MATED TO THE BEASTLY ALPHA CHAPTER 146

) her room, where she is settled on-
sed, after which Marisol goes to

‘shut the door, hearing it lock with a
click.

"What's going on?" Lily asked, wide-
eyed

Marisol, looking to catch her breath
after the display that leaves Lily
perplexed, rushes out a question, one
from the multitude of the questions she
currently has, "Who were they?"

Lily has a wry smile on her lips as she
responds. "My closest friends." There's

a beat of silence, and on noting that
wasn't enough for Marisol, she adds,
“We've known each other since we were
pups, and I'm sure we all share a mutual
trust and understanding.”

Marisol's curiosity remains unstated, so
she presses on, "Why are they so

the pack?’




she supplies, visibly relaxing on
owing the reason for Marisol's
previous display.

"So, why didn't you tell them about me?”
Marisol asked, her eyes probing for an
explanation.

Lily averted her gaze momentarily, and
when she looked back at Marisol, a
newfound seriousness shone in her
eyes. "I can't reveal anything to anyone
outside the pack house. | took an oath,
you know that much.’

A subtle smile played on Marisol's lips.
She had her right where she wanted her.
And so far, her body language was
open. She nods in understanding,
encouraging Lily to share more.

'| can't prompt or leave hints. It would /i
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betray the oath,’ Lily continued “l can
not do anything to affect my integrity."
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' Lily sighed, a trace of exaspera
crossing her features as her should
slumped. “Yeah. We were pretending.
Our act was a mess, wasn't it? Please
don't ask how they know. Remember,

they know a lot about witches, oddly
enough, and the ones that have .
trespassed into our territory. They have:
their means.” <

“Fair enough.” Marisol shrugs, “B
don't you use the term, ‘we'?" '




t and what | can freely discuss
'them

Lily finally breaks into a small, genuine
smile as she hums, “Yes, we're a team. |
am, however, still bound by an oath and
wouldn't give them any sensitive
information, and they know not to ask,
but there are other purposes | serve. We
do have a lot of information on
technically everything, since, like | said,
they always somehow end up finding
something out, and we have, for a while
now, been trying to decipher the
prophecy and have come 1o a few
theories that could be useful. And yes,
you can ask them anything.”

"perfect” Marisol sighs, content, as she
absorbs all the new information.

"|s the interrogation over?" Lily teases,
her eyes gleaming with a playful glint.




later, Marisol “ she says, making a little
‘wave as she makes for the door.

At the door, she suddenly spins around,
gaining Marisol's attention, “Maybe the
prophecy is not as complicated as we
think because just your presence here
has undoubtedly made a huge
difference. At first, Cedric's attacks
were unregulated and brutal, but from
the moment you stepped foot into this
pack, the pattern changed completely
and last night, there were reports that
he didn't attack at all. Maybe the end is
closer than we think. Maybe you'll be
able to go home soon t00.”

Marisol thinks about Lily's words until
night falls and darkness paints the
corners of her room. It looked like
keeping an eye on Cedric had worked,
but uncertainty lingered. Could it really
be that her presence had influenced a
change in his actions? If so, why and




‘Once again, Marisol finds herself going
back to the hidden castles in search of
answers, and upon arriving, panic grips
her at not finding Cedric in his usual
position, striking his signature pose.
The throne room was empty, save for
her jittery figure. Had she arrived too
late? Did the wolf leave earlier in order
to avoid getting his plans thwarted by
Marisol? Was it already out there
wrecking havoc within the pack?

The eerie silence within the castle only
works to heighten her apprehension,
leaving her with a myriad of questions
about Cedric's whereabouts and
intentions.

Marisol's plan to keep a vigilant eye on
him was seemingly unraveling as she
struggled to locate the elusive

werewolf. Questions swirl in her mind. g
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change in his action
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Jis wolf, she catches a whiff of
'something appealing in the air and
immediately succumbs, following it.

She hadn't realized just how hungry
she'd been until now, the scent bringing
her to the large dining area where,
surprisingly, Cedric was seated,
indulging in a feast fit for a king at the
head of the table and seemingly
unaware of the new presence.

Marisol froze in the doorway of the
large dining hall within the hidden
castle, her eyes widening at the sight
before her. Cedric was SO engrossed in
his meal that he either genuinely hadn't
noticed her or was consciously not
paying any heed to her.

The aroma of dishes wafts through the
air tantalizingly, making her stomach
growl involuntarily. What surprised her
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e'd never admit Iooked almos B

endearing before he collected htmselﬁtl -
wiping his lips with a handkerchief.

"It's great to see that you have friends."
She quips, a challenging glintin her
eyes as she gestures toward the set-out
plate. "Didn't think a lone wolf like you
would need company.’

She wasn't sure what to name the ugly
feeling, twisting her guts at the thought
of Cedric eating with a faceless person.

'"Friends?" he scoffs, raising an eyebrow.
'Do you think my life is a pack
gathering?"

"Well, considering your track record, it's
hard to imagine you sharing a meal with
someone willingly.” Marisol retorts,
keeping an air of indifference.




Marisol is momentarily rendered
speechless, her lips opening and
closing like a fish out of the water
before she bites back, 'Flawed decision-
making? | think any judgment is pretty
rich coming from someone who turns
into a bloodthirsty monster at night.”

Cedric quietly goes back to eating,
unfazed by her remarks. He gestures to
the empty seat in front of him. “You can
stay or leave. But | think you'd be
brainless to pass up a meal this good.”

“I'm not hungry. And I'd rather starve
than dine with a monster like you."
Marisol fired back, still admittedly
pissed at his previous jab.

“Why? Afraid my wolf would start
craving a different kind of meal,” Cedric
says, smug, and Marisol rolls her eyes,




penetrating gaze. "You're st ;
give you that. But hunger has a way of
breaking even the strongest of wills.”

Marisol scoffs, eyes everywhere except
at the feast spread out on the table that
beckons her closer, "l don't need your
charity or your threats. | told you that |
wasn't hungry, and even if | was, | could
find my own food."

Cedric's sigh sounds exhausted and
done as he sets his fork down, the glint
of gold in his eyes intensifying. " didn't
peg you for a liar, but I'd rather not dwell
on that right now. Now, if you value your
safety, | suggest you sit and eat. My
wolf detests the scent of weak
werewolves, and you very much fit into
that box right now, so grab a plate
before we decide to make you the meal
for tonight instead.”

Undeterred, Marisol maintains her
prideful facade, arms NOW (
front of her. "l don't intend 1
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ﬂbOd to galn by mouthing off at thé
very unstable man. Said man's eyes
narrow at her as he says.

“Stubborn and foolish. You can't avoid
hunger, and you certainly can't outrun
me if | intend on keeping you here
tonight.”

Ignoring his warning, Marisol remains
defiant. "I don't plan on running. I'm just
not bending to your will"

Cedric's expression shifts, his eyes now
fully revealing the golden hue that is no
doubt his wolf surfacing. "You think you
can defy the instincts that govern us?
You can't escape the hunger, Marisol."

The growl that accompanies his words
sends a tingle dancing along Marisol's
skin, an inexplicable thrill
accompanying the fear she fe s,
distractedly wondered-lf he

held a double mean
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He abruptly rises from his seat, his
movements predatory as he closes the
distance between them. Marisol felt her-
heart rate pick up as he drew closer
until they stood face to face, their
breaths mingling in the charged
atmosphere. It was obvious that his
wolf was now very present.

‘Do you really think | wouldn't find you,
wherever you hide and rip you apart?”
He asks, a rough edge to his voice.

Marisol forces back a nervous gulp,
fists balling as she struggles to remain
still. Cedric's eyes bore into hers with an
intensity that was almost scalding, "You
can't hide from me. | can sense you, and
| won't rest until | find you.'

Marisol meets his gaze defiantly, her
wolf soaring at the proximity, even
though the confrontation is the direct
opposite of what it would rath: P
“Your threats don't scar

back, and Cedric laug




'pull”Try me then. Run. | dare you."

"I don't plan on running, Cedric.' She
breathes out, voice airer than she
would've liked.

Cedric picks that exact moment to lean
impossibly closer, his breath brushing
against her skin. "You underestimate
the power of our second nature. It
craves what it wants, and right now, it
wants you.’

Marisol's heart jumped, the air crackling
with an unspoken challenge, each word
exchanged carrying a weight that hinted
at the underlying power dynamics
between them.

Marisol should have been terrified, but
her wolf seemed to revel in the

closeness, resonating with his scent:in o

a way that defied logic.




There's a beat of silence where Cedric
looks caught between a plethora of
emotions he should be feeling at her
answer until she adds, "But | won't be
staying here either

Cedric chuckles, a low, menacing sound
that bounces around in the expansive
dining hall. "You're brave, I'll give you
that he notes, his feet kick back into
action, and now he's circling her as if
assessing the resolve in her stance.
"But bravery won't save you when my
wolf decides it's time to hunt.”

Marisol's fists ball tighter, refusing to let
his words unnerve her. “Like | said, your
threats don't scare me,' she declares,
eyes narrowing. 'I've faced worse.’

He pulls to an abrupt halt, his eyes
locked into hers as he muses, "Worse
you say'?" The chuckle that follo.. [




aks, Marisol does not m
1 ensﬂy in his voice Therewas
a struggle within him, a battle between |
the human and the beast that resided
within. It intrigues her despite the >
danger it poses.

She takes a bold step closer, the
distance between them completely
dlsappearing "I'm not here to challenge
you," she says, her tone softer now,
almost imploring. "l just want answers.”

Cedric looks to study her for a moment,
his gaze flickering with a mixture of
emotions that defied the aggressive
facade he projected. "Answers?" he
echoes, as if the concept was foreign to
him. "And what makes you think | owe
you any explanations?’

Marisol holds his gaze, her own eyes
unwavering. "We're both stuck. Maybe
we can heIp each other out." She S8
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You have nc
ourself into”

With that, Cedric turned away, walkinfg?;' 2
back to his seat at the head of the table.
The atmosphere shifts again, the
charged energy dissipating, leaving
Marisol grappling with a strange
mixture of apprehension and
fascination.

“Eat” he commanded, settling in his
seat. “I had them set the other side of
the table for you. You're almost
completely drained.”

Marisol's feet move, surprising herself
as she takes the seat next to him
instead. She could still feel the tips of
her fingers quivering with aftershocks
from the encounter.

“You are right about me not knowing
what | got myself into. But maybe | was
never given a choice in the first place ,
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‘ d hum is. punched out er
quts as the taste hits her taste buds.

She could still feel Cedric's eyes boring
into her skin, but she was now suddenly
too hungry to be self-conscious.
Another groan escapes her lips, and he
shifts in his seat.

She finally looked over at him, and he
was holding his utensils in a vice-like
grip. They looked to be serving more as
a grounding device than anything.

“Never allow yourself to be this hungry
again.” He commands, dominance
wafting off him in waves.

Marisol ignores his words, tearing her

eyes away. To be fair, she had no idea
that she'd been this hungry in the first

place.
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