Maximus had warned me of the consequences if
anyone even heard us joking inappropriately.
Imagine how I'll be treated when they discover
I've felt the mate bond with my stepbrother. !

My mother would kick me out, and I'd be seen as
a lewd creature. As if my pheromones hadn't

already made me feel filthy.

[ put on an old dress and left my room for
breakfast, hoping to learn what was going on in
the mansion.

Since Charlotte stayed up until 5 a.m., her

mother couldn't wake her. So, it was just the two
of us.

- As I sat down, I noticed the man fro




omelet for you. It's a new recipe, and I know how
much you like it my mother said brightly to my ;
stepbrother. But I noticed they seemed quite
hostile towards her.

Emmet tapped his fork in his plate, but instead
of accepting the plate she offered, he just stared

at her.

"Emmet! She's trying her best to get along with
you. At least make an effort; Lord McQuoid
complained, but his son only rolled his eyes.

I didn't want to see him that way, but he was so
masculine and oddly attractive. My gaze then
shifted to Norman, sitting beside him, his
perfectly pressed light silver shirt with Lhe
sleeves rolled up just past his elbows 0!

his muscular arms.

1 qmckly looked away, r




~ The only good thing was that I didn't have an
active wolf, so after the initial mate call, there
was no way he could know we shared the mate
bond.

But if he somehow remembers, I'm doomed.

“I'm done . Emmet suddenly stood, causing
Norman to glance up at him. He then looked
over at their father and noticed that Emmet's
abrupt departure was going to upset him.

"I have some meetings | need to finish before the
storm. Also, I've asked Emmet for help,” Norman
quickly got up after his brother. I wondered if he
was telling the truth or just making up an excuse
to cover for him. The moment he offered that
excuse, their father seemed to relax.

"Ah, right. I'm glad Emmet is taking an inter:
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dn’t known them for long, but Norman struck:
me as someone extremely image-conscious. The
way he dressed, accessorized—everything was

so precise and expensive.

Emmet, on the other hand, was the complete
opposite. His coat was disheveled, his shirt
wrinkled, and he hadn't even bothered to tuck it

into his pants. His tie was loose and askew.

“Helanie! I'm so glad you joined us for breakfast.
I've been wondering why you've been avoiding
us, but then Emma told me that you're an
introvert and don't enjoy being around people.
That's why I stopped asking for you. But I'm glad
you made the effort today,” Lord McQuoid
explained, clearly relieved by the excuses they'd
made for my absence. A knot formed in my
stomach.

It broke my heart that, instead of just th




offered eagerly, desperate to mg'ratlate herself
- with these people. She left with Lord McQuoid,
Jeaving me alone with Charlotte and Aunt Emma.

“Helanie! Why don't you make yourself useful?®
Aunt Emma's sharp tone caught me off guard as
she got up from the table, carefully filling a tray

with small portions of every dish.

“What do you want me to do?" I asked, prepared
to endure any challenge. | noticed a secretive
glance exchanged between Emma and Charlotte
before Aunt Emma set the tray in front of me.
“The brothers didn't join us because of you. Why
don't you take this tray of food to one of them?*

Her request shocked me.

[ was new in the mansion—why would I be the
one asked to bring them food? They should be:

ey




"Kaye is the youngest of the brothers. He sre ally
sick today, so he'd appreciate it if you took h1s~
food upstairs,” Charlotte chimed in, agreeing
with her mother. | turned my head,
contemplating my options.

"Come on, didn't you see how worried your
mother looked? Help her out by dealing with the
brothers yourself, and convince them you didn't
come here to steal their money or live off them,’
Aunt Emma insisted, standing behind me and
pushing me to get out of my chair. 2

I really didn't want to do it, but she wasn't wrong
about my mother being worried. She didn't

deserve to be punished by the brothers because

of me.




shove forward.

The tray was heavier than | expected—or maybe
I was just feeling light-headed. I took it and

made my way upstairs, but deep down, I had a
gnawing feeling that [ was making a mistake. 8
But it was too late to turn back. I was already on

the second floor, standing before the door with

the black knob.

Before I could knock, Aunt Emma rushed up
behind me, swiftly turning the doorknob and
pushing the door open. I didn't like what she did.
Why didn't she knock? 3

“Just leave it inside,” she whispered, then quickly

stepped back and headed downstairs,,leavmg
in a difficult situation.
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- "Who the fuck is in my room!”

His voice boomed from inside the bathroom,
dripping with menace. I inmediately regretted
coming here.




