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gurgled words | can't comprehend but looked
comfortable in Luna's arms.

She gave me a thumb's up. "Don't worry about us.
We are going to be fine and Crew will be back
soon too so more people will look after him."

Leaning down, | gave her a small hug then stood
back up and slowly tiptoed to the door. Adrian is
busy with his new toys. Uh, do you know the toys
are extremely expensive? Yeah because Crew
wants the best for his son in everything.

Walking out of the hotel room quietly so as to not
trigger Adrian's attention, | gave Luna a small
wave which she returned from the c***k | left on
the door. | made my way out of the hotel into the
chilly afternoon in the human world.

As | strolled towards Miranda's café in the hum'an;_
world, | made a conscious effort to absorb every
nuance of the surroundings. The city h
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Now, as | passed by, the boutique beckoned with
its display of enticing wares, and the nearby
trashcan stood as a silent witness to the ebb and
flow of life in the city. I'll definitely visit this
boutique before | go now that | am a billionaire's
mate.

The streets bustled with people, each wrapped in
their own stories, a stark contrast to the more
secluded world of the lycan kingdom. The aroma
of coffee and the distant hum of conversations
wafted through the air, creating a harmonious
backdrop to my journey.

Colours seemed more vivid, sounds more
pronounced, and the energy of the human world
pulsed with a unique rhythm. It was as if every
step | took unearthed a new layer of the city's
personality, revealing both the constants and the
transient shifts that marked the passage of t
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The quaint atmosphere of Miranda's Café wrapped
around me like a warm embrace as | walked in,
the familiar scent of coffee beans wafting through
the air. The cosy space felt oddly empty, a stark
contrast to the bustling days when Imogen and |
worked together.

Imogen, now the lone figure behind the counter,
looked up from her work as the door chimed.
Recognition sparkled in her eyes, mirroring the
sentiment | carried as we locked gazes. As if we
hadn't met just hours ago.

‘Imogen!” | greeted more like | screamed, a smile

playing on my lips as | approached the counter.
‘It's been ages.’

‘Sel!" she exclaimed, setting aside the coffee cup
she was holdmg A mlxture of cunosrty and joy Ilt




| nodded in agreement, memories flooding back.
"Remember those hectic mornings when we ‘
barely had time to catch our breaths?"

Imogen's eyes sparkled with shared recollection.
"And the crazy requests we used to get from
customers? Like that one guy who wanted his latte
at precisely 160 degrees Fahrenheit."

We both burst into laughter, the echo of shared
stories resonating through the empty café. Tears
gathered in my eyes because even though | wasn't
getting well fed then and | constantly worried
about my child's health while also watching my
back in case the big bad Lycan King was
searching for me, | loved every single day. Miranda
and Imogen were like my family, hell, even ¢




As she busied herself behind the counter, | settled
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into a cosy corner, savouring the famili
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occasionally blowing at the surface, a subtle
that betrayed an air of solitude.

The once-vibrant spark in her eyes seemed
dimmed, replaced by a sunken look that spoke of
experiences etched across her face. This wasn't
the Imogen | had met just a few months ago.

The difference was palpable, and it tugged at my
heart. Loneliness seemed to cloak her, casting a
shadow over the lively spirit | once knew. The
weight of that transformation settled in, and |
couldn't help but wish to alleviate the solitude
etched on her features.

"You—"
"That-"

We started talking at the same time, then pau
and laughed at our antics. We have always‘ ne
that but she lets me talk all the tr' e so

around, I'll let her take the Iea 1




As | observed Imogen, her demeanour spoke
volumes of unspoken struggles. The weightof
whatever had transpired cast a profound sadness

across her features, giving her a haunted and
weary look.

It was as if the weight of the world had settled on
her shoulders, leaving her visibly aged beyond her
years. The lines etched on her face told a silent
story of battles fought and scars accumulated,
leaving me to wonder.

The youthful exuberance that once defined her
seemed to have given way to a weariness that
seemed unjust for someone so young. The
mystery behind her transformation lingered, urging
me to unravel the layers of pain that had reshaped
the vibrant Imogen | once knew.

"What the hell happened to my friend, and why
does she look so much older than her age?"




