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      My heart pounds and a scream erupts from my mother. I bury my face into her. Shaking, I open my clenched eyes, and realization dawns on me as pink curtains flow in the breeze. I roll over in my full size bed, noting that sweat coats my skin in a fine sheen, and annoyance rolls through me. It has been years since I had nightmares. Why today, of all days, do they have to plague me?

      Kicking at my twisted bedsheets, I find they stick to my legs, wet, just like my skin. Ugh, this is disgusting. I peel the soaked sheets from my feet, standing before pulling off the linens altogether.

      I won’t be coming back, but I really do not want a mess on my bed while I finish packing. But before anything, I need a shower. Entering my ensuite, I turn the shower on to heat up while brushing my teeth.

      When I glance up at the mirror, I cringe; I am a wreck. This is not going to cut it. I grab my face cleaner and hop into the shower.

      Water pours down my skin, washing away the sweat of my bad dream. I wish it could wash away the feeling of dread it leaves in its wake. No such luck has ever landed on my doorstep, but one still has hope. I take care to make sure all the grime is gone and use my refreshing lemon-scented cleanser to brighten my senses before I take on this life-changing day.

      A knock sounds at the door, and I startle, almost falling to the shower floor. Cursed, I tell you.

      “Who is it?” I call out, racking my brain as to who it could be.

      “Miss Alexandra, I am sorry to disturb you, but would you like me to take the trunk to the car?” Cinda, our omega servant, calls through the door.

      “No, I will be right out. Just—” I yell to her, wrapping a towel around my chest after climbing out. “Hold on.” I open the door. I really wish that I had brought clean clothes to change into, but seriously, this is my room.

      My bags are all packed and sitting at Cinda’s feet; it seems she has packed the rest of my things while I was in the shower. Pulling my eyes from the bags, I look around my childhood bedroom, noting the remnants of the life I am leaving behind. My brown teddy, the snow globe my father gave me sits on the shelf next to it.

      Cinda follows my gaze, “Are you sure you don’t want to take them? I can pack them in here.” She lifts the bag in her hands. Perfectly polished nails. She may be an omega, but she has always cared for her appearance, hair in a twist, though it is starting to gray along her face. She was sure to teach me as a child, too, teeth brushed, hair combed, nails cleaned, nothing got by her. My gaze lingers, Cinda coughs, pulling my attention back to her.

      “No, I am not taking them. The trunk stays too. I will not be taking it,” I state sternly, turning toward the door to my walk-in closet.

      A lone outfit hangs on the rail, waiting for me. This is really happening; I am leaving for college today. Part of me is thrilled to leave, while part of me is also ready to break down into tears. Leaving the pack for college is not common for young she-wolves, especially an Alpha’s daughter. For me, it came as no surprise when my parents approached me about further education away from the pack. It is sad to say, but no one pays much attention to me, as I am without a wolf.

      A chill runs down my spine as last nights’ nightmare tries to rear its ugly head. I shake the chill away, pulling myself from the memories. I do not want to recall the darkness.

      Reaching for a hanger, I slip the yellow cotton dress over my shoulders and shimmy it down to cover my hips. Next, I slide my feet into a pair of strappy pink sandals before I grab a cardigan to put in my purse. I mindlink my brother, letting him know I am almost ready to leave.

      Even though I have no wolf, I still have a great sense of smell and can mindlink with those in the pack, which is great. On the unfortunate side, I never got the rapid healing that most wolves have. Don’t get me wrong, I heal faster than the average human, but it is still considerably slow compared to a wolf.

      Exiting the closet with my purse, I grab one of the bags from the floor. Cinda picks up the other and helps me take them down to Mark, who is my chaperone for the day. Mark, a delta warrior, has served my family for many years, taking my mother and myself under his protection whenever my father, our beta or gamma, was not around. Ever since the attack, Alpha never let any of us stray too far outside the pack’s borders.

      Standing in the foyer, I look around, reminiscing about the life I had in this home when a flash of color comes racing in my direction. I’d know that streak of red hair anywhere; my brother Bryson casually dressed in black sweats and a gray t-shirt descends the stairs.

      “Wait!” he calls out, sprinting over. His strong arms wrap around me, yanking me in for a hug.

      My baby brother, my saving grace, still protects me as if his life and soul depend on it. Bryson, in his own backwards thinking, feels I protected him and our mother during the attack. That is the farthest thing from the truth; in fact, I was caught in the middle. I did nothing heroic. Still, Bryson loves me dearly, and I would not be as strong as I am today without him.

      When I was a teen with no wolf, he knew I needed to know how to protect myself, so he helped me, even though it was not sanctioned by our father.

      Even at nine years old, Bryson knew that I would have to train harder than any other female, as I am more vulnerable without a wolf. Bryson turned thirteen last year, gaining his wolf. As most wolves in our pack do at thirteen, his strength grows every day. I can feel new muscles that have popped up on his back through his shirt. My chest constricts, and I am crushed by his hug.

      “Bye, Bryce. I love you.” A rogue tear falls down my cheek.

      Pulling back from me, he brushes it away. “Don’t be sad, Lex. I will visit when Father lets me.”

      “Thanks, Bryce, but you know a future Alpha cannot be running about when he should be studying and training.” I sigh at him.

      “Come on, don't quote Alpha right now.” His lips grimace, and he rolls his eyes under his long strawberry lashes.

      He knows very well that Father will not let him visit. My father hopes that by educating me further, I may become of some use to our pack. From what I can tell, he is not holding his breath. It is widely known that a direct descendant of an Alpha with no wolf has never been a useful asset, only a liability.

      I shrug my shoulders and dive back in for one last hug. The air squeezes out of my lungs under his firm grip, and I cough, making Bryce chuckle.

      “Get a move on. The plane won’t wait,” he reminds me, placing his hands on my shoulders. I swear even his hands have grown larger in the last year.

      My lips pull tight, and I walk down the front steps, pausing on the bottom step. I glance back at Bryce, and he waves farewell. I nod to him, his eyes holding the same sadness I feel in my heart.

      I take one last look at my old home, wave goodbye, and climb into the dark sedan. Buckling myself in, I set my gaze out the front window and wonder what my new adventure will bring.
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      Thump. Thump. I find myself startled from my sleep when our sedan rolls over a set of train tracks.

      “About twenty more minutes to the airport, Miss Owens,” I hear Mark say. I rub my eyes and look out at the empty streets that will soon be bustling with customers as businesses open for the day.

      “Thank you.” I gaze out the window at an unknown town. I wonder what it will be like to fly on an airplane for the first time.

      Mark nods with a straight face, and I remember the first time I ever saw him after the attack. I was still in the hospital, and had not even been awake for a week. My parents had abandoned me for pack business, leaving me to be in the care of the nursing staff and under the careful guard of Mark. He was so intimidating back then, being tall with short dark hair. His eyes so brown they looked like the night, making the six-year-old in me wary. His looks haven’t changed much over the years, matured a little around the eyes, but instead of feeling intimidated, I feel loved like his own child.

      Eventually, I grew to love Mark; he is a great friend and one of my father’s trusted warriors. My father requested that Mark delivered me to campus, ensuring the commitment of Alpha Aaron to keep me safe and unharmed while I attend the college on the outskirts of his territory. Alpha Aaron has several pack members that attend the college. I am told he takes pride in his pack’s education and donates heavily to this institution due to its location.

      We arrive at the airport's long-term parking area, finding it is packed to the brim. Mark helps me gather my bags, as he only has a carry-on himself and plans to make a turnaround trip the next day after offloading me to my dorm room. We stop at a green diamond-shaped marker and wait for a shuttle to take us to the terminal. The ride is crowded, the bus is too full to have seats for everyone.

      Mark stays close, always within half an arm’s length—practically glued to my side. It is chilly when we depart the shuttle, entering through the moving glass doors to the check-in counter.

      I am shocked at how many people are in the airport. I have never flown before, instead always staying close to home. Mark warned me earlier not to stray far. I didn’t understand until now. All the smells mix together, making it hard to decipher who is wolf, vampire, fae, witch, etcetera. I slide closer to Mark, wary of this unknown feeling in my gut.

      Once our bags have been checked, we head over to a line they call security, which is where we are asked to unload our pockets and walk through this x-ray kind of thing. Good thing they cannot tell with that thing who is human and who is not. That would be super scary.

      In no time, we are done being scanned and exit to a hallway with an extra-long conveyor we ride to our gate.

      We board the plane, as our flight is on time. Inside the plane, I can tell it is filled with humans, werewolves, and witches alike. Having a smaller number of people together makes it easier to scent them. Especially because there are only a handful of supernatural beings on our flight. The humans are completely unaware of who surrounds them.

      Cinda told me about a truce among all shifters and supernatural beings concerning air travel it was agreed that it must be completely safe and that there is to be absolutely no shifting allowed, ever.

      Think about it; a shifted wolf would be like having a wild animal break free on an airplane. I picture it for a minute … Yeah, never a good idea.

      Mark and I grab our seats, with me getting the window seat. No surprise there. Mark has been protecting me from the world most of my life, so of course he placed himself strategically, as my only line of defense against an enemy.

      Soon, the plane takes off, and I look out the window, watching the clouds go by. It is truly beautiful. I like how the clouds appear and disappear seemingly out of nowhere. I find myself shivering slightly, so I put on my cardigan made of soft, dusty pink fabric.

      The pilot announces that we have reached our cruising height, and that we are able to move about the cabin. Though, the talk at the beginning of the flight recommends we keep our seatbelt on whenever we are in our seat. I take time to play with the screen on the headrest in front of me. It shows the flight path, altitude, speed—to be honest, all kinds of things I do not really understand, but it is neat just the same. I decide to pick a movie about a couple that is lost at sea and click my headset into the port.

      All in all, the ride was shorter than I expected, which was nice. The landing was a little rough. As soon as I am allowed, I get out of my seat quickly, and Mark hands me my carry-on from the overhead compartment. The way out of the plane is slow, as there are a few passengers that need extra assistance. The aisle is snug, so I can see how it could be challenging for them.

      After getting off the plane, we head in the direction of baggage claim. I am not sure if it is the rubber or the dirty carpets, but it just plain stinks here. There are so many faces moving about, looking to snag their belongings. I am glad I have colorful bags, as the belt is a sea of plain black suitcases coming off the conveyor; more than once, someone grabs the wrong bag and has to return it. My three bags start to come around to us. I snag one, and Mark grabs the other two. I am glad to have a strong, swift warrior with me today. Baggage claim makes me feel like I am in a wolf's den, pun intended.

      Luggage in hand, we head over to the yellow car rental sign. Mark specifically asks for a white sedan. White to let people know we come in peace, and a sedan, as they are easier to maneuver than a large SUV. I am glad the car has a large trunk for my bags.

      We load up, and Mark’s cell phone dings. “Alpha just messaged that we won’t be able to meet Alpha Aaron today. Your dad said Alpha Aaron will meet you on Moon’s Eve.”

      “Moon’s Eve?” I inquire, raising an eyebrow.

      Mark shrugs, unsure of the significance. “Alpha Aaron said his Gamma’s daughter will meet us on campus.”

      We climb into our car and head in that direction. I tap my fingers on the window ledge, attempting to distract myself from the queasiness that has filled my stomach. I have never ventured this far away from our pack.

      Mark, seemingly sensing my anxiety, speaks up. “Alexandra, everything is going to be just fine.”

      I chuckle and give him a wry look. “Hey, what happened to Miss Owens?”

      He smiles. “I wanted to be sure I had your attention.”

      Mark never uses my first name unless it is important. He knows it is disrespectful for a warrior to speak to an Alpha's heir without using some form of a title. But his words do calm me, and I am able to relax. The ride to campus is not as long as our early morning ride to the airport. I am glad for that, as I do not want it to be dark hauling in my bags to my room.
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      Sweat falls from the tip of my nose. I take a towel out of my bag and wipe my face and arms. The gym is quiet this morning, and as I finish up my last few reps of bench press, Alpha mindlinks me to meet him in his office. I sigh, grabbing my water bottle and bag off the floor. I am still in my sweats and muscle tank, and honestly, I really should go take a shower, but when Alpha calls, you answer.

      I make my way up the stairs, stopping on the floor with his office and knocking on the door. My father’s voice rings through the closed door. “Come in.”

      Entering the room, my gaze lands on my father, who looks like he has not slept in days.

      “Corwin, I need you to travel to our relatives at the Crescent Moon pack for training.”

      My brows crease with confusion. “Alpha, I train here daily. What can Crescent Moon offer that you and our warriors cannot?”

      “Corwin!” he scolds me for questioning him. “We have plenty of strong warriors and fighters here, but we need to work to be elite. With the continued unrest from Harvest Moon Pack, we must prepare. I need you to do this for the pack so we can ensure our people are protected.”

      “You feel sending me away while we are in the midst of unrest is the solution?” Heat rises within me as I speak. If I am not careful, I will end up unintentionally challenging my Alpha while arguing as a son with his father.

      My father’s eyes narrow. “Yes, I do. Beta John and your soon-to-be beta and gamma will be here. You will take two delta warriors of your choice with you. Decide quickly. The plane leaves soon.”

      He knows I do not actually have to agree with him, and that is why he ends the conversation with statements. This way, it is understood that whatever “it” is, it is never a request. Simply a direct order disguised as a conversation.

      I mindlink my chosen delta warriors Hermin and Salvin to meet me in ten minutes at the pack house ready to go, then head up to my room to shower and pack.

      Stripping down, I turn the water on and wait for it to warm to temperature. I can’t believe it took them five days to fix the water heater. I swear that it was Harvest Moon messing with us again. I know they didn’t break the water heater, as we would have smelled them in our territory, but that doesn’t mean they cannot make it difficult for us to get services fixed when we need parts from the outside world. They are sneaky like that, always taking the littlest things and working it to their advantage.

      Our feud with them goes back generations. No one remembers all the details, as the telephone game goes, but the one thing that remains the same is that it was over a she-wolf.

      I finish washing and rinse my skin before turning off the water. Stepping out of the shower, I wrap a towel around my waist and grab my bag out of the closet. I pause when I hear a knock on the door. Placing my bag on my bed, I open the door to find Rebecca, standing there, smiling. The look she gives me makes me feel as if her eyes want to have me for lunch.

      “Can I help you?” I inquire.

      “Hey, Corwee! Need any help with that towel?” she attempts to ask with a sexy voice, but really, how can the word Corwee sound sexy?

      “Rebecca, I am a little busy right now. I have to pack.”

      She tugs at my towel, and I place a hand on it. She playfully bites her lip. “Awe, come on, Corwee. I leave for campus today. Aren’t you going to miss me?”

      I shake my head. Rebecca has always been a flirt, trying to get into my pants since I turned sixteen. “Rebecca, as I said, I am busy right now. I am packing for the airport.”

      She pouts, her lip out. “Corwee, are you leaving me?”

      “Rebecca, I really have to get dressed,” I deflect, and push her out the doorway. She huffs when I close it in her face.

      I inhale deeply, looking down at my towel to find it has risen. Now, I am going to be late. Grumbling to myself, I walk into the bathroom and turn on the cold water. I hate cold showers, but it works like a charm. With my parts back in order, I rush through packing my bag and zip downstairs.

      As we drive to the airport, I look at my deltas and inform them, “We have to travel to a distant relative’s pack for training.” Their brows perk in unison like they are twins. “As you know, we have had increased unrest with the neighboring pack, and my father requires you, along with me, to be trained further in human and wolf form.” I sigh. “Alpha wants to ensure that I will be the strongest of Alphas by the time he is ready to hand over his rule.”

      They both nod; I assume they are unsure of what to say.

      “The Crescent Moon Pack is run by our relatives. Their warriors have trained all over the world in the most intense conditions to ensure they have the fiercest warriors of the pack world.”

      I can see the gears turn in my deltas’ heads. A couple of things I enjoy about our warriors is that they are always packed, ready to go, and ask very few questions along the way. These two particular deltas are the most dedicated wolves I know. It is one of the reasons I chose them for this assignment.

      We soon arrive at the airport with barely any time to get through security, thanks to the Rebecca incident. Fortunately, we make it to our gate just in time to find our would-be flight companions still sitting in their seats. The looks on their faces say we won’t be boarding anytime soon. The sign above their heads reads ‘Flight delayed.’
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      We are finally called to board our plane an hour and thirty minutes past our original flight time, much to our annoyance. I wait at the side of the line for first-class boarding to be called.

      Something is off. I feel uncomfortable in my skin. I have heard people describe this feeling before, and I believe humans call it anxiety. It is a weird sensation that I can feel mentally and physically to the point where I am having difficulty maintaining my composure. I focus on my breathing and walk down the tunnel to the plane.

      About halfway down, I smell the most wondrous, beautiful scent I had ever smelled in the whole world.

      My wolf cries, “Mine!”

      Without thinking, I rush ahead to see where this delicious scent is coming from, booming with excitement at finding my mate. My wolf sings loudly with glee in my head.

      “Shh!” I scold him, trying to focus. I casually check all the staff and anyone else I see as I make my way to the back of the plane. Nothing! No one!

      “Excuse me, sir, it is time to take your seat,” a flight attendant informs me. Feeling defeated, I walk back to the front of the plane.

      The smell was faint in the economy section and stronger in the first-class area. This could only mean one thing: Our mate had landed on this plane, or worked on the plane, hours before we boarded.

      I message my father’s beta, John, to get me the list of all the passengers on this plane in the last twenty-four hours, especially those that were in first-class. Before he can respond, an attendant asks us to put our electronics in airplane safe mode for take-off. My wolf whines in sadness, and the plane takes off away from our newly-found mate.

      But we will find her. I am sure of it.
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      “Miss Owens, we are pulling into campus now.” Mark’s voice stirs me out of my daydreaming.

      Slipping out of the car, I stretch my arms and look around, taking in the campus’s lush trees that line the parking lot near my dorm. My paperwork says that I am not in the usual freshman dorm, which confuses me a little, but Mark assures me that the gamma’s daughter will be able to shed light on the reasons. Walking to the trunk, we grab my bags and head toward a tall brick building. It is medieval looking on the outside with vines in various places around the cobblestone, leaving the windows bare.

      We come up to the crosswalk to see a tall, beautiful woman waiting for us. She has gorgeous long, wavy dark hair, legs for days, perfectly round breasts, and of course, a curvy back side. Yep, she is the perfect example of a she-wolf, born of a warrior. Unlike myself with shoulder-length brown hair and no extra curves to speak of.

      She reaches out her hand toward Mark. “Hi, I’m Rebecca!” She offers him a take-me-home glimmering smile. I stifle a gag at how happy she is to see him. “You must be Warrior Mark and Miss Alexandra Owens of the Blood Red Moon Pack.”

      Mark nods and shakes her hand. Meanwhile, I am still staring at her in disbelief as we both say nothing. She relaxes her smile and turns toward the building without greeting me. “Well, let me show you to your room.”

      Mark helps me carry my bags up the stairs to the second floor as Rebecca sashays her perfect behind down the hallway in front of us.

      I give Mark a questioning look, and he just smiles at me with knowing eyes. It has always annoyed me how she-wolves shamelessly flirt with warriors of rank. I mean seriously, I get it, he is a tall, good-looking guy, dripping with warrior intrigue, but really, when you first meet before the man even speaks? Okay, so maybe I am a little over sensitive, but Mark is mated to my mother’s childhood best friend.

      At the very least, as a representative of her pack, she could have more class, I think as I look up, finding Rebecca has stopped abruptly. I jolt to a stop. My body hovering on the tips of my toes, preventing me from smacking straight into her. That is what I get for ranting in my head. What a great way to start off the year.

      “Best watch where you are going Miss Owens,” Mark mindlinks me. I roll my eyes at him.

      Rebecca turns around, pointing to a door to her left. “Here you are, Room 236.” She hands me my key. Mark thanks her for her assistance, and she finally speaks to me. “Miss Owens, we will have a floor meeting Friday at six p.m.” She pauses, waiting for my answer.

      “Okay.” I extend the “O” and drag out the “kay.” Her face turns into a small sneer before she turns to sashay down the hall to her room.

      With a snort, I roll my eyes at Mark, and he chuckles. I unlock my door, entering and finding my roommate dancing wildly about the room. She startles at the sight of us and knocks over her lamp as she falls at the unexpected intrusion. The she-wolf smells similar to Rebecca, so I assume they are from the same pack.

      She stands, gathering herself before turning to face us. “Um, hey!”

      “Hey,” I say with a nervous edge as the girl pulls herself from her state of shock.

      “Sorry about that. I was dancing and didn’t hear you come in,” she replies, taking her headphones out her ears. “My name is Alice, but you can call me Ali.” She reaches her hand out to shake mine.

      “Hi. I am Alexandra, but you can call me Alex.”

      “Sweet, the double As. I love it.” She motions to Mark, raising a brow. “Is he staying too?”

      I shake my head. “No, he is just dropping me off. Making sure I arrive in one piece and all.” Ali chuckles at my joke.

      I turn and thank Mark for his help. “Miss Owens, Ali.” He nods to us, then leaves, closing the door behind him.

      “Hey, did he just say Miss Owens, as in Alpha Owens of the Blood Red Moon Pack?” Ali’s eyes snap to my face with shock.

      “Oh, you have heard of it.” Forcing my voice to be casual, I unzip one of my bags.

      “Yeah, who hasn’t? You have one of the fiercest Alphas, with all the stories we heard growing up of him taking out Hunters left and right.” Ali talks while waving her arms about.

      I bow my head low as I am reminded of the tirades my father went on after the attack. It took him years to relax. No one seems to remember anymore, but our pack name was originally the Red Moon Pack. After everything that happened, all the blood my father spilt looking for the men that hurt us, he decided to take on the name that everyone was calling us behind our backs. It was as if he was proud of the way he was protecting us. I tell you, it took him forever to let anyone leave the pack without an escort of at least two warriors.

      “Oh! I’m sorry. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings.”

      I looked up at her with a small smile. “It is alright. You did not hurt my feelings,” I say. Turning toward the bed, I unpack my bags.

      Ali sits quietly, staring at me while I unpack. I look at her out of the corner of my eye. She is taller than myself, but not by much, maybe 5’6”, as I am just over 5’4”. She has dark red hair that reminds me of red velvet cake, as well as honey-brown eyes with pale skin.

      She must have been analyzing me too, as she speaks again. “I really meant no harm.”

      I sigh. “It is okay, just bad memories.”

      “Oh, shit, I am sorry. Now that you say that, I do recall something about his wife and daughter being attacked by hunters.”

      I nod again, waving at her sharply. “Yep.” I make sure to pop the “p.”

      “Alpha’s daughter.”

      Her face pales. “Damn, girl. I just keep stepping in it, don’t I? Let me start again. Hey, I am Ali, your new roommate. Nice to meet you.”

      “Alex. It is nice to meet you.” I smile as I sit on my bed, taking in my surroundings and discovering we have completely different tastes. Ali is bold, with color and lots of cutting-edge fashion, while I am simply into pink pastels, reminding myself of a princess from a movie. I look at Ali, sizing her up. “So, Ali, can I ask you a question?”

      “Yeah, ask away,” she states as she sits on her bed across the room, waiting for me to speak.

      “What is the deal with Rebecca?”

      I must have said something funny, because Ali almost rolls off her bed laughing. “You mean the glimmer smile and the ass sashay?”

      “Yeeeesssss! What is up with that? And seriously, how do you get your smile that shiny?”

      Ali laughs harder and stands to imitate Rebecca. We both fall over laughing.

      “Yeah, she does that to all the warriors and higher-ranking wolves,” Ali explains with an eyeroll. “Honestly, I wonder if she even cares about finding her mate. She seriously wants Alpha Aaron’s son for herself.”

      We continue talking for a while before eventually heading downstairs for dinner. Ali is one of four kids, two boys and two girls. She is the second oldest, and her older brother Romand is one of the warriors that is in charge of keeping us safe while on campus. Her two younger siblings are eleven-year-old twins.
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      Friday comes quickly as Ali and I walk down the hall for our floor meeting with Rebecca. Ali has already explained to me that our whole floor is full of wolves from Alpha Aaron’s pack, Ali, Romand and Rebecca’s alpha.

      Alpha Aaron is a large donor. He specifically took interest in this dormitory and requested that the upper floors and the main level of the dorm, which is a food court/recreational/common area, would be soundproofed in case non-wolf students visited the building. He insisted to the dean that none of the students would be able to have proper rest from the noise on the lower level. The freshman and sophomore students are on the second floor, while the top floor is juniors and seniors, all wolf folk.

      He essentially created his own little pack away from home with a “residence hall office,” aka Warrior Lounge, also soundproofed, on the main floor and “RAs” are warriors assigned to each floor with the students.

      “Hurry, we’re going to be late!” Ali exclaims as we rush down the hall to the meeting room.

      We were delayed at the food court by special dessert crepes. There was a line, and we both had to have one. They were so delicious and practically melted in your mouth like warm cotton candy. Which brings us to our current predicament of hurrying our tails to get to our floor meeting.

      We enter the room just in time as everyone is taking a seat, and Rebecca has started to take attendance.

      “It looks like everyone is here and we can get started,” Rebecca remarks. “We have rules while we are here on campus that we must follow for the safety of our kind and the safety of our campus community. The first rule is that there will be absolutely no shifting or partial shifting. Second rule, if there is an issue or threat to the pack, you are to alert myself or RA Warrior Romand immediately. We will decide if Beta John or Alpha need to be informed. Blend in with the students and work hard, as for what you learn here will be for the bettering of the pack.”

      “In other business, Miss Alexandra Owens from the Blood Red Moon Pack will be joining us this semester. She is considered under the protection of this pack during her stay here. Unfortunately, she can’t mindlink with us during her stay, as she isn’t bound to our pack. If everyone could leave their number for her on this paper in case she needs assistance, that would be appreciated. Miss Owens, we expect the same courtesy of following our rules and protecting our pack during your time here.”

      I nod my head at Rebecca and wave briefly at everyone.

      Rebecca turns, firing her glimmer smile toward Romand. He is well-built, so it does not surprise me. Ali cringes at the attention Rebecca is giving her brother.

      Romand takes a step forward; his short hair does not move as he walks, even though there is no gel or any noticeable product in it. I can see his resemblance to Ali, as their hair and eyes are the same shades. His personality is starkly different with his all-business, straight-boring face on as he addresses the group.

      “Attention: School starts Monday, and you are expected to be on time attending your classes. Thursday afternoons, you’re all scheduled for physical education in the Bower building. Come ready and dressed to spar at four p.m. sharp. We’ll be sparring in human form. The first hour will be hand-to-hand combat, while the second hour will be weapons training. Your cardio must be completed before training, so be sure to complete your mile run before 3:55 p.m.

      “Our wolf training will always be on Pack grounds. The first session will be on Moon’s Eve, and we’ll depart here at two p.m. sharp. Buses will be out front. Don’t be late. You are dismissed.” Romand finishes talking without a smile or glance in anyone’s direction as he turns away from the group, focusing on his binder.

      We go to leave the meeting, and I see Rebecca running her fingers up Romand’s tattoo-covered arm, trying to keep his attention. I gag in disgust.

      Turning to Ali, I say, “She is really a piece of work.”

      Ali grimaces, shaking her head. “She is one of the best female fighters we have and gets lots of guys because of it. I wouldn’t underestimate her in a fight any day. Always be aware that she fights dirty without a second thought. Just hope you don’t get paired up with her on Thursday for weapons training.”

      Offering Ali a tight smile, I cringe internally at the thought of weapons training. I have only ever trained with Bryce, and he was too young to really start using weapons, so he was not able to teach me before I departed for school.

      We head back toward our room to get ready to go out.

      Classes start on Monday, and Ali does not want to waste one single night of free time before her educational whirlwind of becoming a pack doctor begins.
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      My body is tossed to the ground, and I groan in frustration. Pushing off the wooden gym floor, I stand and quickly face my opponent. I am paired with a junior for training. Being of alpha blood, they assumed that I would be strong and rather well-versed in fighting. Ha, surprise! I suck at it.

      Ali told me that this pack trains all pups from a very young age, which is great for them, but not so much for me. I take blow after blow to the abdomen; at this point, I think I may have cracked a rib.

      I make a mental note to find a way to work on my defense skills. I mean, who knew these highly-trained adult wolves would be stronger than my thirteen-year-old alpha brother?

      I dodge another strike that is coming for my head.

      At least I am not completely slow. Still, I will certainly have to work on my speed if I am to ever stand a chance at holding up against any of the she-wolves in the pack, let alone a male wolf.

      This last hour has been grueling. I have been knocked on my ass so many times that I lost count. We have not even started with weapons. I am seriously rethinking my father’s idea to leave home at this point.

      World history and business classes are great, but this getting my butt kicked every Thursday afternoon has really started to take its toll on me.

      Ali looks over at me with a knowing smile. I would make her pair up with me for weapons training, but I do not want to hold her back. I have avoided Rebecca and Romand up until this point, but I am sure I will not make it until Moon’s Eve without them testing me. It is what everyone has done since I arrived here, except for Ali. If Ali wants to know something, she just asks, and that is what I like most about her. She never makes you feel small or less than; she simply asks and moves on. She has quickly become my best friend here.

      Romand comes to the front of the group for the start of weapons training. “This week, we’ll be working with silver daggers. Each of you trained the last two weeks with steel blades, and now it’s time to move on, as other shifters and hunters will be using this weakness to their advantage. You need to be able to adapt under the pain. Pair off and start with lunges. Be sure to not impale anyone. Only superficial cuts will be acceptable in this week’s training.”

      Oh great! This just sucks. Not only am I being lunged at with a blade for the third week in a row, but now I have to worry about my wolfless body’s slow healing and the effects of silver. This has to be the worst day ever!

      I survey the gym and quickly realize that Rebecca has decided to partner with me. Nope, I take it back; today is the end of my world!

      A sly smile plays on her face as she holds a silver blade in her hand. I reach over to the table next to me and grab my own leather-wrapped handle. Silver burns on wolf skin, and even though my wolf is nonexistent, my body still reacts the same.

      We nod to each other as we start circling, waiting for the other to make the first move. Rebecca lunges at me and grazes my outer arm with the silver. My skin sizzles in pain. I shake it off and lunge, ducking into a leg sweep. I’m lucky she did not expect this move. Bryce used to get me with this move all the time. Rebecca stumbles but gathers herself quickly.

      We circle to the left and to the right.

      Being trained as a warrior of the gamma line, Rebecca has much more experience than myself. I am well aware that I am underwater in this fight.

      She advances, and this time, my thigh takes the cut. I bleed more than the average wolf does because I do not have the same rate of healing. Rebecca smiles with pride, as she thinks she is up against real alpha blood.

      “You really need to work harder, Miss Owens. Or else you’ll never be worthy of an alpha!” Rebecca states as I feel the liquid fire of the silver.

      Little does she know that I am just a plain human when it comes to fighting. I take my chances and make my move. I finally strike flesh. It is a deep cut to her calf. She reaches for it as the silver burns her skin, then kneels in defeat, ending our little love session.

      “Next time, Alexandra,” she says with a cringeworthy grin. Yes, I am better at striking legs than I am the body. It helps slow people down and gives me a chance to run, so I consider it a win.

      Ali skips over to me. “Nice strike, Alex. You’ll have to teach me how to do that sometime.”

      “Oh, please.” I chuckle, as Ali is a very skilled fighter, and her wolf is there to help her when she needs her.

      “Come on, let's get some takeout and go back to our dorm. I am whooped. Chinese sound good?” Ali links her arm through mine, her phone already ringing. I nod in agreement.

      Our food is ready by the time we walk back across campus. We take it up to our room, and I dress my wound with a special balm Mark gave me. Just in case, he said. I will really have to thank him for all the things he has done for me over the years. He was truly my protector as a child; he always kept an eye on me since I got out of the hospital.

      We set up our Chinese for maximum food indulgence and turn on our favorite comedy. Ali loves comedies as much as I do. Laughter brings happiness, and I always wanted to feel more joy after my mother changed.

      We giggle the night away, stuffing our faces with Chinese. It is nice to relax and have fun with a friend.

      Next weekend is Moon’s Eve, and I am still not sure what I will do. How can I fight in wolf form without a wolf? It is going to be a long week, I think to myself as I slide into bed, my eyes becoming heavy. I curl into my blankets, letting sleep take me.
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      It has been four weeks since I caught the scent of my mate. My body yearns for her. This time away from home has been painful and lonely. My wolf, Tar, refuses to work at full strength, making my human form take the brunt of training. The only thing good about Tar taking a back seat in training is that I’ve had to become stronger than the other warriors that challenge me.

      We have two more weeks of intense training before we can return to our pack and look for our mate. Today, I find myself having trouble convincing Tar to get off his tail before wolf training starts. I’m hoping that he gets excited soon, as today is Moon’s Eve, and we’ll be joining the pack run this Full Moon. Their warriors use the run as a way to assess our wolf forms before wolf training starts.

      “Snap out of it! We’ll find her when we get home,” I tell Tar, and he growls at me, not wanting to go on the pack run. “I know it hurts, but if we don’t pass these next two weeks of training, Alpha will make us stay until we get it right.”

      Tar moans to himself begrudgingly. “Okay. Fine!” he grumbles.

      I grin to myself. “That’s my wolf.”

      “Don’t patronize me. I am only doing it so that we can get back and find her,” he states plainly.

      “Whatever works. I want to finish here and get back to find her just as much as you do.”

      As the evening unfolds, I walk out to meet the rest of the pack, finding hundreds of wolves ready to run. Sighing, I slide off my shorts and shift into my wolf. The cracking and popping of my bones doesn’t faze me anymore. Instead, it gives me a spike in adrenaline that prepares my wolf to fight or run. My wolf emerges with his deep black coat, shaking his fur, ready to feel the earth beneath his paws.

      My wolf is similar to other alpha wolves with two distinct differences. My right front paw has three silver streaks, and my muzzle has white fur pieces on it, as if I was an aging wolf. No one knows why. I used to joke with my mother that I had three streaks on my paw because three was my favorite number. I chuckle now, looking down at it.

      Tar is hyped and ready to sprint. I hear their Alpha howl out, and the run begins. Tar takes off fast to the front of the pack. He has been cooped up for way too long and needs to get some of his pent-up feelings for our mate out of his system.

      I let him take control for the first hour or so of the run. I need a break too, time to just sit back, relax, and dream about my mate. Training has been hard, and I have
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