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Verena

I smile, while my heart breaks in pain. He is so good at crushing my heart, like it's an object.

“I will be there in time.” Saying that, I pull my hand away from him, engraving his touch for

the last time in my head.

A while later, I look at my reflection in the mirror. Dark eye bags hang under my green eyes,

like  someone  has  sucked  the  soul  out  of  me.  Only  half  an  hour  left  before  the  ceremony

begins, and after that, I will be separated from Elijah completely.

I  have  mentally  prepared  myself  for  it,  but  physically,  I  am  in  a  mess.  Nixie  took  all  my

clothes and accessories, even the ones I bought myself. I am not that interested in fashion, so

most of my clothes and jewelry were gifted by Elijah. So now, I have nothing to wear except

this dress that I have on. My hands tremble a little in concern. Without anything, it will be

hard for me to survive.

But then I remind myself that I will be a mother soon. Stress is not good for the baby. I rub

my belly, “Mamma promises to be strong from now on. You hang in there, pup.”

I will need to dip into some of my savings to purchase new clothes and other necessities. But

first, I must find a good hotel to stay in.

My thoughts are interrupted by the loud sound of footsteps, and my face sours when I see

Nixie walk in through the door, looking very chirpy. Now, what does she want?

"Why are you here?" I ask in frustration, deciding not to turn around and act as though I am

busy. Searching for hotels will be a better use of my time.

I feel her close in, and she waves her hand before my face from behind. My gaze falls on the

diamond ring on her finger, the ring I thought Elijah had gifted me as a sign of his love. My

heart crumbles at the sight of it.

"It suits me more than you, doesn't it? Elijah said that it looks better on me," she giggles,

adding salt to my wound. I intentionally stay silent and focus on scrolling through a site that

shows the various hotels available with their ratings and reviews.

"Hello? I am talking to you!" she waves her hand again, clearly annoyed by not receiving her

expected response. I refuse to give her the satisfaction of seeing me in pain, so I continue to

avoid her.

There's  a  groan  from  behind  before  she  slaps  my  phone  away,  causing  it  to  hit  the  hard,

hardwood floor. I gasp at its state and immediately pick it up. The screen has cracked.

"Now, that's a proper reaction," she says, smirking.

Clenching my jaw, I face her. "What the hell is your problem?! I have divorced Elijah, and

we are rejecting each other. That should be more than enough for you!"

She sneers at me. "Don't act like you're doing me a favor. Actually, I'll do you a favor. Once

you're rejected, I'll make sure you get banished after that."

My  face  drains  of  all  colors.  Banishment?  No!  If  I'm  banished,  I'll  become  a  rogue  with

nowhere to live and no means to survive. That's assuming I don't get hurt by the dangerous

creatures outside the borders or get captured by rogue traffickers who might sell me to some

nasty, old Alpha as a slave first. I can't let my child be born in those circumstances.

"Why?  I'll  leave  this  packhouse  after  rejection,  so  I  won't  be  a  threat  to  you  anymore,"  I

protest.

She scowls. "Of course you are. I don't know what Elijah saw in you, but he seems to still

care about you. He was telling me to return your clothes since he gave them to you," she

rolls her eyes, "And he won't allow me to turn you into a slave for this packhouse either. So

it means you're a threat to my position."

I  gulp,  feeling  a  little  relieved  knowing  that  Elijah  said  that.  But  it's  quickly  replaced  by

Nixie's warning.

"Be prepared to be kicked out. See you in the training grounds," she waves her hand and

walks away humming a tune. My legs give out, and I collapse to the floor. My fingers curl

around the bedsheet for support as I try to calm the crumbling anxiety inside me. What do I

do now? I can't become a rogue.

Dory walks in, her eyes falling on me. "Luna, are you okay?" she rushes up to me and helps

me stand. She touches my forehead. "You're burning up. Did something happen?"

I  shake  my  head.  "I'm  fine.  Is  it  time?"  Her  face  falls,  and  she  nods  once. Taking  a  deep

breath, I gather some courage. "Alright, let's go."

Thank you for reading. Please leave a gem, and a comment so I know that you are enjoying the story.

| 66

Comments (9)

Pixie


	Page 1

