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To the man who showed me his scars, and loved me beyond mine.
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Beast and Balm

––––––––
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Eveline.

First of my creation, first of your kind.

Your fate is bound to a beast, lost to his humanity as the curse of Zeus burns within him.

I give him you, daughter of the moon, and you shall be his balm.

But harrowed shall your mating be; trial and tribulation shall be your portion,

for none but you can tame the beast.

Heed your fate, and your blessings will be as the stars in the heavens.
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The Lamentation of Lycaon

Excerpt from The Sacred Scripture of Selene
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EVA
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“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

I rock forward and backward on the tiled bathroom floor with the hard marble pressing painfully into my ankle bones. Unfortunately the cold tiles against my burning skin do nothing for the raging heat inside of me.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

I close my eyes tight, drawing in a shuddering breath as I whisper the words that keep me from sinking into the darkness of my pain. No tears fall despite the razor-sharp slicing in my womb. I’m all cried out.

I should drink something but I’m too afraid to let myself out of the trance-like state I’m in as I slowly braid my hair down my chest with trembling hands. Each threefold strand slips like silk between my fingers and carries the weight of my chant.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

A sensuous hunger slips under the heat like a fiend and ignites a desperate, throbbing ache in my core.

I gasp and fling my eyes open to stare out the small bathroom window, where a light breeze billows the translucent curtains and the full moon beams mercilessly down on me.

I stare, transfixed, every part of my body a slave to a bond that has been nothing but a five-year-long torment.

“Please... enough,” I beg the moon, moaning aloud, then thumping my head back hard against the tiled wall behind me.

The loud crack echoes in the bathroom, rivaling the earthquake in my head.

“Eva, are you okay? Do you need me to bring you anything?” the young omega assigned to care for me tonight knocks on the bathroom door.

I draw my knees against my bare chest. “I’m fine. I told you I can manage.”

The shadow of her feet fix firmly outside the door as she tries the handle again.

“Are you sure? Do you need anything at all? Should I bring Healer Imelda?”

“No! Just leave me!” My pain and anger-filled shout sends the young omega scurrying away just as a powerful cramp wraps itself around my womb and twists.

I open my mouth in a silent scream, clutching my abdomen and slipping further down to lie on the floor, where I curl sideways into a ball. The wave of pain builds and crescendos, keeping me on a razors edge until it finally ebbs.

I exhale a sob that racks my body.

I try not to think about why I’m alone tonight. No mate to ease the heat, no sisters or mother to tend to me.

My mate has rejected me and my family is six hundred miles away at Blood Stone, attending my youngest sister’s Luna ascension.

I’m the only one not there because I’m here at Crystal Moon under house arrest.

I close my eyes as Hanna Jepson’s face swims in my head. Sweet young Hanna, with pale brown eyes and a heart of gold. Her only crime was trying to heal the pain of a rejected bond with the wrong wolf. And I killed her for it.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

I choke as her eyes turn white with death.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

Red. Blood on the floor, on my hands, and seeping from the gash in Hanna’s throat.

“No!” I scream and push myself up off the floor.

I half crawl, half climb into the bathtub and plunge in, escaping the gory vision that hounds me as I sink under the icy water. Ice cubes clink like broken glass and water splashes over the rim as hold my breath under water. The ice burns my skin but soothes the heat consuming my insides. 

But even as my skin cools, the need swells. It aches in my womb, seeps from my core, and hungers in my blood. For him. 

Dante Black.

I surface, gasping for air as just the thought of his name makes my core clench hungrily.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

I whisper the chant that has carried me through every heat I have suffered unaided since Dante’s wolf claimed mine five years ago. The urge to touch myself and find relief is overwhelming but I know how futile self-pleasure is. The heat demands only one thing. A mates knot.

I clutch the edge of the bathtub and breathe.

In. Out. In. Out.

“Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.”

Breathe.

In. Out. In. Out.

The room stills. Only my breath and the clinking ice cubes break the silence. I draw another and look again at the moon high in the cloudless sky. It is close to its zenith—maybe only an hour away before my heat passes. 

Lilith fills me with hope I neither need nor want. Hope born from the lack of bond-sear that usually accompanies the agonizing heat. It makes me wonder if he is abstaining tonight. 

Suddenly a searing pain stabs my core like a hot rod being inserted into me.

My scream shatters the night, and all hope.

The bond-sear howls the warning of Dante’s pleasure with another she-wolf while I writhe in the agony of unaided heat.

His betrayal etches into my bones, but no matter how much I hate him, I cannot even blame him anymore. He rejected me and has been free of this bond since the moment he spoke the words to me. Lilith is the one keeping me prisoner here in this suspended torture.

She refuses to relinquish Hades’ claim.

But the bond-sear is too much even for a proud and powerful wolf like Lilith. She slinks away, whimpering in pain, but beneath it simmers fury. Her bloodthirsty jealousy towards whoever it is that beds Dante tonight is terrifying, all the more so because she is fully capable of acting on it. She’s already killed once for him.

Hanna’s face swims in my vision and I submerge to escape and scream into the icy cold silence.

When I emerge, gasping for air, I crawl out of the tub and across the floor. My teeth and bones chatter even though I burn inside. The tiles press painfully against my knees as I kneel before the vanity and reach for the black pouch hidden underneath it.

I promised myself I wouldn’t do this again. 

I’ve done everything right tonight. I took Lunex exactly as instructed by Healer Imelda, but I feel no relief.

Around me, plumes of smoke fill the air from endless buds of wolf-hash I’ve smoked and the various numbing incenses I’ve burned.

Nothing is working.

I stare at the vial of Wildnil in my hand. My last lifeline. If it doesn’t kill me, my sisters will—for taking it. They could never understand. Even as my heat consumes me, all of theirs tonight is being aided and soothed by their mates’ knots. 

Pleasure is their assured fate. Pain is mine.

I clutch the Wildnil in my palm, knowing it is more than likely the reason nothing is working tonight. It was a risk I took when I started using again. I should toss it down the toilet and just bear the pain.

But it is more than the pain. It is more than the heat in my body, the rod of fire in my core, and the claws in my heart.

It is my soul.

I cannot take anymore. I’ve been in hell for five years. All I want is to be free from the pain. 

I choke back a sob and stab my thigh.

The tranquilizer burns first in my veins before it numbs. An ice-cold wave seeps swiftly through my body, bringing sweet relief from the heat. The world slowly ebbs away and I slip into quiet darkness, the syringe clattering on the tiles as it rolls from my hand, the last sound I hear.

A heaviness sits like an elephant on my chest, but it squashes the anger and sorrow, and at last, I have peace.

Isa. Ansuz. Berkano. Bear the Heat. Bind the Heart.
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House Arrest
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Two Weeks Later
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EVA

––––––––
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My life inside these walls has stalled, but outside, life at Crystal Moon has continued as if I never existed. 

It could be worse. I could be in the pack cells instead of a luxurious guest house room—an accommodation for being the Alpha’s sister, I guess.

But isolation is the least I deserve.

In the two and a half months I’ve been under house arrest, our pack was attacked, my father was murdered, and my sister Neo ascended as the new Alpha of Crystal Moon and Luna of Blood Stone. And all I could do was watch like a ghost, unable to help, mourn or celebrate with my family.

The pack house that was burned to ashes begins to rise again amidst a flurry of activity of rebuilding. Wolves from the Prime 10 packs have been coming and going for weeks, helping with the rebuild, and there is excitement in the air with Neo and her new mate, Sebastian, taking reigns as co-Alphas of Crystal Moon. There’s never been a pack before with two Alphas leading, and our pack link has buzzed for weeks since they completed their mating.

Activity, excitement, and hope abound while I watch and wait for my fate to be handed to me.

Looking out the window as dawn breaks over the forest, I move into a slow routine of brushing out and braiding my waist-long, gold-blonde hair.

I recall the complicated twists I learned from Sonja, the healer from my mother’s home pack in the Vargarian territories. My mother left Vargar and her pack, Fenrir, as an unmated wolf. In her early twenties, she had not found her mate among the Vargarian packs, an unusual circumstance for an Alpha born she-wolf. Her father was brother of the Alpha of Fenrir, but for some reason, her fate was not in Vargar. She attended one mating festival here in the Lycanos territories, and the Goddess gave her my father, Quill Highwater, Alpha of Crystal Moon, as her mate.

I think about her now as I braid my hair, the golden length a legacy of her Vargarian blood. With my father’s death only two months ago, she is deep in mate-death grief, and I wish for nothing more than to be with her.

As my heart compresses in my chest, I re-focus on my hair slipping through my fingers. Learning the art of braiding while at Fenrir helped me to find focus when my world was falling apart.

I recall Healer Sonja’s words: “There are few things, as werewolves, we have control of. Not the fact that our souls are split and shared with a wolf who has a mind and will of its own. Nor the fact that the Moon Goddess tethers that same soul to a wolf of her choosing. The only thing we can control is what we do when we arrive at fate’s door. Your soul mate may have closed the door on your fate when he rejected you, but remember, your fate is yours and the Goddess is merciful. She will help you find your way through the darkness. Trust her when you cannot trust yourself.”

Sonja’s words have been the only thing holding me together, but as each full moon passes, year after year, I question the Goddesses mercy. I have yet to feel it. 

Lilith ripples under my skin, begging to get out, but she’s been locked in by Neo’s Alpha order which cannot be lifted until we see the Council. 

I swivel in the chair as the lock on the door unlatches suddenly, and the very person I was thinking about walks in, followed by an omega with my breakfast tray.

“Good morning, Alpha Neo.” My voice is devoid of expression, and I nod my thanks to the omega who leaves us, closing the door behind her.

“Stop that, Eva. You’re my sister. You don’t have to call me by my title. It’s childish.”

I shrug, turning back to the window. 

“What are you doing here? I thought you were at Blood Stone?”

Neo walks around and leans against the ledge beside me, forcing me to look up at her.

She gives me a small smile. “I was, but the Prime 10 Council is having an extraordinary meeting. I’m being formally inducted onto the Council, and they set a hearing for your case, too. Get ready. We’re heading out in half an hour.”

My heart jumps. “I thought it was going to take longer.”

“What, you want to sit in here for a few more months?” Neo scoffs.

“Of course not. This is just so sudden.” My stomach suddenly churns.

Neo reaches down and takes my hands out of my hair, where I’ve twisted knots into a failed braid.

“Eva, it’s going to be okay. I’ve been over your case, and it’s clear-cut. What Lilith did was justifiable.”

I pull my hands from hers and look back out the window. “You know that’s not true. I killed Hanna. She did nothing to me.” Guilt squeezes my chest, and I clench my fists tightly in my lap.

“Bullshit,” Neo growls low. “Hanna defied my direct Alpha order. She knew exactly what fucking Dante would do to you. Everyone in this pack knows your circumstances.”

I look up into Neo’s twilight blue eyes that remind me so much of our late father. Everything about Neo is a reminder of him. She leans into me the way he would have, her voice soft but firm.

“I gave that order because I knew what could happen when Dante came here for my Alpha assessment. I gave it to protect you and to protect everyone else. The blame does not fall on you entirely.”

She frowns and looks out the window. “This is on me, too. I put Dante in the pack house to begin with. I should have housed him here instead,” she waves her arm around the guest house room.

I hear what Neo is saying, but it’s hard to accept when every night I see Hanna’s dead face and open, bloody throat in my nightmares.

“Eva.”

“What?” I snap.

“Get packed and be down in twenty minutes,” Neo snaps back, and closes the door hard behind her.

When it opens again twenty minutes later, I’m ready.

The forest green summer dress I wear is one of my favorites, but it hangs noticeably looser on my frame than before. My makeup is minimal and does little to hide the hollow dark circles under my green eyes. I couldn’t find the motivation to pretty myself up. No amount of makeup could hide the ugliness I feel inside.

My only genuine effort is to braid my hair, choosing a complex arrangement I have not worn before.

Warrior braids, to remind me of who I am and who my wolf is. I am an Alpha-born she-wolf. One day, Lilith will see that Hades and Dante are not worthy of us. Then she will accept his rejection, and we will be free.

I have to believe in that future. If I don’t, I will succumb to the darkness already threatening to drown me.

The braids in my hair remind me I am stronger than myself. I have the strength of my ancestors and the Goddess with me.

Dante Black will not ruin me.

I will not give him the satisfaction.
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Wolf Hall
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DANTE

––––––––
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Three visits to Wolf Hall in as many months is three too many in my book. This year has already gone to shit, and the dark twisting in my gut tells me it’s only going to get worse.

I walk slowly down the long white marble hall leading to the Council Chambers, taking my time even though I’m late. At least it’s quiet this time round. No festivals or summits, just an extraordinary meeting of the Prime fucking 10 Council.

I pass several betas and epsilons belonging to the other councilors along the way. They bow their respects, but have the sense to refrain from any greetings.

I’m decidedly alone in my attendance. No entourage. Just me. The way I like it.

My footsteps slow as I get closer to the chamber. They won’t start without me, and being late won’t win me any brownie points, but then I’m not here to win any personality awards. I’m here to do a fucking job. One, I would sincerely love to shove up someone’s ass, but since it’s a legacy I inherited along with my Alpha title, and kind of a fucking important one, I suck it in and shove the door open.

Seven pairs of eyes flick up at me, and I get hit by a wave of annoyance from the Alphas waiting for me on the long semicircular council bench.

“Nice of you to join us, Dante,” Alpha Blaze quips as I walk over to a side table and pour myself a glass of water, just to raise the temperature a bit in the room. Nothing like Alpha stew to brighten my day.

“You’re welcome.” I raise my glass to the cohort as I take my seat, the very last one on the end, exactly where I like to be.

Blaze glares down at me with intense violet eyes. “Punctuality is not really an option on Council, as you know, Dante.”

I lean back in the uncomfortable high-backed chair that hundreds of councilors before me have farted in. “Neither is taking a dump, after a four-hour drive.” I sip my water nonchalantly and examine the rest of my councilors. Rounds of snorts and scoffs are my earned reply, and I lean back, enjoying the success of my lie.

“Hey, Dante,” Alpha Trent smiles with a lift of his chin as I take the empty seat next to him.

“Trent.” I return his nod. He’s a few years younger than me and probably the only wolf I like on this council, only because he stays out of my shit and is actually a pleasant enough wolf. His obvious problems with alcohol, which everyone ignores, kind of endear him to me. Been there.

Next to Trent sits Gage River, who gives me a nod that I don’t reciprocate. That wolf is fucking crazy on a level no one else on the council really knows. I only do because I made the mistake of accepting an invitation to River Run the year we rejected our mates. I think at the time we both thought we might form some kind of connection, since our mates were twins. But I soon found that his tastes run deep into a darkness even I don’t dive into, and I like some pretty dark shit.

The rest of the Alphas along the bench I lump into one group: the Highwater Husbands. Five of them, if you would fucking believe. Blaze Dawson, Eric Steel, Connor Storm, Drake Asher, and Sebastian Stone, all mates to five out of seven of the Highwater Sisters of Crystal Moon.

They hate me, one and all, for rejecting their mate’s sister, Eva Highwater.

I’m not sure why I got all the glory when Gage rejected the other, her twin, Freya. But I guess I’m just fucking special. To be honest, I really couldn’t care less what they think about me. Not one single one of them has trade deals with Black Valley, and that has worked in my favor.

Two seats on the row of ten are empty: Alpha Hans Silver’s, who is currently locked up at Lycanos waiting to face King Viktor for harboring the wolf that killed the owner of the other vacant seat, Alpha Quill Highwater. 

I lean back as the Council Secretary—an ancient and reed-thin omega—places an agenda in front of me, and the gavel in front of Trent.

“Alpha Trent has Chairmanship for the session today per the rotation schedule,” he whines in a nasal tone that always sets my canines on edge.

I glance at the agenda, already knowing what’s on it. That super Alpha bitch, Neo, is being sworn onto the Council today. 

But it’s not her name on the agenda that suddenly shakes me. It’s her sister Eva’s. 

I frown as I read. I knew there was a preliminary hearing for a pack killing case, but I didn’t know who was involved. 

I stare at the details on the sheet in front of me, my blood suddenly rushing into my ears as I read the summary in disbelief.

Two months ago Eva killed a she-wolf in her pack. It happened the day I left Crystal Moon after I had completed Neo’s Alpha assessment.

What in the actual fuck?

I look up and find Sebastian’s eyes fixed on me with a hard glare. 

Well, I guess he’s already forgotten the fact that I hunted for Neo’s Alpha ascension and sent wolves to help rebuild Crystal Moon’s pack house.

I shake my head and look down. It’s always something.

I’ve long resigned myself to accepting that I’m just an unlikable prick.

Suddenly, all the Highwater Husbands are glaring at me, and immediately, my defenses go up. I broaden my shoulders and crack my neck.

“I got a booger on my face, you all want to wipe off?” I snap.

They look away, and I scoff. I didn’t think so. I’m the biggest wolf on this fucking council, six foot seven, just over two hundred and fifty pounds, and I’ll eat them all for breakfast or die trying if they want to tango.

I frown as I look down at the sheet again, stopping my thumb from stroking her name.

Fuck.

I clench my fist.

This means she’s going to be here.

Double fuck.

I close my eyes. I don’t need this today. I’ve spent years keeping Eva Highwater firmly fixed in my past. But ever since the Summit three months ago, it’s like she’s fucking everywhere, wreaking havoc on my hard-won peace and sanity.

I open my eyes and stare at the sheet in my hands and the charge listed under Eva’s name.

Unprovoked Wolfslaying.

A capital offense.

My heart hammers in my chest, sweat breaks out on my forehead as her face suddenly flashes before me. A face of ethereal beauty, with large emerald eyes and hair like gold silk. Eva Highwater is the most beautiful she-wolf I will ever see.

She’s also a murderer, according to this.

Just like me.
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The Trial
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EVA

––––––––
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I hate coming to Wolf Hall.

I’ve only been here once in the five years since Dante rejected me; three months ago at the New Year Summit, when Neo needed me as a rebuttal witness for her anti-rejection Bill.

It was a bittersweet revisit. Neo met her mate, Alpha Sebastian, during the Mate Hunt that weekend, and they had a whirlwind mating. She was the first female from our pack to be accepted by her mate in five years.

Even though I was happy for her, I couldn’t help the pain and envy flooding me when she returned from the Hunt, mated and accepted by Sebastian. It was a raw reminder of my rejection.

This place holds nothing for me but nightmares. And now I have to face the wolf that stars in them.

“How much longer?” I ask the burly epsilon guarding the main doors to the council chamber. I’ve been sitting outside on a hard wooden bench for almost an hour. I can’t believe it’s taking that long just to swear Neo in.

The older wolf barely looks at me. “They will be ready when they are ready,” he replies stoically.

No answer at all. I sigh and lean back to stare outside the large window opposite me, where the afternoon sun beams warm orange hues through the thick redwoods surrounding Wolf Hall.

The one thing redeemable about Wolf Hall is the vast woods of the Lupine Commons that surround it. The woods are as ancient and wild as our species and have never been felled. There is something about these woodlands that draws our wolves, like a calling home.

I gaze at the lush green landscape longingly, and Lilith simmers beneath my skin in frustration. Part of my house arrest included Neo’s Alpha order that has prevented Lilith from shifting. I haven’t been in wolf form in two months, and we both would love nothing more than a long, hard, mind-numbing run.

The heavy double doors suddenly open, and I sit up straight. Neo strides out of the chamber.

She looks amazing. Small for any she-wolf, her aura of power more than makes up for her lack of stature. That and the blood red power-suit she is wearing. Neo would turn up in jeans if she had less sense. Fortunately, she’s smart enough to know that appearances speak just as much as words. So do I. Our mother, Helga, ingrained in us all our lives the power that perception holds.

It’s why I chose the lovely and modest emerald green sun dress I’m wearing. I know I look ultra feminine and non-threatening in it, nothing like the bloodthirsty, jealous wolf inside me.

“Eva, we are done. I’ve been sworn in on the Prime 10 Council.” I can see the pride gleaming in her eyes as she stands beside me.

“Congratulations, Neo, you deserve it.” I try to smile, but it struggles to reach my eyes and falls.

Neo puts a hand on my shoulder. “Thank you, Eva. Everything I do is for Crystal Moon, and for you, too. I’m sorry it took so long. We had a few other things that needed discussion once I was sworn on, but the Council is ready for you now,” she adds quietly.

My heart races, and I wipe my suddenly sweaty palms down my dress.

“Are you okay?” Neo squeezes my shoulder. “Don’t be nervous. I will be speaking for you and will be with you all the way.”

I reach up and grasp her hand. “Thank you, I know, and I’m sorry for everything.”

I’m more than surprised when Neo sits beside me and draws me into a hug. She rarely initiates affection.

“I love you, Eva. Remember that. I’m fighting for you.”

I squeeze her back and jolt as I catch an undertone in her scent I didn’t notice before. It’s one I know well, since I have four older mated sisters who are almost always pregnant. The milk and honey undertones are faint but distinct.

“Goddess, Neo, are you pregnant?” I whisper in awe.

She blushes, pulling away, and stands to straighten out her suit jacket. “I only just found out this morning. Sebastian scented me before we left Blood Stone.” She brushes a non-existent stray hair behind her ear. “Eva, can you keep this to yourself for a while? I need some time to, you know, let it settle in before we announce it to the packs.”

I smile and stand next to her. She is several inches shorter than me, even in her three-inch heels, but it does not diminish her power and authority as my Alpha. Right now, though, she is asking me as my little sister. “Of course, and congratulations.”

“Thank you.” She clears her throat and nods toward the double doors. “Let’s go get this over with.”

I follow her into the chamber. While Lilith writhes in jealousy under my skin, I struggle to hold back tears and emotions threatening to overwhelm me.

My little sister is mated and pregnant, while I am on trial because my mate rejected me, and my wolf killed the female he had sex with. My fated path sucks.

I have no time to wallow in self-pity as we enter, and the weight of a room full of Alphas bears down on me, their scents full of fiery power. I keep my eyes fixed to the floor as I feel them staring at me, but only one pair feels like they could burn my skin.

It’s always the same, no matter where I am; being in the same room with Dante Black is torture.

I focus on the small table in front of us as I take the seat she indicates.

While she arranges papers on the table, I do my best not to look up, and fail.

Fortunately, his gaze is fixed on the paperwork in front of him, and Lilith imbibes on his beauty.

His long russet hair is tied back in a ponytail, and his neatly trimmed beard only enhances his wide, square jawline. Though thick lashes conceal his eyes, I know their shape and color intimately—how his pale liquid honey irises, glow even in the darkest of night.

Every time I see him, I can’t help how my heart races and my skin tingles. Lilith remembers everything about her and Hades’ mating. She pushes the memories forward in a rush that makes me jolt in my chair, and a leg scrapes the floor. The sound screeches through the chamber, and Dante looks up at me.

His eyes draw me in, and I feel like I’m drowning all over again before he looks away, his stoic expression never changing.

My heart and stomach clench with disappointment and bitterness. I hate how he makes me this weak, wreck of a female. But Lilith triumphs. She got what she was seeking. His attention, even if momentarily.

“Alpha Neo, the Council is ready to hear your case, which I will now summarize.” Trent begins.

He glances over a sheet of paper in front of him, then looks up. “Eva Highwater, a Crystal Moon Pack wolf, stands accused of the Unprovoked Wolfslaying of Hanna Jepson, also a Crystal Moon Pack wolf.”

I feel the tension in the room and the pity from my sister’s mates. These Alphas are not strangers to me; I’ve known four of them most of my life. But I also know they are not here as my brothers-by-bond; they are my judges.

Trent, one of the few not mated to one of my sisters, continues. “Alpha Neo, you have stated in your appeal to this Council that you would like to defend the charge?”

Neo stands and nods. “That’s correct, Alpha Trent. I believe there were mitigating circumstances that should be taken into account by this council, sufficient enough to lower the charge to Wolfslaying in Defense of a Mate Bond.” She pauses and I see Dante’s head snap up. He frowns and glares at Neo as she continues. 

“This matter directly concerns Alpha Dante; therefore, I request that he be excused from the judgment panel.”

Dante flashes his canines at her, “I have no idea what you are talking about. This matter is as new to me as it is to everyone else here on the council. I don’t see how I’m involved at all.”

There is no love lost between Neo and Dante. She’s hated him since the day he rejected me, and when he came to Crystal Moon for her Alpha Assessment, she busted his balls. Literally.

Neo bares her canines back at him, “The incident occurred just after you left Crystal Moon for my Alpha Assessment. Eva’s wolf, Lilith, killed the she-wolf you fucked in my pack house.”

Dante’s growl reverberates in the room as he rises off his chair. Neo mimics him, her chair almost falling as she stands and returns his growl.

Trent bangs his gavel. “Sit down, both of you!” he snaps.

I have to clench my hands in my lap for control as Dante’s deep growl rolls through me, setting my nerves on edge. The one-sided mate bond between us has hungered for his attention for so long, and this extended exposure to Dante is wreaking havoc on me.

“Alpha Neo, this is an official hearing, on record. You will refrain from using profanity.” Trent frowns down at Neo, who nods her apology and returns to her seat. He then turns to Dante.

“Alpha Dante, you may stay, but you will not participate in the judgment if there is any indication of potential bias on your part.”

“Let the records show I think this is bullshit,” Dante responds, making Trent bang his gavel again.

“Alpha Dante, perhaps you would rather wait outside.” Trent glares at him.

“Hell no.” Dante sits back down. “If I’m going to be implicated in something I wasn’t even there to be implicated in, then I am going to be here to hear it.” He leans back, folding his arms across his broad chest, and glares at Neo. He doesn’t even look at me.

Alpha Trent sighs. “Alpha Neo, please proceed.” He nods at Neo, who stands again.

“Thank you, Alpha Trent,” she begins, then looks up and down the row of Alphas staring down intently at her.

“For the record, and as you are all aware, Alpha Dante was assigned to assess my protector skills during my recent Alpha assessment. Alpha Dante is also my sister, Eva Highwater’s fated mate, whom he rejected five years ago.” Neo gestures to me and pauses as the councilors nod their acknowledgment.

I glance up discreetly at Dante, who remains unmoved, still glaring at Neo.

“You may not be aware, however, that Eva’s wolf, Lilith, did not accept Alpha Dante’s rejection, and so Eva has lived with a one-sided mate-bond, in conflict with her wolf, since Alpha Dante’s rejection.”

Dante’s gaze suddenly rests heavily on me, and the weight makes me look down at the table as Neo continues.

“Knowing Eva’s conflict, I gave an Alpha order to all my she-wolves to stay away from Alpha Dante when he came to Crystal Moon for my assessment. I was aware of the temptation an unmated Alpha in a predominantly she-wolf pack would be, and that Eva would suffer if he fu–, um, slept with any of them, which under any other circumstances of a rejected bond would be a non-issue.”

I notice Dante sit up straighter, a look of angry puzzlement crossing his face as Neo continues.

“Unfortunately, I made a grave error. I housed Alpha Dante in my pack house instead of placing him in one of our guest houses.” Neo bows her head for a moment, looking at me with sadness in her eyes.

“I admit I did this on purpose solely to frustrate him, and out of vindictiveness. I also overestimated the strength of my Alpha order and the desperation of the she-wolf he slept with.” She pauses and draws a deep breath, and I feel her pain and anger through our familial bond.

“Hanna Jepson was an eighteen-year-old omega rejected by her fated mate at the last Mate Hunt. She defied my order for a chance to mate with an Alpha.”

She pauses and locks eyes with Dante. “You claimed the bond between you and Eva before you rejected her, setting the mate-bond in place between the two of you. You may have rejected the bond, but for Eva it exists, and she felt the bond-sear when you slept with Hanna.”

The shock in the room is palpable, but Dante’s quickly shifts to fury as he fixes his eyes on me with a scorching glare. Neo ignores him and speaks directly to the rest of the Council.

“Eva had no intention of killing Hanna. She went to the suite, believing Dante was still there, to accept his rejection. Instead, she found Hanna still in Dante’s bed. Eva’s wolf was triggered by Hanna’s presence and the lingering after-effects of the bond-sear. In an act of mate-bond defense, Eva’s wolf, Lilith, killed Hanna Jepson.”

Dante rises from his seat with slow-burning fury scorching the air in the room. His eyes fix on me, and I choke down a whimper as Lilith squirms under the heat of his glare. His next words sucker punch us both.

“You’re a fucking liar, Eva Highwater, you and your wolf.” 
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He’s right. I am a liar.

I jolt as Trent hammers the gavel. “I’m warning you, Dante,” he snaps at Dante, who ignores him as Neo rises slowly from her seat with contained rage in a facade of calmness.

She raises her chin, meeting Dante’s glare.

“Is Eva lying about you sleeping with Hanna?”

Dante growls, “I didn’t even know her name, but no. And frankly, it’s no one’s fucking business who I sleep with.” His lip curls, and I want to throw up from the pain twisting inside me. 

Trent smacks the gavel, “Last warning to you both!”

Neo nods and refocuses on Dante. “So then what is she lying about?”

He saw me. He knows I lied. And now, his truth will end me.

I can’t look up as I feel Dante’s heated gaze bearing down on me. My heart leaps into my throat as he speaks.

“I never claimed the bond between us, so there is no way Eva felt any bond-sear. My rejection was clear-cut. Even if Eva has not accepted my rejection, there is no bond in place between us, and I will not be used as a scapegoat to get her off the fact that she killed someone.”

I snap my head up in shock, my jaw agape. Beside me, Neo is as frozen in shock as I am.

This is what he thinks I’m lying about?

As I stare into his glare, Lilith howls her pain inside me as she listens to Dante reject his claim all over again. Her pain, that I bear, swells inside me until it erupts, and rage takes over. I narrow my eyes and focus them on the cause of it all. Placing my palms firmly flat on the table, I rise. My chair screeches as I push it back, rising slowly.

All eyes turn to me, but I keep mine pinned on Dante.

“Sixty-three,” I snap.

Dante’s brows furrow, and his lips set hard in a firm line. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“The number of full moons I have suffered through unaided heat, thanks to the bond you claimed before you rejected me.” I feel a sense of satisfaction as the blood drains from his face. 

“Unfortunately, I’ve lost track of the number of times I’ve been tortured by the bond-sear that has given me a front row seat to your prolific sex life.” My words break from my throat like crackling, and I draw a sharp breath to hold back the pain.

“My first experience of bond-sear was only a day after you mated, claimed, and rejected me. And you’ve barely existed more than three days without sex since. Three seems to be your magic number.” I whisper the last words as nausea swims in my stomach, my humiliation bare for all to see.

Pin drop silence echoes in the room as I retake my seat with heaviness in my heart and trembling limbs.

Dante suddenly growls, and I snap my head up, flinching at the hate and anger in his eyes as he grips the edge of the bench, his former composure unraveling as his face hardens, his skin turning red like his hair. 

“I never fucked you, and I never fucking claimed you.”

Trent bangs his gavel with a growl, and I lean back in my seat from the force of Dante’s anger, stunned at the insane position he maintains.

Dante leans forward on the bench and snarls down at me. “Every Alpha here can scent your virginity, so again. I. Have. Never. Fucked. You.”

My chest caves in as Trent bangs his gavel and sends Dante a heated glare, “You were warned, Alpha Dante. The Secretary will write up your fine. Keep it up, and you get another,” he growls, and Dante sits back with a scowl.

Pain overwhelms, but its Lilith’s indignation that has me holding my head high despite the tears threatening to outpour from me.

“If you want to be technical about it, then yes, Dante, you have never... fucked... me.” Distaste fills my mouth at the word.

Trent groans and bangs his gavel again, glaring at me now. “Miss Highwater,” he warns.

“Apologies, Alpha Trent.” I bow my head contritely.

Dante leans back, glaring at me triumphantly as he folds his arms across his massive chest.

For a moment, I struggle to find my way through the frustration and anger burning inside me. My throat tightens, and the tears I’ve been trying to hold back fall unchecked and darken the wooden table in perfect tiny circles that encapsulate my pain.

I look up as Dante shifts suddenly in his seat, and for a moment, I see a flash of gold in his eyes as Hades makes an appearance. Lilith claws inside me in response, and I feel her burning in my eyes as she surfaces, always hungry for Hades’ attention.

I raise my chin to face Dante, his wolf, and the council.

“You are correct, Alpha Dante. You didn’t mate me. Hades did. He mated and claimed Lilith, but you seem to conveniently think somehow you don’t have any culpability over your wolf’s actions.”

Dante’s face goes ashen as he stares at me, his jaw clicking and silence deafening the room before he slowly leans forward again. “What do you mean, Hades claimed Lilith.”

I stare back at him, my blood boiling beneath my skin, “Is this a joke? Because it’s not funny.” I snap. What the hell is he playing at? I just don’t understand what he’s doing, what he thinks he’s going to achieve out of this. Only my death, but he has other evidence to seal that fate; he does not need this lie about his claim. Unless the very thought is so abhorrent to him, he won’t even publicly admit it. My insides burn.

“Do I look like I am joking?” his growl is as fierce as his glare. “What do you mean Hades claimed Lilith?” His eyes bore into me like liquid gold, as if searching for some lost truth.

I turn to Neo, who looks just as stunned and confused as I feel.

This is what insanity must feel like.

“I don’t know why I have to spell this out to you as if you weren’t there. Hades mated Lilith, he claimed her and set the mate bond in place, and then when he shifted you back, instead of completing the claim, you rejected me—or have you conveniently forgotten?”

My slightly hysterical laugh fades as Dante crashes backward into his seat, his handsome face a picture of shock and horror.

It dawns on me suddenly. But it makes no sense.

“You don’t remember?” I whisper, staring at him as I start to shake.

Silence echoes through the chamber, then Trent bangs his gavel.

“I think we will call a recess. Alpha Dante, I would like to excuse you, Eva, and Alpha Neo from the Chamber, while the rest of us deliberate on the information at hand. We will call you all in when we have decided on this matter.”

Dante’s broad shoulders are hunched as he rises from his seat. He steps down from the raised bench and walks past our table, heading for the exit. My breath hitches as he pauses next to me. His honey eyes stare at me with an unreadable expression from beneath his furrowed brows.

A few seconds span like an eternity as his heady scent coils around me. He swallows visibly, his eyes flashing as he licks his bottom lip.

The moment vanishes as Neo grasps my elbow and growls low at Dante.

He snaps his head to glare at Neo, then swiftly strides away with his heavy footsteps echoing in the quiet chamber.

“Let’s go,” Neo says, guiding me out by my elbow. I move like I’m underwater.

What just happened?

Neo leads me to a side chamber. My head spins from Dante’s scent lingering in the hall. I hate how much it affects me.

“Here, drink this.” Neo shoves a bottle of water in front of me.

I drink on automation while she paces the small room. “What the fuck is Dante playing at?” she snarls.

“Your guess is as good as mine,” I whisper and shake my head. “He must be faking it. How could he not remember? Is that even possible?” I look up at my sister, who meets my eyes with a slow shrug and a heavy sigh.

“I’ve never heard of it. But, maybe his wolf is sick?” She reaches for something to make sense, but we both know there is nothing in this scenario that does.

“He’s not sick, Neo. He just doesn’t care. He never has.” I lean my head back against the wall behind me and wrap my arms around my body. I close my eyes, then flick them open again as Dante’s honey eyes flash in my mind.

Neo walks over to stand in front of me with her hands on her hips. “Eva, you know me, I hate Dante as much as you. But I could scent him, every Alpha could. He was genuinely shocked, and if he didn’t know his wolf claimed Lilith, then he has a serious problem with his wolf. And fuck, I hate to say this, but it would explain a lot.”

I stare at Neo in disbelief. “Explain? No.” I shake my head, unable to reconcile the suffering I’ve been through with Neo’s suggestion. “I’m not wrong about Dante. He is cruel and selfish, and even if by some crazy circumstance he didn’t know Hades mated Lilith, he still rejected me and told me to my face I was cursed and not fit to be his mate. There is no excuse for that, Neo.”

Neo sits beside me on the bench. “You’re right, Eva, there is no excuse.” She sighs heavily. “Right now, I guess it’s all irrelevant. The reason why we are here is to prove that you didn’t kill Hanna intentionally, that Lilith was defending her bond with Hades. I think we’ve achieved that.”

I wrap my arms around my body to ward off the chill under my skin and walk to the window, staring out across the green-filled woodlands.

Neo thinks we’ve won. And yes, maybe we proved the mate-bond pushed Lilith to kill. But Dante knows the one truth about what happened that will slip the noose around my neck anyway.
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Hades.

I growl into the small side chamber as I try to reach my wolf and get no response. Not a new situation, but this time, I fucking need some communication from him.

My hands clench into fists at my side as I stare out the wide wall of windows. I don’t even see the beautiful virgin forest outside. All I see is Eva Highwater and her stunning emerald eyes spitting green fire at me.

I groan as my dick throbs in my pants, just like it does every time she gets near me. I shove my hands deep into my pockets and widen my stance to give myself some room to breathe.

Everything about Eva Highwater still drives me fucking insane. From her perfectly braided golden hair, to her tight, lithe figure, and her crisp, pure scent that reminds me of the ice melt on the first day of spring. 

I may have rejected Eva, but that does not make me immune to her ample assets. And fuck, she has plenty of them. Even her fiery attitude makes me want to put her into submission. Preferably on her back with her perfect tits in my mouth. The fact that she can make me horny while I’m fucking furious is a special skill on its own.

I groan as my thoughts run away with me. I do not need this shit right now. Hades has fucked us both over.

Hades! I call again down my link. The answer is the same as ever.

Silence.

“Fuck you, Hades,” I clench my fists harder in my pockets to control the overwhelming desire to punch them through the window. “You stupid, fucking wolf,”

And then there he is. He surges under my skin, baring his teeth at me. If there is anything I know about my wolf, it’s how to push his buttons.

What did you do, Hades? I ask again. His low growl in reply tells me nothing. I lean my forearm against the glass window. Familiar rage, guilt, and pain storm inside my head, and it takes all my willpower not to descend into their hungry claws.

The door behind me suddenly opens. I turn to see Eric and Connor enter.

“Leave me alone,” I snap, and walk somewhat uncomfortably over to a side table that holds an assortment of drinks. I frown at the non-alcoholic selection, but am relieved at the same time.

“You know we can’t do that, Dante. The Council needs answers,” Eric sighs, and I scoff.

“I’d like some fucking answers, too,” I mumble to myself, finally settling on a bottle of water.

Eric and Connor wait while I twist off the bottle top and drink. Connor makes a show of sniffing the air and frowning at the undertones of my arousal in the air. Uppity prick.

I hold his disapproving stare as I sip the water slowly. His jaw clenches, but he says nothing.

I know why they were chosen to come and speak to me.

Both Eric and Connor were part of my Alpha Assessment team five years ago; both of them are almost a decade older than me. They are no closer to me, though, than any of the other Alphas on the Council. I know they tolerate my presence because they have to. I’ve earned my place the same way they have, but it doesn’t mean we have to like each other.

Eric runs a hand over his close-cropped, tight curls. His intelligent gray eyes contrast with his ebony skin and scan me intently as I cross my arms and stare back at him.

“Is it true?” Eric asks. “Did Hades claim Lilith before you rejected her?”

I pause and shrug my shoulders. “If he did, I didn’t know.”

Connor shakes his head. “How the fuck is that possible, Dante?”

“Do you have a problem with your wolf?” Eric holds my gaze with narrowed, piercing eyes.

I grit my teeth, letting my silence be my answer.

Connor growls a little as my silence stretches and his annoyance rises. Eric moves to stand beside Connor. Two peas in a fucking pod. Perfect Alphas who have never done a thing wrong in their perfect lives.

Connor crosses his tattooed arms, and the afternoon sun beaming through the window kisses his shiny bald head. He strokes his black beard, squinting at me. “Dante, you have two choices here. Answer the questions we ask, or the next person asking will be King Viktor.”

I snarl at his threat, but know it’s not an empty one. This is a formal hearing, and I’ve just ended up a star-fucking-witness. As an Alpha, though, the Council cannot compel my testimony. But if I become hostile, the trial could move to Lycanos, where King Viktor will examine me. There is no werewolf alive who can refuse or lie to the Alpha King, and it is the last damn thing I want.

“Dante, do you have a problem with your wolf?” Eric asks again when he sees the resignation in my eyes.

My jaw clenches, and I turn to look back out the window before I answer. “Yes.”

“How bad is it between you two?”

I exhale and turn to face them. “I blackout when I shift, and Hades has not spoken to me in six years.”

“Fuck,” Connor says, wide-eyed, reaching up to tug his short black beard.

Eric tilts his head and squints at me. “You hid this during your Alpha Assessment. I didn’t see it when I was at Black Valley.”

“Neither did I,” Connor adds.

I fold my arms and draw up to my full height, which is several inches above both of them.

“I didn’t need to tell anyone about it. My issues with Hades have never affected my ability to lead my pack, as is evident by the fact I passed my Alpha Assessment with flying fucking colors.” I snark as Eric and Connor’s faces darken. There is nothing they can do about it now, and they know it. “I trust Hades completely,” I add, and Connor glares at me.

“You trust him?” he snaps. His lips curl, and his canines flash at me. “How the fuck can you trust him after what he did to Eva? For fuck’s sake,” Connor growls and stands in front of me, his hands now on his hips. “Do you even remember rejecting her?”

“Of course, I fucking remember!” I snap. “That’s not what I don’t remember.” I turn back to face them. “She said Hades claimed Lilith. I don’t remember that happening. Nothing at all. I swear.”

Eric and Connor exchange glances. “Your wolf should be able to verify. Ask him,” Connor demands.

“Did you not just hear me tell you he hasn’t spoken to me in six years?” I growl. “I don’t know what he did, or if he did anything at all. He has confirmed nothing with me,” I snap back.

“Did she lie?” Eric asks suddenly, and I turn my head as he walks toward me.

“About what, exactly?” I reply, not hiding my exasperation at this endless questioning.

“Eva was very specific about your sexual routines, knowledge only the bond would give her. So, did she lie?”

I draw a breath and rub my forehead as my head pounds. I don’t want to believe it. I don’t want there to be any truth in what Eva said.

My insides twist. I’ve been guilty of so much in my lifetime, and just when I thought I had found myself in a place where I could live with my past, this happens. The pounding in my head increases, and my thoughts and emotions sink into a place I know will drag me to hell if I let them.

“Dante, we need the truth,” Eric says firmly when I don’t immediately answer him. “Eva faces execution.” His eyes bore into mine. “Execution, Dante.” He emphasizes and steps closer to me. “If she is found guilty, her heart will be ripped from her chest, so you should think very carefully about your answer.”

Something inside me burns, and I clench my fist to resist the urge to rub my chest.

I turn to face the window as an image of Eva appears before me, dressed in a thin nightgown, half-hidden by a tree. Dawn had not broken and my truck lights illuminated her white dress, making me slow down. It was just a moment that seemed like forever as our eyes met. I saw the gold rim of her wolf in her emerald green eyes; waiting, watching me leave Crystal Moon the morning before Hanna Jepson was killed.

Perfect, pure Eva Highwater is lying. 

She knew I had left the pack. She didn’t go to my room to reject me. She went with the intent to kill Hanna. I should let her lies bury her.

“Dante.” Connor snaps me back to Eric’s question, “If Hades can’t confirm the claim, you can. Eva said she felt bond-sear a day after you rejected her. That’s very specific timing, and she would only know that if a claim was in place. So did she lie?”

I clench my fists and draw in a breath to stem the nausea bubbling in my gut. I remember it well, losing my virginity to some nameless, faceless she-wolf in Ridge City. I had no reason to hold on to it after I rejected Eva. And the unfathomable realization exploding in my head is that if she felt that, then she is not the guilty one. I am.

“No. She’s not lying.” My jaw aches from how hard I’m clenching it.

Eric nods and steps back. “That’s confirmation enough.” He turns to Connor. “Hades claimed the bond before Dante rejected it. This means for Lilith, the mate bond is in place. She was triggered by the bond-sear, and her wolf acted in defense of the bond.”

Connor’s eyes skim me over with disgust.

I growl low and step toward him, looking down at him from my five-inch height advantage.

“You’d best remember I am not on trial here. I rejected Eva, as was my right. To my knowledge, the mate bond had not been claimed, so my actions after the rejection were neither wrong nor malicious.” My lips curl and my canines flash at Connor who reciprocates.

“I think that’s enough,” Eric says, holding a palm against Connor’s chest to halt his angry step toward me.

“No, it’s not.” Connor breaks away from Eric and glares up at me, his hands balled, “Your wolf claimed a bond, and you rejected it without knowing about the claim. Now that you know, do you still maintain your rejection?”

My answer is unhesitating. “Absolutely. My reasons for rejecting Eva have not changed.” 

Connor’s disgust deepens, and Eric shakes his head.

“We have enough information for the Council to deliberate. Connor, let’s go,” Eric says, heading to the door.

Connor flashes his canines at me again. “What you’ve done is possibly the most dishonorable thing any wolf could do to a mate, even one you don’t want. Eva is correct, you are culpable for the actions of Hades, and if you are half the Alpha you think you are, you should do everything you can to make this right by her.”

I take one step in his direction, teeth bared, fists clenched, but Connor turns from me without another glance, slamming the door behind him.

With one reverberating growl, I swipe my arms across the side counter, sending the soda cans flying across the room. They bounce against the opposite wall and burst open, sending sugary sweet soda splashing all over the antique furniture. My nose twitches at the cloying sweet flavors filling the air.

“Fuck,” I growl, heaving deep breaths as I stare at the mess I made.

I should have burned Eva with her lies. Why the fuck didn’t I?

I stare up at the plaster ceiling and its ridiculous ornate cornices, and all I see are her tears. I smell her pain.

I fucking did that. Hades did that.

Her guilt is ours.
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When Neo and I reenter the Council Chamber, it is to find Dante seated not at the high Council bench, but at a new table set out six feet to our right.

He does not look at us as we sit, but keeps his gaze forward and focused on the Council bench.

I settle in my seat and pretend to search for something in my purse; anything to keep my eyes away from him. An impossible task with how close he is to me. His heavy scent reaches for me, and my eyes blur slightly as I stare blindly into my purse.

I blink my eyes clear and then spot a stick of gum at the bottom of my purse.

Stop fidgeting. Neo links me suddenly, and I jolt in surprise. My hand catches in my purse as I yank it out, and a gold tube of lipstick falls out and drops to the floor.

I watch with my heart in my throat as it rolls the whole six feet in Dante’s direction and stops when it bumps his expensive leather shoes.

I groan internally as he looks down with a frown and stares at it for a moment.

During the recess, he removed his jacket and tie and rolled up his shirtsleeves. My eyes are drawn to the tribal tattoos running down his exposed arm as he bends and reaches for the lipstick.

The dark tattoos were not there five years ago. Back then, his skin was as smooth and unmarked as the day he was born. But when he came to Crystal Moon for Neo’s alpha assessment, I got a full look at his new tattoos the night of the pack test raid. Vivid colors and complex designs cover his entire body from neck to wrist, back and chest, and what I could see of his legs were covered to his ankles. Already a breathtakingly beautiful specimen of an Alpha male, the tattoos elevate Dante to the realm of a beastly sex god.

Dante looks up suddenly as he picks up the lipstick, and the gold tube disappears into his large hand. My breath hitches as our eyes meet. The effect on me is instantaneous as my core flutters in response.

Trent bangs his gavel. I flinch and turn to face the Council, my face flaming and Neo glaring at me.

Trent brings the session to order, clears his throat, and begins by addressing me.

“Miss Highwater. This Council has deliberated on the matter of the killing of Hanna Jepson. It is truly one of the more complex cases we have adjudicated, and I say this on behalf of this council that we are sorry for your suffering.”

I bend my head, my chest constricting. I don’t want their pity. I just want this to be over with.

“We have considered your testimony, and Alpha Dante’s confirmation to this Council, which establishes that his wolf, Hades, did in fact claim your wolf, Lilith





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SCENT OF MOON AND MADNESS-.*
WY e






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image001.jpg
A SCENT OF MOON AND MADNESS
11

HEAT
HEART

BREE ROSEBURY





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
CRYSTAL MOON
ALPHA FAMILY

QUILL HIGHWATER + HELGA FENRIR
(DECEASED)

ARABELLA HIGHWATER
MATED TO ALPHA BLAZE DAWSON OF SHADOW DAWN

BELINDA HIGHWATER
MATED TO ALPHA CONNOR STORM OF STORM COVE

CORDELIA HIGHWATER
MATED TO ALPHA ERIC STEEL OF STEELWATER

DELILA HIGHWATER
MATED, TO ALPHA DRAKE ASHER OF ASHWOOD

EVA HIGHWATER (TWIN 1)
REJECTED. UNMATED

FREYA HIGHWATER (TWIN 2)
REJECTED. UNMATED

GENESIS NEO HIGHWATER
MATED TO ALPHA SEBASTIAN STONE






d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg
PRIME 10 WOLF COUNCIL

ASHWOOD
ALPHA DRAKE ASHER

BLACK VALLEY
ALPHA DANTE BLACK

BLOOD STONE
ALPHA SEBASTIAN STONE

BLUE RIDGE
ALPHA TRENT BLUETTI

CRYSTAL MOON
ALPHA QUILL HIGHWATER

RIVER RUN
ALPHA GAGE RIVERS

SHADOW DAWN
ALPHA BLAZE DAWSON

SILVER HILL
LPHA HANS SILVER

STEELWATER
ALPHA ERIC STEEL

STORM COVE
HEAT ~ ALPHA CONNOR STORM
=

HEART





d2d_images/scene_break.png





