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“Get it out of my sight,” the man ordered, the loathing dripping from every syllable.

His naturally tanned face was drawn together in a fierce scowl as he glared down at the five year old girl in front of him, disgust evident in his dark eyes.

She wept harder when one of the Pack guards stepped forward at the order, tremors racking her small frame uncontrollably. Her pale cheeks were stained with tears as her grey eyes glistened with more, threatening to spill.

Bruises darkened her almost translucent skin, the marks left there by one of the Pack members for being different to the rest of them.

Especially when compared to her olive skinned parents.

The Pack treated her as something that needed to be eradicated, like some sort of disease.

She didn’t know why they hated her. She just wanted them to like her. Or if that wasn’t possible, then to just pretend she wasn’t there. Ignorance was preferable to the pain they inflicted upon her.

“Daddy, I didn’t mean to do it,” she sobbed, her cries echoing around the spacious hall. “It was an accident...”

The man had cornered her in the forest around their Pack territory, waiting to be out of sight of everyone else before dragging her further into the woods, though not that such privacy had mattered before.

She had tried to run, had begged for him to leave her alone, to stop hurting her. Her pleas had fallen on deaf ears as he beat her to the ground, merciless in his assault.

His fists rained down on her relentlessly and pain wracked her frail body. A boot landed hard in her side, the sound of bone cracking barely heard over his grunts. A fist landed on her cheek, bruising it as she felt the skin split, wetness trickling down her face.

She had thought she was going to die, was terrified of not seeing her parents again, of being alone.

She struggled to breathe as her body grew cold, battered and limp on the hard dirt. Her sight had started to fade when a sudden rush of heat surged through her weakened body, seeming to come from deep within her.

It exploded outwards and the man soared back through the air to hit one of the trees, making it crack with the force of the impact as it bent in half.

Being a werewolf, he should have survived striking the tree, albeit perhaps with a few injuries to show for it. And he would have... if not for the unfortunate fact that the uprooted end of the tree had impaled him.

The splintered trunk ran easily through his back before exiting from his abdomen with a messy protrusion of blood and guts that spilled out onto the ground. He had let out a single bloodcurdling scream before sagging lifelessly, his head lolling forward to rest on his unmoving chest.

She had dragged her broken body over to attempt waking him, but at five years old and barely able to remain conscious herself, there wasn’t much she could do to help.

She was found several hours later by one of the guards, still collapsed beside his body and covered in his blood, crying.

They had dragged her to the Pack hall roughly; non-too-gentle in their handling of her as they blatantly ignored her cries that they were hurting her.

They had then thrown her before their Alpha, overriding her denials as they claimed that she had killed the man in cold blood. They had demanded justice for the man’s murder, demanded that she be punished for what she had done.

They refused to accept that he had attacked first and that she had simply been trying to survive. Her injuries were nowhere in sight, somehow healed by the time she had been found. She was too young to understand how it had happened, but she was just relieved that she no longer hurt.

The burly guard that moved to restrain her at their Alpha’s order, fumbled to catch hold of the pale girl’s flailing arms, her long platinum hair sticking to her damp cheeks.

She wanted to run to her father where he stood at the head of the hall, wanted him to reassure her that everything would be okay, that the man’s death hadn’t been her fault.

“I’ll be good,” she promised, fresh tears flowing down her cheeks. “It was an accident...I won’t do it again...Daddy, please...”

“I am not your father,” Mathias roared, making the others in the room flinch.

Her heart wrenched at his refusal to accept her, publicly denouncing her – yet again – as his daughter. Her glittering grey eyes turned to the dark-haired woman standing silently beside him, her dark eyes lowered, her beautiful face expressionless.

“Mummy, please...” the girl whimpered.

Lucia didn’t respond to her daughter’s distress. Her dark head remained bowed submissively, her hands clasped tightly in front of her, her knuckles white as though stopping herself from moving or speaking.

The girl wept harder, anguishing over why her mother would not protect her, even against her father.

“I didn’t mean to do it, Mummy...” the girl sobbed. “Daddy, please...”

“Get it out of here!” Matias ordered loudly, his anger palpable.

“Yes, Alpha,” the burly guard rumbled as he finally caught hold of her arm. She yelped at the painfully tight grip before crying louder. “Where do you want her taken?”

“To Renata,” Matias commanded, not even sparing the girl a glance, his disdain obvious. “She knows what to do.”

“Yes, Alpha.”

The little girl didn’t stop struggling to free herself as she was dragged back, her tear-filled gaze not leaving her parents as she was dragged from the room.

“Mummy...Daddy...”

Her father remained stoic and unmoving at her cries, her mother making no effort to speak or object, uttering not a single word of protest...

.

“Hey, Luna, you’re up,” a woman called brightly as she entered the room.

Lunaria Santiago blinked out of the painful memory at the welcome interruption and glanced up from her reflection in the mirror. Eyes as grey as an overcast sky, searched for the one speaking to her, her expression questioning.

She saw the woman immediately.

Raelyn Lukasinski was one of the newest members of the ragtag crew that made up the staff of Sinner’s Paradise, the other girl finding out about the job opening from her cousin Helena.

She was human, but she’d proven to have a knack for dancing and David had wasted no time in putting her to work, taking Helena’s place in the Club when the woman had left several months ago.

The woman excelled in her role, seeming to thoroughly enjoy what she did, and it showed in her work.

Luna tilted her head.

“I’m up?” she queried. “You’re done already?”

Raelyn nodded with a smile, brushing her short black hair out of her eyes, the electric blue highlights catching the light.

Luna smiled back as she rose from her chair, tweaking the silver skirt she wore. The petticoat caused the tiny skirt to flare out, emphasising her gloriously sleek legs as her silver halter-top clung to her like a second skin.

“Any good tippers out tonight?” she asked lightly.

“One or two,” Raelyn answered thoughtfully, but waved a wad of notes in her hand as her hazel eyes twinkled. Luna chuckled. “Oh, keep your eye out though.” Luna paused before exiting the changing room.

“Keep an eye out?” she repeated questioningly, looking puzzled.

Raelyn nodded firmly as she peered into the mirror that Luna had been using, touching up her makeup absently.

“There are some really delicious fellows in tonight,” she mentioned offhandedly then fanned herself. “Nearly wet myself when I saw them.”

Luna’s lips curved into a smile, her nose twitching as she caught the faint whiff of desire coming from the other woman. 

“They tip you that good, huh?” she teased. Raelyn waved a hand.

“Not so good as you might think,” she pouted then shrugged, grinning. “Just seeing them was worth it though.” Luna laughed again, turning to head out towards the stage.

~*~
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“It’s about time you got out, Alpha,” Severo cheered as Daevion dropped into the comfortable chair at their table, Xavier and Storm following suit on either side of him.

Daevion just grunted curtly, his expression irritated.

He hadn’t wanted to come out tonight. It had been a hard few weeks of patrolling the borders of their territory and he knew the Blood-Wolf Pack was planning something.

The Blood-Wolf territory was pressed snugly up against his, and their Packs had been at odds for several generations before finally coming to a boil just after he’d assumed leadership from his father three years ago.

There had been a short but bloody battle, with most of the losses being on the Blood-Wolf Pack side as he annihilated their members ruthlessly, before they’d eventually surrendered.

In a moment of mercy, he’d offered them the peace treaty.

Leaving the remainder of the Blood-Wolf Pack alive meant that they would serve as a clear warning to any future threats upon his own Pack, the Silver-Moon Pack. He allowed them to keep their territory, but there were still lingering tensions between the two Packs.

Whilst the Blood-Wolf Pack hadn’t attacked outright – seeming to be respecting the tentative peace treaty in place – members had begun cautiously venturing into his lands the past several weeks. They retreated just as swiftly the moment they were noticed, almost like they were testing the defences without making any overtly aggressive moves.

Their tactics pissed him off. He preferred an upfront attack over hesitant probing, would rather know what he was up against than this...cowardly approach.

“Alpha?”

Daevion blinked out of his brooding thoughts at Severo’s call, the younger werewolf looking at him expectantly.

“You were thinking about work again, weren’t you?” Severo scolded.

He ducked his head quickly when he caught the narrowing of Daevion’s eyes, the barest warning that any intelligent person would heed.

He didn’t accept disrespect from anyone, not even family.

“We should be out patrolling,” Xavier growled, looking around in distaste. “Not lingering in this cesspit of sweat, sex and alcohol.”

Daevion silently agreed with his Beta and best friend, not speaking as he accepted his drink from the barely clothed waitress with an almost imperceptible nod of his head. He caught the blush of her cheeks as the waft of her desire drifted past him, barely noticeable amidst the smog of multiple overpowering scents choking the room.

He turned his head from her and disappointment flashed across her face before she left them to their drinks.

“Hey, even we need sex,” Storm protested, his eyes lingering briefly on the woman who had just left them, before his attention returned to their group. “All of our She-Wolves are mated already, remember? And those who aren’t, just aren’t interested. In us at least. They all want Daevion.”

As Xavier began to argue with Storm over the pros and cons of finding bedmates over the more serious matter of protecting their lands, Daevion lifted his glass to his lips, sipping the amber liquid slowly. He felt it slide down his throat before the warmth spread slowly through his body and the tension between his shoulders eased a fraction.

Perhaps Severo was right, he mused distractedly.

Taking a moment to relax would sharpen their senses, boost their morale and rid them of the excess tension gained from having too few women in their Pack.

A good number of their un-mated warriors had attended the Club with them and come morning, moods would surely be better.

A cool breeze drifted past, offering a refreshing respite from the myriad of smells clogging the room, and he sniffed indifferently.

The cloying stench of sweat and sex, the choking cloud of alcohol and cigarettes, the dull taint of drugs, various body washes and deodorants...

One suddenly tickled at his senses, standing out from the rest, and his eyes sharpened as warmth of a different kind flooded his body.

His wolf pricked up its ears, his normally deep blue eyes brightening rapidly to the almost glowing blue of his beast counterpart. It sought the owner of such an enticing scent with an almost single-minded desperation, the urgency nearly overriding his common sense. 

Trees, like a forest after a light spring rain mingled with the softer scent of flowers, not quite definable. The warm undertone of a woman winding its way amidst the tantalising aromas, tinged with the familiar scent of wolf, but one not linked to a Pack...

His interest sharpened at that

The scent didn’t come from a human. It came from a rogue She-Wolf. An un-mated She-Wolf.

His wolf growled possessively at the knowledge that she was unattached, making him blink. It hadn’t done that before and he took a moment to delve into his creature’s thoughts.

It wanted her and it would have her, even if she had to be kidnapped and dragged back to the Pack. Even if she had a partner, it would not allow her to belong to another and it would kill to claim her.

No kidnapping her, Daevion mentally scolded his wolf, but it huffed in disagreement.

The insistent need to find the owner of the scent that was tempting his surly wolf hit him hard though, and he scanned the face of each woman that passed, instantly dismissing them one by one.

He could feel his frustration growing, could feel his wolf pacing agitatedly in his mind.

By now, the rest of his group had noticed that something was amiss and he distractedly felt them tense around him, their confusion evident when they could see no obvious threat.

“Is everything alright, Alpha?” Xavier asked lowly. “Have you seen something?”

His dark eyes scanned the busy room around them, flitting over the barely dressed women disinterestedly as he scoured the room for danger alertly.

He was the very picture of a watchful guard, but Daevion knew it wasn’t just for show. It was what made Xavier such a good Beta.

“Who do you want us to bring for you?” Storm asked instead.

There was a knowing smirk on his lips as he also watched the women, but with considerably more interest than Xavier had.

“I know who to speak to if you want a private room...”  Storm hinted.

Daevion mulled over the offer seriously as he continued his visual search of each woman that passed, feeling his body tense as he seemed doomed to never discover the identity of the elusive She-Wolf.

She was so close yet so far.

“I’ll let you know. It could just be one of her Pack members carrying her scent,” he finally said.

His voice was strained as he tried to convince himself more than them and he took another sip of his drink.

He couldn’t taste the liquid now that he was so focused on this woman that his wolf desired to claim so ardently.

“Or her own scent,” Severo piped up excitedly, waggling his eyebrows meaningfully. “The women get real close here, if you know what I mean.”

Daevion rolled his eyes as he questioned why they had brought the younger werewolf with them.

It was almost as though he’d never seen a woman before the way he behaved around them.

“I know that a few She-Wolves work here,” Severo continued earnestly. “They’re just not with any Pack. Maybe it’s one of them.”

Before Daevion could think of a reply, the main room lights dimmed and he looked around sharply, suspicious of the sudden gloom.

“Just a stage dance,” Storm reassured him unworriedly, leaning back in his chair. “They put on one or two of the girls to highlight the evening.”

Daevion grunted, sinking back in his chair with increasing bad temper, but Severo perked up at the mention of another dance.

He’d watched the previous dark haired woman with great interest, even going so far as suggesting hiring her for a private dance.

Severo turned to the stage interestedly then gave a sound of disgust, turning his head from it.

“Ugh, I wouldn’t waste your time,” he scoffed.

Daevion raised an eyebrow at Severo’s obvious disdain.

He’d never seen the younger wolf turn his nose up at a woman before.

“She’s not skilled?” he queried. Severo shook his head, making a face as he waved a hand.

“It’s not that she’s not skilled,” he hedged. “I mean, none of the girls here are untalented...”

Daevion only half-listened as a spotlight suddenly focused on the stage, sensual music beginning to wind its way around the room seductively.

His heart damn near stopped when the figure stepped out from the curtains.

Flawless alabaster skin, smooth as marble and almost translucent in the light. Ivory hair cascaded down around her shoulders to frame her delicate face, falling like a waterfall of stars down her back. Elegant cheekbones, her lips a soft kissable pink, her pale brows arched, her light jaw tapering gently to a dainty chin...

Surely her hair wasn’t really that smooth, he mused, his fingers itching to run through the silken strands. A wig perhaps?

Her short silver skirt and halter-neck top left very little to the imagination, her tiny feet in a pair of matching silver high heels. She shimmered beneath the stage lights, as though she was dressed with a million stars.

Her eyes were lowered, but the moment the music started, those luxuriously fine lashes rose to reveal eyes of the smokiest grey, like mist swirling beneath the lights as she surveyed her audience imperiously.

Her gaze met Daevion’s for a brief second before fluttering away as a faint blush heated her pale cheeks.

His wolf howled in his mind in delight at her glance, almost making him leap from his seat as it tried to move them towards her. He forced himself to remain seated, but he could feel his heart thud harder in his chest, his attention fixated upon her.

Daevion watched sharply as she slipped down to her knees on the stage before them all, curious now as to what she was going to do next.

She waited motionlessly, her head bowed then as the music grew, she began to move. Her decadent body slunk upwards in a hypnotically sinuous motion, flickering shadows cast by the dim lights chasing across her nubile form to explore her every succulent curve with shadowy fingers, coaxing her audience to follow their path, tempting them to taste her...

The dull sound of men talking were all around them, accompanied by the occasional raucous laugh and squeal coming from the girls serving as they are grabbed, but Daevion paid them no heed. His attention was wholly focused on the woman dancing before him.

Her mesmerising grey gaze drifted over, lingering on him, and he felt a jolt of desire tense his body. Her pale lashes fluttered downwards to sweep against her cheeks a second later, as light as a butterfly’s wings, her pale flesh gaining a rosy hue when she found him staring at her intently.

Her delicate hands rose above her head, stretching them upwards as her outfit glittered like diamonds, twinkling prettily in the shifting lights.

She turned towards Daevion, her allure undeniable as her smoky gaze sought him out, despite the darkness around them. Her hips gyrated gently as though begging him to touch her, her nipples beading beneath the sheer fabric that hid them from view, and Daevion found his eyes drawn to them like a magnet as she moved.

Every arch of her back, every roll of her hips was erotic and designed to coax a man to sample her, to make a man want to bury himself deep within her.

And that was exactly what he intended to do. He planned to taste every inch of her lithe form, every delicious curve and line of her body. The only question left, was how quickly he could make that happen.

His jeans almost cut off his blood circulation as his body responded eagerly to the thought, when Daevion suddenly realised that Severo was still talking.

He glanced at the lad distractedly, unable to keep his gaze from the dancing woman for too long.

He wasn’t the only one staring either. More than one man was gathered about the stage to watch her intently, gawking at her lustfully with their mouths hanging open.

Daevion fought back the fierce need to rip their eyes from their heads for daring to gaze upon this beauty with such lecherous expressions, his hands clenching into white-knuckled fists as his jaw tightened.

His body tensed as his wolf fought to take control and he bit back the snarl building in his chest, resisting the urge to bare his teeth at the other men.

Instead of acting on the sudden urge, he tried to focus on Severo, frowning in forced concentration.

“Why do you have so much scorn for her?” Daevion asked, trying to distract himself from the liquid fire running through his veins. “She is clearly talented.”

“It’s not because she’s not skilled,” Severo exasperated, rolling his eyes. “She was thrown out of her old Pack. Not just because she’s albino. I heard that she killed one of their members or something...”

“Whose Pack is she of?” Daevion asked absently.

His eyes were fixed on the woman as she drew closer, almost as though drawn to him in the same way as he was to her. Her grey gaze flitted to him before looking away again just as quickly, seeming to fight the same urge he had in touching her.

As she approached, the addictive scent of the elusive She-Wolf drew closer the nearer she got to him, making his body tense expectantly.

The intoxicating aroma surrounded him, blocking out his awareness of everything else. It overflowed his senses until he thought his restraint would snap at the slightest gesture from her, willing to throw aside his caution at the slightest beckon.

Daevion inhaled deeply, his eyes glowing faintly as his wolf fought for dominance, but he blinked when Severo shrugged, reminding him that he had asked the lad a question.

“Dunno,” Severo grunted. “Never asked and it’s never come up.”

He barely glanced at the woman as she came to the edge of the stage where they were all sat, a small space between the end of the stage and the table where the men were sat.

Daevion raised an eyebrow.

That was unusual. Severo loved to ogle beautiful women and this one was certainly that.

“I just know that they didn’t want a weak wolf in their Pack. That’s why they never took her back,” Severo continued blithely as though not even noticing the woman was there within hearing distance, shrugging uncaringly. “Being an albino is a defect, even with humans. That’s why they die off so easily. They’re weak.”

Daevion knew that the woman had heard Severo’s words, being too close to have not heard them.

Although she continued to dance, he caught the subtle stiffening of her body, the flash in her smoky eyes betraying her wolf’s anger as her pale eyebrows drew together.

“I don’t think that’s true,” Storm disagreed and Daevion’s eyes snapped to his brother. “She’s just a different colour to us, that’s all. That doesn’t make it a weakness. That’s like saying you’re weak because you have brown eyes.”

Severo snorted, eyeing the other wolf drolly.

“Would you have her carry your pups?” he scoffed then snorted disdainfully. “They would probably die before birth.”

That struck a nerve in the woman and Daevion caught the glistening of tears in the She-Wolf’s eyes before she rose to her feet without warning. She strode towards the curtains with her back ramrod straight, ignoring the cries of dismay from her audience.

Severo frowned, staring after her abrupt departure in complete befuddlement.

“What’s got her panties in a twist?”

Daevion ignored him, his body unnaturally still as he fought to contain the rage that had instantly filled him at the flash of hurt he had seen in her beautiful smoky eyes.

He yearned to find and comfort her, willing to even offer Severo’s head on a platter if that was what it took for her to smile again.

“Severo,” he finally said quietly.

“Yes, Alpha?”

“Return home,” Daevion ordered shortly, a tic in his jaw betraying the anger he was keeping so well contained. “I want you training until dawn. For the entire week.”

Severo gaped at him.

“But Alpha...” he protested.

“Now.”

Daevion’s tone brooked no argument, his Alpha tone filling every decibel of the single word and Severo clamped his mouth shut immediately, knowing better than to argue. He stood, still managing to make the action as sullen as possible and Daevion almost rolled his eyes.

The young wolves could be as temperamental as the human youths, and whilst he would normally tolerate such behaviour to a point, tonight was not one of those nights for the lad to push his luck. His wolf would not allow it.

Severo left sulkily and Daevion looked to Storm.

Whilst Xavier was his Beta, Storm was his brother. Storm just didn’t want the responsibility of being Beta and so Xavier – his best friend since childhood – had willingly stepped up to the job, something that satisfied both men.

“Find out what you can about her,” Daevion told his brother sharply. “I want to know everything about her, starting with her name.”

Storm nodded, picking up on his brother’s seriousness.

“We’re leaving, Alpha?” Xavier queried. He frowned when Daevion shook his head.

“I’m going hunting for a certain She-Wolf,” he murmured, making the pair blink in surprise.

He wasn’t exactly known for his playboy attitude; the man cherishing his bachelorhood like it was a religion. He barely touched the human women and had a very strict rule on not playing with any of the females in the Pack.

That didn’t stop them from trying to jump on him at every chance, but he barely even spared them a glance, leaving them disappointed at every turn.

“I’ll let you know when I’m ready to leave,” he told them curtly and they nodded.

~*~
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Chapter 3
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How dare they? Luna seethed, wiping the angry tears from her eyes.

They knew nothing about her. She wasn’t weak! She’d survived her first Change at eighteen, which was proof of her strength.

The werewolf gene didn’t sit well with females, which meant that even biting a female wouldn’t necessarily change her into one of their kind. Ninety percent of the time, the woman died in agony.

Even born She-Wolves were at a high risk of dying upon their eighteenth birthday, when they would first Change. Unlike the men who experienced their first Change at sixteen, passing through it as though it was nothing.

A lot of females died during the Change and left most Packs with a high male population. The males were forced to reproduce with other species to add members to their Pack, though it was more common for humans to be chosen to breed with. Their biology just seemed to match up better than with other races.

Normally the offspring would be removed from the human mother upon birth, to hide their kind from human attention. Unless the secret of their species was shared with their partner, which was very rarely offered, but it meant that the women then had the option of joining the Pack.

Only with permission from the Alpha, of course, and it could still be refused.

Sometimes the Mate Bond was found between the pair and they were always brought into the Pack, to keep the male wolf from going insane at being separated from his Mate. The human was not to be forced however, a strict rule that every Pack followed. An unwilling Mate risked them wanting to escape and having their secret exposed.

Luna sniffled, feeling a little sorry for herself.

Okay, a lot sorry for herself, she conceded reluctantly. But that male wolf had touched upon a subject that she was already sore over.

She yearned for children desperately, for a family of her own who she would love unconditionally and who would love her in return. Her ability to have them had been taken from her at an age so young though, that the belief was that she wouldn’t remember it.

But she did. The memories woke her up crying at times, memories like the one she had recalled in the changing room before her dance.

Her Alpha had ordered the operation done to make sure that she could never pass on her ‘defects’, preventing her from weakening their bloodline and keeping their Pack strong.

Or at least that was their excuse for doing such a barbaric thing to a child.

“Hey, Luna, you okay?”

Luna hurriedly cleared her throat at the softly asked question, not turning just yet. She wiped her face quickly, trying to compose herself before facing the other woman.

“Hey, Gabby,” she mumbled, not entirely able to disguise the fact that she had been crying. “I thought you were off today.”

Gabriella snorted.

“Aurora called in sick,” the lioness Shifter explained, her beautiful golden-brown eyes sharp on the She-Wolf. “Now stop diverting. What’s wrong and who do I have to maul?”
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