pmvoke me, but to insult my famlly—my nep 2
—s0 casually? Unforgivable. She had crossed a
line, mocking what she didn't understand. I had
been too lenient, far too patient, trying to keep
her in line for the sake of my plan. But now? Now,
she had earned my full, unfiltered wrath.

Ellen was a constant disruption, a wrench in
every carefully laid plan. Every time I adjusted my
strategy, she found a way to derail it. I loathed
the fact that someone so infuriating could also
hold my attention in a way | couldn't ignore.

Kael stood beside me, his expression set in stone,
fury barely restrained. He adored Elliot, like
anyone with a heart would. And this? This was an

insult to him as much as it was to me.




Ellen emerged from her room. And then the truth
became painfully clear—the caretaker had lied.
Ellen had been the victim.

“Fuck " Kael muttered under his breath.

[ didn't respond. My grip on the armrest
tightened, but my face remained a mask of calm,
though beneath the surface, [ seethed. The
audacity of that bitch. And Ellen, I had doubted
her, and worse, I had believed she insulted my

nephew. Fuck, indeed.

But there was more at stake than my personal
grudges. Ellen was still a piece in this game I was
playing. I needed her. Now, I had wronged her,
and I needed to make amends if I wanted this act

of mine to look convincing.

"Should I get the caretaker?" Kael ask.ed. Hisji
knuckles had turned white. |




said, "Unit D20, bring me Mrs. Fuller.

Then I waited until the door of my office was
knocked on and opened, and in walked the snake -
in the grass.

"Mrs. Fuller, I hope it's not too early for a little
discussion." I said casually, as much as my anger
allowed.

She deemed herself worthy of smiling at me. “Of
course not, your majesty. What is the matter?"

"It's about the unfortunate incident yesterday. I
want to assure you that the perpetrator will be

punished severely.

She did not miss a beat, nor did she even
contemplate, she just went with it, her tone
turning slightly snide. "That would be prefer' ed,




A ually in my lap. My face remained neutral,

carefully masking the rage that simmered
beneath the surface. Mrs. Fuller was predlctable
at least. I allowed her to continue, playing the
part I needed to for now.

"Yes.' | said, my voice smooth as ice, "it's a shame,
really. She should have known better.

Mrs. Fuller, emboldened by what she perceived
as my agreement, leaned in, her face lighting up
with smug satisfaction. "Exactly, Alpha. She is
nothing but a mutt, pretending to be more than
she is. These... outsiders, these wcakv-bloods,
they have no place among us. The very fact that
you've allowed her to stay for this long is a
testament to your generosity, but she'll only drag
you down." She shook her head in mock
sympathy. "Her type never learns, do they?"
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_causes even more trouble.

Unforgivable!"

Her arrogance was almost amusing, but my min
was already moving three steps ahead. I could
feel the cold fury simmering just beneath the
surface, but I couldn't let it show—yet. Instead, I
maintained my calm, letting her dig her own
grave. It was always the satisfying part, to just
give them the shovel and let them do the work

themselves.

"You raise some good points,' I said, my voice
measured, "her behavior has been unacceptable.
But tell me, Mrs. Fuller, what do you think should

be done about it?"

She smiled, her eyes gleaming with vindictive
glee that made my stomach turn with disgust.
"Well, your majesty, someone like her ne ds t

taught a lesson. I heard..." she whisp d, loo
- NI




' ing. "It would restore order, Alpha. S
them all that you're not to be trifled with: i ]

“Perhaps you're right;" I mused, my tone
indifferent. "Her kind doesn't seem to learn
otherwise."

Mrs. Fuller practically beamed, basking in what
she thought was my approval. "Exactly, your
majesty,’ she agreed.

"Perhaps I can give you a little compensation in

that regard, that is, if you are interested.”

She sat a little straighter. "Of course, I am

interested," she said quickly.

"Would you like to see the perpetrator punished
in my white room?" I asked her. "The victim
could even punish the perpetrator.” 2

"Truly?" she asked, her voice tinged with
excitement.

"Of course.”
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