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​Chapter 1 - Alpha
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The short dress, a clingy wine-red mini with a deep plunge and a halter neck that I bought specially to match this lipstick, might be making it too easy for strong hands sliding their way up my thighs. We are pressed together in the dark space next to a wall, next to a pillar. He will make a case that it's a defense tactic to have me in a corner; I know he just likes to pin me back so he can get better access. I’m off balance, tip toeing in my heels, but it doesn't matter. My Beta has me. My free hand is clasped on the back of his neck, disrupting his curls and his cologne. His desperate mouth is against mine, nibbling my neck, kissing his way up my chin. I glanced idly around the dark room, but my body is responding like always. I can’t help but push against him. Every part of me wants to drag him out to the truck and hop on his lap. He knows my little undertones of desperate want.

Everyone here knows who I am. They can feel it. They’ve seen me in daylight, and Ash under the moon. There’s gawkers. There’s the forward ones carefully waiting to get my attention. There are wary ones skulking the edges.

Across the room, my Delta observes the bar games, flicking his gaze over to the dance floor, and then flashing an eye my way, swigging from a beer bottle in between. In a hushed tone, the redhead wrapped solidly under his shoulder with her fingertips on his chest sips her own drink, whispering to him. Delta is softly menacing - he is holding himself rigidly, issuing an open invitation to troublemakers to try their luck, but when he turns back every few seconds to my second Beta, the corners of his eyes crinkle. He relaxes an iota, but only with her coaxing. 

The atmosphere changes as my Gamma comes back into the room. Beta keeps his face turned to my neck, but pulls back his grazing teeth with a searing kiss. 

What is it? I ask through the mindlink, open to my staff. I’m not looking at them; I’m nuzzling Beta’s shoulder. He hides his sigh of irritation, moving one hand from my waist to the wall behind my back. 

This place is older than it looks. Gamma has no game face. He is trying to look casual, sidling next to Delta and Beta across the room, but his eyes are wide and worried. Delta looks like he is coughing, all of a sudden, and takes a step away.

So? I ran my lacquered nails down the smooth cloth of Beta’s shirt, shoulder to hip.

There’s a ladder down to some backrooms. I swear to you Alpha, there’s Omegas down there, and they don’t smell of Glacier Moon. 

Over Beta’s shoulder, I have a good view of the bar at the back, and the owner looking back at me. I’m sure his business registration says bar and lounge, and not brothel, and even if it did, everyone here knows me. 

Everyone here knows how we deal with Omegas. Inner wolf Ash expresses her confusion. 

I reluctantly pull my hand from behind Beta’s neck, as he looks down at me between his arms. He plucked the cherry out of his Old Fashioned, impaled on a tiny neon sword, and offered it to me, waiting for the silent nod.

The four of them separate like a thunderclap, leaving me to observe, arms crossed, in the shadowy corner by the pillar. The lights fly up and the music skids to a halt. From the bar, the owner is hurriedly working on a shotgun, glancing up to locate me.

Always, every time we go out, there’s drama, Second Beta sighs, ushering the patrons out into the icy night. She’s also wearing a short, ruched dress and ankle boots so they don’t take her seriously right away, and her mate, my Delta, is pacing and snarling as a result. We can see, Ash and I, that he is torn between targets. Does he knock some heads on behalf of the Beta, or does he flay the man threatening his Alpha?

Logic would dictate that the consistent feature is me, that I’m creating the drama, but I disagree. Not that I don’t welcome the change of pace. Alpha is a title with no work life balance. The pressure can be consuming, physically crushing, but also monotonous, so the occasional spark of drama is entertaining. But sometimes, downright depressing, the amount of people I have to murder in one night. 

The work of changing minds takes decades, I mused to the wolf, ducking a thrown bottle in the bar area. ‘Let’s get out of the Central for once,’ my Beta had begged, ‘Let's go to the Northward and see how they are doing.’ He sure regretted that now. 

He didn’t know, sighed Ash, who always takes Cole’s side anyway.

Work, work, work, it’s always work. With a few persuasive snaps of her teeth, my second Beta had cleared the club, while my Gamma was in the basement documenting the violations that were about to get this guy jailed if he was lucky, and murdered if he didn’t put the shotgun down in the next 10 seconds. Beta and Delta were quickly pinching in from either side, with me down the center. 

“It’s loaded with silver,” the owner said ominously, keeping it aimed at me. I rolled my eyes.

For that reason alone, I could kill this guy. It’s one thing to keep a gun here - they are almost totally useless and the folks who insist on them are normally shifters who were not raised in the Packlands. They retain weird human hang ups.  Even if he had a full club riot on his hands, a gun would only guarantee a slippery floor. 

Throwing a squeaky toy would be better crowd control.  

But a gun loaded with silver? That’s a clear felony, in my eyes and the eyes of the Pack laws. 

Which are conveniently the same thing! Ash is ready to pounce. 

“I don’t know why you came back here,” I said slowly, giving my officers time to get into position.

Any compelling reason not to pop his head off like a grape? Easton asked me through the mind link. 

I wanna chew his face off myself! Ash answers, although Easton can’t hear her. 

Ew, I don’t. He looks gristly. The mental image makes me gag. 

“Did you expect me to not find out what you were doing?” I continue. My parents banished this asshole years ago. That represented mercy, but no more. 

He conveniently returns when the reins of power change, thinks he can sniff out an opportunity? Thing is, I might have allowed him to return. I might have allowed him to run a bar. God knows, I love a change of scene, and dance music the louder the better. 

If I do say so, I’m great for business! 

But not like this. Not back to these dirty old ways. I trust my Beta and my Gamma and my own ears and nose. I know what he’s got in the basement. 

Make him drop it, Ash suggests.

He’s not worth the energy, I retort, slowly advancing.

“Laws are different where I came from.” 

No begging, no I’m so sorry my Alpha, no promises to reform. 

Not good enough, Barkeep my good sir!

DO IT! She whines in my head, MAKE THE VOICE!

“No,” I answer him, with a head toss. 

The nerve!

Slavery has been outlawed for literal decades, since before my parents were even born. We don’t keep the Omegas as slaves, or even servants if we can help it. I have exhausted myself, on top of all of my other work and responsibilities, with removing the Omega mark from any wolf that asks. Sure, of course shifter wolves are smarter and better than your basic humans, but there is still an intrinsic social classism that I find gross. I can’t stop all the Omegas from being mistreated, but little by little, we are changing cultural norms. 

I am close enough now to touch the barrel of the shotgun if I leapt forward. He is aiming down quite a bit, since I am on the short side even with dance club heels. 

“Maybe you should go back to where you came from?” suggests Beta Cole, where he is just behind this asshole now. With a sideways look of surprise - no one can out stealth my mate- the gun swings out of my face. A crunch of shattering bone and ruptured organs tells the whole story. Easton and Cole stand with the remains of the big male shredded on the floor between them, while I am on tiptoe, leaning over the bar, holding the gun by the barrel in the air where he left it. 

While as an individual he gets on my every last damn nerve, say what you want, Easton is a competent Delta. Super strong and super impatient. He’s not waiting for the Gamma to philosophize about events. He’s not rationalizing anything. He’s here to let nature take its course, and on that, he and I agree. Still, he would just be another washed up high school soccer player if it weren’t for his wife. He’s much more brawn than brain, let’s say, which is about par for a Delta, but still not my preference. I’m trying to be progressive; disembowel first, ask questions later, is not always compatible. 

His wife is very convincing though!

I nod to Easton and he swiftly takes the gun from me and unloads it, dropping the silver shells onto the bar.

Is it me, or is Eazy more agitated than usual? 

Maybe check him for fleas? Ash is a sass.

Cole kicks the bloody mess on the floor out of the way, knocking bottles over to sweep for the rest of the ammunition that he expects to find under the bar. 

“I don’t even know why you pay a security force,” Easton drawls with disdain, as they both dig out a sloppily hidden trove of various substances and weapons. Easton rinses the sinews and bone shards from his exposed claws with a cracked bottle of grain alcohol before retracting them. 

Maybe he was just feeling unclean, and that’s why he is so twitchy?

You should demote him to security, Ash mutters to me.

“Can’t call them now,” Cole meets my eyes with an eyebrow lift. He’s right. I’ll have to call my own trusted team from the central locale. It’s entirely likely that the security team up here in Northward have been paid off or employed by this asshole.

So. Many. Murders.

Justice revisions, Ash says smugly, leaping about in my head. If ADHD had a face, it was this wolf.
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​Chapter 2- Omega Rescue
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Um, there is blood dripping down the back wall of this dungeon, says Grant, my sturdy Gamma, Everything ok?

Not ours,  I respond. 

Got it.

How many down there?

Five. Four female and one male.

I wince and Cole looks at me with concern. His wolf and mine communicate with their own connection; I know Ash passes all my thoughts to him. And I can see, knowing him as long as I have, that Falcon is fighting him to leap over this bar and lick me all over, to reassure himself that I am fine, and to soothe my elevated anxiety. But I am the Alpha and he may not approach me without leave. I mean, he may not but certainly has before; it’s not like Ash would actually stop him. 

He’s trying to be respectful.

In a minute. There’s still work to do.

It’s not their fault they’re Omegas, Ash reminds me. 

I know, I don’t blame them. Deeply enslaved Omegas need a lot of support. The body keeps the score and that lifelong abuse has persistent flare ups.  I have directed my Pack, both as a group and as individuals, to provide that help, but it can be a big ask for both parties. Wolves are not naturally disposed to kindness towards weak members. The oppressed are not great at using their words. 

But we are more than wolves. 

We are greater than humans. 

We are having a lot of visitors,  Beta Brooke sends us from the front, where she is maintaining the periphery. 

You ok? Easton snarls, kicking a suspicious plastic tub as he jumps over the counter, bullets and debris rolling out of his way. He stands beside me, tacitly asking permission to go downstairs to his mate. There’s a hint of defiance, like I better be granting that permission with speed. I know where his loyalty lies. 

Mmm Hmm, Brooke answers with distraction. Easton grunts beside me. Cole has come back around the counter now as well. There is an array of obnoxious substances and weapons laid out behind us. 

“Alpha, I need to get out of this room,” Easton is waiting, tethered to me but edgy.

“This’ll keep.” Cole’s voice is quiet, “Let’s go see what Brookey’s looking at and what shape the Omegas are in.”

Any Lycans down there? I ask Grant. They may be the “Ruling Class” but their ability to be enslaved as children is truly baffling. And they can be hard to suss out until they come of age and just destroy the shit out of everything. 

Well..... He sighs. 

Great.

“New friends!” Ash is basically doing flips in the air. She is the least Alpha wolf ever. And honestly, that’s the only reason I’ve managed, the only reason I could accept the position. She is a joy and an unbridled delight.

I was never supposed to be the Alpha. But things happen. 

Back at the Packhouse, the Luna, my twin sister, is waiting on the steps with her officers. Not for the first time, I contrast her dark features with my lighter ones. She is the one swathed in dignity. She would have fit the Alpha role better, but she couldn’t because she is not a wolf shifter. So, she has to make do with the secondary role, but Queenship suites her. She got the Naiad side, like all my siblings, and favors my mother with silky dark hair and dark eyes. I went after my father’s side, I assume, with unruly shoulder length blonde hair and blue eyes. 

My dad married for...maybe love, if you choose to believe that a person can have more than one love in their lives. Power. Safety. A permanent inclination towards mischief that he has not always been able to control. But my mother never hid what she was - a water shifter, a wispy being that prowls in the shadows of deep pools and drags down the unwary and dishonest. At least, that’s what she’s reverted to since the divorce. The populace of our Pack, the Glacier Moon Pack, have always had a healthy respect for her, honored her as Luna, maybe crossed the street in deference when they saw her coming. But to me, she was just mom, who made pancakes and blew up balloons for birthdays and posed us for family holiday cards in matching long johns with ass flaps. She pops up now and then, usually with no warning.

In the years since the divorce, one by one, my siblings came of age. Ellie, my oldest sister,  turned out to be Naiad, and went on to run the Pack hospital. She says she always knew, even when she was dutifully following my parents around and preparing for the leadership role that never came. The former Alpha, my father, will never admit it, but my older brother Joshi is so much like him, even down to some of the natural ice talents that run in my father’s family line. Joshi being wolfless was a major blow. Plus, dad’s marriage was on the rocks, he was plagued with self doubt as he had met someone else, and he would have liked to pass on the Alpha role at that time. Joshi would have accepted, begrudgingly, but he’s not super social and it would have been a burden. Even at the best of times, it can be a burden. But then he, and all of them, had to wait until Violet and I turned 21, because Joshi also turned out to be a Naiad. 

Two years we waited, and it’s been two years since my twin and I were thrust into these roles. Roles we never assumed for ourselves - why would we? We had two older siblings. At best, we would leave the territory as Luna to some other Pack. Well, Violet would have. I made sure, when I was 16, that I was never leaving the lands and people that I love. 

Now, I nod to my sister, gesturing to the five Omegas we pulled out of the basement. They look awful, of course, because they are kept half starved and weak. This has never made any sense to me. 

Where are you? I demand of Easton and Brooke, who were in the other vehicle. Easton usually drives like we are filming a chase scene. I expected them to beat us. There is something off about him tonight that I can’t quite identify. 

Coming down the drive now. I can hear the hesitation in Brooke’s voice. Something to ask about when I see her. 

But the Omegas. I don’t know why some wolves are born into this class. As you can guess by the fact that my mother is a minor deity, we don’t exactly ascribe to the Church of the Moon Goddess, Lunar Rites, like most other shifter wolves. There are a lot of holes in Moon Goddess doctrine that don’t make sense, slavery least of all. Why enslave something that can’t escape; where are the Omegas going to go? They aren’t as athletic as the other classes of wolf. Even if they are in service jobs by choice, how are they supposed to perform all their tasks if they are half dead? How can it possibly be no trouble to schedule in time for beatings, but far too much bother to just feed them regular meals?  If you are really feeling cheap, tell them to shift and send them out after voles or something. Ash loves when she catches her own meat, it’s her favorite day. It’s not that hard at all to treat others with basic acknowledgement. And don’t even get me started on Fated Mates and Omegas!

Luna Violet is calming and gracious, welcoming the slaves into the warm glow of the Packhouse. She has an office dedicated to Omega management. There are foster families and medical evaluations and remedial school and self defense classes in their future. Good amount of therapy and therapeutic running around in the clean, biting snow. The Lycan, the only male in the group, is gonna be a real problem. Violet and I exchange glances as he files past her into the house. He’s surely an orphaned heir, they always are, and that means someone is looking for him. He’s the second one we’ve picked up since we started getting aggressive about trafficking, and the last one was a real ordeal. But I did make some helpful contacts. 

We’ll hear him out tomorrow.

It’s tomorrow now, Ash points out. 

Later tomorrow. Right now, I need a swim. I gotta get the crusty blood off my body. 
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​Chapter 3 – Glacier Moon Dynamics
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Yay! Ash does a joyful prance. She still hasn’t figured out swim means shower. She will tolerate a shower if I don’t make a big deal out of it. I tried to take a bath once after my first shift and that did not go well so we don’t say the ‘bath’ word in the house anymore. Just to be a confounding nuisance, she will completely take over my body to leap into any natural pool of water with pure canine delight. Ever since my mom got kinda feral, we are the only ones who do, so it's a great way to get away from Pack problems. 

Sniff our babies first! Ash demands.

Cole is already checking on them. She’s also not a baby anymore; she turned 8 last winter. The twin boys are 3.

Mine! MINE! There is no arguing with her. She will never let me get through a shower if I don’t let her check on my children first. She wasn’t even around when I was pregnant with them, but it took Ash zero minutes to realize that I had found, mated, and marked Cole without any of her help years before she appeared. If she was disappointed that she didn’t get to guide that process, as most wolves do, she wasted no time dwelling. 

The concept of twins did give her pause. She was a devoted fan of Cole and his wolf Falcon from the second she gained consciousness. But why then, was there a female who closely resembled Cole, smelled remarkably like him? 

Also, question? She had ventured, sniffing aggressively, leaving scorch marks in the floor before we learned to be more careful, This dark haired girl, more than sister? Does not smell like other sister. What is this thing? 

Do you mean twin? Violet is my twin. Brookey is Cole’s twin. 

Twin is...?

The babies are twins. It’s kind of common at Glacier Moon. She had been bouncing around, sniffing everything emphatically, but she paused to think. 

Hm. Where is our Autumn’s twin?

Thankfully, she was a singleton. The boys were bad enough. If I’d had twins with my first pregnancy, no chance I’d have let Cole touch me again. Autumn came easily, and before I knew it, suddenly I was twice as big and there were two heartbeats on the monitor screen. 

Hm. I smell everything. This guy here smells like whiskey mouthwash, and mud grass! 

Ash regarded Easton with narrowed eyes. She liked him even less when he doused the smoldering wood around her paws with water and ushered her outdoors into the snow.

I can smell vanilla, now. There’s blood and entrails, dungeon must, and a chemical chaser from the cheap alcohol and various substances, but underneath, Cole smells like a birthday cake in the oven. We meet up in the hallway, and I poke my face into our daughter’s bedroom so that Ash will settle. 

“Swim?” he asks, ruefully, as I reach over to pull something grossly intestinal out of his hair. 

“Yes!” He takes my hand and we turn into the next doorway off the hall. 

Once clean, I’m throwing tasks off my to-do list. I am not up for a dawn run. I am up for breakfast and then I’ve got to make some kind of determination over the Northward security force. I’m not having traitors terrorizing my citizens, or running their own unregulated side business in underage Omegas and drugs. The Lycan I’ll leave for later. The second he’s strong enough, and I remove the Omega designation from him, whoever is looking for him will be able to sense him and we will be swarmed by Lycans and anyone who wants a chance at a crown. They are conceited and pushy, but hopefully learned some good lessons last time. 
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