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They say life is pain; for me, that statement sounds true…







PAIN.




The ache was so well-known that it almost embraced me like an old friend. Perhaps I once understood what home truly felt like, but that sense seems lost to me now.




Every day was consumed by pain…




For 13 years, it’s been day after day, night after night. Life can be tough, but this situation is just beyond comprehension!




But I suppose this is the price of being human in today’s world. There are countless possibilities for existence, and I can’t help but think that any other form of life might have offered a more fulfilling experience than being human.




I could have been a bug for heaven’s sake! Living as a bug would have been a thousand times better—I could have my own space and gather my own food. Imagine residing in a charming, picturesque garden tucked away in the heart of nowhere, where an elderly lady lovingly cares for it each day. Oh, to be a tiny creature in that garden—that would be the essence of life. I really feel like I’ve been dealt a tough hand in this life. I feel like I’m at the very bottom of the class system, lower than a bug, and on some days, it feels even worse than that.




Most days, I feel that way as well.




This world can feel incredibly harsh and unforgiving. It’s fitting, given that it’s operated by monstrous entities. I hesitate to label them as people because they don’t embody humanity; they are simply dreadful. That’s the sole way I can encapsulate their existence. Beings that roam the darkness, seizing whatever and whomever they desire. In a world dominated by two powerful factions, the werewolves reign supreme over the vampires, with the wolves truly embodying the top dogs of the realm.




The vampires wield power, yet it pales in comparison to that of the Werewolves. It’s a dynamic I may never grasp completely, and to be honest, it doesn’t concern me much; both beings regard humans as mere debris beneath their feet regardless. It seems that a pact was made long ago, and, much like their human counterparts, the vampires ended up with the short end of the stick.




These are just two aspects of the beings that had yet to be revealed in this world; humans were in for a shocking revelation when they realised they were not alone.




Initially, we believed they were aliens, but we couldn’t have been more mistaken. Those tales of fairytale creatures and mythical beings? They were not just stories; they were truths waiting to be uncovered!




However, once the agreement was finalised, the unfortunate beings that shared this world faced dire consequences—most have either vanished into extinction or retreated into obscurity. However, if you find yourself in the realm of humanity, as I regrettably do, you are bound to one side of the border, living under the influence of either the Werewolves or the Vampires.




And there’s no escaping them; they practically mark you from the moment you’re born. In a million years, you could never find a way to escape the system—unless, of course, you happen to be mated to a wolf.




It’s what you’d refer to as a lose-lose situation, but hey, that’s just how life goes.




It’s unjust and disappointing.




I find myself living on the wolves’ side of the world, trapped in servitude. I guess it’s a step up from being a blood bag for the vampires. On this side of the border, my life expectancy is around 40 years, yet there are days when I question whether I truly desire to live that long. The vampires are far more sinister; they exploit you in every conceivable manner over there. And I truly mean every way…




Initially, both groups might have wiped out the humans when they first revealed themselves. However, the vampires required a food source, while the lower-ranking werewolves sought mates, and humans typically filled that role.




That’s likely one of the reasons the creatures chose to reveal themselves to us initially. They grew weary of staying in the shadows, losing friends due to ignorance about werewolves, all while craving power. Plus, the frequency of kidnappings would significantly decrease.




Being poor and enslaved by werewolves was already a nightmare, but the thought of being mated to one of them is beyond comprehension. I’ve heard they can be quite abusive and controlling, with the wolf always needing to dominate the relationship, if you can even refer to it as such.




Now that I reflect on it, that’s quite similar to my current life…




In summary, humans only exist due to their utility, how delightful.




I reside in the Blood Lust Pack, a name that suits me perfectly, if I do say so myself. It may be a bit cliché, but I won’t be the one to point that out. Overall, they are undeniably intimidating. At the tender age of five, I was handed over to them, and like many others, from the moment we took our first steps, we were instructed in a multitude of skills designed to satisfy our new overseers.




In various ways, I believe some of those elements were designed to potentially assist us in pleasing our partners, should we ever find ourselves with one.




They brought me on board to, quite simply, fulfil their every whim.




I’m not the first one; there have been other girls, but none have stayed as long as I have. I prefer to keep things low-key about that. There’s always someone who shows up for an inspection once a year, but I usually don’t pay much attention, as I tend to be tucked away in a distant corner when they arrive.




They certainly wouldn’t want to witness my situation. There should be rules and regulations regarding how one is meant to treat those in servitude, and it feels like my pack is grossly overstepping those boundaries. What should I do now? Express dissatisfaction?




I tidy up after the crew, prepare all their meals, and, of course, I take the hits for them. It surely can’t get any worse than this, can it?




Please don’t discard that.




If humanity were still in charge, I would be seen as an adult, embarking on the journey of independence from my parents right about now. I would have simply had two parents, and they might have had two or three children.
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My so-called parents weren’t fortunate in this life either; if you’re not a slave or a worker, you’re simply a breeder. We must ensure a steady stream of people, no matter the circumstances.




Occasionally, I find myself lost in thought, imagining what my life might have been if I had been born beyond the dominion of wolves and vampires. What a life that could have been.




Absolutely, my life is simply amazing…




As I reflect on my life, the day is about to kick off once more, another round in this relentless grind.




“Get up here, darling!” The Alpha called, using his favourite nickname for me.




Shaking off the weight of my thoughts, I slowly make my way up the stairs from the basement. Last night’s punishment was especially harsh; all because I dared to take a piece of bread without asking. The consequences were severe.




Once more.




Once more.




Absolutely fantastic.




The mere thought of their actions sends my left eye into a twitching frenzy. A habit that should have been left behind long ago, yet here we are. Fortunately, it only surfaces when I’m at my most furious.




Indeed, I find myself resting in the basement. They say humans are above us, so it seems only fitting that we reside beneath them too. Here’s an interesting tidbit: wolves lack a sense of humour and tend to take everything quite literally, especially those in the pack.




With a last look at the blood-stained floor and the grimy mattress I reluctantly call a bedroom, I head to the kitchen to prepare breakfast for the pack.




I whip up pancakes, waffles, crispy bacon, savoury sausages, and a whole lot of eggs. I also set out some toast and bagels for them, because those werewolves sure know how to eat. It’s unlikely they would ever provide me with any.




The dining room is where I set out all the food.




Just as I catch the sound of footsteps descending the stairs, I quickly dart out of the dining room and retreat to the kitchen. In my haste, I fail to watch my step and collide directly with something—or rather, someone.




The sheer force of the impact sent me tumbling backwards, landing squarely on my backside, as my wounds flared to life with the abrupt motion. As I glance up to identify the person I just collided with, I realise it was a grave error. My eyes widen as I realise who I just bumped into…




I had just collided head-on with the future Alpha, Josh Scott.




Oh no…




Bang!




My head snaps to the side, the sharp crack suggesting he might have even broken my jaw, though I can’t be sure right now. My adrenaline kicks in, numbing any pain from my past injuries, but I’m aware that it will catch up with me later.




“Watch where you’re going!” he sneers at me, his tone dripping with disdain.




“I apologise, Al-Alpha,” I reply softly.




My face is still tingling from the impact. I press my hand against my face, attempting to ease the sting. His gaze is intense, lingering on me for what feels like an eternity, and I find myself too afraid to raise my head.




In an instant, it feels like he’s reached a conclusion. He yanks me off the floor by my hair, and my hands instinctively reach for his grip or perhaps my own hair. He leans down just enough for our eyes to meet, though he remains a touch above me.




“Perhaps it’s time for me to remind you of your place, little maggot,” he says, a devilish smirk playing on his lips and a wicked glint dancing in his eyes.




His hands remain tangled in my long, black, unruly hair, pulling me along as he drags me back to the basement. He halts only when we reach the top of the stairs, finally releasing my hair from his vice-like grip.




In one swift motion, he seizes my arm and hurls me down the stairs, leaving me no time to comprehend the chaos unfolding around me.




The unforgiving concrete stairs dug into me, each step a sharp reminder of discomfort, as every part of my body cried out for relief. Upon reaching the bottom, I draw a sharp breath into my battered lungs, my muscles ablaze and the metallic tang of iron lingering in my mouth.




My essence.




The scars from my past torment resurfaced as I descended, the sharp crack of a whip echoing nearby sends shivers down my spine, leaving me trembling and on the verge of pleading for mercy, and he hasn’t even begun yet.




I inched away, my back pressing against the wall. I whimpered, a silent plea for the torment to cease, the only response my body could muster as fear enveloped me. A dense fog envelops my thoughts.




After 13 years of this, you might expect to have grown accustomed to it, but the truth is, you never do. The pain remains fresh, often more intense than before, and it simply refuses to fade away.




In a swift motion, he stood before me, anger radiating from him. His eyes, once a vibrant green, had turned to an intense black, signalling that his wolf was close to the surface. With a sudden movement, he reached out and seized my neck.




He hoisted me up, leaving my feet suspended in the air. It was a simple challenge, given that at just 5’2”, I found myself dwarfed by most werewolves, their imposing stature amplifying my fear of them.




As his grip on my neck grew firmer, my arms instinctively rose to his hand, urging him to release me. As black dots began to cloud my vision, just before I succumbed to darkness, he forcefully slammed me to the ground.




I collapsed onto my hands and knees, my back laid bare. Before I could even catch my breath, the whip struck, tearing through my shirt and revealing the old scars alongside the fresh wounds from just days prior.




I let out a scream, but I never resorted to begging, aware that it would only fuel their anger. I knew I had to remain still and endure the situation. Tears flowed down my cheeks, my throat raw from the relentless screams that echoed in the silence.




The duration is a blur, but the whip transformed into fists, which then became boots. He unleashed a flurry of punches and kicks before finally walking away.




Just that easily.




He abandoned me on the cold, grimy floor, where I embraced the shadows.
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Alpha King Damien’s Perspective




“So, who’s the lucky one that gets to check on the Blood Lust pack? Or should I say, whose turn is it to take on this delightful task?” my brother Xavier enquires as he strides into my office, with Lucian, my other brother, following closely behind.




I was reviewing potential recruits, assessing which warriors had completed their training and were ready for enlistment. I appreciate having my brother by my side to share the workload, but there are days when it seems like Xavier isn’t putting in the effort.




The only instance I’ve truly witnessed him putting in effort is when he’s attempting to offload his responsibilities onto either me or Lucian.




Lucian mirrored my feelings, radiating a sense of restlessness. All our wolves were on high alert. Xavier felt a sense of happiness, believing it was linked to our mate, while Lucian and I suspected it might signal an impending attack.




One word: priority.




The Blood Lust pack was scheduled for an inspection; we can’t allow any of those rat bastards to think they’re above the law. Our annual inspections for our packs ensure compliance and guarantee that everyone adheres to the law. We typically conduct a pack inspection every 1 to 2 weeks, and with the sheer volume of packs we manage, it’s no surprise!




The Blood Lust pack proved to be particularly challenging, constantly seeking to expand their territory or conceal their true intentions from us. On multiple occasions, we’ve stepped in just as tensions were escalating towards war with neighbouring packs, all in a bid to expand their territory.




Self-serving individuals.




If I didn’t know any better, I’d say it was a werewolf pack led by a group of vampires, given how greedy and self-absorbed they seem.




Additionally, there’s another issue with them. They enjoy acquiring people, exploiting them for their own self-serving purposes. Indeed, we offer humans, but they serve primarily as servants. In contrast, the Blood Lust pack tends to treat them more like slaves than mere helpers.




They frequently pushed them to their limits, and just when it seemed unbearable, the humans vanished without a trace. It’s as if they vanished into thin air; even the tracker we installed has inexplicably stopped working. We maintain a short interval between inspections to ensure that nothing slips through the cracks and that accountability is upheld at all times.




During our last inspection, we found no signs of human presence, which was certainly a positive outcome. Without humans, they can no longer inflict pain or cause harm.




It was peculiar, yet on that particular day, I simply lacked the energy to search for any further evidence against them.




“I can’t right now; I need to focus on the paperwork for the transfers looking to join our pack,” Lucian states, pulling me back to the matter at hand as he settles onto the couch, while Xavier occupies one of the chairs in front of my desk.




We are triplets, and not just any triplets—we are the Alpha Kings of the werewolves. We ensure order is maintained while striving to foster harmony between the werewolves and the vampires.




Those relentless leeches are always after more than their fair share. We must maintain a delicate balance between both sides, as the vampires are rarely just. The responsibility falls on us to ensure fairness.




My wolf was restless, and the mention of the Blood Lust pack only intensified his agitation. He couldn’t find peace, perhaps because I hadn’t gone on a run in several days. Perhaps he was simply seeking justice, aware that they were engaged in wrongdoing.




This journey to the Blood Lust pack could prove beneficial; I’ll get a glimpse of what those fools are up to and allow my wolf the freedom to run.




“I’ll go, I have nothing better to do,” I said, and just then, one of our beta’s burst in, his expression resembling someone who had just witnessed a horrific scene and found it utterly amusing.




The guy appeared to be in pretty bad shape.




There’s always a new twist
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Given the size of our pack and our responsibility to oversee others, we believe it’s wise to have several betas and gammas in place. It truly proves invaluable when managing our entire community of werewolves, not just our pack.


“There are rogues at the southern border; it appears to be a pack of them!” Cade exclaimed as he rushed out.


We spring to our feet, racing out of the office in the pack house. As we cross the threshold, we leap into the air, transforming into our sleek, midnight black wolves.


We swiftly head towards the southern border.

Upon our arrival, it became clear that our team had the situation well in hand, making our presence seem almost unnecessary. Without hesitation, I target the largest rogue in the group; they must be the leader.


In mere seconds, I’ve broken his neck. “Leave one alive,” I communicate to my brothers through the link. I’m curious about who actually brought these rogues on board, as they operate solo, which is precisely what defines them as rogues.


They are wicked wolves, devoid of morals and entirely lacking in remorse. These are the wolves that find themselves cast out from their packs, some choosing to leave on their own accord, unable to conform to the rigid rules and hierarchy that govern their social structure.


“Got one,” Lucian replied through the link. I observe Lucian and several guards escorting the rogue towards the cells, undoubtedly for a little conversation.


Xavier and I quickly changed into some shorts we found stuffed in a tree. We have positioned them throughout the territory. While we embrace nudity, it is not fitting for royalty to flaunt the Crown Jewels openly.


As we strolled back to our home, it’s worth noting that Alphas typically reside in the pack house. However, we chose to have our own space, seeking the privacy we desired for the moment we would discover our mate.


It seems more akin to a mansion or perhaps even a quaint castle.


Regrettably, it has been nearly seven years since we reached the age of 16, and the majority of werewolves discover their mates within two years of this milestone. Alphas, in particular, often find their perfect match within just a few months.


It has been nearly three years since we reached the unsettling conclusion that our partner may be gone, or perhaps, the difficult reality that we never had one at all.


What our parents are doing isn’t helping us at all. For the past few months, they’ve been trying to set us up with other Alphas’ daughters. We haven’t agreed to any of it because, deep down, we still hold onto that one sliver of hope.


No wolf would ever choose to forfeit the opportunity to be with their mate, regardless of how bleak the situation appears.


I make my way to my room on the second floor of our house, ready to begin packing for the journey to the Blood Lust pack. I’m eager to wrap up this trip, and I’m confident my brothers can manage the pack just fine without me for a few days.


Typically, we notify packs in advance of our arrival, but the Blood Lust pack has always been a rule-breaker. They resort to brutal tactics against their servants and engage in clandestine agreements with the vampires. No warnings or heads-ups are provided; the inspection day is always a surprise each year.


They’ll go so far as to eliminate their own pack members, which means that if we give them a heads-up about our approach, they’ll have the chance to conceal all the illicit activities they’ve been engaged in.


Not while I’m in charge


Upon entering my room, I head straight for the shower. Once refreshed, I towel-dry my white hair and slip into a sleek all-black suit.


A maid has already prepared a bag for us, just in case our stay extends beyond a few hours—something I truly hope to avoid.


I pick up the bag and make my way downstairs, where my brothers are gathered, along with Cade and Daniel, the beta and gamma who will be joining me. I’m bringing along a few warriors just in case things escalate, but they’ll be sprinting in their wolf form to the pack.


“Wishing you all the best, brother,” Xavier says, a wide grin spreading across his face. He managed to avoid attending the Blood Lust pack
























































