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Book One of “The Bane Saga”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

[image: ]


Selene

Present

I could feel his eyes on me.

I stared down at my table at the local coffee shop, Defined Tastes; I loved it here because they sold the best chai.

Despite the familiar pound of my heart, I kept my eyes to the book I was reading, trying to look interested in something else.

Every day I came here, he’d be sitting in the same spot two booths behind me. Sometimes he was alone, sometimes he’d be with his friends...

But even with his friends, he’d only be interested in me.

I’d never officially met him, honestly; we went to the same school and had classes together, but he didn’t seem the type to talk to me. Every time I tried, he’d ignore me.

I could tell he was getting angry by the tension forming behind me, and I knew very well it was because he wanted me to stare back, but I wasn’t going to.

I kept fake reading my book, trying to anger him.

Bane. 

Such a little toy.

He should know better than to do this to me. I knew why he was doing this in the first place.

If he had such interest in me, he should’ve learned by now that I can play mind games, too... and I’d win.

I smiled down at my book, continuing to slowly sip my chai as I pushed my hair over my shoulder.

Little toy.

As I stared down at my page, I felt the air shift, and I lowered my lashes, knowing what was happening.

And that’s when I heard a voice in my mind:

You’re a pain. I’m not playing your games, Selene. You’re playing mine, and I’m winning.

I smiled down at my book, chills sliding through me at his rough tone.

So, it was true... werewolves could read minds.

I wasn’t entirely sure about that... It seemed more of an alpha thing.

Are you sure? I inquired to him, smug that he finally broke through his tough act and showed some temper.

I’m very sure, he replied.

Funny, I said, I hadn’t said anything. It seems like you’re the one who gave into your ego and actually spoke to me. That’s new. I thought you were tough, Bane. Having a little insecurity?

I could kill you right now if I wanted to, he growled.

But you’re not. The question is, why?

You think you’re ALL that, don’t you? he said then, losing his temper as I smiled. It’s not all about YOU!

Yes, it is, I replied. And... are you angry, Bane? I’m teasing you on purpose, you know, and it’s working. I’d say I’m winning the game whether it’s yours or mine.

I chuckled as I heard him start growling behind me.

Like the little dog he was.

You’re a bitch, he snarled.

I know. Also... you know you’re not supposed to speak to humans through their mind, right?

He was silent for a moment.

I thought that was good ol’ werewolf law. Are you breaking it, Bane?

Another moment of silence. How did you know I was a werewolf, Selene?

I’ve known for a while, I replied. I know a lot about you, Alpha Bane. You’re the alpha of the pack two miles east. You live in the forest in a packhouse deep in the woods. I know you come to my school even though you’re nineteen. I know you have a reason for everything you’re doing. I just don’t know what.

All the sudden, I heard a scoot of a chair, and padding footsteps.

The moment I gazed up from my novel, a familiar guy with dark, grey eyes and bright, blonde hair loomed over me.

His gaze was too dark for comfort, and his expression was its normal “stern” emotionless bull crap.

He stared down at me for a moment, crossing his arms over his chest.

I arched my brows, gazing up at him.

His eyes only darkened.

“Do you mind?” I said then, nodding to my book. “I was in the middle of something.”

“Clearly,” he replied, giving my novel a generous glance. “Get up. You’re coming with me.”

I stared at him then, questioning if he was serious.

When there was no response, my face cracked a smile.

I laughed. “Are you serious? Just because I hurt your pretty little ego?”

His eyes sharpened. “No, because you know my world and who I am.”

“Are you going to erase my mind?” I inquired, brows arching. “Wow, that’s a dick move.”

His jaw locked. “Get up, Selene.”

I eyed him for a moment. “Why?”

“Because I said so,” he replied sharply.

“And you think just because you said so, is going to make me fall to my knees and comply?” I laughed again. “So, so, dumb.”

His eyes narrowed. “Get up, Selene.”

I smiled. “No.”

His eyes flashed green. “What did you just say?”

“I said, no,” I replied, shrugging. “Simple word. I can get you a dictionary, so you know what it means.”

His eyes flashed green again. “Stop with the sass and get up.”

I stood then, closing my book after slipping a mark in and tossed some bills on the table.

I gazed over at him. “Just because you use your alpha tone with me doesn’t mean I’m going to listen, Bane.” I stood fully, face to face with him. “I’m not your servant or your peasant or your maid. Find someone else to control.”

I pushed past him and exited the restaurant.

*****
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I smiled at the road ahead as I drove home.

I know who you are, I thought. You can’t hide it from me.

His name was Bane. Bane Johnathan. And even at my school, everyone bowed down to him. 

He was scary to others; he was so tall he towered over everyone, his muscles showed through the sleeves of his T-shirt which was almost impossible, he was strict and firm, he had the eyes of a monster, so he scared everyone into obeying.

But not me.

I didn’t know whatever he was planning, and I wasn’t sure if I cared. I didn’t know why, though I could tell he wanted me to stare back, but I never complied.

I knew guys like him. They loved power. Especially when they were as famous as him.

Not everyone at school knew why the others bowed down before Bane, they just knew he was terrifying.

I knew why, though.

Bane—Bane Johnathan—the leader of a wolf pack a couple miles east.

An alpha.

Yes, werewolves existed, and I knew they did for a while. Someone I knew was a wolf, and although my parents didn’t know what she was, I always vowed to protect her.

She was so little; I wasn’t going to let her get hurt.

I wasn’t sure if Bane could tell I knew what he was, but for some reason, I intrigued the hell out of him, and I didn’t know why.

I wasn’t popular—quite the opposite, really—and I wasn’t the prettiest girl in the school.

Plus, he had a girlfriend, Willow. He dumped her the moment she was able to get her hands on him. I didn’t know why, but I suspected he had some self-control.

I didn’t know much about werewolves, but I did understand that they could turn on command, and that the effect of the full moon was only connected to rituals like markings or... blessing children in their own weird way. It was also the time they were able to reverse the effects corrupteds had.

My lashes lowered. 

The Corrupted...

Sadly common... they were the werewolves that were scratched and during the turn, their brains corrupted. There was a twenty percent chance that could happen to anyone, which was concerning.

Luckily my little friend didn’t turn out that way. It was my fault she turned, anyway.

I wasn’t going to let anyone hurt her, and I wasn’t going to let some alpha get in my way.

*****
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I sighed as I entered the house, letting out a long yawn as I hung my jacket and scarf on the rack.

As silence filled the room, I gazed around nervously.

I walked further in the room, skin crawling with bugs as I searched the house.

Whenever I came home, she always greeted me with the excitement of a puppy... where was she?

“Mom?” I called into the silence.

“Kitchen!” she replied.

I looked around nervously before dashing down the hall and spun to the right—to the kitchen... Mom was at the sink, working hard and doing the dishes while dad sat at the dining table, lazily scrolling through his phone.

“Mom, where’s Maple?” I said, panic coursing through me.

“I don’t know, Honey.” Mom shook her head. “Check her room.”

“She’s four!” I yelled, panicking. “How do you not know where she is?!”

She dropped a plate in the sink, gazing up at me harshly.

“Don’t yell at me, missy!” mom yelled back, eyes sharpening. “I’m trying, okay?! She’s around here somewhere. Find her.”

“No, she’s not,” dad responded, voice gruff.

“What?” mom and I demanded.

“She asked me if she could go play in the front yard,” dad told us, waving off our concern. “I told her she could.”

“How long has she been gone for?” mom urged.

“I don’t know... an hour? Two?”

I paled.

“Are you serious?” mom screeched. “She’s a child! Four, Don! She doesn’t have the mindset to be there alone! What’s wrong with you?!”

He slammed his phone down on the table with no hesitation, standing and looming over the counter. “It’s not my problem you had a second child! The first is already hard enough!”

I sank back, something cold deepening in my chest.

“She’s right there!” mom screamed. “She’s your daughter, too! Maybe if you weren’t on that phone ninety percent of the time, you'd actually do something useful!”

“Useful?” he echoed. “I’M the one with the job!”

“And I do all the work around here! I deserve some respect!”

“You deserve no respect!” he said. “The only thing you do is argue all day!”

Tears slipped from my eyes. “Can we please just find Maple?!”

“Shut up!” dad screamed. “You are not interjecting!”

“Don’t yell at her!” mom replied.

I just closed my eyes tightly and shook my head in disbelief, turning straight back outside and to the front door.

I shuffled on a warmer jacket and a scarf, finding another one for Maple, too as I immediately opened the door and walked out.

It was cold out here... the sun was still up, but I could see my breath.

I urged myself forward, icicles forming inside me as I ran down the street in a matter of seconds.

Despite my throat stinging from the bitter cold, I just rushed toward the forest, knowing where Maple might be.

I breathed out slowly while I jogged, trying to prevent my sides from burning due to the exercise, and I kept going until I stopped in front of the fence which closed around the trees.

I stepped two feet to the left and kneeled down, finding the same little hole in the fence some animal made here, and I crawled through it.

After standing back up, I rushed further into the forest, somehow managing to control my breathing even when I was panicking.

I knew where she was...

I hoped.

As I continued forward, I passed by the three trees covered in carvings from some teen couples...

That’s why they put the fence up.

I counted to twenty while I passed them, continuing forward until I reached the end of the count down, and I spun to the right, going further down the banks of snow.

My breath still came out in clouds, and my hands and feet were tingling and stinging from the cold, but I couldn’t care less.

After passing a deformed rock, I started counting to ten this time, jogging slower to make sure the number was right.

When I reached the end, I spun to the left and continued forward, staring down at the ground to find tiny little footprints implanted in the freshly laid snow... and as I ran, I watched as the prints got smaller and smaller, forming into something else entirely.

I just followed them, staring down at the ground while the air suddenly got colder due to the trees here blocking all sunlight.

After a moment, I gazed up, slowing my treading to a stop before I stared ahead.

There was a little white wolf there... a cub... and she blended in so quietly with the snow.

I watched as she lay in the white, gently licking the cold off her paws as she remained oblivious to me being here.

I stared, the clouds of my breath steaming my face.

But I just whispered, “Hey....”

Her head shot up and she stood suddenly, back arching as she bared her teeth.

I stood there as she growled at me, eyes glowing a dark green as she watched me with caution.

“It’s me,” I said, slowly stepping over to her.

She barked at me, warning me to stop.

But I didn’t. I knew she wouldn’t hurt me.

I kept going forward, bending my legs as I inched closer.

She barked again, eyes flashing green.

I just kneeled down when I was less than five feet away from her, putting my hand out to get her to sniff me.

I inched closer...

She barked and bit my hand, and I cried out, wincing when her teeth sank in slightly; how she was stiff in anger, haunches lifted as well as her teeth, growling.

But the moment she tasted my blood, her body seemed to settle, and she let go, pulling away with her ears drawn back in guilt.

I watched as she lightly licked my hand—where she bit—and I smiled, petting her little head.

She just crawled onto my lap—and I noticed I collapsed onto my knees somehow—but she just circled on my lap a couple times before lying down and curling into a ball.

Like a white fluff ball.

I smiled, petting her head. 

So cute.

“Was it mom and dad again?” I asked her, brushing my fingers through her hair.

Maple lifted her head slightly and nodded, setting it back on my lap.

“It’s okay,” I promised. “I’m not mad. You didn’t break skin, okay?”

It was a lie, but I didn’t want her to feel bad.

I’d just patch it up later.

She just curled up tighter.

I kept petting her head. “You can stay in my room tonight,” I suggested.

Maple gazed up, those big eyes sparkling.

I nodded. “Yes, you can.”

She relaxed back into me.

A shadow moved to my right, and I stiffened, gazing up while keeping my hand on her head.

I saw a man standing there, and I narrowed my eyes, recognizing him despite him hiding in the shadows.

His blonde hair... his grey eyes... and that blue T-shirt he’d been wearing earlier.

Bane stood there, watching me with a look I couldn’t comprehend.

He glanced at Maple, then at me again, then back at Maple.

I stared as he stepped back into the shadows.
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Selene

Present

He had to find out somehow.

I stared through my car’s windshield as Maple sat in the backseat, kicking out her legs as she prepared herself for school.

It was raining today for some reason—not snowing—and I wasn’t complaining. It was easier to drive in this, anyway.

I listened as Maple hummed a song she’d been listening to all night; I put headphones on her last night to distract her from mom and dad’s yelling. It always scared her, that’s why she left and turned.

I did what I did daily and took her to school. She was a bit young, but mom put her in kindergarten already.

I glanced in the rearview mirror while we were at a stoplight, finding her long, black hair falling to her waist as she tipped her head to the side, those big, grey eyes sparkling as she continued humming.

It turned green and I kept going, driving forward for another twenty minutes before I stopped in her school’s parking lot.

After placing it in park, I hopped out from the car and circled around to her side, prying open the door to the backseat as Maple gazed up at me, happy.

“Ready?” I said, smiling.

She nodded quickly and caught her things, gathering her teddy bear in her arms as she pulled on her backpack.

She gazed up at me as I kneeled down, lightly kissing her head as she giggled.

“Have fun,” I told her. “Just don’t bite anyone, okay?”

“Okay, Seeny,” she said, hopping up and down a couple times.

I watched as she ran into the school, vanishing with all the other students.

When the doors closed behind her, I turned—about to head to my car—but I stopped.

Bane stood next to the fence of the playground, leaning against it as his eyes settled on me, looking too dark for comfort.

I arched a brow, not bothered in the slightest that he’d been following me, and the fact that Maple was late, so it was just me and him in the lot. “What?” I said.

His gaze moved to the school then back at me.

“Am I supposed to know what that means?” I crossed my arms.

Bane’s lashes lowered, and he eyed me with curiosity. “She’s a werewolf.”

“Duh, clearly.” I clapped sarcastically. “Good job! You earned a stalker prize!”

He just rolled his eyes before they settled back on me. “Who is she to you?”

“Why does that matter?” I demanded, suddenly growing stiff.

“Who is she to you?” he repeated, saying it slower so I’d understand, but it only pissed me off more.

I just shook my head. “That’s none of your business.”

“Who?” he demanded. “I need to know because I’ve seen her around. I was planning on taking her into my pack. But I need to know if she’s yours.”

A familiar spark of anger and protectiveness burst inside me.

“She is,” I replied, eyes sharpening as I pointed an accusing finger at him. “Touch her and I will rip you apart. LIMB FROM LIMB.”

Bane stood there, unfazed. “Who is she?”

My jaw locked.

“WHO is she?” Bane said again.

I tipped my head up. “If I tell you, will you stop pestering me?”

He just watched me.

I rolled my eyes. “She’s my little sister.”

He stared, processing this.

“When did she turn?” he said then.

I glared at him. “Two years ago.”

“Do your parents know?” he inquired.

I shook my head. “They thought it was a rabid dog scratch and took her to the hospital.”

He eyed me. “You watched her turn.”

“Clearly.” I gave him a “duh” look.

“You’ve known what I am,” he said, “for that long?”

“I’m not stupid.” I glared.

Bane just watched me, though he didn’t look entirely pleased.

I honestly didn’t care.

I just brushed past him, needing to leave now as the heat in his eyes grew.

He caught my arm. “Where are you going?”

I pulled out from his grip, seething. “School. Something you are failing, genius.” I smiled and kept walking.

Before I even made it to my car, he snagged my arm and reeled me against the metal, making me gasp.

When I gazed up, his face was inches from mine.

“No one,” he growled, “no one talks to me that way.”

I stood up to him, making him take a step back when I stared deep into his eyes. “Everyone else is weak. You are a bully. You are a manipulator. I don’t take well to those types, Alpha Bane.”

His eyes glowed green, and he shoved me to the car, making me gasp. “Don’t disrespect your alpha.”

I regained my composure in seconds. “I don’t belong to you,” I hissed. “NO one does. No one even likes you or wants to be your friend, Bane. They’re just afraid to hate you because you scare them. It’s an act.” I shoved him back. “I’m not afraid of you.”

He glared down at me. “If you know so much about this world, then you should know the dangers you’re putting yourself in while taking care of your sister.”

My eyes darkened, knowing where this was going. “She’s not joining your pack, Bane.”

“I might have to make her,” he replied.

I immediately slid a pocketknife from my jeans and flipped him around until his back met the car, and he gasped when his legs buckled, but I held him by the shirt, glaring down at him with the blade pressed directly to his throat.

“I warned you,” I told him, gaze sharpening, “touch her and I’ll RIP you LIMB FROM LIMB. And your HEAD would be first.”

Bane just raised his hands, claiming innocence.

I just separated myself from him and shoved him away.

Right as I opened my car door, I gazed up to find him staring down at me in surprise.

“If you feel the need to claim dominance over me because I’m the only one who stands up to you,” I told him, smirking as his eyes narrowed, “maybe go find something that can’t fight back—like a tree—and hump it until you feel better. Always works for needy men.”

I sent him a sharp look before getting in my car and driving off.
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Bane

Present

“Bro! Alpha! Are you okay?”

My three underlings came running to me from all sides of the forest.

Brandon came to my side, making sure I was okay while Loki and Hunter ran after her car before trailing off into a stop.

We all watched her ride off in that crappy SUV of hers, and my lashes lowered as I felt blood slip down from the wound on my neck.

“Alpha,” Brandon said, catching my attention. “That was heartless! Why are you okay with this?”

I just watched her speed off to school.

But the moment a smile curled my lips, all three guys jumped back.

I just slid my thumb under the wound she made with that knife of hers, and I drew back, finding my skin red.

I stared at it for a moment before gazing up.

Huh... she actually cut me. I didn’t think she had the guts to.

I licked the blood off my finger and gazed to where she vanished, the smile curving my lips as I tipped my head to the side.

“I like her,” I said then, remembering what happened. “She’s got my attention.”

“What?” Hunter said, confused.

“She’s a fighter,” I replied. “A hard one, too. It’s going to be hard to break her, but we can try.” I gazed up. “But I don’t really want to. She’s dangerous. I want to see what’s behind that mask, though. She’s hiding something.”

Hunter and Brandon exchanged a look while Loki stared at me.

I moved my eyes to them. “Let’s go to school.”

“We’re supposed to keep a distance, though,” Loki stated in disbelief. “You said to because she would’ve been in denial.”

I gazed over at him. “I didn’t know that she already knew what I was. I didn’t know that her little sister’s a cub. There’s a change of plans.”

“What?” Loki demanded.

“Keep a distance,” I stated, gazing up as the wind blew my hair over my face. “She’ll come to us. I know it.”

“What about—?” Brandon began.

I just put my hand up to shush him. “She doesn’t know that she’s not human either.”

“What about the corrupted?” Brandon said. “Aren’t they after her and her family?”

I gazed over at him. “All my sources say they aren’t attacking in the slightest. Not for another month at least.”

“So...” Loki said, “what now?”

“For now?” I echoed, shaking my head. “This is a game to her, you know. She knows how strict I am and is trying to mess with me. I find her interesting. I’ve never known a girl who outwardly tries to make an alpha more of an alpha, testing my patience and dominance. She’s just asking for something bad to happen. But she doesn’t care, because it’s a game. And now?” My lashes lowered as a grin spread across my face. “I want to play.”

*****
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“Good morning, Bane,” Ms. A said as I walked in the room. “How are you this morning?”

I glanced over at Selene as she drew something on her notebook.

She clearly noticed me staring and gazed up, sticking her tongue out before gazing back down at her paper.

I smiled. 

Such a child.

“I have a proposition,” I told Ms. A, gazing up at her.

She nodded sweetly, beckoning for me to continue. 

“I’m sitting next to Selene today,” I demanded, making Ms. A part her lips. “No arguments, and halfway into the class, I’m leaving with her.”

“No way in hell,” Selene growled.

“Sure,” Ms. A said.

“WHAT?” Selene piped up. “Did you even hear what the hell he said? That’s against school rules! He’s practically ditching and dragging me with him!”

“Selene,” Ms. A said, “calm your tone before I send you to the school dean.”

I smiled, smug as I knew she’d lose this fight.

I had everyone in this school wrapped around my finger; the administration... the dean... the teachers... even politicians and police.

“WHAT?” she yelled, clearly getting angry. “What the hell?”

“Alright,” Ms. A shrugged, “dean it is, go on.”

“No!” she said then, making me smirk. “I don’t agree with this! How is this okay?!”

“GO to the dean,” Ms. A said, eyes narrowing, “or I’ll call security.”

“Seriously?” Selene yelled.

“Alright.” Ms. A shrugged, stepping over to the phone.

“Wait,” I said, still smirking as Ms. A stopped, and Selene glared at me. “Don’t send her. I’ll just sit with her and make sure she behaves.”

“Oh, my God.” Selene put her face in her hands.

I just circled around her desk and pulled the chair out, lazily settling on it as she scratched out the drawing on her desk and started a new one.

She was clearly pissed as Ms. A got back to setting up, knowing not to mess with me, and Selene was trying to distract herself from my antics.

I just pulled her notebook away, and she stilled, gazing down at the desk as I flipped to a new page and pushed it back to her, smirking.

“What...” she said, “the hell?”

“Draw something new,” I said, nodding to the book. “Something interesting.”

Her lips pressed to a thin line, and she got to work, scribbling a very detailed drawing of the human eye.

I pulled the book away again, making her growl under her breath as I flipped the page and pushed it back to her.

“Try again,” I said, smirking.

“I will kill you,” she hissed.

I just nodded to the notebook, and she stared at me in warning.

“What?” I said.

“My threats aren’t empty,” she seethed. “I won’t be so gentle next time.”

I knew she was talking about how she pressed that knife to my neck this morning.

She smiled then, giving my neck a generous glance. “Poor little thing. You’re bleeding.”

I only tipped my head to the side as she gazed back down at her desk, going back to drawing on her notebook.

The moment I reached for her notebook again, she reacted faster than I could imagine and slammed the tip of her pencil into the table.

I stopped, eyes wide when I found it stuck into the wood—right in between my thumb and forefinger.

Woah... that could’ve been my hand.

She pried it out, leaving a tiny hole in the desk as she glared at me. “Next time, I won’t miss.”

I smiled as I pulled my hand away, distantly rubbing it despite no injury, though Selene got back to work on her drawing.

I gazed up, and the teacher was staring at us in concern.

I just waved my hand, gesturing for her to ignore us.

She listened, going to teach the class as the bell rattled the classroom.

“Okay, everyone,” Ms. A called. “We’re going over Shakespeare today. We’re starting a new book called ‘Macbeth,’ so put away your computers, and get out your pencils, we’re annotating.”

“Ugh, I hate annotating...” Selene muttered, shuffling through her backpack, “it ruins the entire book when you write in it.”

I watched in amusement as she cursed.

“Goddamn it,” she said then, “I’m out of sticky notes.” 

I raised my hand then, gazing up at the teacher. “Ms. A? Yeah, we’re not annotating, okay? We’re actually not doing any schoolwork at all.”

Selene dropped her backpack and shot me a look.

“Alright,” Ms. A said with no hesitation, smiling.

Selene just clenched her fists. “Everyone treats you like you’re royalty. It’s stupid.”

“It’s because they're afraid of me,” I replied coyly.

“The law doesn’t apply to your majesty,” she said sarcastically, glaring at me. “May I remind you, you have no friends? Everyone just pretends to like you so they can kiss your ass.” She then leaned in, and my lashes lowered. “Alpha Bane,” she hissed.

After arching my brows, she just stuffed her junk in her backpack and threw it over her shoulder, starting out from the room.

“Uhm, where are you going?” Ms. A demanded. “Sit back down, young lady.”

Selene gave her a daring look. “I might when you stop kissing his ass.”

“Selene,” Ms. A warned.

“It’s alright,” I said, standing as I smiled over at her. “Let’s see what her parents say when they find out she’s at the dean’s office for what?” I gazed up, numbering with my fingers. “Ditching, talking back to a teacher, reckless endangerment—”

“Reckless endangerment?” she demanded. “What are you even talking about?!”

The whole class was watching this in silence, though she couldn’t care less.

“You almost stabbed me,” I told her, nodding to the desk where the hole from the pencil rested.

All the kids chuckled under their breath.

Selene just glared. “What are you going to do about it? Complain?”

“How would your parents like to know you’re not a good girl?” I said then, making a hot blush settle across her cheeks when the whole class started laughing.

Selene just gazed up at me. “Don’t ever talk to me about my parents,” she snarled as the whole class laughed, not listening. “They mean nothing to me.”

The moment I saw tears in her eyes, my lashes lowered.

But I gazed down when her fingers moved, and something inside me burned when I noticed her touching a wound on her hand.

I glanced up, a question in my eyes.

She just flipped around and stormed out of the classroom.
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Selene

Present

As I stormed down the hall, my arm was snagged from behind, and I cried out when I was slammed against a pile of lockers.

When I gazed up, Bane was in front of me, and I bared my teeth, snarling at him.

He caught my wrist, and I tried pulling away, but he tightened his hold.

He raised my hand to his gaze, showing me the wound. “What’s this?”

“Screw off,” I hissed.

“What is it?” he insisted.

I pulled out from his grip. “Get off of me.”

“What is it?” he said.

“I said GET OFF ME!” I screamed, shoving him away.

He stumbled back in surprise, but I just rushed down the hall, trying to get away.

But my wrist was snagged again, though before he pulled me back, I flipped around and swung my leg at him, and he yelped when I kicked out his knees, falling backwards.

I just landed on top of him, straddling his hips with my elbow inches from the front of his throat.

He arched his brows, gazing up in surprise.

“Don’t test me,” I warned him. “I’m not the sweet little girl you always go for. Try that again, and you won’t like what happens.”

He threw up his hands as I watched him carefully, until I sat up.

But he shoved himself against me, and I yelled out when he rolled over and he was suddenly on top of me, pinning my wrists to the ground as I struggled from under him.

The moment I settled—questioning if anyone was watching us right now—I glared up at him, baring my teeth.

“I win,” he said, gasping slightly.

I just spat in his face, and he winced, parting his lashes.

“Gross,” he commented, rubbing it off with his sleeve.

“I’m not afraid of you,” I told him.

He smirked. “Says the beautiful girl who’s trapped under me.”

“Screw you,” I hissed.

“Maybe later,” he commented, “we’re in the middle of a hallway.”

I just glared. “I’m not your plaything.”

“Everyone’s my plaything,” he said, smiling, “but you? You play my games well. It’s challenging. I like it.”

I snarled at him.

“You’re not scary,” he said to me. “You’re like an angry child. It’s cute.”

I struggled from under him. “Let me go.”

“I don’t really want to,” he stated.

“Is this your way of claiming dominance over me?” I demanded. “Do you know how messed up that is? You’re like a puppy.”

He smiled, making my anger spark. “Are you calling me cute?”

“You’re far from cute,” I spat, “you’re a monster.”

He leaned toward me, making me glare as his face hovered inches over mine. “Are you calling me scary?”

“You—don’t—scare—me,” I hissed. “You’re far from scary. You might have everyone fooled with your stupid charm and intimidation, but I personally don’t like you. I know what you’re doing.” I lowered my voice. “You can’t fool me.”

“What am I doing?” he challenged.

“You’re making it seem you’re at the top of the game,” I replied. “All this time—when I come up and ask you questions—you'd ignore me. And now that I decided to finally stand up to your antics? You finally decide to talk to me.”

He just watched me as I leaned up and glared. “You don’t know me, Bane,” I said. “You don’t know where I’m from, what I’ve been through, how I feel. Not even with those twisted mind powers. I don’t care how ‘intriguing’ I am to you. I started this game, I know how to play, I know where it ends. And it ends with you getting off me right now and swallowing your pride while finally accepting you lost.”

“Have I, though?” he pressed.

I relaxed into the ground, eyes glowing with warning.

“You can’t get up,” he told me, “you’re pinned to the ground. It’s sad, Honey. You think you’re still winning when you’re the one who’s losing. Something’s not right in that noggin of yours.”

“Get off,” I demanded, “this is my final warning.”

“Or what?” he replied.

I just sighed, shaking my head. “You asked for it.”

Without warning, I forced up my knee and clipped him in the nuts, and he choked, grip loosening as he crumpled into himself, rolling off me while I stood, watching his face turn red as he held himself.

“Wuss,” I replied, throwing my pack over my shoulder.

I then continued down the hallway, eyes glowing in anger when I exited the school.
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Bane

Present

Oh, she messed up big time.

Oh, she did. She was asking for this.

I stormed up the steps of Selene’s house, seething as I slammed on the front door.

When there was no response, I slammed again.

Seconds later, I heard footsteps, but they were coming by slowly.

I slammed harder, lightly splintering the wood.

“I’m coming!” someone yelled, voice male and stern.

Seconds later, the door pried open, and I gaze down, finding a somewhat short balding man standing at the entrance.

His eyes widened when he saw me, and he took a minor step back.

“Where’s Selene?” I demanded; voice low in anger.

“Are you the... guy she hit today?” the man whispered. “I assure you she’s being punished,” he hurriedly explained, “I locked her in her room, sir.”

“Where’s her room?” I demanded, eyes narrowing.

“Upstairs,” he replied shakily, stepping out of the way, “first door on the right.”

I stepped in, still pissed at Selene but I shot him a look, making him shrink back.

“You willingly tell an angry stranger where your daughter’s bedroom is?” I inquired.

“I assure you,” the father said, nodding quickly, “she deserves the punishment.”

My jaw locked, and I shook my head, heading up the stairs as he shut the front door behind him, scurrying off to hide.

I just made it up the stairs, knowing he’d probably call the police, but I couldn’t care less.

I just caught the knob on her door and squeezed it as I remembered what she did earlier, and the knob cracked, bending inward with my grip and breaking the seal on the lock.

I then threw the door open, entering the room...

But I stopped, something inside me stilling.

Selene was on her bed, head tipped to the side as she lay asleep, curled half-under a blanket that looked sloppily made.

Though... there was something else.

There was a child next to her—the one I saw earlier, the werewolf girl—and she was also asleep, hugging her sister’s side.

I just remained in the doorway, not used to seeing such an angry girl so calm and... vulnerable.

I swallowed something hard, the anger inside me settling when I kept my eyes on this situation.

So... vulnerable...

Her room had crappy, peeled paint, the sheets on her bed cheap as if she bought it herself on a five-dollar budget, the blanket looking handmade by some grandmother, but it was years old... and... and her entire room was... empty.

There was only a disgusting uncomfortable mattress... and... no furniture. Not even stuffed animals of any sort other than the one the child was hugging. Though it looked so... old; like it was originally Selene’s.

I blinked, remembering her father earlier.

I locked her in her room.

She deserves the punishment.

Upstairs, first door on the right.

Anger simmered inside me, and I just closed the door behind me, gazing over at the bed as the two girls remained asleep.

I quietly stepped over to the side that child was on, and I kneeled down, sparing Selene a glance before gently shaking the little kid.

She moaned in annoyance, rolling over.

I shook her again.

She parted her lashes, then saw me.

She sat up then, scooting toward her sister as her eyes flashed green, a low growl escaping her throat.

“Hey,” I said, raising my hands innocently, “it’s me, remember? I met you a month ago. In the forest?”

She stilled then, eyes still green, but the growling lessened.

The girl searched me for a moment before the light of recognition in her eyes sparked, and the green vanished.

“Alpha?” she whispered.

I pressed my finger to my lips, and her mouth parted in confusion.

“Your sister doesn’t like me,” I told her.

“Why?” the girl urged, confused. “You were nice to me.”

I smiled as her eyes sparkled, and I gazed over at Selene as she remained sound asleep.

“What’s your name?” I asked the girl. “I don’t think I caught it.”

“Maple,” she replied. “I’m four.”

I chuckled. “I can tell. Do you want to tell me why you’re locked in here with Selene?”

She gazed at the door nervously. “Uhm... daddy said that I made Seeny act out today, so he put me in here with her. I was crying, and Seeny calmed me down, but I think I fell asleep... and now she is. She’s always tired. It’s weird.”

I gazed over at Selene then, eyes narrowing.

God, all she gave me was trouble.

I sighed.

She made me do this; she couldn’t complain.

I gazed up at Maple. “Do you mind helping me out?”

“Yay!” she said excitedly. “I love helping!”

I shushed her a little, checking to find Selene still passed out. “Keep her asleep. Don’t wake her up, okay?”

Maple nodded then. “Okay.”

I held out my arms. “Climb onto my back.”

Maple got up off the bed and hopped into my arms, giggling while she crawled over my shoulders and wrapped her arms and legs around my torso.

I smiled as she set her cheek on my head, rubbing her skin with the strands.

I gazed down at the bed then, lashes lowering. 

I’m sorry, Selene. You made me do this.

I just stepped over to her bedroom door but stopped.

Wait...

I smiled then. 

The child’s on my back. I don’t have to come back here.

I turned around and headed straight for the bed, staring down at her for a moment. Though, I smirked and slipped my arms under her, feeling her shift from my touch but I couldn’t care less.

I just scooped her up, Maple giggling while Selene groaned in annoyance, shifting toward me.

I chuckled, shaking my head. “I’m teasing you about this later, leech.”

I just opened the bedroom door and stepped out, carrying both girls like a fricking camel, but they were both so light that I honestly didn’t care.

I just left the door open and made my way down the stairs, lightly jogging to get all the way down before I glanced behind me, finding the mother and father nowhere near the entrance.

I scoffed, rolling my eyes as I opened the front door.

Maybe show a little caring toward your children? It wasn’t that hard.

And I just dashed forward, vanishing down the streets.

*****
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I stared gently into the guest bedroom at my packhouse, finding Selene still sound asleep on the now-freshly made mattress.

Her head was turned to the side, one of her arms folded against her chest while the other lay next to her head, fingers curled slightly inward.

Her breaths were soft, and this was clearly creepy on my part, but...

This was so... odd, finding a very aggressive girl who nearly stabbed me and slit my throat... who was now sleeping with the gentleness of an angel.

This was like... paranormal behavior.

Seconds later, I heard padding footsteps, and I gazed up to find Brandon—one of my underlings—walk up to me.

He stopped by my side and glanced over at her. “Is that the girl...?”

“Yeah,” I replied, nodding as I continued to watch her, “I need you to watch her for ten minutes. I have to go do something.”

Brandon nodded. “Yes, alpha.”

I started off, but stopped, glancing back at him and smiling slightly. “If she wakes up, I’m warning you, she’s going to fight like a psychopath.”

He nodded, and I just sighed and left.

Five minutes later, as I typed frantically on my computer, I heard a loud, pained scream...

And it was male.

I shot up from my desk and darted straight down the hall to Selene’s bedroom, and I slowed to a stop, panic burning through me as I took in the situation.

Brandon was on the floor, curled up into a ball and holding his stomach tightly.

The moment I gazed in the room to find the bed empty, I cursed under my breath, hovering over him. “Where is she?” I demanded.

“I don’t know...” he choked, holding himself tightly, “she kicked me so hard everything turned black for a full thirty seconds.”

“Shit,” I muttered, gazing up.

I started down the hall then—to the room her sister was in—and gazed around nervously to check my surroundings.

But seconds later, my arm was caught, and I was reeled to the wall with inhuman force.

I gasped, choking when Selene trapped me against the plaster, pressing her knife tightly to my throat while she bared her teeth, snarling in my face.

“Where is she?” Selene demanded in a low tone.

I knew she was talking about her sister but decided to play my game. “Who?” I said innocently.

She slammed me harder to the wall. “My sister! Where is she?!”

I just continued to play, knowing she didn’t have the guts to hurt me. “Maybe have a nicer tone and I’ll—”

She shoved the knife against my throat, the blade splitting my skin as I choked, struggling against the wall.

“Okay! Okay!” I said, gasping. “Bedroom! Two doors on the left!”

She just shoved me away and darted straight down the hall, slamming the door open and entering the room.

Though she stopped, stilling as I entered the room behind her and closed the door.

The moment she found the room empty, she turned to me, eyes glowing in anger.

“Where is she?” Selene demanded, holding the knife out as she stepped toward me. “WHERE IS SHE?”

I remained in place, blocking her from the door.

“If you don’t tell me where she is,” Selene hissed, pressing me to the door with the knife to my chest, “I will make you wish you were never born.”

“If you kill me,” I told her, smirking, “you’ll never find out, will you?”

She stilled and stared me in the eyes, daring me. “I can torture you.”

I leaned my face toward hers. “I won’t let you.”

She bared her teeth. “I’m not bluffing.”

I smiled. “Neither am I.”

I shoved her forward, making her cry out when she clashed with the ground, knocking the breath out of herself.

As she rolled over, I landed on top of her, and she let out some sound of distress, fighting me.

The moment she raised the knife, I caught her wrists and pinned it to the ground, and she struggled as I straddled her hips, so she was unable to knee me in the groin again.

She struggled, fighting my grip like a monster, kicking out her legs while yelling out, but I kept her down as she tried to roll over.

“Let me go!” she screamed, shooting her head up in attempt to hit mine, but I moved out of the way.

“Drop the knife,” I instructed.

“Let me go!” She fought harder.

I just held her down, slipping my fingers in her palm while trying to wrap them around the hilt.

She gritted her teeth, closing her hand tighter and slicing her nails into my skin.

I let out a grunt of pain, but continued, pressing my thumb into her palm so it would open.

She yelled out, closing her hand around mine, and I winced at her strength, but just caught the knife and pressed her hand open.

She struggled from under me as I pried it out from her grip and tossed it across the room.

“Get off me!” she screamed, fighting. “Get off!”

“Calm down,” I instructed.

She just shot her knee up but could only lightly strike my back due to my position.

She let out a growl of anger, pulling her arms to try to slip out, but I tightened my hold.

“Calm down,” I instructed, “or I’ll do something you won’t like.”

“Let go of me!” she yelled, shooting her head forward to hit mine again, but I moved out of the way.

“Alright.” I shrugged.

I then shoved her left hand up, making her struggle as I pinned her wrists together and held them with one hand, and she continued to fight as I dug around in my pocket and caught the object.

Her eyes widened when I pulled out a syringe with a capped needle, and she stared into my eyes in a panic while she fought harder.

I held her down tightly, making her try to turn from my grip, but I just raised her hands tighter and pried off the cap with my teeth.

I spit it out as she fought me, Selene screaming incoherent words.

I just pierced it into the side of her shoulder, and she screamed, arching her back as I injected the serum into her muscles.

“Easy tiger,” I said as she continued to try to get out of my grip, but once the serum kicked in, her fighting slowed. “Easy....”

She tried to fight, but she was clearly getting exhausted.

“Bane...” she whispered, gasping as I tossed the needle aside. “Bane....”

I just stared down at her, waiting as I caught her other arm and pinned it to the ground.

“I can’t—” she said, relaxing into the ground as sweat slid down her temples. “I can’t... move....”

“That’s because I used a sedative,” I responded as she stared up at me, helpless. “Don’t worry, it’s not lethal.”

She relaxed into the ground, lashes lowering but she shot them open.

I just smiled slightly. 

“My sister...” Selene said. “My sister....”

“She’s fine,” I replied, rolling my eyes. “She’s sleeping right now; it’s like midnight.”

Selene just stared up at me, unable to move.

I released her arms, and she lay under me, helpless.

I just lowered my face to hers, smiling. “I win.”

“I hate you,” she whispered. “You’re an ass.”

“I still win,” I replied as she slowly fell asleep, but shot her eyes open.

“That’s not fair,” her voice was quiet, “you drugged me.”

“And last time,” I reminded her, “you took advantage of my gender.”

She glared lazily. “I kneed you in the balls.”

“Exactly,” I replied, smirking. “You took advantage of me being a man.”

She rolled her eyes but struggled to stay awake.

I just smiled. “Don’t fall asleep, Selene,” I cooed darkly. “Who knows what would happen if you finally took your guard down.”

“I hate you so much,” she muttered angrily.

I just smirked as her lashes lowered, but I brushed her hair away from her face.

Her cheeks reddened. “Stop that.”

“Why?” I inquired, still doing it.

“That’s not fair,” she replied, “you’re making me sleepy.”

“You’re already sleepy,” I replied coyly.

“I’m going to kill you,” she hissed as I continued to brush her hair away.

“I’d like to see you try,” I replied, smirking.

Her lashes lowered a centimeter. “Why...?” she whispered.

I gazed up at her, smiling slightly. “Why, what?”

She blinked lazily, fighting my comfort. “Why does everyone... obey to you...? They don’t know you’re a werewolf... and... and there’s no way the administration in the school will bow down to a student without being willing to get fired to political power. They’re too strong for that.”

I only smiled. “That’s top secret.”

“Do you threaten them...?” she whispered. “Or is it something else?”

“I said it’s top secret,” I replied, still continuing to calm her as she slowly fell asleep.

“What do you do to them...?” she whispered, fighting to stay awake. “Why does everyone bow before you? What are you planning?”

I only smiled—never answered—and she let out a low growl of frustration before relaxing into the ground.

“You can’t resist it,” I told her as her lashes lowered. “Fall asleep.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she hissed tiredly.

“Fall asleep.” I lowered my voice, continuing to sooth her face as she blinked slowly.

But the moment she blinked again, it seemed her lashes glued shut, and she turned her head to the side, falling asleep.

I just watched her for a moment. “It’s called mind control,” I told her despite her not listening, “but for some reason...” I tipped my head to the side, “it doesn’t work on you.”

I then shoved myself up, staring down at her for a moment before I smiled. “Let’s get you back to bed, and I’m going to lock you in that room before I’m done with my work.”

*****
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“She still out?” I asked Brandon as he stood by Selene’s door.

He nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Open the door,” I instructed.

He pulled out a key and slipped it into the lock before prying the door open, and then stood back to the side as I entered the room to peer onto the bed.

And there Selene was—passed out—on the bed.

I watched as she lay on her side, lashes shut as she breathed softly; the covers were puffed around her like clouds, her long, black hair sprawled all over the bed like a river of black, and her face looked so calm and... peaceful.

I just stepped back out, nodding at Brandon, and he closed the door behind me, locking it.

I then stepped down the hall casually, making my way to my office before stepping in and sliding the glass door shut.

I walked to my desk and sat down, opening my laptop before I got to work on my project.

I typed for what felt like hours, eyes darting across the screen as I watched my spreadsheet, making sure everything was in order before I submitted it.

A knock came on my door, and I gazed up, finding Loki there.

He stared at me for a moment, and I nodded, motioning for him to come in.

He slid the glass door open as I started a new project, stepping in before stopping at the foot of my bed.

“Yes?” I asked him.

“The new paycheck came in,” he told me, sliding an envelope out from his pocket and handing it to me. “It looks like five billion.”

I stared down at the paper for a moment before taking it, and my brows arched as I slid out the check and read the label.

“You’re right,” I said, surprised. “It’s five billion. I guess people are enjoying us at this time of year.”

He nodded before gazing up. “That’s more than last month.”

I nodded, feigning a sigh. “I guess you guys deserve a raise.”

He smiled, suddenly feeling smug. “Thank you, sir.”

But suddenly, a knock fell on the door, and I gazed up to find Brandon standing there.

I motioned him to come in, and he did, face expressionless.

“Is she awake?” I asked him.

He nodded.

“Is she fighting?” I inquired, brow arching.

He shook his head. “She’s still calm from the sedative, sir, but she’s sitting on the bed right now. Hunter’s watching her.”

“Bring her here then,” I instructed, gazing down at my computer when Brandon exited the room.
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