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“Please tell me you’re joking, please,” I implored my tearful parents, as tears threatened to spill from my eyes and an uncomfortable itch started to creep in my nose. This can’t be happening; they assured me that this day would never arrive.




My mom held my shoulders tightly, her blue eyes filled with guilt as thick teardrops traced down her cheeks. “We deeply apologise, dear. We truly are sorry. However, we can no longer keep you here. We can’t shield you from a potential soulmate; you deserve the opportunity to live your life fully.”




As I surveyed the living room of my childhood home, memories flooded back. This was the sanctuary where we had sought refuge for the past decade, ever since our entire pack fell victim to the werewolves. This room was a treasure trove of memories, adorned with pictures of us that captured our radiant smiles, almost too bright to behold, and the meticulous way mom arranged the pillows on the couch, each detail a testament to our shared moments. This just can’t be my reality. I understood that werewolves harboured a deep-seated animosity towards our kind and had made the chilling decision to eliminate my family. We were the last three standing after that attack, and my parents vowed to never let me go, no matter what. I was completely taken aback by this sudden turn of events.




“Dad?” I asked, my gaze fixed on him, filled with a sincere plea. He couldn’t meet my eyes, shaking his head, his long hair swaying with the motion.




“Darling, there’s nothing we can change; this is our choice, and I believe the Moon Goddess would approve of it this way,” he murmured softly. This simply can’t be happening; they wouldn’t betray their own daughter like this.




“You know I can’t make it out there. Do you want me to fail?” I was aware it was a cheap shot, but the frustration and anger surged through me like a storm. This felt like a brutal nightmare, and I was holding on tightly to the faint glimmer of hope that I would awaken any moment now.




My mom’s eyes widened in disbelief at my words. “Of course not, Aspen. We want you to have a happy and fulfilling life. We love you.”




Witnessing this moment from outside myself was terrifying; there I was, hunched over, tears cascading down my cheeks, dressed in the cosy attire I had chosen for what was supposed to be a pleasant evening with my parents. They stood there, hands intertwined, caught in a moment of uncertainty, unsure whether to reach out and comfort me or to give me the space I seemed to need. As I sank down onto the plush carpet, I felt the weight of my body pressing heavily on my knees. The pain pierced my heart with the force of an approaching storm, leaving me gasping for breath.




This can’t be happening. I just want to wake up, I need to wake up, I have to wake up.




“This is the truth, sweetheart. It’s time to focus on your future above all else. You’re eighteen now, and it’s your moment to discover your perfect match.” My dad said, gently resting his hand on my shoulder as he settled down on the floor beside me.




“Enough with the deceit, father. You’re not safeguarding my future; you’re risking it. We both understand that my mate could very well be gone, and you know just as well as I do that Aurelias like us don’t associate with werewolves.” I spat at him, fury coursing through me, igniting my fingertips.




As my mother settled in front of me, I fought the urge to roll my eyes at her sudden need to console me. “You’re an Aurelia, yes. But that doesn’t mean your mate has to be one. I sense the Moon Goddess has different plans for you, dear. You must venture out and stay hidden from those who pose a threat. Keep your fur and your powers under wraps. Trust no one, but know that we truly love you.”




As I slowly distanced myself from my parents, the reality of the situation began to sink in—these were the very people I had cherished my whole life. They had stood by me through thick and thin, and I placed my complete trust in them. Yet, when it truly mattered, it became clear: trust is a fragile thing, and you can’t rely on anyone completely. Your own family isn’t exempt.




With a jacket in hand and the bag tucked behind me, I opened the door and inhaled deeply, fully aware that I was stepping away from the only place I could truly call home. This was my upbringing, my loved ones, my essence. However, all good things must conclude, and this marked the conclusion of my safety.




As I turned and lifted my chin with pride, I caught sight of my parents on the floor, wrapped in each other’s arms, tears streaming down their faces. “I still love you all; there’s no question about that. But this is my farewell, as you requested.” As I closed the door, I could hear my mom’s heart-wrenching sobs and my dad’s attempts to console her. This would break me, this would shatter me, but I felt I had no other option.”




This was my new way of life, a path chosen for me, despite the fact that every werewolf in the story was hunting me down, intent on eliminating my kind. It seems that an Aurelia Golden Wolf’s existence was deemed unacceptable, given my healing abilities and the strength that rivals any Alpha. Even when I revealed to the werewolves that the Moon Goddess had a purpose for my existence, it was clear that it wasn’t compelling enough; they still sought my demise.




Embark on your journey now.
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The sound of his heart thumping erratically echoed in my ears, igniting a primal thirst as my paws raced through the thick underbrush. Seven years ago, I never imagined I could run this fast. Back then, when my parents cast me out, I had no idea what I was capable of. But now, as an official rogue, I’ve mastered a few tricks along the way. The golden fur on my legs danced in the breeze, while my ears stood alert, poised to catch the slightest hint of him darting off in a different direction. He wouldn’t escape unscathed, not because I had any intentions of harming him, but I definitely needed to instill just a hint of fear in him.




A growl escaped my lips as I watched him tumble in the distance. Just two seconds later, I was upon him, my massive paw pinning him to the ground as he transformed into his human form. His blonde hair clung to his forehead, slick with sweat, while the sheer terror reflected in his green eyes was unmistakable to anyone who glanced his way. My parents would be bursting with pride to witness the fierce force their daughter had transformed into. This was my version of survival, and I sincerely hoped they wanted me to thrive.




“Please, Aurelia, don’t do this. I swear I won’t say a word.” He begged, hands raised in desperation, tears cascading down his cheeks as I fought to maintain my composure. Aurelia was often mistaken for a single wolf rather than an entire species, and it seemed he hadn’t realised this either.




I wanted to introduce myself as Aspen, but instead, I opted to glare at him with disdain, right in his feeble face. His fear intensified with each passing moment, his heart racing faster than ever. It’s remarkable that he hasn’t experienced any heart failure yet. As he finally turned his gaze towards me, he noticed my slight retreat, his striking green eyes locking onto my pristine white ones. It must have been quite a shock for him to encounter a wolf like me. There were whispers that all of us had been wiped out, leading to the confusion surrounding one Aurelia who was supposedly the last one standing. But little did he know, I was Aspen, and very much alive.




“You are precisely how I imagined, icy, methodical, and full of malice. You truly embody the whispers I’ve heard.” He remarked, the awe palpable in his voice. If that was the lesson imparted to werewolves, then I finally understood the animosity they held towards us.




Frustration bubbled within me as I clenched my teeth, a low growl escaping from deep in my throat. The effect was immediate; he recoiled, scrambling backward, clearly unnerved by my display. As he hurried to his feet and dashed away, a scoff escaped my lips instinctively. They were uninspiring, and the excitement of playing with them was fading fast. I wasn’t inherently bad; I was simply caught in a challenging circumstance. If whispers of a terrifying monster lurking nearby reached their ears, they’d think twice before launching an attack, making my life a whole lot simpler.




I approached the situation in my own unique way. I had stopped placing blame on my parents; they likely believed I had already found my soulmate and was enjoying a blissful life. However, that wasn’t the full story; I had been evading killers and hunters for the past seven years while trying to survive out here. At this point, I found myself completely lost, with no clue about the location of my childhood home. Yet, for some inexplicable reason, it seemed distant—truly distant.




Reliving the memories from that night still brings me pain—the conversations my parents had beforehand, the agreement they were bound by. I was the one who had to walk away, and while I grasped their perspective, I certainly wouldn’t have acted that way towards my own daughter—though it’s unlikely I’ll ever have one.




As the rain began to pour, I made my way to the one place I cherished in these desolate woods. The water soaked into my fur, refreshing my overheated body in a way that was simply blissful. For the past hour, adrenaline surged through my veins, and this was my ultimate way to unwind.




As I finally arrived at the thicket of dense trees, I manoeuvred beneath the branches and transformed back into my human form, retrieving a few of my soiled clothes to put on. They no longer suited my body; my curves had definitely expanded, with my hips and bust both fuller than before. Despite having so little, I found solace in what I had. It brought me comfort to know that my family had touched it and been close to it. I know I shouldn’t dwell on them any longer, and typically, I don’t, but today, of all days, the pity party just had to make an appearance.




The past seven years have been a true test of endurance, as I navigated the challenges presented by the Moon Goddess. I placed my trust in her; she had a strategy in place for me. Everything she was offering would return to me tenfold, and this time, it would be nothing but positive outcomes. My journey through life has been challenging, just like everyone else’s. I had lost hope that my mate was still out there; I thought he had perished in the brutal attack on my pack. Yet, I held onto the belief that I could find happiness, even in his absence. Finding my own path in life was a challenge, much easier to talk about than to actually achieve.




As I nestled beneath the leaves, I relished the sensation of the cool earth beneath my bare feet. In a strange turn of events, this place had transformed into my home. Once, I found myself without a place to go, without a home to call my own. Yet, in my desperation, I was driven to forge a new reality for myself. I was meant for more than this endless solitude in the woods, a girl adrift with tears cascading down my cheeks, as the ruthless rogues closed in, intent on their sinister designs.




I felt no fear, confident in my ability to handle them, though I bore the marks of my journey—like the deep gash across my stomach from a man whose intentions were far too intrusive for my liking. Or from the woman who assumed I was carrying cash, right at the start, when I was completely clueless about what had just unfolded. She plunged the knife into my thigh, forcing me to move despite the excruciating agony that came with shifting my weight. It significantly exacerbated the injury. I took the lives of both, my initial acts of violence, but certainly not the final ones.




The marks on my body narrate a tale of my journey and the battles I’ve faced from the very beginning, gradually losing pieces of myself with each strike and wound. I had lost the pure, innocent girl my parents had shaped, transforming into the indifferent, dangerous creature I had become. I was wielding the power bestowed upon me by the Moon Goddess, fully aware that this was merely a fleeting moment, not my true reality. I was certain that life had more to offer me.
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The morning dew stirred me from slumber, as it always does, awakening my senses and bringing my surroundings into sharp focus. Today marked a turning point; it was time to seek out a new home. After that werewolf deliberately targeted me yesterday, I realised I was in serious danger here. It felt only natural for me to move on and seek a new place to call home, though this wasn’t an unfamiliar journey. Leaving my home had become a familiar occurrence for me.




As I picked up my small bag and started to pack the dirty clothes I had left behind, I secured the straps once more, having been damaged on my previous journey. I needed to discover new opportunities; it had been far too long since I thrived on anything at all. Perhaps I could discover a secluded cabin and take advantage of the unsuspecting occupants. This was my transformation: a life of heists and hunting werewolves. It was absurd, yet absolutely essential.




As I manoeuvred beneath the branches, I maintained my human form, much to the chagrin of my wolf. She was restless, clawing at my insides. This was just another aspect of being an Aurelia; our wolves were incredibly demanding. They required their daily run, and without it, they would suffer in excruciating pain. It clashed with the reality of needing to conceal myself from strangers, leading to nights filled with screams of agony after enduring weeks without a shift.




“Out!”She shouted at me from within, yet I felt compelled to go against her desires. This was about our protection, not the whims of a needy wolf wanting to roam a bit. The journey had officially commenced, and while I anticipated a challenging adventure ahead, I was filled with excitement about where I would end up in just a few hours. I was fortunate that my physique was athletic and endowed with the ability to walk at an astonishing speed, making hiking a breeze for me.




As I continued my walk, my energy soared and the crisp air brought a smile to my face. It was clear that the little things in life were what truly mattered. The wind invites you to take a deeper breath, the sun wraps around you like a warm embrace during lonely moments, and the rain soothes any anxiety or adrenaline surge with its refreshing touch. Little moments crafted for a grander vision, they offered me a reason to smile, even if just for a fleeting second. It may seem foolish to confess, but I honestly couldn’t recall the last time I truly laughed; it certainly wasn’t in recent years, that’s for certain.




I found myself wandering aimlessly, completely unaware of the territory beneath my feet. That was the drawback of being lost in unfamiliar surroundings. It created a perplexing existence, as I found myself unable to distance from peril. To ensure my safety, I had to remain in my human form and mask my scent from the werewolves.




The next step I took left me with an unsettling gut feeling, as if I had made a misstep. A strange, icy shiver coursed down my spine, causing my hands to tremble and my knees to buckle. With a shake of my head, I stepped forward, nerves tingling. I hoped to remain on neutral ground, yet the change in atmosphere made it clear that I was far from it.




With my gaze lifted to the heavens, I whispered a silent plea to the Moon Goddess: please, spare my life.




A distant growl echoed, soon accompanied by another. From the heart of the forest, two wolves appeared before me: one adorned with golden fur and piercing blue eyes, the other cloaked in rich brown fur, his gaze a deep, shimmering blue. As they snarled at me, I lowered my head, silently pleading for them to recognise my submission. This is precisely what I aimed to steer clear of, ugh..




‘Danger,’ my wolf warned, trembling in the corner. The past few years have been quite challenging for her, and the only thing that has kept me grounded is my human mind. I often found myself being quite stubborn and could be difficult with those who warranted it.




As they approached, they formed a circle around me, my gaze fixed downward, lost in thought. I could easily handle both of them, no question there, but this was their territory, and despite my last name being Havoc, I chose not to unleash it. If their entire pack caught wind of an Aurelia wandering through their territory, I wouldn’t stand a chance—I’d be finished on the spot. I found myself resorting to the only form of defence I knew—bowing down to them. It was something I truly despised. It was a feeble action, and my kind was anything but feeble. It felt as though I was dishonouring all the slain Aurelias, yet this was also a matter of my own survival.




The one with the golden fur approached me, his wolf towering at my height, indicating his esteemed rank within the pack. He took a whiff and growled back, clearly displeased by the odour of someone who hadn’t seen soap in ages. The only shower I experienced was a rare dip in a lake, but sadly, those moments were few and far between.




In an instant, he transformed as fur sprouted from the skin of a bare human, and what a striking figure he became. His tousled blonde hair was swept back, and his striking blue eyes mirrored those of his wolf. The stranger tilted his head, scrutinising me with an intensity that made my skin prickle. “Who are you, and what brings you into the territory of the Dark Moon Pack?” His voice dripped with authority, yet after years of living as a rogue, I found myself unfazed by his presence.




With my arms crossed over my chest, I said, “Shouldn’t you put some clothes on? It’s hard for me to have a conversation when you’re standing there completely naked.” His eyes widened, and he looked taken aback by my straightforwardness, but honestly, it was a bit strange.




“Everyone here is a werewolf—” Well, not quite, but you get the idea. “We’re accustomed to being in each other’s presence without any clothes.”




“We have to take her to the house, Balto.” A voice from my right interrupted my discussion with this strange, naked man. As I turned my head, I was confronted by yet another naked man; it seemed the other wolf had shifted while I was momentarily distracted. What is it that makes these men so strikingly handsome? His chiselled physique commanded attention, with his dark hair strikingly contrasting against his fair skin.




I had never found myself in a scenario quite like this, standing before two naked men. I didn’t mind at all. In my 25 years, I’ve had the unique experience of kissing three werewolves, each one a tipsy encounter at a bar. However, I had never encountered a man’s body quite like this before; nudity was unfamiliar to me, especially when it came to strangers. I stepped back cautiously, attempting to distance myself as their gazes locked, engaging in a silent connection. Just as I was about to make my final exit from their territory, a branch snapped beneath my foot, drawing both of their attention squarely onto me.




“Oh no, girl, you’re not going anywhere,” the blonde-haired guy declared, swiftly seizing my arm and drawing me into the depths of the woods. This couldn’t possibly be real; it had haunted my dreams for years, the fear of being locked away in a cell, trapped and alone. If I don’t make my move now, there’s no question they will end my life. I never anticipated facing my end.




Spotting my way out through the thick trees, I yanked my arm free and dashed towards my liberation. Their hearts raced wildly in their chests, likely fuelled by the fear of me slipping away from them. The wind tousled my brown hair in every direction, while the ground beneath my feet was a breeze to navigate, providing me with a sense of ease as I moved forward. A smile spread across my face as I embraced the liberating sensation of running once more, momentarily casting aside the reality of the situation.




“Stop!” Blondie shouted from behind me. Did he really think I would just halt because he told me to? No way.




Out of nowhere, a man lunged at me from the side. I caught a glimpse of him leaping right next to me, targeting my body with precision. His weight bore down on me, nearly suffocating my breath. I felt my head collide with the ground, a groan escaping my lips—what a foolish move. As I opened my eyes, I found myself pinned to the ground by a black-haired man, his nudity unmistakable. This situation is undeniably cringeworthy.




“Let me go!” I exclaimed, struggling against his hold.




Blondie approached from behind, and together they hoisted me off the ground, their grip on my arms unyielding and intense. I refused to reveal any hint of vulnerability. In that moment, I embraced my destiny and surrendered to the inevitable. I conveyed this to my parents as they released me, knowing that this would mark my final chapter. Absolutely certain.
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For years, solitude had been my companion, my chosen way of life. Yet, in that cell, I discovered a deeper loneliness that eclipsed any I had known outside. It blew my mind how they just tossed me in here and walked away, completely abandoning me. In a frigid cell devoid of windows, mirrors, or any semblance of comfort. This place feels unbearable, and I can’t endure it any longer. The uncertainty of time slipping away left me feeling utterly unhinged. It was absurd that I had been caught; I had trained rigorously to avoid scenarios like this, and yet here I was, utterly defeated. My wolf was eerily quiet as well; I could sense her presence, yet at this moment, she had retreated deep into the shadows of her fears, worried about the werewolves catching her scent.




If my parents were still here, I could feel their disapproval of the person I’ve become; it was a certainty I couldn’t shake off. They despised cunning werewolves and unprovoked assaults; that was essentially the essence of my chaotic escapades. The thought of them sent a chill down my spine. I was completely in the dark—were they captured and gone, or were they still tucked away in that charming little cottage, safe from harm? The vivid scenes that unfolded in the living room that night remain etched in my memory. It was excruciating to reflect on the time I had squandered, especially when their only wish was for me to discover my true partner.




I had high hopes of reuniting with my friend one day, assuming my friend is still around, of course. He would embrace my true self and cherish the strength I possessed as an Aurelia. I can’t hide from him; he’s the one person created just for me. It’s truly incredible to contemplate. Reflecting on my past experiences and challenges, the thought of having a partner became increasingly enticing. Simply to block out the noise and fully embrace the depth of that one person’s unconditional love for you.




A distant sound snapped me to attention. I stood tall, determined not to reveal the exhaustion that weighed on me, lifting my chin defiantly. As two guards rounded the corner, their twisted smiles met my gaze through the bars, a sight so repulsive it nearly made me retch. Clearly, they had a purpose for reaching out to me. It was undeniable; throughout my time here, I had gone unnoticed, making this attention feel entirely fresh and intriguing.




“Hey girl, are you ready?” The first guy chuckled as he posed the question, fully aware that I was completely in the dark about what was happening. It was truly disappointing how they chose to play games with me, which is why I opted to remain silent, casting them a look filled with disdain and pride. They might get under my skin, but they’ll never diminish my pride.




“Oh, absolutely, she’s just a foolish rogue; conversation isn’t exactly their strong suit, Paul.” The second idiot chuckled, their ghastly yellow teeth making me want to knock them out, ideally wiping those smug expressions off their faces in the process. Another common misconception is that rogue werewolves lack intelligence. From my own experiences, I can attest to their remarkable cleverness. Communication was certainly part of their repertoire, as manipulation was their first language.




“Nice one, Bill! She likely has no clue how to use her mouth, just like every other rogue.” He delivered that line with such intensity, it was clear he believed it was a clever insult for some reason.




“Wow, you always seem to have a trick up your sleeve.” Bill, also known as Idiot 2, complimented him.




Paul nodded at him, “It takes some time, but once you reach that point, it’s truly rewarding.”




Frustrated by their relentless need to be ‘funny’ at my expense, I could feel the anger surging within me; they were simply wasting my time. “Is there an off switch for you?” I enquired with a hint of boredom, causing their eyes to dart in my direction.




“You really shouldn’t talk back to us,” Bill snarled, his demeanour shifting dramatically in an instant. This was incredible; his annoyance rolled off him in waves, revealing just how effortlessly I could get under his skin.




With a hand dramatically placed over my heart and a playful smirk dancing on my lips, I quipped, “Oh, pardon me! I didn’t realise that simply asking a question was deemed as talking back.”




In just two sentences, I wiped those repugnant grins right off their faces, and it was nothing short of exhilarating. They exchanged glances, turned the key in the lock, and stepped inside, drawing me along with them. Their overpowering scent of alcohol and cigarettes assaulted my senses, and I struggled to break free from their hold as they dragged me down a shadowy corridor.




“You better watch your words around Alpha; he won’t hesitate to take you out in an instant,” Bill cautioned me. But I didn’t need the warning—I was well aware of Alphas and their swift, lethal ways of dealing with threats. It was astonishing to see how rapidly they would turn against those they typically adored. To survive, silence was your best ally in their presence. For me, staying silent was never an option. They would have taken me out regardless, so in the grand scheme of things, it hardly made a difference.




The hallways stretched endlessly, their length almost surreal, as the men dragged me along in silence, leaving me in a haze of confusion. Their demeanour shifted dramatically from playful banter and teasing to a more serious and slightly anxious vibe. The shift was unusual, igniting a spark of curiosity about what lay ahead. I understood it would be the Alpha who decided my fate—whether I would live or meet my end. I wasn’t naive, but I couldn’t help but wonder why his guards seemed so fearful of him.




After what felt like an eternity navigating the lengthy hallway, we stepped into the lift, where they selected the top floor—the sixth floor. This building is truly enormous, almost absurdly so. It was a labyrinth of cells, stretching endlessly below, with six additional floors of vast, intimidating space. This had to be the domain of the Alpha. There were no other souls in the cells down here; they stood vacant, hinting that this might be the holding area until the Alpha had the chance to determine your destiny. I couldn’t believe it; was I truly the only prisoner in this place?




The lift doors slid open, and the guards seized me with force, dragging me forward. I struggled to match their long strides, desperate to escape the pain, but it felt nearly impossible. The room was expansive, reminiscent of a living room, with panoramic windows that offered a stunning view of the entire pack’s territory, dotted with numerous houses nestled among the trees. It was truly stunning. Bill and Paul guided me to a door at the farthest end of the stunning living area. Despite my desire to sink into the inviting, plush couch, I chose to join them instead. It had been ages since I last encountered a couch, experienced its texture, and enjoyed the comfort of sitting on it.




As my thoughts drifted back to my family, they were suddenly interrupted by the exhilarating energy of my wolf, bouncing with excitement from within. It had been so long since I felt her presence, and witnessing her lively spirit now was both surprising and oddly delightful. In a frantic attempt to silence her and protect my secret, the guards burst through the door, tossing me into an office before slamming it shut behind them.




A captivating aroma of wood and citrus enveloped me, wrapping around my entire being and causing my inner wolf to stir with excitement. She was losing her mind. As I surveyed the office, taking in the luxurious leather couch and the expansive panorama windows, my gaze landed on a man standing confidently by his desk. His powerful physique and imposing stature were undeniably intimidating, yet somehow, I felt no fear. His alluring hands, adorned with tattoos, left me captivated and compelled to unravel the enigma of his identity by gazing into his eyes.




The moment my blue eyes locked onto his deep brown ones, a surge of emotions crashed over me, compelling me to take a step back. It felt like a punch to the stomach, but without the ache—just the impact. The rhythmic thumping of our hearts intertwined, his thick brown hair swept back, creating an effortlessly striking look. His subtle stubble exuded masculinity, and the depth of his dark eyes sent waves of exhilaration through me. He exuded a dangerously alluring charm that was almost painful to resist.




A low growl rumbled from the depths of his throat, “Mate.” He proclaimed it for both of us to hear. As her mate’s voice reached her ears for the first time, my wolf howled in joyous response. I revelled in the breathtaking sight of what the Moon Goddess had crafted just for me.




“Mate.” I replied with a light tone, fully aware that he had already ensnared me. I never imagined I’d find my mate in this forsaken pack. It seems she had some intentions for me, after all.
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His brown eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that suggested he could hardly fathom my presence here. I felt a sense of awkwardness wash over me. I had always heard that meeting your soulmate would be a magical experience, yet here he was, not looking at me with the affection I had anticipated. His furrowed brows created a deep shadow across his eyes, and his full lips formed a pronounced frown. I longed to draw closer to him, to feel the connection of my mate’s touch, yet his expression, marked by indifference, pushed me away.


“What’s your name?” he enquired, his rich voice resonating throughout the space.


Pausing for a moment, I gathered my thoughts and asked, “Aspen, and what about yours?”


He leaned against his desk, his gaze fixed on me, “Arrax.” The air felt thick and oppressive, and all I wanted was to escape this room; it was unbearable, as if the walls were closing in. “You’re dismissed. I’ve arranged for you to be settled in the packhouse.” His indifferent tone sent my heart racing at the thought of standing before my mate. He was the only reason my parents decided to kick me out, and without realising it, I shot him a disdainful glance. As I prepared to finally see him, I was uncertain about my reaction. The looming fear of my parents disowning me for this weighed heavily on my mind, leaving me with an unsettling feeling.


Despite his striking good looks, they couldn’t compensate for the lacklustre response he had upon seeing me. He was an alpha, and revealing myself to him would be nothing short of a death sentence. As I searched his eyes, I sought even the faintest glimmer of emotion, yet I found not a trace of anything at all. He definitely wanted me gone, but I refused to be just some dog for him to command. It was unbelievable that he would even attempt that, particularly considering I was his partner.


“Are we really going to ignore the elephant in the room?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at him in inquiry.


Arrax’s eyes narrowed at me, radiating unmistakable frustration. “We’re done here. Just go; I can’t stand to see you any longer.” His icy tone pierced through me, causing my wolf to wail in anguish, yet I held my ground for both our sakes. I had to be there.


“I hate to be the bearer of news, but I was designed just for you. If my presence isn’t to your liking, we may have a bit of an issue on our hands.” My tone was laced with humour.


His eyes burned with intensity, and I realised I had provoked the formidable alpha. Honestly, it didn’t faze me at all. He couldn’t bear the thought of harming his own friend, so I felt completely safe—there was no fear for my life whatsoever. “What part of ‘leave’ is unclear to you?” he growled, his voice dripping with a seductive edge that made my eyes widen in surprise.


I regained my composure, brushing aside the unclean thoughts that clouded my mind. “That’s a challenging question, and I’m pleased you brought it up. To be candid, I would say it’s likely the ‘leave’ that falls short of my intellectual standards.” I couldn’t help myself; it was simply too effortless to provoke him, and I found genuine enjoyment in it.


It had been some time since I had the chance to irritate others in this way, so I was absolutely going to seize this opportunity. It brought about a fantastic laugh, and if there’s one thing I truly appreciate, it’s a hearty laugh. It had been ages since I’d experienced a genuine laugh, so perhaps these werewolves could provide the entertainment I’ve been missing for a while.


With a smirk directed at Arrax, I caught the sound of the door creaking open behind me, immediately hit by the strong scent of alcohol. “Well, if it isn’t my dearest Bill and Paul,” I remarked, turning to face them. The broad grin on my lips likely caught them off guard, evident from their startled expressions, yet I was well aware that Arrax had instructed them to keep their enquiries to themselves.


“They’ll guide you to the house, and I need you to remain there. This is a matter we must discuss,” Arrax commanded once more, his incessant bossiness grating on my nerves for reasons I couldn’t quite pinpoint. It was remarkable that he was my soulmate, even as I struggled to look beyond my frustration and the sacrifices I made for him.


“Let’s find out if luck is on your side for me to stick around.” I tossed over my shoulder as I exited his office, brushing off Bill’s effort to catch my arm. I can navigate perfectly well on my own.


The air felt thick as we stepped out of the lift into the lobby; this building was absolutely mind-blowing, resembling a luxurious hotel. Bill and Paul kept reaching for me, but I outmanoeuvred them with my quick reflexes, and now they’ve finally thrown in the towel. I despised the way men would grab me like that; it felt utterly disrespectful, and they seemed completely oblivious to the pressure they applied.


After what felt like an eternity, we finally arrived at what I believed to be the packhouse. The white bricks and black doors may seem familiar, yet the roses gracefully embellishing the ground in front of the porch, along with the stunning rich marble steps leading to the front doors, create an undeniably beautiful scene. If I had truly cared, I might have felt anxious about ruining things with my clammy and unappealing body. However, given Arrax’s foolishness, I was determined to stomp my feet just a bit harder.


“Welcome to Aspen,” Paul said with a flourish as he swung the front door open for me. As I stepped inside, I was captivated by the stunning marble decor—black, white, grey—everywhere you looked. Fortunately, Arrax missed witnessing my astonished response to the interior. It was absolutely stunning. Bill and Paul guided me through the house, showcasing the expansive living room with its soaring 15-foot ceilings and the numerous bathrooms adorned with elegant marble countertops.


“We understand the marble is quite a bit, but Alpha prefers it this way,” Bill said with a casual shrug.


Paul delivered a sharp slap to his head. “You know exactly why Alpha insists on marble everywhere. You’re a messy one, always managing to ruin everything you touch. This is all because of you, and yet you claim you don’t understand why.”


Bill looked taken aback by the revelation, which made me chuckle. “Well, screw you too, Paul! I was trying to build a friendship with Aspen without her being aware of that, and here you are, once again, messing things up for me.”


I shook my head at them and resolved to move forward. Their playful banter continued to echo in the background as I finally discovered the stairs. As I ascended the stunning staircase, I was taken aback by the remarkable change in design at this level. The first floor was beautifully decorated with an abundance of plants and flowers, cleverly concealing the doors on either side.


“Hey, hold on!” they shouted from downstairs, the sound of hurried footsteps



























