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Chapter One

 


Danni

 


I paced frantically in circles, my
jagged claws scratching against the metal floor of the cage. There
were two-inch-thick bars between me and freedom, a reminder that I
wasn’t in charge of my life. Being caged seemed to be the only
thing I knew. I snarled from deprivation and torment. If I didn’t
get out of this cage soon, I knew my wolf would take control and
I’d do something reckless. I couldn’t afford to be reckless. I’d
only end up with a new scar to collect on my back.

There was no lighting in the room I’d
been kept in, but my wolf’s eyes had adjusted. Several mundane
wolves howled in anguish, displeased with being caged like me. They
were all lined up against the wall, whining to be free and eat.
Having been treated like a wild animal for so long, I had begun to
believe I was just another wolf in here and nothing more. My wolf
wanted to break free and kill something. The cage was barely large
enough to fit my long frame. I weighed under 100 pounds, which was
considered a bit small for the average werewolf. I had not eaten a
meal in two days. My owner liked to starve me. His way of
guaranteeing I won every fight.

My ears rose high as footsteps
approached. I could tell by scent alone it wasn’t my owner. The
door swung open; a man with a beard long enough to braid came
inside, bringing in a wolf that whined as he dragged it into the
room. I knew his name to be Johnson. Someone I’d never wanted to
belong to. He was far worse with punishment than my owner. He also
ran this establishment.

“Pete, come and open this
damn cage for me. My wolf here’s pissing me off.” Johnson slammed
the side of the wolf’s face down against the concrete to control
it. “Don’t make me put you down,” he hissed in annoyance. Johnson
looked into the wolf’s eyes until it whimpered in
submission.

“Damn it, Pete,” Johnson
called out, looking over his shoulder toward the door.

Pete ran into the room, buckling his
pants with an overconfident grin on his face. He looked young and
naïve, barely old enough to drink, though I could sense he was a
couple of decades older. That was one of the things I could always
sense from other werewolves. Their true strength and
age.

“Dang. I was enjoying a
little—”

“I don’t give a damn what
your dick was in. Open this damn cage. That’s your fucking job so
make it happen.”

“Sorry, Johnson.” Pete
lost his smile. He moved quickly around Johnson, going to the cage
left of me and unlocking it.

I watched as Johnson lifted the wolf
and forced it into the cage. When the wolf was inside, Johnson
slammed the cage door shut and grunted.

“Fucking
animal.”

For no other reason than me not liking
Johnson, I snarled as he hovered over the wolf he had just locked
away. Johnson’s eyes shifted my way and narrowed with a
warning.

“What are you going to do
about it?” he challenged.

In response, my wolf took control for
a moment and slammed into the cage, making it shake.

Johnson straightened his
posture, surprised by my reaction. To him, I was another mundane
wolf. My werewolf scent was hidden by the magic my owner possessed.
Johnson was smart enough to know that a normal wolf wouldn’t react
the way I had. Suspicion crept in his eyes as he studied me,
leaving an uneasy sensation swirling in my empty
belly.

It was too late to hold back now. My
wolf was awake and in need of a fresh kill. I growled; teeth
exposed in a threatening manner.

“I’ll—” Johnson was about
to reach for my cage lock when the one man I loathed to see stepped
into the room.

His green eyes fixed on me briefly
before shifting to Johnson with a polite smile.

“Is there a problem?” he
asked Johnson, who looked ready to kill something
himself.

Johnson huffed out, “You better get
that wolf of yours under control, Hansel!” He didn’t bother saying
anything else, storming past Hansel and Pete and back toward where
everyone was waiting.

Hansel gave Pete a tight stare, his
way of telling him to leave.

With an awkward grin, Pete nodded his
head once and left, shutting the door behind him.

The desire to pace was strong but I
held myself in place like a statue. My wolf and I had been
struggling with control for a long time but at this moment, I’d
taken it back. The amount of conditioned fear instilled in me from
Hansel’s countless beatings in the first few years of my life under
his control seemed to overpower any desire to kill him and run
free.

“Are you trying to get us
caught? It won’t be just my ass on the line.” Hansel’s lips pursed
to one side, taking me in. His tone was malicious and suggestive of
punishment. He knelt to my cage, studying me harshly.

I lowered my head immediately. I was
supposed to act like every other wolf in this room and I had
failed. Pretending to be a mundane wolf wasn’t as easy as it
seemed. The fact that I drew attention to myself was all the proof
he needed to know I’d done something.

“You do know, once we are
home, I will have to punish you?” Hansel had a way of talking to me
as if expecting me to agree and welcome the idea. Since I couldn’t
use words, Hansel figured I’d agreed and nodded.

He stood up, holding chains in his
hand as he unlocked the cage door. My eyes darted to the lock,
knowing I’d be free enough to stretch my body. The downside, it was
my turn.

“You be a good girl,” he
ordered. Rough fingers brushed over my head in a possessive gesture
rather than comforting touch.

When the cage door opened, I stepped
out far enough to allow Hansel to attach the chained leash to my
collar. He guided me to the door and right before he opened it, I
heard him mutter, “Don’t fuck this up for me.”

 


*

 


Loud cheers came from the main area
where everyone would be waiting to see the fight. The double doors
opened as the smell of blood perfumed my nose. There was also a
foul smell I recognized all too well. Death. We were in a
basketball gym with over 50 people standing at the center of the
court, chatting away, and placing their bets. I was always nervous
around large crowds. All eyes began to fall on me, assessing my
worth. I snarled in warning. I walked, cautious of the slippery
tile, claws scratching against the surface.

Hansel held me tightly by the chain
around my neck. Eager people stepped out of our way, sensing me as
a threat. My eyes landed on the thick plastic cage where I’d be
fighting, no more than the length of two parking spaces. I’d fought
in worse conditions with limited space.

“Welcome, everyone, to the
fight that’s kept you here all day.” It was Johnson speaking as an
announcer. I watched him approach from the other end of the cage,
silencing everyone. All eyes were focused on him, eager like
predators lusting to see bloodshed. Judging by everyone’s scent,
most of them were werewolves. When Johnson finally spoke again, he
looked toward Hansel with a furtive grin before glancing down at
me. He winked at me, and I lowered my eyes realizing he knew the
truth, that I was a werewolf.

“I have a special treat
for everyone, so you might want to raise your bets or even change
them,” Johnson continued.

Hansel blew out a harsh breath,
drawing the same conclusion I had. This was my fault. If I had not
reacted to how he mistreated the wolves, my secret would still be
just that. A secret. “Fix your eyes on Hansel’s mean bitch of a
wolf. Fifteen straight kills in a roll.”

Walking up to me, Johnson pointed his
index finger in my direction. Instinctively, my wolf moved quickly,
snapping my canines but only collecting air. Hansel yanked my leash
rough enough to make me stumble back and I whined from the harsh
pain, the chain tightening around my neck. To rile me further,
Hansel lifted the leash upward forcing me to stand tall on the
forefront of my legs. He cut off my air supply until my growl went
away before allowing me to breathe properly.

The look exchanged between Hansel and
Johnson was expressionless, but I was smart enough to know that
Johnson was not happy with what I’d done. Two for two in making
both angry.

The crowd looked anxious, waiting on
Johnson to determine my fate right on the spot. There was a rule on
attacking the host and I’d done just that, even if I hadn't drawn
blood.

“As I was saying—this will
be an unforgettable fight.” Johnson lifted his hand, signaling
someone to approach.

From the other end of the room, I
could see the crowd opening. I could hear uncontrolled snarls
coming my way and knew this wouldn’t be a fight like all the others
I’d faced. Two wolves appeared as if they’d been starving several
days longer than me. They were northwestern wolves, the biggest of
the mundane breed. Both were closer to 200 pounds. I was barely at
100. I looked up at Hansel, begging him to pull me out of this
fight, but knew it was far too late. There would be no getting out
of this.

Johnson chuckled. “Even your wolf
knows she won’t win,” he muttered under his breath, low enough for
only Hansel and me to hear. “It’s almost like she knows I’m
punishing her.”

That comment was all Hansel needed.
Somehow, by my brief encounter with Johnson he’d figured out I was
a werewolf and this moment confirmed it. Hansel’s smile was tight
and nervous as he tilted his head in a nod. There was no choice but
for me to fight or I would be outed and killed right on the spot.
Fighting was my only chance of surviving.

Hansel pursed his lips and smiled to
the crowd. “My wolf can handle anything you throw at
it.”

“Even both of them at the
same time?” Johnson asked, doubtful.

Hansel’s wolf hummed through his
chest.

“Even both,” he snarled.
He spoke with confidence, but I knew he was nervous. I was his
source of income and if I died, he’d lose a lot of
money.

Johnson nodded and grinned.
“Good!”

The man holding both northwestern
wolves chuckled. “That little wolf is about to become a snack for
my two full grown wolves. I raised them myself.”

The crowd went wild with enthusiasm,
realizing what was about to occur. My reputation had been well
known in the fighting pit, but I’d never faced off against these
kinds of wolves. Let alone two.

My heart paced rapidly, wishing I had
a way out of this.

Johnson walked over to the man that
firmly held his two wolves and directed him toward a front opening
hatch that slid upward. The wolves ran inside of the cage,
circling.

Quickly, Hansel bent down to me and
whispered, “You fucked yourself and potentially me. I have a lot of
money riding on you. If you die, I’ll go back, find your dead-beat
father, and kill him.”

I looked into his eyes and knew he was
telling the truth. Hansel never bluffed. This time when I stared
back at the cage my wolf was fully in control, staring down the
threat I needed to face. I would win and kill anything thrown at me
because it was the one thing I knew how to do well.
Kill.

“Good luck, whoever you
are!” Johnson knelt a few feet away as he opened the hatch for me
to go through. He smiled and stood, exchanging a brief glance with
Hansel before stepping away.

Hansel knelt and began to remove the
chain from around my neck and whispered, “Don’t forget what I
said.”

I stepped inside the cage and heard
the hatch shut behind me, knowing this was it.


Chapter Two

 


Karissa

 


The last thing I needed was to be
patronized and unvalued. I’d been a part of this pack all my life
and in the last 20 years my uncle had been running it as Alpha.
Before that, my mother had been Alpha for the first 78 years of my
life. Now at the age of 98, I’d finally reached the status of being
a seasoned werewolf, even if I looked in my mid-20’s and would for
the next few centuries. Thinking about my mother now made me feel
sad about how much I’d lost.

I loved our city.
Sacramento was the better end of Northern California, with lots of
trees and land to run freely through. Being a sentinel wolf had
always been a male’s position until I came into the picture. I had
the ability to detect when a rogue werewolf was trespassing
or any wolf outside of my pack. Each wolf had an
inherent role to play. My mother understood that more than anyone
when she first accepted her place as Alpha. The first female Alpha
in the United States, paving the way for a few other female Alphas
to accept their status. My parents had accepted what I was and
loved me for it, a Sentinel wolf who watched over our territory,
investigated, and even eliminated threats who crossed our land and
caused harm to my pack or the humans who lived here. I held much
responsibility and accepted it without complaint.

But for the last 20 years since my
uncle had taken the role of Alpha, he had done everything he could
to eliminate my role as Sentinel. Eventually he gave up and just
pretended I was off being a submissive wolf until someone told him
of something new I’d done.

“What did you do now?”
Jenkins walked into the waiting room of my uncle’s office that was
used for pack business. Jenkins had been one of the few werewolves
my uncle brought along during his takeover as Alpha and the only
one I had a good relationship with. As for the members of my pack I
had grown up with, they adored me but feared my uncle and that
meant being silent in his presence. I couldn’t be mad at them for
not taking my side when my uncle and I had disagreements. I was his
blood, but they were even less valued.

I’d been sitting in the chair deep in
my thoughts and had not noticed Jenkins sitting next to me until he
spoke. I rolled my eyes from his assumption that I’d done something
wrong.

“Who knows,” I said and
leaned into my chair. I gave a brief glance at Jessi, my uncle’s
receptionist and youngest daughter, and smiled. “He probably found
out I was about to go on a patrol when one of his loyal pups ratted
me out.”

“You are aware, it’s their
job to tell your uncle everything?” Jenkins said, defending them.
He cared about me and the other members that he’d been with for
years. I didn’t expect him to take my side. The important thing
was, he never took anyone’s side even when I wished he’d take
mine.

I shrugged. “I’m not pissed at them. I
get it. But I am who I am, and I won’t pretend.” I glanced at the
white painted walls that held no decorations other than the vase of
flowers on Jessi’s desk. The place gave off a bored and draining
energy. My uncle thought buying a small building and turning it
into an office and training center for the pack was a great idea.
Each day that went by, this pack felt more like a business and less
like family.

Jenkins began to chew on a toothpick,
and I snatched it out his mouth. He always made an annoying sound
every time he chewed on something, even as a wolf. Though Jenkins
looked in his mid- 30’s, he was almost 300 years old and very
capable of stopping me from pulling a toothpick from his mouth. He
grinned as his brown eyes locked on mine. He leaned back into his
chair, running his fingers through his short curly hair. I thought
of how much our friendship had grown and all he’d taught me in the
last 20 years and smiled. He'd come to America not by choice,
having grown up as a child in West Africa. He wore his dark skin
with pride and never lowered his head for anyone, even when he was
a slave.

“Before you ask, I didn’t
rat you out. I just know as soon as you and your uncle are done
arguing, he will call and tell me to follow you. I’m just saving
some time getting here early.”

I snorted and rolled my
eyes.

“My dad’s ready for you,”
Jessi announced, sympathy in her eyes. She was barely 20 and
already had her shit figured out. I smiled and leaned over to kiss
her cheek before I walked toward my uncle's office.

“We both know how this
will end but try to keep your comments to a minimum,” Jenkins said,
waving me goodbye.

I walked down the narrow hall; my
uncle’s office was the first door on the right. Being polite, I
knocked first before opening it. My uncle didn’t believe in the
‘open door policy.’

“Come in,” he said in a
low tone.

When I opened the door, I found my
uncle standing over his desk, pouring himself a glass of bourbon.
Alcohol did nothing for werewolves except make us appear normal.
Christof Lansing was not a man who liked to repeat himself, and he
expected me to follow his command. But I’d made him do that more
times than I could count for the last 20 years, and I partially
took pleasure in pissing him off. He was a few inches past six feet
with a lean build. He was over 500 years old with the features of a
man in his 40’s.

He sat down and I knew it would take
him a few seconds more to scrutinize me. His grey eyes locked onto
mine and I averted my head, trying not to anger him quickly by
staring him down. To a dominant werewolf, lingering eye contact was
a form of challenging another to a fight for range or pure
defiance.

“Alpha,” I
greeted.

My uncle grunted and took a sip of his
bourbon. “I know you don’t agree with everything I have done for
this pack…” he paused, his eyes continuing to hover, expecting me
to blurt out something sarcastic. When he realized I wasn’t going
to say anything, he continued.

“Our pack has flourished
since I took my place as Alpha. Our finances have tripled. We have
been able to build safer dens for our pack. So, why must you
continuously wander off and do work that you aren’t meant to
do?”

I sucked in a breath, mentally cursing
him. He’d already started off on a negative high note. “My mother
was an amazing and well-respected Alpha, so please stop implying
you came and saved this pack.” I tried my best not to sound too
hostile, but he did an excellent job at pushing my buttons. “As for
you tripling our finances, this is true. But I think if you spent
more time with the pack and less time treating us all like a
business, you’d get a lot more out of being an Alpha.”

I knew my words hit home by how hard
my uncle’s glass slammed against the wooden surface of the
desk.

Now that he was upset, I figured there
was no point in holding back my words.

“I am sure you don’t want
to open up the topic of where my place is supposed to be since it
would only get you worked up. This pack has been safe, but I
wouldn’t say safer. Werewolves outside of this pack don’t trust or
respect you.”

“That’s enough,” he
snarked.

I ignored him, falling into one of my
rants, arms crossed in defiance.

“Furthermore,” I
continued, “they find it easier to sneak in and out of our borders
because you continuously undermine my role as pack Sentinel. I am
the only one who can sense when our pack has a new werewolf in our
territory.” At this point my hand was swaying all over the place
and I was ready to call him every name in the book. I could hear my
uncle in the background, telling me to silence but I continued to
ignore him. I had a temper, and once it was let out it was hard to
put back in the cage. “Let’s not forget the meeting the rogue
wolves wanted to set up with you, and you ignored them as if they
were shit you just polluted in the goddamn toilet. You have more
enemies than you care to acknowledge and one day—”

“I’ve said enough,” my
uncle snarled, standing up this time with gold eyes and fist
tightly bawled.

I briefly stared him down, but only
for a few seconds. I knew I’d crossed the line but honestly, I
didn’t care. This pack was my mothers, and he was ruining the good
parts of it.

“I have put up with your
continuous disrespect for far too long,” he snarled.

“Now you see how I feel,”
I muttered loudly enough for him to hear.

My uncle moved around his desk so
quickly that he was pinning me against the wall before I had time
to detect his approach, fingers tight around my neck.

I did not hesitate or flinch. As a
Sentinel, the one advantage I had against an Alpha was the desire
to take care of pack and territory first before an Alpha’s needs.
As a Sentinel wolf, I lacked the fear of an Alpha like all the
other werewolves, second to another Alpha and a lone
wolf.

“You call me?” Jenkins
walked into the office, standing near the door playing my hero.
Jenkins shot me a wink as my uncle’s back was turned from him. We
both knew my uncle hadn’t called him.

My uncle took a step back and allowed
me room to breathe. After a long pause and me waiting for him to
say something else, my uncle walked back to his desk.

“I am only obligated to
keep you in this pack for another 30 years unless you break pack
law.”

Luckily for me, pack law was written
by the werewolf council and not him. And the pack law stated that
if a new Alpha took over another territory, he or she could not
force a long-standing member of that pack for the first 50 years
unless that member posed as a risk to the pack. I didn’t respect my
uncle as my Alpha, but I respected the role of an Alpha and its
members. And as much as my uncle hated it, my role as Sentinel was
acknowledged by the council and I’d only been doing my job as
Sentinel long before he’d taken over, despite his heavy protest.
There was a reason I’d decided to stay in this pack, and it was not
because I was afraid to find a new one. There were a lot of
progressive Alphas out there more than willing to accept me into
their pack, just for being a Sentinel. This was my mother’s pack,
and it deserved a better Alpha. And I’d stay until I found the
right Alpha. That was another crucial factor my uncle hated. If I
could prove to the council that my uncle was unfit as Alpha, I
could get him demoted because at the end of the night, my first
duty was to the pack and their safety. He had yet to do anything
that I could bring to the council, but I knew it was only matter of
time.

I bit my tongue just as I was about to
say something that might get my uncle to do more than choke me, but
I was ready to leave and kept my snide comments to
myself.

“If there isn’t anything
else. I’d like to continue with my job,” I said instead.

My uncle looked to Jenkins, who
nodded.

“On it, boss!” Jenkins
smiled and looked to me.

I didn’t bother saying anything else
to my uncle and walked out. When I made it to the front of the
office, I waved and smiled with relief that I could finally
continue with my duty to the pack.

 


*

 


“How do you know they are
here without anything to track them with?” Jenkins asked, always
fascinated by how being a Sentinel worked. Not every pack had a
Sentinel. On average packs typically had only submissive, dominant
betas, two trackers and an Alpha. For every 10 packs there was one
Sentinel. Most Alphas were thankful, unlike my uncle. I had learned
that usually an Alpha who was unhappy in having a Sentinel wolf
knew they couldn’t be malicious to their members without being
brought to justice.

I shrugged. “I just do,” I said. “It’s
like the feeling you get when you need to shift on a full moon, but
instead my heart flutters with anxiety and I just know.”

I stepped out of the car noticing a
few people headed to the main entrance of the building. It was
midday and the sun would be down in a few hours. I didn’t want
anyone recognizing me so I hoped masking myself with shades and a
hoodie would do the trick. We were in the parking lot of a youth
center that had closed months ago. It was on the edge of our city
of Sacramento and close enough for uninvited werewolves to slip in
and out of my territory. I’d known the moment non-pack werewolves
entered my territory and where they were, usually within
seconds.

I’d been casing the place for the last
two days, getting a sense of what they were doing here before I
decided to barge inside like an undercover officer.

“So, what are they up to?”
Jenkins asked, closing the car door.

“They’ve turned the place
into an illegal fighting ring for mundane wolves.”

Jenkins whistled. “Damn!”

I watched as a small group of men
headed for the door, holding out 100 dollars in each of their
hands. I listened closely, using my werewolf hypersensitive hearing
as they whispered, “Bite me hard.”

The person working the door nodded and
took their money. We were about 50 feet away when I bumped my arm
into Jenkins.

“Pull out a 100,” I
said.

Jenkins narrowed his eyes and frowned,
knowing he had no choice. We walked up to the door where the man
stood. He stared at both of us as Jenkins held out a
100.

Before Jenkins tried to repeat the
words we had overheard the last guys say, I said, “My boyfriend’s a
bad wolf!” I looked up and winked at Jenkins who only smiled,
taking my words literally. Not the boyfriend part but being called
a bad wolf. He knew he wasn’t my type.

The guy at the door nodded and took
the money from Jenkins hand.

“Bet hard. The final match
is going to be a big one.”

Jenkins nodded. “Will do!”

We walked inside where there was a
large opening before the double doors that led to the inside of a
basketball gym. I could hear people shouting out their bets as the
smell of death floated in the air.

The moment we entered the gym, we
walked toward where the crowd of people stood, surrounding a huge
cage. There was even a large projector up, giving a better view to
the crowd pushed to the back.

“Fuck! How the hell is
that small ass wolf going to survive two Northwestern wolves?” a
man blurted out to his friend, chuckling.

The man beside him shrugged. “All I
know is the other wolf is known to be possessed. It might look
harmless, but I wouldn’t fuck with it.”

I frowned and looked toward the
projector. There were two wolves inside the cage, pacing as if
eager to kill something. Instinct tugged at my chest, and I
suddenly had the urge to get closer to the cage. Someone important
was there and I needed to find them.

I tapped Jenkin’s shoulder. “Come on!
I have a feeling this won’t be ending well.”

Jenkins frowned and shook his head.
“Never is with you!”

I glanced up at the projector just as
the smaller wolf was forced inside. Its black fur was thick and
long, with a narrow frame. Against two northwestern wolves, it
would be almost impossible to beat.

There was a VIP line barricaded by a
rope when we approached. A man with thick bushy brows frowned at
the sight of us approaching and took a step, blocking our access.
He was brawny and perfect for security.

“This is only for high bet
dealers and sponsors.”

“You can make an
exception, can’t you?” I smiled widely, hoping to bring a little
charm to this undercover work.

The man didn’t react in my favor and
looked more annoyed.

“No!” He pointed to where
others stood and watched from the projector screen. “That’s where
you two belong.”

I frowned and shifted toward the
projector.

“But that’s not good
enough,” I complained.

“Do you want me to remove
you?” the guy asked in a threatening tone.

Jenkin’s smiled and tugged me away.
“She can be a little pushy.” He guided me away from the man.
“What’s the big deal?” he asked when we were at a safe distance to
talk.

I sighed. I felt a need to be right
next to the cage, and the longer it took the more anxiety I felt.
Something was pulling me there and my wolf would claw her way out
to get to it. I watched in agony as the fight began, people
cheering and calling out bets. The two wolves lunged for an attack
as the smaller wolf rushed past both and darted side to side from
every attack. The black wolf was fast. My heart raced and my lungs
tightened as one of the northwestern wolves twisted quickly and
raked its claws across the smaller black wolf’s face. Blood was
drawn and the crowd cheered, most of them werewolves.

I’d felt the presence of unknown
werewolves in our territory but not this many well established ones
so soon. It made sense to have humans here. They were probably paid
weeks ago to come and set this place up for them.

Most of these wolves were
all new to me, apart from a few I’d chased out of our territory on
a few occasions. My eyes couldn’t leave the screen as the smaller
wolf fought for its life, dodging most of the other two wolves’
blows. I watched
every motion the smaller wolf made, willing the black wolf to fight
harder.

One of the northwestern wolves’ fangs
pierced the black wolf’s back leg. My eyes flared gold. I began to
growl, every breath I took heavy and loud. I could feel my claws
digging into the palms of my hand. The black wolf tried to pull
free, but the other wolf was too strong. The second northwestern
wolf came fast smashing its body against the black wolf and then
lunged for its neck. The black wolf snarled and moved as if
possessed, yanked its leg free somehow and tore into one of the
northwestern wolves’ bellies. Blood spilled instantly.

Everyone stood on edge as I felt heat
flood into my body. My wolf was awake and ready to come
out.

Hands touched me and I snarled,
twisting my head, ready for a kill. It was Jenkins. I lowered my
hand, realizing I was inches from hitting him. He took a step back,
shocked by my reaction.

“What the fuck?” he
hissed.

“I’m done watching this. I
need to get to that cage. Now!” I snarled so loudly that several
werewolves turned to face me instead of watching the
fight.

I twisted quickly, heading back to the
VIP section. The werewolf bouncer noticed me coming and tried to
stand in my way. I reached for the arm he held out and grabbed his
thumb, twisting it upwards and forcing him to position his arm in
an awkward outward angle. I slammed my other hand into the center
of his chest. His sternum bone snapped, and I kicked him hard in
the balls, making my way toward the cage. I took off the sunglasses
and lowered my hoodie from my head.

Werewolves moved out my way quickly, a
path to the cage opening. My eyes darted to a man with a long beard
who I easily recognized. I watched him speak to someone, the sound
of everyone else around distorting his words.

Two werewolves stepped into my line of
view and Jenkins came at that perfect moment, extending his arms
and slamming both to the ground in a pro wrestler move.

In the background, I heard my name
shouted.

“It’s Karissa! The pack
Sentinel.”

And just like that, everyone began
running. I shifted my glance, attempting to search for the
long-bearded man but he was gone.

“I got these two,” Jenkins
assured me.

I nodded and headed to the cage. The
fight between the wolves was still active; the black wolf had
managed to kill one, even with an injury of its own. The black wolf
limped as the last Northwestern wolf leaped for it. The black wolf
leaped at the same time, catching the other wolf by its throat and
dropping on top of it. I watched as it ripped the Northwestern’s
neck open, and my jaw dropped. Despite such odds, the black wolf
had killed two northwestern wolves. The black wolf snarled
repeatedly and paced as if it needed to find something new to
kill.
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