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​Prologue
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My friends call me Jonesie. Problem is, all my friends are dead. My name is Andromeda Jones and I’m a Lycan.

My mother always told me I had an old soul but what she failed to know was how old my soul exactly was in this life. I came from a long line of Alpha women that have ruled our Crescent pack for generations but all of that was threatened by one thing. 

The Rogues.

Would you make a deal with the devil to save the ones you love? I did.
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​Chapter 1
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“Jonesie, today will be the best day of your life.” My mother smiles, fixing my hair back. “Today, you will take your rightful place, following in your father’s footsteps, as the next Alpha of the Crescent Pack.”

I exhale a deep breath that I hadn’t realized I had been holding onto during the dressing, letting all of my anxieties go with it. 

“I wish dad was still here,” I choke out, tears threatening to release from their prison chambers.

Mom rubs her hands up and down my arms in reassurance nodding, “I know, baby. Me too,” she whispers before turning away from me.

The soon-to-be Region Alpha was the strongest female I have ever known, never showing a hint of weakness, even when her husband was slaughtered right in front of her eyes by the leader of the Rogues.

Quietly, I walk over to her and wrap my arms around her fit frame. “I love you, Mama.”

She turns in my arms, wrapping hers tightly around mine in a moment of sincerity and anonymity. “Oh, my sweet girl, I love you too.”

We both burst into a fit of giggles as she grabs some tissues and we turn toward the mirror to fix our eye makeup. We dare not wear foundation because we do not want our sacred tattoos on our chins covered up. She clears her throat as I stand up straight and we adjust our Navajo dresses that the elder dressmaker created. Colors shone, bright and vibrant hues of yellow, black, and turquoise but my mother’s dress held her red, black, and white beads. 

The beads create geometric patterns of diamonds and squares, they are works of art and of our heritage. From under our sleeves, our tribal tattoo sleeves cover our arms as we wore our heritage proud for all the world to see. When they see us, they know what clan we belong to by the crescent moon tattoo on top of our wrists.

Leaving the wardrobe room, we turn to walk down the hall of our tribal Great Hall, we stop outside the closed doors to the chapel. The doors open quietly and my mother’s howl sounds throughout the room and every pack member bows slightly, averting their eyes and baring their necks in submission.

I follow behind our Region Alpha as she leads one last time. Tonight, the baton of leadership will pass from her to me. Tonight, I will become Alpha and choose a mate in the coming weeks to rule alongside me and bring the future generations to rule. Our ceremony resembles a wedding ceremony and our tribe adopted a Lakota Sioux wedding prayer, after making a treaty with the tribe when the Great Spirit blessed us with wolf abilities to save our race. 

My mother and I take each other’s  hands before the tribe’s medicine man, Anoki, our Haatali. The sound of the drum plays and everyone takes their seat. He takes burning sage in a bowl and wafts it around us, chanting in our ancient native language.

“It is my pleasure to welcome the third generation of the Jones family from the ancient line of Nez. Let's give thanks to the Great Spirit and exchange Alphas who served us for many years and lost a lot in her reign. Our Alpha will make the change to now guide the new Alpha as her council and right hand in her new rule as Region Alpha. Alpha Nova and Alpha Jonesie join me in these vows;

Oh, Great Spirit,

Whose voice I hear in the winds

and whose breath gives life to all the world.

Hear me! I need your strength and wisdom.

Let me walk in beauty, and make my eyes

ever hold the red and purple sunset.

Make my hands respect the things you have made

and my ears sharp to hear your voice.

Make me wise so that I may understand

the things you have taught my people.

Let me learn the lessons you have hidden

in every leaf and rock.

Help me remain calm and strong in the

face of all that comes towards me.

Help me find compassion without

empathy overwhelming me.

I seek strength, not to be greater than my brother,

but to fight my greatest enemy: myself.

Make me always ready to come to you

with clean hands and straight eyes.

So when life fades, as the fading sunset,

my spirit may come to you without shame.”

Screams outside the Great Hall interrupts the ceremony, as all heads snap toward the doors. Amber eyes and growls grow as the hair on the back of my neck stands up and we all crouch toward the ground.

The scent of Rogues catches my unwelcome attention. “Anoki, get the children to safety!” I turn to the pack as they look to me for orders, “Crescents! Protect what’s ours!”

Bones crack and pop as human bodies morph into their large wolf forms but I remain in my human form, only letting my teeth elongate, nails lengthen, and eyes shift.

Within anticipated minutes, Rogues burst through the closed doors, splintering wood everywhere. The Crescent wolves waste no time in attacking the enemies as they lunge for each and every member.

I wait with heavy anxiety for their leader to show his face, if I take him down then the rest will flee with their tails between their legs. 

Then I feel it. 

Their leader, they call Baba Yaga, the man who murdered my father and dozens of our men, stands smiling outside the doors to the chapel.

“Baba Yaga!” I scream, running toward him.

Lunging mid-air, I let my wolf form take over colliding with him and knocking him backwards. We tumble, locked together and roll across the floor as our jaws snap at each other’s throats. His wolf is bigger than mine and I need an advantage. I allow my human form to take over but Baba Yaga is ahead of me as he follows my movement and pins me to the ground. I slash at his jugular, my intention is to rip his throat out but his long arms and hands grab mine first.

I feel my head bounce off the floor disorienting me and making the room spin around me. The screams of my people begin to sound distant as my head makes contact once again with the hard floor. I hear the crack of my skull in my head as he runs his nose up the side of my neck. My vision is crap at the moment going in and out of a blur.

“Hello, new alpha...” he whispers, “You’ll make a great addition to my collection of rogues or rather a mate so I can finally take charge of the Crescent Pack.”

I feel his elongated teeth drag across my neck and down my collarbone, my body won’t respond to fight back. Something is wrong in my head and I feel nothing below my neck.

“Over my dead body, Rogue. You and your kind are an abomination of our kind and must be wiped from our world.”

Baba Yaga drops my dead weight onto the floor, as the next few moments play out in slow motion before my eyes. My fierce and beautiful mother is going toe to toe with the alpha of the Rogues. With each bite and contact, my heart leaps in my chest as I will my body to move, anything to
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