Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 31 Summary

In Chapter 31 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
experiences a whirlwind of emotions as she navigates a challenging task assigned by
the Vice Director. He instructs her to deliver an urgent document to the Urban
Management Bureau, despite it being the weekend. Bella feels a mix of anxiety and
frustration, grappling with her role as the only available option in a demanding work
environment. She reluctantly accepts the task, aware that her position often leaves her
with undesirable responsibilities.

As she approaches the country club, Bella’s nerves heighten. The luxurious
surroundings starkly contrast her work attire, making her feel out of place among the
elegantly dressed guests. Upon entering, she faces judgment from the elite, particularly
from the women who regard her with disdain. The whispers and scrutinizing gazes
amplify her discomfort, reminding her of her status as a sanitation worker. Bella’s
internal struggle is palpable as she longs for the confidence of her wolf, which she
misses in this hostile environment.

The tension escalates when Bella encounters familiar faces from her past, particularly
Jane and Nina, who mock her current situation. Jane’s malicious smile and Nina’s
gleeful taunts intensify Bella’s sense of humiliation. The situation is further complicated
by the unexpected arrival of Derek, a man from a neighboring wolf pack, who relishes in
her discomfort. His predatory demeanor and taunts about her past with Damien, her
former mate, leave Bella feeling cornered and vulnerable.

Despite the overwhelming pressure, Bella strives to maintain her composure, refusing to
show her fear or shame. She acknowledges Derek’s threats but remains resolute,
determined not to engage in a confrontation. However, the tension in the room
escalates, and Bella realizes the danger she is in, feeling utterly trapped and exposed.
The chapter concludes with a sense of foreboding as Bella stands frozen, fully aware
that she is in significant trouble, with her instincts urging her to fight or flee, yet feeling
powerless to do either.
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f*eCt:thapter 31**

“*BELLA’S POV**

Two days had slipped by since the Vice Director summoned me to his office, and |
found myself feeling a mix of anxiety and anticipation as | entered.



“Bella, | need you to take this document to the Urban Management Bureau
representative,” he instructed, pulling a brown envelope from his desk with a sense of
urgency.

| blinked in surprise, my heart sinking slightly. “Sir, it's the weekend—"

‘I am well aware of that,” he interjected, his tone firm yet understanding. “But they
specifically requested it today, and you are our only available option.”

Of course, | was. Availability was my only asset in this demanding environment.

With a resigned sigh, | accepted the envelope with both hands, nodding in compliance.
“Understood.”

Inside, however, | was grumbling to myself. Why was | always the one chosen for these
tasks? A street cleaner, not a courier! Yet, | knew better than to voice my frustrations.
The last thing | wanted was to stir trouble with my superiors.

As | made my way to the country club, my nerves tightened further. The building loomed
ahead, a beacon of luxury as it always was. Tall glass doors gleamed in the sunlight,
marble floors glistened, and the faint scent of expensive perfume wafted through the air,
mingling with the laughter of the elite inside.

| had been here with Damien a few times; he held a membership, and | imagined he still
did.

Upon entering, a man clad in a tailored suit scrutinized me from head to toe. Another
staff member glanced at my fluorescent orange uniform and wrinkled his nose in
disapproval, as if | had traipsed in with mud on my shoes. The women, with their
perfectly coiffed hair and designer dresses, looked at me with disdain. Goddess,
especially the women—they were the worst.

They whispered among themselves, their eyes filled with judgment. One even held her
nose as if | were an unpleasant odor.

| felt painfully out of place. It was abundantly clear that | was the odd one out, a sore
thumb amidst a sea of elegance. While others were draped in the finest fabrics, here |
stood, a glaring contrast in my work attire.

“Excuse me, miss,” a staff member said, stepping in front of me with a look of authority.
“This area is for members only.”

| raised the envelope, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. “I'm here to deliver a
document from the hospital. It's for someone from the Urban Management Bureau.”

He scrutinized me for a moment, uncertainty flickering in his eyes. The stares
surrounding me felt like daggers. God, how | loathed this sensation.



| could almost hear their thoughts echoing in the air: What is she doing here?

| felt like an outsider, a wild animal that had stumbled into a world of humans,
completely out of its element.

My wolf would have found this amusing, | thought. She would have bared her teeth, just
enough to make them flinch. | missed her voice, that calm snarl of warning, the
unwavering confidence she always provided me.

Before | could gather my thoughts, another staff member approached, clipboard in
hand. “You're from the hospital?” he inquired, his tone shifting to one of recognition.

“Yes,” | replied, my heart racing.

He checked a note on his clipboard and nodded. “We’ve been expecting you. Follow

me.
Relief washed over me. “Thank you.”

The sooner | could hand off this document, the sooner | could retreat to the quiet streets
where no one regarded me with disdain.

The man guided me down a lengthy hallway adorned with mirrors and exquisite
paintings. The sounds of laughter and soft music grew louder with each step, wrapping
around me like a warm embrace. He pushed open a pair of grand double doors, and
suddenly | was standing at the threshold of an opulent ballroom.

The room was alive with people clad in silk and velvet, crystal chandeliers sparkling
above us like stars. The laughter and the clinking of glasses resonated in the
atmosphere, creating a symphony of celebration.

| took a tentative step inside, clutching the envelope tighter, when a familiar voice
pierced through the jovial noise.

“Look who’s here!”

My stomach dropped. | turned slowly, and there she was—Jane, standing near a round
table, her arm linked with none other than Nina.

Of course. Of all the places this could happen.
“Bella!” Nina called out, her voice ringing loudly, ensuring everyone turned to stare. Her
perfectly manicured hand waved in my direction, and | felt the weight of a hundred eyes

upon me.

| froze, recognizing several faces from my past—old classmates who had once shared
laughter and secrets with me. My chest tightened painfully.



This was the reunion Jane had mentioned. It was a setup, wasn'’t it? The delivery,
everything—it was all orchestrated.

Oh no.

Jane’s smile was a blend of sweetness and malice, and she knew precisely what she
was doing.

The Vice Director must have sent me because Jane had specifically requested my
presence. Of course, she had anticipated this moment.

Nina laughed, pointing at me with glee. “See! | told you all. The prettiest girl in our class
has become a sanitation worker!”

Laughter erupted from their little circle, and | felt every gaze pierce into me like needles,
each one a reminder of my current status. My uniform, bright orange with reflective
strips, made me stand out like a neon sign, a warning to all.

| forced my voice to remain calm, though it trembled slightly. “Enjoy your party.”

With that, | turned on my heel, ready to leave. | could drop the document at the front
desk; | didn’t need to hand it to anyone personally.

But before | could take a single step, a tall figure stepped into my path.

A man. And recognition hit me like a wave.

Derek.

His scent struck me first, metallic and sharp. He was a strong wolf, not from Damien’s
pack but one of the neighboring ones. | had always remembered the coldness in his

eyes, the way he relished in the suffering of others to feel powerful.

“Well, well, well...” He grinned, his smile slow and predatory. “Look what we have here.
Bella.”

| straightened, trying to project confidence despite the turmoil inside. “Derek.”

He tilted his head, his gaze raking over me with a predatory hunger. “| must say, I'm
surprised to see you here. | almost didn’t recognize you. You were imprisoned for three
years, right?”

Shame burned at the back of my neck, but | fought to keep my expression neutral. |
wouldn’t grant them the satisfaction of a reaction.

Derek’s smile widened, a cruel twist of delight. “Aw, what’s wrong? Did Damien finally
stop doting on you after you killed that Monroe heir? He couldn’t risk his precious
family’s reputation?”



The mention of Damien made my chest tighten painfully.

Nina’s eyes gleamed at the word mate. She might not fully grasp its significance in our
world, but she could sense the weight it carried. The air thickened, and | felt the
collective gaze of the room upon me.

“Yes,” | replied quietly, my voice steady despite the chaos within. “He made the choice
he thought was right for him.”

| wouldn’t fight. Not here. Not for them.

Derek’s smirk deepened, a malicious glint in his eye. “You're not so high and mighty
now, are you?”

| inhaled slowly, stepping back, my voice even. “It's in the past, Derek. Let it go.”

His eyes flashed with amusement and something darker, something dangerous. “You
don’t tell me what to do.”

My muscles tensed involuntarily. He was bigger than | remembered, broader, and
undeniably more dangerous.

Once, he had cornered me at a charity event, attempting to drag me outside. | fought
back fiercely, clawing at his face, partially shifting, leaving marks on his arm before
Damien intervened.

The scar near his eye served as a reminder of that night. Damien had taught him a
lesson he would never forget.

Now, he touched that scar, a twisted grin spreading across his face.

“Your ex is untouchable,” he murmured, his voice low and menacing. “But you... you
aren’t. And you still owe me for what he did to me.”

The room felt colder, the atmosphere thickening with tension. My heart raced, pounding
in my chest like a war drum.

Every instinct within me screamed to shift, to bare my teeth, to fight, but there was
nothing left of my wolf.

All' I could do was stand there, frozen in place.

| knew | was in trouble. Huge trouble.

Conclusion



In this moment of confrontation, Bella stands at a crossroads, her past colliding violently
with her present. The echoes of judgment from her former classmates and the predatory
gaze of Derek create a suffocating atmosphere, amplifying her feelings of inadequacy
and isolation. Yet, amidst the chaos, a flicker of resilience ignites within her. Bella’s
steady voice, despite the turmoil inside, signals a shift; she is no longer the frightened
girl who once cowered before her tormentors. Instead, she embodies a quiet strength,
determined to reclaim her narrative. The weight of her past may linger, but she resolves
to confront it, refusing to be defined by the scorn of those around her.

As she navigates this unexpected reunion, Bella’s journey reflects a deeper emotional
arc of self-discovery and empowerment. The rising fog of her insecurities begins to lift,
revealing the paths she has walked and the growth she has achieved. Though the
specter of Derek looms large, she recognizes that her worth is not tied to the judgments
of others or the scars of her past. With each heartbeat, she inches closer to embracing
her identity, ready to face the challenges ahead. The opulence of the ballroom, once a
symbol of her outsider status, transforms into a backdrop for her transformation,
illuminating the strength that lies within her. Through the rising fog, Bella steps forward,
not as a victim, but as a warrior ready to reclaim her place in the world.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?
**\What to Expect in the Next Chapter?**

As the tension escalates in the opulent ballroom, Bella finds herself ensnared in a web
of past grievances and present dangers. With Derek’s menacing presence looming over
her, the stakes are raised, and Bella must navigate this treacherous social gathering
while grappling with her own insecurities and the weight of her past. Will she find the
strength to confront Derek, or will the shadows of her history consume her? The next
chapter promises to delve deeper into Bella’s internal struggle, revealing how far she is
willing to go to protect herself and reclaim her dignity amidst a crowd that thrives on
judgment and disdain.

Moreover, the reappearance of familiar faces like Jane and Nina adds another layer of
complexity to Bella’s predicament. Their taunts and the palpable animosity will force
Bella to confront her feelings of inadequacy head-on. Will she muster the courage to
stand up for herself, or will the echoes of her past continue to haunt her? As alliances
shift and the atmosphere grows increasingly hostile, readers can expect unexpected
twists that will challenge Bella’s resolve and test her relationships. The next chapter is
set to be a pivotal moment in Bella’s journey, where she must choose between
retreating into the shadows or stepping into the light of her own power.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 32 Summary

In Chapter 32 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
finds herself in a tense and hostile environment, marked by the cruel dynamics of her



former acquaintances, Jane and Nina. As the guests transition to the dining room, Bella
is acutely aware of the predatory excitement emanating from Jane and Nina, who seem
to relish the opportunity to witness her humiliation. This anticipation heightens Bella’s
anxiety, as she prepares to confront Jane, knowing that she cannot avoid the
confrontation any longer.

When Bella hands over the document to Jane, the interaction is laced with mockery and
condescension, revealing the deep-seated animosity between them. Jane’s taunts and
Derek’s sudden aggression amplify Bella’s vulnerability, as Derek’s attempt to intimidate
her escalates into physical aggression. The emotional turmoil within Bella is palpable;
she grapples with her past and the trauma that Derek’s presence evokes. Despite the
pain and fear, she attempts to stand her ground, showcasing her resilience even in the
face of Derek’s relentless bullying.

As the situation spirals further out of control, Derek’s violent actions and Nina’s cruel
laughter create an atmosphere of terror. Bella’s memories of past trauma resurface, and
she realizes that her previous strength has been compromised. However, she refuses to
succumb to Derek’s torment, drawing on her inner strength to fight back. The chapter
captures her struggle against both physical and emotional pain, highlighting her
determination to reclaim her agency despite the overwhelming odds stacked against
her.

The climax of the chapter reaches a tense moment when Bella attempts to escape, only
to be violently pulled back by Derek. His chilling taunts and the realization that no one
will intervene intensify her feelings of isolation and fear. The atmosphere is thick with
dread, underscoring the theme of vulnerability in a world where power dynamics are
cruelly skewed. Just as all hope seems lost, a familiar voice cuts through the chaos,
hinting at a potential shift in the narrative and offering a glimmer of hope for Bella amidst
the rising fog of her despair.
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*Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 32**

**BELLA’S POV**

The sharp clang of the bell echoed through the hall, a clear signal for the guests to
transition to the main dining room. Instantly, the atmosphere shifted, charged with a
palpable energy. | watched as people rose from their seats, the sound of champagne
glasses clinking together like a chorus of tinkling bells. They moved in unison, a flock of
well-groomed sheep, making their way to the next room as if drawn by an invisible
force.

Yet, Jane and Nina remained rooted in their spots. Their eyes glinted with a predatory
excitement, reminiscent of two cats that had just cornered an unsuspecting, wounded
bird. They lingered deliberately, their smiles stretching cruelly across their faces, filled



with a giddy anticipation that made my skin crawl. | could almost feel their eagerness,
their hunger for the spectacle that was about to unfold. This was their form of
entertainment—my humiliation was their amusement.

As the last of the guests filtered out, silence enveloped the room, broken only by the
gentle trickle of water from the pond nestled in the corner. Through the glass doors, |
caught a glimpse of the pond’s surface, reflecting the dim light and the shadows of the
evening, a stark contrast to the turmoil brewing inside me.

With a deep breath, | squared my shoulders and steeled myself as | approached Jane.
There was no escaping this confrontation; | had to face it head-on. | extended the folder
toward her, my hand trembling slightly.

“This is the document you requested,” | said, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside.
Jane accepted it with an exaggerated grin, her delight almost theatrical.

“Oh, Bella,” she cooed, her voice dripping with false sweetness, “I’'m so sorry you had to
make this little trip. But since you were obviously working this weekend anyway, isn'’t it
just lovely to escape the streets and step into a place like this?” She fluttered her
eyelashes, her mockery thinly veiled. “A little change of scenery never hurts, right?”

“Yes,” | replied, my tone flat, “it’s truly delightful to be reminded of how the other half
lives.”

For a fleeting moment, | saw her smile falter, just a fraction, before | turned to leave. But
before | could take even two steps, a rough hand clamped down on my arm, halting me
in my tracks.

Derek.

“Why the hurry?” His voice was a low growl, the kind that sent a shiver down my spine.
“It's been years, Bella. This was supposed to be a reunion. Let’s catch up.”

“Let go of me,” | demanded, my voice firmer than | felt.

He tightened his grip instead, reaching for a half-empty glass of red wine from the table
and thrusting it toward my lips. “Come on, drink up. You used to love wine, didn’t you?
Or was that just when you wanted to poison someone?”

His taunt sent my heart racing, a cruel reminder of my past. | turned my head away,
clenching my teeth, and in that moment, the wine spilled, splattering across both of us,
staining his pristine white shirt and trickling down my neck.

The next instant, his hand connected with my face, a sharp slap that echoed through
the room. My cheek burned with the impact.



“Ugh!” Derek sneered, his eyes gleaming with malice. “Do you still think you're
Damien’s woman? Look at you now—nothing but an ex-con, a street cleaner. You have
nobody! Who the hell do you think you are?”

His words cut deeper than any physical blow, striking at the very core of my being. |
swallowed hard, forcing down the rising tide of fear. He was right about one thing; | had
lost my wolf. | was vulnerable, and in this world, that made me an easy target.

With a flick of his wrist, he grabbed another drink and hurled it at my face. The cold wine
drenched me, soaking through my uniform and chilling my skin.

Nina erupted into laughter, her delight evident as she recorded the scene on her phone,
reveling in my torment.

Jane’s smile widened. “Bella, why don’t you apologize to Derek? He might just forgive

”

you.

Apologize? To him? The mere thought twisted my insides, and a bitter laugh escaped
my lips.

“That’s not happening,” | shot back defiantly.
Derek’s smirk deepened, a wicked glint in his eyes. “Still got a mouth on you, | see.” He
stepped closer, invading my space until my back collided with the edge of a table. “You

remember what you did to me, don’t you?”

| did. I recalled the night years ago when he had tried to corner me outside a charity
gala, and | had fought back fiercely, drawing blood. Now, he sought revenge.

In a desperate bid for freedom, | tried to bolt for the door, but his hand seized the back
of my overalls, yanking me backward with a force that sent me sprawling.

“Bella,” he hissed, his breath hot against my ear. “Do you really think being Damien’s ex
will protect you? Even if | were to assault you right here, no one would dare intervene.”

He shoved me down, the impact knocking the breath from my lungs. My shirt tore with a
sharp rip, exposing my skin to the cold air.

“What’'s wrong with her skin?” Nina asked, her curiosity tinged with malice.
“Probably just from the accident,” Jane replied lazily, her tone dismissive.

They both stared at the scars that marred my ribs and shoulders, remnants of my time
in prison, my pale skin a canvas untouched by sunlight for three long years.

Derek’s gaze darkened, a twisted satisfaction flickering in his eyes. “You can’t heal,” he
murmured, almost to himself. “Perfect. That means you’ll remember everything | do to

”

you.



| pushed up on my palms, but agony shot through my right hand. | glanced down to see
Nina standing on it, her high heel digging mercilessly into my flesh, pressing against a
tendon until | felt it snap. The pain was blinding.

“Stop!” | screamed, desperation lacing my voice.

“Why so loud?” she mocked, a cruel smile on her face. “We’re just playing.”

Derek’s smirk widened as he encouraged her. “Go on, doll. Don’t let her up.”

The pain blurred my vision, but | gritted my teeth against the agony. | had endured
worse. | thought of the guards in prison, how they had tortured me until I could no longer
bear it, the nights | had spent in silence, refusing to cry. | wouldn’t break now. Not again.
With a swift movement, | twisted, hooking my left leg behind Nina’s knee and pulling.
She screamed, losing her balance and falling backward with a shriek as her heel finally
released its grip on my hand.

| scrambled to my feet, adrenaline surging through me as | dashed toward the door. My
body protested with every step, but | couldn’t stop. The light of the corridor shone

ahead, a beacon of hope that felt like freedom.

But just as | reached the threshold, a hand gripped my hair, wrenching me backward
with such force that a cry escaped my lips. My scalp burned with the sudden pain.

“Come now,” Derek whispered, his voice low and taunting against my ear. “You know |
love the chase.”

| could smell the wine on his breath, mingling with the scent of danger. His grip
tightened, and | could see the shift in his eyes, the way his canines sharpened in
anticipation. He was losing control.

“Slow now, aren’t you?” he taunted. “Weak. What happened to the girl who clawed me
open?”

“Stop! Leave me alone!” | shouted, my voice filled with desperation.

But the doors remained shut, and no one came to my aid. | screamed again, louder this
time, my heart racing with terror. | was terrified.

Again, | screamed, but the silence enveloped me.

Derek chuckled softly, a dark sound that sent chills down my spine. “Are you surprised?
My family owns part of this club. Everyone here knows better than to interfere.”

He tilted his head, his smile disturbingly casual, as if we were discussing the weather.
“You trusted these humans?”



My gaze darted to the few guests lingering at the edge of the ballroom. They turned
away, feigning ignorance, and shame burned in my throat like acid.

Derek leaned in closer, his lips brushing my ear as he whispered, “Little girl... | was
going to make you bleed.”

The chilling words sent ice through my veins. My hands trembled, but | refused to look
away, determined not to give him the satisfaction of seeing my fear.

Then, cutting through the tension like a knife, a deep, familiar voice rang out. “Derek,
what are you doing?”

Conclusion

In the face of overwhelming darkness, Bella’s resolve crystallizes, transforming her fear
into a fierce determination. The chaos of the moment sharpens her focus, igniting a fire
within her that she thought had long been extinguished. Derek’s taunts and the laughter
of Jane and Nina, once a source of crippling dread, now serve as a catalyst for her
awakening. As the familiar voice cuts through the tension, it signifies not just a potential
rescue but a turning point in Bella’s journey—a reminder that she is not as alone as she
had believed. With the echoes of her past reverberating in her mind, she stands on the
precipice of reclaiming her strength, ready to confront the demons that have haunted
her.

The confrontation in the dining room becomes a crucible, where Bella’s spirit is tested
against the cruelty of her past and the present. As she faces Derek, her defiance
transforms from a mere act of survival into a declaration of her identity. The scars that
once marked her as a victim now symbolize her resilience, a testament to her journey
through pain and humiliation. With the promise of support on the horizon, Bella prepares
to embrace her truth and fight back against the shadows that threaten to consume her.
In this moment, she realizes that the paths we walk, though often shrouded in fog, can
lead us to unexpected places of strength and comfort, guiding us toward a future where
we can reclaim our narratives.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the next chapter, readers can expect the tension to escalate dramatically as Bella
finds herself on the precipice of confrontation, not just with Derek, but with the ghosts of
her past that threaten to engulf her once more. The arrival of the familiar voice—
presumably Damien’s—promises to shift the dynamics in the room, igniting hope amid
the chaos. Will he be the savior Bella desperately needs, or will his presence complicate
her already precarious situation? The stakes have never been higher, and the looming
guestion remains: can Bella reclaim her strength and confront her tormentors, or will
she be swallowed by the darkness that Derek and his accomplices represent?

As the fog of fear begins to lift, new alliances may form and unexpected truths could
surface, revealing the depths of betrayal and loyalty within the walls of the club. With



each heartbeat, the anticipation builds—will Bella find the courage to stand her ground,
or will she succumb to the weight of her past? The stage is set for a riveting showdown,
and readers will be left on the edge of their seats, eager to discover whether Bella can
rise from the ashes of her torment or if she will remain trapped in a cycle of pain. The
next chapter promises to be a whirlwind of emotions, revelations, and the fierce struggle
for survival, as Bella navigates paths unknown yet comforting in her quest for freedom.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 33 Summary

In Chapter 33 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
finds herself in a paralyzing moment when she unexpectedly encounters Damien, her
former love, while being held captive by Derek. The atmosphere is charged with tension
as Bella struggles with her emotions, feeling both fear and nostalgia. The sight of
Damien, dressed impeccably, sends her heart racing, yet his cold demeanor reveals the
emotional distance that has grown between them since their painful separation.

Derek’s cruel grip on Bella intensifies her anxiety, as he taunts her about Damien’s
presence, revealing the twisted dynamic of their relationships. Bella is forced to confront
the reality of her past with Damien, who appears indifferent to her suffering. The
memories of their shared love clash with the harsh truth that he has moved on, leaving
her to grapple with feelings of betrayal and abandonment. The presence of Gina, the
woman who played a significant role in Bella’s downfall, adds to her torment,
symbolizing the culmination of her heartache.

As the confrontation escalates, Bella’s desperation becomes palpable. She silently
pleads for Damien to intervene, hoping for a glimpse of the love they once shared.
However, his dismissive attitude shatters her hopes, revealing the extent of his
emotional detachment. The revelation that he no longer cares for her is a crushing blow,
deepening her sense of isolation and despair. Gina’s smugness only exacerbates
Bella’s pain, reinforcing her feeling of being trapped in a nightmare of her own making.

The chapter concludes with a chilling sense of foreboding as Derek closes in on Bella,
his intentions unclear but menacing. The juxtaposition of Damien and Gina’s departure,
a picture of happiness, against Bella’'s grim reality underscores the stark contrast
between her past and present. The emotional turmoil she experiences culminates in a
profound fear as she realizes the precariousness of her situation, setting the stage for
the conflicts that lie ahead.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below
**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**py Arlo Mason Jett**

**Chapter 33**



**BELLA’S POV**

Time seemed to stand still. | was frozen in place, and so was Derek, as if the world
around us had paused in shock.

That voice—familiar and haunting—sent a shiver racing through my entire being. For a
brief moment, | dared to believe | had conjured it up in my mind, a mere figment of my
imagination. But then | turned, and there he was, standing confidently in the doorway.
He wore a tailored gray suit that hugged his frame impeccably, and his dark hair was
styled with an almost effortless precision.

Damien.

My heart stumbled, caught in a chaotic rhythm within my chest. This was the man | had
once loved fiercely, the one who had held my heart in his hands and then shattered it
into a million pieces.

Derek’s grip on my hair tightened painfully, yanking my head back with a cruel force. A
jolt of pain radiated down my neck, and | gasped, a scream clawing its way up my
throat. But the people milling around us merely glanced over, their expressions a mix of
confusion and indifference, before turning away as if we were nothing more than a
fleeting distraction.

Derek’s lips curled into a smirk, a twisted pleasure evident in his voice. “What a
surprise,” he drawled, his tone dripping with mockery. “Did you bring your fiancée here
for dinner, Damien? Small world, huh? Your ex is here to dine with me too. Though, she
doesn’t seem to know what’s good for her. She’s been... agitating me.”

My heart raced as Derek’s fingers dug deeper into my scalp, forcing my chin upward,
making me face the man who had once been my everything.

Damien’s gaze flickered from Derek to me. There was no visible reaction, no hint of
recognition or emotion. His eyes, usually so warm and inviting, were now as cold as
steel.

“Oh?” he replied smoothly, his voice devoid of any warmth. “That so?”

A tightness gripped my chest. He didn’t even flinch at the sight of me. | searched his
expression for a trace of anger, regret, or perhaps a flicker of the love we once shared,
but there was nothing—ijust a disinterested boredom that cut deeper than any knife.

Why should he feel anything for me? He had moved on, leaving me in ruins. He had
cast me aside like a discarded toy, punishing me for my perceived failures. The memory
of him sleeping with my sister haunted me, a stark reminder of how easily he had turned
his back on me. And when he had suggested | take the fall for Kathy, it had sealed my
fate.



Derek’s grin widened further, and he casually brushed his fingers over the small scar
near his brow, a reminder of the night Damien had nearly killed him. “I’'m thinking | owe
her from our last meeting,” he said, his voice laced with a twisted sense of pride.

That scar was a remnant of a night filled with chaos—when Derek had tried to corner
me at a gala and Damien had intervened. Blood had spilled, rage had erupted, and
bones had been broken. In that moment, | had believed Damien would always be my
protector, my savior.

How naive | had been.

Derek jerked my hair again, forcing me to look directly into Damien’s eyes.

What did he see in me now?

The woman who had once run through the woods with him, laughter echoing as our
wolves danced with the wind? The lover who had envisioned a future filled with promise,
who had whispered dreams into his ear when he had faltered? The one who had carried
his child, a symbol of our bond?

No. | could see it in his eyes—he didn’t see me at all. | was merely a shadow of his
past, a mistake he wished to forget. Not the woman who had loved him unconditionally,
nor the mate he had sworn eternity to. To him, | was nothing more than a ghost.

My throat burned, each breath feeling like a weight pressing down on my chest.

And then | saw her.

Gina stood beside Damien, her hand intertwined with his arm, a picture of confidence
and malice. Her smile was sweet, but | knew the venom that lurked beneath it. This was
the same woman who had whispered lies about me, orchestrating my public downfall
with malicious glee. She was the reason my grandfather had died, her thirst for revenge
consuming her completely.

She was the architect of my imprisonment, the reason | had lost everything | held dear.
If it had depended on her, | would still be rotting away in that cell.

The sight of them together—my once-beloved and the woman who had orchestrated my
demise—felt like a dagger twisting deeper into my heart.

‘Let me go,” | managed to say through clenched teeth, my voice barely above a
whisper.

Derek’s gaze flicked to Damien, as if he were a dog awaiting a command from its
master.

Damien’s lips curled slightly, a hint of amusement dancing at the corners.



“We’re here for dinner,” he said flatly. “How you choose to... entertain yourself is up to
you, Derek. | have nothing to do with this woman.”

His words hit me harder than any blow Derek had inflicted. | swallowed hard, the lump
in my throat growing heavier. Somewhere deep inside me, a foolish part had dared to
hope he would intervene, that he would remember the love we once shared. But he
didn’t even blink.

He meant it. He truly wanted me to suffer.

| struggled to steady my breathing, the weight of despair pressing down on me.
“You've changed,” | whispered, my voice barely audible.

Damien’s eyes flickered to mine for the briefest moment.

“No,” he replied, his tone flat. “I just learned to see people for who they are.”

| flinched, each word a fresh wound tearing at my already shattered heart.

| had once believed he had betrayed me out of a sense of duty, that he had chosen his
pack over me because he had no other option. | had thought, deep down, he still cared

but couldn’t express it. But now, the truth was painfully clear—he didn’t care at all.

And Gina, standing smugly beside him, relished in my pain, her expression one of
triumph.

She tilted her head, a smirk playing on her lips. “Still getting yourself into trouble, Bella?
Some things never change.”

My fists clenched at my sides, a surge of anger rising within me. “Some things do,” |
shot back quietly. “Like the lies you tell.”

Her eyes narrowed dangerously, but Damien placed a firm hand on her arm, silencing
her with a single gesture.

“‘Enough,” he said coldly. “You might want to take this outside,” he directed at Derek.

Then he turned his attention to Jane and Nina, who had been watching the scene unfold
with morbid curiosity.

“Ladies,” he said with a polite nod, “you should return to your party. Enjoy your night.”

They both nodded, and as Nina shot me one last, lingering look, she followed Jane out
the door.

Gina laced her arm through Damien’s once more, her voice dripping with sweetness.



“Shall we?” she murmured.

He nodded, and together they walked away, a picture of perfection—like a royal couple
leaving behind a spectacle they deemed beneath them.

| watched them go, my chest constricting painfully. My pulse thundered in my ears,
drowning out the world around me.

They passed through the open glass doors, the tranquil sound of the trickling pond filling
the silence that followed.

Derek stepped closer, his breath hot against my ear, his tone dropping to a low, almost
playful whisper.

“Well, would you look at that,” he said, his fingers tracing the side of my neck with a
chilling tenderness. “They left you all alone... with me.”

My stomach twisted in dread. | felt his grip tighten once more, the sharp edges of his
nails grazing my skin.

And for the first time in years, a true fear slithered up my spine, cold and unyielding.
Conclusion

In the aftermath of that harrowing encounter, the weight of betrayal settled heavily on
Bella’'s heart. The sight of Damien, once a beacon of love and protection, now stood as
a reminder of her shattered past. The cold indifference in his eyes pierced deeper than
any physical pain Derek inflicted upon her. Bella’s hopes for rekindling a connection, for
being seen as the woman she once was, were extinguished in an instant. Instead, she
was left grappling with the stark reality that the love she had cherished was now a
distant memory, overshadowed by the presence of Gina, who reveled in her torment.
The laughter and dreams they once shared faded into the fog of disillusionment,
replaced by a chilling silence that echoed the finality of their severed bond.

As Derek loomed closer, Bella’s resolve began to crystallize amidst the chaos. No
longer would she allow the shadows of her past to dictate her future. The fear that
coursed through her veins ignited a flicker of defiance within her. She understood now
that true strength lay not in the hands of those who had wronged her, but in her own
ability to rise from the ashes of her despair. With each breath, she steeled herself
against the darkness, vowing to reclaim her narrative. The path ahead was uncertain,
shrouded in fog, yet within that uncertainty lay the promise of her own resilience. Bella
was determined to walk forward, not as a victim of her circumstances, but as a woman
ready to confront the unknown with newfound courage.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

**What to Expect in the Next Chapter?**



As the tension thickens in the air, readers can brace themselves for an explosive
confrontation in the upcoming chapter. Bella is left vulnerable, trapped between her past
and present, with Derek’s menacing presence looming over her. The stakes have never
been higher, and the emotional turmoil she faces is palpable. Will Bella find the strength
to confront the demons of her past, or will Derek’s twisted games push her to the brink?
The dynamics between Bella, Damien, and Gina are set for a seismic shift, and the
revelations that lie ahead could change everything.

Moreover, the chapter promises to delve deeper into the complexities of Bella’s
relationship with Damien. As they stand on opposite sides of a chasm filled with betrayal
and heartbreak, will there be a glimmer of hope for reconciliation, or has the love they
once shared been irrevocably extinguished? With Derek’s sadistic enjoyment of Bella’'s
suffering and Gina’s manipulative nature at play, the tension is sure to escalate.
Prepare for a whirlwind of emotions as secrets are unveiled, alliances are tested, and
Bella’s fight for freedom and self-identity takes center stage. The fog is rising, and the
paths ahead are fraught with uncertainty—what will Bella choose when faced with the
darkness that surrounds her?

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 34 Summary

In Chapter 34 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
finds herself in a terrifying confrontation with Derek, whose twisted smirk fills her with
dread. As he tightens his grip on her arm, she experiences a surge of panic and
desperation, screaming for help and attempting to escape his clutches. Derek’s cruel
laughter and taunts echo around her, reminding her of the chaos he has caused in the
past. Despite her attempts to assert herself and threaten him with legal action, Derek’s
disdain for her status as an ex-convict leaves her feeling powerless.

As Derek drags Bella closer to a pond, her fear escalates into sheer terror. She fights
against him, digging her nails into his skin, but he responds with brutal force, throwing
her down and revealing his monstrous side. The struggle intensifies as he pins her
down, shoving her face into the cold water, leaving her gasping for air and fighting for
her life. Bella’s mind races with panic, and she realizes that Derek is reliving his own
past humiliation, taking out his anger on her in a horrifying display of cruelty.

In a desperate plea for help, Bella calls out for Damien, the man she once loved and
trusted to protect her. However, Damien’s unyielding gaze offers no comfort, and his
indifference shatters her hope. Gina, Derek’s accomplice, further torments Bella,
reminding her of her past mistakes and vowing to make her suffer. Bella’s struggle
against the water becomes a metaphor for her fight against the suffocating weight of her
past and the betrayal of those she once held dear.

As her consciousness begins to fade, Bella reflects on the injustices she has faced,
feeling that no one cares about her suffering. Just when it seems all hope is lost, a
commanding voice cuts through the chaos, ordering Derek to bring her to him. Bella



recognizes the voice as Kane’s, a figure from her past who may offer her the salvation
she desperately needs. This moment of recognition brings a flicker of hope amidst the
darkness, leaving readers on the edge of their seats, eager to see if help will arrive in
time to save Bella from her torment.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**TITLE: Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason
Jett**
**Chapter 34**

**BELLA’S POV**

As | caught sight of the twisted smirk curling Derek’s lips, a wave of dread washed over
me. My stomach knotted painfully, a visceral reaction to the malice radiating from him.
His eyes glinted with a sickening satisfaction, and | felt his grip on my arm tighten, a
vice threatening to crush my spirit.

“No!” | screamed, jerking backward in a desperate attempt to escape his clutches. “No!”

Derek’s laughter echoed around me, a cruel, low chuckle that sent shivers down my
spine. Memories flooded back of the times he’d prowled around Damien’s territory,
always looking for trouble, always leaving chaos in his wake.

“You should’ve thought twice before running that pretty mouth of yours,” he sneered,
yanking me forward with a force that made me stumble. The marble floor felt slick
beneath my shoes, and my heart raced so violently that it drowned out all rational
thought.

“I'll press charges!” | shouted, desperation creeping into my voice. “There are
witnesses!”

“Who?” Derek retorted, a smug smirk plastered on his face. “Your high school buddies?
That one bitch would’ve stuck around to watch if given the chance.”

“People saw me come in here. Derek! You won’t get away with this!” | protested, my
voice trembling with a mix of fear and defiance.

“You’re an ex-con,” he spat, his disdain palpable. “And | own this club. Who do you think
they’ll believe?”

Panic surged through me like a tidal wave. | struggled to maintain my composure, but
the reality of my situation began to sink in. If he dragged me outside, toward that garden
or near the solarium, | knew exactly what he had in mind. He was stronger, faster, and
fueled by a rage that was terrifying. | dug my heels into the ground, fighting to plant my
feet firmly. “Let me go!”



In response, he yanked my hair so violently that my neck snapped back, and | yelped in
pain, but he showed no signs of loosening his grip. “You really think anyone gives a
damn about what happens to a washed-up ex-convict?” he growled, pulling me closer to
the pond, each step dragging me deeper into his twisted game.

No. This couldn’t be happening. Not again. Not after everything | had fought to
overcome.

Desperation clawed at me, and | dug my nails into his skin, trying to pry myself free. He
cursed, “Bitch!” and with a sudden, brutal motion, he threw me down beside the pond.
My palms scraped against the cold, unforgiving tiles, sending a jolt of pain through my
body.

Before | could gather my thoughts, he flexed his arm, and | could see the fur sprouting
from his skin as he shifted partially, revealing the monster lurking within.

My blood ran cold, and | barely had time to crawl away before he lunged at me.

His hand slammed against my throat, pinning me down with a force that stole my breath
away.

“You should’ve kept quiet,” he hissed, his voice a low growl.

“Get off me!” | gasped, the words barely escaping my lips as he pressed harder, his
weight crushing me.

In a horrifying twist, he shoved my face into the pond.

Cold water surged into my mouth and nose, a shock that sent panic spiraling through
me. | choked, thrashing against the weight of his body, desperately trying to lift my
head, but he was too strong. My mind raced as panic enveloped me. | couldn’t breathe;
my lungs felt like they were on fire. My limbs flailed helplessly, splashing wildly in a futile
attempt to escape.

No, no, no—!

Black spots danced at the edges of my vision, and | clawed at his wrists, but he
remained unmoved, a cold embodiment of cruelty. Just as | felt consciousness slipping
away, he yanked me up again. | gasped for air, coughing violently as water sprayed
from my mouth.

| barely managed to draw in a breath before he shoved me down once more, plunging
me back into the depths of the pond.

He was toying with me, relishing in my suffering.

Through the haze of terror, | realized that Derek was reliving the humiliation that
Damien had inflicted upon him years ago—the fight, the brutal beating that had left



scars both visible and invisible. And now, he was taking it out on me, his anger spilling
over like a raging tide.

| struggled, but my body felt heavy, weighed down by despair. Cold water rushed down
my throat again, and my chest tightened, a vice grip of fear. My mind screamed for air,
for help, for anyone—someone, anyone.

And then, just as | thought | would drown, | was yanked up once more. | collapsed on
the tiles, coughing and gasping for air. My body trembled uncontrollably.

“Help!” | choked out, my voice barely a whisper. “Someone help me! Please!”
Derek chuckled darkly, his breath hot against my ear.

“Bella.....” He dragged me up by my hair, his lips brushing against my ear. “You're
weak. Pathetic, really. And look...”

He turned my head roughly, forcing me to see the scene unfolding in the corner of the
room.

My eyes, blurry and red from the water and fear, focused, and my heart plummeted.
Damien.

He stood there, hands casually tucked into his pockets, his face an unreadable mask.
This was the man | would have done anything for, the one | had once loved with every
fiber of my being. The man who had sworn to protect me, who had once held me close
as if | were his entire world.

Now, he simply stood there, his gaze fixed on me, unyielding.

“‘Damien,” | whispered hoarsely, the word barely escaping my lips. “Please.”

But there was no response, no flicker of emotion in his eyes.

Gina clapped her hands, a delighted smile spreading across her face as if this were
some sort of sick performance.

“Stop!” | screamed, my voice rising in desperation, but she only laughed, a sound that
twisted in my gut.

“‘Damien, please!” | sobbed, my heart breaking with each word.

Gina approached, crouching beside me as Derek kept me pinned, a predator relishing
its catch.

“You have the gall to scream for my fiancé?” she taunted, her voice dripping with
malice. “You pitiful excuse for a wolf. You should’ve died in prison.”



| spat out water near her feet, trembling from fear and anger. “You're sick...”

Her smile faltered for only a brief moment before her expression hardened, cold as ice.
“My sister is dead,” she said, her voice devoid of empathy. “Because of you.”

My stomach twisted painfully at her words. Not this again.

“Death is too good for you,” she continued, her tone chilling. “You’re going to suffer,
Bella Jameson. I'll make sure of it.”

She nodded at Derek, a silent command that sent a fresh wave of terror coursing
through me. “Make her pay. Make her bleed.”

“‘No—" I gasped, but my words were swallowed as my head was shoved back into the
water once more.

The pond closed around me again, a suffocating embrace. My screams were silent,
bubbles rising to the surface as darkness crept in at the edges of my vision. | couldn’t
breathe. | couldn’t move.

| didn’t deserve this.

Kathy was the one who poisoned that drink. It was meant for me. | had lost my baby
that night, my future, everything | had hoped for.

But no one had ever cared to listen.

My mind began to fade, my lungs burning with an unbearable fire. Then, suddenly, |
was yanked from the water again. | collapsed onto the marble floor, coughing, heaving,
gasping for air.

“‘Help!” | screamed weakly, my voice raw and broken. “Please, someone!”

There were people in the next room. Dozens, maybe hundreds. They had to hear me.
Someone had to hear me.

But no one came.
Would | die like this? After surviving prison, after clawing my way back to life?
“‘Enough,” a voice boomed, cutting through the chaos.

The voice was deep and commanding, causing Derek to freeze mid-motion. Gina’s
smile faltered, her confidence shaken.

“Bring that woman to me,” the voice ordered, and | blinked, water dripping from my
lashes. My vision was still blurry, but that voice... | knew that voice.



| recognized it like | recognized my own heartbeat.

My lips trembled as | whispered, “Kane?”

Conclusion

In the suffocating depths of despair, Bella’s fight for survival reaches a critical turning
point, igniting a flicker of hope as Kane’s commanding voice slices through the
darkness. The weight of her past and the torment inflicted upon her by Derek and Gina
threaten to drown her spirit, yet the mere sound of Kane’s presence ignites a spark of
resilience within her. This moment signifies not just a plea for help, but a reminder that
she is not alone; she has fought too hard and too long to succumb to the darkness.
Bella’s emotional arc culminates in this harrowing confrontation, as she clings to the
belief that she can still reclaim her life, her strength, and her identity amidst the chaos.

With Kane’s intervention, the tides begin to shift, and Bella’s resolve is fortified. No
longer just a victim of her circumstances, she emerges from the shadows of her past,
ready to confront her attackers and reclaim her narrative. The fear that once paralyzed
her transforms into a fierce determination to rise above the pain and suffering. In this
moment of vulnerability, she finds the courage to embrace her truth and fight back, not
just for herself but for the memory of her lost child and the future she yearns to build.
Through rising fog and the paths unknown, Bella steps forward, ready to face whatever
lies ahead, armed with the knowledge that her voice matters and that she will not be
silenced again.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the next chapter, readers can expect a heart-stopping confrontation as Kane steps
into the fray, his authoritative presence a beacon of hope amidst the chaos. Will he be
able to save Bella from the clutches of Derek and Gina, or will his arrival only
complicate the already volatile situation? As the tension escalates, the dynamics
between the characters will shift dramatically, revealing hidden alliances and long-
buried secrets that could change everything for Bella. The stakes have never been
higher, and with Kane’s fierce reputation, his intentions will be scrutinized—does he
truly have Bella’s best interests at heart, or is there more to his return than meets the
eye?

Moreover, as Bella grapples with her trauma, the chapter promises to delve deeper into
her psyche, exploring her fears and the resilience that has kept her fighting against the
odds. Readers will be left wondering how her past experiences will influence her
response to Kane’s intervention and whether she can trust him after everything she has
endured. The fog of uncertainty surrounding her relationships will thicken, leading to a
climactic moment that could either bind them together or tear them apart forever. With
the threat of Derek and Gina looming large, the next chapter is poised to unravel in a
whirlwind of emotion, action, and unforeseen twists that will leave readers breathless
and yearning for more.



Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 35 Summary

In Chapter 35 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting” by Arlo
Mason Jett, Bella finds herself in a harrowing situation, grappling with fear and
confusion as she is held captive by Derek. The chapter opens with her questioning
whether she heard Kane’s voice, a sound that usually brings her comfort but now feels
foreign and filled with rage. The chaos around her is overwhelming, and she is
physically and emotionally drained, feeling vulnerable and terrified as Derek’s grip
tightens painfully in her hair.

Just when Bella fears for her life, the arrival of several security guards shifts the
dynamics in the room. Their commanding presence, especially that of the man in the
sleek black suit, introduces a glimmer of hope. This man, who exudes authority,
intervenes on her behalf, asserting that Derek is disturbing Alpha Stonewood. Bella’s
heart races at the mention of the Alpha, realizing that he might be protecting her despite
the accusations against her. The tension escalates as Derek’s fury boils over, but the
guards restrain him, showcasing the power shift in the situation.

As chaos unfolds, Bella struggles to comprehend the whirlwind of events, feeling lost
amidst the memories of recent betrayals and attacks. The man in the suit offers her
assistance, his demeanor softening as he recognizes her distress. He helps her to her
feet and arranges for her to be taken home, disregarding Derek’s protests. Bella feels a
mix of relief and confusion, overwhelmed by the sudden turn of events and the kindness
shown to her in such a dire moment.

As they move toward the exit, Bella senses a familiar presence nearby, instinctively
aware that Kane is close. The man guiding her expresses concern but remains focused
on ensuring her safety. Once outside, Bella steps into a luxurious limousine, feeling the
weight of her emotions wash over her. The chapter closes with her feeling both
physically and emotionally drained, as she grapples with the tumultuous events of the
night and the uncertainty of what lies ahead.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 35**

“*BELLA’S POV**

| had a fleeting thought that | might have heard Kane’s voice, but uncertainty clouded
my mind. The timbre had resonated deeply, commanding and assertive, yet it was laced

with a fury | had never encountered before. Kane’s voice was usually a steady current,
calm and composed, a voice that could soothe even the most tumultuous of storms.



But this... this was different. The sound that had pierced through the chaos was raw,
almost primal, sending shivers down my spine.

Could it truly have been him?

The idea spiraled through my head, refusing to settle as everything else around me
faded into a blur. My clothes clung to me, drenched and heavy, the garish neon uniform
of a street cleaner a constant reminder of my predicament. It felt cold against my skin, a
stark contrast to the heat of my mounting anxiety. Derek’s grip tightened painfully in my
hair, a searing ache radiating from my scalp where he had yanked too hard. My lungs
burned from the water | had choked down, and my throat felt raw and ragged from the
screams that had escaped my lips.

| was utterly spent.

Wiping my mouth on my sleeve, | trembled, my eyes stinging with the remnants of tears
and the harshness of my surroundings. My breaths came in heavy gasps, each inhale a
reminder of my vulnerability.

Then, as if a weight had been lifted, the pressure on my head eased.

Derek’s hand jerked once in my hair before releasing me. | collapsed forward, coughing
violently, bracing myself for another strike, another shove into the depths of the pond.
But it never came.

| blinked furiously, trying to clear the water from my eyes, and looked up.

To my astonishment, several security guards had entered the room, their presence
commanding and intimidating. There were at least six of them, a mix of wolves and
humans, but one man stood prominently at the center, clearly the leader of this
formidable group.

He was dressed in a sleek black suit, not the typical uniform of a guard, but the authority
he exuded was unmistakable. Tall and broad-shouldered, he carried himself with a

confidence that was almost palpable, a presence that felt like a Beta rather than an
Alpha.

Derek’s expression contorted with rage as he locked eyes with them.
“What the hell is this?” he growled, his voice low and dangerous.
The man in the suit remained unfazed, his demeanor calm and unyielding.

“You heard the Alpha,” he replied evenly, his tone devoid of any emotion. “He does not
wish to be disturbed. You are disturbing him.”

| froze at the mention of ‘Alpha.’



“To the security team,” the man continued, his voice steady and firm. “Restrain him.”
The tension in the air thickened.

“You have offended Alpha Stonewood with your noise,” he stated, his gaze unwavering.
“I suggest you refrain from repeating this mistake. | doubt he will show mercy.”

My heart raced, a stutter in its rhythm. Alpha Stonewood?

“Noise?” Derek snapped, his fury boiling over. “Why would he care about noise or about
this bitch!? This is the woman who killed his fiancée!”

A chill swept through me, my blood turning to ice at his words.

Had... had Alpha Stonewood just intervened on my behalf? The thought was absurd. |
was the one accused of murdering his ex-fiancée. Why would he—?

Before | could process my thoughts, the guards surged forward, their movements
practiced and efficient as they wrestled Derek’s arms behind his back. He struggled
against them, a wild animal caught in a trap, his body half-shifting as his anger surged.
Claws extended, teeth bared, he was a picture of fury.

But even Derek, in his rage, understood the futility of fully shifting in front of
Stonewood’s men.

“Let go of me!” he snarled, his voice dripping with defiance. “You think I'm afraid of
you?”

“Careful,” the man warned coolly, and suddenly, Derek’s bravado faltered, his words
dying in his throat.

| could barely comprehend the whirlwind of events unfolding around me. Everything felt
like an overwhelming haze. The memories of Jane and Nina’s setup, the sudden attack,
the shock of seeing Gina and Damien again, and the fleeting thought that | had heard
Kane’s voice all blended into a chaotic storm in my mind.

The man in the suit turned his attention to me, his expression softening slightly. “Do you
require additional assistance, miss?”

| blinked, struggling to focus on his face. Who was this man? Why was he extending a
hand of help to me?

“l... I don’t know,” | stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

My body trembled uncontrollably, and | felt as though | might crumble to the floor. “I'm
just... a little overwhelmed.”



His eyes softened further, and he gently took my hand, helping me to my feet. His touch
was surprisingly warm against my chilled skin.

To one of the wolves beside him, he instructed, “Bring the car around. Drive her home.”
“Yes, sir,” the wolf replied without hesitation.

Derek’s voice erupted from across the room, filled with disbelief and anger. “What the
fuck!?”

He was still being restrained, his humiliation palpable. “You're taking her home!? Are
you insane?”

| flinched at the sound, my body reacting instinctively even though he couldn’t reach me
now. My pulse raced, and the burn in my throat reminded me of the horror | had just
endured.

The man guiding me didn’t even glance back at Derek.

“‘How many times must | explain this?” he said loudly, his voice cutting through the
tension. “The Alpha wants a quiet evening. There is nothing more to discuss. He will
punish all of you for this disruption!”

His eyes swept across the room, and for a moment, an eerie silence fell, as if no one
dared to breathe.

“If any of you know what’s good for you,” he concluded, his tone brokering no argument,
“you’ll shut up now.”

| didn’t need a second invitation. | fell silent, already too overwhelmed to speak.

The man placed a gentle hand on my elbow, guiding me toward a different exit. My
steps faltered, my knees trembling beneath me as | walked. The eyes of the onlookers
burned into my skin as | passed.

Some regarded me with curious glances; others seemed to pity me, while a few looked
on with judgment. Yet my escort didn’t pause, didn’t offer explanations.

A few staff members rushed forward, their whispers a flurry of questions, but the rest of
the security team quickly blocked them off, creating a barrier between us and the chaos
behind.

The man remained silent, his focus solely on me as he kept me moving.

As we neared the door, an instinctive shiver ran down my spine, and | halted abruptly. A
familiar presence lingered behind me, though | couldn’t hear a sound. It was a
sensation, a shift in the air that made my heart skip a beat.



“What’'s wrong?” the man asked quietly, concern lacing his voice.

| shook my head, unable to articulate the feeling that gripped me. | couldn’t pinpoint
what it was, but my chest tightened with an undeniable awareness. Kane. Somehow, |
knew he was near.

“Let’s get you to safety,” he said gently, and | allowed him to lead me outside.

The cool night air enveloped me as we stepped out, the bright lights of the club fading
into the distance. He opened the door to a sleek black limousine, and | hesitated for a
brief moment, uncertainty gnawing at me before | finally slid inside.

My wet clothes soaked into the luxurious leather seats, and | shivered, wrapping my
arms around myself for warmth. Two wolves occupied the front seats, their demeanor
silent and watchful.

As the door shut, sealing me within the confines of the car, | closed my eyes, resting my
head against the seat, allowing the tumult of emotions to wash over me.

Conclusion

In the aftermath of chaos, Bella found herself enveloped in a cocoon of unexpected
safety, the weight of her harrowing experience slowly lifting as she was guided away
from the turmoil. The presence of the man in the suit, calm and reassuring, contrasted
sharply with the fury she had just witnessed, offering her a glimmer of hope amidst the
shadows of despair. The uncertainty of Kane’s involvement lingered in her mind, a
haunting echo that intertwined with the relief of her escape. As the limousine pulled
away from the scene, Bella’s heart began to settle, the frantic rhythm of fear giving way
to a cautious optimism. She was no longer just a victim in the eyes of those around her;
she was a survivor, and for the first time in a long while, she felt the warmth of
possibility brushing against her skin.

Yet, even as the night air cooled her heated skin, the memory of Derek’s rage and the
accusation of murder loomed large, a specter that would not easily fade. Bella’'s
thoughts danced between the past and the present, the faces of those she had lost and
those who had come to her aid blurring together in a bittersweet tapestry of grief and
gratitude. The road ahead was uncertain, fraught with challenges and unanswered
guestions, but as she sat in the back of the limousine, she felt a flicker of resilience
igniting within her. It was a reminder that even in the darkest of times, there were paths
to be walked—unknown yet comforting, where allies could emerge from the fog and
lead her toward the light. With every mile that passed, she embraced the journey ahead,
ready to confront whatever awaited her, buoyed by the knowledge that she was not
alone.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

**\What to Expect in Next Chapter?**



In the upcoming chapter, Bella’s journey takes a dramatic turn as she grapples with the
aftermath of her harrowing encounter with Derek and the unexpected intervention of
Alpha Stonewood. With the tension still simmering from the chaotic scene, Bella will find
herself at a crossroads, caught between the haunting memories of her past and the
uncertain promise of safety that now surrounds her. The enigmatic man in the suit will
reveal more about his intentions and the true nature of Alpha Stonewood’s interest in
Bella, igniting questions that could alter her fate irrevocably. Will she find solace in this
new alliance, or will the shadows of her past continue to threaten her fragile sense of
security?

As the limousine glides through the night, Bella’s thoughts will spiral deeper into the
mystery of Kane’s voice that echoed in her mind. The unresolved feelings and the
lingering connection to him will pull her in two directions, tempting her to seek answers
that could either heal her or plunge her further into turmoil. Readers can anticipate a
whirlwind of emotions as Bella confronts her fears, faces the remnants of her past, and
grapples with the complexities of her relationships. The fog of uncertainty will begin to
lift, revealing paths that are both unknown and comforting, leading Bella to decisions
that will shape her destiny in ways she never imagined.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 36 Summary

In Chapter 36 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,”
Jayden, serving as the Beta to Alpha Kane, reflects on his chaotic duties, which range
from managing boardroom affairs to darker, more sinister tasks. Tonight, however, he
finds himself in an unusual situation involving Bella Jameson, a woman rumored to have
killed the Alpha’s fiancée. When Jayden encounters Bella, he is struck by her
unexpected resilience and the mix of fear and strength in her demeanor. This contrasts
sharply with the rumors surrounding her, leading him to question the perceptions he and
others have of her.

As tensions rise in the room, Jayden observes the reactions of those around him,
particularly Gina and Damien, who are embroiled in their own conflicts and
misunderstandings about the situation. Jayden’s amusement grows as he watches Gina
attempt to dominate Damien, unaware that they are both in the presence of their true
Alpha, Kane, who remains a silent observer. When Gina suggests they join Kane for
dinner, Jayden steps in to assert that Kane prefers solitude, dismissing them with
authority. This act of control highlights Jayden’s role in maintaining order within the
pack, showcasing his ability to navigate the chaos surrounding him.

After dealing with Gina and Damien, Jayden turns his attention to Derek, a young Alpha
who has provoked a dangerous situation by confronting Bella. Jayden confronts Derek
with a calm yet menacing demeanor, reminding him of the gravity of his actions and the
potential consequences. Derek’s arrogance falters as he realizes the precariousness of
his position, and Jayden commands his guards to take Derek away. This moment



underscores the power dynamics at play, as Jayden emphasizes the protection afforded
to Bella under Kane’s authority.

As the chapter progresses, Jayden grapples with an unsettling feeling about the events
that have unfolded. He recognizes that Kane’s encounter with Bella could lead to
unforeseen turmoil, suggesting that this situation is far from over. Despite his expertise
in managing chaos, Jayden senses that Bella’s presence will bring challenges unlike
any he has faced before, hinting at deeper emotional and narrative complexities to
come. The chapter concludes with a sense of foreboding, as Jayden prepares for the
repercussions of the night’s events, aware that Kane’s path may be irrevocably altered.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
by Arlo Mason Jett
**Chapter 36**

“*JAYDEN'S POV**
In my role serving the Alpha, | had navigated through more than my fair share of chaos.

There were the cleanups in the boardroom, where | meticulously ensured that our
ventures remained not just spotless but thriving. Then, there were the darker
undertakings—those that demanded discretion, a flicker of flames, and, on occasions,
the taste of blood.

| had burned bodies before, a grim task | had grown accustomed to. But never, not even
once, had | been summoned to erase a scene because of a woman.

And certainly not a woman like Bella Jameson.
| had heard whispers, rumors that swirled like shadows around her name.

She was the one who had taken the life of the Alpha’s fiancée, a woman cloaked in
more darkness than she had allies. Yet, when I laid my eyes on her tonight—drenched,
trembling, her hair a wild tangle and her eyes wide with a mix of fear and resolve—I felt
an unexpected pull of curiosity.

She was nothing like | had envisioned.

Yes, she appeared fragile, but it wasn’t the kind of fragility that elicited pity. There was a
flicker in her gaze, a blend of terror and strength that intrigued me. Defiance danced in
her eyes, even as she stood on the brink of despair. She looked like someone who had
traversed through hell and somehow clawed her way back.

The sight of her in such a state caught me off guard. She wasn’t screaming or pleading;
instead, she just stood there, gasping for breath while Derek was held back by my men.



| should have focused on the task at hand, but my mind wandered to thoughts of what
Kane saw in her. My Alpha had entertained women of far greater beauty and stature.

He had mingled with wealthy socialites, dazzling actresses, and royal princesses. In
comparison, Bella seemed plain—too thin, her clothes in tatters, her complexion
ghostly. Yet, there was something ineffable about her that drew me in.

| forced my attention back to the unfolding chaos.

Gina’s eyes blazed with fury, her wolf barely restrained beneath the surface. Damien
stood beside her, an unsettling calmness radiating from him. | recognized that look; he
was assessing the situation, calculating his next move. But Kane... my Alpha remained
at a distance, a silent observer in a shadowy corner where he was hidden from view.

His expression was as inscrutable as ever, dark eyes holding secrets | could not
decipher. He remained silent, his presence commanding without a single word. A slight
nod in my direction was all he offered before he turned and strode toward the Emerald
dining room, the heavy doors closing behind him with a finality that echoed in the air.

That was my signal.
| straightened my posture and pivoted toward Gina and Damien.
Gina’s anger still simmered.

“Bella is incredibly fortunate,” she spat out venomously. “That fool Derek couldn’t have
been more conspicuous if he tried! He had to provoke Alpha Stonewood of all people!”

Damien shrugged, his gaze fixed on the door through which | had led Bella.

“She seems to have that effect on people,” he remarked quietly, his voice almost
contemplative.

Gina’s head snapped toward him, eyes narrowing. “Excuse me?” she hissed, forcefully
turning his face to meet hers. “Don’t tell me you’re actually feeling sympathy for her

now.

| stood back, my expression neutral, finding amusement in the scene. It was
entertaining to witness a woman like Gina attempting to dominate a man like Damien.
Neither of them realized that the Alpha they sought to impress, “Stonewood,” was, in
fact, Kane himself. They were oblivious to the truth that the man they looked down upon
was the very figure they both feared and sought to gain favor from.

“Perhaps we should join Alpha Stonewood for dinner?” Gina suggested abruptly,
grasping Damien’s arm. “He wouldn’t mind our company. I’'m certain of it. After all, he
invited us, didn’t he?”



Damien opened his mouth, hesitating as if weighing his options. His reluctance spoke
volumes. He didn’t want to defy her, yet he also didn’t wish to humiliate himself in front
of my Alpha.

| decided to intervene before they could further embarrass themselves.

“That won’t be necessary,” | stated, stepping closer. My voice was calm, yet it carried an
edge sharp enough to slice through the tension in the air. Gina turned to me, clearly
irked by my interruption.

“What do you mean?” she demanded, irritation lacing her tone.

| offered a polite smile, one that didn’t quite reach my eyes. “Alpha Stonewood has
chosen to spend the evening in solitude. Both of you are dismissed. You may return to
your packs.”

The color drained from Gina’s face, shock evident in her features.
“What?” she shrieked, disbelief coloring her voice. “You—you’re dismissing us?”

“Yes,” | replied simply. “Alpha Stonewood prefers quiet tonight. | suggest you take your
leave while you're still in his good graces.”

For a moment, she remained frozen, her body trembling with indignation. “How dare
you_”

But before she could finish, Damien seized her arm, his voice low and firm.

“‘Enough,” he muttered. “We’ll take our leave.” He nodded respectfully in my direction.
“Thank you, Beta Jayden. I'll have my office reach out to yours to reschedule.”

| met his gaze. “Of course.”
He began to lead Gina away, her angry protests fading into the distance. | released a
deep breath, relieved to have avoided the drama. Wolves who inflated their own

importance had always been a source of irritation for me.

Turning to the guards stationed nearby, | commanded, “Post men at every exit and
hallway leading to this section. Alpha Stonewood will dine alone tonight. No one is to
disturb him.”

They responded immediately, “Yes, Beta.”
With that matter settled, | redirected my focus to Derek.
The young Alpha remained restrained by two of my men, his shirt torn and his face

flushed with a mix of rage and humiliation. | approached him slowly, taking in his
defiance.



“You have no idea who you’re dealing with,” he growled, his voice dripping with
arrogance. “I'm Alpha Derek!”

| paused a few feet away, hands clasped behind my back, maintaining an even tone.
“And yet here you are, held like a pup who doesn’t know when to keep his mouth shut.”

He bared his teeth, the threat hanging in the air. “That woman—she killed his fiancée!
You’re defending her?”

| tilted my head slightly, scrutinizing him. “Do you have a death wish, Derek?”
His confusion was palpable as he blinked at me, caught off guard.

“You disturbed my Alpha,” | said slowly, emphasizing each word. “You nearly harmed a
woman under his protection. You made a spectacle of it in his presence.” | leaned
forward just enough for him to feel my breath against his skin. “If | were you, I'd start
praying. Because the only reason you're still breathing is that he hasn’t yet decided
what to do with you.”

For the first time, | noticed fear flicker in his eyes. His wolf stirred beneath his skin,
restless and alert, sensing the impending danger.

| let the silence stretch, the weight of my words hanging heavily between us. “Take him
to the holding suite. Keep him there until | receive further instructions from Alpha
Stonewood.”

“Yes, Beta,” the guards replied, dragging Derek away.

As they pulled him from sight, | lingered for a moment, the tension in the corridor
palpable. | knew Kane’s temper better than anyone; it was a cold, deadly force when
provoked. Derek had no inkling of how close he had come to sealing his own fate
tonight.

Kane had only come here by chance, intending to enjoy dinner and meet with significant
investors. He had no idea Bella would be present.

What could have transpired if Kane hadn’t been there? If Bella had been left alone in
that room with Derek for just a moment longer?

| didn’t want to dwell on those thoughts.

| adjusted my jacket and straightened my tie, the weight of the evening pressing down
on me.

“Clean up the area,” | instructed one of the guards. “And ensure that no trace of this
scene remains. The Alpha despises disorder.”



As the men moved to comply, | sighed, feeling the familiar rhythm of control return. |
was adept at this—cleaning up messes, issuing commands, maintaining order. Yet, for
the first time in a long while, an unsettling feeling gnawed at me, whispering that this
situation—this woman—would bring more turmoil than | had ever encountered.

And deep down, | already sensed that Kane would not walk away unscathed this time.

Not this time.
Conclusion

As the evening unfolded, the air thick with tension and unspoken truths, | found myself
grappling with the weight of my choices. The chaos surrounding Bella had ignited
something within me—an unexpected empathy for a woman who had, against all odds,
survived the darkest of storms. In her defiance, | saw a reflection of my own struggles, a
reminder that beneath the surface of duty and loyalty, there lay a heart capable of
compassion. The echoes of Derek’s arrogance faded, and in their place, a sense of
responsibility emerged; | was not merely a guardian of the Alpha but a protector of
those who found themselves ensnared in this ruthless world. Bella had unwittingly
drawn me into a web of intrigue and danger, and | could no longer view her simply as a
pawn in a game of power.

Yet, as | prepared to confront the impending storm that Kane’s wrath would unleash, |
felt an unsettling premonition of the trials ahead. This woman, cloaked in shadows and
whispers, had the potential to change everything. The path we were now walking—
together or apart—would lead us into uncharted territory, a place where loyalty would be
tested, and the very fabric of our lives could unravel. With each passing moment, |
understood that the comfort of my predictable existence was slipping away, replaced by
the exhilarating yet terrifying promise of the unknown. As | steeled myself for what was
to come, | realized that in this rising fog, perhaps it was time to embrace the uncertainty
and walk boldly into the paths that awaited us.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?
*What to Expect in Next Chapter?**

As the tension thickens in the aftermath of the explosive confrontation, readers can
anticipate a deeper exploration of the complex dynamics between Jayden, Bella, and
the enigmatic Alpha Kane. With Derek now in custody and the consequences of his
actions looming, the stakes have never been higher. Jayden’s role as the Beta will be
put to the test as he navigates the delicate balance of loyalty to his Alpha while
grappling with a growing intrigue for Bella. Her presence in their world promises to
unravel hidden truths and ignite rivalries that have long simmered beneath the surface.

Expect the narrative to delve into Bella’s past as well, revealing the secrets that haunt
her and the reasons behind her defiance. With whispers of her dark history swirling, the
chapter will likely unveil the motivations that drive her actions, drawing Jayden further



into her orbit. As Kane’s intentions become clearer, the tension between his desire for
control and the unpredictable nature of Bella’s spirit will create a captivating push-and-
pull dynamic. Will Jayden remain steadfast in his duty, or will his curiosity lead him
down a path that challenges everything he knows about loyalty and power?

The chapter promises to be a whirlwind of emotions as alliances shift and the fog of
uncertainty begins to lift. Readers should brace themselves for unexpected revelations,
fierce confrontations, and the potential for romance that could complicate the already
fraught political landscape. With each turn of the page, the stakes will rise, and the
question of who truly holds the power in this intricate game will become increasingly
murky.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 37 Summary

In Chapter 37 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” we
witness a tense and dark confrontation from Jayden’s perspective. The scene unfolds in
a dimly lit security room, where Jayden interrogates Derek about deleted footage and
the status of surveillance cameras. As Jayden’s authority becomes evident, he
commands his men to teach Derek a harsh lesson, emphasizing the consequences of
arrogance. The atmosphere is thick with tension as Derek is forcibly submerged in
water, illustrating the brutality of the situation and Jayden’s cold demeanor. Despite
Derek’s desperate struggle for life, Jayden remains detached, viewing the punishment
as a necessary teaching moment about respect and the gravity of crossing boundaries.

Meanwhile, Bella’s perspective introduces a contrasting emotional landscape. She
returns to the hospital, shivering and damp, her physical discomfort mirroring her
internal turmoil. Her encounter with Jasmine reveals her vulnerability as she tries to
downplay her injuries and the circumstances that led to them. Despite Jasmine’s
concern and encouragement to seek happiness, Bella grapples with her past and the
weight of her identity as an ex-convict and a wolf without a pack. Her reluctance to
pursue a relationship with Justin underscores her belief that she is unworthy of
happiness, leading to a poignant moment of reflection on her solitude and the shadows
of her past.

As Bella prepares to leave the hospital, the conversation with Jasmine lingers in her
mind, highlighting her struggle between the desire for connection and the fear of her
past catching up with her. The chapter closes with Bella feeling a sense of foreboding
as she walks home, suggesting that her troubles are far from over. This dual narrative
not only showcases the contrasting experiences of Jayden and Bella but also
emphasizes themes of power, vulnerability, and the haunting nature of one’s past. The
chapter ends on an ominous note, leaving readers anticipating the unfolding of events
that may intertwine their fates further.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below



**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**py Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 37**

*JAYDEN’'S POV**

“‘Hank,” I murmured, my voice low and steady, as if the very air in the security room
thickened with tension.

The room was cloaked in darkness, the only light flickering from the monitors that
displayed the pond’s murky depths. Derek knelt there, trembling, water cascading off
him in rivulets.

| leaned in closer, my brow furrowing with concern. “Was any closed-circuit footage
deleted?”

“Yes, Beta,” Hank responded, standing rigidly beside me, his posture a testament to his
loyalty and discipline.

“Were the cameras turned off?” | pressed, needing to confirm my suspicions.
“Yes, Beta.”

A single nod was all | could muster in response. “One last question... did you actually
watch the footage?”

“Yes, sir. We saw everything.”

Good. | felt a surge of satisfaction. “Then whatever you did just now... | want you to
repeat it.”

The atmosphere in the room shifted palpably, tension thickening like fog. My men
understood the implications of my command, and Derek, realizing the gravity of the
situation, panicked.

“What—what are you doing?!” he yelled, struggling against the iron grip of my wolves.
Water dripped from his hair, mingling with his fear. “You can’t—"

“Silence,” | ordered, cutting through his protests with an icy calm. “You’ve made enough
noise for one night.”

Hank and the others tightened their hold on his arms, two more wolves stepping in to
secure his shoulders, forcing him down. His knees collided with the floor, and the next
sound was a sickening splash as they submerged his face beneath the water.

Derek fought with all his might. | had to give him credit; he was putting up a fierce
struggle. His body writhed, legs kicking out in desperation, muscles straining against the



weight of two trained wolves. But he was outnumbered, and soon his growls morphed
into muffled gurgles. The water rippled violently with his resistance.

| stood back, arms crossed, watching with a detached calm. This was the price of
arrogance—a lesson in humility that he clearly needed.

After what felt like an eternity, I lifted my chin. “Bring him up.”

They yanked him from the water, and he gasped, choking on the air as if it were a
lifeline. His hair clung to his forehead, plastered there by the water, and his voice
cracked as he managed to utter, “You—you're insane—’

“Careful now,” | interjected smoothly, stepping closer, the shadows of the room
enveloping me. “Do you truly believe it’s wise to disturb Alpha Stonewood’s evening
again? You know how he feels about noise.”

The mere mention of Alpha Stonewood’s name froze Derek in place. Even in his
drenched and trembling state, he attempted to glare at me, defiance flickering in his
eyes. “You... you can’t just—"

“‘Enough,” | commanded, flicking my wrist dismissively.
“Again,” | ordered, my voice firm.

With that, they forced his head down once more. The splash was louder this time, the
water darkening with the dirt from his boots and the crimson of blood where he had
bitten his lip in desperation. He fought valiantly, but his body began to jerk involuntarily,
signs of panic taking hold as he neared unconsciousness. | raised my hand, and they
pulled him back up. He choked, sputtering and gasping for air.

This grim cycle continued, a relentless rhythm of drowning and gasping. Each time he
surfaced, | could see his pride diminishing, his voice fading into a hoarse rasp. He
trembled with exhaustion, and | felt a grim satisfaction knowing he was finally
understanding the consequences of his actions.

Finally, when he was too weak to resist, | crouched beside him, lowering my voice to a
near whisper. “Now,” | said softly, “you’ll think twice before raising a hand against a
woman under Alpha Stonewood’s protection.”

He blinked at me, too breathless to muster a response, the weight of my words settling
heavily upon him.

“Take him away,” | commanded, my tone brooking no argument. “Keep him under watch
until further notice.”

As they dragged Derek’s limp form across the wet floor, | cast my gaze down at the
pond.



The reflection staring back at me was cold, unyielding—an image of authority and
power.

Kane had entrusted me to deliver messages on his behalf, and this particular lesson
would resonate for a long time to come.

**BELLA’S POV**

By the time | returned to the hospital, my body was still shivering, the chill of the night
clinging to me.

My clothes felt damp and uncomfortable, clinging to my skin like a second layer. | took a
moment to gather myself before stepping through the staff door, but Jasmine’s keen
eyes spotted me immediately.

“Oh my goodness, girl, why are you soaked?” she exclaimed, rushing toward me with
genuine concern. “Did you fall into the river or something?”

| attempted to laugh it off, but the tightness in my throat made it difficult. “Something like
that,” | muttered, trying to downplay the situation.

Her expression shifted the moment she noticed the tear in my shirt and the bruises
blooming on my arms. The playful teasing vanished, replaced by a look of worry.

“Bella... what happened?” she asked quietly, her voice low. “Was it when you went to
deliver the documents?”

| hesitated, searching for the right words to convey the truth without revealing too much.
“The documents? Never mind. It wasn’t serious. | just... accidentally fell into a small
pool.”

She frowned, her skepticism evident. “That’s terrible. Bella, it’s freezing tonight. You
can’t stay like this. Go home, take a hot bath, and dry your hair before you catch a
fever.”

| nodded, managing to muster a small smile. “I will. | just need to grab my things.”

In truth, | should have gone home much earlier, but | had been reluctant to let those
wolves—Alpha Stonewood’s men—know where | lived.

It seemed silly, perhaps even paranoid, but the idea of powerful individuals knowing my
address made me uneasy.

Even though everyone in the city knew his name, no one truly understood who he was.
No one had ever seen his face.



Rumor had it that not even Gina, his sister-in-law, had seen him. People only spoke of
him in hushed tones, sharing tales of his might and the danger he represented. He ruled
the city with an iron fist, weaving empires from the shadows.

Who was | kidding? If he truly wanted to find me, it would be an effortless task.
| wasn’t hiding, really. | was merely... surviving.

The small corner of the city where my cabin lay was unclaimed by any pack, allowing
Kane and me to exist there, unnoticed. No pack laws. No Alpha’s control. Just the
simplicity of quiet survival.

If I could save enough money one day, perhaps I'd escape that place entirely. Start
anew in a location where no one knew my name or my past.

As | rummaged through my locker, grabbing my purse and phone, Jasmine stood
nearby, her expression shifting with hesitation. “Hey, | know this might not be the best
time, but Justin asked me about you again. He’s interested, Bella. And he’s a nice guy.”

| slammed my locker shut, frustration bubbling over. “Jas, | already told you. I'm not
looking for anything right now.”

She opened her mouth, likely to argue, but | pressed on. “He’s a good man. Honest. He
deserves someone who can actually give him something real. That's not me.”

Jasmine sighed, disappointment etched on her face. “If you truly don’t have the heart to
take a chance on him, I'll tell Justin. But | still think you’re making a mistake. You
deserve happiness too, Bella.”

| nodded tiredly. “Maybe. But not like this. Not now.”

| wasn’t being cruel; | was merely being honest. My past clung to me like an unwanted
shadow, refusing to let go.

No matter how hard I tried to move forward, it was always there, lurking, waiting to catch
up.

| was an ex-convict, a former healer stripped of her license, a wolf bereft of her other
half. Someone like Justin didn’t belong in my tangled narrative.

“Thanks for understanding, Jasmine,” | said, forcing a smile that didn’t quite reach my
eyes.

She looked at me with a sadness that pierced through my defenses. “Bella, you can’t
live like this forever. You don’t really want to be alone until you die, do you?”

| hesitated, her question hitting harder than | anticipated. She could never grasp that |
didn’t have a choice. | wasn't just a woman with a criminal record; | was a wolf without a



wolf, severed from both worlds. | couldn’t blend in with humans, and the packs treated
me like a ghost.

So yes, perhaps loneliness was my only solace.
But as | exited the hospital, her words echoed in my mind, a haunting refrain.

Outside, the night air was biting cold. | pulled my coat tighter around me and began the
long trek home.

Suddenly, a handsome face flashed in my mind—dark eyes, a calm voice. The man
who had saved me.

Kane.
He was the only one who had seen me as more than just a collection of my mistakes.

‘| appreciate you, Jasmine,” | whispered under my breath, even though she was long
gone.

The streets were eerily quiet, save for the distant hum of traffic. My hair dripped water
onto my collar, and | glanced back once, half-expecting to find someone watching me.
But there was no one—only shadows.

| took a deep breath, urging myself to walk faster.

Yet even as | moved, a chill ran down my spine—not from the cold, but from something
deeper. A warning.

An instinct | couldn’t shake.

Something told me... that night wasn’t over yet.
Conclusion

In the aftermath of the confrontation, Jayden’s cold authority had carved a line in the
darkness, a stark reminder of the price of defiance. Derek’s struggle beneath the water
had not only stripped him of his arrogance but had also reinforced Jayden’s role as a
vessel of power, one who would not tolerate threats against those under his protection.
The satisfaction he felt was bittersweet, a grim necessity in a world where weakness
could lead to chaos. As he watched Derek’s broken spirit reflected in the pond, Jayden
understood that this was more than just a lesson; it was a testament to the lengths he
would go to uphold the fragile peace of their existence. The fog that hung in the air was
not just a physical barrier but a metaphor for the murky depths of loyalty and fear that
permeated their world.



Meanwhile, Bella’s return to the hospital was a stark contrast to the turmoil Jayden had
orchestrated. She was caught in her own storm, wrestling with the shadows of her past
while desperately seeking a semblance of normalcy. Jasmine’s concern and the fleeting
thought of Justin represented a flicker of hope, yet Bella remained shackled by her
history, convinced that happiness was a luxury she could not afford. The haunting
reminder of loneliness echoed in her mind, a relentless companion that refused to let
her escape her reality. As she walked home through the cold night, the image of Kane
lingered, a beacon of possibility in her otherwise bleak existence. The night was still
young, and with it came the promise of change, whether she was ready for it or not.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

*What to Expect in Next Chapter?**

In the upcoming chapter, the tension between Jayden and Derek escalates as the
consequences of Derek’s arrogance become increasingly dire. With Jayden’s authority
firmly established, readers can anticipate a deeper exploration of the power dynamics
within the pack. The stakes are higher than ever, and the relentless cycle of punishment
may reveal hidden truths about loyalty, fear, and the lengths one will go to protect their
own. As Jayden continues to assert his dominance, the atmosphere will thicken with
uncertainty, leaving readers questioning how far he is willing to go to maintain control.

Meanwhile, Bella’s journey takes a pivotal turn as she grapples with her past and her
desire for a future free from the shadows that haunt her. The haunting presence of Kane
lingers in her thoughts, hinting at a potential alliance that could change everything for
her. As she navigates her feelings of isolation and the weight of her history, the chapter
will delve into her internal struggle, leading to a moment of reckoning that could either
bind her closer to Kane or push her further into solitude. Just as she begins to feel a
flicker of hope, an unexpected encounter may challenge her resolve, leaving readers on
the edge of their seats, eager to discover whether she will embrace the possibility of
connection or retreat back into the shadows.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 38 Summary

In Chapter 38 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
grapples with the emotional aftermath of a traumatic incident while seeking solace in the
presence of Kane, a figure who brings her a sense of calm. As she approaches the
cabin, the familiar scents of cedar and smoke evoke comfort, yet the underlying tension
of her recent experiences lingers. Inside, their interaction is charged with unspoken
emotions; Kane’s protective instincts surface as he notices Bella’s physical injuries.
Despite her attempts to downplay her pain, the connection between them deepens,
highlighting Bella’s struggle to keep her past at bay and Kane’s desire to support her.

As dinner unfolds in a silence that feels both comfortable and heavy, Kane’s internal
conflict grows. He is acutely aware of the dangers surrounding Bella, stemming from his



position as a powerful Alpha and the threats that come with it. His protective nature is
ignited by the thought of her suffering, and he wrestles with the guilt of being the cause
of her pain. The juxtaposition of their quiet dinner and Kane’s turbulent emotions
creates a poignant atmosphere, revealing the complexities of their relationship and the
stakes involved.

After dinner, Kane observes Bella mending a torn shirt, a simple act that reflects her
resilience and determination. This moment encapsulates her character—she is not
defined by her past but instead seeks to salvage what she can. Kane is struck by her
beauty and strength, contrasting her humble actions with the superficiality of his
previous experiences. The tenderness in their exchange reveals a budding bond, but it
is underscored by Kane’s internal struggle with his identity and the fear of revealing his
true self to Bella.

When Bella unexpectedly shows her care for him by ordering a sweater, the weight of
their relationship shifts. Kane is confronted with the reality of her loyalty and kindness,
which complicates his feelings and fears. The term “brother” she uses to describe him
serves as both a comfort and a reminder of the barriers between them. As he watches
her, he grapples with the knowledge that his past and nature could shatter the fragile
peace they have built. The chapter closes with Kane’s resolve to protect Bella from the
truth, emphasizing the emotional stakes and the precarious balance of their connection.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**py Arlo Mason Jett**

**Chapter 38-1**

“*BELLA’S POV**

The heightened senses that once defined my existence were now mere echoes of the
past. Gone was the wolf that used to warn me of lurking dangers or decipher the
unspoken language of the air.

As | neared the cabin, the familiar scent of cedar and smoke washed over me like a
warm embrace, but beneath that, there was something deeper—an undercurrent of raw
power. Kane.

Just the knowledge of his presence stirred something within me, a sense of calm that
spread through my body. The tightness in my shoulders began to dissipate, and my
heartbeat, once racing, slowed to a steadier rhythm.

| stepped inside the cabin, and there he was, seated at the kitchen table. His posture
was relaxed, exuding an air of confidence. He didn’t look up immediately; instead, he
crossed his arms over his chest, his gaze fixed intently on the table, lost in thought.



| placed my bag down quietly, trying to break the silence. “Hi,” | ventured, my voice
barely above a whisper.

He continued to stare at the table, as if it held the answers to questions | didn’t even
know to ask. Perhaps he wasn’t in the mood for conversation.

“I, uh... I'll get dinner started in a moment,” | mumbled, feeling the need to fill the
silence. “Just need to shower first.”

Before | could move past him, his hand shot out, catching my wrist with a grip that was
both firm and gentle.

“You're soaking wet,” he remarked, his thumb brushing over my skin in a way that sent
shivers down my spine. “And it’s not raining.”

| bit my lip, suddenly aware of how my shirt clung to me, torn at the hem and stained
with dirt. | tried to pull my hand away, but his gaze held me captive, pinning me in place
with a mix of concern and something darker.

He leaned in, fingers brushing lightly over the tear in my shirt. “How did this happen?”
he asked, his tone calm, yet | could sense the simmering rage just beneath the surface.

“‘It's... nothing. It’s fine,” | replied, my voice faltering under the weight of his scrutiny.
“Bella.”

Just hearing my name spoken in that quiet, warning tone made me freeze in place,
every instinct screaming at me to be honest, yet fear held me back.

He stood up, towering over me. “Did something happen to you today?”
| couldn’t meet his eyes. | knew that if | lied, | would shatter the fragile trust we had built.
But | also couldn’t allow him to get involved. The people who had hurt me today were

the kind who wouldn’t stop; they would come after him too.

| tried to sidestep, but he caught my hand again, the movement sending a jolt of pain
through me.

He frowned, turning my hand over gently. His expression darkened when he saw the
swollen, bleeding wound where Nina’s heel had dug into my skin.

He rubbed the back of my hand softly, his touch tender. “What about this?” he asked,
his voice low and filled with concern. “Is this just another ‘work accident’?”

| stared down at the injury, shame flooding through me like a tidal wave.

He looked back up at me, his expression serious. “Sister,” he said, his voice steady. “If
someone’s bullying you, you need to deal with it.”



| shook my head, forcing a shaky smile. “Kane, no. It's nothing. | don’t want to drag you
into my mess.”

“You think | care about that?” he shot back, his voice low but fierce.

The intensity in his tone made my breath hitch. There was a protective fire in him,
something dangerous that shouldn’t have felt safe but did.

‘I can handle it,” | whispered, my voice barely audible.

He stepped closer, so close that | could feel the warmth of his breath against my
forehead. “Bella, you don’t have to handle everything alone anymore,” he murmured, his
voice dropping to a near whisper.

My heart stuttered at his words. We locked eyes, and for a long moment, the air
between us felt charged, heavy with unspoken emotions.

There was something magnetic about him—cold, unreadable, yet impossible to look
away from.

And then it struck me like a bolt of lightning: my time with Kane was limited. Sooner or
later, my past would bleed into this fragile life | was trying to build, threatening to
endanger him too.

| pulled my hand free, whispering, “I'll be fine.” Then | slipped past him into the
bathroom, desperate to escape the intensity of the moment.

As the water began to run, | leaned against the tiled wall, allowing the tears to fall
silently. The sound of the shower masked everything else, drowning out my fears.

When | finally emerged from the bathroom, | had bandaged my hand, dried my hair, and
slipped into clean clothes. | caught my reflection in the dark window; my face appeared
calmer, but inside, | was still trembling.

Kane remained seated at the table, his eyes following me as | moved around the
kitchen.

| attempted a smile, trying to lighten the mood. “So, what do you think? Pasta tonight?
Or maybe quiche?”

His voice was cold, cutting through the air. “I think something happened today, and
you’re not telling me.”

Sighing, | set down the pasta box. “You’re right.”

“‘And?”



Taking a deep breath, | walked over to him, standing directly in front of where he sat. |
took his hands in mine, the warmth of his skin sending a rush of unexpected comfort
through me. My heart raced at the contact.

“I need you to trust me,” | said softly, my voice steady. “My past is a storm | can’t erase.
But | want it to stay buried. | don’t want to drag you into it—not when it could cost you
everything.”

He studied me intently, his gaze piercing. “You can’t know that.”

‘I do,” | whispered, my conviction unwavering. “There’s no world in which you’re worth
that risk.”

Turning back to the counter, | forced a small laugh. “Now, back to dinner. Pasta or
quiche?”

He didn’t respond immediately. | could feel his eyes on me, as if he was trying to
unravel every thought in my mind.

Pretending to hum to myself while | filled the pot with water, | fought to steady my
trembling hands. The memory of Nina’s cruel smile flashed behind my eyes, the way
she had shoved me, the helplessness that had consumed me.

| had thought prison was the worst part of my life. | believed that once | was out, | would
finally be free, safe from the horrors of my past. But that had been naive. The world
beyond those bars was not kinder.

As the water began to boil, | gripped the edge of the counter, closing my eyes. | wasn’t
safe. Not yet.

And worse, | had brought danger right to Kane’s doorstep.

**Chapter 38-2**

“*KANE’S POV**

We ate in silence, the kind that felt oddly comfortable.

Bella sat across from me, her head slightly bowed as she twirled the noodles on her
fork. She was quiet, but not withdrawn. It was a natural quiet, one that felt calm and

unforced. | found solace in it.

For a man like me, accustomed to the constant noise of power—the barking of orders,
the sounds of obedience, the weight of responsibility—this kind of peace was a rare gift.



When she smiled at something on her plate, | quickly looked away, not wanting her to
catch me staring.

But the calm was deceptive. Inside, my wolf paced restlessly, a storm of pent-up energy
demanding release. | needed to run, to shift, to unleash the violence that simmered
within me before it consumed me entirely. It had taken every ounce of restraint not to
tear Derek apart today—and that punk, Damien Silverwood, too.

The mere thought of them tightened my jaw. Derek, for what he had done to Bella.
Damien, for daring to provoke me, thinking he could escape the consequences.

| knew Jayden had handled it. He always did.

The sounds filtering in from the ballroom—the crashes, the gasps, the silence that
followed—told me everything | needed to know. Jayden’s loyalty was unwavering. He
would have ensured Derek understood the cost of touching something that belonged to
me.

Still, my anger didn’t wane.

There were deeper issues at play—things | could no longer ignore.

Bella’s family. Gina. Damien. Every vulture circling this region. Bella had a target on her
back, and whether she realized it or not, | had put it there.

Because of who | was.

| was the highest Alpha in this region, and weaker wolves would do anything to curry
favor with me. Even hurt someone they believed mattered to me.

And Bella, she mattered. That was what made it all the more infuriating.

The thought that she had suffered, been beaten and tortured in prison, all because
someone thought it would please me, made my chest ache.

She had no idea that all those horrors had been inflicted upon her because of me.
How would she look at me if she ever discovered the truth?

Would she still speak to me with that softness in her voice? Would she still smile at me
over dinner, pretending everything was normal?

| doubted it.

When dinner was finished, | retreated to the shower, the freezing water a welcome
relief. It burned through the heat in my veins, forcing me to breathe, to focus.



When | finally stepped out, towel in hand, | pulled on a shirt, feeling slightly clearer in my
mind. But as soon as | stepped back into the main room, | froze.

There she was, sitting in the kitchen, bent over her work shirt, diligently sewing
something.

The sight hit me like a punch to the gut.
She hummed softly to herself, a tuneless melody that didn’t belong to any song |
recognized. Her hair cascaded over her shoulder, and the lamp above cast a warm glow

on her face, making her appear almost ethereal.

Her fingers moved with careful precision, threading the needle through the torn fabric,
stitch by stitch, patiently mending what was broken.

Anyone else would have discarded the shirt without a second thought. But she was
determined to save it, to make it last.

That small, stubborn act spoke volumes about her character.
It infuriated me. Because she shouldn’t have to live like this.

Because that torn fabric was a reminder of the pain she endured today, and every time |
pictured her being pushed or struck, my vision darkened again.

Yet, | couldn’t tear my gaze away from her.

| had spent my life surrounded by women drowning in wealth—designer gowns,
manicured hands, perfect smiles. They wouldn’t have known how to sew a button if their
lives depended on it. Their closets overflowed with couture that cost more than Bella
earned in a year.

And yet, here she was, in this quiet little cabin, mending a shirt, and she was the most
beautiful thing | had ever seen.

She wasn’t polished. She wasn’t perfect. But she was real.

| leaned against the doorway, watching her work until she finally noticed me.
“Oh, hi,” she said softly, her voice breaking the spell.

| didn’t move; | just continued to look at her.

She glanced away, her cheeks flushing a soft pink.

“What’s wrong? Why are you looking at me like that?”

“I'just think you're beautiful,” | replied, the words spilling out before | could stop them.



She blinked, taken aback. Then she laughed, but it was a laugh tinged with disbelief,
the kind people give when they can’t fathom what they’re hearing.

“Kane,” she said, shaking her head. “You didn’t know me before. Trust me, there’s a big
difference between who | was and what you see now. At most... I'm not ugly.”

She laughed again, quieter this time, as if trying to brush it off as a joke.
‘I mean it,” | insisted, my tone serious.
Her lips twitched into a shy smile. “You're kind.”

Her tone was light, teasing, but | could see the truth in her eyes. She liked hearing it,
even if she pretended otherwise.

Suddenly, she picked up her phone and turned it toward me. On the screen was a
picture of a thick, dark sweater. “What do you think of this one?”

“What about it?” | asked, confusion lacing my voice.

“l ordered it for you,” she said simply. “l know you're a wolf and all, but it’s cold. And
while you’re in human form, it might help.”

For a brief moment, | was speechless.

Here she was, sitting in an old, patched shirt, sewing holes closed to save money, and
she was spending what little she had on me.

It made no sense.
| leaned back against the counter, folding my arms. “Why are you so good to me?”

She tilted her head, her surprise evident. “You’re my brother,” she said easily. “Of
course, I'll take care of you.”

That word, brother, landed like a stone in my chest.
It should have sounded comforting. Instead, it felt like a weight.

Her loyalty was genuine. Her kindness was real. But there was something in the way
she said it—as if it explained everything.

Had she completely forgotten that | was a man?
That | wasn’t the kind of man she should trust so deeply, so blindly?

| watched her fold the shirt neatly, humming again as if nothing was wrong.



She had no idea who she was living with.
No idea what kind of monster | truly was.
And perhaps it was better that way.

Because the truth would shatter the fragile peace she had built, and | wasn’t ready to
witness that light fade from her eyes.

Conclusion

In the quiet aftermath of their shared dinner, the emotional distance between Bella and
Kane became palpable, each grappling with their own unspoken fears. Bella, despite
her attempts to maintain a facade of normalcy, was acutely aware of the storm brewing
within her past, threatening to engulf the fragile sanctuary she had found with Kane. Her
heart ached with the knowledge that by inviting him into her life, she risked not only her
safety but his as well. The tender moments they shared felt like a delicate dance, each
step forward shadowed by the lingering specter of her trauma. Yet, in Kane’s
unwavering gaze, she found a flicker of hope, a promise that perhaps she could learn to
trust again, even as her instincts screamed to shield him from her darkness.

For Kane, the realization of his feelings for Bella weighed heavily on his conscience. He
felt the duality of his existence, torn between the fierce protector he wanted to be and
the monster he feared he truly was. Watching her mend her shirt, he was struck by her
resilience, a stark contrast to the wealth and privilege that had surrounded him for so
long. Yet, the deeper he fell for her, the more he understood the danger his world posed
to her. The title of “brother” she bestowed upon him echoed in his mind, a bittersweet
reminder of the boundaries he wished to cross. As the night deepened, both were left
standing on the precipice of their emotions, yearning for connection while grappling with
the shadows of their pasts, uncertain whether love could truly conquer the demons that
haunted them.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the upcoming chapter, readers can expect the tension between Bella and Kane to
reach a boiling point as the shadows of their pasts loom ever larger. Bella’s struggle to
keep her secrets hidden from Kane will intensify, forcing her to confront not only the
dangers that threaten her but also the growing bond she shares with him. As Kane’s
protective instincts flare, he will grapple with the duality of his role as both a guardian
and a man deeply entwined in the murky waters of his own dark history. The complexity
of their relationship will be tested, revealing the emotional stakes that could either draw
them closer together or tear them apart.

Additionally, the chapter promises to explore the external threats that encircle them, as
Bella’'s past slowly begins to seep into their present. The arrival of old enemies and
unresolved conflicts will challenge Bella’s resolve to shield Kane from her turmoil.
Readers should brace themselves for exhilarating moments of confrontation, where



loyalties will be questioned, and the true nature of both Bella and Kane will be laid bare.
As the fog of uncertainty thickens, the lines between safety and danger will blur, leaving
both characters to navigate treacherous paths that could irrevocably alter their futures.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 39 Summary

In Chapter 39 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Jane
faces an unexpected and devastating dismissal from her job at the Urban Management
Bureau. Her supervisor delivers the news coldly, leaving Jane in shock and disbelief. As
she grapples with the reality of her situation, she reflects on the sacrifices her family
made for her education and career, feeling a profound sense of guilt about how to break
this news to them. The finality of her termination weighs heavily on her, as she realizes
the potential impact on her future and her social standing.

As Jane attempts to seek help from her friend Nina, she discovers that Nina is also in
crisis, which adds to her feelings of isolation. Rumors begin to circulate about the
reason for her dismissal, suggesting that it was due to “misuse of power.” This
accusation terrifies Jane, as she recalls a recent incident involving another woman,
Bella, which she had been coerced into by Nina. When Jane confronts Nina about the
situation, Nina’s cold dismissal of responsibility leaves Jane feeling betrayed and
abandoned.

Desperate for answers and forgiveness, Jane seeks out Bella to apologize for her role
in the incident. However, Bella’s calm demeanor and refusal to acknowledge Jane’s
apology reveal a newfound strength that Jane had not anticipated. This encounter
forces Jane to confront her own actions and the consequences of her choices, as she
realizes that the judgment she once passed on Bella has now turned back on her. The
chapter concludes with Jane feeling humiliated and powerless, marked by the weight of
someone else’s judgment for the first time.

Overall, this chapter captures Jane’s emotional turmoil as she navigates the fallout from
her dismissal, her strained friendships, and her struggle for redemption. The themes of

betrayal, guilt, and the shifting dynamics of power and judgment are poignantly
explored, leaving Jane in a place of deep reflection and vulnerability.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

*Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**Chapter 39**

**Jane’'s POV**

“What do you mean I'm fired?”



The words escaped my lips in a whisper, fragile and barely audible. | had intended to
sound assertive, but the tremor in my voice betrayed me. My supervisor, a woman who
had always exuded an air of authority, didn’'t even bother to lift her gaze from the stack
of papers cluttering her desk.

With a heavy sigh, she tapped her pen rhythmically against the surface, a mechanical
sound that felt like a countdown to my doom. “It's an order from the superiors, Jane.
You'll receive one week of severance. Please clear out your desk by the end of the
day.”

| remained frozen, staring at her, desperately hoping for a flicker of compassion or a
sign that this was all a cruel joke. But her expression was as cold as the steel of her
desk. My stomach twisted into knots, a heavy weight settling in my chest.

“Why is this happening?” | managed to ask, my voice barely above a whisper, tinged
with a hint of desperation | couldn’t mask.

She shook her head slowly, her eyes finally meeting mine, but they held no warmth. |
don’t know the full details, but the decision is final. You’ll be compensated for the
dismissal. But... you’ll never be employed here again.”

Never.

The finality of that word echoed in my mind like a death knell, reverberating through my
thoughts. What on earth was happening?

12:51

The walls of the office felt as if they were closing in on me, suffocating. My throat was
parched, and | could feel the panic rising. Just last week, at the reunion party, | had
heard whispers of layoffs. Nina had mentioned Derek’s company filing for bankruptcy,
but | had never imagined it would affect me directly.

All I could think about was how | would break the news to my family.

They had sacrificed so much for me. Every favor had been called in, every penny spent
on my education, all to secure a position at the Urban Management Bureau.

It was a government job—stable, prestigious, with benefits that made my parents beam
with pride. They had bragged about my accomplishments to anyone who would listen.

And now... this.

What would those men | had gone on blind dates with think if they found out | had been
fired? The only thing they admired about me was my government job.

A wave of nausea washed over me.



“‘Please,” | whispered, my voice cracking, “there has to be some mistake.”

But my supervisor’s response was as unyielding as stone. “I'm sorry, Jane. It’s out of
my hands.”

| turned away, my heart heavy as | began to pack my desk in silence. My coworkers
avoided my gaze, some casting quick glances, others whispering amongst themselves.
The humiliation was a fire that burned in my cheeks. | walked out of the building,
clutching a box filled with my belongings, my heart racing so violently | feared | might
collapse.

| immediately dialed Nina’s number. She was my lifeline, always connected to influential
people—directors, businessmen, anyone who could help. But she didn’t answer. | called
again. And again. Ten times, and still nothing.

The following day, | learned from a mutual friend that Nina’s family was facing their own
crisis. Their home was being foreclosed; the bank had unexpectedly pulled their loan,
leaving them in a financial quagmire.

By the third day, the rumors were swirling like a storm. A message popped up from
someone at the Bureau:

“Jane, | heard your dismissal was for ‘misuse of power.” That’s what they’re saying
upstairs.”

Misuse of power?

Panic surged through me. The only thing | could think of that might even remotely fit that
description was the incident with Bella, when | had asked her to deliver that document
to the club. But that hadn’t even been my idea—it had been Nina’s. She had suggested
it, claiming it would be amusing. She was the one who had insisted Bella deserved a
taste of humiliation.

Desperately, I tried to reach Nina again. This time, she picked up.

12:51

“Nina!” | exclaimed, my voice laced with urgency. “You heard, right? They fired me! And
they’re saying it's because of that document, because of Bella! What are we going to

do?”

Her tone was icy, devoid of empathy. “Don’t look at me, Jane. | didn’t force you to do
anything. You’re the one who wanted to see her humiliated. You agreed, remember?”

My throat constricted. “You gave me the idea! You—"

She interrupted, her voice sharp. “You acted on it. | just talked. That’s on you.”



And then she hung up.

| stared at my phone, disbelief washing over me. My hands trembled with a mix of anger
and fear.

That backstabber.

| tossed my phone onto the couch and sat down, trying to gather my thoughts, but my
mind was a whirlwind of confusion and despair.

My parents had done everything they could—calling councilmen, the mayor, old
acquaintances. For days, they had been running around, pleading, making visits,
sending gifts. But one by one, every door had been slammed shut in their faces.

Finally, one of my father’s oldest friends, someone who had known our family for years,
pulled him aside and said,
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“Who on earth did your daughter offend? Whoever it is... their background is extremely
strong. The director of the Bureau said she’ll be blacklisted. It'll be hard for her to find
any job in the future, not just in government.”

When those words reached my ears, a chill spread through me.

Who could | have possibly angered? | didn’t even associate with powerful people. My
life had always been so mundane, so small.

Then, a memory flickered in my mind—the reunion.

The chaos, the shouting. Derek grabbing Bella. Alpha Stonewood storming in, furious,
his presence commanding silence because the uproar had interrupted his dinner.

My heart raced. Could it be... him?

Could Alpha Stonewood have orchestrated this?

No, that didn’t make sense. Bella had been responsible for the accident that had taken
his fiancée, Sophia. The Silverwood and Stonewood families had wanted her to pay
dearly for that. If anything, he should have wanted her destroyed.

So who was protecting her?

Still, the thought gnawed at me. The only person | had offended recently was Bella.
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The next morning, as | walked through a side street near the city park, | spotted her
sweeping. The sanitation uniform hung loosely on her frame, yet she moved with a quiet
determination, her actions swift and purposeful.

She noticed me but didn’t halt her work.

“Bella,” | called out, forcing a smile that felt more like a grimace. “Hi.”

No response.

“Listen,” | began, my voice softer, “I just wanted to apologize. For that day at the
reunion. It was Nina’s idea to invite you. | only asked you to bring the document. | never
intended for things to escalate like that. I've regretted it every moment since.”

Her broom continued its motion, unwavering. She didn’t even glance in my direction.

“I'm sorry,” | said again, this time almost pleadingly. “It's all my fault. Please, can you
find it in your heart to forgive me?”

At last, she paused, looking up at me. Her gaze was calm, too calm, as if she had
already processed everything | had said and found it lacking.

“Why should | forgive you?” she asked, her tone devoid of malice but laced with
something sharper.

“‘Huh?” | stammered, taken aback. “I... I've admitted my mistake. Can’t you just forgive
me?”
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She tilted her head, her expression unreadable. “It's normal for you to ask me to send
documents. There was nothing wrong with that. So what exactly do you need me to
forgive you for?”

| felt my breath hitch in my throat.

What could | possibly say? That | had wanted her to be humiliated? That | had relished
her embarrassment?

| forced a laugh, but it sounded hollow. “I made you lose face in front of everyone, and
Derek—"

She cut me off, her voice steady. “That’s what they did. It had nothing to do with you,
right?”

Her calmness was almost unnerving, but beneath it, | sensed a simmering anger.

| was at a loss for words.



In that moment, | realized Bella was no longer the timid, quiet woman | had once looked
down upon. There was a strength in her now, an unyielding resolve that made me feel
small and insignificant.

She turned away, resuming her sweeping as if | were no longer there, the sound of her
broom scraping the pavement filling the silence between us.

It grated against my nerves.

12:51

| stood there, humiliated and speechless, my hands trembling at my sides.
For the first time, | felt the weight of someone else’s judgment upon me.

And it burned.

Conclusion

In the aftermath of her dismissal, Jane stands at a crossroads, confronted not only by
the fallout of her actions but also by the stark reality of her choices and their
consequences. The weight of humiliation and betrayal presses down on her, leaving her
feeling isolated and vulnerable. Her attempts to seek forgiveness from Bella reveal the
profound shift in their dynamic, as Jane is forced to confront the very traits she once
dismissed in Bella—strength, resilience, and the capacity for growth. The encounter
becomes a mirror, reflecting Jane’s own insecurities and the fragility of her once-
coveted status. As she grapples with the fallout of her past decisions, she begins to
understand that her journey is not just about reclaiming her former life but about
confronting the person she has become.

The chapter closes with Jane’s realization that forgiveness is not a mere transaction; it
is a complex intertwining of empathy and accountability. Bella’s silent strength serves as
a catalyst for Jane’s introspection, pushing her to reevaluate her values and
relationships. No longer able to hide behind her former prestige, Jane must navigate the
fog of uncertainty that envelops her future. In this moment of vulnerability, she begins to
grasp the notion that true comfort lies not in societal approval but in the acceptance of
her flaws and the courage to forge a new path, one built on authenticity rather than the
hollow accolades of her past. The fog may be thick, but within it lies the potential for
growth and redemption, urging Jane to walk forward into the unknown with newfound
resolve.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?
*What to Expect in Next Chapter?**

In the next chapter, Jane finds herself at a crossroads, grappling with the fallout of her
actions and the unexpected consequences they have wrought. As she navigates the



murky waters of her dismissal, she must confront not only the reality of her situation but
also the shifting dynamics of her relationships. The tension between her and Bella is
palpable, and Jane realizes that her attempts at reconciliation may lead to deeper
revelations about herself and the people around her. Will she muster the courage to
face the truth about her motivations, or will she continue to deflect blame and spiral
further into despair?

Meanwhile, the shadow of Alpha Stonewood looms large over Jane’s predicament. As
whispers of power struggles and hidden agendas swirl around her, Jane begins to
guestion the connections she once took for granted. With the clock ticking on her future,
she must seek out allies in unexpected places while untangling the web of deceit that
has ensnared her. The stakes are higher than ever, and with each passing moment, the
fog of uncertainty thickens. Will Jane uncover the truth behind her dismissal, or will she
find herself further entangled in a game far beyond her understanding? The answers
await just beyond the horizon, shrouded in the rising fog.

Through Rising Fog We WO00Oalk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 40 Summary

In Chapter 40 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
grapples with the emotional aftermath of a chaotic reunion, particularly with Jane, who
exudes fear and vulnerability. Bella, while trying to maintain composure, is haunted by
memories of humiliation connected to Derek and the crowd. As she sweeps the
pavement, she longs to escape these painful recollections but finds them inescapable,
like stubborn stains on her psyche.

Justin, a colleague, approaches Bella with a nervous demeanor, expressing his feelings
for her and his willingness to wait until she is ready for love. His sincerity catches Bella
off guard, prompting her to question her worthiness for someone like him, given her
unstable job and self-doubt. However, before she can respond, Kane, her brother,
arrives with an air of confidence that instantly captivates Bella, igniting a mix of
emotions within her. Kane’s protective nature surfaces as he questions Justin’s
intentions, revealing his deep concern for Bella’s well-being.

As the chapter progresses, Jane returns in a panic, pleading for Bella’s help to save her
job, which she believes Bella has the power to influence. This moment triggers painful
memories for Bella regarding Damien, who had previously betrayed her. Despite Jane’s
desperation, Bella struggles to empathize with her, recalling the humiliation she faced
due to Jane’s actions. The stark contrast between Jane’s fear and Bella’s resolve
highlights the emotional turmoil both characters experience, showcasing the
complexities of their relationship.

Kane’s commanding presence further shifts the dynamic, as he stands protectively
beside Bella, asserting his authority in the situation. Jane’s fear becomes palpable
under Kane’s scrutiny, emphasizing the protective bond between him and Bella. This
moment encapsulates the ongoing themes of trust, protection, and the struggle for self-



worth, leaving Bella to confront not only her past but also the complexities of her current
relationships.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**py Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 40**

**Bella’s POV**

Jane’s gaze remained fixed on me, her eyelids fluttering like an owl caught in the
blinding light of day. | could almost taste the palpable fear radiating from her, even
without the heightened senses of my wolf. | tightened my grip on the broom, forcing
myself to maintain a calm demeanor as | met her eyes.

“If there’s nothing else you need,” | said, my voice steady, “I still have a job to do.”

Her lips quivered as if she were on the verge of voicing something, but | didn’t give her
the chance. | stepped around her and resumed sweeping the pavement, my movements
deliberate and focused.

Once she finally walked away, | released a deep, shuddering sigh of relief. The chaos of
the reunion felt like an open wound that refused to heal. | longed to forget Derek’s
hands on me, the laughter of the crowd that had echoed around us, the humiliation that
had clung to my skin like a second layer. Yet, some memories were like stubborn stains,
impossible to scrub away.

A shadow fell across my path, and for a fleeting moment, | thought Jane had returned.
But when | looked up, it was Justin. He stood there, fidgeting with his hat, nervously
folding and unfolding the brim as if it were a lifeline.

“Bella,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper.
“Hi,” | replied, forcing a smile despite the turmoil inside me.

He stared down at the ground, his nervous energy palpable. His mouth opened and
closed, as if he were rehearsing words that refused to come out. Just as | was about to
inquire about his unease, he finally found the courage to speak.

“‘Jasmine mentioned... that you don’t want to be in love right now. But... | want you to
know that I’'m sincere. I'm willing to wait for you. Whenever you're ready, I'll still be
here.”

He hesitated, scratching the back of his neck, a gesture that made him seem even more
endearing. “l mean... it's not like you have to come looking for me. I'll wait in line if that’s
what it takes.”



| blinked, taken aback by his earnestness. Words failed me for a moment.

“Justin,” | said softly, “you should really find someone better. Someone who fits into your
world. | don’t earn much, my job is hardly stable, and I'm... not exactly what anyone
would consider good wife material.”

He shook his head, his expression resolute. “But | like you.”

The sincerity in his voice made me exhale softly, a mix of gratitude and sadness swirling
within me. He was kind—too kind for someone like me.

Before | could gather my thoughts to respond, a familiar, deep voice sliced through the
air behind me, making my heart skip a beat.

“Sister, won’t you introduce us?”

| froze, my heart stuttering in my chest.

Kane.

As | turned to face him, he strode toward me with that slow, confident grace that
seemed to draw every eye in the vicinity. He wore a simple black down jacket, yet
somehow, it looked like it had been tailored for a runway. He exuded an effortless
charm that made my heart race.

It was astonishing how good he could look in what should have been ordinary clothing.
For a moment, it felt as though time slowed, each step he took sending my heart into a
wild dance. | hated that | noticed how his eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that

made my breath hitch.

“This is my colleague, Justin,” | managed to say quickly, my voice a little too high-
pitched. “Justin, this is Kane. Kane... what brings you here?”

“| finished work early,” he replied casually.

He took my left hand, his thumb tracing gentle circles over my skin. “Your hand is cold.”
My breath caught in my throat. His palm was warm—too warm—and rough. It was the
kind of warmth that seeped into your bones, creating a delicious contrast against the
chilled air.

“It's fine,” | mumbled, attempting to pull away, but he held on just a moment longer.

Justin observed us, a slight frown marring his features. “Bella... is this your brother?”

“Yes,” | affirmed. “My brother.”



Kane’s gaze flicked to Justin, and then he casually wrapped an arm around my waist,
pulling me closer. My breath quickened at the unexpected intimacy. His grip was firm,
almost possessive, igniting a warmth low in my stomach. | could feel the strength in his
hold, a reminder of his protective nature.

“When do you finish work?” he murmured, his voice low and intimate against my ear.
The warmth of his breath sent a shiver racing down my spine.

“In half an hour,” | managed to reply. “I just need to finish sweeping this stretch of road.

“Alright,” he said, his smile brightening his face. Then he turned his attention to Justin.
“You should let her finish her work,” he said with a casual air. “Have a good day.”

Justin hesitated, his eyes darting between us as if trying to decipher an unspoken
tension. “Right... I'll go. See you later, Bella.”

As soon as he left, Kane’s arm tightened around me for a brief moment before he
released me. He studied my face intently, and then, without warning, he grasped my
chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze.

‘I don't like that,” he said quietly, his tone serious.

“What do you mean?” | asked, confusion knitting my brow.

“The way he looks at you. He’s not trustworthy.”

| blinked, taken aback by his protectiveness, and then let out a soft laugh. “What are
you talking about? He’s harmless, Kane. | have no interest in him.”

“Maybe you don'’t,” he replied coolly, “but he clearly does.”

| opened my mouth to argue but then closed it again. “He’s just a colleague.”
“Is he the one who has feelings for you?”

“Yes. He confessed, but | already asked Jasmine to tell him I'm not interested.”
“Then tell him yourself,” Kane insisted, his voice firm.

| frowned, feeling a pang of sympathy for Justin. “He’s a nice person. He doesn’t
deserve to be treated harshly.”

“He’s not worthy of you,” Kane said, his voice steady.
| couldn’t help but smile at that, warmth flooding my chest. “You think too highly of me.

I’'m the one who isn’t good enough, Kane. He has a car, a house, a stable job. In our
world, that’'s enough to make him popular.”



“You’re worth far more than that,” he said quietly, sincerity etched in his features.

| simply stared at him, lost for words. There was a depth in his gaze that made me feel
exposed, as if he could see through the layers | had built around myself, right to the
insecurities | desperately tried to hide.

Just as | finished sweeping and began to pack up my tools, Jane appeared again,
rushing toward me from behind the building, her eyes wide with desperation.

“Bella!” she cried, nearly tripping over her own feet. “Please, please forgive me. | can’t
lose my job. It’s all | have left. You have to help me! Tell the director you forgave me.
Ask him to cancel the dismissal!”

| blinked, taken aback by her sudden urgency. “You’ve got the wrong idea, Jane. | don’t
have that kind of power. | don’t even know your director. | had nothing to do with your
firing.”

“That’s impossible!” she shouted, her voice rising in panic. “You're the only one |
offended! Who else could it be? Could it be that Damien saw you like that and couldn’t
bear it, so now he’s getting revenge? Is that it?”

Her words struck me like a slap across the face. Damien.

For a long moment, | felt as if the air had been knocked from my lungs. Memories
surged back—his cold eyes, the betrayal, the way he had turned away while Derek...

“No, Jane,” | finally said, my voice steady but low. “Damien Silverwood isn’t protecting
me. He helped destroy me.”

She stared at me, confusion etched on her features, but | pressed on. “He’s not
punishing you to defend me. I’'m nothing to him. Whatever’s happening to you, it's not
because of me.”

Jane’s expression shifted, and | could see the glimmer of tears threatening to spill over.
“You have to fix this! I'm begging you,” she pleaded, desperation coloring her tone.

| couldn’t help but let out a quiet laugh, shaking my head in disbelief. “Fix it? You
humiliated me, Jane. You stood by and watched while | was mocked and nearly
drowned. And now you want my help?”

Before she could respond, a low voice echoed from behind us.

“Is something wrong here?”

| turned, and Kane stood beside me, his presence commanding and powerful.



The atmosphere shifted instantly. Jane stepped back, her pulse visible at her throat.
Kane didn’t raise his voice, but the sheer force of his presence silenced everything
around us.

| could feel the power rolling off him, a protective aura that made Jane seem smaller,
weaker in comparison.

Conclusion

In the aftermath of the confrontation with Jane, a sense of clarity began to settle over
me like a warm blanket. The chaos of my emotions, once a swirling storm of doubt and
fear, started to dissipate, revealing a path forward. Kane’s unwavering support and
fierce protectiveness ignited something within me—a flicker of hope that perhaps | was
deserving of love and respect, despite the scars of my past. As | stood there, flanked by
the remnants of my tumultuous relationships, | realized | was no longer defined by the
hurt inflicted upon me. Instead, | was learning to reclaim my narrative, to assert my
worth in a world that had often tried to diminish it.

With each moment shared with Kane, | felt the walls around my heart begin to crumble,
allowing the warmth of connection to seep in. Justin’s earnestness echoed in my mind,
reminding me of the kindness | could accept, even if it felt foreign. But it was Kane’s
presence that truly anchored me, his belief in my value shining like a beacon through
the fog of uncertainty. As | took a deep breath, |1 understood that while the journey
ahead might be fraught with challenges, | was no longer alone. Together, we would
walk this path, navigating the unknown with a newfound strength and the promise of
healing, ready to embrace whatever came next.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the next chapter, readers can expect the tension between Bella, Kane, and Jane to
escalate dramatically. With Jane’s desperate plea lingering in the air, Bella is faced with
a moral dilemma that pits her instincts against her compassion. Will she be able to
confront her past traumas and find the strength to stand her ground, or will she
succumb to the pressure of Jane’s emotional turmoil? As Kane’s protective instincts
rise, he may take matters into his own hands, creating a rift between him and Bella as
they navigate the complexities of their relationship amidst the chaos.

Moreover, the arrival of Kane signals a shift that could redefine Bella’s understanding of
loyalty and love. The simmering chemistry between Bella and Kane will deepen, forcing
Bella to confront her feelings and the lingering shadows of her past. With Justin’s
earnestness still echoing in her mind, Bella must grapple with the implications of her
choices. Will she embrace the warmth and security that Kane offers, or will her fears
push her to keep him at arm’s length? As the fog of uncertainty thickens, the stakes will
rise, leading to revelations that could change everything for Bella and those around her.
Prepare for a chapter filled with emotional confrontations, unexpected alliances, and the
haunting echoes of past mistakes that refuse to fade.






