Go help, it's time to go. The women around here are starting to notice that they are getting older, but some of our men are not.

― What will happen to the children born of these furtive unions?

― The blood will thin with time and generations. ― He played the matter down with that statement. Borya was not so convinced of that.

Maksim sent him out to prepare everything for the move. Once again, he was losing the opportunity to extend his dominion, to finally take what they deserved so much, especially his father and him.

Glory.

––––––––
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10 A.D

Her father finally understood that they should be above men and not the other way around.

For Borya, to hide his nature, his true self and guard himself from mortals. Such fragile creatures. It was always a great shame.

They recently found new lands and were preparing to face invaders who wanted to dominate them and take them away.

It seemed that war would come soon, and they would have to prove their worth, not to serve others as mercenaries, but to defend their lands.

Apparently, his father decided that they needed to settle down for a while, in order to train and prepare him, to finally make him an Alpha. He looked a bit tired and, apparently, he would soon give up his position, just as it should be.

A hundred years was not long for his race, but for an immortal who was born in the fire of battle and has not stopped fighting since he had to make his way from his mother's womb. A hundred years is beginning to take its toll on him.

With scars that not even his own condition as a volkodlak could heal, which meant that he faced such strong opponents that, even when he emerged victorious, he was on the verge of death.

Maksim is a great warrior, but it is time for Borya to take his place as Alpha of the pack and thus, at last, lead it to glory.

He does not want to be a simple mercenary all his life, what he wants is to establish his reign over immortals and mortals, because for him, his only destiny is glory.

He dreams of being the lord of as many lands as possible, and then, of the known and undiscovered world, because he is sure that the world is bigger than anyone imagines.

﻿

His father had just established a village, but his domain was not limited to that village. Some other villages around him began to pay tribute to him. They called him their lord, to protect them.

The village that was born when they moved to these lands became the commercial center of the area. Villagers and farmers from the region, as well as travelers, came to the village to stock up and sell.

The herd settled mainly in that village, but some chose to live in nearby villages, which is convenient to maintain order. Mortals also arrived who do not know the secret or, if they do, prefer to ignore it and serve their father, so as not to raise the ire of anyone over their heads.

As the days passed, the village prospered and became home to the herd, but Borya did not know how long his father would be able to maintain dominion over these lands.

He was worried that they would again be snatched away or that time and the strange longevity of his people would frighten the mortal villagers, and they would decide to attack them.

The last thing he wanted was to have to move again, he had had enough and wanted to finally establish his reign. Now he only had to wait for his father to come to his senses and not lose what little they had managed to achieve.

Although he knew that war was coming and would fall on their heads, untimely as snow in winter, he could not help but enjoy what the new lands had to offer.

Power and dominion are his greatest desire, but on the road to glory, he always stumbles upon delicacies and other glory, all of it a gift from the gods, so to refuse it would be an affront to them.

So, as familiar faces and strangers come and go, he enjoys sampling the most delicious delicacies he can find along the way. Like the liquors and the women who so obediently come to him, either for a night of pleasure or because they think they can tame the beast and put a noose around his neck.

He doesn't cheat on any of them, they're all his, but he doesn't love any of them either. Not really. He only wants what they can bestow upon him for a few delicious moments, and then they simply have to get out of their comfortable skins, maybe, if they are lucky, they can return to them in the future.

While Maksim teaches him how to be an Alpha, he learns on his own how to be a man and his father does not reproach because that is how he brought him and his brothers into the world, with one of many, every time.

Luckily for Borya, he has a better sense of smell and a better understanding of the cycles of the moon and her daughters. He has avoided getting between the thighs of a fertile woman, because he does not want to be tied to anything or anyone. His family is his herd, and it must obey and serve him, not the other way around.

Fortunately, trade in the area has grown and that is why every day brings new delicacies, more caravans of travelers settle and decide to stay nearby, more young women to enjoy and, therefore, more pleasure.

Although that is not the important thing, it means that their domains and power are getting bigger and stronger. Other herds will see them as a threat.

However, if they can maintain all that, it means they are truly strong, so he will do whatever it takes to maintain it. When it is time to take his father's place, his power will spread in all directions and nothing will be able to stop him.

But not everything is pleasure and power. There is something that disturbs him and does not allow him to sleep peacefully. He has nightmares about blood, pain and death and can't help but think that it is a threat that must disappear as quickly as possible as soon as it presents itself, but for now, they must keep the peace.

The herd does not want unpleasant stories to tarnish the reputation of the region. That would slow the flow of travelers and traders.

Even so, to settle in a region where a powerful witch lived and also gave birth to seven children, and in which her widowed husband, her eldest son still live with his wife and children and, in addition, the seventh daughter, whom she managed to give birth to before she died. It was a bad omen from the beginning.

You can still feel the influence of that woman's magic, despite having perished so many years ago, and the worst thing is that the magic of her last daughter is stronger.

She can feel its influence running through the fields when the wind blows, it emanates from the earth as if it were lava and that only means that this girl must die, because witches are despicable and treacherous beings.

They seduce you and they trick you. When they have you in their hands, they squeeze everything out of you. They destroy you completely. A witch is doom and can mean the end of a pack.

Although the locals claim that the woman who inhabited these lands was kind―hearted, helped everyone and that her youngest daughter inherited her healing gifts and the goodness of her soul, it cannot be overlooked that, in addition to being powerful, they also say she is beautiful.

He could seduce the men in the herd and make them kill each other, to prove themselves and get their favors. That's what the nightmares are referring to, no doubt.
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By the time they were fully settled, winter was just beginning and everything seemed to be going according to plan.

They were ready to make it through this winter, though trade would not stop. He knew that some of the farmers would have their best furs and other goods ready for those who still had needs, were unable to prepare in time or simply stock up halfway through their journey.

That's why today he decided to go to the village market. It is the busiest in the area. While walking with Rustov and Kirill, he wandered his gaze around the place, hoping to find a treasure, a hidden mystery that would entertain him and warm him for that night.

The market is not as crowded as usual. Still, there are enough people to be fun. Unfortunately, many of the women are either too old or just didn't get their attention.

Apparently, it won't be as much fun as he thought it would be. From what he sees, farmers and villagers hide their most beautiful daughters during the winter.

Walking slowly towards the end of the market. Disappointed and bored, some try to sell you their best mead or trinkets that claim to have some value.

But he was about to leave empty-handed. Then the winter breeze brought a delicious scent to him. A mortal female.

No.

A fertile mortal female ready for Borya to fill her with his seed and make it thrive inside her. Something in the air drives him crazy, and he feels that with every step he takes it gets thicker and heavier, difficult to breathe. Without knowing why, he feels he needs more of that scent. He needs to possess the owner of that scent. That's when he sees her.

Next to an old cart, accompanied by an old man, behind whom she tries to hide, while people come and go. Looking so delicate and out of place, with her pale, smooth skin, which looks as if it has never been touched. As pure as all of her.

Beautiful!

It's all he can think of when he looks at that delicate figure that seems to be hiding from the world in fear, yet full of curiosity.

Tucked in beautiful, well―crafted wolf pelts, pelts that cannot compare to her sublime beauty that, without a doubt, is going to be hers and hers alone, soon.

There is nothing out of place about her. From her blonde hair, almost white, like the summer sun, which illuminates the prairies, but blinding to look at directly, which can still be seen even though her head is covered by the fur of a wolf.

She looks like she's still a child, but she also has enough maturity in her face and scent that she knows she can take it here and now if she wants to. Besides, that's the thing with mortals, it's hard to guess how old they are, as they are always near death and their lives begin and end too soon.

― Who is it ― He can't go another second without knowing who it is. He needs to know who he will possess and make his queen.

― She is the witch.

Their worlds collide at that moment. Not only is she a mortal, she is forbidden. The pack would never accept a witch as an Alpha female, they barely tolerate her living in the vicinity. But Borya no longer cares about anything but her.

They will have to accept her and if they don't, then he will take her away and start from scratch, first making her give him all the children that pure womb can give him and then gathering a strong and powerful herd that respects and adores her as much as Borya does.

No.

No one can adore her the way he does, it is impossible for anyone to feel the way he does. She is his alone.

― Alpha says we are not to approach her or her family. She is forbidden.

― Who will be the next Alpha, Kirill?

― You.

― If I say that she will be mine, it's because she already is. Understood?

Both bowed their heads in respect. They do not yet show their necks because their loyalty is with Maksim, yet, but soon that loyalty would be wholly theirs, as would that sweet mortal.

At that moment, she looked up and noticed Borya. Everything inside him shuddered so much that he thought the earth was moving dizzily, but it was only him.

No one else seemed to feel so much panic or perceive the movement. Those green eyes, as green as the forests in summer, with an unparalleled brilliance that made them look like precious jewels, shining in the midst of what he never realized was immense darkness.

How can someone be so perfect?

He did not care about the reason for her beauty, she could have been born of evil itself and yet he did not care. That evil could possess and destroy him if she wanted to, as long as it only possessed him, for of one thing he was sure.

From the moment she felt his scent. From the moment she was aware of his existence, beyond the rumors, Borya knew that he belonged to her, as much as she belonged to him.

― Borya, she's no good. She's a witch, we'd better go home before she bewitches you completely. Look at the state of you.

― No, Rustov. I'm fine, better than ever. You can go home or walk around, I'll find something to do.

― But, Borya...

― I said, go home!

He used his commanding voice and both young men took a couple of steps away, their heads ducked, avoiding looking directly at him, lest he take it as a challenge.

Using his dominance over them was harder than it had ever been, because it meant taking their eyes off his precious one, but he managed to intimidate them enough that they ended up really moving away and no longer bothered him.

After they left, he was left looking at the woman who stole his breath and his life, because she was no longer his, now all of him belonged to those beautiful green eyes.

She stood next to the old man who, she deduced, is her father. He was attending to the buyers who came to see their furs, cheese, milk, dried meat and some containers in which, apparently, there was some kind of medicine.

She saw some of the villagers approaching to buy some of that medicine and greeting her cheerfully, almost all women, but also some men who dared to get too close.

How dare they get so close to his wife? He would kill them right now, if it didn't scare the villagers.

In time, the men became bold, and not only the villagers. Some travelers and men from other villages approached her father to argue with him about his daughter's hand.

She was hiding behind him, waiting for them to leave. Well, she shouldn't be happy that other men were arguing about marrying her.

He stalked her like the beast that he is. He walked through the market surrounding the place where she and her father settled. Watching every movement, every expression on her face, recording in his memory everything about her.

He noticed that she knew of his presence, a couple of times he discovered her following his movements, although he knew perfectly well that she could not see him, because she hid well among the people and the stalls scattered around the market.

Still, she followed his movements all too easily and, every time she ignored the rest of the world to follow him, she could see the fear in his features.

She knew a beast was stalking her.

She smirked, she could feel her man watching her. No doubt the rumors had a good basis, she is a powerful witch. When her pack realized how strong they would become when she became the Alpha, no one would hate her.

He had heard of packs that accepted mortals with magic in their blood, especially women. Those packs considered them strong allies, some also becoming Alphas.

Rumors also reached his ears that these herds became stronger with time and that only the death of the witch made them vulnerable again and sometimes, not even that, many seasons or years had to pass before they could attack and weaken them to steal territories. Which only meant that such a powerful witch would make them invincible.

But first, I had to figure out how to convince them.

― We'll be going home soon, we don't want the weather to stop us in the village, my dear ― She looked at her father, waiting for what she so longed to hear these last few days. ― You can go exploring. But be careful, don't wander too far and come back here soon. ― The happiness that invaded her was diminished by the certainty that she was being watched.

A man, or what appeared to be a man, could well be evil itself.

He had been watching her for a couple of hours. Moving back and forth and making her nervous. She could see him as she approached the stall, she got close enough to be able to see that he is a strong man, she wouldn't know if he is attractive in the eyes of others, but she found his features very attractive.

Though she had seen many men, none of the ones she went to her father's farm for medicine and to treat wounds had been so... appealing. But he felt more like an evil being than a man and would never dare to admire him, not again.

She did not relish the idea of being watched by such an individual, nor did she relish the idea of losing the opportunity to see the village with her own eyes. Perhaps she would not have another opportunity like this, so hesitant, but emboldened, she walked away from her father and walked quickly to nowhere in particular.

There were so many people, she had never in her life strayed farther than the woods, she never got near the busy roads, all she knew were the farm grounds and the surrounding woods. But the people were not the only thing that amazed her. Each stall sold different things, pots, preserves and nuts, furs, cheeses and other products.

She approached one of the stalls where they sold herbs and medicines, just as she did. Hers were quickly exchanged for canned goods and other supplies needed for the winter, which they failed to gather.

They still had days of good weather left, so they could come and sell more stuff in exchange for other supplies, but if they couldn't get what they needed, they would be in trouble.

He looked closely at the medicines and realized that they would do little. They were poorly prepared and he couldn't even feel the strength emanating from them. They were useless.

She looked over her shoulder when she felt the evil one approaching. She decided to keep exploring and ignore the man who kept stalking her. That's how she found some nice fox furs.

Her brother was always good at treating furs, the ones she wore now were made by Damir, who sought to have the best furs for his wife, children and herself.

He kept walking, happy to finally see beyond his family's farm and find so many wonders, even the unreliable medicines seemed somewhat dazzling.

Some people she knew greeted her, it was not as if she knew no one but her family. People used to come to her house to ask for help, they came sick, injured, victims of animals and poisoning. All those people were very kind throughout the morning.

She stopped for a moment to decide the direction she would take and saw a merchant, probably a stranger, who was traveling selling his merchandise. He had many curious things, among them things that looked like toys and something shiny caught her eye, she wanted to head there, but then something bumped into her and lifted her off the ground with ease.

She wanted to scream, however, a huge hand covered her mouth and she felt dizzy from the rapid movement.

― At last, my precious, at last I have you!

She struggled hard, but no matter how hard she struggled, she would not be able to break free from him, for her strength could not compare to the strength of a volkodlak, let alone an Alpha. He kept his hand over her mouth to keep her from screaming.

I didn't want her to be snatched from his arms so quickly.

Although this was his domain, his territory, he was sure that both mortals and some travelers who were not mortals at all, would intervene to free the adorable little girl who had enchanted them. Whether for help in treating their sick and wounded or out of a desire to possess her, for many of those travelers approached her father to ask for her hand.

― Stop struggling, or you'll hurt yourself, my precious. We don't want to see nasty marks on your beautiful skin. ― Her eyes showed a storm of emotions. She was furious, but she was also afraid, yet I could see haughtiness and bravery in her gaze.

How dared she look him in the eye without lowering her gaze after a few moments? She didn't know that it made him feel like she was challenging him and an Alpha can't stand to be challenged, that arouses fury in any dominant man, more so in a volkodlak.

But being challenged in this way also means something even more important. That the person in question is strong enough to stand up to it and not back down. Only another Alpha could do that and get away with it.

Only an Alpha female could take on an Alpha male without getting her throat ripped out in a single slash.

His female.

Without a doubt, he found the perfect woman for him and to lead the women in his pack. There was no reason to listen to father and marry anyone else. He was not even interested in the woman he had been trying to marry for a short time.

For all he knew, she had become the bride of the pack, offered her favors to anyone and for no reason. He didn't mind that at first, what really bothered him was that his father never took a woman to rule by his side. Why should he have to take one?

Now he knew why he had to take a woman. To walk beside him and make sure the herd remained strong and healthy. She alone would balance him and give him peace, which would undoubtedly also bring harmony and prosperity to the herd.

But not just any woman would bring him that peace. Looking into her eyes, he knew that only this woman could put him in his place and take care of his pack, only she would be strong enough to tell him when he was doing wrong and also to support him in any campaign when he was doing it the right way.

― You've stopped fighting, precious. You don't have the strength anymore?" Her small fingernails dug into the huge hand that held his and Borya could only laugh.

She let go of the soft, delicate hands and took the wolf's head that adorned her precious one. When he removed her fur hood, he couldn't help but take a breath of air because he felt like he was drowning in such beauty.

Her hair was loose and free, without any hairstyle. So blonde that it almost looked white, giving her a ghostly look, since her skin is also very pale. The only contrast are those green eyes that make her look like a goddess incarnate, full of purity, a purity she desperately wants to corrupt.

He couldn't stop a growl from escaping him, it almost sounded like a beast, but he managed to make it sound more man than volkodlak.

He looked at the rest of her and saw that the furs prevented him from giving her a better look at what he already considered his. He began to untie the strips of fur that bound all those furs to the body he wanted so much to admire.

She struggled even more and bit his hand, screeching and trying to scream, as she hit him with her delicate hands.

Underneath the furs, he found clothes that were old and worn, but fit her a little better and let him see that she is all perfection.

He couldn't help what he did next, the clearer vision of her body driving him into a frenzy that wouldn't go away unless he had her somehow.

He removed his hand and crashed his mouth against her delicate lips. He hugged her body, as close as he could to feel her warmth, as he kept pressing her against the wood of the back wall of a house, where he hid so no one would disturb them.

The kiss, although not quite a true kiss because she was still refusing and struggling, was the most pleasurable kiss of her entire life.

He pulled away for a moment to see the expression on that sweet face, as he squeezed her face between his fingers, hard enough so that it hurt a little, and she dared not cry out, but without hurting her too much.

Then he saw anger and fear mixing in a back―and―forth of emotions. That caused the most beautiful shade of red to stain her face, but not in the wild way that anger normally appears. On her, it was the most delicate shade of red, which made her look even more lovely if that was possible.

― Open up for me, beautiful. Your man needs to appease his desires.

She tried to gouge his eyes out, but again took his hands with her free hand and pressed a little on his jaw to get him to open his mouth and let it in.

She was whimpering, she looked like she wanted to cry and, although it was not what he expected, still, his desires increased. Those whimpers and moans were taking their toll on him, and he could do nothing but enjoy that mouth that was upsetting him.

That woman would be his undoing.

He turned away again to say nice things to her. A woman needs little endearments to calm down, to be helpful and gentle, but her precious one is not like the others.

He continued to struggle, despite the sweet words and little kisses she left all over his face. That only convinced him more that she is perfect.

She was fighting to keep herself pure and safe, she would never want him to give up if another man dared to touch her. The fight only proved that she is a warrior woman who will do anything for her well-being and the well-being of her own.

Rebellious woman, she would already learn to love him, for now, she was going to enjoy his attempts to fight and those sweet lips.

He couldn't help but smile and even laugh a couple of times, when he was distracted by how drunk with pleasure he was, and she managed to free her hands to attack him. Until, on one of those occasions, a shock of energy and an extremely annoying hissing sound to his ears made him move several steps away, although it was the last thing he wanted.

Those sensations made him dizzy and, when he was able to regain some of his control, he saw it standing there holding a dagger in its hands. It didn't look like much, and it wasn't much of a threat to him either, on its own, but that thing was emitting something... he didn't know what it was, but his ears hurt and he felt dizzy. It was keeping him away from it, and he didn't like that at all.

― You could get hurt if you play with guns, precious. Put that down and go back to your man. ― She squeezed her tighter and backed away slowly.

Damn thing!

He was going to get rid of her as soon as he got the chance, he wasn't going to let her take him by surprise again and push him away.

She kept backing up, but stumbled on the uneven ground and Borya took advantage of the distraction to launch himself at her and take the dagger from her, which strangely caused a burn on her hand, painful enough to make her grunt in pain.

He threw her somewhere and pressed her against the wall of the house again. His hand, again over her mouth so she wouldn't try to scream, looked even angrier and more frightened than before.

― Calm down, woman. Never threaten your man with a gun, it's no good. You wouldn't like a reprimand. ― He imagined what he might do to her to punish her and something inside him stirred strongly. ― Well, maybe I would, but that's not something we need to find out now. ― The sweet scent of fear hit his nose.

Its aroma.

He didn't know which intoxicated him more, her kisses or her scent. To check, he brought his face close to her neck and breathed in a breath of air.

He felt so drunk with lust that he almost lost control of his wolf instincts. That woman was going to drive him crazy, she would destroy him and Borya couldn't care less, as long as she stayed with him.

He kept sniffing her until he felt a pain in his crotch. He fell to the ground on his knees and she broke free from his grip, ran after him and when he turned to catch her, he saw that she had the dagger in her hands.

Why is that thing so important? He could have run away and taken a lot of advantage, but instead he went looking for that thing.

He would melt it down and turn it into a spoon if he had to, but he would never again let that thing with its strange hissing sound take him away from his wife. Just this once, just this once, he would let her go. She was already too scared and he didn't want to make things worse or she would never truly love him.

He got up slowly, so as not to alert her, and began to stalk her, moving slowly and smoothly. She moved with him in the opposite direction, hoping to reach the road leading to the market again.

How it pained him to let her go, but he would make things right with her, woo her, conquer her and make her his wife. Just as it should be.

When she was on the right path so she could run away from Borya, he pretended to pounce on her, saw her running scared and had to fight his instincts not to chase her.

After a few minutes, he followed in her footsteps and caught up with her quickly, though he kept a safe distance away. He saw that she tried to fix the furs and her hair on the way, but it was very evident that Borya had wreaked havoc on her, even from that distance.

Any immortal or mortal would see that he played with her for a while, in fact, he took care to leave his scent on her so that it would be more evident that from now on no one was to approach.

Some immortals looked at him with envy and others simply smiled in recognition of his feat. He felt like a new man, no longer a mere volkodlak, he was now a man, a true Alpha.

― Girl, what did I tell you?

― I'm sorry, Father. I got lost.

― Careful, careful. There are a lot of strangers around here, you shouldn't run around alone for so long, I asked you not to be late and not to wander off.

― It won't happen again, Father.

― Maybe it was a mistake to bring you in so soon. You are still very young.

He said no more. She could barely calm down after that attack and although she should tell her father, Zvezda did not want to be forbidden to return to the village. Despite the terror she felt at the hands of that man, she was unharmed and wanted to continue exploring and getting to know the world outside her boundaries.

Next time she would be more careful and not stray far from her father. After all, if that stranger could take her away without anyone noticing or doing anything, anyone could take her away and maybe another time she wouldn't be able to escape.

Her father turned down many marriage proposals, neither he nor Damir were willing to let her go away from them. Her brothers and sisters left, long ago.

They all got married and disappeared, she had hardly seen any of them after they left and the times they came to visit them it didn't take long for them to leave, again. Zvezda did not want to go far away and leave her father and brother.

― Come on, girl. Help me put this in the wagon. We'd better get going before the storm hits. This may be the first snow or just rain, but I don't want to risk either.

― Yes, Father.

She hurried to put everything her father managed to barter onto the old wagon and, when it was ready, prepared to help pull it to where they tied up the old horse that pulled it all the way to the village.

All the time that man was watching her. Even when they left the village in the direction of the farm, he followed them from a distance. His presence only disappeared when they were a few meters from the house and Damir came out of the door to greet them.

― Zvezda. What is it? It helps to put everything in its place. It will rain soon.

She stopped watching the road the way they came and turned to take the things from the wagon. Should she tell her brother what happened? That man chased her all the way to the farm near the house.

Perhaps he would leave her alone if she did not return for a while to the village, winter was approaching and he did not want to leave the house unless necessary. She would do her chores and return home immediately.

Damir was always watching, especially since the rumors of war were raised.

For now she could only hope that this man would never bother her again.
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― Where did you go? You disappeared for over two hours and no one could find you. ― Her father stood in front of her bed, looking obfuscated.

― I went for a walk, I told you. ― He settled back in. After everything that had happened, he wanted to be alone, but his father decided to disturb him.

― To the market, but you weren't at the market. Where did you go, then?

― I don't have to explain myself to anyone!" he shouted in annoyance, his father ruining the moment.

― There was a riot in the market! And you weren't there to bring order. Where does that leave you as my son and heir? Looks like I'll have to name another of my sons as the next Alpha.

Those words made him so enraged that he stood up in a second and grabbed his father by the collar, lifting him a little off the ground.

He knew his wolf eyes were glowing, because his father's expression told him that the beast was too close to the edge.

― Father, I have been a good son. I have worked harder than my brothers and sisters. Some have gone and left you, but I am still here. Why do you want to humiliate me this way when I have given myself to you and the herd?

Maksim was really scared ― would this be his death? Murdered by his son. He already suspected it might be a possible cause of death, but he hoped to avoid it.

He knew that Borya had become too strong to face him, so he decided to prepare him to become the Alpha, but he became too strong too fast.

Borya released his father with parsimony, not controlling the beast inside him, Maksim still saw his eyes of an amber hue instead of green, shining like torches in the middle of a dark night.

― What will you do, Father? Decide now or let me decide.

He still had much to teach him, if he told him that he would not inherit the position of Alpha, he would assassinate him and take the position, there would be no one to stop him, for so far, he had not met a more powerful Alpha than his own son, Borya.

― You must be more responsible, if you want to be the next Alpha, you must care about your pack and territory, not just your whims. If you let chaos spread through your domain, then you are not being a good Alpha, other packs will say you are weak for allowing disorder.

Borya gave him a crooked smile, the one he used when he wanted to show that he was superior and there was only mockery and disdain for someone he considered much weaker.

― Then I must be more attentive to my duties, like your son. ― Maksim just gave a nod, trying to look tough, though he still hadn't regained his composure, but answered a few seconds later, to prevent Borya from thinking that he had scared him. ― Yes, don't neglect your duties. You want to settle down, but you won't succeed if you keep neglecting your pack.

― I will make you proud, father. I will never again neglect my duties. ― He got out of bed and tried to leave.

― Where are you going?

― To cut firewood.

― We have enough for now.

― But some family might need it. ― He resumed his step towards the door, however, once again, he was stopped by his father. ― Borya? ― He stopped just before leaving. ― You know that witches are evil creatures that can destroy us, right? ― So they had already run to him to tell him. Kirill and Rustov would pay. ― Not if she is your ally.

He left the house and went to get the axe. He needed to get some exercise and strain his muscles. Burn off the tension. It was just what he planned to do when he got home.

He needed to release some of the energy that woman made coursing through him, but his father arrived when he had not yet taken off his pants and ruined the moment with his nonsense. 

With axe in hand, he left the village and went into the forest. He didn't think it was wise to let the wolf go free, when he felt he was about to lose control, to murder someone.

It is never good to let the wolf out in a situation like that, that's why many mortals talked about volkodlak as if they existed, although mortals were not supposed to confirm their existence. Some irate fool transformed and wiped out some village, leaving survivors.

It was either that or the beast drove them mad and they lost themselves. When a volkodlak begins to be dominated by his instincts and his mind is no longer the same, it is best that he be killed, before he loses the ability to think.

It may be painful to have to murder your friend or your brother, but it is more painful for them to lose control of themselves, slowly, until they become savage and bloodthirsty.

As he threw each swing of the axe at the most suitable tree for firewood he could find, he tried to get the woman who turned his world upside down out of his mind.

He had only met her a few hours ago, and already he felt he could not live without her. The best thing to do would be to find an excuse to go see her soon, meet her as soon as possible and ask for her hand.

He did not want to wait too long before betrothing her, much less give someone else the opportunity to steal her, although if that happened, he would seek them out and kill him before they consummated the marriage, take her and bring her home with him.

― Borya. ― His brother Plamen was approaching at a slow and calm pace ― You have made father angry. Why do you insist on behaving like a vagabond ― He went back to his task.

Although he was planning to answer him, he gave a couple more blows and then pushed the tree in the direction he planned to throw it. It fell with a loud crash.

― I do not behave like a vagabond. They want to push me aside in everything and prevent me from taking what rightfully belongs to me, so I give them time to realize what a big mistake they are making. I step aside and wait. But I will not wait for long.

― You are still young, Borya. You don't need to be in front, yet. You have time.

He turned around and faced it, as angry and energized as he felt. ― Do I have it? I'm the one Father decided to tie to a woman. A floozy who is not worthy of being called Alpha. She's a liar, a seductress and takes advantage of all men. You think I'll want my wife going from bed to bed wanting to get extra benefits after we're married? I'm not taking a harlot as a wife!

― It is for your own good, before you become the Alpha, you must quell all that rage inside you. An experienced woman, like Annika, would know how to dominate you.

All that energy he was supposed to burn off with exercise just went on its way, taking over every part of him and endangering his brother.

― An Omega would never be able to placate me, let alone dominate me. Besides being a liar and weak, she doesn't have the skills to lead our women and a village. How could I trust that all would be well with her in charge, if I went off to battle? I would find another wolf in my bed and at my post. She would sell us out for a few pretty frets.

― Father only does what he thinks is best for the herd and for you.

― Well, she's doing it wrong! I won't marry just anyone. I want a woman with character, who cares about others and can take care of me and my herd. Annika will never be that woman.

Plamen moved her head to one side and uncovered her neck, showing him that she was submissive to him and would not dare attack him. For a moment he wished he hadn't, so he could settle this matter properly, put him in his place with a good fight.

Lately, his siblings were moving further away from him, even his sisters, the two who still stayed with the pack, would get out of his way when they found him somewhere. They quickly realized who the next Alpha would be and took precautions.

Intelligent wolves.

― Think about what I just said. Annika is from the pack and the best choice.

He left, this time, at a steady, quick pace, seeking to get as far away from Borya as quickly as possible.

He took a deep breath and tried to calm down and continue with his task, even though he had lost all desire to do anything. He understood that he couldn't put aside his responsibilities, he was stupid to chase her and stay away for so long, but he couldn't help it.

A force greater than himself impelled him to do so. The beast inside him did not want to leave her alone and still wanted to return to her and watch over her every second of her life, until she was his.

He hurried to finish the wood, the storm was getting closer and closer and he had already lost a lot of time. He cut the trunk as fast as he could and put aside all the branches that would be of no use to him.

He came out of the forest and shouted for someone to come and help him. From a distance, the guards at the gate saw him and understood what he wanted, he still needed to finish cutting, but by the time a couple of men from the herd arrived to help him, he was almost ready.

They gathered all the wood into piles that each could carry and then set off for the village. When they arrived, he ordered it to be distributed among the villagers who still did not have enough and then headed back into the forest.

As he was leaving the village, the rain began to fall, gently at first. He wanted to go to the river in an area where no one would disturb him.

He arrived at the perfect spot, despite the rain that was getting heavier and heavier, undressed and jumped into the river that was now running furiously, just like him at that moment.

Borya liked to go swimming in the river from time to time and enjoyed doing so, especially on rainy days, because it seemed like the river wanted to wipe out anyone who tried to enter its waters, as the rain poured down. It was a challenge for him.

He swam for a while, fighting against the current, waiting for the storm to reach its peak to get out of the water. After a while he managed to get rid of some of the wild energy, at last, he could concentrate on getting on with his day and perhaps his week.

He got dressed again and ran to the village, arrived soaked and, although the cold did not affect him much because of his volkodlak condition, he still sat in front of the fire that one of his sisters lit.

He undressed and spread his clothes out in front of the fire, so that the heat would dry them. He didn't have many clothes and not as many sisters as before to make more clothes for him and his brothers.

He definitely needed a wife to take care of his needs, but he was not going to allow himself to be imposed on by any woman, least of all a lying omega.

He thought about making some tea, but when he went to get the container with the plants to prepare it, hands caressed his ribs and then went to his chest to hug him.

― Annika, what are you doing in my house, and why are you wearing my sister's smell? She won't like you stealing her clothes.

― I thought I'd come visit my future husband and give him a taste of the wonders I have in store for him when we get married. ― He felt disgusted, for some reason, those hands caressing his skin made him feel like the most disgusting being in the world.

He didn't want any other woman's hands, other than his little witch's, on his body. ― Let go of me. ― She planted a kiss on his back and her hands began to move slowly down his naked torso.

He grabbed them and threw them away from him, then turned around to face her. She seemed surprised by his outburst, but recovered quickly.

― What's the matter? Are you mad because I've abandoned you a little lately? I thought you needed a little space before we became husband and wife.

He growled and let the wolf reflect in his eyes. ― There's no way I'm marrying a weak omega who, besides, can't keep her legs closed. There's no dignity in that.

He turned away from her and resumed his search for the container with the tea plants. Annika walked over and got between him and the shelf where they put all that stuff.

― You don't decide, our parents have already done it for us. We will get married next spring, next summer at the latest. ― He grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her aside roughly.

He no longer wanted tea, he no longer knew what he wanted, but he felt that everything around him was too small, that it was getting bigger and bigger, while the hut and the village remained the same size, containing him.

― Get out, before I decide to put you in your place, you dirty omega! ― She saw that he was serious and decided to obey him.

On another occasion she would have insisted on taking him to bed, but this time she could see that he was out of his mind and would only risk it.

When Alpha Maksim told her to take care of pleasing Borya for tonight and help him focus again, she ran to the Alpha's house to meet Borya, but little did she know that his mood was worse than the Alpha thought.

Borya watched her slowly walk away. At first, neither of them took their eyes off each other, but then she turned and walked out of the house, without saying a word.

He relaxed a little at that moment, but he knew she would come back and try to seduce him. She would not give up on her ambition to become Alpha and mistress of the pack.

Annika never quite understood the hierarchy of a herd. Like the wild animals that were part of the essence of the volkodlak, a herd is ruled by an Alpha male and an Alpha female. They are in charge of leading and protecting the herd and also of keeping it united and in order. They are the ultimate authority.

Next in the hierarchy are the betas, and they are in charge of helping the Alphas maintain order, they are the ones who transmit and enforce the Alpha's orders and also offer protection to all.

At the end of the hierarchy are the omegas, these are the herd as such, they are the ones who follow and obey the leaders and have no power or decision.

The only time in his life when an omega wolf can do whatever he wants and must not follow the orders of the Alphas or betas, is in his wolf cub stage. Pups do not follow rules, they simply play and feed, explore the world around them and learn from their play.

Unlike four-legged wolves, for young volkodlak there are still punishments, if the mischief is too serious to pass up, but children can get away with it, as long as they keep their misdeeds under control.

Annika stopped being a puppy a long time ago and Borya was beginning to consider that someone must put her in her place, because she constantly challenges him and anyone who stands between her and her ambitions.

She believes that warming the bed of the next Alpha gives her benefits. Borya, on the other hand, has no interest in letting an ambitious woman who thinks of no one but herself take powers that are not hers.

They grew up together, and he knew her very well, he always saw how treacherous she could be, but not for the benefit of the herd.

She was always on the side of whoever offered her the most or whoever won.

He saw her trick children her age into offering her gifts, promising to do things in return. In the end she would take the child who gave her the gift she liked the most or the child who could beat up the others, no problem at all.

Still, after pitting the other children against each other, he would always run to him for approval and extra benefits.

He does not want Annika as his wife. He cannot deny that she is a beautiful woman.

With her long, fire-red hair, falling down her back to her hips, like lava flowing from the crater of a volcano. Her feminine and seductive body that hides fantasies and pleasures of all kinds, her beautiful face that could seem delicate, with blue eyes so deep that they make men lose themselves in their depths, stripping them of their will.

She was made for lust and yet, Borya never fell so low in her charms.

He had her many times, warming his side, but it was because he likes the experience. She knows how to please him, and he needed to be pleased in the best way.

When his needs required an expert hand, he sought out Annika, but never saw her as anything more than a body to warm him in times of need.

Now she was just another woman, one who could not give him what he desired. From now on, her soul and body belonged to one.

He approached the door and in the midst of the rain, which was now almost torrential, he could see a shadowy figure walking in the distance, trying to protect himself from the rain.

Would he return home or seek to warm another wolf's bed?

He closed the door and went to his bed. The house was big enough, but maybe they should build a third floor. Too many people slept inside and Borya wanted more privacy.

The cold wouldn't affect him much anyway, he just wanted to get his home ready for the family to grow, it would be soon if he hurried. Now he just had to figure out how to make her forget the hard time he put her through and convince her that they belonged together.

She forgot about everything else again and went back to her bed. Her family would be here eventually, her sisters should be here by now. Where was everyone? Her father didn't appreciate her sisters being needlessly exposed. They must have had some important task to be out of the house in the pouring rain.

They would return at some point, for now, he would mind his own business.

He went to bed, now more relaxed, after swimming in the rain and decided that he would just sleep. Despite being the best day of his life, there were events that overshadowed it, so he was no longer in the mood. Still he planned to dream about that beautiful woman, he wanted to find a way to conquer her and maybe dreams were the answer.

He woke up because someone hit him on the head. His brothers were already moving around the room looking for his clothes, while his father was standing over him, ready for the day, looking at him as if he had done something wrong.

― Do you plan to sleep all day?" he stretched and sat down, ready to start his homework. It was going to be hard, because he planned to get everything done, as fast as possible, and be free early.

Today he would begin courting his future wife and needed time to groom himself, drive to the farm and then convince her to come with him to the nearby forest to talk.

Maksim sent him to help with some of the villagers' chores. Help was needed to fix what the rain ruined due to the strong winds.

His first assignment was to fix up a pig pen while the family that raised the pigs looked for them and brought them back. He would have to get his hands dirty and work in the middle of a filthy, shit―filled quagmire. Apparently, his father was punishing him, but he was not discouraged, he could handle anything they put in front of him.

Their next task was to check that the well was okay, that the storm hadn't caused cave-ins or any kind of trouble nearby. They couldn't run out of water, the river was far enough away that no one would want the women to make that trip day after day.

It was best to take care of their resources, especially now that autumn was about to end and winter would hit them, although that storm was anything but natural. By this time heavy rains are not common, he thought it would snow earlier, however, the weather had some surprises.

The well was fine, they lost the bucket, it must have come loose from the rope and either fell to the bottom or blown out in the high winds. I would have to find one and put it back in.

He cleaned up the surroundings a bit so that branches and small logs would not get in the way of the path to the well. There were some floating around as far as he could see and the best thing to do would be to pull them out. This would be the task that would take him the longest, he would have to catch all the branches with something and pull them up to get them out of the well. Tedious.

He went home to look for a sturdy bucket; if there wasn't one, he would have to find some wood and make it himself. Luckily, he found an extra one and returned to the well. On the way he met his brothers, working on some huts that were damaged.

They seemed angry with him, which indicated that father was angry and was picking on all his children and probably his siblings were blaming him, as usual.

When he arrived at the well, he met a couple of women who were preparing to draw water. ― My lord, good day. ― He just nodded in greeting and took the lasso to tie the bucket.

After I have it ready, I take out the water for them and fill all their buckets.

― Are you not happy with Annika, my lord? I watched her run in the rain after leaving his house. ― I hated how fast the gossip and rumors about him were spreading.

Women were always chasing him and trying to find information to use against other women and eliminate the competition.

What does Borya like, why did he get angry with any of them, who would he prefer as a wife? He is annoying, though he always ignored it. He didn't care what people might say or think about him, as long as he took care of his chores and could find a woman at the end of the day. He didn't care if they talked about him or not.

― You may prefer someone more attentive. I can take care of you. Annika is always running around, I would give her my undivided attention, I would never look away.

He just wanted them to leave and let him get on with his task. He didn't need distractions of any kind from now on.

― I heard you were very interested in the witch. You know those women are dangerous, sir. You shouldn't get too close to any of them.

She looked at the woman who dared to talk about her precious one like that. ― What do you know about the witch ― they both gasped. He had just confirmed that he had an interest in that woman. ― My lord, her father will not be happy about this, stay away from her, it is not good for someone like you to mix with witches and peasants. ― The first woman to tease him spoke again.

They are volkodlak and if he did or said anything that was too much to handle, the herd would quickly find out and the discontent could cause fights.

― I just make sure I am informed about my neighbors. I cannot be ignorant of the people who inhabit our territory. For the safety of the herd, I must know everything about the neighbors in the region. ― The women's eyes sparkled with admiration.

From now on, he had to be more careful with his behavior, he did not want those rumors to cause an attack on his precious one.

― Everyone in the region goes to her, they say she is a very powerful healer, the sick come from far away to be treated. Even some creatures like... ― She stopped.

― What creatures? Tell me everything you know. ― They got nervous. ― Speak up! ― They shrank back in fear, she shouldn't have raised her voice so much, but she didn't like the idea of creatures hanging around her precious and she might be in danger because of it.

― All sorts of creatures, sir. Not only mortals go in search of her, we have heard of some upyros*,oboroten* and volkodlak from all corners. She is so well known that travelers from distant lands come here to see her and ask for her help.

Any one of those creatures could have killed her. Any one of those creatures could have stolen her. Why did her family allow this constant stream of creatures? Didn't they know they were dangerous? Anything could have happened to her, and he wasn't there to protect her. Not anymore, she was his, and he would not allow anyone to hurt her.

― Return to your tasks, you've been distracted enough. ― None of them obeyed. ― What are you waiting for? I just gave them an order. ― They took a couple of steps away. ― Do you want to meet later, my lord?

― Get to work, now!

They put the wood behind their shoulders and loaded the buckets with water. He was not distracted in making sure they went straight to their labors. Borya had a lot of work ahead of him and distractions would slow him down and take away what little time he had to see his precious.

When he saw that the branches no longer filled the well and that there would be no problem with them stagnating the water or anything like that, he walked briskly away and went to find his father to continue with the next task.

Following his father's distinctive scent, he found him at the village gates. Something seemed to be happening.

― Is there a danger of attack?

― A group of soldiers is approaching, the wind is against them, so we can't tell who they are yet. They are far away, but one of the farmers who came this morning to sell at the market warned us that they are close and that they are coming in this direction, they will arrive soon.

He was immediately concerned. Why had no one told him before? He had been very quiet taking care of the pig pen and the well, and only now did he realize the danger they were in.

― Why didn't anyone tell me anything," his father shrugged. ― There are no reports of attacks from any of the villages and the farms are fine. It seems they are not enemies or their campaign is over and there are only wounded, so no would it be wise to try to engage the men in the villages, maybe the farms, but that farmer said they kept a safe distance and didn't seem hostile.

They signaled from the gate watchtower. They both looked up to find out what was going on beyond the gates. ― It's Vladislav and Vuk, they have returned from their last campaign, sir. ― Maksim raised his hands and celebrated the return of his two eldest sons.

They were hired to take care of groups of bandits that were ravaging various regions, a considerable number of men went on that campaign, as the region to be covered was vast, and they needed to stay in small groups to protect each other and guard the lands.

― Your brothers found their way back, this deserves a celebration, Borya. Go and prepare everything.

― No father, it is not a good idea.

― You keep on contradicting me, boy!

― It is not wise for us to prepare a celebration, we should welcome them with a feast, but we cannot celebrate for days this time. Winter, it seems, will come early, and you know we must save resources and strength to survive.

<<Besides, we can't be distracted now. The mood is not the best lately and any warlord may be waiting to attack us to take over our domains, if we are partying and distracted, we will only make it easier for them to kill us all.

Maksim looked at him trying to decipher his own son. They were always close, not in affection, he was closer that way to his two older sons, especially to his firstborn, Vladislav.

Since he was a little boy, not long ago, Borya proved to him that he was not only a brave and strong warrior, training harder and surpassing the rest of his brothers and sisters, even the older ones.

He could also see that his mind is sharper than anyone else's, he is smarter than his own father and all of that is what helped him make the decision to name him his heir and next Alpha.

― You expect me to ignore my children?

― I expect you to do what you must do as a parent, but also as an Alpha. We cannot let our guard down in this day and age, Father.

Just yesterday he was lecturing that boy and today it was the same boy who was lecturing him and for the same reasons. They could not be careless, but neither could they disgrace their children and not prepare something for them.

What a dilemma his son had just presented him with. He motioned to one of the men by the door and sent him to meet his daughters, who were at home preparing meals for him and the sons who were not out of the village.

He would put his daughters in charge of this reception, but it would not be a party. They would know what to do to make them feel a warm welcome with little.

― Borya.

― Yes, Father?

― Sometimes you are a useless bum, sometimes you lay down your law and become the most important man. What do you want to be in the end, son?

― I want to be what my destiny has in store for
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