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The heat from the stage lights bore down, drawing beads of sweat across my forehead. My enhanced senses picked up every detail of the packed arena - the thunderous heartbeats of thousands, their mingled scents of anticipation and excitement, the electric energy crackling through the air.

I gripped the microphone stand, my claws threatening to emerge. Deep breath in. Deep breath out. The wolf inside me stirred, feeding off the raw energy of the crowd.

"Los Angeles!" My voice carried across the sea of faces, drawing a deafening roar in response. The sound vibrated through my chest, awakening memories of late nights in that cramped London garage where Dreams of the Coven first came together. Back then, we'd played for maybe twenty people on a good night. Now, twenty thousand pairs of eyes stared back at me.

The familiar weight of my silver pendant pressed against my chest, grounding me. Another deep breath. The stage lights painted everything in stark whites and deep shadows, but my keen eyes picked out individual faces in the crowd - a teenage girl in the front row wearing our band's t-shirt, tears already streaming down her face. A middle-aged man further back, arms crossed but foot tapping. They had no idea what I was, what we were. To them, we were just another band that had clawed its way up from obscurity.

I let the energy of the crowd wash over me, each pulse of excitement hitting like a physical force. My fingers flexed around the mic, and I felt my canines lengthen behind closed lips.

"Are you ready?" The question rolled across the arena.

The response hit like a wave, but I caught the hesitation, the held-back energy still coiled in the air. Not good enough.

"I said, ARE YOU READY?" I planted my feet wider, leaning into the question.

The roar grew louder, but something primal in me sensed they were still holding back. My lip curled.

"I thought you came here to rock tonight, not prance around like a bunch of mewling kittens." The words carried a growl underneath that only I could hear. "One last time - are you ready to have your souls shattered?"

The crowd erupted. The sound hit me like a wave of bliss, twenty thousand voices becoming one primal scream. Perfect. Behind me, the Twins' blistering guitars ripped through the air as the opening notes of "Soul Shattered" tore through the arena. The drums kicked in, and I felt the familiar surge as the music took hold.

The lyrics poured from my soul, each word carrying the weight of centuries of moonlit hunts. My pack's energy flowed through the music - the Twins' fingers blazing across their guitars in perfect sync, Sarah's bass line threading through it all like a prowling predator.

"When darkness falls, and silence calls..." The words ripped from my throat, raw and powerful. The crowd sang along, their voices a pale echo of the primal force behind mine. If they only knew the truth behind our lyrics, the real meaning of running wild under silver skies.

The chorus crashed over us like a wave, and then Abigail took center stage with her drum solo. Her sticks became a blur, weaving a rhythm that spoke of racing hearts and pounding feet. The same intensity I'd seen in her eyes backstage, when she'd strutted in with that satisfied smirk, still high from her hunt.

"You can't deny what we are forever, Keisha." Her words from earlier echoed in my mind, competing with the thunder of her drums. "The music's great, but it's not enough. You need the hunt. We all do."

The memory of her standing there, hair disheveled, lipstick smeared, made my stomach clench. She'd found some willing prey at the hotel bar - young, eager, probably thought he'd scored the night of his life. And he had, just not in the way he'd imagined.

The worst part was, she wasn't wrong. The wolf inside me stirred at the thought, hungry for more than just the crowd's energy. But I'd worked too hard to build this, to let our true nature risk everything we'd created.

Abigail's solo peaked in a crash of cymbals, and I caught her eye as we launched into the bridge. Her gaze held both challenge and concern. The same look she'd given me when she'd said, "You're our alpha. We follow your lead. But you're leading us away from what we are."

I launched into the next verse, my voice soaring over the thundering instruments. The lyrics spoke of moonlit chases and passionate encounters, metaphors that our human fans interpreted as pure poetry. If they only knew.

Through the haze of stage lights, I caught Erin and Sophia exchanging their trademark mischievous grins. Last night, they'd prowled the hotel corridors in matching outfits, giggling as they'd each found eager groupies to entertain. Their approach to the hunt was playful, almost innocent - if anything involving werewolves could be called innocent.

The twins stepped forward, their guitars screaming in harmony as they began their signature duet with Abigail. Their fingers danced across the fretboards while Abigail's drums crashed like thunder, the three of them locked in a primal battle that had the crowd going wild.

My gaze drifted to Sarah, her fingers steady on the bass, keeping us all anchored. She caught my eye and gave a slight nod. Unlike the others, Sarah understood control. She'd gone three months without a hunt before finally giving in last week, and even then, she'd been discrete. No mess, no drama - just satisfaction of the urge and a clean break.

The twins' hair whipped around their faces as they played, their movements perfectly synchronized. Behind them, Abigail's drumsticks became a blur, her entire body moving with controlled violence. The duel between guitars and drums peaked, drawing screams from the audience.

I felt the familiar push-pull of my own urges as I watched them play. The wolf inside me recognized each of their hunting styles - the twins' playful seduction, Abigail's explosive passion, Sarah's calculated precision. Each valid, each dangerous in its own way.

I stepped forward, my boots carrying me to the very edge of the stage as the final chorus built. The words poured from my lips with raw intensity, speaking of moonlit hunts and primal desires. My fingers curled around the mic, knuckles white with the effort of maintaining control.

The crowd pressed closer, their bodies radiating heat and need. Their scents hit me like a drug - sweat, desire, adrenaline. My nostrils flared, drinking it in against my better judgment. A young woman in the front row caught my eye, she was excited to be there, in more ways than one. The wolf inside me tracked that enticing aroma, imagining how easy it would be to-

No. I gripped the mic tighter, focusing on the music. The outro began, my voice dropping to a haunting whisper that carried across the arena. Behind me, Sarah's bass line threaded through the melody like a stalking predator, while the twins' guitars wove an ethereal tapestry of sound.

But this close to the crowd, their collective energy was overwhelming. Every breath brought new temptation - the metallic tang of blood pumping through veins, the sweet musk of arousal, the sharp bite of fear mixed with excitement. My canines lengthened behind closed lips as I sang, and I tasted blood where they pressed against my inner lip.

Abigail's drums faded to a distant heartbeat, matching the pulse of the crowd. The wolf clawed at my insides, demanding release. These humans were prey, all of them, and they were offering themselves so willingly. Just one leap, one moment of surrender...

The music swelled around me as we approached the final notes. My hands shook with the effort of maintaining control, sweat beading on my forehead. The wolf's desire mixed with the music until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

This couldn't go on. Something had to give.
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I pushed up from my crouch, ready to launch into "Midnight's Call" - our next track. The stage lights dimmed for dramatic effect, leaving me in near darkness. Perfect timing to regain my composure.

Then it hit me.

A scent cut through the wall of human aromas like a blade. My knees nearly buckled as I inhaled deeply, trying to locate its source. Sweet and dark, like honey mixed with storm clouds. Feminine. Powerful. Something ancient stirred in my blood, recognizing what my human mind couldn't yet process.

My fingers cramped around the microphone stand. The wolf surged forward, and I felt my bones begin to shift beneath my skin. My vision sharpened, colors bleeding away as everything focused into stark relief. The crowd became a mass of heat signatures and beating hearts, but that scent... that scent stood out like a beacon.

Where was it coming from? I scanned the audience, desperate to find-

The first notes of "Midnight's Call" ripped through the air as Erin and Sophia's guitars screamed in unison. The familiar melody jerked me back from the edge, music drowning out the wolf's howl. I grabbed onto the sound like a lifeline, letting the twin harmonies ground me in the present.

My bones settled back into place, though my heart still raced. I forced air into my lungs, grateful for the few seconds of darkness while the twins played their intro. The scent lingered, but the immediate danger of shifting had passed.

I brought the mic to my lips, ready to sing, but my nose twitched. Whoever was out there, they'd just changed everything.

I backed away from the stage's edge, my hips swaying to the pulsing rhythm as our practiced choreography took over. The familiar motions should have been automatic, but that scent made every movement a battle for control.

I spun toward Erin, matching her wild energy as she tore through her solo. Her platinum hair whipped around her face, and she flashed me a knowing grin. The kind that usually meant trouble.

"You okay?" she mouthed between riffs.

I nodded, though my hands shook as I gripped the mic. Moving across the stage, I reached Sophia, mirroring her movements as she and her sister built the song to its crescendo. The twins' guitars wove together in perfect harmony, but beneath the music, that intoxicating scent grew stronger.

My eyes swept the crowd again. Row after row of faces blurred together, but somewhere among them... there. A flash of movement near the center caught my attention. The sea of bodies parted for a moment, and-

The scent slammed into me full force. My knees buckled, and I barely caught myself. The wolf clawed at my insides, demanding to be let out. To hunt. To claim.

I spun away from the audience, using the movement to hide my struggle. Sarah's concerned eyes met mine as I approached her section of the stage. The bass line thundered through my bones, helping me focus on anything except that maddening aroma.

But it was useless. Even with the music pounding in my ears and the heat of the lights beating down, I couldn't shut it out. That scent called to something primitive inside me, something I'd spent years keeping caged.

I had to find its source. Had to know who could affect me this strongly. My eyes darted back to where I'd caught that glimpse of movement, but the crowd had shifted again, hiding them from view.

I closed my eyes, drawing on years of discipline. The alpha in me wouldn't - couldn't - lose control. Not here. Not now. The music was my anchor, and I'd be damned if I let some mysterious scent derail everything we'd built.

Sarah's bass line kicked in for our third track, "Hunter's Moon," and I latched onto the irony. The opening vocals were low and guttural, perfect for channeling the wolf's energy into something productive.

My fingers traced the mic stand as I prowled the stage, each step deliberate. The movement helped, gave me focus. The wolf wanted to hunt, to seek? Fine. I'd give it the illusion of stalking prey, but on my terms.

"Prowling through shadows..." The lyrics took on new meaning tonight. My voice carried across the venue, raw and powerful. The twins flanked me, their guitars building the tension as we moved through the verse.

That scent still pulled at me, but I pushed back harder. I was alpha. Control wasn't just about dominance - it was about responsibility. My pack depended on me. Our fans filled this venue because they trusted us to deliver.

I gripped the mic tighter, letting my nails dig into my palms. The slight pain grounded me further in reality. My voice grew stronger with each line, drowning out the wolf's demands with pure sound.

The music swelled around me, and I rode it like a wave. Every instinct screamed to search the crowd, to find them, but I kept my focus on the back wall. Years of practice had taught me how to appear engaged while maintaining distance. Tonight, that skill meant everything.

I was alpha. The hunt would wait. The stage was my territory, and here, I made the rules.

The opening notes of Erin's solo gave me a moment to breathe, to focus on the hunt that called to my blood. My eyes swept across the crowd, picking out feminine features - a flash of blonde hair here, a curve of neck there. None matched that intoxicating scent.

Sophia's guitar crashed in, transforming her sister's melodic riffs into something wilder, more primal. The change in tempo matched my racing pulse as I scanned the second row and-

There.

Auburn waves cascaded past delicate shoulders. Pale skin seemed to glow under the stage lights. But it was her eyes that caught me - green like spring leaves in morning dew. The wolf in me recognized her instantly as the source of that maddening aroma.

The music cued my next verse. I locked eyes with her, watching a smile bloom across her face as she realized I'd singled her out. Her cheeks flushed pink, and even from the stage, I caught the spike in her scent - excitement, pleasure, and something deeper that made my wolf howl.

She dropped her gaze, but I kept track of her as I sang, my voice taking on a hungrier edge. The lyrics about moonlit chases and primal desires felt less like poetry and more like prophecy. Every time I moved across the stage, my eyes found her again, drawn back like a compass finding true north.

The rest of the crowd faded to background noise. The twins' guitars, Sarah's bass - it all became accompaniment to this moment of connection. I poured everything into the performance, but my focus never truly left that splash of auburn in the second row.
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The final notes of "Moonlit Rebellion" tore from my throat as sweat dripped down my neck. The crowd's energy surged through me, their screams and cheers made my skin tingle.

I gripped the mic stand with both hands. "Los Angeles! You've been absolutely incredible tonight!"

The response shook the foundations. I lived for this - the raw connection between performer and audience. My pack played the opening notes of our signature outro, "Pack's Fury."

"Before we leave you tonight-" I raised my arms, conducting the crowd's response like a symphony. "I want to hear you howl!"

The audience erupted. Their collective voice hit me like a tsunami, feeding the wolf inside me. That scent still lingered, but the pure adrenaline of performance helped me maintain control.

"Louder!" I commanded, and they obeyed. Always obeyed. "Make the whole city hear you!"

The twins' guitars wailed as Abigail's drums thundered. Sarah's bass line threaded through it all, holding our sound together like she always did. They didn't need me for this part - this was their moment to shine.

I bowed deep, blew a kiss to the crowd, and strode offstage. My legs trembled with each step down the backstage corridor, the cool air a shock after the heat of the lights.

The first bottle of water barely touched my lips before it was empty. I crushed the plastic in my fist, grabbed another from the cooler. The second went down just as fast, but did nothing to quench the burning in my throat - or the other hunger that particular scent had awakened.

Through the walls, I heard my pack owning the stage, their instrumental finale reaching a fever pitch. I pressed my forehead against the cool concrete wall, letting the vibrations of their music wash through me.

The memory of Abigail's words from before the show stung fresh in my mind. "You can't keep denying what you are, Keisha. The longer you fight it, the harder it'll be to control when it finally breaks free."

I slid down the wall, my skin still electric from the performance. She'd been right - tonight had proven that. One scent, one perfect scent, and I'd nearly lost everything we'd built.

"The hunt isn't just about feeding the wolf," Abigail had pressed, her eyes fierce with concern. "It's about accepting who we are. What we are."

My fingers traced the condensation on the third water bottle. The twins made it look so easy - find someone, enjoy them, move on. Sarah managed it with calculated precision, like scheduling a dentist appointment. Even Abigail, with her explosive encounters, at least acknowledged her nature.

But I was the alpha. The leader. The one who had to maintain control, had to show strength. The one who'd pushed us from garage band to worldwide sensation. And yet here I sat, shaking from a single scent in a crowd of thousands.

How long had it been? Three years? Four? The dates blurred together in an endless stream of concerts, recordings, and interviews. Three or four years of suppressing the wolf, channeling everything into the music instead.

"You're not protecting anyone by denying yourself," Abigail's voice echoed in my head. "You're just making it more dangerous when you finally snap."

The worst part? That woman's scent still lingered in my nose, calling to something primitive and hungry inside me. My claws had started to emerge, leaving tiny scratches in the plastic bottle. I forced them back, but the effort left me panting.

I pressed my palms against my temples, fighting the warring instincts inside me. The music from stage had shifted to its final crescendo - my time was running out. Soon the crowd would disperse, taking that intoxicating scent with it.

My wolf clawed at my insides, demanding release. The primal urge to chase, to claim, to mark warred against years of careful control. But Abigail's words rang true - I couldn't keep denying this part of myself.

The roar of the crowd peaked one final time as the twins hit their last power chord. Through the walls, I caught fragments of their voices as they thanked the audience.

I pushed myself up from the floor. If I was going to do this, I needed a plan. Something between the twins' casual encounters and Abigail's explosive finales. I couldn't afford to lose control, not with someone who smelled like... that.

My fingers traced the VIP passes in my pocket - meant for the meet-and-greet after the show. A controlled environment. Security. My pack nearby if things went wrong.

The stage door burst open as Sarah entered, bass slung over her shoulder. Her eyes found mine, understanding flickering across her features.

"I caught her scent from stage," she said, setting down her instrument. "You're going to hunt?"

I nodded, throat tight.

"Just... be careful. Remember who you are first, what you are second."

The rest of the pack filtered in, their energy still electric from the performance. Abigail's expression softened when she saw me, replacing her earlier frustration.

"Finally listening to reason?" She wiped sweat from her forehead with a towel.

"I'm doing this my way," I said, straightening my shoulders. "Controlled. Careful."

The twins exchanged knowing looks, but kept their usual commentary to themselves.

I pulled out the VIP passes, fanning them between my fingers. "Time to meet our biggest fans."

I caught Jake's attention as he hovered near the dressing room door. His eyes darted to my claws - still not fully retracted - before meeting my gaze.

"Jake. I need you to find someone for me."

He stepped closer, notepad already in hand. After five years as our assistant, he knew our nature, knew what we were. More importantly, he knew when to keep his mouth shut.

"Second row, about six people from the left aisle." I closed my eyes, drawing that scent back into my mind. "Auburn hair, wavy, just past her shoulders. Green eyes - pale, like spring leaves. She wore a black tank top
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