He: W

“Itis easy for you to make up rules for others.
You don't need to go out and find work or think
about where you would be sleeping for the
night. I am scared and alone, and [ am trying to
do my best to still find a way to make my life
worth living. So, no! I won't allow you to judge
me or tell me that I am disqualified' I hissed, a
large tear finally breaking from the corner of my

eye.

The frown on his forehead unfolded. and he

finally stepped back from me.

“You don't have a place to crash at?" he asked as
if I hadn't told the brothers that I wouldn't be

going back home. |

‘[ left my pack forever," I muttered, not
hesitating in my responses.

"But why?" His tone softened a lot, but that ¢
mean he would be humble with me.




> ~‘&screet, not explammg in detail what had
initially led me to leave. 2

But it was true that my stepbrother had always
asked my father to make me marry some rich old
werewolf.

Maximus looked lost, but I could tell he did not

expect that to be my response.

“Augh!” With a stretch to his neck, he groaned in

exasperation.

"If you needed work, you should come to me or
your stepbrothers,’ he said, and the way he
phrased it made me smile sarcastically.

“Stepbrothers? I thought you guys kicked me
out. And as for your brother, which one are you
talking about? Norman? [ would rather trust the

men from those hostess bars than your brother:




[ just silently watched him go through a plethéfé :
of emotions and then nod his head when he
came up with some kind of plan.

‘I will speak to your mother and let her lend you
money.” The minute he said that, I shook my
head as aggressively as I could.

"No! I am not taking anyone's money." My tone
was much more stern this time. Even he
narrowed his eyes at me to make sure he was

hearing me right. 2
‘But you would rather—" I didn't let him finish.

“Yes, I would rather earn it on my own"

He tilted his head, his nostrils ﬂarmg atmy

stubbornness.




was for her to hug me just once so i
feel the warmth of her love and forget about the
harsh world that had torn me apart. She couldn't

do any of that, so screw her money. 2

“Fine. I will hire you and pay you by the hour;" he
said, placing his hands on his waist and facing
me, making me take a deep breath.

‘[ work at a personal garage where [ make
weapons, and then those samples are sent to the
warehouse where they're produced in
abundance. I need someone to clean my
workspace in the garage, so tell me, are you up
for the task?" [ watched him zone out,

‘Ugh! You will be cooking and cleaning—" I had to
cut him off because at this point he was just
repeating himself with the same kind of

information.

‘I know—" 1 snapped.

vl

"Then why aren't you taking my ) 1




‘Why? Why would you offer me work?" I tllted
my head, my arms folded across my chest.

“You do realize I can disqualify you, right? What
i1s this attitude for? You should be grateful I'm
giving you work and not kicking you out of the
back hostel" He made me secretly roll my eyes at
him, but he wasn't wrong. He could use this
information against me to finally get rid of me,
just like he and Norman wanted. So I'm guessing -
he felt pity for me and decided to offer me a job.

“Fine, I will do the job," [ replied, and he closed
his eyes, stretching his neck almost like he

wanted me to thank him a million times.

"Get in the car; I will drop you at the shelter," he
scoffed and led me in. Well, as expected, he
made me sit in the backseat because being seen

with him would not only make}him look




| out of the’car,“and

the area looked so creepy. Once [ arrived, I i
entered the hostel to find everyone else asleep. i i
LRt
In fact, even the guy who was supposed to pick
g it

me up had come after I believe he couldn't find
me.

I didn't realize how much time had passed while
[ was talking to Maximus. It was almost like time

had stopped.

I reached my mattress and sat down, trying not

to make noise to wake anyone. However, soon

my stomach started growling, and I remembered
the candidates were supposed to receive food ?; !

from the royal academy's kitchen today.

I sneakily got up again and left ‘tahgil i
e




me to watch the trees sway in the wmd whlle [
ate.

However, after eating a good amount, my

stomach was no longer the issue. Loneliness
started to consume me, and I recalled how I had

gotten myself tangled in yet another awkward
situation today.

How did my life turn into a shithole like this?







