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      This book may contain some graphic depictions and scenes. These are some of the interior contents so please be mindful of mental health and your reading habits as those are always first for me.

      
        
          	
        Child abuse
      

      	
        Physical and mental abuse as an adult/teen *to include: starvation, beatings, suppression of shifting, denying basic necessities
      

      	
        Caged Omegas
      

      	
        MM sexual activities
      

      	
        Deep Physical scars from abuse
      

      	
        Homophobia
      

      	
        Abusive Father
      

      	
        Lots of Self Hate
      

      	
        Mention of Non-con
      

      	
        Killing
      

      	
        Absolutely all the things so please be mindful. This is dark, sad, and will leave you feeling raw, murderous, and destroyed.
      

      

      

      Much Love and Smut,

      Cheyenne Browning
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      My footsteps crunch on the leaves as I make my way through the darkening trees. It’s chilly out for this time of year, but I ignore the cold and continue on. I’m nearly there when a sound to my right draws my attention. I freeze so that I can hear any movement coming from that direction. It isn’t till I hear the thump of a rabbit's foot on the ground that I exhale the breath that I’d been holding.

      It’s rare to see someone out here, especially this late in the day. Continuing on, up the side of the ridge, I reach the top quickly. I find the rock at the edge of the cliff and sit down, leaning my back against the larger curve of the rock beside it. It’s always made a nice little seat to take in the view and just think.

      I’ve had one hell of a rough day and all I can hope for is a little quiet before all hell breaks loose. The moon is rising rapidly and I can feel the tug in my chest begging me to shift. I ignore it and look out over the edge of the cliff at the view.

      This place always brings me such calm and clarity even during the full moon phases. Today has ensured just how much that I never want to be a part of this pack. The cruel individuals within it and those that run it are nothing short of sadistic bastards of the highest order.

      Even at the age of twenty-five, I can’t bring myself to leave the pack. As much as I want to, I just can’t. What would happen to Vera, or the other Omega, Ryelle? How would they ever make it without my help? Could I live with myself if I left them?

      I don’t even need to answer my own questions because I know I could never leave them. I can’t make myself go when I know the truth behind this place and what all they are really doing here.

      A sigh pushes past my lips and the moon tugs at my heart again. This time I give in to the desire to shift. Bones break, reform, and fur sprouts along my body creating the wolf that disappoints everyone in the pack. As an Alpha, my wolf should be strong and large. Instead, I’m weak and small and malnourished because my father and brother keep me that way.

      They don’t want me to have an advantage in the pack. I’ve been beaten for so long now that even if I wanted to, my Alpha has already submitted inside of me forever. Nothing will ever change that fact now. I’m no more than a Beta at this point, and I’m fine with that after seeing how my pack is, or at least what it’s become.

      I find the moon above me and study her longing for a day when I can stop fighting it all. Shaking my head, I curl up in a ball on top of the rock, basking in the light from the moon as she watches over me. In the valley below there are crashes and pounding paws on dirt and leaves as the pack races through the trees. A pack run happens on every full moon. Something that I haven’t bothered with since I was old enough to shift.

      This pack is full of delusional people and those that aren’t delusional are part of the problem. Crimson Moon is the worst of the worst and they don’t care who they hurt to get what they want. My father makes sure that everyone is afraid of him, especially his own children.

      The moon offers me her comfort as I bask in her light and for that I will forever be grateful. This is the only time I get a break from the abuse and gaslighting assholes. Twenty-five years of living with them and none of it will ever make sense to me.

      Our father killed our mother not long after my younger brother was born. Something about giving him another weak Alpha of a son and that she was useless. I’d barely been six years old when that happened. I watched as he ripped her heart out and then tossed it at my feet.

      I knew better than to cry in front of him. I stood there and stared in utter silence, fighting every single feeling inside of me to scream, yell, beg, cry, and everything in between. If I had shown a single sign of emotion to my father I would have been laying beside the woman on the floor. I couldn’t do that. I needed to take care of my younger brother now that mom was gone.

      I had to help those that couldn’t help themselves.

      Instead of giving my father an excuse to kill me, I’d picked up my baby brother who was barely a year old and walked from the room. Leaving my mother lying on the floor in a heap for others to dispose of. I focused on taking care of the baby and not letting my internal fear get the better of me. Even then I was already broken.

      At damn six years old I knew more of the cruel world and this packs mistreatment of the members than I should have. I knew who to avoid in the hallways of the Alpha house. When to disappear when father was in a mood, and when to make sure my presence is seen for pack appearances.

      My childhood wasn’t great and I spent many nights curled on this very rock as the moon shone her light upon me and her healing embrace met me with open arms. The Goddess herself couldn’t save me, but she gave me comfort anytime I needed it. She bears witness to the destruction that is my life and reminds me that it will be okay one day.

      That one day I can be someone else and not everyone in the world is some cruel sadistic bastard that doesn’t care what the fuck happens to those around them. This pack will be my utter downfall if I let it, but I won’t let it destroy me. I’m a fighter, even if my Alpha nature has been suppressed. In there somewhere, is a fighter that begs to be released and given a chance.

      Inside is someone I wish I could be.
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      The sun beats down on me from above and I stretch lazily, my limbs stiff from laying on top of the rock all night. There’s a chill in the air despite the sun rising above the horizon. It’s fall here in the mountains and soon winter will bring down a large amount of snow to cover the ground.

      As wolves we barely feel the temperature shifts. The cooler air brings us the ability to spend more time in our fur and gives us a chance to run with our beastly halves through the forest a little more often than usual. Winter is one of my favorite parts of the year. Many of the pack hate it and choose to stay indoors instead. I enjoyed it the most because I’m left to roam the woods in peace, joined by the smaller ones on the pack chain. The ones that are forgotten, abused, and destroyed get their chance to escape for a few hours for once.

      I climb from the rock and make my way down the side of the mountain. I remain in my wolf form, the trek much easier with the paws instead of feet. I jump from rock to rock, playing a game of leap down the mountainside until I’m at the bottom and slightly out of breath.

      The woods are quiet, everyone most likely in bed after the pack run last night. Only the guards and workers are up this early after a run. Prisoners in chains roam the grounds as they work, some nod slightly as I pass. I meet their eyes but it is the only indication I’m able to give them that acknowledges their greeting. They know what would happen to us both if we are caught conversing.

      My father doesn’t like when anyone talks to the help or the prisoners. They are the lowest of the pack and his son has no business talking or being kind to them. It shows weakness that the Alpha would never allow. To show weakness is a death sentence for everyone except me.

      No, he makes an example out of my weakness. Everyone knows what they will receive because it’s been done to me many times over the years in a public display of strength. He refuses to kill me no matter how hard I try to get him to end my life. He knows that though and so he finds other ways to make my life worse.

      I lope through the yard and around the side of the house to my little room. The only good thing about living in the Alpha house, I get my own entrance so I can avoid everyone when I come and go. Silence greets me as I round the corner and use my paw to push the handle down allowing the door to swing open.

      The Alpha house sits on the side of the mountain. It was built here because father wanted to be able to look down on his people and make sure they saw them above everyone here. A two story house that dwarfs the village and makes everyone else seem inadequate to be in this pack. Only the Alpha family, select loyal pack members, and a few guards were allowed to stay here.

      I hate it here.

      Shifting back into my skin, I head straight for the showers. A hot shower that can scald away the feelings I get everytime I enter this house. The utter evil that remains after all of the bad deeds that have occurred here.

      The water sprays down as I twist a knob and I wait to climb in till I see steam begin to fill the open walls. The burn of the water is nothing compared to how I received the scars that cover my body. While us wolves can heal extremely well, we can also scar. Especially if the wounds are inflicted with some type of silver.

      My father’s weapon of choice happens to be a leather whip with silver spikes along its length. He even had a special one made just for me when I was a teenager and he caught me fucking the help. It wasn’t so much me fucking as it was who the person was. They were beneath us. It was also a boy and that was when he found out how much his son really disappointed him to the fullest.

      No son of his would be running around fucking another man when he can have a woman’s pussy wrapped around his cock.

      The memories haunt me and I lean my head against the cold tile of the wall. Everytime I’m naked in my human skin it reminds me of the scars that cover my chest, back, and legs. There are very few parts of my body that aren’t scarred. My face and neck are the only place that bears not one mark on it. Can’t have the entire world knowing what kind of man my father really is.

      Once the water has warmed my body completely, I bathe and rinse off before shutting it off. Wrapping a towel around my waist, I ignore the steamed over mirror over my sink and leave the room. Dressing silently, I pull on my boots and grab a hoodie.

      I pull the hood up to cover my face and stuff my pockets with food and two water bottles. Grabbing a few painkillers, I shove them in my jeans pocket before I head out of my door again. This time, I make sure to look around for anyone lingering near the area.

      Satisfied that no one is in range of me, I slink along the edge of my wall and down a stone set of steps. Reaching the bottom, I take a deep breath before peeking around the edge of the wall. Looking for any guards, I find no one, which means they haven’t woken up and
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