

    
        
          The Betrayal

        

        
        
          Secrets Of The Blood Moon, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Selene Dacario

        

        
          Published by Black Rose Publishing, 2025.

        

    


[image: ]

This novel is intended for a mature audience aged 18 and up. The story featured in this book contains violence, sexual content and vulgar language. Please don’t read this novel if those topics offend you.

This is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and incidents mentioned are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, events, or locations is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2025 by Black Rose Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner, except for the use of quotations in books.

First paperback edition October 2025

Book design by Black Rose Publishing

Cover design by Black Rose Publishing

Published by Black Rose Publishing

[image: ]​​​


Table of Contents

Title Page

Disclaimer

Dedication

Epigraph

The Betrayal (Secrets Of The Blood Moon, #1)

Chapter 1: Preparing For The Wedding

Chapter 2: Best Friend Struggles

Chapter 3: Bride-To-Be

Chapter 4: Worth

Chapter 5: A Serious Talk

Chapter 6: Destiny

Chapter 7: Feeling Uneasy

Chapter 8: Wrong Time

Chapter 9: A Prayer

Chapter 10: Meeting Endon

Chapter 11: Can’t Breathe

Chapter 12: Scattered

Chapter 13: It Can’t Be

Chapter 14: Night Of The Blood Moon

Chapter 15: The Wedding

Chapter 16: Heartbroken

Chapter 17: Being Followed

Chapter 18: Territory Borders

Chapter 19: Big Decision

Chapter 20: A Mistake

Chapter 21: Watched

Chapter 22: A Trap

Chapter 23: Surrounded

Chapter 24: A Final Goodbye

Chapter 25: Interrupted

Chapter 26: Familiar Face

Chapter 27: The Tug

Chapter 28: Explanation

Chapter 29: Trustworthy?

Chapter 30: In Need

Chapter 31: Terms And Conditions

Chapter 32: On The Run

Chapter 33: Solitude

Chapter 34: Welcomed

Chapter 35: Turned Away

Chapter 36: A Strange Connection

Chapter 37: Being Tracked

Chapter 38: Comparisons

Chapter 39: Startling Realization

Chapter 40: Torn

Chapter 41: The Incident

Chapter 42: The Only Way

Chapter 43: Bonding

Chapter 44: Unsure

Chapter 45: Could It Be Love?

Chapter 46: A Second Chance

Chapter 47: No Way Out

Chapter 48: He’s Close

Chapter 49: Safe Haven

Chapter 50: Unexpected News



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to the man who has found a way to bring my once cold heart back to life. 
For the longest time, I thought that my heart couldn't be healed. But a simple touch from him had it igniting once more. 
A touch of magic stronger than the bond between wolves, that's what he has. 
And he's used that touch on me, reigniting my passion and bringing my abilities back to life.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Surely, a love so strong cannot exist. 
There has to be more to it than just the joining of two separate souls. For believing in destiny is pure madness.
That is, until you experience it for yourself. 
-Selene Dacario
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Author’s Note

Writing has always been my passion. The one thing I wouldn’t let go of, but I could never bring myself to do it. 

Then I met my muse...

I felt the true effect that love can have on a person. And I also felt the kind of pain it could bring.

Instead of letting that bring me down, I used it to my advantage. 

I expressed those feelings in my works and brought my characters to life in ways I never thought possible.

And now that I have my true love, it's only getting better. 

I’m a person driven by my muse. And he has a way of making me feel things I never knew existed.
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​Chapter 1: 
Preparing For The Wedding 
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Two years.... We have been planning this wedding for two whole years. And I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t be happy to see the end.

My sister deserves this, she really does, but... I just can’t take it anymore!

“How many times!” I slap my hand down on the oak table as yet another pair of Gammas walk past me carrying a heavy cedar log. “How many times do I have to tell you that the guest seating needs to be placed in the meadow... Where the wedding is taking place!”

“I... Uhm... Sorry, Second Princess. We’ll move it right away.”

I roll my eyes at the man. He clearly has no sense of direction. But what bothers me more than anything else is that this pack sees me as nothing more than the ‘Second Princess.’

Like I don’t have a personality of my own? Or a name for that fact.

“Daciana!” Tala shouts as she hops toward me. 

I stifle a groan as the sight of my sister, with her perfect blonde locks and athletic body, invades my vision. Her long white dress sways with the wind as she approaches, and I can’t help but stare in awe.

Like a true Princess, she never manages to look anything but her best. And I can’t help but wonder how I ever ended up with HER as my sister.

I love Tala with all my heart, but... She’s so perfect and I’m... Well, I’m just the Second Princess. That’s why Daddy arranged her a Prince, and I’m stuck planning the damn wedding.

“Hey, Sis.” I put on my best fake smile as she takes a seat next to me. “Are you ready for your big day?”

Tala squeals in her seat. “Look! It finally came!”

I take her extended hand and examine the massive ring on her finger. It’s as if it was made just for her. An intricate ring of smaller white diamonds surrounds the massive pink diamond, just like our pack surrounds her.

“Wow,” I breathe. “This guy must have done his research. There is no way he could get you this without knowing you.”

“I know, right? It’s as if we were made for each other,” she says, clutching her hands to her chest.

Her words send a pang through my chest. Tala isn’t wife material, she never has been, and everyone knows it. She doesn’t believe in the mate bond. And she doesn’t even want this. She’s just marrying this man because Daddy told her to. 

“A Princess must do what’s right for her pack.” And apparently, what’s right for this pack is to marry into a bigger, stronger pack.

Apparently, not even the Alpha understands the concept of a mate bond. For the two of them, power means everything and consequences be damned.

“You know...” I cut myself off before I can fully consider saying the words.

“What?” Tala asks, concerned by the tone of my voice.

I turn toward my sister and tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear as I consider my next words. We’ve had this discussion so many times I’ve lost count. But it still makes me feel like I’m overstepping.

“Tala... I really think you should wait.” Taking her hands in mine, I twirl the massive ring around her finger. “Your mate is out there somewhere. You just need to be patient.”

She scoffs. “Mates are a thing for people like you. People who believe in true love. People who can afford to wait for it. I’m not that lucky. I have duties and responsibilities. There is an entire pack relying on me to keep them safe.”

“But does it have to happen this way?” I ask, finally finding my voice. “Does the future Alpha of the Silver Moon Pack really have to be sold to some bloodthirsty warmonger from across the planes?”

Tala laughs. “He’s not some bloodthirsty, whatever you called him. He’s an Alpha. The Alpha... Of the Blood Paw Pack.”

“Seriously, bloodthirsty warmonger is like, in their name.” I stifle a smile. “Plus, his reputation precedes him. Everyone knows how dangerous Endon really is.”

“That’s what makes this such a good fit,” she says, squeezing my hands. “With him by our side, we’ll never have to worry again, Daci. He could save this pack from extinction.”

She has a point. The strategic advantage this would give us is amazing. But that doesn’t change destiny. Nothing can, and many wolves have had to learn that lesson the hard way. I don’t want my sister to be one of them.

There are so many things that could go wrong in this situation. I mean, she could find her mate and call the whole marriage off. Imagine what that would mean for our pack.

Or even worse, he could find his mate and turn his entire pack against us. That would be the beginning of the end for Silver Moon. He could tear this pack to shreds with the nod of his head.

This is not the type of man a woman wants to be messing around with. He isn’t even the type of man a woman wants to get involved with. And that makes me wonder. Why this? Why now? What on earth is the Blood Paw Pack planning?

“Tala... This could be our extinction. Endon is known for his ruthlessness. He is known for tearing Alphas apart with his bare hands. Surely there has to be a better match out there for you.”

“And I’m known as ‘The Party Princess.’ What’s that supposed to say? That I’m a slut that can’t keep my shit together for the safety of my pack?”

Well... That’s exactly what it’s supposed to mean. Tala has... a reputation for pissing people off and causing wars. Her chilled attitude and big mouth have caused more problems for this pack than we could handle.

The last time things went south, she vanished for a year! It was only then that we found out she gave some rogue a big mouth and ended up in one of his cages. For the entire year, he used her as a slave.

He even bragged about what they were doing to her, so Daddy would give them some of his land. It took a war to get her out. A war that sliced our population in half.

“Hey!” Tala shouts, dragging me from my thoughts. “You’re going the wrong way!”

The two Gammas who had words with me earlier were back, holding yet another Cedar log. And once again, they were going in the wrong direction.

“I can’t believe it,” I mumble. “These morons can pull together a war, but they can’t set up for a wedding.”

Tala giggles. “I have to go.”

She gives me a tight hug before letting the Gammas feel her wrath. And in an instant, she’s gone. With a sigh, I push myself up. The sun is setting, and I wouldn’t be doing my job if I weren’t checking on the progress we’ve made.

I grab my coffee and stroll to the meadow. The path is lined with white lilies, creating a perfect aisle for the bride-to-be. My fingers run along the tips of the flowers as a sharp pain shoots through my heart. If only...

As the sun sets, I reach the meadow and my breath catches in my throat. The large cedar logs that form the guest seating are covered in cherry blossom leaves. The aisle itself is white from the blossom rain. And the fairy lights are creating a dim, golden glow around the chapel.

“A venue fit for a princess,” I mumble as my feet stop at the edge of the aisle.

This is what I’ve always wanted. This is what I envisioned when I thought of the perfect wedding.

I take a moment to absorb the view, then close my eyes and allow myself to picture my dream wedding.

A long white dress with intricate floral patterns. The entire pack seated, waiting to see me walk down the aisle. My father standing at my side as we prepare to make the entrance. And my mate... A man with pitch black hair and green eyes, waiting for me at the altar.

Suddenly, my dream moment shifts. I’m no longer the bride Tala is. And this is no longer the perfect wedding. The white petals are stained with crimson. Tala is screaming, her white dress covered in blood, as my father’s lifeless body falls at her feet.

My mate has turned into a vicious monster. A pitch black wolf with piercing green eyes that are now locked on me. A snarl rips through his blood-soaked lips, and before I can comprehend what’s happening, he’s chasing me.

“Daciana?” The familiar voice pierces through the horrible vision, and I couldn’t be more relieved.

My heart is slamming against the walls of my chest, and suddenly, the beautiful sight is corrupted. I no longer see what it is that made me envision my own wedding. All I see in the meadow is death.

“There you are!” Gabby says as she rounds the corner. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

I open my mouth to speak, but no words come out. The shock to my system was just too much. The scenes keep replaying in my mind as if they had actually happened. And I can’t help but wonder why.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Gabby says, wiping the hair away from my clammy face.

I shake my head, trying to convince us both that I hadn’t. But the gesture wasn’t as reassuring as it seemed. 

Why on earth did I see those things? Is it because I don’t feel comfortable with how Tala is planning on spending her life? Or is there more to it? 

Could it be that I saw what would happen on her wedding day? Is this entire sham of a wedding a trap so Endon can finally claim our pack without having to bind himself to anyone?

The realization sends a chill down my spine. I need to talk to my father before it’s too late. I need to end this madness before it gets us all killed.
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​Chapter 2: 
Best Friend Struggles
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I want to run off to warn my father about what I saw, but Gabby’s hand on my arm keeps me rooted in place. Of all the times she had interrupted my duties, this is by far the worst.

“What’s the rush?” Gabby asks, tightening her grip. “Is there some place you need to be?”

“No... It’s just...” With a huff of frustration, I sink onto a log. “I don’t think the intentions around this wedding are what they appear to be.”

“Do you think your father and sister have ulterior motives?” A hint of intrigue flickers over her hazel eyes as she takes a seat next to me.

I must admit that her idea isn’t too far-fetched. It had never occurred to me, but I wouldn’t put it past them. Daddy and Tala have always been creative about getting what they want. And what they want isn’t always as simple as it seems.

For all we know, Daddy will get something extra out of this deal. In fact, he probably is. He wouldn’t just put Tala on the market for power and safety. He has the impression that we can take anyone down, even if it comes at a substantial loss.

That means Endon offered him something more. But what could that be? It’s not like we need more land... But there is something we do need... We need to increase our population. Strength comes with numbers.

Could it be that Endon offered to help us increase our population?

“Earth to Daciana,” Gabby says, snapping her fingers in front of my face. “Are you lost in translation again?”

“No... I’m just... thinking about what you said.” I glance at the meadow once more, hoping it will help to calm my mind. “I didn’t consider that my father and sister might have ulterior motives. My mind was on Endon.”

“Is your mind on him a lot?” Gabby says teasingly.

“No,” I scoff as a bright blush spreads across my pale cheeks.

Oh, how I wish what I said was true. How I wish I could just pretend he doesn’t exist and move on with my life.

But there’s something about Endon. Something I can’t begin to comprehend or explain.

Whenever I hear his name, the blood freezes in my veins. My heart skips a beat, and my stomach churns.

I want to believe that it’s my inner wolf warning me about the dangers that lie ahead. But deep down, in the pit of my soul, I know it’s more than that.

“I think he’s coming here to cause trouble,” I mumble, tangling my fingers. “I think the wedding is just an excuse for him to take control of the pack.”

“Come on, Daciana,” Gabby says, irritation clearly written across her youthful face. “Are you seriously that unhappy about your sister’s wedding?”

“I’m not...” Gabby puts her hand over my mouth, silencing me.

“I have known you for 19 years, Daciana. You can’t hide anything from me.”

Yes, my father took Gabby in when she was just a pup. Yes, we spent every single day of our lives together. But this time she’s wrong. This time...

Is she wrong? Are my points and concerns valid? Or am I just acting out because I want this so badly, but Tala is the one getting it?

“You’ve dreamed about your wedding for 20 years,” Gabby says, squeezing my hand. “You’ve been looking for your mate since you found out they existed. And that urge has only gotten worse since you found your wolf.”

“I know, Gabby, but this has nothing to do with what I want.”

“Are you sure about that?”

No... I’m not sure about that at all. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t hurt when I found out that Tala was getting married.

That was one of the worst days of my life. I knew that she wasn’t getting married for love. The purpose of the wedding was made clear from the very beginning.

But... I kinda thought that I would get married first. That I would find my mate and have my happily ever after.

Yet here we are...

“Can we just forget about me for a moment?” The question comes out a bit harsher than I intended.

Gabby rolls her eyes. “We have spent our lives forgetting about you and your needs. We need to start focusing on them at some point.”

Typical Gabby, trying to treat me like everyone else treats my sister. She always believed that I was on the same level as Tala, even though we both know it isn’t true.

Tala is the firstborn. The rightful heir of the pack. She was raised to lead. Her respect wasn’t earned. It was a birthright.

But being the second born is the equivalent of being a Gamma. The lowest of the low. Just another pack member. My respect was earned, and it didn’t come easily.

“You know my needs mean nothing,” I whisper.

“They mean everything!” Gabby snaps. “You’re a Princess, Daciana. Not some low-ranking nobody.”

“I’m the Second Princess, Gabby. That means I’m a nobody.”

“Bullshit! You can run this pack better than your sister can even dream of doing. You know everything about us, and you’re so compassionate.”

That’s true. While I still thought I could prove my worth, I learned everything there was to know. Every single aspect of being a pack leader is burned into my brain.

But over time, I realized that I didn’t want to lead the pack. I didn’t want to be responsible for all those lives. I didn’t want to be the one who got blamed when things went wrong.

Those were duties I’d gladly hand over to my sister. And up until now, I was at peace with who I was and what my place was.

But since they announced the wedding, something seemed off. And it isn’t just because of Endon. Something inside of me reared its head, and it’s not pretty at all.

“Something has been bothering me lately,” I admit. “And it isn’t just my need to find my mate.”

“Then, what is it?” Gabby asks.

“I have no idea... There have been a series of strange events. But I can’t find out how they are connected. Or what they mean.”

“What kind of events?”

The dreams would be a good start. I keep seeing that black hair and those gorgeous green eyes. And the closer we get to the wedding, the more frequent the dreams become.

Then there’s my wolf. She has been going insane since the engagement was announced. It’s like she’s pacing, a caged animal looking for a way to escape.

And that’s without taking the strange emotions into account. The doubt, the concern, and the rage. It’s like they don’t even belong to me, even though I’m feeling them.

Then there are all the physical symptoms that I keep brushing off. The lingering pain in my heart. The restlessness and discomfort. And the all-encompassing need to set my wolf free.

“It’s really hard to explain,” I say, furrowing my brow. “It’s like something has taken over my consciousness. Like I’m not myself anymore.”

“How can I help you if you won’t even talk to me?!” Gabby snaps. “Seriously, Daciana, our conversations over the last few months are so cryptic. It’s like trying to build a puzzle with half the pieces.”

“I don’t know what to say to you, Gabby. Maybe if you spend some more time listening, you would actually understand what’s going on.”

“You’re being insecure again, and I can’t take it anymore. Needing reassurance once in a while is one thing. But needing it every single time we talk is a pain in the ass.”

I look at her, stunned. Gabriella has never spoken to me like this before. She would never do anything to jeopardize our friendship. But lately she has been doing exactly that.

“You know what?” I say as my anger reaches its boiling point. “Just forget it. I don’t need to explain myself to you or anyone else. You can either be my friend or you can leave.”

“Fine!” Gabriella snaps. “But remember this: I was there for you when you thought your world was crashing down. And that happened more than once. I was there to reassure you every single day of your life. When people made you feel like you were worthless, I was the one you turned to.”

She turns around to leave, but stops a few seconds later. “If you can’t handle the truth, then just end it here and now. Because living in denial isn’t living at all. It’s a poor excuse to feel sorry for yourself.”

With that, Gabriella walks away, leaving me to my thoughts and emotions. Even though the things she said hurt, I can’t help but wonder if she’s right. Am I spending my life feeling sorry for myself? Is that why I’ve been so moody lately? Is it because I can’t be happy for someone who is getting everything I want?

Memories of my past invade my mind. The time when I was 4 and Gabriella had to comfort me because I thought being the second born meant I wasn’t loved. When I was six, she had to comfort me because I thought being called Second Princess was a bad thing.

The more I think about it, the more I’m starting to realize that she is right. She had spent countless days and nights by my side, comforting me for absolutely meaningless things.

After all that, do I even know my worth? Do I even know who I truly am? Or am I just pushing people away because of my own selfishness?

I look in the direction Gabby went and feel a pang in my heart. Have I pushed her away for good this time? Or can this situation be salvaged?

––––––––
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​Chapter 3: 
Bride-To-Be 
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With a heavy heart, I take one last look at the meadow. I need to put these ridiculous fears aside and start being more supportive. I need to talk to my sister and assure her that I’m happy with whatever decision she makes.

The thought alone makes my wolf growl. I wonder why that is. Why has she been so aggressive lately? And why is she taking that aggression out on me? What am I doing wrong? Or what does she want me to do to solve her problems?

Uncertainty gnaws at me as I make my way to Tala’s cottage. There is so much going on in and around me. It feels like I’m losing the control I once thought I had. Like I’m losing my mind entirely.

“Come in!” Tala says as I knock on her door.

“Hey sis,” I mumble, stepping into her room.

Tala’s eyes meet mine, and her concern is evident. “Are you okay? Why do you look so pale? Do you want me to call a doctor?”

I remove her hand from my forehead and whisper, “I’m fine.”

Tala doesn’t look convinced, but she takes a seat on the couch, nonetheless. With a gentle smile, she pats the seat next to her. I sit, unsure of how to start this conversation.

“I’m sorry for butting into your business.” My wolf growls in my head, startling me. “This is supposed to be your big day, and I realized that I might not have been super supportive about it.”

“What on earth are you talking about?” Tala asks, her shock evident. “We wouldn’t be this prepared if it weren’t for you.”

“It’s just... I had a conversation with Gabby, and she told me that I might be selfish. And I want to apologize for that. You need to know that I’m not trying to force you into anything. I’m just trying to help.”

“Gabby called you selfish?” Tala asks, her brows furrowed in confusion. “Who the hell does she think she is? She can’t talk to you like that!”

Okay, that didn’t go as expected at all. Is she misunderstanding me? Why is she blaming Gabby all of a sudden? Gabby only informed me of what I was doing. She didn’t do anything wrong.

“That’s not the point,” I say, trying to keep my emotions intact. “The point is that I’m trying to apologize for stepping on your toes. And for telling you how you should be living your life. I don’t want you to think that my words mean anything in this matter.”

“I know nothing you do is done out of spite or selfishness,” Tala says, taking my hands in hers. “Everything you do is done out of love for your big sister. And you don’t have to worry. I never took anything the wrong way. And I never thought you were being selfish.” 

That’s exactly what I’m trying to do. But it seems Gabby thinks that I’m being selfish for it. Could it be that she just doesn’t understand what I’m trying to do?

Could it just be a huge misunderstanding between the two of us? Is it because I can’t explain what’s happening right now?

“Do you think...” I fiddle with the hem of my skirt. “Do you think I’m selfish?”

“Of course not!” Tala says. “You are the least selfish person I’ve ever met. I mean, just look at your actions.”

“What actions?”

“Let’s start with the most recent,” Tala says, pointing at the bag containing her wedding dress. “You have put all your hopes, dreams, and duties aside to help me plan this wedding. And you did it without blinking an eye.”

The air rushes out of my lungs as my eyes linger on the bag. It has finally arrived. After months of planning and countless arguments, the dress has finally arrived.

“When did it come?” I ask, imagining what it will look like. 

“I’m so excited!” Tala says with a dazzling smile. “They delivered it about an hour ago. And let me tell you, leaving it alone has been torture.”

I made her promise not to look at it until I got here. And I can’t believe she actually did it. It’s so unlike Tala not to try something on immediately after she gets it.

I can’t help but smile at her actions. It makes me so happy to know that in certain things, I can really rely on her to keep her word.

“Can I try it on now?” she asks, coming up behind me. “I’m so excited to see what you had made just for me.”

“Of course you can.” I give her a tight hug. “I’m just as excited as you are.”

My hands tremble as I unzip the bag. And suddenly I realize that I’m incredibly nervous. 

All I wanted was to get her the perfect dress. But now that it’s here, I can’t help but wonder if it will meet my expectations.

Tala gasps as I pull the bag away, revealing a masterpiece. 

“Oh my God,” she breathes. “This is so much better than anything I would’ve come up with.”

Tala runs to the dressing room, and when she returns a few minutes later, I’m speechless.

The sparkling white corset and chiffon skirt are a perfect fit. But they are nothing compared to the detail that brings them to life.

The baby pink and purple butterflies bring in an exquisite flow. While the blood-red flowers give it the perfect pop of color and elegance.

It’s as if the designer took her personality and put it into the dress. There couldn’t have been a better dress for my beautiful sister.

“How on earth did you pull this off?” Tala asks, spinning around. “It’s perfect!”

“I don’t know,” I admit, running my fingers over the intricate patterns on the dress. “It just felt like it would suit you.”

“That, my dear sister, is an understatement,” Tala says with a sweet smile. “Oh, how should we do my hair? I mean, I had a few ideas, but none of them are good enough for this dress.”

Tala starts listing all the ideas she had in mind, and I can’t help but smile. But deep down, something is bothering me.

It’s like a part of me is lost. Like this wedding will take something that belongs to me, and I’ll never be able to get it back.

It’s a strange feeling. Something I can’t exactly place. But it’s accompanied by a deep-seated sadness. And it feels like it won’t be going away anytime soon.

“So, what do you think?” Tala asks, dragging me from my thoughts. “Will this be okay?”

I look up and see her holding her golden hair in a messy bun. A few loose strands frame her face, giving it an ethereal glow.

“That will be perfect,” I say with a smile. “It says strong and independent, with a bossy side. Totally you.”

“Thank you,” Tala whispers, tears glistening in her eyes. “Not just for the dress, but for everything.”

“It’s only a pleasure.” I give her a tight hug. “You know I’ll always try my best when it comes to you.”

I can feel Tala’s smile against my neck. And for the first time since the planning started, I’m overwhelmed with relief. But the moment is cut short by a knock on the door. Tala pulls away, her concern evident as she looks down at her watch.

“Who on earth would bother me at this time?” she asks, making her way to the door.

“Princess, come quickly,” the Gamma says while trying to catch her breath. “It’s your father. He’s got Gabby.”

I feel the blood draining from my face. Why would Daddy have Gabby? And why on earth does the Gamma look so terrified? Has something gone wrong?

“What do you mean?” Tala asks, but her eyes are on me. “What is he doing with her?”

“It’s time for her punishment, your highness. And from the looks of it, this won’t be an easy one.”

Without giving it a second thought, I head for the door. Tala tries to stop me, knowing I’m not in my right mind, but there’s nothing she can do. This is my best friend we’re talking about. And I’m sure nothing she could’ve done would be worthy of punishment.

In the 19 years Gabby has been here, she has never done anything wrong. She never even came close to the boundaries, and I don’t think that will ever change. So something must’ve happened. And whatever it was, it had something to do with me.

The world around me is spinning as I run through the woods to get to my father’s cabin. But I don’t even get that far. The crowd is gathered in the clearing ahead, the one that serves as the stage for the death penalties.

This can’t be happening. My father can’t seriously consider killing my best friend. The little pup he took in when she had nowhere else to go. The little girl who lost everything because of his command. There has to be a reasonable explanation. There has to be some kind of mistake.

Without thinking, I shout, “Stop!”

The crowd goes silent, and everyone turns to face me. But there’s one set of eyes that sends a chill down my spine. My father is looking at me, and his glare is murderous.
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​Chapter 4: 
Worth 
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I have never seen my father so angry. But Gabby has never looked this scared, either. I have no idea what’s going on here, but I’m going to end it. One way or another.

“How dare you?” my father grates. “Do you really think that you, the second born, can impede me in my duties?”

Usually, I would back down at his tone. But not this time. This time I need to stand up for what I believe in. Because if I don’t, my best friend will pay the price. And that’s not something I’m going to allow.

“I’m not sure what’s going on here. But it has to be a misunderstanding,” I say, meeting his gaze head-on. “You know Gabby. You know she’s not capable of whatever it is that she’s being accused of.”

“How would you know? Were you there?” my father asks, his voice rising with every word.

I shake my head as words fail me. 

“Well, I was. This information wasn’t given to me by another! It happened to my face.”

He grabs Gabby by her neck and pulls her to her feet. Her pain is evident, and it’s not just because of the tears that are rolling down her cheeks. The bruises and cuts on her arms and face indicate that she was in a fight. And it’s pretty clear that she lost.

Someone hurt her. Someone has already punished her. But who was it? And why would they do such a thing to someone as innocent as she is? 

The pang in my chest draws me closer to her. And it takes all my strength to keep my hand from reaching out. Before I can comfort her, I need to get her out of this ridiculous situation. But how?

“What are the charges?” I ask, meeting my father’s gaze once more.

“The charges?” my father sneers.

With a deep breath, I square my shoulders and step onto the podium. “Yes, everyone has the right to know what she’s being charged with.”

My father grabs my throat and squeezes. “You dare question my judgement in front of the pack?”

Black spots invade my vision as the last of my air supply evaporates from my lungs. Weakness spreads through my body. And my mind starts shutting down. But my wolf won’t let me go so easily. 

My nails dig into my father’s flesh as they grow. My eyes shoot open, but they are no longer a deep blue. They’re frosted. My mind is as sharp as ever, and it’s all thanks to her.

A growl escapes from my chest, but it’s unlike anything I’ve ever heard before. It’s almost as if my wolf is stronger than ever before. Like a mom who is willing to die to protect her cub.

The sound startles me, but not as much as it does my father. He lets go, sending me crashing to the ground. And suddenly I realize I’m not alone.

Tala is standing over me. Her large wolf making the closest of the bystanders cower. Her silver fur against my skin feels protective. And for a moment, all I can think about is whether the growl had come from me or her.

“This is not the time or place to act like a moron,” Tala says through our shared bond.

“You dare turn against me?” my father asks, his shock evident.

“Do not push me, father,” she says, circling him. “You will not harm my sister. I have never allowed you to, and I won’t start now.”

“Are you defending your sister or this useless she-wolf?” he asks, pointing at Gabby.

The crowd has gone silent. None of them can hear what is being said, but the tension between my father and sister hangs thick in the air. They’re all ready. Waiting for the consequences of my father’s actions. Will he hurt his heir?

“Both,” Tala says nonchalantly. “By protecting Gabby, I am protecting Daciana. You brought that pup here to entertain her. To keep her out of your hair because you blamed her for mother’s death. And I’m not going to let you take her away.”

My father tries to speak, but Tala growls, shutting him up instantly.

“Daciana spent her entire life suffering, wondering if she was loved. If she was good enough. And it was all because of you. Because you couldn’t come to terms with losing your wife. Because you didn’t understand what she was.”

What did she mean by that? Is she talking about me or our mom? And what was she?

“But I’m done. I won’t stand aside and watch her suffer anymore. I won’t let you destroy her anymore. Daciana doesn’t know what she’s capable of yet. But I will be there to make sure she finds out. And when she does, it will be the end of your tyrannous reign.”

My father growls as he takes his wolf form. This is it. This is what the crowd has been waiting for. Will he lose his crown in a battle for the throne? Or will he pass it down like our family has done for generations?

“Don’t be stupid,” Tala says, snapping at him. “You know I can overthrow you in an instant, and I’ll have no problem doing it. So go cower in your corner and take those prying eyes with you. I’ll take over when I’m ready, and today is not that day.”

With a final snarl, my father takes off. The crowd disperses, and Tala takes her human form. Before I can even think about asking questions, she grabs me and Gabby and leads us to the cabin at the edge of our territory.

“Are you okay?” she asks as she lowers Gabby into a hot bath. 

Gabby nods. “I’m just a little shocked. What happened back there?”

With a heavy sigh, Tala takes a seat on the stool between us. “I guess I have some explaining to do.”

For the first time ever, Tala looks uncomfortable. She’s nervous. Fidgeting with her bracelet. And her eyes are unfocused. This is not the Tala I know at all.

“I think I should go first,” Gabby says, her eyes darting between us. “Daciana and I got into a fight. I just wanted to help, so I went to your dad and told him that what he was doing was unfair. That she was the second princess, and that she had the right to be treated as such.”

Tala’s eyes soften. “He will never treat her like a princess. He’s too afraid of what she’ll do if she uncovers the truth.”

Gabby’s brows furrow. “She is his daughter, right? She is a princess of this pack, isn’t she?”

Tala tucks a stray hair behind my ear and gives me a sweet smile. “Yes, to both questions. But there’s so much more to her than that. Daciana isn’t just a princess. She is... Everything we all dream of being.”

She cups my face, and I can’t help but lean into her touch. Tala has always had a way of making me feel safe. It’s like she took on our mother’s role and perfected it. Being the caregiver comes naturally to her.

“You have never known your true worth, Daci. Daddy would never have allowed it. But I think it’s time for you to know.” She smiles, and there’s a glint of admiration in her eyes. “You are worth more than all of us combined. Mommy made sure of that the day she gave birth to you.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, feeling slightly overwhelmed. “How can I be worth more than everyone? What did mommy do?”

“It’s time for me to tell you the story of Luna Delroy. The human who came into this pack with a secret so large it could’ve destroyed us all.” 

As Tala speaks, the images form in my mind. It’s as if I were there. Like I could see the events through my mother’s eyes.

It started 30 years ago when my mother, a human adventurer, stumbled into our territory. My father found her and was about to kill her when she spoke to him through a mind link. Such a thing was unheard of, yet she controlled it with ease.

My father took her in, stating that he needed to research what was happening, and soon the two of them fell in love. And then it happened. There was a war, my father was injured. He got a spear to the heart, which is fatal to any species.

But it was not the end. My mother ran to his side, shoved her hand into his chest, and suddenly everything changed. The pack watched in awe as her long black hair changed color. It went from dark as night to a light shade of brown.

She screamed in agony before passing out beside my father. There was a massive hole in her delicate chest. But my father was healed. They rushed her to the medical suite and, while examining her, they found a tattoo between her collarbones. A tattoo of the full moon.

“Daddy spent months researching what had happened and found that she was a creature long thought to be extinct,” Tala says before taking a deep breath. “Mommy was no human. She was a Lycan.”

“A Lycan?” Gabby says, her confusion evident. “What is a Lycan?”

“Lycans are ancient wolves. They have all our attributes and then some. Their strength is unmatched. They are at one with their wolves. Their connection to the moon is stronger. And some even believe they have a direct link to the Goddess.”

“What would make them think that?” Gabby asks.

I’ve heard this tale. It’s a story my old nanny used to tell me. A myth that has been passed down for generations.

“Lycans can dig into your soul and bring out your worst nightmare or your sweetest dream. They bend the fabric of creation and alter fate as they see fit. But most importantly, they can use that power to heal even the most deadly of wounds.”

“Like Mommy did for Daddy?” I ask, trying to absorb the information.
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