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Chapter 91 Pregnancy 

Kyle's POV: 

 

I was heartbroken to see Lucy crying. 

 

Obviously, I loved her. But fate always liked to play tricks on lovers. We were both victims of politics. 

 

Prince Richard was not a kind lycan at all. If we dared to ruin his plan, he would not let us get away with 

it so easily. 

 

Lucy and I planned to elope out of desperation. But on the day before we were supposed to elope, I 

received a letter stating that I had gotten appointed as the director of teaching affairs department of the 

Royal Military School. It was the job of my dreams. Having this position meant that my life was about to 

change for the better. 

 

I thought about it the whole night, weighing my options. In the end, my career ambitions outweighed 

whatever Lucy and I had. I hid in a corner the next day, watching Lucy as she waited for me. No matter 

how many times I scolded myself for being a coward, I still couldn't give it up. 

 

I chose to betray Lucy and abandon our love. 

 

Surprisingly, Lucy didn't even blame me, which just made me feel even guiltier. She was actually happy 

for me and proud that I got appointed. 

 

Ever since then, I had been suffering from insomnia every night. And when I could finally manage to fall 

asleep, Lucy would haunt me in my dreams as a rabid cannibal, trying to eat me alive. I had pitched 

myself into a pit of endless pain, the conflicting feelings for love and career violently fighting for my 

heart. 

 

Yesterday was the day Prince Richard and Lucy formally accepted each other as mates. That was 

primarily the reason we agreed to make passionate love for the last time before officially rejecting and 

never contacting each other again. We just didn't expect for someone to catch us in the act. 

 

"Oh, hush now, Lucy." I stretched out a hand to comfort her. "It shouldn't be that serious. Romantic 

affairs are inevitable before one finds their destined mate." 

 

Lucy nodded, her sobs beginning to calm down. For a long time, she kept silent before finally speaking 

up. 

 

"Kyle, I'm pregnant." 

 

Her tone was flat. She had spoken as if her words didn't just send me into a fit of panic, like a ticking 

javascript:;


time bomb had landed right into my hands. 

 

"What are you talking about? Stop joking around, Lucy." My lips trembled. This was the last thing I had 

ever expected. 

 

"For more than a month already. I just didn't know how to tell you." Lucy broke out into sobs again. "I 

want to keep the baby, Kyle." 

 

"What? No way!" Without hesitation, I blurted out. "You have to abort it. We can't take care of it!" 

 

"No," Lucy firmly refused. She then picked up a cigarette and was about to light it. "I'm going to keep the 

baby. I don't want to abort it." 

 

I snatched the cigarette out of her hand. "Then don't smoke. How could you say you're keeping the baby 

and smoke at the same time?" 

 

Lucy rolled her eyes without even looking at me. "Besides, I'm officially Richard's fiancee now. There's 

no way in hell I'd be allowed to have an abortion. But don't worry about yourself. I already bribed the 

doctor to help me announce the child as Richard's. The only loose thread we have right now is that 

person who caught us. We have to find out whoever it is." Lucy's eyes glinted with cruelty as she patted 

the piano's lid, making a crisp sound. 

 

Lucy had already made up her mind and I knew there was no persuading her otherwise. I fished out the 

metal button in my pocket and stared at the clover carved onto it. "I found this button when I went back 

to inspect. Once I come up with the perfect excuse to check whose uniform is missing a button, then we 

can find that person." 

 

"Really?" Lucy's eyes lit up. She took the button and looked at it closely for herself. 

 

Nodding, I chuckled. "Actually, maybe that person will request for a new uniform soon. As the director 

of teaching affairs department, I now get notified about those things as soon as a request is filed." 

 

As if on cue, my phone buzzed with a notification. I checked the email and a smile crept up on my face. 

"Looks like we found the witness." 

Chapter 92 Confusion 

Sylvia's POV: 

 

After my classes, I headed straight back to my dorm room. Flora didn't arrive until much later. 

 

When she did get back, she quickly downed three glasses of water in just one breath. Her hair was all 

messed up and she clearly looked tired out. 

 

"What happened to you? Why are you panting so hard?" I sat up from my yoga mat, looking at her 
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curiously. 

 

"There was a pig on the loose at the school canteen. Blair saw me there and he told me to help catch the 

pig." Flora slipped her coat off and plopped down on a chair. "But I've also managed to acquire some 

information about that matter." 

 

I quickly stood up and pulled out a chair for myself. "Tell me everything." 

 

"Yesterday at noon, the lycan king and Prince Richard were out in the garden to talk about business. 

Apparently, Lucy happened to be there and meet them. Immediately, she and the prince fell in love with 

each other at first sight and discovered they were mates!" Clicking her tongue, Flora crossed her legs. 

"Can you believe that? Love at first sight only happen between attractive people!" 

 

"Is it really?" I frowned, trying to comb through the situation. That garden was in the depths of the 

imperial palace. Students of the military school were not normally allowed to go there, unless they had a 

pass. 

 

Flora shrugged in confusion. "So now, Lucy is Richard's fiancee. She officially dropped out of school and 

they're going to have the wedding very soon." 

 

That was the end of Flora's story. We both fell in silence. 

 

"But that man from last night..." My voice trailed off. Even though we couldn't quite see his face, I was 

certain just by hearing his voice and seeing his figure that he was definitely not Richard. 

 

"Is Lucy really that kind of she-wolf? During the day, she met Prince Richard and fell in love with him. But 

that very night, she also had sex with another man in the woods," Flora thought out loud, resting her 

chin on her palms. 

 

This also confused me, but it just worried me all the more that we had to bump into the affair. "Now I 

understand why they called for an emergency spot check last night." 

 

"My snacks!" Flora whined and fell limp on the table in exaggeration. I didn't think she realized how 

serious the matter at hand was just yet. 

 

"Flora, I don't think you're understanding this quite right." I sighed helplessly. 

 

Flora looked up at me. "Why? What's wrong? They didn't find my snacks, did they? If that's what you're 

worried about, then I won't eat snacks anymore." 

 

I bit my lip and decided to break the truth to her. "No. It means whoever that man Lucy was with was no 

ordinary guy that they were able to call for such an emergency spot check right away. Seeing how 

thorough and determined they were to find the witness, I'm guessing it's likely that they are going to do 

anything to keep their secret safe. Including killing the witness." 



 

Flora gasped and sat upright. "Oh, god. You're right. What are we going to do?" 

 

At this time, someone knocked on our door. Flora jumped into her bed in a panic and asked, "Who could 

that be?" 

 

Vigilantly, I walked to the door and opened it, only to find that it was just a she-wolf from a room 

downstairs. She was here to borrow a tennis racket from Flora. 

 

Once the she-wolf was gone, Flora closed the door and sighed in relief. "That scared me to death! 

 

By the way, do you think your button fell off in the woods?" Flora turned to me. 

 

I nodded. "That's what I was thinking. But when I went back to look for it, it wasn't there anymore." 

 

"Do you think they found it?" Flora grabbed her hair anxiously. "It's a good thing you didn't wear that 

uniform this morning." 

 

"Don't worry. I already requested for a new uniform. Once I get it, we should have nothing to worry 

about." I hoped my words comforted Flora. "For now, this is our little secret, okay?" 

 

Flora frowned in concern. "Okay." 

 

There was another knock on the door. Flora casually walked over to open it, thinking it would be the 

same she-wolf again. But this time, it was for me. Outside our door was a man wearing a hat, holding a 

large box. He handed me a pen and paper, asking me to sign for the package. 

Chapter 93 A Mysterious Gif 

Sylvia's POV: 

 

There was no information about the sender on the box, which I found was quite heavy. 

 

Flora gave the box a light shake before helping me put it down. "It's so heavy! Do you think it's a bomb?" 

 

I grew hesitant and suddenly didn't want to open the box anymore. The box was just plain white, 

without any logo or anything printed on top of it. It did, however, emit a faint fragrance. 

 

"Should I open it?" I looked at Flora nervously. 

 

Flora violently shook her head. "No, no, no. What if Lucy found us out and sent a bomb to kill us?" 

 

"Mm, I don't really think she would do something that blatant." 

 

If anything, I was expecting a more secret attack from them. Using a bomb would just create trouble for 
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everyone. 

 

Just as I was about to open the box, Yana stopped me. 

 

"Retreat! Abort mission!" Yana screamed in my head. 

 

I stopped in my tracks and took a step back. Seeing my sudden reaction, Flora also stepped back. 

 

"What was that? What's wrong, Sylvia?" 

 

"I think we should be prepared for whatever it is when I open it..." I said, pretending to be calm. 

 

Flora nodded and immediately went for a tin bucket and placed it on her head, while I opted for a 

washbasin as my helmet. Both of us took our thick quilts from the beds and wrapped ourselves in it. 

 

I grabbed a clothesline pole and used it to poke the box. "Okay... I'm going to open it now." 

 

With the bucket trembling on her head, Flora replied, "Okay... I'm ready. This iron bucket should protect 

me from whatever it is!" 

 

I closed my eyes and pulled the box cover off with the pole. "It's open!" 

 

We waited for a few seconds, but there didn't seem to be any explosion. Carefully, I put down the pole 

and walked over. Inside the box, there was a neatly folded champagne gold dress with matching shoes 

and jewelry. 

 

Seeing that I didn't explode, Flora felt safe enough to come over as well. She gasped when she saw the 

items inside. "What a gorgeous dress! Who's it from?" 

 

I saw a card placed beside the dress and picked it up. Instantly, I realized who it was from. 

 

"Well, go on and read it! Hurry! Who on earth could be this romantic? Who?" Flora urged excitedly. 

 

I smiled shyly and opened the card, seeing that familiar handwriting on it. 

 

"Sylvia, the dress and shoes are custom made for you. I think they will suit you very well. I have already 

requested for you to take a leave on Friday afternoon. Just wait for me in your dormitory." Flora read 

out the first part with a swooning voice. "Oh, my god! Who is this man? He's so considerate. He actually 

knows your exact size!" 

 

I blushed. "Oh, stop it, Flora." 

 

"Okay, fine. I won't read the rest of it. I'll let you enjoy this cute moment for yourself." Flora teased and 

smiled mischievously. 



 

Biting my lip, I read the rest of the message, making my heart beat faster. Rufus told me to wait for him 

in my dormitory. That meant he was coming to pick me up personally. I gazed at his signature affixed on 

the bottom and didn't want to look away. I wanted to see him immediately. 

 

"Is it from Prince Rufus?" Flora had that look on her face when she could smell juicy gossip. "Your 

blushing face tells me that I'm right!" 

 

"Stop it, Flora!" I turned around, trying to hide the fact that I had turned red as a tomato. "We have 

nothing to do with each other." 

 

Flora refused to believe a word I said. Thinking that I was still too stubborn to admit to her, she added, "I 

did hear that Prince Rufus treats you differently. There are a lot of rumors going around about it. So, tell 

me! Are the two of you in love?" 

 

Chapter 94 Gossipy Flora 

Sylvia's POV: 

 

"No, there's nothing going on between us," I quickly denied and threw the card back into the box to hide 

it. 

 

But Flora squinted suspiciously and touched her chin. "If you two are not in love, why does he have to 

give you such a precious gift? Just the dress alone is from a top luxury brand that even rich werewolves 

can't easily buy, not to mention the jewelry and other accessories. All of them are invaluable." 

 

As she spoke, she slowly approached me. "I also heard that you lived in Prince Rufus' palace before you 

entered the academy." 

 

I swallowed hard, stunned by her words. I didn't expect that she could be this sharp at times. 

 

"Flora, let me explain. I..." 

 

"Sylvia..." Flora interrupted before I could even start explaining. She smiled and said, "Haven't you had 

any intimate interaction with each other? Prince Rufus always looks cold and abstinent in public. But 

what does he look like in private? Is he like a crazy beast that pounces on you and eats you up?" 

 

The more she spoke, the more excited she became. She even shook my hand and added, "Come on, tell 

me. How intimate are you?" 

 

I withdrew my hand and smiled awkwardly. I couldn't help recalling those moments I spent with Rufus. 

The first time he picked me up in his arms, the high temperature of his palms, his gaze at me when he 

spoke, his smell, and his heartbeat... Everything seemed to be engraved in my bones and had become 

indelible marks. 
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"Have you two kissed?" Flora wouldn't give up easily. 

 

"No, of course not! Will you please stop assuming?" I covered my hot face. Remembering that brief kiss 

we had shared that day made me feel like I was burning. 

 

"You're lying." Flora seemed to feel that she had caught me, so she looked complacent. "Don't be shy. 

It's normal for girls to talk about some in-depth topics, okay?" 

 

I pushed her away angrily. "Don't make fun of me, Flora. I really have nothing to do with Prince Rufus." 

 

She pursed her lips and finally stopped teasing me. "All right. But I really think that you and Prince Rufus 

are a perfect match. It will be wonderful if you two can be together." 

 

I lowered my head and smiled, feeling helpless in my heart. "Flora, don't forget that I'm just a slave. I 

have no right to even dream of being with a prince." 

 

"Why not? As long as you love each other, everything else doesn't matter," Flora countered. 

 

A sense of bitterness surged up in my heart. Love was such an extravagant word, and I never dared to 

ask for it. 

 

"I'm only grateful to Prince Rufus. That's all." No matter how much I liked him, I couldn't say it out loud 

just like that. I didn't want to make things difficult for him. 

 

"Oh, poor Prince Rufus! He's being denied," Flora exclaimed exaggeratedly. 

 

I shook my head, walked to the window, and looked up at the starry sky. "Flora, I'm very rational now. 

Since Prince Rufus is willing to help me and send me to this academy to study, I will always keep the 

debt of gratitude I owe him in my heart. I will also serve the royal family in the future and..." 

 

I paused, turned around, winked, and smiled at her. Then I continued, "Prince Rufus sent me the dress 

only because he wanted me to be his partner at the ball. So please don't think too much about it." 

 

"Okay, if you say so," Flora said with a pout. Obviously, she was not convinced. "You're a very capable 

she-wolf, and Prince Rufus is discerning. That is why he defied others' opinions and persuaded them to 

let you study in this academy. It's just a pity that I can't see you two together." 

 

I reached out and pinched her pouting mouth. "Hey, cheer up! I know you only want what's good for 

me. I will do my best to become stronger and get rid of my identity as a slave. And you have to work 

hard too." 

 

My words made Flora smile again. "Rumors have it that Prince Rufus is terrifying, moody, cold-blooded, 

and cruel. Is that true?" 



Chapter 95 Photos 

Flora's POV: 

 

"No. They just misunderstand him. Prince Rufus is actually a very gentle lycan. He is not cruel or cold-

blooded. On the contrary, he is very considerate," Sylvia explained. Her voice was soft, and her eyes 

seemed to be covered with a layer of mist, deep and quiet. 

 

I nodded to show that I believed her. But I felt more intrigued. Obviously, she was deeply in love with 

Prince Rufus, but she just refused to admit it. 

 

"He just doesn't like to talk, so others think he's cold," Sylvia added. Every word she said was praising 

Prince Rufus. 

 

My long-lost passion was ignited. I felt that I had to try every means to bring her and Prince Rufus 

together. A handsome lycan and a beautiful she-wolf. Such a perfect match, wasn't it? But before that, I 

had to do something more important. 

 

"Sylvia, come on, try this dress on." I shoved Sylvia towards the gift box. "If you keep praising him, it will 

be dawn when you finish talking." 

 

"Flora!" Her face flushed. 

 

She got angry and embarrassed at the same time. I pinched her smooth cheek, acting like a hooligan. "I 

can't wait any longer." 

 

Sylvia rolled her eyes at me, at a loss for words. She then walked into the bathroom with the dress. 

 

I rubbed my hands together, looking forward to seeing her come out with the dress on. 

 

Sure enough, she took me by surprise when she came out. Her fair and flawless skin was glowing like 

finest jade. And the beautiful dress made her originally delicate features more radiant. 

 

Damn! We were both she-wolves, but why only she had such a perfect figure? I lowered my head and 

looked at my flat breasts. I thought I must force Sylvia to tell me some breast enhancement techniques. 

 

"Hurry, put on your mask now." I handed her the mask and took out my phone. "Can I take photos of 

you and post them on social media?" 

 

I saw that Sylvia was hesitant, so I immediately added, "Don't worry, I'll only take photos of your side 

face. And you'll still wear the mask. Your identity won't be exposed." 

 

Sylvia pulled up her hair into a bun and nodded slightly. "Okay, I also want some photos to someday 

remind me of this moment." 
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While taking her photos, I couldn't help but be impressed by her beauty again and again. I began to 

imagine how she and Prince Rufus would look when they stood side by side. It must be a sight to behold. 

I became more determined to do everything for them to be together. 

 

After happily taking photos of Sylvia's side face, I posted them on my social media account. 

 

Alina's POV: 

 

All kinds of dresses were piled up on the floor. I sat on the sofa in a silk slip dress and looked at the busy 

servants coldly. 

 

"Miss Quinn, this is Teresa's new perfume. Please try it," Coco, my loyal servant, sincerely said as she 

handed over a blue transparent glass bottle to me. 

 

"Where's my dress?" I asked, taking the perfume from her. I got more irritated. The smell of the 

perfume was a mix of citrus and peppermint oil, somewhat similar to the scent of that bitch Sylvia. 

 

"It... It's coming," Coco stammered, shivering. 

 

I threw the perfume bottle at her. "I don't like that. It smells like shit. Don't ever give me that kind of 

rubbish again." 

 

"Yes, Miss Quinn," Coco lowered her head and said in a very low voice. 

 

I snorted coldly and stood up. This group of losers had spent so much time, but they couldn't even get a 

good dress for me. I felt more furious, especially when I thought that Rufus hadn't shown up in the past 

few days. 

 

When the bell rang from the bell tower in the distance for the third time, I totally lost my patience. I was 

about to lose my temper when Coco finally came in with a gift box. 

 

"Miss Quinn, your dress is here." 

 

"Open it," I ordered. My anger was quelled, and I began to cheer up. I had used all my connections and 

spent a lot of effort to get this dress. 

 

I sat down happily, looking forward to wearing this one-of-a-kind dress and dancing with Rufus in the 

middle of the dance floor. I would enjoy the envious gazes of the other she-wolves. And I was sure that 

it would be a slap on Sylvia's face. 

 

But when Coco took out the dress from the box, I instantly exploded. 

 

"Why is the color so yellow?" 

 



It was not the one I wanted at all. Did these lowly slaves think they could fool me by finding one with a 

similar color? 

 

Chapter 96 Defective Produc 

Alina's POV: 

 

I glared at Coco. "I want Eos' new dress from this season. Is there some mistake? What the hell is this?" 

 

"No, there is no mistake, Miss Quinn. This is indeed the latest dress of this season from Eos," Coco 

mumbled, glancing around nervously. 

 

I grasped the dress from Coco's hand. The quality of it was totally different from what I had expected. 

"This is not the one designed by Naphtali Bancroft by himself!" 

 

Naphtali Bancroft was one of the finest designers and innovators acknowledged in the history of fashion. 

He had made an immense contribution to Eos -- a brand that had a history of about a century. A 

werewolf would be recognized as a top-level celebrity only if he or she wore the clothes designed by 

him. 

 

"You're useless!" I threw the dress on the floor and took deep breaths to calm myself down. 

 

"Miss Quinn, the one you opted for is the designer's own collection. It's not for sale." Coco hurriedly 

picked up the dress from the floor and cautiously walked up to me. "Although this one wasn't designed 

by Naphtali Bancroft himself, it is the work of a famous new designer of Eos. Many aristocrats are 

scrambling for this dress. It was originally not for sale either. But when you asked for it, the designer 

decided to lend it to you. Only your beauty and figure deserve this dress. You will be the noblest and the 

most gorgeous she-wolf at the ball. Prince Rufus would surely admire you." 

 

Coco's words made me feel better, and the dress in her hands didn't seem so terrible anymore. "But the 

color is a little too yellow." 

 

"No, this color will only accentuate your fair complexion," Coco said. 

 

"He is just a tailor who makes clothes. How could he be so arrogant?" I snorted, crossing my legs. 

Although I was still a little unhappy, Coco's words successfully pleased me. I gave her an approving nod. 

"You surely know what I want. After all, you have been following me for so many years. Fine, I will wear 

this dress." 

 

Coco's face broke into a triumphant smile. She handed me the delicate jewelry box and said, "This is a 

necklace from the queen. She wore it at her wedding. It's invaluable. It proves how much she values 

you." 

 

"Really?" I couldn't help but smile. I tried to hide my excitement and gently touched the necklace. "The 
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diamond is a little small, but it'll do." 

 

I picked the necklace and gently put it around my neck. "Not bad." 

 

"You look amazing, Miss Quinn! You're so beautiful! You are the most beautiful she-wolf I've ever seen. 

Sooner or later, you will win Prince Rufus' heart." Coco crossed her hands over her chest and looked at 

me in awe. 

 

Her reaction amused me, and I burst out laughing. "All right. Don't flatter me," I said, sliding my fingers 

across the necklace. "You have done a great job. Go and get your reward." 

 

"Yes, Miss Quinn! Thank you!" Coco smiled and hopped out happily. Finally, I felt relieved and slumped 

on the bed, feeling happier than ever. 

 

I sighed and checked my phone leisurely. But as soon as I logged in to Instagram, an alluring photo 

popped up. It was the profile of a she-wolf; the comments under the picture were full of compliments. 

The she-wolf was wearing the dress designed by Naphtali Bancroft himself, which was not for sale. The 

very same dress I wanted but couldn't have! My blood boiled at the sight of the picture. 

 

I was so angry that I threw my phone on the floor. 

Chapter 97 The Expensive Necklace 

Alina's POV: 

 

"Coco! You bitch! How dare you lie to me?" I bellowed. Anger surged through my veins. 

 

Coco hurriedly came to my room. The panic was evident on her face as she trembled and kneeled before 

me. "Miss Quinn, what happened?" 

 

I slapped her across the face. "How dare you ask me what happened? You bitch! When did you learn to 

be all sweet in front of me and stab me in the back?" 

 

Coco's face flushed, and her body began to tremble. I kept poking her forehead hard with my sharp 

fingernail as I talked, leaving marks on her skin. But it was not enough. I twisted her ear and said, "Don't 

you want to live anymore?" How could you turn a deaf ear to my orders?" 

 

Coco winced in pain but didn't dare to resist. "Miss Quinn, I really don't understand what you mean," 

she said in a shaky voice. 

 

The pitiful look on her face infuriated me. I was so angry that I kicked the phone, lying on the floor, 

toward her. "See for yourself!" 

 

Kneeling on the floor, Coco whimpered and picked up the phone. Her eyes widened in horror when she 

looked at the picture. "Miss Quinn, what's going on?" 
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I sneered and looked down at her. "What's going on? If the dress was not on sale, then how the hell is 

she wearing it? You can't get out of this room alive unless you give me a reasonable explanation!" 

 

"I really didn't know, Miss Quinn! The dress wasn't for sale when I asked. Trust me," Coco begged as 

tears streamed down her face. She hugged my legs and continued to beg for mercy. 

 

I kicked her away in disgust. "Don't touch me." 

 

Anger surged up when I saw the stains on my silk dress. I was wearing a limited edition nightdress. It was 

maddening to see her leave her tears and snot on it. 

 

I slapped her again. "You know nothing but to cry! You haven't made any progress in these years." 

 

Coco clamped her cheek and stopped crying. Then, she looked at me. Her tear-glazed eyes lit up all of a 

sudden. "Miss Quinn, maybe the dress is open for borrow now. Maybe we can get the dress now!" 

 

I lowered my head arrogantly. "I'll give you one more chance. Go and figure out what happened. I want 

to know who they lent the dress to. Contact the borrower, offer them ten times they spent on the dress, 

and bring that dress back to me." 

 

Upon hearing this, Coco nodded and ran out to follow my orders. 

 

Then, I picked up my phone and stared at the photo. This post was today's hot headline, gaining over 

ten thousand likes and comments. 

 

The comment with the most likes stung my eyes. 

 

"This set of jewelry in the photo is the most luxurious piece ever sold by CHRISTIE'S auction house. It 

was the first lycan king's gift to his queen. Took the country's best craftsmen five whole years to finish 

this masterpiece. I was fortunate enough to see it at the Imperial Museum once. People call it the king 

of all jewelry. Nothing stands in comparison to this one." 

 

I clenched my fists and looked at the mirror in the distance. The necklace on my neck faded in 

comparison to what she was wearing. 

 

'Damn it! I am such a fool!' 

 

Anger surged through my veins. I took off the necklace and threw it on the floor. I regretted being proud 

and arrogant a while ago. I naively believed I had the best things in the world but didn't think they were 

mere illusions. 

 

I looked around and saw the maids staring at me in surprise. 

 



"What are you looking at? If you continue to stare at me, I will make you all clean the pig sty!" I shouted 

angrily. 

 

Flora's POV: 

 

As soon as I posted Sylvia's photo, I saw compliments flooding in the comment section. 

 

"So beautiful! Looking at her is as thrilling as seeing your first love." 

 

"Excuse me, is this beautiful lady the blogger herself?" 

 

"Why don't you show your face? Come on! Post a photo of your face. I'm sure you look stunning." 

 

"Gosh! If her side profile is this mesmerizing, imagine how beautiful she must be." 

 

There were so many comments and compliments, and I couldn't reply to everyone individually. 

Therefore, I decided to post a general comment answering everyone's questions. "That's my friend. She 

doesn't want to expose her identity." 

 

After posting the comment, I put my phone away and went to class with Sylvia. My heart swelled with 

pride when I saw people complimenting her. I was happy to make friends with such a beautiful she-wolf. 

Being around her made me happy. 

 

After class, I found that I had gained thousands of followers because of the post. New comments were 

added every few minutes. 

 

"This dress is from Eos -- the most renowned brand with a history of over a hundred years. It exclusively 

serves the royal family. Which noble clan does your friend belong to?" 

 

"Does your friend have an INS account? I want to follow her." 

 

"I saw this necklace in the Imperial Museum during an exhibition. It's worth hundreds of millions." 

 

"Really? Looks like the woman in the picture belongs to a powerful family." 

 

"Is she a member of the royalty? But why haven't I seen her before?" 

 

"Never seen her before? Are you one of the royals, buddy?!" 

 

Comments continued to flood as people started paying more attention to the photo. I felt my friend 

looked breathtaking with the look, so I wanted to share it with the world but didn't expect it to gain this 

much attention. I was getting afraid when things seem to get out of control. 

 

I quickly discussed with Sylvia and deleted the post. 



Chapter 98 Incompetence And Rage 

Alina's POV: 

 

A while later, Coco rushed in. "Miss Quinn! I found it out." 

 

Perhaps she was afraid of me that she paused for a moment and looked at me before continuing. "The 

dress wasn't lent out; it was sold to someone. The buyer had once saved Naphtali Bancroft's life, so the 

designer sold it to them. But they refused to tell me who the buyer was." 

 

The one who had bought the dress was undoubtedly an influential person. I remembered the comments 

on the necklace, so I asked Coco to check who had bought the necklace from CHRISTIE'S auction house. 

 

I had an answer in mind and was almost sure of it. However, I wanted to confirm everything before 

jumping to conclusions. 

 

As expected, it was Rufus. 

 

The answer drove me insane. I leaned against the sofa as I felt the anger bubbling inside me. I couldn't 

figure out why Rufus had done that. He never replied to any of my messages or even bothered to look at 

me. 

 

I ran my fingers across my face. I was the most beautiful she-wolf in the empire. Countless men were 

attracted to me, but Rufus hadn't bothered even to glance at me. His indifference seemed to rub my 

inflated ego. 

 

I felt powerless and depressed. 

 

If I couldn't win Rufus' heart, I would eventually be an abandoned pawn of my father's game of power. I 

fisted my hair and gritted my teeth to control my anger. I didn't know how to make Rufus fall for me. 

 

A wave of humiliation consumed me. I cried out to vent my emotions. I didn't know what to do. 

 

Moments later, I took a deep breath to calm down. When I looked up, I caught a glimpse of the 

trembling Coco. The timid, innocent look on her face reminded me of Sylvia. 

 

At that moment, I realized the woman in the photo looked quite familiar. I quickly took my phone to see 

the post. However, to my utter disappointment, the post was already deleted. I immediately asked Coco 

to check the IP address of the blogger. Although we couldn't find the specific information, the result 

revealed someone in the military school had posted the picture, which seemed to intensify my doubts. I 

knew the bitch in the photo was Sylvia. 

 

It was almost Friday. Her leg wasn't injured as I had planned; she was more brisk and ostentatious 

instead. 
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I angrily sent Warren a few more messages, asking him if he had dealt with Sylvia or not. 

 

However, he hadn't been responding to my texts or calls since yesterday. I only asked him to break 

Sylvia's leg but couldn't understand why it was taking him so long to do such a trivial task. 

 

Warren's hesitation infuriated me. 'Is he also planning on betraying me?' 

 

Warren's POV: 

 

My phone buzzed several times, but I didn't bother checking it. I took a gulp of beer to ease off the 

frustration. 

 

Even without checking the phone, I knew the texts were from Alina. She had been texting me since 

yesterday, asking me if I had dealt with Sylvia. But I didn't reply because I didn't dare or want to. 

 

I couldn't help but laugh at myself because there had been a time when I was desperate to receive 

messages from Alina. But now, the same thing had become a nuisance. I didn't want any messages from 

her. 

 

I didn't know why Alina had become aggressive. She didn't seem like the considerate, sweet girl I knew 

before. I sighed helplessly and gulped down the rest of the beer. 

 

It was ridiculous. I had thought my love for Alina was as firm as a rock, but the mere thought of her 

bored me now. 

 

I threw the bottle against the wall and saw it shatter into pieces. 

 

'How could I be bored of Alina?' I thought, holding my head in my hand. She was the apple of my eye. 

Protecting and taking care of her had always been my priority ever since I was a child. 

 

My mind flitted to what Alina had asked me to do. I took deep breaths, wiped my face, put on my coat, 

and waited at the entrance of the girls' dormitory. 

 

"Warren, what are you going to do? Are you planning to sneak into the dorm and attack Sylvia? I think 

it's dangerous. There are cameras everywhere. Why don't you go somewhere else? I think the woods 

would be a perfect place to attack her," Salt suggested. 

 

However, the word 'sneak' made my heart flip. My back stiffened as I felt a pang of shame and anger in 

my heart. "What are you talking about? I won't make a sneak attack." 

 

Understanding my emotion, Salt snorted arrogantly and stopped talking. 

 

Just then, I saw Sylvia and Flora walking out of the dormitory, chatting and laughing. After a moment's 

hesitation, I stepped forward and stopped Sylvia. "I have something to tell you." 



Chapter 99 A Huge Difference In Identity 

Sylvia's POV: 

 

"What's the matter?" 

 

I was surprised to see Warren, the arrogant, eccentric werewolf, walk up to me. He despised me, after 

all. Why did he want to talk to me now? 

 

Warren cleared his throat and shifted on his feet as if he were in a dilemma. After hesitating for a long 

time, I saw him blush. He didn't seem like the same strong, powerful werewolf anymore. 

 

"What are you waiting for?" Flora asked anxiously as she scratched her head. 

 

Seeing Warren look at her, Flora hid behind me. "I didn't mean to urge you. I was afraid the canteen 

would close, and we all might end up starving." 

 

Warren nodded in understanding. "You go to the canteen. I only want to talk to Sylvia." 

 

"No way! Is it something I shouldn't hear?" Flora pouted to show her disagreement. 

 

I knew she was worried about me. After all, Warren had injured me last time. 

 

I comforted her with a smile. "Flora, you go first. I'll join you soon." 

 

Flora studied my face for a moment and then nodded. "All right. I'll get something for you as well. 

Remember to come and eat as soon as possible." 

 

With that, she ran away like a chick who had just escaped from the cage. 

 

I smiled with amusement and walked to a secluded place with Warren. 

 

Warren turned around and looked at me. "Are you going to attend the ball on Friday evening?" 

 

My face darkened, and my vigilance reached its peak. "How did you know that?" 

 

"It's none of your business." Warren grew irritable all of a sudden. He looked both annoyed and anxious. 

"Do you know what purpose this ball serves?" 

 

"No. I don't," I answered him coldly. His unreasonable questions offended me. Even though I had a 

vague idea of the purpose of the party, Rufus asked me to be his date himself, and I didn't want to 

retreat. 

 

"You..." It seemed like Warren didn't expect me to be cold to him. 
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Just then, his phone rang, and I wasn't in the mood to talk to him anymore. 

 

"If there's nothing else, I'll leave now." 

 

I turned to leave, but Warren stopped me. He decisively rejected the call as if he had made up his mind. 

 

"I think you must know the purpose of the party, Sylvia." 

 

I stopped in my tracks and turned to stare at him, gesturing for him to go on. 

 

"The ball will be hosted by the queen, Laura, herself. Although the guests would find their dates in 

advance, most of them would go there alone. And most of those invited to the ball are single noble 

ladies in the imperial capital." Warren paused to observe my reaction. 

 

"So what?" I replied emotionlessly. 

 

"Every lady attending the ball belongs to a reputed family," Warren said bluntly. He meant I didn't 

deserve to attend the ball. 

 

"I know my place. You don't have to remind me." I sneered. 

 

I was always very clear about my identity. That was why I trained vigorously every day, trying to keep 

myself busy. Otherwise, I wouldn't be able to control my heart that yearned for Rufus and thought 

about him every waking moment. 

 

The strict hierarchy could only enslave me but not my heart and soul. No cage could restrain my 

thoughts. If I didn't even have the right to like someone, then there would be no difference between me 

and a filthy rat in the gutter. 

 

"I'm not mocking you, Sylvia." Warren frowned. "Don't you understand? Queen Laura is hosting the ball 

to find a match for Prince Rufus. It's actually a blind date party. She wants Prince Rufus to pick a noble 

lady at the ball as his future mate. I don't think you should go there." 

 

'What? Was it a blind date party?' I pursed my lips and remained silent. My heart sank at the thought of 

Rufus having a mate from the noble bloodline. My pride and joy shattered in an instant. 

 

"You are just a slave. If you attend the ball as Prince Rufus' date, it will undoubtedly humiliate all the 

other noble ladies. It's a disgrace to the queen. You will end up ruining the relationship between Prince 

Rufus and his mother." 

 

I raised my head to look at Warren. His words made me tremble. 

Chapter 100 Conversation By The River 
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Warren's POV: 

 

I couldn't bear to see Sylvia's pallid face. However, my mind instantly flitted to Alina. Thinking how upset 

she would be to see Sylvia at the ball, I gritted my teeth and decided to continue speaking. I had to make 

her see the reality and ruin all her hopes. That was the only way I could stop her from attending the ball. 

 

"You must have heard about Lucy, right?" I asked. 

 

Everyone knew that Lucy had become Prince Richard's mate. Moreover, Sylvia had a well-informed 

talkative friend, Flora. So I knew the news was no surprise to her. 

 

However, she didn't say anything but just looked at me and nodded. Her eyes lost their glow and 

suddenly looked dull. 

 

I gazed at the reeds by the river and sighed. Sylvia's sadness bothered me. "I got the news that Prince 

Richard is going to take Lucy to the ball and announce their wedding date in public. Lucy has a noble 

background, but you are just a slave." 

 

Sylvia's jaw tightened when she heard that. Tears welled up in her melancholic eyes. I held my head with 

my hand and slumped down. Perhaps someday in the future Alina would be with another man, 

someone came from a noble family as well. The thought of me not being the reason for her happiness 

broke my heart. 

 

I had thought only parting with Alina would hurt me. However, Sylvia's teary eyes made me upset even 

more. I was depressed. I had a lot to say but didn't know where to begin. 

 

I stood up awkwardly and pretended to be cold. "Anyway, you better not attend the ball. Not only Lucy, 

but Alina will also be there. She is the daughter of Alpha Leonard, who has noble lycan bloodline. They 

are powerful people. Only her status and wealth are comparable with Lucy's. Moreover, everyone loves 

Alina." 

 

I cleared my throat and added, "I don't want her to be unhappy because of you." 

 

Sylvia snapped her head up to look at me. Her eyes widened as if she had understood something. "Why 

were you beating around the bush for so long? Alina asked you to say all this to me, didn't she?" 

 

"No. She didn't ask me to do anything," I faltered. Sylvia's question made me feel guilty and nervous. I 

didn't expect Sylvia to be smart enough to see through me. 

 

"No?" Sylvia squealed. 

 

"I'm sorry for being rude before. I sincerely apologize for my behavior. I have to admit that you have 

great potential." The guilt was eating me up. I wanted to apologize to her. But I didn't forget my goal. 

"But you, as a slave, can't get involved in the royal family's affairs." 



 

I advised her not just for Alina but for her own sake as well. She was a promising she-wolf with great 

potential. I hoped she would stay away from the royal family and concentrate on training and becoming 

stronger. If she managed to join the Royal Army in the future, I could introduce her to Alpha Leonard 

and help her get rid of her identity as a slave completely. 

 

But Sylvia didn't appreciate my kindness at all. She glared at me and said, "All right. Let's fight. We didn't 

finish it the last time. Let's fight properly now to see who is stronger." 

 

'What the hell is going on? Has Sylvia lost her mind?' I frowned in confusion. "No. You are no match for 

me." 

 

Sylvia sneered. "You coward! You can just say that you are scared instead of coming up with silly 

excuses." 

 

"You..." My pupils suddenly dilated. No one had ever called me a coward before. Anger surged through 

my veins. I wanted to fight her. 

 

"Okay!" 

 

I growled. Perhaps Sylvia would listen to me after I defeat her. 

 


