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Selene

“You can’t catch me. I’m as slippery as a snake.”

“Oh, really?” Bane said from behind me, gasping as we dashed through the woods. “Is that a challenge?”

I spun around and continued running backwards. “Are you gasping little boy? Did you have a little too much cake?”

His eyes darkened in danger. “Oh, you did not.”

“Did not what?” I asked innocently.

“You did not just call me fat.” He smiled. “Get over here!”

He shot forward, and I laughed and spun around, dashing away at light speed when I found his pounding footsteps coming closer and closer.

I smirked when I took a sharp U-turn around a tree, and he grumbled under his breath before following me.

His footsteps pounded on the ground... so loud... so dangerous.

I was excited. I always loved playing these games with him.

As I felt him following me, my eyes flashed white and I shot up, making him yell out when I caught onto the branch of a tree.

As I dangled off, I gazed down at him while he stood below me.

I only smirked, swinging myself up as he shot up and caught onto another branch.

But I didn’t stop, I just kept hopping and hurling myself higher and higher... until I reached the top.

I gazed down, finding Bane still below me and climbing faster than anyone could.

I just shot him a smirk before I launched off the tree and hopped onto another one, using the top branches like lily pads and kept running until I made it to an opening.

I hopped off, laughing maniacally as the air slipped up my skin, continuously falling and falling until my feet slammed onto the ground, and I bent my knees, absorbing the impact.

But I used the impact to my advantage and shot off the ground, dashing further through the woods and knowing Bane was somewhere out here, following me.

I could feel his presence, and I wasn't used to it.

The moonlight streamed down upon me from the cracks of the trees, and I felt the mark on my forehead glowing with the waxing moon.

I continued forward, eyes glowing in the darkness when I turned a corner, smiling to myself when the ending sight came into view...

This was all a game after all.

“So... what are we doing?” I asked Bane as we stood outside his packhouse.

He turned and smiled over at me, leaning against the wall. “We’re going to play a game.”

“A game?” I echoed.

He nodded.

“Again?” I said.

He just arched his brows. “Are you getting bored of them?”

I shrugged, pursing my lips as I stared up at him. “When?”

He smiled slightly. “Tonight. When it’s dark. We’re playing chase.”

I felt my expression light then, and he smirked.

“There’s the sparkle in your eye. So cute.”

I just crossed my arms over my chest. “Fine... the rules?”

He only tipped his head to the side. “We run through the forest in a game of chase. You have to go all the way to the end of the forest, and then come back to the packhouse. I will be chasing you, and if I tag you, you lose. If you touch the packhouse before I tag you, you win.”

I felt my lips tilt. “If I win?” 

He shook his head. “Doubtful, but if you do, I will do anything you want for a whole day.”

I squinted my eyes. “If you win?”

He smirked then. “You take off your jacket and keep it off all day. And you can’t change from the tank top.”

I gazed down at my jacket then back at him. 

I smiled then. “Deal.”

I couldn’t turn this opportunity down, could I? It was against my every being.

He smiled over at me. “Look at little old Selene. Almost done with high school, getting straight A’s during the day, being bad during the night.”

“I blame you,” I told him.

He nodded in agreement. “I am a bad influence.”

I just giggled, shaking my head. “What are you doing to me?”

He suddenly tipped my chin up, making my eyes glow in the darkness. “What am I doing to you?” His lips hovered over mine, making little shivers pass through me when his breath dusted my cheeks. “Is that your question?”

I nodded, staring into his dark eyes and feeling myself getting lost.

He smiled, dusting my lips with a kiss. “I’m corrupting you, Angel. And you can’t stop me.”

He suddenly pulled away, leaving me cold when I stared up at him. 

Bane just smiled down at me. “Meet me here at seven tonight. No sooner, no later, understand?”

I nodded shyly.

He just smirked and poked my nose, making me draw back when he walked off.

I continued dashing forward, smiling at myself internally when I saw the packhouse coming up from the horizon.

I wasn’t going to lose to him... this win was mine.

I continued forward, controlling my breathing when I hit the edge of the trees.

I burst through, shooting my hand out as I reached for the wall of the packhouse.

But my hand was snagged from behind, and I cried out when someone threw me against him.

I fought only for a moment before I inhaled his familiar minty scent... and I knew it was Bane.

I loosened in his grip, dropping my head to catch my breath.

I lost...

Again.

I closed my eyes tightly when he set his chin on my shoulder. “Guess what? Guess who won?”

“You,” I said sadly.

He just chuckled. “Me.”

I stuck my lip out in a pout, but it didn’t seem to faze him.

He snaked his arms around my waist, and I could feel his breath fan against my neck.

I just glanced up at him, eyes glistening as he smiled, brushing my hair away from my face.

“Our deal?” he prompted, and I rolled my eyes, shoving him away.

I just sighed and slipped off my jean jacket, immediately throwing it at his face seconds later.

He ended up catching it first, smirking. “That wasn’t very nice.”

“How did you win?” I demanded. “Again? It makes no sense! I was faster! I would’ve heard you!”

He just chuckled. “Are you accusing me of cheating?”

“How else would you have continuously won this game?” I questioned him. “It’s highly impossible!”

“Or...” he suggested, still smiling, “you’re being a sore loser.”

I just rolled my eyes and started off. “I can’t believe you.”

He followed after me. “You know I’m right. You have poor sportsmanship.”

I glared over at him. “Says Mister ‘I have an ego the size of a solar system.’”

He just chuckled. “You’re cute when you’re angry.”

I just rolled my eyes, continuing forward.

“Hey,” Bane said, “Selene.”

I turned, walking backwards as I arched my brows, motioning for him to continue.

“I have a proposition...” he said, smirking. “I'll let you keep your jean jacket on if you come to the bar with me tonight.”

I smirked. “Aww, does someone not want to look stupid in front of his friends because he's lonely?”

He gave me a bored look and I just turned, continuing forward. “Alright.”

He smirked then and jogged to catch up with me.

“We’re going now,” he told me, and I glanced over at him.

I smiled. “I know. That’s why I’m walking to your car.”

He gazed up, blinking as if he now noticed that we were in the parking lot of his packhouse.

He then glanced down at me and ruffled my hair. “Good girl.”

I shot him a look. “Woof.”

He only laughed and pulled his keys from his pocket, smirking as the car beeped and I stopped next to it.

I went around and slipped in the passenger side, closing my door and gazing up to find Bane doing the same thing.

He smirked over at me then. “Ready to roll?”

“Vroom,” I said, leaning back in my chair.

He laughed, turning on the car. “Wow... love the sound effects.”

I smiled in satisfaction as he pushed the car in reverse, then drove off without a second thought.

I giggled evilly then, and he arched his brows.

“Imma get blasted,” I told him.

He shook his head. “You are underage.”

“Not anymore!” I replied. “I’m a werewolf gal now. Werewolf gals' age of drinking is fifteen! I’m eighteen, sucker!”

He snickered and shook his head, clearly accepting that I was right.

But I’m always right.

That’s one of the good things about me.

Hehehe.

*****
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“And that’s the last time I saw him,” Hunter slurred, smirking over at me as I drew back in concern.

His face was flushed, and his eyes had that lustful, impulsive look to them.

“Hey, bud,” I said, arching my brows. “You got here like twenty minutes ago... maybe slow down a little, okay?”

He just made an impatient noise. “I’m not drunk... Don’t make me angry.”

“I’m not trying to make you angry, Hunter,” I reasoned, brows drawing together. “I’m genuinely concerned... is there anything going on with your life that we should talk about?”

“I’m not angry,” he responded then, gazing over at me with a tilt of the head, and I almost thought he’d fall off the chair. He then looked me over. “People don’t tell me am drunk because I get angry... You’re lucky you’re cute.”

I blinked at this, then watched him carefully. “Are you okay?”

“Fine as I’ll ever be,” he replied, laughing as if somehow that sentence was funny.

Bane? I whispered to his thoughts. Bane? Are you okay?

Yep, he replied back. Just on the shitter.

Gross, I said, eyes dimming in boredom. Too much info... 

He laughed. You’re the one who contacted me. What’s up?

I sighed. Hunter’s drunk and I’m concerned about him.

Didn’t he get here like... twenty minutes ago? Bane said.

Yep, I replied, and he’s already blasted like he drank fifty shots of vodka.

Bane sighed then, shaking his head. He should be fine. He’s a werewolf.

But usually when people get drunk this quickly... there’s usually something on their mind that they’re trying to get away from, I told Bane.

He sighed again. You can ask him, though I’m not sure that he’d give you an answer.

Thanks for offering to help me, I said sarcastically. 

I’m on the shitter, he told me, sounding slightly offended.

I rolled my eyes. Yeah, and I hope you die of carbon-monoxide poisoning from your crap.

Haven’t yet, he said, and this is rank.

I never responded, and I turned back to Hunter. “Hunter,” I said, “what’s wrong?”

“You’re hot as hell,” he said, chuckling. “That’s what’s wrong.”

I rolled my eyes. “Do you need someone to take you home?”

“Nah...” he said, taking another long swig of his drink, “Imma go start a bar fight.”

“Wait—” I broke off when he jumped off his stool.

“Hey!” he said. “Hundred bucks to anyone who can beat the crap out of me before I do them!”

The whole place lit up in chatter then, and I put my face in my hands.

Goddamn you Hunter...

But all the sudden, I felt a hand on my back, and I gazed up.

Bane was standing next to me, eyes dark despite the smile. “Was he hitting on you?”

“Oh, shush...” I said then, shaking my head. “It’s probably nothing. Don’t make a big deal out of it. He can’t control himself when he’s like this.”

Bane eyed me over. “Well... I kind of want a hundred bucks.”

I rolled my eyes. “You don’t need more money, Mister Billionaire.”

He smirked.

“Another on the rocks for the lady?” the bartender said, pushing a glass filled halfway with whiskey to me.

I caught it, smiling and nodding to him as a “thank you.”

“Starting out hard?” Bane said as I sipped some into my mouth, loving the burn as it went down my throat.

I blinked my lashes innocently. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“How old are you?” Bane said.

I glared at him. “Eighteen, almost nineteen. But legally—in werewolf laws—I’m allowed to drink when I’m fifteen, aren’t I?”

He gave me a look, and I just smiled and tipped the liquid back in my throat.

“So disgusting yet so painful,” I said then, voice slightly raspy.

Bane tugged out a barstool next to me. “And that’s a good thing?”

“The hard part first...” I said to him, “then the easy.”

“What’s the easy?” he questioned out of curiosity, sitting on the stool backwards.

I smiled, feeling the tipsy come over me. “Wine.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Another on the rocks!” I called to the bartender, and he immediately got to work.

Bane searched me for a moment. “Selene....”

I gazed up. “Yes, Alpha?”

He narrowed his eyes, clearly hearing the slur to my words. “How many have you had?”

I pursed my lips. “Uhm... at least one.”

He gave me a look. “Give me an actual number, not a loophole.”

I just raised my chin. “Too many to count.”

“Okay,” he said then, tossing bills on the table, “we’re going.”

“No!” I said, shaking my head as the bartender slid me another drink. 

I caught it and gulped it down within seconds, and Bane watched me with arched brows.

I then slammed the cup on the table. “Care to dance?”

Bane shook his head. “We’re going home.”

“No!” I said. “Don’t be a party pooper, Alpha! Let me have fun!”

He stopped then, putting his face in his hands. “Selene....”

“If you’re soooo worried about me,” I said then, giggling as a sudden warmth consumed me. “Maybe stay with me all night then.”

He lifted his head then. “Fine... one dance. Then we’re going, understand?”

I smiled in satisfaction, hopping off the stool and stumbling over to the stereo.

I then flipped through songs before smiling and turning one on.

I then ran back over to Bane who had stood and walked with me slowly.

He gasped when I stumbled and fell into his arms, but he caught me.

I quickly stood up and smiled up at him. “Hand goes heeeeere.” I guided one of them to my shoulder. “And heeeeeeeere.” I helped his other to my waist.

He gave me a bored look when I started laughing, and he smirked slightly when he spun us, and I giggled. “Wheeeeeee!”

He just shook his head. “When this song is over. We’re leaving, understand?”

I just spread my fingers along his chest. “But I love you.”

He arched his brows. “And how is that relevant in our conversation?”

“Because I love you,” I told him, suddenly feeling very giddy.

He only shook his head. “We should go, Angel.”

I only pressed myself to him. “Bane, I....”

He gazed down at me. “What’s up?”

I looked up to him, feeling my eyes glistening in the darkness with his reflection. “Bane....”

“What?” he urged.

I closed my eyes tightly. “I don’t... I don’t feel good.”

It was true... my stomach was turning and the tipsy was turning into a headache and... pain slicing through my skin.

He only smiled slightly and scooped me up, making me gasp, but my reaction was so delayed that he had already started walking by the time I finished my surprise.

He just held me against him, carrying me outside, but I didn’t complain about going home this time.

“Rest your head on my shoulder,” he instructed. “Close your eyes and go to sleep.”

“Why am I already having a hangover?” I questioned him, resting my head on his shoulder and wincing when a sharp pain struck through my temples.

“You’re the moon goddess, Selene,” he explained to me. “You’re not really supposed to be getting drunk.”

I sighed into his chest. “Oh, so I can commit crimes but not do something immoral that’s not illegal?”

He smiled slightly. “Precisely.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Whatever.”

He just held me against him. “I read a little about this... When you do drugs or drink, you just need to sleep it off. It’s the only way.”

“I am kind of tired...” I admitted.

“Then listen to me for once, Miss Pride, and go to sleep.”

I just sighed and set my head on his shoulder. “Okay. Good night.”
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Bane

Jesus... every night she somehow fell unconscious or passed out before I could ever get in bed with her.

Well... it was kind of my fault. Every day had been an adventure of some sort, and it always wore her out somehow. And today I told her to sleep because... I wasn’t particularly fond of keeping her awake while she was drunk and had her own “god” form of a hangover at the same time.

God stuff... weird. Seriously.

Werewolves got drunk all the time, and they didn’t experience hangovers like usual, but it did hurt their brains severely unlike humans. 

But gods?

Hangovers times ten almost the moment they get drunk in the first place.

So, so odd.

That’s why I told her to slow the drinking, but did she listen to me? No.

This was Selene we’re talking about, though.

I stepped into my bedroom and kicked the door closed behind me, and I then laid her down onto the bed, watching her shift into the mattress instinctively as I drew the covers over her.

I stood then, sighing as I pulled off my shirt, leaving myself in tan shorts, and I stepped back over to the bed, getting in beside her.

Before I switched off the light, I heard a, “Bane...?”

I gazed down at Selene, finding her staring at me curiously.

“What’s up?” I said, keeping my voice to a whisper so I wouldn’t hurt her migraine.

She shifted further to me. “When you take me to bed... do you always sleep next to me?”

I smiled. “Yes, I do. Where else would I sleep? The couch?”

She shrugged, looking down at the bed. “Every time I wake up... you’re not here.”

My eyes softened at this. “Honey... I wake up early.”

She nodded, glancing up at me. “I know. It’s just I’m not used to... to you carrying me to bed. Usually, I fall asleep in the living room, or in your office, or anywhere else, really, and I wake up here. I assume you carried me here, but...” she gazed up, “you’re always gone in the morning. So I never knew that you’re next to me all night.”

I smiled then, tucking a strand of hair away from her face. “You sound upset about that.”

“I am!” she argued, and I smirked at her urgency. “I am upset! I want to see you next to me! I want to wake up with you!”

I only laughed softly. 

She went two months not knowing I carried her to bed all night? And how I slept with her all night?

“It’s not funny!” she said, getting flustered.

“It is funny,” I said, watching her, “when I see how worked up you get about me.”

A hot blush settled on her cheeks, and she stared down at the bed.

I just smiled. “So... now that you know I’m here. Will you go to sleep?”

She gazed up at me then, silent for a moment. “Do something for me first.”

I arched my brows.

“Kiss me,” she demanded.

I just laughed softly, not complaining.

And I rolled on top of her, making her gasp when I caged her in my arms and legs, lowering myself so my face was inches from hers.

The moment I saw those eyes burning with my reflection, I lowered my lips to hers.

She gave into me, pulling up against me as I tangled her hair in my hand, trying to get her closer.

Her lips were so soft, and they tasted so sweet...

And I could feel her begging for me to go further, holding me to her, hoping I wouldn’t move.

Though I just pulled away and continued the kisses down her neck, and she gasped, holding onto me as I brushed my lips among her bare skin.

And I lightly caught the skin where her mark was, nibbling it as she shivered from under me, but I just continued the kisses back up and left a soft seal on her lips.

After dusting her mouth with another kiss, I pulled away, gazing down at her. “Now go to sleep,” I whispered.

She blinked, eyes still shaded over with something far from innocence.

It was hard for me to say; every single atom in my body wanted to pull her closer, do more... I wanted more, I wanted so much more...

But she was drunk and had a hangover, and I didn’t want her to regret this in the morning.

Yes, I was actually a nice guy. Could you believe it?

But I just brushed a strand of hair away from her eyes and rolled back onto my side of the bed.

She rolled with me, eyes glistening. “That’s it?”

I smiled over at her. “Are you unimpressed?”

“No, I just...” she stammered for a moment, “I thought there was... more.”

I chuckled softly at her embarrassment. “Not tonight, Sweetheart. You’re wasted.”

She stared at me for a moment before complying. “Oh... okay.”

I just watched her expression falter, and I felt something inside me tighten when I heard a thought cross her mind:

Does he not want me? Is he bored of me?

I sighed and shifted toward her. “Selene.”

She glanced up, looking uneasy.

I opened my arms. “Come here. Let me hold you tonight, okay?”

A spark lighted in her eyes then, and she smiled and crawled over to me, the uneasiness and doubt dissipating.

While she set her head on my chest, I flipped off the light switch and pulled the covers over her, wrapping my arms around her seconds later.

“Now be a good girl and go to sleep, okay?” I said.

She snuggled further into me. “Okay.”
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