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Chapter 1 - Guests
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Lilly’s POV

"Your worthless piece of shit!"

Sade’s harsh, cruel words cut through me, making me freeze as her hand connected with my cheek and sent me sprawling to the floor. I bit down, suppressing the urge to whimper, my cheek burning where she’d struck me.

Tears welled in my eyes, but I refused to let them fall. Instead, I focused on the cold, hard ground beneath me.

"That is precisely where you belong," she sneered. Her brown eyes darkened, nearly black with hate and anger. "On the floor!"

She stepped closer, grabbed me by the hair, and forced me to look up at her. "Now clean this mess before I lose my temper. You don’t want my mother to see this!" She threw me onto my back, my head colliding with the floor.

Fear gripped me, knowing her wrath would only escalate if I didn’t act quickly. Dazed and disoriented, I struggled back to my knees and started gathering the shards of the broken porcelain teacup.

I let out an internal sigh.

It’s been like this for as long as I can remember. I was blamed and punished for everything—even the simplest things—even when it wasn’t my fault.

This time, Sade’s tea wasn’t to her liking.

This was my life, and there was nothing I could do about it. Escaping wasn’t an option. There was nothing for me out there—not a mate, not a future.

Besides, who would want a she-wolf like me?

I accepted my destiny. My purpose. I would forever serve the house of Axel Black—not that I’d ever seen a picture of him. Rumor had it he served in the Royal Army and died protecting the King. His death left Angelica, his mate, heartbroken while raising their child.

Maybe that’s why she was so cold and cruel toward me—she never got over losing her mate.

My thoughts shifted to myself. I couldn’t remember much about my childhood. The only solid memory I had was the sound of angry snarling, crying, and screaming, followed by huge, angry flames consuming everything in their path.

Prior to that, I couldn’t recall any details—not a single face, scent, or sound. It was as if everything about my past had been erased.

The emptiness of those lost years gnawed at me, leaving a hollow ache in my chest.

I often wondered if the fire hadn’t just destroyed my home, but also my very identity, leaving me to piece together who I was from the ashes of memories that had long since faded.

Angelica found me in a deserted warehouse, and I was naive enough to believe she actually cared for me. She looked like an angel with long blond hair and big green eyes. She told me my parents had died and she was now my guardian.

I didn’t ask any questions. I naively believed her and followed her home. But I soon discovered that the angelic woman was nothing but a cold-hearted monster under all that beauty.

I used to have hope. I believed one day my prince in shining armor would break down the Blacks’ front door, sweep me off my feet, and save me from this hellhole. But fate shattered those dreams on the night of my eighteenth birthday.

I was a wolfless wolf. I would never be able to leave this place. Heartbroken, my dreams of a mate and a purpose in life disintegrated into a million pieces.

A breath escaped my lips as I picked up the last fragments of broken porcelain from the floor.

My life wasn’t all bad—especially when I started to dream of him.

Every night, when I finally went to bed in the early hours of morning, he waited for me in my dreams. I didn’t know his name, but his presence made my life so much better. He was my only friend.

My heart ached just thinking about him. He was perfect—pure muscle, strong, tall, and handsome. He was friendly, kind, and full of life; he made me feel loved. He became the light in my darkest night.

His stormy grey eyes were always full of energy, his embraces always comforting, and his smile warm. He didn’t care that I didn’t have a wolf. He didn’t care that I had no rank or about my family.

He only cared about me.

My heart warmed thinking back on all the long conversations we’d had—the way he teased me, his tender touch, and his powerful laughter.

I could feel the tension growing between us, electric sparks running through me with every touch. His sweet scent, reminiscent of chocolate and cherry pie, always made my mouth water with the desire to taste him. I felt safe with him. He felt like home.

Every night, just before sunrise, we would say goodbye and dance until he faded from my dreams.

"Oh, Sade," Angelica snarled from the stairs. "What did the wolfless brat do this time?"

Sade was a spitting image of Angelica. Both had long blond hair, high cheekbones, generous curves, and naturally full lips. The only difference was their eyes. Men naturally gave them a lot of attention.

Angelica pointed at the mess on the floor.

"I got scalded by the tea!" Sade cried out. "My lip hurts! I have a blister, see!"

It was a typical lie—there was no blister—but arguing would only get me into more trouble.

A cold, vile smile curled on Angelica’s perfectly painted red lips as she descended the remaining stairs.

She stopped in front of me, grabbed a handful of my hair, and yanked my head forward.

I crashed headfirst onto the broken pieces. Sharp pain shot through my skull, blurring my vision as I gasped for breath. Something warm ran down the side of my face—I wasn’t sure if it was blood or tears.

"Now you listen to me, you little brat!" She yanked my head up, growling in my face. "This is your last warning! If you can’t behave yourself, I’ll sell you off to the highest—!"

An urgent knock sounded from the front door, interrupting Angelica’s threat.

"Are you expecting someone?" she hissed at Sade.

"No," Sade replied, shaking her head.

"See who it is," Angelica ordered.

"But Mother!" she protested. "It’s Lilly’s job, not—"

"Now, Sade!" Angelica snarled, cutting her off.

Sade huffed, rolled her eyes, and hurried out of the kitchen.

Angelica turned her attention back to me, her eyes pitch-black—her wolf had taken control. She lifted her hand, claws extended, ready to strike again.

"Mother!" Sade’s anxious voice echoed from down the hallway. "Come quick...!"

Something like fear flickered in Angelica’s eyes as a man’s voice came from the foyer. She quickly lowered her hand and released me.

"This isn’t over," she spat, deliberately stepping on my hand with her heel before rushing out of the kitchen.

A moment later, I heard Angelica’s voice anxiously greeting the unexpected guest, and I abruptly wondered why she was acting so nervous...
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Chapter 2 - The Royal Notice

[image: ]


Zack’s POV

"...We have guests," the girl called down the hallway, quickly guiding us in the opposite direction.

"She seems anxious about us being here," Lupa, my wolf, growled.

I nodded in response, silently observing the girl as I followed her to the living room. Moments later, an older she-wolf joined us.

"Royal warriors?" she gasped. She seemed unsettled by our visit but quickly tried to hide her worry behind a smile, gesturing for us to take a seat.

"No, thank you," James, a warrior, said. "We’re not staying—we’re only here to make an announcement, then we’ll take our leave."

"Very well," she replied, her overly sweet voice making my skin crawl. "What brings you to my home, gentlemen?"

Lupa growled again in agreement. He didn’t trust her—neither did I.

My gaze swept over the two women. They seemed well-off, but why would they live this far out? Something about them didn’t sit right with me.

My attention landed on the older she-wolf, introduced as Angelica. She was openly flirting with my warriors, doing her best to keep their attention.

"They’re power-hungry leeches," Lupa growled.

"I can see that," I replied, struggling to keep my composure.

I didn’t enjoy wasting my time on she-wolves like them, but this was royal business. As Royal Beta, I had no choice but to endure it.

I nodded at James to continue, but he was already caught in the web of the she-wolf’s beauty.

Jacob, James’s brother, nudged his arm. "You better get a move on," he whispered. "Beta Zackary is losing his patience..."

James quickly nodded, retrieved a scroll from his pocket, and began to read. I knew every word—I was the one who’d written it.

"Attention all unmated she-wolves between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five," James read. "You are hereby summoned to the royal pack on the next blood moon. All must attend. No exceptions."

"For what purpose?" Angelica asked.

"The Queen is hosting a royal ball in honor of Prince Lex’s twenty-fifth birthday," Jacob said.

"Really?" the younger girl, Sade, exclaimed with excitement. "I’m invited to the Prince’s birthday party? Goddess, what an honor!"

"The prince is hoping to find his future Queen Luna," James added.

My gaze snapped toward him and I growled. The real purpose of the ball was to find my lost sister and reunite her with her family and mate.

"My apologies, Beta Zack," James said quickly. "I got carried away—"

"How exciting," Angelica mused, cutting him off. "The future king has finally decided to take a mate; maybe you will have a chance to win his hand..."

Before I could unleash my fury and declare that none of them would ever be Lex’s mate, the sharp scent of blood assaulted my senses. My attention snapped toward the hallway, nostrils flaring.

"It’s coming from down there," Lupa exclaimed, anxiously pacing my mind. "The smell is intense—someone is hurt!"

Without another word, I turned on my heel and rushed down the hallway toward the source of the smell. It was sickeningly thick, making me move faster, hoping whoever was at the other end was still alive.

"Why isn’t the person calling for help?" Lupa asked.

"Maybe they’re unconscious," I replied.

The smell grew even stronger as I reached the kitchen.

Did someone cut themselves? I wondered, but quickly dismissed the thought. The loss of blood was far too much for a simple cut.

My gaze swept the kitchen and stopped on a fragile she-wolf struggling on the floor, soaked in blood.

What the...? The sight electrified my whole body.

I rushed to her side, ready to help in any way I could. But her gaze snapped toward me, fear flashing in her eyes before she quickly covered her face.

"Please, don’t come any closer!" she whimpered, her body trembling.

I hesitated, my heart pounding as I processed her plea.

"I just want to help," I said softly, trying to reassure her as I kept my distance. "I’m not here to hurt you. Let me see..."

"No, no, no—you... you can’t!" she stuttered anxiously, trying to get up. "I—I can manage by myself. I’ll be alright. No one can help me. I... I’m not worth your time or sympathy..."

Odd, I thought.

Why does she think so little of herself?

"I insist," I said, keeping my voice gentle as I extended my hand. "I promise, I just want to help—not hurt you."

The girl hesitated for a moment, then raised her gaze.

My breath caught when I saw her green eyes—they were the same color as my mother’s.

A rush of emotion flooded through me. Could it be her? Was it possible? Was this my lost sister?

A rogue attack had claimed my sister almost thirteen years ago. No one knew what had happened to her, and I had made it my life’s mission to find her.

"Beta, what happened in here?" James asked, breaking the spell.

Reluctantly, I looked at him standing at the door, waiting for orders.

"I don’t know," I replied, helping the girl to her feet and leading her to a stool at the counter. "I need a first aid kit."

Jacob hurried away, leaving me alone with the she-wolf.

"Can you tell me what happened to you?" I asked, searching the kitchen drawers for a clean towel.

I couldn’t help but steal glances at her. She wasn’t dressed like the other two. Her old yellow long-sleeve shirt was thin and worn, her pants ripped and patched in several places. She looked so thin and neglected compared to the other she-wolves living here.

Despite the circumstances, I could tell she made an effort to care for herself, even though she was barefoot.

She shook her head and swallowed hard, tears threatening to spill.

Were they mistreating her?
Were they starving her?
Was she being held against her will?
"She is scared," Lupa commented. "I have a feeling those two bitches beat her."

His emotions were spiraling out of control. He seemed deeply concerned for this she-wolf.

My gaze swept over the tiny, golden-haired she-wolf; she couldn’t have been taller than 5'1".

"Perhaps you’re right," I replied. "They haven’t even bothered to check on her."

James returned with a first aid kit and set it on the counter. I opened it and took out some supplies.

"Can you at least tell me your name?" I asked, wetting a towel to clean her wounds.

She closed her eyes and nodded.

"Lilly," she whispered, barely audible.

I froze, the towel in my hand—the name sent a jolt through me.

"Lilly," I repeated softly.

Her gaze suddenly shifted toward the door, and she visibly trembled, as if chilled.

Was she going into shock?

That’s when I felt eyes boring into my back.

I turned slowly, instinctively shielding Lilly with my body, ready to confront whatever danger waited behind me...
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Chapter 3 - Only Treasure
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Lilly’s POV

"Oh, heavens, Beta Zackary!" Angelica’s voice filled the kitchen. "Get away from that filthy girl before she ruins your clothes and reputation. What will the pack say when they see you—a person of high status—treating a lowly, wolfless omega? She doesn’t deserve your kindness!"

Zackary’s expression hardened, anger and defiance flickering across his face.

"Yeah," Sade added, crossing her arms. "Look at her. There's no need to help this piece of trash. She’s more than capable of looking after her dirty, clumsy self!"

Zackary clenched his fists, tension thickening the air. He suddenly stilled, set the towel on the counter, and balled his hands into fists, anger coloring his features.

He was furious.

He slowly stepped away from me—probably afraid he would scare me—then turned to face Angelica and Sade.

"That is enough!" he snarled, expanding his aura and silencing the two women.

They whimpered and quivered in fear, unwillingly lowering their heads, submitting to his higher power.

I knit my eyebrows in confusion.

Why wasn’t I affected by his powerful aura?

Why didn’t I feel afraid of his temper?

Why was I shielded from his wrath?

I peeked from under my eyelashes, watching as his eyes grew even colder. He wasn’t done with them yet.

Why was he defending me? He didn’t owe me anything. He didn’t even know me.

Or did he...?

A sudden spark of hope rippled through me. Maybe Beta Zackary knew who I was.

Could he tell me about my past?

I took the opportunity to study him. He was tall and handsome, standing around 6'3" with dark, curly hair, golden brown skin, and a straight nose.

His muscles flexed beneath his royal uniform. He looked fit, strong, powerful—everything a Beta should be. Yet, I couldn’t help but notice he was much younger than I expected a Beta to be.

"Did I say anything to offend you, Beta Zackary?" Angelica stammered, unable to meet his gaze.

"I don’t know who you are, or your rank or position," Zackary growled, his eyes flickering between black and blue. His voice was low and menacing, brimming with an intensity that sent shivers down Angelica’s spine. "But this is no way to treat a werewolf! It’s against the law!"

"W-what—" Angelica stuttered, unprepared for the wrath Zackary was about to unleash.

Zackary growled again.

"W-we didn’t know," Sade quickly added, trying to defend her mother.

Zackary closed his eyes, fighting to control his wolf before things escalated any further.

"Leave us," he ordered coldly, gesturing for the warriors to escort the women out.

I watched Zackary take a deep breath, clearly struggling. He sighed, then slowly turned back to me.

"Sorry about that," he said. "I hope I didn’t scare you."

I shook my head.

He smiled gently and moved closer, picking up the towel and carefully cleaning the blood from the side of my face.

I couldn’t believe a stranger of such high rank actually cared.

Zackary’s hands were skillful and gentle—he tried his best not to hurt me.

I couldn’t help but feel intimidated by his cold blue eyes; it felt as if he could see right through me. Yet his gentle, warm touch was such a contrast to his cold exterior.

For a moment, I felt like a person; his concern felt almost real.

"Get your head out of the clouds and back to reality, Lilly!" I scolded myself internally. "This is too good to be true! It must be some kind of trick... Beta Zackary must want something from me."

"Penny for your thoughts?" Zackary asked as he finished patching up my last wound.

My gaze met his.

"I’m all done," he said, removing his gloves. "Your wolf should be able to heal the wounds rather quickly..."

"I don’t have a wolf," I muttered, embarrassed. "But I am very grateful for your help, Beta Zackary."

"Call me Zack," he said.

I nodded and smiled faintly.

"Thank you, Beta Zack, for helping me," I whispered.

Zack’s brow furrowed, an unreadable emotion flickering in his eyes. He seemed like he wanted to say more, but I quickly slid off the barstool, grabbed a wet towel, and hurried to clean the bloody mess.

I needed to scrub the blood from the floor before it stained the white Italian tiles—Angelica would love that.

I squatted, lost my balance, and cried out in pain as I tried to steady myself on my injured hand.

Zack was at my side in a blink, concern filling his blue eyes as he steadied me.

"Are you alright?" he asked, helping me off my injured hand.

"I... I’m fine," I stammered.

"You’re a bad liar," he said, watching as my face turned crimson.

"Let me," he insisted.

"No need. I can do it myself," I protested, trying to maneuver myself back onto my knees, but pain contorted my face.

He shook his head in disapproval and held out his hand.

"It’ll go quicker if I do it," he said. "Your hand is too severely cut."

I froze as Zack gently took the towel from me and started cleaning the blood from the floor.

Fear surged through me—if Angelica saw Zack helping me clean up, she’d surely beat me for it.

"That’s better," Zack said, smiling as he straightened and extended his hand to me.

I hesitated, glancing from his hand to his face. His eyes were warm and gentle—he seemed genuinely happy to help.

I carefully placed my hand in his, and he pulled me to my feet.

"Thank you," I whispered. "I think I can take it from here."

I took the bloody towel from him, picked up the dustpan, and made my way to the dustbin. I emptied the contents and put the dustpan away.

Zack’s gaze followed me, watching my every move.

A low growl suddenly escaped his lips, and I turned to look at him.

Before I could ask what was wrong, he grabbed my arm and turned my wrist.

"What is this?" he snarled, his eyes shifting between black and blue. His wolf seemed displeased, but with what?

My heart pounded as I glanced down at what Zack was pointing at.

A too-small bangle—my only treasure—glittered in the sunlight on my left wrist.

Angelica gave me the bangle when I was a child. She said it was something my parents left for me before they died.

"It was a gift," I whispered, watching him closely.

Zack didn’t look convinced. He brought my arm closer to inspect the bangle.

"From whom?" he growled, finally releasing my arm.

"The madam of the house, Angelica," I replied.

Zack roared in anger.

A moment later, the two warriors rushed in.

"Watch them," Zack ordered, then strode past them, down the hallway, and out the front door.

I stood there in pure bewilderment—what the hell just happened?
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Chapter 4 - The To-Do List
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Lilly’s POV

It has been two weeks since Beta Zack’s visit, and things are slowly changing for the better.

The warrior brothers, Jacob and James, are now practically living here with us, staying in the guest room. They were instructed to keep a watchful eye on me.

It felt good to finally be noticed—and safe. Well, sort of. Angelica’s and Sade’s glares remained nerve-wracking. I was never sure when the two would strike.

My wounds had healed, and the scarring was almost nonexistent—all thanks to Beta Zack’s proper care.

“Lilly,” James called down the hallway. He was the friendlier of the two brothers.

“In here,” I replied, setting down a dish in the drying rack.

A moment later, he and Jacob appeared at the kitchen entrance, each carrying a box. They were grinning broadly, looking excited about something.

“What’s this?” I asked, coming around the counter.

“Just a little something,” James replied, setting the boxes on the counter.

Jacob handed me a white envelope.

“For me?” I gasped in surprise. I’d never received a letter before.

Jacob nodded.

I glanced at the envelope, seeing my name neatly printed on the front.

Who would want to send a letter to me? I was a nobody.

I turned the envelope over and noticed the golden royal seal on the back. My body stiffened and a whimper escaped my lips.

Was I in trouble?

Had I done something wrong?

“Open it!” James urged.

With trembling fingers and a racing heart, I managed to open the envelope and found a neatly handwritten note inside.



Dearest Lilly,

I believe you need something special for tonight’s occasion...

We took great care in selecting this; we hope it is to your liking.

Best wishes,

Zack.



A strange, unfamiliar sensation twisted in my abdomen. I wasn’t sure what the feeling meant.

“Is this really for me?” I whispered as tears threatened to spill over. No one had ever been this kind or generous to me.

The two brothers smiled and nodded.

“Open the boxes,” Jacob urged, gesturing to the one he’d just brought in. “We want to see what they picked for you.”

“They? Who’s ‘they’?” Sade spat, coming down the stairs. She wore a silver robe, her hair already styled for tonight’s occasion. Was she eavesdropping on our conversation—again?

In the past two weeks, I’d received regular gifts from Beta Zack. They were mostly necessities—which made Sade envious and jealous. She couldn’t understand why someone of such high rank would like me.

“The future king and his Beta, of course,” James answered, smiling.

The air was knocked right out of my lungs. I hadn’t expected to learn that Prince Lex was involved, too.

Sade’s gaze darkened—she clearly disliked the idea of Prince Lex giving me any attention.

“Come on, Lilly,” James coaxed. “Show us what they chose for you!”

I hesitated, glancing at Sade. She stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame.

“Show us,” she sneered. “We all want to see your new private collection...”

“No, no, no,” I protested. “I’ll look at it some other time. Besides, the ball is only later tonight, and I’m still busy with my chores...”

“I insist,” Sade said, leaving a cold feeling running down my spine. “You must show us at once! You can’t keep the royal warriors waiting—they’ve been so fond of you. It’s the least you can do to thank them!”

I swallowed hard, my gaze shifting to the two brothers. They seemed a bit taken aback by Sade’s attitude.

“Please show us,” Jacob pleaded.

“We’re leaving in an hour,” James added. “We might not get to see how pretty you’ll look...”

“Okay,” I relented. “I’ll do it!”

I couldn’t believe I was being pressured into opening the boxes. Hesitantly, I reached for the first box and opened it. My eyes widened, and I let out a gasp.

“This...is...too much!” I whispered, removing the lid. “I can never accept this!”

“You really don’t have a choice here,” James teased. “You can’t offend the future king.”

I smiled weakly as my gaze traveled over the expensive accessories—each item neatly packed in its own container. The box held a white diamond-colored clutch bag. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. I ran my fingers over it, too afraid to lift it out.

Jacob saw me hesitate and gently lifted it from the box, handing it to me—it was surprisingly heavy.

A screech escaped Sade’s lips, and I quickly set the bag back in its container.

“Try the shoes next,” James suggested. “A little birdie told me they were imported from a famous designer.”

My fingers trembled as I carefully lifted the white diamond-strapped stilettos from the box. They glittered in the late afternoon sun.

Sade’s eyes burned with envy.

“Rumor has it there’s only one pair in existence,” Jacob said.

“They’re really something spectacular,” James added.

I nodded in agreement and placed them back in the box.

The jewelry that accompanied the rest of the accessories was even more breathtaking.

I couldn’t bring myself to touch the jewelry—it looked far too expensive to even consider.

“The gown next,” James chirped, pointing at the larger box.

“Do I really have to?” I asked.

The brothers pouted, making me giggle.

“You two are the world’s worst manipulators,” I teased, opening the box.

My breath caught in my throat and a whimper escaped my lips. Inside was a soft, powdery yellow chiffon dress.

“I’m going to look like a real princess,” I muttered in disbelief, unable to take my eyes off it.

I slowly pulled the dress from the box and gasped.

It was made to my size. It was perfect. It was beautiful. It was my favorite color.

How did they know?

I held the dress before me and spun around. I felt so happy. I was so excited!

Someone cleared their throat and I froze, my gaze snapping toward the sound.

Angelica was descending the stairs, her face hard and her eyes cold. She passed her daughter and stopped in front of me.

“You’ll only be going when all your chores are done,” she said.

A smile formed on Sade’s lips—this was her doing.

I knew trouble was coming. Angelica was about to add more to the to-do list—just to make a point.

“That’s unfair!” James exclaimed.

“Yeah,” Jacob added. “Besides, all unmated she-wolves must attend the ball, including Lilly.”

“True,” Angelica agreed. “But the invitation didn’t specify a time she should arrive....”

I knew she’d find some loophole to try to keep me away.

“Is that so?” James asked, a mischievous smile on his lips. “Where’s the list of things that need to be done?”

Angelica hesitated.

“Come on, show us,” Jacob demanded.

With a glare, Angelica pulled a list from her pocket. Jacob snatched and unfolded it, showing it to James.

“When all those chores are done,” she said coldly, “your little Miss Muffet can attend the ball.”

James smiled, and a moment later, his eyes glazed over.
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Chapter 5 - Make an Exception
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Lilly’s POV

The girl staring back at me in the mirror looked so different, yet so familiar. The only thing I recognized was my eyes—the rest of me looked like a long-lost princess stepping out of a fairy tale.

The soft chiffon ballgown hugged my figure perfectly, showing just enough skin while remaining stylish and elegant.

I turned from side to side, examining myself in the borrowed full-length mirror. The fabric swirled around me, creating the illusion of yellow flames that danced at my every movement.

My gaze shifted to my golden hair. I had styled it in a simple updo, with soft curls framing my gently made-up face.

I looked... beautiful. Even my parents, if they were alive, would be proud of me now. It was still so much to process. I was sure this must be a dream. How else could I explain it?

I shook my head in denial. This can’t be real.

Was I really wearing this? Was I really seeing myself draped in expensive fabric? Was I really going to the ball?

This can’t be me. I’m usually pale and invisible—a wallflower, not a colorful butterfly...

A soft knock interrupted my thoughts, and I reluctantly dragged my attention toward the door.

“Come in,” I said, trying not to glance back at my reflection.

James peeked his head around the door, his eyes scanning my small room before landing on me. He let out a soft gasp.

“You look absolutely stunning, Lilly,” he said.

My face grew warm, and I dropped my gaze to my hands. No one had ever told me I looked stunning before.

“The car’s here,” he continued, stepping inside. “Are you ready?”

Ready? No, I was anything but ready. Nerves tied my stomach in knots and made my heart race.

James noticed my worry and tilted his head.

“Is everything okay?” he asked. “I promise—Jacob and I will take good care of you.”

“It’s not that,” I muttered, finding my voice.

James closed the door gently.

I’d never allowed him inside before; my living conditions weren’t perfect. I only had the bare basics.

The changes in the past two weeks were overwhelming, and they scared me.

What if all this was just a dream? Would I survive if it ended?

I couldn’t let myself get my hopes up—circumstances could change in an instant.

A breath escaped my lips.

“What’s the matter?” James pressed gently.

“I’m not sure I can dance,” I admitted, my face heating up. “I’ve only ever danced in my dreams.”

James was quiet for a moment.

“I think you’ll do just fine,” he said at last. “I’ve seen you sway to the music when you work...”

He held out his hand. “If all else fails, I’ll personally be held accountable.”

I placed my hand in his, and he spun me around with ease. A soft giggle escaped me as he dipped me back.

“See?” he smiled. “You already know the moves. Now you just need to own it!”

James had a knack for making me laugh and putting me at ease. His easygoing, happy-go-lucky attitude was infectious. I couldn’t help but trust him; he felt like the brother I never had—always looking out for me.

He’d earned my trust. He’d not only freed me from Angelica’s endless chores, but also put her firmly in her place.

I wasn’t sure what to expect when James’s eyes glazed over earlier. I knew he was mind-linking someone, but who?

When his eyes cleared, he grabbed the mop and bucket and handed them to Angelica.

“What is this?” she sneered. “I’m not the help....”

“Punishment,” he replied evenly, pinning her with his gaze.

Angelica huffed, flipping her hair, and started toward the exit.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” Jacob stopped her before she could leave.

She turned slowly to face him.

“As punishment for disobeying orders, Beta Zack hereby commands you, Angelica Black, to do all the domestic work for a month.”

“You’ll start with the list you wrote,” Jacob added.

“This is outrageous!” she shouted.

“Is it?” James asked. “You have the choice to resist...”

“But then we’ll have to lock you up for at least three months pending trial,” Jacob said calmly.

Angelica had never expected the brothers to shift all the domestic duties onto her.

James winked at me, and I nearly burst out laughing.

The way her face twisted with anger would stay with me forever—it was priceless.

I had to hand it to them; they had skills—no wonder they were part of King Alpha Alexander’s elite warriors.

“Now,” James said, snapping me out of my memory. “Let’s not keep the Prince and Beta waiting. We have a long drive ahead, and they’re expecting you.”

I nodded, and James offered his arm.

As we descended the stairs, I overheard Sade and Jacob arguing.

“You can’t do this to me!” she yelled furiously. “How am I supposed to get there?”

“What’s going on?” James asked, releasing my arm and stepping forward.

Sade’s head whipped around at his voice. She glared at me, hissing in anger.

I glanced at her. She wore a yellow dress—completely out of character for her. Sade usually preferred bold colors like pink, purple, and red.

“He,” Sade hissed, pointing accusingly at Jacob, “refuses to let me get in the limo and go with you!”

James tilted his head, eyebrows raised, regarding her as if she’d lost her mind.

“But he’s right,” James replied, serious. “The car isn’t meant for you—it’s for Lilly.”

“What!” Sade shrieked. “You can’t do that to me!”

The hairs on the back of my neck prickled—I sensed someone watching me. I knew who it was, but couldn’t bring myself to turn around.

“Can’t you gentlemen make an exception?” Angelica asked, her voice low and suddenly sweet—desperate to win them over.

I turned just enough to catch a glimpse of her from the corner of my eye.

Angelica hesitated to come outside; she was terrified the neighbors might spot her in a maid’s outfit.

Jacob had given her an old apron and gloves from the kitchen drawer, insisting she wear them. She still hadn’t finished the list of chores she’d once burdened me with.

“We’ve been very accommodating toward you and the Royal House,” Angelica continued. “The least you can do is drive my daughter to the ball tonight. It’s not as if it’s out of your way...”

Jacob and James exchanged a look, then glanced at me. I could feel the weight of their gaze, amplifying the pressure I already felt from Angelica’s demands...
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Chapter 6 - Apple-Green 1911 Ford Jitney
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Lilly’s POV

"You must be insane if you think I’ll be riding in that to the ball!" Sade cried in horror as the apple-green 1911 Ford Jitney pulled up.

Jacob had made a call, and moments later the old vehicle rolled up the driveway.

The driver, an older wolf with grey hair, stepped out, nodded to the two warriors, and quickly moved to the back to open the door.

I couldn’t help but stifle a laugh at Sade’s reaction.

"It’s just a car, Sade," I teased, stepping closer to inspect the vehicle. "But I have to admit, it does look like something out of a vintage movie."

Sade shot me a hateful glare.

"What’s wrong with riding in the Jitney?" James asked, irritation in his voice. "It’s a classic! A wonderful ride! You should be grateful for it!"

I bit my bottom lip to hide a smile as Sade’s face turned red with anger.

"Grateful? You mean stuck in that old rust bucket?" she shot back, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

James raised an eyebrow, clearly amused by her reaction.

"It’s not just any old rust bucket; it’s got character," he replied, grinning.

"Character? More like a death trap on wheels," she retorted.

"You need transport to the ball," Jacob added.

"And we arranged it for you," James continued.

Sade crossed her arms defiantly, not convinced.

"Not in that!" she shrieked, pointing a trembling finger at the Jitney. "It’s... it’s hideous! I can’t be seen in that! What will the pack think of me?!"

Jacob and James exchanged a glance, both trying to suppress their laughter.

"They’ll think you’re the most daring pack member, ready to make a statement," Jacob said, attempting to lighten the mood.

"Seriously!" Sade exclaimed.

"The rest of the she-wolves on the jitney don’t seem to care," James pointed out, gesturing to the other dressed ladies.

I instinctively scanned their faces, hoping to spot someone familiar, but none triggered a memory.

"They’re just happy they have transport to the ball," Jacob said. "And so should you."

"I am not just anyone!" Sade yelled, stomping her feet. "I have class, you know! That thing will ruin my hair and reputation forever!"

The girls on the jitney looked offended by Sade’s comments and shifted uncomfortably in their seats.

James rolled his eyes toward the sky, as if saying a silent prayer—or maybe just counting to ten.

Jacob let out an irritated huff, glancing at his brother for help.

I was used to Sade’s tantrums, but clearly, they weren’t. I found the situation amusing. Sade was quite the diva, obviously entitled. Would she be able to sway the brothers to let her go with us? Which one would give in first?

I couldn’t help but smile at the tension sparking between the three of them.

"Suit yourself," Jacob said abruptly, shrugging and turning away to walk toward the limo. It was clear he’d grown tired of her demands.

I quickly pressed my hand over my mouth, stifling a chuckle.

"If you’d rather not accept a ride on the jitney," James said seriously, steering me toward the limo, "the only other option is for you to shift and run in wolf form..."

"But if I were you," Jacob added, glancing at Sade, "I’d make my decision quickly. You’ve already wasted enough time and the jitney needs to leave. I won’t delay eleven other guests because of your stubbornness..."

"Why can’t I go with you?" Sade cried, her bottom lip trembling. She was on the verge of tears, trying to sway them.

"Because this is a private arrangement," Jacob said sternly, opening the passenger door for me.

James helped me inside, and I scooted over to the center of the seat.

"But Lilly is like a sister to me!" Sade wailed. "She’s practically family! Sisters stick together! We should go together!"

I rolled my eyes and muttered under my breath, "More like an evil stepsister..." Too late, I realized I’d said it aloud.

"Did you say something?" James asked, squinting at me as he got in the car.

"Nope," I chirped, shaking my head. "Just thinking out loud." James chuckled and winked, closing the door behind him.

Jacob came around the car, opened his door, and suddenly paused.

Was Jacob about to yield to Sade’s demands?

My heart raced with worry. I really didn’t want to share the car with her... Was it wrong to feel that way?

Jacob’s expression was cold, his eyes turning black—his wolf had taken control. He focused on Sade and let out a warning growl that made her whimper.

I internally sighed in relief. I was glad Jacob didn’t cave in. Sade would certainly ruin my evening.

"Get in, brother!" James called impatiently from the other side. "We’re already behind schedule! Beta Zack will be furious with us."

Jacob’s attention snapped back to us.

"I said, get in!" James repeated, more forcefully.

Jacob gave a quick nod, shot Sade one last glance, and got into the car.

"That she-wolf is going to drive me to something stronger than alcohol," he muttered as he buckled up.

I chuckled, amused.

Jacob’s gaze snapped to me. "How the hell isn’t she driving you insane?" he huffed. "She’s impossible!"

That made me laugh even harder.

"I’m serious!" he groaned, clearly exasperated. "I’ll do anything—even chew off my wrists—just don’t make me deal with her ever again."

"I can’t promise that," I said, trying to get my laughter under control. "Besides, you two have done a much better job handling her and her mother than I ever did."

James and Jacob exchanged interested glances, and I felt my cheeks heat up.

I could tell they were curious about my experiences—they’d asked a few times—but I still wasn’t ready to open up about my pain to people I hardly knew.

"She isn’t worth getting upset about," I said, placing my hand on Jacob’s shoulder. "Sade’s just a spoiled brat. She doesn’t know any better."

"Yes, but—" Jacob started, but I shook my head, signaling that nothing he said would change anything.

He sighed, crossed his arms, and leaned back in his seat.

I rolled my eyes at him, and he raised a teasing eyebrow, making me laugh again.

James tapped on the driver’s window, signaling we were ready to go.

The driver slowly pulled out of the driveway, my heart pounding with excitement. This was it—I was leaving the Black residence, even if just for the night.

My gaze caught Sade’s face. It was flushed, her eyes dark and furious.
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Chapter 7 - Silencing the Group
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Lilly’s POV

The second the royal packhouse came into view, my heart began to race uncontrollably. The building was massive and intimidating—stretching high, wide, and proud. I had never seen anything so grand before.

How many wolves lived here?

My gaze swept over several smaller buildings surrounding the packhouse. It looked like a little town protecting its heart.

The limo stopped, and my focus returned to the packhouse.

Two guards hurried closer, just as intimidating as the packhouse itself—big, strong, and powerful in their royal blue uniforms.

James lowered the window, and the guards paused.

"Senior Warrior, James," one said, surprise flickering in his eyes as he glanced at me.

"Yes, my brother Jacob and I," James replied, his face stern and eyes cold.

"Who is the she-wolf?" the second guard asked.

Jacob let out a low growl beside me, startling me. The two guards quickly stepped away from the vehicle, dropping their eyes in fear.

I frowned and glanced at Jacob. Why did he suddenly look so annoyed?

Jacob ignored my stare, simply opening the passenger door and stalking toward the guards.

"What’s going on?" I muttered, surprised by Jacob’s behavior.

James chuckled before opening his own door and getting out.

Jacob was growling furiously at the guards, barking out orders. James, meanwhile, grinned from ear to ear—thoroughly enjoying the scene.

What was Jacob’s deal? Was I the cause of his temper?

Fear filled me at the thought. I didn’t want to be the reason for anyone’s anger—not after everything I’d endured.

"Aren’t you coming?" James asked.

I turned to him, startled. Had he said something already?

James seemed puzzled by my reaction. Could he sense my fear?

"I—" I stuttered, glancing nervously back at Jacob. He looked so angry.

"Don’t worry," James said, offering his hand. "Everything’s fine. Jacob’s just annoyed at how they stared at you. He’s just... overprotective—like a brother."

"Overprotective?" I echoed quietly.

"Yes," James said. "Jacob is sensitive about how others treat you. He cares—a lot. We both do. We’ve seen how you’ve been living..."

They pity me, I realized. I never wanted that.

I sighed inwardly.

"Come on," James urged. "The party’s inside, and it’s getting late. Everyone is waiting for us."

I pushed aside my anxiety and carefully slid toward the door, trying not to wrinkle my dress.

"Are you ready?" Jacob asked once I stepped out. He seemed back to his usual self.

"Yes," I whispered, my gaze tracing the enormous outline of the packhouse. It felt even larger and more intimidating up close.

Jacob winked, turned, and climbed the steps, waiting for James and me at the top.

James patted my hand, and we started up the stairs together.

A small gasp escaped my lips as I spotted two enormous golden Lycan statues standing sentinel by the double doors. They were crafted with such intricate detail, they looked almost lifelike. Their sapphire eyes seemed to pierce right through you, radiating power and authority.

"You’ve seen nothing yet," James whispered.

The guards from earlier quickly opened the doors for us.

Jacob stepped aside, gesturing for us to enter first.

My eyes widened as I took in the foyer—a massive space centered around a grand fountain, natural light streaming down from above to illuminate it.

The fountain was incredible. I’d never seen anything so detailed or beautiful. The statues and orb were carved from the finest white marble, shimmering with golden flecks.

I stepped closer, drawn in, eager to touch the smooth marble.

My gaze settled on the centerpiece—a woman perched on a platform, encircled by four Lycan wolves.

Each Lycan held a different symbol and faced a different direction.

"It’s spectacular, isn’t it?" Jacob said, joining me.

"It’s... something," I agreed.

"The statues represent the four former Lycan kingdoms," Jacob explained.

"Four kingdoms?" I frowned. "I don’t understand."

"The Goddess created the Lycan wolves first. Each kingdom had its own magic and inhabited a different corner of the world," Jacob continued, gesturing toward the symbols. "The Northern kingdom could manipulate water—they’re known as snow wolves. The Eastern kingdom had the power to shift into fire—fire wolves."

My eyes widened.

"The Southern kingdom could move the earth," Jacob went on.

"Earth wolves?" I guessed, but Jacob shook his head.

"Mire, or mud wolves. And the Western kingdom rode the wind—they were called stormwolves."

"So what happened?" I asked, curiosity piqued.

"King Xavier—" James interrupted, casting a look at his brother. "This isn’t the time for a history lesson. They’re waiting. Beta Zack just mind-linked me, asking where we are."

"We’ll continue this later," Jacob promised with a nod.

I followed them down a long hallway lined with portraits of kings and queens. The last painting caught my eye, and I stopped in my tracks.

Those eyes. They looked so familiar, as if I’d seen them before.

"King Alpha Alexander," Jacob said proudly. "Our current king. Prince Lex’s father."

My gaze found Jacob’s. "Is there a painting of the prince?" I asked, a strange feeling stirring inside me.

"These are only for kings who have already ruled," he replied.

"Once Prince Lex formally takes over, his portrait will be hung here," James added.

I nodded, understanding, and we continued in silence until I heard excited chattering ahead.

"We’re here," Jacob announced.

James stopped to assess my appearance, gently tucking a stray hair behind my ear and straightening my dress.

"You look perfect," he said.

"Like a princess," Jacob added.

Before I could blush, the ballroom doors swung open and a wave of high-pitched screams erupted, as if a celebrity had just arrived.

My attention snapped to the commotion, curious to see the cause.

A group of wolves emerged from the ballroom, and I immediately recognized Beta Zack among them. He turned to us as if sensing our presence, his eyes lighting up as he smiled and waved.

I started to raise my hand to wave back, but the tall, dark-haired wolf beside him shifted his focus to where Zack was looking, silencing the group of she-wolves around him.

My breath caught as his gaze locked with mine...
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Chapter 8 - Eyes Fixed on Me
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Lilly’s POV

Curious gray eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, I was captivated by their stormy depths. They shimmered like liquid mercury beneath the dim foyer lights.

My gaze swept over his features—he was even more handsome in person than he’d been in my dreams.

The massive wolf took a calculated step toward me, causing the she-wolves to gasp and step back. He tilted his head slightly, furrowing his brows as his eyes flickered from black to gray.

He seemed confused. Perhaps even startled.

"Prince Lex has never reacted to a she-wolf like this before," a redheaded she-wolf whispered to her friend. "I’m surprised he picked her..."

"She isn’t even that pretty," her friend replied in disgust.

"I heard she’s just a maid," someone snickered behind me.

"She only came because she was forced to attend..." another voice whispered.

"Look at her! That’s probably why he’s staring at her like that," a blonde girl giggled. "He’s searching for a servant for his new queen..."

A low growl escaped Lex’s lips, silencing the girls. He never took his eyes off me.

He stepped closer, his movements precise and deliberate.

My heartbeat quickened, my mouth went dry, and my hands began to shake.

I felt like prey under his intense gaze.

I shifted nervously, but somehow, I managed to stand my ground.

I couldn’t look away from his eyes, no matter how hard I tried.

The tension in the room was palpable, all eyes fixed on us.

"She has guts!" someone exclaimed. "I could never hold his gaze like that! His eyes are far too intimidating."

"She’s asking for trouble," someone else remarked. "Alphas don’t like being challenged. He’ll definitely punish her for disrespect!"

Lex ignored the voices and took a few more steps, positioning himself directly in front of me. He straightened, appearing even more imposing over my small frame.

I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze, giving myself a moment to admire the handsome wolf before me.

His broad, well-defined shoulders flexed beneath a crisp white shirt, drawing attention to his sculpted form.

"Your Highness," James and Jacob said in unison, electricity running through me at their words.

They’d moved away, keeping a respectful distance.

It was then that I realized I was standing in front of the soon-to-be king.

This felt surreal. Was he even real?

"You," the word rolled off his lips, his voice sending a pleasurable shiver down my spine.

I quickly composed myself as I watched his eyes darken.

He suddenly seemed disappointed, maybe even upset. Was he repulsed by my presence?

A nervous ache twisted in my stomach.

What did he mean by "you"?
Was it a question? An insult?
Was he happy to see me? Or angry?
His gaze swept over me, his expression softening.

What was he searching for? Did he find it?

Suddenly, he held out his hand, drawing gasps from the she-wolves behind him.

"What is he doing?" someone asked in confusion.

"Has he lost his mind?" another voice chimed in, disbelief clear.

I reluctantly looked at his outstretched hand, uncertain what he wanted.

"Care to dance?" he asked, his eyes searching mine.

My breath hitched, my eyes widening in shock.

"He wants to dance with that thing...?!" Sade’s frustrated voice rang out, pulling my attention.

Heat rushed to my cheeks as I glanced at her. She’d pushed to the front, hands clenched into fists, her face red with anger.

"What do you say?" Lex’s husky voice brought my focus back to him.

I took a deep breath, ignoring the snide remarks.

"I’ve never... danced before..." I muttered, my gaze dropping as my cheeks burned with embarrassment.

I closed my eyes as Lex moved suddenly. I braced for disappointment or anger—but instead, I felt only stillness.

"I’m sure a beautiful girl like you has danced in her dreams," he whispered in my ear, his warm breath brushing my neck, sending a shiver through me.

Surprised, my gaze met his, and he offered a cheeky smile.

A wave of warmth spread through me, caught between shock and delight. Lex leaned closer, confidence radiating from him, and I wondered if this was real or just another dream.

Did he dream of me, too?

"Come," he urged, extending his hand.

Nervously, I placed my hand in his. His was enormous compared to mine, yet warm and reassuring—just like in my dreams.

I looked up at him, noticing a flicker of an unfamiliar emotion in his stormy eyes as he studied our joined hands.

"Is something wrong, Your Highness?" I whispered.

"No," he replied, quickly regaining composure.

He led me to the center of the dance floor and paused.

Beta Zack approached, his face alight with excitement.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he announced, commanding the room’s attention, "Prince Lex has chosen a she-wolf to open the dance floor!"

Lex pulled me closer to his solid chest, making me gasp as I felt his heart beating against mine. His nearness stirred emotions within me that I couldn’t define.

"Eyes up here," he said softly.

My gaze snapped to his. He was smiling, and my heart skipped a beat.

Before I could reply, the music began, and my body instinctively moved to the sweet melody.

I found myself yielding to Lex’s lead, my feet following his every step as if I’d always known how to dance.

The crowd gasped as Lex drew me into a more intimate hold, his hands guiding me with surprising tenderness and confidence.

The moment was both terrifying and magical, every longing emotion amplified through the dance.

Soon, I was lost in his arms.

When the music finally stopped, I found myself clinging to him, my arms around his neck, his hands on my back, our faces close enough to touch. He gazed into my eyes.

The ballroom fell silent.

Was he going to kiss me?

Suddenly, someone cleared their throat. We both turned toward the sound. Lex gently straightened me, my hands dropping awkwardly to my sides, my face aflame with embarrassment.

Beta Zack hurried over, a grin tugging at his mouth.

"My apologies for interrupting, Alpha," he said, casting me a sidelong glance. "But your urgent attention is needed upstairs."

Lex nodded, then turned to me, lifting my hand and pressing a kiss to it.

"Till we dance again," he said, his eyes sparkling with mischief and wonder.

He released my hand, turned, and followed Beta Zack, leaving me standing there with everyone’s eyes fixed on me.
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Chapter 9 - Minor Issue
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Lex’s POV

"Any news, son?" my father, Alpha King Alexander, asked as he, my mother—Queen Luna Emily—and Zack’s parents, the Royal Gamma pair Jax and Mila, entered my office.

I wasn’t surprised by their sudden visit; they must have heard the commotion downstairs.

I sighed inwardly, leaning back in my chair. The she-wolf I had just met looked exactly like the girl from my dreams. Every curve, every strand of hair, even her button nose and beautiful green eyes matched the vision I had seen so many times.

Why can’t I scent her?
Why can’t I feel the sparks?
Was something wrong with me?
Was she really the girl from my dreams?
"And?" my mother prompted.

"Tell us," Mila urged. "Did you get the results?"

My gaze drifted lazily to Zack, who sat frozen on the windowsill.

"Should I tell them?" he mind-linked. "You know we don’t have the results yet. They’ll be disappointed."

"Well," I replied, "if you don’t, they’ll make our lives—"

"Get to the point, boy!" my father snapped, more impatient than I’d ever seen him.

I took a deep breath and nodded at Zack.

"You’ll have to tell them," I said aloud. "You found her..."

He sighed, jumped down from the windowsill, and stepped closer.

"The doctor hasn’t finished the results yet," he stated, keeping his expression blank. "There was—"

"Why’s it taking so long? It’s been two weeks!" Mila cried.

Jax quickly wrapped his arms around her to comfort her, and a heartbreaking sob escaped her lips.

I knew that feeling all too well. Nothing compared to the pain of losing a pup—except losing a mate.

But I’d never felt Lilly die. I always believed she was still alive.

I’d known Lilly was my mate from a very young age—I got my wolf at five. Protecting and caring for her felt instinctual.

Was the girl waiting with James and Jacob my Lilly? Was she truly my mate?

"I told you not to say anything until we had solid proof," I mind-linked Zack, my tone disapproving.

"I didn’t tell them," he growled back, his face hardening. "I tried to keep it secret, but your mother did her rounds at the hospital the same day I was there. She probably saw me and asked the doctor why I was there."

I sighed, rubbing a hand over my face in frustration.

If my mother had seen him at the hospital, she would have been relentless. She had a knack for sniffing out secrets—a bloodhound chasing a wounded rabbit. No one could keep anything hidden from her.

I glanced at my mother, recalling the last time a girl had claimed to be Zack’s long-lost sister.

My mother insisted the Gammas do a DNA test before letting the girl into their home, but they’d refused. She decided it was best to distance herself—for Mila’s sake. It strained their friendship of more than twenty-five years.

Zack had found that girl wandering in the woods, clothes torn and dirty. She looked lost and hopeless, with golden hair and green eyes like Lilly. But something about her always felt off.

My wolf, Lotus, hadn’t given her a second glance—even though she was already eighteen. He didn’t see her as his mate.

My father suggested maybe it was because I hadn’t turned twenty-one yet—the legal age for a Lycan wolf.

I did my best to be kind, but there was no connection. Meanwhile, Zack’s parents welcomed her openly, treating her like family.

A few weeks in, Zack grew suspicious. He caught her sneaking out at night, and then small items began to disappear—followed by more valuable things.

Mila and Jax tried to overlook it, but Zack couldn’t stay silent. He monitored her routine, waiting for the right moment. When he saw her slip out her bedroom window one night, he seized the chance.

He collected DNA samples carefully—swapping her toothbrush and razor for new ones, plucking a few strands of hair from her brush. The next morning, he brought them to Doctor Henderson.

The blood test was devastating. She wasn’t his sister. She was an imposter. Mila was heartbroken.

After that, we became far more careful, but it didn’t bring us any closer to finding Lilly.

Until recently.

Zack believed he’d finally found his lost sister—all the signs pointed to it. Even his wolf felt a deep connection.

This time, Zack was prepared. He collected a DNA sample for testing before saying anything to his mother.

Now, it was just a matter of waiting for the lab to compare Zack’s DNA with the girl’s.

"There was a misunderstanding at the lab," I explained. "It’s resolved now. We should have the results in a couple of days..."

"Besides—" Zack began, but I shot him a warning look, narrowing my eyes.

"Don’t count on that," I cautioned, cutting him off. "There is—"

"Why not?" he asked. "If she’s your mate, you’ll know tonight..."

"You should recognize her the moment you see her," Gamma Jax said, kissing Mila’s temple.

"I—"

"You should be able to smell her from across the room," my father added, drawing my mother close.

"And you should feel electric sparks on your skin," Gamma Mila finished with a soft smile.

I silently wished I had.

"And keep in mind," my mother said, pecking my father’s lips, "your wolf will go crazy. He’ll feel an overwhelming urge to mark and—"

"Oh, please, stop!" I protested, waving my hands. "Spare me the graphic details about mating... I know them by heart..."

My parents laughed, and my father pulled my mother in for a lingering kiss.

"Oh, Goddess," I groaned, looking away with a smile.

They were still so in love. I couldn’t help but hope to
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