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A year had passed, and somehow Laura was now talking to me. Though it was nighttime, I 
could still make out some of her facial features. She still looked the same as I 
remembered: big eyes, a button nose, and full lips. The only difference was that she had 
dyed her hair red. She had always been a brunette, and dyeing our hair was something we 
had planned on doing together. It was like a funny game, planned after I would have mated 
with Paul. We would dye our hair and go to a werewolf club looking completely different, 
having crazy fun. But we never got to do that. With all the deaths trailing me like a shadow, 
my life had become frozen while theirs continued on, untouched by misery.

"You should join us," she offered. I gawked at her in confusion. "Just a few of my friends. 
We're just hanging out."

"I...I don't think I should," I stuttered, my brain still struggling to process everything. I should 
be angry at her. I should be yelling at her for abandoning me when I needed her the most. 
But I couldn't. My anger and my words somehow got stuck on my tongue.

"Come on, Sahel. It's been a while," she insisted. I narrowed my eyes at her. Why was she 
acting as if we hadn't stayed away from each other for a year? Why was she speaking to 
me like I was still her best friend, just avoiding a social gathering? "It's been over a year, 
Sahel. I'm sorry. I missed you," she added.

I denitely did not deserve this kind of apology. I had done nothing wrong, yet she treated 
me like a disease and expected everything to just go away because she said she was sorry 
and missed me.

I should have slapped her across the face, or I should have turned my back on her and 
walked away. But I didn't. I was a coward, a pushover, nothing. So I let her pull me towards 
the bonre.

******

Complete and total silence. That's what happened the moment I arrived at the bonre. 
Everyone had their eyes on me, and deep inside my bones, I knew I had made a mistake. I 
should not have agreed to Laura's offer. I had been foolish because somehow, I still had a 
soft spot for her.

I was the odd one out here, even though I had grown up with most of the people present. I 
had even gone to the same school as them and attended parties with them. But everything 
was different now. Even the air around us somehow felt and smelled different.

"Hey, Laura! Are you excited for tomorrow?" It was the girl I remembered as Leila who 
asked her. They were sitting next to each other on Laura's left, while a young, attractive 
man whom I didn't recognize sat on her right. It was even strange to see Laura here. There 
was a time when Laura complained about not liking Leila, something about her being fake 
and lying about being a natural blonde when she was, in fact, dark-haired. But I guess 
things had changed. They looked like the best of friends now. Who was the fake one now? 
For a minute there, I thought I was a coward for accepting to join the bonre because 
Laura begged me, but Laura was the bigger coward. It didn't take long for her to nd my 
replacement, a former supposed nemesis.

Laura beamed at her, acting shy like a love-stricken teenager. I was curious about what 
was happening tomorrow.

"Of course!" Laura exclaimed as giggles erupted from her mouth. She really looked like a 
love-stricken teenager.

"Look at you blushing like a virgin bride. We all know that you're not a virgin, but you are 
indeed a bride. By this time tomorrow, you and Floyd would be... well, you know, f*****g" 
Leila blurted out as if it was the most normal thing to say. I choked on air but forced 
myself not to cough. That caused me a lot of distress, but it wasn't as bad as hearing 
those crude words come out of Leila's mouth. I wasn't a saint myself, nor was I a virgin. I 
had given my virginity to Tyler, but I believed those were intimate moments that needed to 
stay intimate.

"Language, Missy!" Laura playfully smacked Leila on the arm before erupting into a t of 
laughter, and the others joined her, except me. I was surprised by the events playing before 
my eyes. The guy seated on her right placed a huge kiss on her lips, and I gured that 
would be the Floyd in question.

Laura was getting mated tomorrow. A lot had been happening while I drowned myself in 
sorrows, while I was trapped by the hatred of my pack members.

Laura was no longer a virgin. She was the same person who claimed that even her chosen 
mate would not touch her until all the mating rites had been performed.

Laura was casually hanging out with up to ten people, when she was once a person who 
hated crowds.

Laura was allowing people to speak such crude words about her having s*x with her mate 
in public. She was the same girl who once claimed that she hated such things and even 
PDA. But here she was, allowing her chosen mate to devour her lips in front of over ten 
people.

All of this happened in just one year. I stared at Laura. She was denitely not the same 
Laura who was my best friend. This Laura was different.

Leila's eyes caught mine, and a smirk formed on her face. I didn't have to be a seer to 
know that she didn't like me one bit, and she was denitely out to get me, even though I 
had done nothing to harm her, just like I had done nothing to the pack that now despised 
me.

"Leila, did you invite Sahel to the ceremony?" Leila asked. The bonre provided enough 
light to reveal the malice in her eyes.

"Yeah, I did," Laura responded casually.

"Do you want to be happy?" Leila asked Laura, and I knew where she was heading with her 
words. I should have gotten up and left at that point, but I stupidly didn't.

"Denitely, Leila. Where are you going with this?" Laura narrowed her eyes at her.

"Nowhere, actually. I was just wondering why you would invite someone negative and 
potentially curse your union by inviting her," she boldly pointed at me.

All the air in my lungs was sucked out, but I still didn't get up.

"Leila, don't," Laura warned.

"Oh, come on. We all know what she is. How is it normal to lose three mates? What did 
they even see in her in the rst place? She's not even pretty," she smacked her lips.

Everyone fell into silence.

"I told Justin not to get involved with her, but he didn't listen. I would have been a better 
choice. He would still be alive, and this slut wouldn't have killed him!" she almost yelled.

I immediately got up. I had no idea that Justin was that close to Leila. I clenched my sts 
tightly, angry but knowing I couldn't do anything. I could maybe throw a punch, but the rest 
of the people here would support her. I gritted my teeth before doing the only thing I could 
do.

I walked away.

Tears fell freely as I strode down the training grounds. I could hear Laura calling my name, 
but I didn't stop. I kept marching on, crying my heart out.

Laura caught up to me and held my hand. "Sahel, wait! I'm sorry for what Leila said. I'm 
sure she didn't mean it."

I forcefully released myself from her grasp. "I'm sure she meant every word she said. What 
the hell do you think you're doing, Laura? It's been a year, a whole freaking year since we 
last spoke, and now you're acting like nothing happened," I lashed out, tears still owing.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Sahel," she pleaded in distress. If she had said that to me a year 
ago when I had tried to reach her for two weeks, I would have accepted. But now it was 
pointless. Laura and I had been best friends for as long as I could remember, and I had 
always imagined that we would be friends forever. But I was wrong. Some relationships 
are too hard to x.

"It doesn't matter anymore. I've moved on with my life, and you can move on with yours. 
Have your mating ceremony and live happily ever after," I stated before wiping my face 
aggressively with my palms.

"I really want you to come, Sahel. We always planned it that way," she said sadly, and she 
looked like she meant every word.

I chuckled. This had to be a sick joke. "Things are different now," and with that, I walked 
away without sparing her a single glance.
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I had to wait near my house for a while to calm myself down before I could think of going 
in. I knew I would look horrible in the state I was in, and I already felt horrible on the inside. 
It didn’t help that I was also an ugly crier. I didn't think I would be able to face my family in 
this state. They had already been through a lot because of me, and I had no intention of 
causing more harm.

I don’t know how many minutes had gone by, but when I felt a bit better, I nally walked 
into the house. My father was in the living room, uncomfortably lying on one of the 
couches, fast asleep with a beer bottle by his side. The TV was also turned on, and a 
soccer match was going on. I was quite surprised he was asleep in the rst place since 
my father had always been a huge football fan. I wanted to wake him up, but I didn't want 
him to notice that something was wrong with me. He had always been a good observer.

As I was about to make my way up the stairs, I heard my mother call my name from the 
kitchen. I froze immediately.

“Sahel, is that you? What took you so long? Did you run into some trouble?" she yelled from 
across the kitchen.

I was thankful that she didn't make any move to see me physically. I just needed to make it 
to my room, wash my face, and go to bed. Maybe cry some more before I go to bed, but I 
knew that no one would nd out.

“Yes, it's me, Mom! There were more customers at the store. Everything went ne," I lied 
effortlessly. She didn't need to know what had happened. It would devastate her. She 
already felt bad that she couldn't help me get my life back. How could I possibly tell her 
that I was banned from the last store that had been graciously accommodating me for 
months, and my former best friend talked to me after a year and somehow embarrassed 
me? I couldn't.

“Okay, that is good, honey," she yelled back.

“Yeah. Good night, Mom!"

“Good night, dear."

I nally made my way to my bedroom and plopped down on my bed. Tonight was 
unexpected, tragic but still unexpected. I never imagined Laura talking to me again. I heard 
on to hope after a month passed and we had not spoken, then two months, and by the 
third month, I had already given up. Laura was different now, happy. A part of me had 
wondered how we lived in the same pack, yet she managed to avoid me effortlessly and 
live her own life. While I had been barely existing, she had been living her best life.

I expected the mating ceremony. Surely, one day she was bound to get mated. But what I 
had not expected was Leila. Justin never told me he was involved with her, but Leila's 
claims pointed to the fact that they had been close and maybe romantically involved. If he 
liked her, why did he choose me? He could have gone for her and not killed himself. Leila 
surely had a distasteful character, but she was pretty, and a lot of people seemed to 
tolerate and like her, even Laura. They... they might have been good together.

I exhaled deeply.

I continued to stare at my ceiling, and I didn't realize the time until my eyes became heavy, 
and sleep enveloped me.

****

Justin haunted my sleep in the form of nightmares. I kept seeing him at his desk in his 
bedroom, writing his suicide note and shooting himself repeatedly. I desperately tried to 
stop him, but I couldn't. I tried to wake up, but I couldn't. The cycle continued, and it felt like 
I was losing my mind. Eventually, my brain forced me awake, and I found myself drenched 
in sweat, gasping for air.

It felt so real—I could feel him, but he couldn't see or hear me. This was the rst time 
something like this had happened, and I knew it was triggered by the events of last night. I 
used to dream about Justin, Tyler, and Paul, but those dreams were usually peaceful, lled 
with memories of the moments we shared. I would wake up with tears in my eyes, missing 
them.

I got out of bed and peeled off the hoodie and sweatpants I had worn last night. It was 
around six in the morning, the break of dawn, and the sun had not yet risen. I made my 
way to the bathroom and washed my face, seeking some comfort, before taking off my 
bra and panties and stepping into the shower.

After showering and brushing my teeth, I threw on the rst pair of shorts and top I found in 
my wardrobe. I put my black, frizzy hair up in a high bun and headed to the kitchen. Since I 
couldn't go back to sleep, I might as well start breakfast.

I had nished preparing the eggs and toast when my youngest sister, Leah, entered the 
kitchen. She still seemed half-asleep.

"Hey Leah!" I greeted her with a simple smile.

"Hey Sahel, good morning," she replied, waving back before taking a seat on one of the 
kitchen stools.

I prepared a plate for her and handed it over. She mouthed a thank you. "How was your 
night?" I asked, curious.

She sighed heavily. "I had to work late on a school project. It wasn't easy at all. And things 
are already rough at school," she said, speaking the last sentence quietly. I froze.

"What do you mean school is rough?" I asked, my fear growing. Was Leah facing problems 
at school because of me?

"It's nothing, Sahel. I can handle it," she shrugged, munching on her fried eggs.

I narrowed my eyes. "Are people bothering you because of me?"

She didn't respond.

"Leah, please tell me," I pleaded.

She opened her mouth to speak but got cut off when we heard a loud slam of the front 
door. We immediately rushed to see what was happening.

Talia was pacing around the living room, fuming. She was still wearing the same clothes 
as yesterday when she stormed out of the house. Our parents had also come downstairs, 
awakened by the noise.

"Talia, hey! What's going on? Did you just come in? Did you sleep out last night?" I asked, 
questioning her.

Talia stopped and glared at me intensely. I had never seen her look at me like that before.

"Talia, honey, is everything alright?" our mother asked, concerned.

"How can everything be alright? Sahel has practically ruined all our lives!" she exclaimed in 
frustration.

"Talia!" our father warned.

"What is it, Dad? You all act like Sahel's curse hasn't affected us. It has and it still is !" Talia 
spoke out, and my mother gasped.

A single tear slipped from my eyes. I knew my situation was affecting them all, but hearing 
those words from Talia broke my heart. It was the bitter truth.

"I'm sorry," I choked on my tears.

She stared at me. "What are you really sorry for, Sahel? It would have been better if you 
hadn't killed those men who tried to mate with you. Then Haden wouldn't have broken up 
with me!"

"You and Haden broke up?" I muttered. Haden was Talia's boyfriend, and they had been 
together for three years. It had all ended because of me.

"Are you deaf, Sahel? He broke up with me. We were intimate all night, and then he decided 
to end things because he thinks I'll kill him, just like you killed those men!" she shouted, her 
voice piercing through the room.

My parents' eyes widened. I couldn't tell which part surprised them the most—the fact that 
Talia was sexually active, the offensive language she used, her blame on me, or the 
revelation that Talia and Haden were no longer in a relationship. I suspected it was all of 
the above.

"Your sister has nothing to do with those deaths. She's been unfairly accused," my father 
spoke up, regaining his composure.

"Really, Dad? Really? Whether she killed them with her own hands or not, she's somehow 
involved. Three men died, and they were all connected to her. She's the problem!" Talia 
ranted.

My mother was already in tears by this point.

"I'm so sorry, Talia. I can talk to Haden. We can try to x this mess," I pleaded, walking up to 
her. But she took a few steps back, creating distance between us.

"Stop saying that, Sahel. You can't x this unless you can bring those men back to life. 
Maybe then Haden will take me back, or Leah will stop getting bullied at school just 
because she's your sister," she said.

My head snapped in Leah's direction. Her eyes twinkled with sadness. That's what Talia's 
statement meant—Leah was being bullied because of me, and I had no idea. She was 
suffering because of me.

"Leah, you're getting bullied? When did this start?" our dad asked, concern evident in his 
voice. Our mother was already hugging Leah by her side.

Talia glared at me one last time before making her way up the stairs, leaving the rest of us 
behind.

I felt suffocated. The room suddenly felt small, and I quickly rushed to my room, collapsing 
onto my bed as tears streamed down my face.
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I heard a subtle knock on my bedroom door, enough to jolt me out of my sleep. I had cried 
myself to sleep.

My mother walked in while I was sitting up on my bed. "How are you doing, honey?" she 
cooed with a sad expression on her face. It was understandable; I looked pitiful, and my 
life felt pitiful.

"I have no idea," I truthfully confessed. My emotions were all over the place. I didn't know 
what to feel or how to feel. I needed to run or do something to escape, but I had nowhere 
to go, and I didn't have enough money to even think about starting a new life somewhere 
else. I was stuck here.

"Sahel, honey, I spoke with Leah. She will be ne. She doesn't blame you for anything," she 
stated, trying to reassure me. But that didn't change the fact that it had happened. Leah 
had been enduring a horrible life at school all because of me. Whether she blamed me or 
not, it was still because of me.

"Talia thinks otherwise," I shrugged, trying not to look her in the face. It broke me to see her 
worry about me every single moment.

She sighed before forming a sad smile. "I'm sure Talia didn't mean those words she said. 
She was just hurting."

"Because of me," I painfully pointed out. It was the truth. Haden most likely wouldn't have 
broken up with my sister if it weren't for my situation. They had been together for three 
years, and people in the pack expected them to be mated soon in the future. But now, it 
wasn't going to happen all because I managed to bring my bad luck upon her.

"Oh, honey!" She rubbed my hands, trying to comfort me. It was soothing, but sadly, it 
wouldn't x anything. "Things will not always be like this. It will get better," she added.

"Why me?" I choked as I struggled to hold back my tears. "Why did it have to be me who 
has to go through this? They were all good guys. I didn't kill them, I really didn't." I couldn't 
hold back the waterfall from my eyes.

She pulled me into her body as I whimpered in pain. She rubbed soothing circles against 
my back. "I know you didn't kill them, Sahel. No matter what, my baby, I will always love 
you and be by your side."

"Thank you, Mama," I cried.

****

There was a second knock on my door that same day. After my mother had comforted me, 
I had locked myself in my room, sitting on my bed, gazing out of the window as time 
passed. It was now around 4 p.m.

"You can come in," I said, and the door opened, revealing my mother. She was dressed in a 
simple dress, and her hair was in a bun.

She walked up to me. "Sahel, we will be attending Laura's mating ceremony. I was hoping 
you could come. She told me she would personally invite you, though everyone in the pack 
is usually invited for these events."

"I am not going," I swiftly responded. Laura had spoken to my mother before speaking to 
me, so last night didn't just happen out of the blue.

It didn't matter. I couldn't go. My presence there would surely ruin everyone's mood, and I 
would be humiliated again. If I could not change my situation, I could avoid putting myself 
through the pain of embarrassment and suffering. And the way to do that was by staying 
away from everyone.

"Laura was once your friend. She really wants you to come," she pleaded softly.

"Once, Mom. Once. She was my friend in the past, and she chose to abandon me. It makes 
no sense that she would want to x our broken relationship now. She owes me nothing, 
and I owe her nothing as well."

She stared at me for a while, then exhaled deeply. "It's ne, Sahel. Do whatever makes you 
happy. I won't force you. We're leaving now, and we'll be back soon." She got up from the 
bed, placed a kiss on my temple, and left my room.

I lay back down on my bed, staring at the ceiling. My mind went back to the time when 
Laura broke up with her rst boyfriend. He had cheated on her with her cousin, and she 
came running to me in tears.

She slept over at my place that day after spending the entire day crying. But Laura was 
always good at recovering quickly. She had always been a strong-minded person. The next 
day, before I woke up, she was already xing breakfast for my family. I was surprised to 

nd her whisking eggs, with a bright smile on her face that would not have indicated that 
she had cried her eyes out the day before.

Flashback.

"Riley was denitely not my chosen mate. Look at me, Sahel. I am good-looking, even sexy 
at times. I am completely perfect. Riley is the fool," she said with a bright smile. "Sahel, 
never let an asshole treat you like trash. And even if I become an asshole, kick my ass."

I laughed. "I will denitely hold you accountable for that, Laura."

I got up from my bed and walked over to the bathroom. I washed my face and stared at my 
reection in the mirror. I wished things could go back to the way they were, but they can't. 
Laura must look beautiful right now. She always claimed that she would wear the whitest 
of white and a green garland on her head. She would look like a forest princess.

I smiled.

Maybe I would go. I would just stay far away from everyone.

After refreshing myself, I dressed in a black sweatshirt and pants. I used a cap to cover my 
rough hair and my face, and then I left the house.

*****

Laura looked absolutely beautiful, wearing the green garland she had always dreamed of. 
Her dress was the whitest of white, and as she walked toward her mate, he smiled brightly 
at her. She looked completely happy.

I watched them perform the mating ritual from behind a tree, keeping my distance from 
the beautifully decorated ceremony held in the training grounds.

When the rituals were complete and her mate placed a kiss on her lips, everyone erupted 
into cheers. They would have done the same for me if only...

I had seen enough. Although Laura would never know I was there, I was glad I had come. It 
was a beautiful thing to witness.

As I was about to leave, my eyes met Janet's. She wore a scowl on her face. I should have 
run away, but somehow I stayed frozen in place, watching as Janet angrily walked up to 
me and landed a slap on my face, causing me to almost trip to the ground.

"You came to ruin this ceremony with your lth!" she spat loudly. If the slap hadn't gotten 
anyone's attention, her raging voice certainly did.

The entire pack's attention fell upon me. My eyes met Laura's, and I sadly smiled at her.

"Why are you here?" Janet aggressively demanded, pulling my attention back to her.

"I will be leaving now. I am sorry for bothering you," I apologized and turned to leave. But 
she held me back, her strength surprising for her age.

"I don't need your apology. You should apologize to my son instead. Paul didn't deserve to 
die, but you killed him," she spat.

"She's right. Justin didn't deserve to die either. My son didn't deserve to die. I should have 
watched him get mated, just like Laura and Floyd today!" Faith chimed in. The death of 
their sons had made them best friends, always united in making my life miserable.

"She did not kill your son. There is no proof of that," my mother red back, pulling me 
behind her.

"Enough!" Alpha Eric boomed. "This is a beautiful ceremony, and you will not ruin it with 
this," he warned in his authoritative voice.

"She's the one ruining it with her presence. She should be kicked out of this pack or, better 
still, killed, just like she killed our children," Janet spat with bitterness. My heart broke, and 
a part of me agreed with them. Maybe I should be killed. Perhaps then they would nd the 
peace they sought. My presence was a painful reminder of their loss.

"I agree with Janet. Sahel deserves to die," Leila spoke up with a smirk.

"You have no right to speak, Leila. Leave!" Alpha Eric commanded. Leila frowned but 
quickly scurried away. No one could resist an Alpha's command unless they were another 
Alpha.

"Maybe they're right. Maybe I should be killed. I am evil," I found myself saying.

My mother gasped, and Leah, Talia, and my father stared at me with wide eyes. The pack 
members were stunned as well. Laura looked as if she wanted to cry, but I didn't want her 
to. Today was meant to be her special day, and I had ruined it by showing up.

"Sahel, leave!" Alpha Eric commanded with his Alpha authority. I ran away, but I didn't go 
home. Instead, I ran into the forest, and I kept running until my legs gave out. I stumbled to 
the ground and let my sorrow consume me as I hugged my body, whimpering.
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The sun's rays beamed into my eyes, causing me to stir. As I slowly opened my eyes, I was 
greeted by the sight of trees and the delightful sound of birds chirping in the air and ying 
around. It was a beautiful scene.

As I stretched my body, I felt the pain in my muscles from sleeping on the hard ground. 
Memories of the previous evening ooded in, reminding me why I had slept in the middle 
of the forest in the rst place. I hoped Laura's ceremony hadn't been completely ruined by 
my interruption.

I got up from the ground and brushed off the leaves, grass, and dirt that clung to me. 
That's when I noticed a familiar gure approaching. It was Ted, one of the patrol guards. 
He had sandy blonde hair, a sharp jaw, and a crooked nose. Though he was still attractive, 
his aura felt negative.

"You shouldn't be out here this early in the morning," he said with a stoic expression, but 
his eyes held an unsettling glint. Despite being part of my pack, we had never spoken 
before. I had only seen him around.

"I know. I'll be leaving now," I replied in a groggy voice.

"I can keep you company if you want. People say that I can be quite accommodating," he 
said with a smirk. The evil that once shone only in his eyes had now spread across his 
face. He approached me steadily, and I tried to step back, but he kept coming closer until 
my back was against a tree, trapping me.

He ran his ngers across my cheeks, and fear instantly tensed up my body. I wondered 
what he was trying to do.

"I'm going now," I said, trying to sound as strong as possible. But my voice came out 
quivering, which seemed to amuse him. He was enjoying seeing me in fear.

"You're denitely not going anywhere now," he stated as he pressed his body against mine. 
I could feel his arousal against my thigh. "We should have some fun. I promise you, you'll 
enjoy it," he purred into my ear. A shiver ran down my spine. I was incredibly 
uncomfortable, and I denitely did not want this.

"I'm ne, and I want to leave now, Ted," I demanded.

"You are quite beautiful you know, it is only a shame, you have to go out like this," he purred 
into my ear. A shiver ran down my spine. I was incredibly uncomfortable, and I denitely 
did not want this.

"Go out like this, what do you mean?, answer me Ted," I demanded.

"Oh, someone is getting feisty, maybe the rumors are true, maybe you really killed those 
men," he blurted out, causing my eyes to widen. I slapped him across the face, but he 
chuckled and faced me with anger in his eyes. Before I knew it, he forcefully grabbed me 
by the neck and slammed my body against the tree trunk.

"I was trying to be nice so we could do this the easy way, but I see that you like it rough, I 
was trying to make your death pass quickly, you should not be alive if those men have to 
die," he sneered as he choked me. He was incredibly strong, and my attempts to push him 
away were futile. He was draining the strength out of me, making it impossible for me to 
even shift.

"Let me go!, I did not kill anyone, it was not my fault, I did not kill them " I choked out, but 
he only smirked.

"Of course," he said, inging me like a rag doll to the side. I crashed into another tree, 
feeling pain shoot through my body as I gasped for air. Before I could regain my 
composure, he loomed over me, climbing my body. He extended his claws and slashed 
against my chest ripping my clothes and drawing out blood, he was really going to kill me. 
I screamed out in pain 

“Please don’t do this, spare my life” I cried , but it was in vain. He wouldn't budge, he 
slashed me again. 

I tried to get up but he pushed me back to the ground. He landed a punch on my face, 
causing me to cough out blood. I was getting weak. It had been years since I trained, and I 
was completely out of shape.

“Say your goodbyes” he smirked as he moves his claws closer to my neck ready to strike. 

"Dean, what are you doing? Get off her now! The Alpha demands her presence!" I heard 
Dean's voice. He was also a pack guard.

Ted froze on top of me and hissed before quickly getting off. "You're lucky today," he said, 
and he left as if nothing had happened.

Dean stared down at me as I tried to catch my breath. "You managed to kill three men, but 
you couldn't handle this one," he said casually. "Get up, the Alpha is looking for you. Your 
family has been searching for you all through the night," he added.

After a struggle, I managed to get up, feeling pain all over my body and having diculty 
steadying myself. Dean looked at me again. "You need to be xed up before you meet him. 
Follow me," he said, and he walked away.

It was a struggle to keep up with him. I knew I had werewolf healing powers, but it didn't 
magically happen like that. I needed to rest for at least a few hours. I held onto the 
material that covered my chest , trying to maintain some decency as I stumbled behind 
him. The thought of almost being killed ran through my mind, and I struggled to stay 
focused.

Dean didn't seem to care. He witnessed what happened but acted like it wasn't a big deal. 
He acted as if I deserved it. We may not be close or friends, but I was still a pack member. 
Regardless of what I was being accused of, I didn't deserve to be die, why would I be made 
to suffer for a sin, I did not commit. 

I followed him quietly, in pain and in tears. It seemed like pain and tears chased me every 
single minute. This was not the life I wanted to live. I didn't want to live this way. May be 
death seemed like a better option. If I wasn't loved in this life, then death would be a 
choice. I knew my family loved me, but I felt like I was dragging them down with me. They 
were falling alongside me.

Dean managed to avoid going through the pack's open grounds where people were inside, 
to avoid strange looks, and I was grateful for that. Some of my pack members, especially 
Janet and Faith, would have reveled in seeing me in pain. We continued through the woods 
until we reached the pack house. Dean led me through the back door and into a room.

"Freshen up now. You have ten minutes. Thankfully, Ted didn't get into your pants. I'm sure 
you'll nd a polo shirt to wear in the wardrobe. I'll be back soon, and be quick," he said 
before leaving.

The loud bang of the door made me jump a little. My body was still shaking from the 
recent events, but I managed to follow Dean's instructions. I made my way to the 
restroom. My reection scared me, but it wasn't too frightening. My face was red, and one 
side of my cheek was swollen.

I rinsed off the blood in my mouth and washed my face and body thoroughly, thankfully 
the s***h at my chest was not deep, wincing in pain throughout the process. Ten minutes 
wasn't enough to completely clean myself. 

I fought hard not to cry. All I wanted to do was cry, but nothing was changing. It was 
becoming pathetic.

After washing my face, I slowly approached the wardrobe. My ribs still hurt, but it wasn't as 
painful as the impact against the tree bark.

I knew it would leave marks, but I didn't want to look at them right now. All I wanted was to 
go home, but I couldn't because the Alpha was seeking my presence. I needed to report 
Ted, and he needed to be punished for what he did and tried to do to me.

If Dean hadn't acted like it didn't matter, I would have actually thanked him. He indirectly 
saved me by arriving on time, which prevented Ted from going any further.

I picked up a dark blue shirt from the wardrobe. 

After putting on the shirt, feeling pain throughout my body, Dean walked into the room 
without bothering to knock or anything. "We're leaving now," he said sharply.

7. The Proposal 
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"Oh, nally, you are here!" Alpha Eric smiled for a second before his face contorted into 
shock. My parents were also present, and they stared at me with similar expressions on 
their faces. There was an older man present whom I did not recognize, and he maintained 
a straight face. "What happened to her? She looks like she fought a pack of wolves," Alpha 
Eric queried.

I was about to respond, but Dean beat me to it. "I found her in this state. Maybe she tried 
to hurt herself after what happened yesterday."

I blinked in confusion as my gaze focused on Dean, who just lied easily. Even his heartbeat 
was so steady that no one would be able to detect it was a lie.

"Oh, Sahel!" my mother cried, rushing over to my side, while I tried to make sense of 
everything. Why would he be covering up for Ted? I did not hurt myself; Ted tried to kill me.

"Sahel, I know life has been dicult for you, but you do not have to harm yourself. There 
are still people who care for you, your family, and I, your Alpha," Alpha Eric said with a 
subtle smile, his facial expressions softening towards me. I had never seen him like that.

"That was not what happened, I—"

"All will be ne, Sahel," Alpha Eric cut me off. "I even have good news for you," he cheered.

"Good news?" I muttered in confusion. My mother was smiling so widely, as though we 
had won a lottery.

"Yes, there is someone here to see you. They have a proposal for you, one that I am sure 
you will love and will get things back to normal," he said.

I raised an eyebrow in confusion. Was it really possible to get anything back to normal 
around here? Had they possibly found a way to raise the dead?

"This is Elder Ambrose. He is the one here to see you. Elder Ambrose, this is Sahel Rivers, 
the girl we spoke about," Alpha Eric introduced.

I turned my attention to the middle-aged man sitting on the black sofa to my right. He was 
dressed in a black tted suit and held a cane. He smiled at me softly.

"It is nally nice to meet you. I have heard good things from your parents. Lucy and Sam 
here have been praising you nonstop, but I am sure that is what parents do," he laughed in 
a strong way, just like his voice.

I was still confused. What was really going on? Whatever it was, it could not be more 
important than Ted trying to rape me and Dean trying to cover it up, even though he had 
witnessed it all.

"What is this all about?" I asked.

"Someone is seeking a mating with you," Alpha Eric answered.

My eyes widened in shock. "Him!" I almost yelled. I know my life was horrible, but do I have 
to be whisked away to mate with an old man because I have somehow become 
undesirable to my peers and generation? This was completely ridiculous.

Ambrose burst out into a t of laughter, and I narrowed my eyes at him.

"You have quite a sense of humor, my dear. Of course, it is not me. It is my nephew, Alpha 
Killian. He is the Alpha of the SilverMoon pack."

"An Alpha? Why?" I asked, still in shock. Were they being serious right now? An Alpha was 
willing to mate with me.

“Sahel!” My mother scolded. I shrugged. 

“Sahel, I assure you everything is okay, this is a wonderful mating, you get to become a 
Luna” Alpha Eric stated. 

I had no issue with that, this was somehow a miracle or something , I had never imagined 
being a mate to an Alpha but why would an Alpha choose me and I know my story was not 
only heard in this pack. 

“Why me?. I am cursed” I blurted out 

My mother gasped “She does not know what she is saying, she is denitely not cursed” 
she chuckles in a panic. 

“It is okay Lucy. Sahel I know of what you have being through, three mates dying before the 
mating ceremony is indeed tragic but I am quite certain that you are not cursed, I don’t 
believe in such nonsense” Ambrose responded 

My mother released a breath of relief, okay ne, he did not think me bad like the rest of my 
pack members but that does not answer why they would choose me, I did not know Alpha 
Killian personally, I have heard of him, just like everyone else, he was quite powerful in the 
region and he controlled the strongest and biggest pack down south. 

“I know you are curious about this whole thing my dear but I want to let you know that your 
parents are good people, your father is a very renowned man and mating with one of his 
daughters would be a blessing to any family, your family’s strong gene is something to 
boast of” Ambrose explained 

My mother was smiling from ear to ear while you could see the pride in my father’s eyes, 
they were really happy about this. I should be as well but I am scared, I am not all giddy in 
mating with an Alpha, I knew nothing about him and he would know nothing about me 
either, why was he consenting to this all thing if he is has powerful as people claimed, he 
could choose better brides, daughters of other alphas or betas in other packs but 
somehow they were choosing me with my predicament, what if he suffers the same fate 
like the past ones, it would be more tragic, I was already in hell for being blamed for killing 
regular pack members but if Alpha Killian dies my suffering would be ten times worst, 
Blue-moon pack already hated me then SilverMoon would hate me as well, why was no 
one reasoning this. 

“I am grateful for this opportunity but I cannot accept” I stated 

“Sahel!” Her father warned this time, there was a frown in his face, I have never seen him 
look at me this way. 

"Why would you want to reject this opportunity?" Ambrose asked.

"I—I do not want to be blamed for his death. I already have enough blood on my hands," I 
dropped my head down in shame.

"Killian is an Alpha. He cannot be killed easily. He is always guarded. We do not believe 
you are responsible for those three mates' deaths. There is no proof that you were 
involved. It is sad to say, but your pack members are being ridiculous for blaming you," 
Ambrose assured.

I was about to respond when my mother beat me to it.

"She does not know what she is saying. She is letting her fear control her. We accept the 
offer, Elder Ambrose. We thank you for this honor," she said, smiling brightly at him for a 
second before sending me a warning glare.

I held back. I do not want to upset her. My mother has stood by me throughout this time. If 
this will make her happy, so be it. But if Alpha Killian dies, I will die with him.

So I stay silent.

"Very well, I see we have come to an agreement here," Alpha Eric says.

"Of course, the mating ceremony will be held here in your pack in a week's time. This is 
Alpha Killian's photograph. He could not be here because he has very important things to 
attend to today, but this will help you get familiar with him a bit," Ambrose handed me the 
picture, which I accepted.

I look at the picture. He was quite attractive. Raven hair, dark eyes, sharp jaws. Though he 
had a stoic expression, he looked breathtaking. Another reason why it was strange that he 
would agree to mate with me. I was pretty, but I was not extraordinarily beautiful like him. 
He could do better. He could have gone for the most beautiful girls. He could have chosen 
someone without stains on their clothes, without blood on their hands.

"Oh, he is beautiful!" my mother gasps, snapping me out of my train of thoughts. I had no 
idea that she was looking at the picture.

"Yes, he is. He took after his mother. She was an extraordinary woman," Ambrose praised.

"Where is she now?" I asked curiously.

"She is dead, along with my brother Walsh, the former Alpha. They both passed away in a 
tragic accident when Killian was seventeen," Ambrose answered.

"Oh!" I muttered quietly.

"That is so sad," my mother said.

"It is alright. Killian was a strong boy, and he is a stronger man now. He has lifted 
SilverMoon pack to greater heights," Ambrose stated with a smile.

"Exactly," my father and Alpha Eric chorused.

"Thank you all for accommodating me for this short while. I will be leaving now. Sahel, I 
will be seeing you next week. Take care of yourself before then," Ambrose stood up from 
the sofa, walked to me, and patted my shoulders.

"I will see you out," Alpha Eric stood up from his seat.

8. Anticipation 
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Three days have passed. I don't know what plagued my mind more: Ted trying to kill me or 
Alpha Killian's possible death. Ted plagued my dreams every time I closed my eyes, turning 
them into nightmares. While I was awake, I kept anticipating a call about Alpha Killian's 
demise. I don't wish him death, but it feels like the only outcome I can see right now.

It has only been three days, but it feels like an eternity waiting. I'm constantly in fear, 
though no one knows it. I can't tell anyone. Talia and I haven't spoken since that dreadful 
morning, and I'm too ashamed to face Leah. I don't think I'll be able to talk about anything 
with her without feeling guilty. I can't possibly burden her with my problems while she's 
dealing with her own. I know the problems at school won't magically disappear, even 
though my parents have gone to sort things out. Bullying doesn't just go away in a day.

I would have spoken to my mother about how I'm feeling, but I'm holding myself back. It's 
beautiful to see her acting positive. She has been gushing nonstop about how I'll soon be 
living my happily ever after. But will it really be my happily ever after? My father is a no-go 
area. I see his struggle trying to keep everything under control, and I don't intend on 
burdening him any further.

I know nothing about Killian. There's just a picture that I occasionally stare at. His eyes 
aren't welcoming in that photo; they hold anger and pain. He probably knows very little 
about me as well. Maybe he was also given a picture, but sadly, I fear the only thing he 
would know about me is that I have three dead mates on my tail.

"Sahel, what do you think about this dress?" my mother asked eagerly and excitedly. I 
glanced at the dress. It was indeed beautiful. I had chosen not to go to any shop to buy a 
dress. That would have made it the fourth time, and it would have been too traumatic and 
heart-wrenching for me. But my mother managed to nd a way. She brought the shop over 
to us at home. She paid one of the store attendants for a home service, and now we were 
in the sitting room going through several dresses.

"It's okay, but I would prefer something simpler," I responded truthfully. The dress was 
indeed beautiful, but it looked too extravagant for me. It was a maxi oral dress with 
rues running from the bust to the bottom and around it. It would have been perfect if I 
were a bit more excited, but I'm in pain.

"Sahel, this isn't too much. This is the fth dress you're rejecting, and they were all 
beautiful and okay," she reasoned, narrowing her eyes at me. Even the attendant, Lily, 
nodded her head in agreement.

I shrugged. "I just want it to be simple."

She sighed. "Sahel, are you okay? You've been acting off. Well... you're always off, but 
since the talk with the Alpha, you've been different. Is this about what Dean said, about you 
trying to—"

"I did not try to hurt myself," I cut her off. Some one was trying to hurt me 

"Then what happened?" she asked, worry lines creasing her forehead.

I glanced at Lily, who was watching us curiously. "It's nothing. Everything is just 
overwhelming," I said. I didn't want to talk about this in front of Lily. She's part of this pack, 
and I don't want more of my business out there. They already know I'm in pain, but they 
would be pleased if I were in more pain. I won't give them that satisfaction. "The dress is 

ne. I'll take it," I added, getting up from the couch.

My mother smiled. "But wouldn't you want to try it on?"

"I wear a size eight. If this dress is in size eight, it'll t. I'd like to rest now," I responded.

She nodded. "Sure, sure. Lily and I will sort out the rest of the things." She waved.

"Okay," I said, and I left the room.

Talia's bedroom door was slightly open when I got to the hallway. I peeped through the 
hole and saw her lying on her bed, facing outside the window.

Her breathing was quite stable. I knew she was awake, though. And then I heard it, a 
whimper. I almost missed it, but I heard it the second time. Talia was crying.

That was enough for me to enter her room. She jolted up from the bed immediately when 
she sensed a presence, my presence. Her eyes were bloodshot red, and she had a scowl 
on her face directed at me.

"Get out!" she yelled, pointing at the door.

I bit my lip in frustration, but I took a step closer. "I am so sorry, Talia. I didn't mean to hurt 
you. I didn't mean for all this to happen. I—"

"But it happened because of you. You f*****g ruined my life, and now you get to run off 
with an Alpha to some happy-ever-after!" she cut me off with her yelling.

"You know that is not true. You know the circumstances of my life, Talia. You know 
everything. You know I would never want to hurt you like this. You are my sister, and I love 
you!" I cried out as tears ran down my cheeks.

Talia stared at me for a few seconds, tears streaming down her eyes as well, before she 
fell to the ground, wailing and grunting in pain.

I forced myself to walk over to her, despite the possibility that she might push me away. I 
sat on the oor beside her and pulled her into my body. Surprisingly, she didn't resist. 
Instead, she cried against my chest, and I could feel her tears soaking my blouse.

"Why would Haden do this to me? Why would he treat me like that?" she cried.

I wrapped my hands around her tightly. "I want to say that he doesn't deserve you, Talia. He 
truly doesn't. Because you don't deserve that. It's partly my fault, not yours. You don't 
deserve to suffer because of my own problems."

"I'm so sorry, Sahel. I hurt you too. I was so angry. I know what you're going through, but I 
had to release the pain that I was feeling, and I ended up dumping it on you. I'm really 
sorry," she said, pulling away from me and wiping her eyes.

"I know you didn't mean to. I just felt bad. You, Leah, Mom, and Dad are all suffering 
because of me," I smiled sadly. "I don't know what to do to x all of this."

She smiled back, equally sad. "I can't imagine what you're going through right now. Mom 
says you really don't want this mating thing with Alpha Killian. I understand, but maybe this 
is what you need, a fresh start somewhere different. I don't want you to go away, but I fear 
you'll suffer more in this pack."

"I know," I sighed. "But what if he doesn't make it that day, like the others? What would 
happen to me then?" I wiped the tears from my face.

"We will be here for you regardless," she said, pulling me into another hug. This would have 
been a good time to talk about what Ted did, but I still didn't. Talia was still healing, and I 
didn't want to dump my problems on her.

"Thank you," I said, nding a bit of comfort in her arms.

****

It was around ve in the evening. I had just woken up from my nap, which ended tragically 
because of Ted. Now, I was sitting on the ground in the graveyard. In my dreams, he 
succeeded. Dean was there, but he was watching and smiling as Ted sucked out life from 
me. All I could do was cry, and no one came to save me, and then darkness ,then I would 
wake up. It has become a recurring nightmare every time I sleep.

I couldn't possibly continue like this. Would this demon follow me to the SilverMoon pack? 
Would Ted come for me again?, to nish me off, why was he doing this? 

Was he watching me right now?

Even if I managed to tell Alpha Eric, there would be no evidence. Dean would not support 
me, and no one would believe me, even with my family's support.

"I hope you guys are not suffering as I am. I hope you all found peace," I said. It was 
something I repeated each time I visited their graves. They were all good to me. They didn't 
deserve to be six feet under. It should have been someone like Ted.

"I'm getting mated in four days' time," I chuckled sheepishly to the stones carved with their 
names. They were buried side by side, so I sat in the middle, facing Paul's gravestone. 
Justin was on his right, just a meter away, while Tyler was on his left, a few meters away. 
"He is an Alpha. Maybe he will survive. Maybe whatever is inside me that got to you guys 
won't be strong enough to put him down," I added.

I paused for a second as a lone tear slipped from my eye.

"I don't want him to die!" I cried. "They will hate me even more. More people will despise 
me. My family will suffer even more. My mother is ecstatic. She's grinning from ear to ear. 
Her positivity is beautiful. I wish I could feel what she's feeling right now."

I pushed my hair behind my ears and adjusted my sitting position. "I'm trying to be strong, 
but I feel like I'm crumbling with each passing day. This mating thing isn't the solution I 
want, but it might be the solution I need if Alpha Killian survives. I would be able to leave 
this place, and my family might regain some normalcy again."

I exhaled deeply. Maybe Janet and Faith will hate me less if they knew I wouldn't be 
staying in the same pack with them. They even suggested I get kicked out. They're right. I 
understand their pain. They must feel worse than I do. No parent deserves to lose a child. 
No one deserves to go through that. No one. 

I paused again, but this time because I heard rustling bushes close by. I snapped my head 
in that direction and immediately got up from the ground.

I froze when I saw Ted come into view. There was a smirk on his face. "You really talk a lot, 
don't you? You couldn't just stay still the other day, could you?" he said, coming closer.

I stepped back, warning him, "Don't come closer."

"Why? I think you and I should have lots of fun. I'm sure they would love to watch," he 
gestured at their graves.

I frowned. That was disrespectful.

He got closer, but I wouldn't allow him to do this. So, I did the only thing I could do to 
defend myself: I shifted.

He didn't expect that. A frown settled on his face. I growled loudly at him. I denitely 
wasn't strong enough to take him down, but I had the advantage now. I was faster in my 
wolf form, and I made a run for it. Thankfully, I was close to the pack house. He wouldn't 
think to pursue me there. He wouldn't want anyone to nd out what he intended to do. And 
so, I continued running and running, despite the several stares I got from passersby. I kept 
running until I reached home.

Alpha Killian’s Cursed Mate / The Proposal


	Page 1

