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A Hidden Existence
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The candle had burned out hours ago, taking the remnants of warmth with it. The shadows that had danced on the walls disappeared, leaving nothing but darkness in its wake. The thickness of the walls muffled sounds of laughter from the distance.

Time was an abstract thought. It was fleeting in the never-ending darkness surrounding the broken soul that curled in the corner of her earthly tomb. Waiting for death to come was a daunting task, but what option did she have? It was the perfect outcome to a hideous situation, freeing her from her abuser's intent on tormenting her broken body.

Her eyes snapped in the direction of the door, where she longed to make her escape. Not that her legs would carry her, even if she could get past him. They were in the middle of the frozen wastelands, the northernmost inhabited land, far from modern-day civilization.

She'd never make it if she ran, but if her wolf decided to show up, she might have a fighting chance to escape from this hell hole.

The door cracked open, and his eyes roamed the room, searching for her before he entered. Immediately, he locked the door before turning his unwanted attention back to her. His voice echoed in her mind as he spoke. "Nive, you'll turn eighteen in a few days, but it's a shame you'll never see the moon in the sky again."

"Not that I care," she tried to say nonchalantly. She desperately needed him to believe she was unfazed by his torment, but she was well aware that he'd see through her false bravado.

His faux smile clung to his face, distorted by the flames dancing in the lantern he held. "Now, Nive, after all I've done for you, are you willing to throw it away?"

Not having the strength to fight him, she whispered, "Whatever." Let his wrath boil over. Perhaps he'd end her misery before the New Year celebrations took place.

"Stupid Omega. Do you think I owe you something? Huh?" Alpha Lúka knelt next to her, grabbed her by the throat, and growled, "If it weren't for me, you'd have died on that ice pack."

She noticed his delusional behavior had morphed again. Now, he had a savior complex. Thinking back to her arrival at the ice hut, she might have been better off with the creep flirting with her than this monster. Save her. Huh. All he did was interrupt an uncomfortable conversation.

Unwilling to correct him again, she muttered, "Then you should have let me die. What kind of existence do you call this? How is this better than death?"

Looking stunned, he asked, "Have I not preserved your life?"

"For what? Don't you plan to sacrifice me to one of your imaginary gods? Isn't that your plan?"

A smug look spread across his face before he suggested, "Perhaps not. What if, on your birthday, we discover we're mated? I might accept you as my mate."

She moved away from him, saying, "I'll reject you. Full stop! Even if you glued my mouth shut, I could still reject you in my mind, and the moon goddess would accept my rejection."

"You'll do no such thing," he said.

Nive knew he was fuming but didn't care. She wouldn't accept anyone from this pack, regardless of who they were—not after what he had done to her. How many months had he kept her hidden away from the rest of the pack? Why? So he could sacrifice her to his ancient gods? What kind of a monster was he? One that would do anything to suppress the truth.

"You can't force me to mark you!"

"I can, and I will!"

She bristled at his words, replying, "How do you plan to stop me from rejecting you?"

Snapping at her, he hissed, "If you try, you won't live to regret it!"

"Whatever. You're a psycho! I'll never be with you! Ever!"

His hand wrapped around her frail neck. Letting out a guttural growl, he managed to say through gritted teeth, "I own you, bitch. You'll do as I say."

She tried to pry his hands off of her throat, but he was too strong. All of her abilities were muted. Digging her nails into his arms, she heard him swear as he backed away. Snarling at her, he kicked her in the ribs and said, "You little bitch! You'll pay for this!"

The door slammed as he left her curled up on the filthy floor, holding her ribs as the pain radiated from where his boot hit her. Feeling like time was standing still, she felt her wolf stirring, struggling to escape the wolfsbane poison swirling through her veins. Softly, she cried out, "Uyi, where are you? I need you!"

Uyi was too weak to push through and turn, but her desire to attack this bastard was strong. In the recesses of her mind, Nive heard, ‘When the poison wears off, he's a dead man. We’ll hunt his offspring until his line is destroyed forever. Vengeance shall be ours.’
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The Midnight Moon
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Ice devoured the land as far as the eye could see in varying shades of black and gray underneath the midnight moon. The ice formations stretched into the sky, and jagged edges and steep slopes danced along the horizon. The helicopter blades whipped the snow and ice into its whirlwind, devouring any remnants of visibility.

Taking in the stark beauty of his homeland, Kaj wondered why he was making the arduous journey back home. His heart wasn’t into this since he had no desire to verbally wrestle with his father over his decision to leave the main pack lands and travel to warmer climates in the hope of finding his mate.

Returning to Grettis Falls empty-handed, he felt like the prodigal son and wondered if he would be accepted back. Would his father force him to start again as a gamma, or would he punish him? He could be demoted to an omega, but his strength had only grown over time. He could be the Alpha if he needed to challenge his father.

Shuddering at that thought, he tried to immediately erase the images from his mind, fearing it might come true. After all, since his mother passed, his father had become a vindictive bastard. Before she left, his mother had managed to control his father’s temper, but unconstrained, he could force Kaj to be an omega out of fear of Kaj’s growing strength.

Lost in thought, he felt the bump as the helicopter touched down on the ice patch, and the pilot yelled into the headset, “Exit on the left and step away from the copter as quickly as possible.”

It took Kaj a few minutes to unbuckle himself and gather his meager possessions before he jumped out and took off for the ice hut about a hundred meters away. Once inside the dilapidated hut, he took off his hat and gloves and packed them in his backpack.

He quickly undressed, stuffed his clothing in the pouch, and shifted into his white wolf. Feeling like a trapped animal in the small building, he grabbed his bag with his teeth and pushed the door open. The frigid air didn’t bother his wolf as his paws hit the ice. Tane was ready to run.

Scanning the landscape for predators, he needed to start the last leg of this journey. It would be thirty kilometers over rough terrain during winter ice storms. He hoped he would make it to the pack lands before the storm’s full force blew in.

As his paws pounded underneath him, the steady rhythm calmed his restless soul. He wanted to try to make up with his dad and catch up with his two sisters, Aani and Rusa.

‘I know. They’re the only reason we’re heading home,’ Taniale, his wolf, grumbled. Kaj had to fight with him to return. The last thing Kaj wanted to do was fight with Tane over his decision as they raced through the storm. Knowing they needed to stay focused on their changing surroundings. Fighting with Tane would not only make the journey miserable, but it would add an element of danger.

Admonishing him, Kaj said, ‘Tane, don’t start again.’

‘I’m not starting anything. Just stating the obvious.’

Tane shut out Kaj for the next few hours as they raced under the perpetual midnight sky. He was on full alert as they drew closer to the pack. When they were a few kilometers out, he linked with the clan to announce his arrival. ‘Approaching, Kaju Tasiak. Entering pack land alone.’

His father’s voice echoed in his head. ‘Permission granted.’

Kaj wasn’t surprised that his father didn’t say, “Welcome home.” It would be a dicey reunion at best, knowing his father had a cruel and vindictive side that he wasn’t afraid to use as his temper flared at the simplest slight.

The fur on the back of Tane’s neck stood up as several sentinel wolves rapidly approached him. Tane stopped in his tracks and waited for them to acknowledge him. Circling Tane, their growls grew louder as they bared their fangs.

This was not the welcome party Kaj thought he’d receive.

What the bloody hell was going on? His father just granted him permission to enter their land. He should have safe passage to the pack lands, not a warning party. Before he had a chance to react, he watched in horror as they crouched down into attack formation, and without warning, all six sentinels lunged at him.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Skackles
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Bearing his fangs, Tane was ready to fight to his death, refusing to let his father's sentinels get the best of him. Seeing a gap, he lunged between two sentinels and turned back to face them as they slipped on the ice.

Gaining a slight advantage, he crouched and waited for them to regroup. Tane projected to Kaj, ‘We might not be able to win this, but we’re not going down without a fight.’

Before Kaj replied, he heard a grey wolf link with the other sentinels, 'Nip at his legs. If he can't run, we'll drag him down.'

Kaj mocked them, 'Thanks for the heads up. Did you forget that I belong to the pack?'

Ignoring their error and Kaj’s taunts, the sentinels formed another circle around Kaj.

Trapped in a standoff, Kaj asked Tane, 'Even if we were to make it to the village, there’d only be others to bring us down. What kind of game is my father playing?'

Breaking the silence, a booming voice carried into the night, "Tane, stand down, or I'll shoot you dead."

Tilting his head in the direction of the voice, Tane took in his Alpha, and he stepped back. Linking with his father, Kaj asked, 'Father, what is going on?' Kaj hadn’t expected a warm welcome home, but he absolutely didn’t expect to be treated as an outcast or a trespasser on clan land.

The steely look in his father's eyes told a thousand stories filled with hatred and envy. Regardless, Kaj wasn’t prepared for his father's words.

"Kaju, I'm placing you under arrest for the murder of Zan on the day you departed our village."

Tane let out a low, rumbling growl, standing up to his father.

'Stop, Tane! Stop! Are you trying to get us killed?'

Through a haze of anger, he replied, 'He's going to kill us anyways. I’d rather fight to my death than surrender to this bastard.'

'If it wasn't so bloody cold out, I'd change now and send you to the recesses of my mind.'

'Try it. I dare you,' Tane taunted as Kaj struggled to contain his anger.

Somehow, Kaj pushed past Tane's defenses and linked with his father, asking, "What on earth are you talking about? Why would I harm Zan?"

While waiting for his father's reply, he felt like he was punched in the gut, knowing his father had trumped up charges against him or he was being framed by the real killer. Either way. He was screwed!

Ignoring him, his father turned to the sentinels and ordered, "Take him down. I'll deal with him in the cells."

Without hesitation, Tane was about to pounce on his Alpha when Kaj screamed at him, 'No! Stop! He wants us to fight back!'

Pausing momentarily, Tane said, 'He'll be dead before we step foot in that village.'

Trying to calm his wolf down, he explained, 'You need to get yourself under control, fur ball. This is my life. You’re f...ing up!'

Their internal conversation was the perfect distraction for the sentinels to take advantage of their inaction.

Howling in excruciating pain, Tane’s mind was filled with black rage as fangs sunk into his hind leg.

Gaining his composure, he started snapping his jaw at his attackers, trying to fend them off, when the largest of the nameless sentinels grabbed Tane by the neck and mercilessly started to drag him across the ice, leaving a trail of fur and blood as they unceremoniously made their way into the village.

The storm's fierceness increased in intensity as the group approached the hidden village in the northernmost lands of Greenland. Snow swirls wrapped around them like cold winter blankets, blinding their path. A light flickered here and there in the distance from the upper rooms of the pack houses, but the majority of the living quarters were buried deep underground.

By the time they arrived, Tane had lost a lot of blood and was too weak to put up a fight. They dragged him down below into the prison cells and threw him on the ground. In and out of consciousness, Tane felt the heavy weight of the iron collar as it was locked in place around his neck.

Alone in the darkness, Kaj had a ridiculous thought flit through his befuddled mind. He should have taken advantage of the Arsarnerit, the northern lights. Perhaps he could have whistled to the lights, drawing the spirits near them. They would've taken down the sentinels for him, causing mischief along the way. If only the fables were true, he thought as he faded into oblivion.
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Hiding in the Shadows of My Mind
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Emptiness haunted Kaj's memories as he tried to search for Tane, but his wolf was far within the recesses of his mind. The poison invaded his body as he slept. How much wolfsbane did they force him to drink before he finally passed out?

If he could have managed to stay awake, he might have been able to throw up, but the poison took hold while he slept. They'd continue to weaken Tane if they forced him to drink more of that bitter liquid, and in the end, he’d die a painful and lonely death.

As his eyes adjusted to the darkness within the cell, he started to lose hope. There was no way for him to escape from the poison's lingering effects, stealing his strength and his wolf. Giving into his fate, he curled up as tightly as possible to stay warm and pulled the filthy fur blanket over him.

Mumbling more to himself than Tane, he said, "I know you're in there. You better beat this poison and come back to me. I won't let you die."

He waited silently, hoping Tane would reply, but his mind was empty. Would he ever hear Tane's grumpy voice again?

Without the antidote, he didn't expect to hear from his wolf for weeks. He'd be his father's punching bag should his father desire to torture him. "Tane, I can't let this bastard steal you from me. Not like this. It's cheating."

In the
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