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In Chapter 81 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,”
Damien experiences a tumultuous emotional journey as he approaches the territory he
once called home. The sight of his ex-fiancée Bella holding hands with Alpha Kane
Stonewood, a man he believed to be disgraced, sends shockwaves through him.
Confusion and disbelief overwhelm him as he grapples with the implications of this
unexpected reunion, especially given Bella’s dark past involving Kane’s deceased
fiancée. The tension rises as Damien struggles to contain his anger and frustration,
knowing that revealing his feelings could ignite chaos within his pack.

As he prepares to join the seasonal run, Damien fights against the primal instincts of his
wolf, Theo, who urges him to confront the situation head-on. Despite the turmoil within,
Damien takes his place among his pack, drawing strength from their unity. He attempts
to mask his inner conflict with a facade of leadership, rallying his pack with promises of
growth and strength. The camaraderie and support of his pack momentarily lift his
spirits, even as the haunting image of Bella lingers in his mind.

The chapter culminates in a powerful transformation as Damien shifts into his wolf form,
embracing the freedom and connection with his pack. The exhilaration of the run allows
him to momentarily escape the weight of his past and the betrayal he feels. Surrounded
by his pack, he finds solace in their shared strength, yet the memory of Bella and Kane
remains a burning presence in his thoughts. As he runs under the moonlight, Damien
begins to understand that his future lies not with Bella, but within the bonds he forges
with his pack and the new possibilities that await him.

Ultimately, this chapter serves as a turning point for Damien, highlighting the conflict
between his past attachments and the need to embrace his present. The narrative sets
the stage for future challenges as he navigates the complexities of love, loyalty, and
leadership, with the looming presence of Kane Stonewood promising to complicate his
journey further. As Damien surrenders to the wildness within, he begins to realize that
healing and rediscovery are possible, even as the ghosts of his past continue to haunt
him.
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**Chapter 81**

**DAMIEN’S POV**

As | drew nearer to the expansive territory that felt like home, a surge of energy coursed

through my veins, igniting a sense of transformation within me. Yet, it wasn’t the full
moon beckoning me; it was a vision that haunted my thoughts, refusing to fade away.



Alpha Kane Stonewood. There he was, standing with my ex-fiancée, Bella, their fingers
intertwined as if they belonged to each other.

The mere thought of the Stonewood name sent a jolt of disbelief through my core. How
could this be? Kane—the once-revered heir who had faced disgrace and banishment—
had somehow reclaimed his position as the most formidable Alpha on the continent.

“What in the hell is happening...?” | muttered under my breath, barely able to keep my
voice steady as | maneuvered my car around the circular driveway in front of the grand
mansion that loomed before me.

My jaw was clenched tight, each muscle in my body straining as | gripped the steering
wheel with a white-knuckled intensity. The driveway was a chaotic sea of vehicles, all
belonging to pack members who had gathered for the seasonal run—a celebration |
wasn'’t sure | could participate in right now.

Perfect timing. Just what | needed.

| ran a hand through my hair, tugging at it so fiercely that my scalp protested in agony. |
had to control my emotions before stepping out of the car. If | let my anger spill over and
uttered a single word about what | thought | had seen... it would unleash a drama that
would engulf my pack like wildfire.

No one would believe me. Not a single soul.

The mere idea that Kane Stonewood—the Kane Stonewood—could be standing next to
Bella Jameson, holding her hand as if she were his rightful partner, felt utterly ludicrous,
even to my own racing thoughts.

Surely, | had to be mistaken. Perhaps the mark on his neck wasn’t what | thought it was.
Every Alpha bore a distinct mark that manifested in their wolf form, and | could
recognize the Stonewood Alpha mark anywhere. It was the unmistakable “S” symbol,
accompanied by a dark crescent scar, etched by generations of lineage and tradition. |
had seen it once before, years ago, at a summit where Alpha Stonewood commanded
respect with a mere gesture, silencing three aggressive wolves with the weight of his
presence.

The man | had seen tonight possessed that same commanding posture, even though |
had never laid eyes on Stonewood’s face. Kane bore that very mark.

My stomach churned violently at the thought.

If he truly was Stonewood... then Bella... Bella was the murderer of his ex-fiancée. The
very woman who had supposedly taken the life of the one Kane had loved deeply.

So why on earth would the wealthiest, most influential Alpha of the northern packs be
holding hands with someone like her? Someone capable of such a heinous act?



| knew it was an arranged marriage, but if he truly was Stonewood, why was he still with
her? Everyone was aware of the rumored crime Bella had committed against Sophia.

Theo, my wolf, growled restlessly within me, a primal instinct urging me to act.

“‘Easy,” | murmured aloud, rubbing my eyes in frustration. “I must be exhausted. Or
stressed. Or just plain hallucinating.”

Theo growled again, more insistently this time. “You saw what you saw.”

“No,” | retorted through clenched teeth, my voice low but fierce. “We are not storming
into the mansion like feral beasts because we’re confused.”

Another low growl rumbled within me. “She was with him.”
“Shut up, Theo.”

With a sudden burst of energy, | flung the car door open, the metal slamming shut with
enough force to make the frame reverberate.

| stripped off my shirt and tossed it onto the hood, feeling the cool night air against my
bare skin. My body thrummed with the need to shift, to run, to unleash my pent-up
frustration. My thoughts were a chaotic whirlwind, images flashing through my mind—
Bella’s face, Kane’s mark, the sight of them entwined in a way that felt so wrong.

| shed the rest of my clothing, feeling utterly exposed in every sense of the word. But it
didn’t matter; the shift demanded complete vulnerability, a total surrender to the
wildness within.

Theo whispered again, his voice softer this time, filled with yearning. “You should have
torn her away from him.”

“‘Not my place anymore. Besides, they’re married.”

“She was ours.”

“WAS,” | snapped harshly, my voice tinged with pain. “She isn’t. Not anymore.”

With bare feet, | crossed the cold stone path leading to the back of the mansion, where
nearly a hundred packmates had already assembled in the clearing. They stood tall,
unashamed, exuding a sense of pride and strength that made my heart swell despite

my turmoil.

As | drew closer, all eyes turned toward me, a collective gaze that felt like a weight upon
my shoulders.

Gina stood beside my father, her body lean and sculpted, radiating a beauty that could
leave any man breathless.



“You're late,” she remarked, a playful smirk dancing on her lips, her eyes sparkling with
mischief.

| returned her smirk with one of my own, attempting to mask my inner turmoil. “My
deepest apologies for keeping you all waiting.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, a teasing glint in them that made my heart skip a beat.
“You're always worth the wait, Damien.”

My father stepped aside, allowing me to take my place at the forefront. His presence
was a constant reassurance, but tonight, his focus was solely on the ceremony that lay
ahead.

| took Gina’s hand, our fingers intertwining as we faced our pack—our family. These
were the people who trusted me, who believed in my leadership, who looked to me for
strength and guidance.

“My friends,” | began, my voice resonating across the open field, steady and strong.
“We are a proud pack. A strong one.”

Nods of agreement rippled through the crowd, murmurs of affirmation rising like a tide,
lifting my spirits even amid my confusion.

“This night marks the first of many for the new season,” | continued, my voice growing
stronger, fueled by the energy around me. “Our strength shall only grow.”

| lifted our joined hands with Gina’s, feeling her squeeze my palm in solidarity, ready to
stand beside me as tradition dictated.

“Our families shall grow larger.” My voice rang out, filled with conviction, a promise for
the future.

Cheers erupted around me, a cacophony of voices lifting toward the moon as men and
women howled in unison. The sound vibrated through my very bones, a primal rhythm
that coursed through me. Theo surged forward, eager to join the celebration, to forget

the chaos of my thoughts.

“Our combined resources will ensure the future of Pack Silverwood!” | shouted, my
voice rising above the jubilant chaos, igniting a fire within me.

The pack responded with fervor, shouts of approval echoing through the clearing—
stomping feet, raised fists, a surge of energy that was wild and intoxicating.

Gina’s gaze met mine for a fleeting moment, her eyes glowing like molten gold under

the moonlight. Then, with a graceful confidence, she stepped forward, bold and proud,
before the pack. Her naked form shimmered in the moonlight, a vision of strength and
beauty that captivated everyone.



The pack watched her with admiration as she lifted her chin defiantly...
And then she shifted.

Bones snapped with a clean precision as her fur erupted forth. In mere moments, a
stunning white wolf stood where Gina had once been. The pack erupted into an even
louder roar of approval, the sound reverberating through the night, filling me with a
sense of belonging.

Her wolf howled at the moon, a haunting melody that called to others, who soon joined
her in chorus, a symphony of freedom that resonated deep within my soul.

And then, it was my turn.

| surrendered to the shift, feeling it wash over me in a brutal yet beautiful wave.

My spine cracked, my hands transformed into powerful paws, fur cascading down my
limbs like a dark waterfall. Theo surged forward, full of raw power and dominance,
eager for the freedom that awaited us.

| hit the ground on all fours, my wolf form immense and dark, radiating strength and
authority. The pack felt my presence immediately, bowing in submission to the power |
exuded, a reminder of my role as their leader.

Gina’s white wolf brushed against me, playfully nipping at my jaw, a connection that felt
electric. Theo responded with a deep, approving growl, a sound that echoed the
camaraderie we shared.

Tonight, we would run hard.

Tonight, we would forget everything else, if only for a while.

And once the run was over... | would pull Gina down beneath the moonlight and lose
myself in her, until both our wolves were utterly exhausted, leaving behind the weight of

our worries.

Yet, even as Theo pushed forward, even as the primal instincts took control, my last
conscious human thoughts were not of freedom or desire.

They were of Bella Jameson. Bella, who lingered in my mind like a ghost. Bella, whose
hand rested in Kane Stonewood’s.

And that image seared itself behind my eyes as the wolf within me took over, a fire
igniting in the depths of my soul.

**Conclusion**



In the heart of the chaos, Damien stands at the precipice of transformation, caught
between the visceral pull of his pack and the haunting memories of a love lost. The sight
of Bella entwined with Kane Stonewood serves as a catalyst for his emotions, igniting a
storm of anger and confusion that threatens to consume him. Yet, as he transitions into
his wolf form, he finds solace in the unity of his pack, a reminder that strength is not
solely derived from past attachments but from the bonds forged in the present. With
each howl that echoes through the night, Damien embraces the primal connection to his
family, allowing the weight of betrayal to momentarily dissipate beneath the moonlit sky.

As the pack runs wild and free, Damien’s heart wrestles with the ghosts of his past, but
he understands that the journey ahead is one of healing and rediscovery. The thrill of
the night, the camaraderie shared with Gina, and the electrifying pulse of the pack
reaffirm his place within this community. Though the image of Bella remains etched in
his mind, it becomes clear that his path is no longer intertwined with hers. In this
moment of liberation, as he surrenders to the wildness within and the joy of the run,
Damien begins to realize that the future holds new possibilities—a future where he can
forge his own identity, unshackled from the shadows of yesterday.

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

In the upcoming chapter, the aftermath of Damien’s tumultuous emotions promises to
unravel in unexpected ways. As he surrenders to the primal instincts of his wolf, the
boundaries between his human turmoil and his animalistic nature will blur, leading to a
night filled with both exhilaration and confrontation. The pack’s seasonal run will serve
as a backdrop for deeper explorations of loyalty, desire, and the haunting specters of
the past. The palpable tension surrounding Bella and Kane will not only linger in
Damien’s mind but also manifest in unforeseen encounters that could challenge the
very fabric of his relationships and pack dynamics.

Expect to witness the complexities of pack politics as old rivalries resurface and new
alliances are tested. The presence of Kane Stonewood looms large, and the narrative
will delve into the implications of his return and the secrets that intertwine their fates.
Damien’s struggle with jealousy and betrayal will intensify, forcing him to confront not
only his feelings for Bella but also the responsibilities of leadership that weigh heavily
upon him. As the night unfolds, the stakes will rise, and the choices made will
reverberate through the pack, setting the stage for a confrontation that could alter the
course of their lives forever. Will Damien be able to navigate the treacherous waters of
love and loyalty, or will the ghosts of the past consume him?

Conclusion

In the aftermath of the chaotic revelations and the primal release of the pack run,
Damien stands at a crossroads, where the echoes of his past collide with the promise of
his future. The visceral pain of seeing Bella with Kane Stonewood lingers in his heart,
yet the unity and strength he finds among his pack offer a glimmer of hope. As he
embraces the wildness within, the bonds he shares with his packmates—including the
electrifying connection with Gina—begin to reshape his understanding of love and
loyalty. The exhilaration of the night serves as a reminder that while the shadows of



betrayal may haunt him, the light of camaraderie and shared purpose can illuminate a
path forward, one where he can forge a new identity unbound from the chains of his
past.

As the moonlight bathes the clearing in silver, Damien’s journey of healing and
rediscovery takes center stage. The thrill of the run not only liberates his spirit but also
ignites a fire within him, urging him to confront the complexities of his emotions head-
on. With every howl that resonates through the night, he embraces the call of his pack,
recognizing that true strength lies not in clinging to what was lost but in embracing what
can still be gained. As he prepares to navigate the challenges ahead, including the
looming presence of Kane and the unresolved feelings for Bella, Damien understands
that the future is ripe with possibilities. It is a future where he can reclaim his power,
redefine his relationships, and ultimately, find solace in the journey that lies ahead.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the next chapter, readers can expect the tension to escalate as Damien grapples with
his conflicting emotions amidst the exhilarating chaos of the pack’s seasonal run. The
exhilaration of the night will be juxtaposed against the haunting memories of Bella and
Kane, creating a volatile mix that could lead to unexpected confrontations. As the pack
races through the moonlit woods, the primal energy will not only heighten Damien’s
instincts but also force him to confront the reality of his feelings for Gina, who stands as
a beacon of strength and support in this turbulent time. The dynamics within the pack
will shift as old loyalties are tested and new alliances begin to form, setting the stage for
a night filled with both celebration and simmering conflict.

The return of Kane Stonewood will loom over the festivities like a dark cloud, bringing
with it the potential for revelations that could shatter the fragile peace within the pack.
As whispers of his past and the implications of his relationship with Bella surface,
Damien will be pushed to his limits, forced to reckon with the ghosts that refuse to fade
away. The chapter promises to delve deeper into the complexities of pack politics,
exploring how the threads of betrayal, loyalty, and desire weave together in a tapestry
that could either strengthen or fracture their bonds. With stakes higher than ever,
Damien’s journey will become a battle not just for his heart but for the very future of
Pack Silverwood. Will he find a way to reclaim his sense of self amidst the chaos, or will
the shadows of the past pull him back into darkness?

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 82 Summary

In Chapter 82-1 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,”
Bella experiences a heavy atmosphere of anxiety while waiting outside the Director’s
office. As she sits, she grapples with feelings of dread about a confrontation she
anticipates, only to be jolted by a sudden scream from Shay, filled with indignation over
Bella’s presence. The Director unexpectedly defends Bella against Shay’s accusations
of harassment, surprising her with his fairness and support. Bella is taken aback as the



Director articulates the principles of a respectful workplace, asserting that Shay’s
behavior is unacceptable and that she must leave if she cannot work alongside Bella.

As the confrontation escalates, Shay’s composure crumbles, and Bella feels a mix of
relief and empowerment witnessing the Director uphold her dignity. Shay’s furious
outburst towards Bella reveals her malice, but Bella stands her ground, feeling a
newfound strength. Justin intervenes at a critical moment, preventing Shay from
physically attacking Bella, and the onlookers begin to turn against Shay as she storms
out, leaving Bella in a state of exhaustion but also relief.

Following this intense scene, Bella reflects on her situation, realizing that she is not
defined by her past but by her choices moving forward. Justin expresses concern for
her well-being, and their conversation hints at deeper complexities regarding her
relationship with Kane, who is not her blood brother but still family to her. Meanwhile,
Damien, distracted by thoughts of Bella, makes a sudden decision to reach out to a
private investigator to find her address, indicating a shift in his emotional landscape and
a desire to confront the truth about their intertwined lives.

The chapter concludes with both Bella and Damien at a crossroads, poised to redefine
their paths. Bella’s empowerment and Damien’s determination to seek her out signal a
potential for healing and connection as they navigate the unknowns of their futures. The
narrative sets the stage for escalating tensions in the workplace and deeper
explorations of Bella’s complicated past, promising revelations that will challenge their
perceptions of family and loyalty.
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**TITLE: Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason
Jett 82**
*CONTENT: chapter 82-1**

**BELLA’S POV**

The atmosphere outside the Director’s office was stifling, a heavy blanket of anxiety
draping over me as | settled into one of the unforgiving wooden chairs that lined the
corridor. Each tick of the clock felt like a countdown to an inevitable judgment,
amplifying the tension swirling in my chest.

My fingers danced nervously over my knees, a futile attempt to soothe the rising tide of
dread within me. My heart raced, pounding like a frantic drum, and | found myself
fixating on the scuffed floor tiles, mentally steeling myself for the confrontation that
loomed ahead. | braced for the worst, a familiar defense mechanism, but deep down, |
hoped for a glimmer of understanding.

Suddenly, a sharp scream shattered the tense silence, jolting me upright. Shay’s voice,
filled with indignation, pierced through the walls of the office.



“You must be joking!” she shrieked, her fury palpable even from where | sat.

The Director’s voice followed, calm yet authoritative, cutting through Shay’s outrage like
a knife. “Miss Benson, | will not tolerate hostility towards my colleagues. What you have
orchestrated by rallying coworkers to isolate and bully another employee is nothing
short of harassment.”

My eyes widened in disbelief. Harassment? From someone in the Director’s position?

In a government facility, | was painfully aware of the rules that were supposed to govern
our interactions, yet their enforcement often seemed as elusive as a mirage. The fact
that he was standing up for me, defending me against Shay’s venomous words, took
me completely by surprise.

“W-what?” Shay’s incredulous screech echoed through the hallway, disbelief lacing her
tone.

“Bella did serve time in jail,” the Director continued, his voice steady and unwavering,
“but she has fulfilled her debt to society, as determined by our judicial system and the
judges who uphold it. You have no right to continue judging her or to invade her privacy
by dredging up her past with the intent to disrupt the workplace.”

| felt my jaw drop in astonishment. He was defending me—publicly, clearly, and without
a hint of hesitation. | had steeled myself for a reprimand, a warning, or perhaps even the
threat of termination. Instead, | was met with something | hadn’t experienced in far too
long—fairness.

Inside the office, Shay attempted to interject, but the Director cut her off with an
authority that left no room for argument.

“Furthermore,” he continued, “this does not give anyone the right to view her through a
different lens or deny her the opportunity to live her life. If you feel you cannot work
alongside Bella Jameson, then | suggest you resign immediately.”

“What?!” she screeched, her voice piercing the air so sharply that | flinched. “l am a
respected member of this staff! I'm up for promotion next month! And you think you can
just dismiss me?! I've done nothing wrong! | only spoke the truth!”

My heart raced wildly against my ribs. | had never envisioned this would be the
outcome. | had never imagined that the man who barely acknowledged my presence in
meetings would speak with such conviction on my behalf.

“Truth is not the issue,” the Director replied coolly. “If | must explain to you the
intricacies of harassment, privacy laws, and the principles of a respectful workplace,
then you are in no position to receive any promotion. True leaders conduct themselves
with equity and fairness, allowing neither biases nor personal opinions to cloud their
judgment.”



| could hear Shay gasping, her composure unraveling before my eyes. The Director’s
voice remained firm as he began enumerating her transgressions—misuse of authority,
dissemination of private information, and inciting division among employees.

Shay’s gasps turned frantic, each one a testament to her crumbling facade.

As | sat there, absorbing the weight of the situation, | was taken aback. This was not the
outcome | had ever anticipated. Yes, this was a government facility, but corruption and
favoritism lurked in every corner. People wielded their authority like weapons, yet here
was a man who was genuinely committed to upholding the rules buried in those dusty
employee handbooks that no one ever bothered to read.

“You will receive two weeks’ pay,” he stated decisively. “That is the best | can offer
given the circumstances.”

Shay screamed again, her composure disintegrating before my eyes.

| wanted to feel sympathy, but | couldn’t muster it. She had been cruel, and | doubted |
was the first target of her malice. | was certain | wouldn'’t be the last.

A moment later, the office door swung open.

Shay stormed out, her face flushed with rage, hair disheveled. When her eyes landed
on me, her expression twisted into a mask of pure hatred.

“It's you,” she spat venomously.
| rose to my feet, instinctively defensive.

“It's all your fault!” she screamed, her voice dripping with accusation. “If it weren'’t for
you, | wouldn’t have been dismissed! You should be the one who is made to leave!”

A crowd had gathered in the hallway. Staff members from various departments peeked
around corners, some feigning interest in charts while clearly captivated by the
unfolding drama. | wouldn’t have been surprised if someone had already pulled out their
phone, recording the spectacle under the guise of texting.

| attempted to sidestep her, exhaustion weighing heavily on me. All | wanted was to
escape and head home.

“‘Don’t you dare walk away from me!” she shrieked, her voice a desperate plea for
attention.

Did she truly believe | would stand there and let her berate me indefinitely?

“Good luck,” I said simply, my voice steady. “Maybe in your next job, you won’t be so
mean.”



Her mouth fell open in shock, and for a fleeting moment, | felt a pang of satisfaction. But
then she raised her hand, clearly intending to slap me across the face.

Instinct kicked in, and | ducked. But the blow never landed.

A strong hand caught her wrist mid-air—Justin.

“Just stop already,” he said firmly, his voice cutting through the tension like a blade.
Shay froze, her eyes widening in disbelief.

Justin lowered her hand sharply, not with malice, but with a clear indication that she had
crossed a line. “The Director wants you to leave. What does this have to do with Bella?
Can she control the Director’s decision? No.”

Onlookers in the hallway began to shake their heads disapprovingly at Shay. Some cast
sympathetic glances in my direction, while others quietly slipped away, eager to

distance themselves from her meltdown.

With that, the bitter scene drew to a close. Shay stomped away, muttering curses under
her breath, disappearing around the corner like a storm cloud retreating.

| watched her leave, feeling a mixture of relief and exhaustion wash over me.
Justin turned to face me, concern etched on his features. “Are you okay?”
He truly was a kind soul, always had been.

“I'am,” | replied softly, gratitude warming my voice. “Thanks to you.”

His cheeks flushed slightly. “It was nothing. Actually, if it weren’t for me, maybe Shay
wouldn’t have targeted you in the first place.”

He cast his gaze downward, a hint of embarrassment creeping into his demeanor.

| shook my head, determined to dispel his guilt. “Her cruelty was always her choice.
Don’t blame yourself.”

As | began to turn away, he spoke again, his voice hesitant.
“Bella... is your brother really your blood-related brother?”
| froze, the question hitting me like a punch to the gut. Why would he ask that?

Justin shifted awkwardly, clearly regretting his inquiry. “I'm sorry, | know it's personal. |
just... I don’t think you two are like siblings.”



He had no idea how tangled the truth was, how impossibly complicated it had become.
Kane was my husband, but it was an arranged marriage steeped in obligation.

“He’s not my blood sibling,” | replied quietly, my heart heavy. “But he is my family.”
Justin shook his head slowly, as if trying to understand.

“‘Does he think that way?” he murmured. “Because... I've seen the way he looks at you,
Bella. And it's not how one looks at a sister.”

My breath hitched in my throat.

For a moment, | was rendered speechless, a knot tightening in my chest as | processed
his words.

*DAMIEN’'S POV**

“‘Babe, are you listening to me?” Gina’s voice cut through the haze of my thoughts,
pulling me back to the present.

| sat at the long dining table, a feast laid out before us, but my appetite had vanished.
The servants had toiled all day to prepare this meal, and Gina had handpicked all my
favorite dishes for our post-run celebration.

Gina’s eyes narrowed, her frustration palpable. “Damien. I've asked you the same
question three times. Are you even present right now?”

| blinked, snapping back to reality.

My mind had been adrift, replaying the scene in the hospital corridor, the confrontation
with Bella echoing in my thoughts. | couldn’t shake it off.

| looked at her, trying to focus. “What did you say?”

“What’s wrong with you today?” Gina demanded, her tone sharp. “If you’re going to
accompany me to try on my gown tomorrow in this state, | might as well find someone
else!”

She hated it when | was distracted, and | could feel the tension building between us.

“I'm sorry, Gina,” | said, my voice laced with sincerity. “My mind is on work. | just
remembered—I still have something to take care of.”

Without waiting for her response, | stood up and walked out, feeling her gaze bore into
my back, a mix of confusion and irritation.



As | made my way outside and climbed into my car, the image of Bella’s face lingered in
my mind—her voice, the way she had described her relationship with Kane as “like
family.”

Like family.
The words twisted something deep within me.

| drove off the pack grounds, my fingers instinctively dialing a number | never thought |
would use again.

The private investigator who had handled Bella’s trial. The call connected almost
immediately.

“Alpha Silverwood,” the investigator said briskly. “What can | do for you?”
‘I need an address.”

“Whose?”

“Bella’s.”

A quiet pause followed. “Bella... Jameson?”

“Yes.”

“Understood.”

It didn’t take long. A few minutes later, my phone buzzed with a new message. |
checked the screen, my heart racing as | saw the address.

Without a second thought, without any plan, and without a care that | had left Gina
alone at the table, | turned the car towards Bella’s residence.

**Conclusion**

In the aftermath of the confrontation, Bella stood at a crossroads, her heart a
tumultuous mix of relief and newfound strength. The unexpected support from the
Director had shattered the oppressive weight of judgment she had carried for so long,
illuminating a path she had thought forever obscured by the fog of her past. As she
watched Shay’s furious departure, a sense of empowerment surged within her, a
realization that she could reclaim her narrative. The moment felt transformative; it was
not merely about standing up to bullying but about embracing her right to exist without
the shadows of her history looming over her. With Justin’s gentle reassurance and the
clarity of her own convictions, Bella began to understand that she was not defined by
her past mistakes but by the choices she made moving forward.



Meanwhile, Damien’s unexpected decision to seek out Bella hinted at a deeper
connection that transcended their complicated histories. His determination to find her,
spurred by a mix of curiosity and unacknowledged feelings, signaled a shift in his own
emotional landscape. As he drove toward her address, the fog of uncertainty that had
clouded his heart began to lift, revealing a desire to confront the truth, both about
himself and about Bella. Their lives, intertwined by circumstance and choice, were on
the brink of an unforeseen intersection. In this moment, both Bella and Damien stood
poised to redefine their paths, stepping into the unknown with a cautious optimism that
promised the possibility of healing and connection.

*What to Expect in Next Chapter?**

In the next chapter, readers can expect the tension to escalate as the aftermath of
Shay’s outburst ripples through the workplace. Bella, still reeling from the unexpected
support of the Director, will have to navigate the shifting dynamics among her
colleagues. With Shay’s dismissal hanging in the air like a dark cloud, whispers and
gossip will undoubtedly spread, forcing Bella to confront not just her past but the
prejudices of those around her. Will she find the strength to stand her ground, or will the
pressure of scrutiny push her back into the shadows?

Meanwhile, Damien’s unexpected decision to reach out to a private investigator will set
the stage for a deeper exploration of Bella’s complicated past. As he seeks answers
about her life before their paths crossed, the stakes will rise. What secrets lie buried in
Bella’s history, and how will they impact her future? The chapter promises a blend of
emotional turmoil and suspense, as both Bella and Damien are drawn closer to the
truth, revealing how intertwined their fates truly are. Prepare for revelations and
confrontations that will challenge their perceptions of family, loyalty, and the choices
that define them.

Conclusion

As the dust settled from the chaos of the confrontation, Bella found herself standing on
the precipice of a new beginning. The Director’s unexpected defense had ignited a
spark within her, one that illuminated her worth beyond the shadows of her past. The
relief of being validated, of having someone advocate for her, was a powerful reminder
that she was deserving of respect and understanding. With Justin’s unwavering support
and her own newfound resolve, Bella began to shed the weight of judgment that had
clung to her for so long. This moment marked not just a victory over her adversary, but
a profound shift in her self-perception, allowing her to embrace the possibility of a future
unburdened by the mistakes of her past.

On the other hand, Damien’s decision to seek out Bella revealed a burgeoning
complexity in his own emotional journey. His drive towards her home was more than
just a quest for answers; it signaled a desire to confront the unspoken feelings that had
been simmering beneath the surface. As he navigated the road, the fog of uncertainty
that had clouded his heart began to lift, revealing a path toward vulnerability and
connection. The intertwining of their lives, shaped by their respective struggles, hinted



at a deeper bond waiting to be explored. With both characters poised for transformation,
the stage was set for a confrontation not only with their pasts but also with the profound
possibilities of their futures together.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the next chapter, readers can expect the atmosphere to thicken with tension as Bella
grapples with the aftermath of Shay’s explosive confrontation. The support she received
from the Director may have offered her a fleeting sense of empowerment, but the reality
of her colleagues’ reactions looms large. As whispers of gossip ripple through the office,
Bella will have to confront not only the judgment of those around her but also her own
insecurities. Will she rise to the occasion and assert her place in the workplace, or will
the weight of scrutiny send her retreating into the shadows once more? The chapter
promises to delve into Bella’s internal struggle, highlighting her journey toward self-
acceptance amidst external chaos.

Simultaneously, Damien’s decision to seek out more information about Bella’s past will
serve as a catalyst for deeper revelations. As he delves into the secrets that have
shaped her life, readers will be taken on a journey that uncovers not just the truth about
Bella, but also the complexities of Damien’s own feelings toward her. His quest for
answers will challenge his understanding of family and loyalty, pushing him to confront
the emotions he has long kept buried. Expect a blend of suspense and emotional depth
as Bella and Damien’s paths converge, setting the stage for unexpected confrontations
and revelations. As their stories intertwine, the chapter will explore the delicate balance
between past mistakes and the hope for redemption, leaving readers eager to see how
their choices will shape their futures.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 83 Summary

In Chapter 83 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,”
Damien arrives at a neglected residential community, revealing the desolation
surrounding him. The buildings, worn and weary, reflect a history of abandonment, and
the atmosphere is thick with a mix of scents that evoke a range of emotions. Among
these, the faint but distinct scent of Bella cuts through the chaos, igniting a mix of hope
and concern within him. As he approaches her residence, he grapples with the
realization that her life has drastically changed since her time in prison.

Upon reaching Bella’s cabin, Damien is struck by its starkness and the loneliness it
conveys. His apprehension grows when he senses another wolf nearby, leading him to
hide in the shadows. To his shock, the figure approaching is Kane, the powerful Alpha
Stonewood, whose presence sends a wave of fear through Damien. The sight of Kane
knocking on Bella’s door raises numerous questions in Damien’s mind about the nature
of their relationship and the implications of Kane’s actions. The moment Bella opens the
door and welcomes Kane with warmth and familiarity deepens Damien’s emotional
turmoil, as he withesses a bond that seems intimate and genuine.



As the tension escalates, Damien reflects on the unexpected gentleness Kane displays
towards Bella, contrasting sharply with his authoritative demeanor as Alpha. This
realization forces Damien to confront his feelings of betrayal, longing, and the painful
acknowledgment that Bella has chosen a path away from him. The emotional weight of
the moment becomes overwhelming as Damien grapples with the loss of the connection
he once shared with Bella. He recognizes that her life has intertwined with Kane’s, and
that she may have found a sense of peace he can no longer provide.

Ultimately, Damien comes to a bittersweet understanding that he must let Bella go for
both their sakes. The chapter closes with him driving away from the scene, burdened by
the revelations but also acknowledging the potential for healing and hope that lies
ahead for both him and Bella. The story hints at future conflicts as Damien must
navigate his feelings and the complex dynamics of loyalty, power, and love within the
pack, leaving readers eager for the unfolding drama in the next chapter.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 83**

**DAMIEN’S POV**

After what felt like an endless journey through the winding roads, my car finally came to
a halt at the entrance of a residential community that seemed to whisper tales of
neglect. The headlights illuminated a row of dilapidated buildings, their outlines
emerging from the encroaching dusk like weary specters, remnants of a time long
forgotten.

The surroundings were stark and uninviting, the landscaping little more than a feeble
attempt at maintaining some semblance of order. Once-thriving patches of grass
appeared worn and weary, struggling to hold onto life, while a few stubborn shrubs
clung desperately to existence, their resilience a testament to the harshness of their
environment. The buildings, though superficially clean, bore the unmistakable marks of
time’s relentless march—walls that had lost their luster, balconies that looked like they
hadn’t welcomed a guest in years, and windows that gazed out with a resigned
emptiness.

This place was known as neutral territory—a sanctuary for those who had been cast
aside, a refuge for rogues and humans alike, each grappling with their own demons. It
was the kind of place that sent shivers down the spines of most wolves, a last resort for
the desperate.

As | stepped out of the car, the air enveloped me, thick with a cacophony of scents. |
drew in a deep breath, my lungs filling with a medley of aromas—faint traces of wolf
mingled with the sharp scent of laundry detergent, the pungent odor of cabbage cooking
somewhere nearby, gasoline fumes, and the musty perfume of aged wood.



But amidst this olfactory chaos, one scent stood out, cutting through the haze like a
beacon. It was Bella’s fragrance, faint but unmistakable, and it sent a jolt of recognition
through me.

Her scent had changed since her time in prison. Normally, a wolf’'s essence remained
constant, a signature that defined them throughout their lives. Yet, something profound
had shifted within her, and | couldn’t help but wonder what had transpired during her
time away.

Following the trail of her scent, | arrived at the small cabin designated as her residence.
To refer to it as a cabin felt overly generous; it resembled a cramped one-room
structure, perhaps two if one counted the bathroom that likely doubled as part of the
kitchen. The door’s paint was peeling, and the window shutters looked cracked and
rickety, likely to rattle at the slightest breeze. A knot of concern twisted in my chest.

This was her home? This small, cold, and lonely space?

| paused, straining to catch any sounds from within. There was movement—a soft
shuffle, as if someone was moving cautiously. My hand instinctively raised to knock, but
| hesitated when an unexpected shift in the atmosphere caught my attention. Another
wolf was near.

In a flash, | darted into the overgrown hedges lining the walkway, lowering myself into
the shadows. The branches brushed against my clothes as | concealed myself, holding
my breath, my heart pounding in my chest.

Footsteps approached, steady and confident, as if the figure belonged here. As he drew
closer, the streetlight illuminated his features, and my eyes widened in disbelief.

Kane.
He wore the same unremarkable attire as the day before, yet it was his very presence
that sent a jolt of alarm through me. The wolf mark on his neck was unmistakable, and

in that moment, my wolf recognized him completely.

This was no mere coincidence. It was no idle speculation. The truth was glaringly
evident.

Alpha Stonewood.

The mark was clearer now, and | knew | wasn’t imagining it.

The strongest Alpha of our time. The wolf who commanded legions. The one who
wielded both political and economic power—terrifying power. And here he was, in this

rundown neighborhood, dressed in yesterday’s clothes, walking towards Bella’s door.

A chill crawled down my spine, and my breath became shallow and labored.



It was truly him. A torrent of questions flooded my mind. Why had he concealed his
identity for so long? What was he doing here? Why was he living in such a place? Why
hadn’t he called off the arranged marriage if he was indeed Alpha Stonewood? How
could someone of his stature consider Bella, an ex-convict, instead of dismissing her
outright?

As | wrestled with these questions, Kane stopped directly in front of Bella’s narrow door.
He raised his hand and knocked softly, almost gently. That alone felt wrong. Alpha
Stonewood was not known for his gentleness.

The door swung open, and Bella’s voice flowed out, soft yet striking, hitting me like a
physical blow.

“You're back.”

Her smile lit up her face, warm and inviting, as if this moment was a well-rehearsed
routine. It felt as though she had been waiting for him, her anticipation palpable.

My breath caught in my throat. My wolf surged within me, craving the adrenaline that
coursed through my veins. The urge to shift overwhelmed me like a tidal wave, and |
clenched my jaw, striving to maintain my composure.

Even witnessing it with my own eyes, | struggled to comprehend the reality. Bella and
Kane... living together? Acting as though... like a couple? They were genuinely taking
this marriage thing seriously, weren’t they?

Kane’s voice broke through my tumultuous thoughts, low and warm, a stark contrast to
the Alpha who had once made even the most formidable wolves tremble. “I'm back.”

A shiver coursed through me. That voice belonged to my Alpha—the Alpha of every
wolf in this region. What in the world was happening?

Kane stepped forward but then abruptly halted. He froze, his body shifting slightly, and
his eyes landed on the dark corner where | was hidden. They narrowed, nostrils flaring
as he caught my scent.

A wave of fear pierced through me. My blood felt as if it had turned to ice in my veins. |
was prey, ensnared in the gaze of a predator capable of obliterating me without a
second thought.

| was an Alpha, yet in that moment, | felt insignificantly small.

“‘Kane, what are you looking at?” Bella called from inside, her voice tinged with curiosity.

“It's nothing.” His tone softened, and a gentle smile graced his lips, as if to reassure her.

He inhaled deeply again, then turned away and stepped inside.



The door clicked shut behind him.

It was only then that my lungs resumed their natural rhythm. | drew in a shaky breath,
feeling as though | had narrowly escaped death itself.

Slowly, | emerged from the shadows. My car stood out like a sore thumb in this
neighborhood—a luxury vehicle among rusted sedans. Anyone passing by could easily
deduce that it belonged to someone who didn't fit in here. Damn it. | slid behind the
wheel, gripping it tightly as | fought to steady my trembling hands.

Every image replayed in my mind. Bella’s smile directed at him. Kane’s gaze on her, the
way a man looks at a woman he claims as his own. His tone, his posture, his
unexpected gentleness.

He was gentle.

Gentle? Alpha Stonewood was never gentle. Not even with Sophia Monroe, the woman
who had genuinely loved him. Their interactions had always been formal, polite, and
devoid of warmth. Even Gina had speculated that their engagement was merely a
business arrangement.

But with Bella... it felt different. It seemed intimate, natural.

And then, everything began to click into place in my mind. The removal of the
engagement announcement. Kane’s interference in my own engagement to Gina. His
hostility towards me. His choices. | had assumed they were motivated by political
maneuvering or power struggles. Or perhaps it was because Bella, the murderer of his
soon-to-be Luna, had been my ex-fiancée.

But now? Now, the reasons appeared far more personal.
| tightened my grip on the steering wheel, feeling the tension radiate through my body.

Even though | had witnessed it with my own eyes, even though | had felt Kane’s
overwhelming presence, even though Bella had welcomed him as if he were a part of
her life...

| still couldn’t believe it.

As | sat in my car, the weight of the revelations pressed down on me like a suffocating
fog. The image of Bella, radiant and welcoming, contrasted sharply with the reality of
her circumstances. She was no longer the woman | had once known; her life had been
irrevocably altered by her past and now intertwined with Kane, the Alpha who had
always been a figure of authority and fear. The warmth in her voice, the ease of their
connection—it was a stark reminder of what | had lost and what | could never reclaim.
The emotional tumult churned within me, a mix of betrayal and longing, as | grappled
with the undeniable truth that Bella had chosen a path that no longer included me.



Yet amidst the pain, a flicker of understanding began to emerge. Bella had fought her
demons, and in doing so, she had found a semblance of peace with Kane, a man who
bore the weight of leadership but also the capacity for gentleness. Their bond, however
unexpected, was a testament to resilience and the complexities of love. | realized that
while my heart ached at the sight of them together, perhaps this was her chance at
redemption, a new beginning in a world that had once cast her aside. | had to let go, not
just for her sake, but for my own. As | turned the key in the ignition and pulled away
from that narrow street, | understood that sometimes, the paths we walk lead us to
places we never anticipated, and in that uncertainty lies the potential for healing and
hope.

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

In the upcoming chapter, readers can anticipate a palpable tension as Damien grapples
with the shocking revelation of Kane’s presence in Bella’s life. With emotions running
high and the stakes even higher, Damien must confront not only his feelings of betrayal
but also the implications of Kane’s unexpected gentleness towards Bella. As he
wrestles with his own insecurities and the haunting memories of their past, the narrative
will delve deeper into the complexities of loyalty, love, and power dynamics within the
pack. The air will thrum with anticipation as Damien must decide whether to confront
Kane directly or to retreat into the shadows, weighing the risks of revealing his presence
against the potential fallout.

Moreover, the chapter promises to explore the motivations behind Kane’s actions and
his connection to Bella, unraveling the layers of their relationship that complicate the
already fraught political landscape. As the story unfolds, readers will be drawn into a
web of intrigue, with Damien’s internal conflict serving as a mirror to the larger battle for
dominance and acceptance among the wolves. Expect unexpected alliances, fierce
confrontations, and the lingering question of whether love can truly conquer the divides
created by power and past grievances. With each turn of the page, the fog of
uncertainty will thicken, leaving readers on the edge of their seats, eager to discover
what lies ahead in this gripping tale of loyalty and desire.

Conclusion

In the aftermath of the revelations that unfolded, Damien found himself standing on the
precipice of change, grappling with the emotional whirlwind that had taken hold of him.
The sight of Bella and Kane together shattered the remnants of his past, forcing him to
confront the painful truth that his former love had forged a new life, one that did not
include him. Each heartbeat echoed with the weight of his unfulfilled desires and the
bitter taste of betrayal. Yet, amid the chaos of his emotions, a flicker of understanding
ignited within him. Bella’s journey through darkness had led her to a place of
unexpected light, and while it stung to accept that he was no longer her chosen path, he
began to recognize the strength in her transformation. This realization, though difficult,
marked the beginning of his own path toward healing.



As he drove away from the dilapidated neighborhood that had become a backdrop for
bittersweet memories, Damien felt a tentative sense of liberation. The fog that had
clouded his heart began to lift, revealing the possibility of new beginnings. He
understood that love, in all its complexities, often required sacrifice and the courage to
let go. With each mile that separated him from Bella’s new life, he embraced the notion
that their stories were no longer intertwined, yet they were both deserving of happiness,
even if it meant walking separate paths. In that moment, Damien resolved to reclaim his
own identity, to navigate the uncertainties ahead with resilience, and to honor the
memories of what once was while remaining open to the promise of what could be.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

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

As the narrative unfolds in the next chapter, readers can expect an intense exploration
of Damien’s emotional turmoil as he comes to terms with the reality of Bella and Kane’s
relationship. The chapter will delve into Damien’s internal struggle, capturing his
heartache and confusion as he grapples with feelings of loss and betrayal. With the
stakes rising, Damien must confront the painful truth that Bella has moved on, forcing
him to confront not only his past with her but also his own insecurities as an Alpha. The
tension will be palpable as he weighs the consequences of revealing himself to Kane, a
move that could either solidify his claim to Bella’s heart or plunge him deeper into the
perilous politics of the pack.

Furthermore, readers can anticipate a deeper dive into Kane’s character, shedding light
on the complexities of his motivations and the softer side that he’s revealed to Bella.
The narrative will unravel the intricacies of their bond, revealing how their shared
experiences have forged an unexpected alliance amidst the chaos of their lives. As
secrets begin to surface, the chapter will introduce new dynamics that challenge the
established order within the pack, setting the stage for dramatic confrontations and
unforeseen alliances. With each revelation, the fog of uncertainty will deepen, leaving
readers breathless with anticipation as they ponder the implications of love, loyalty, and
power in a world where every choice could lead to salvation or destruction.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 84 Summary

In Chapter 84 of *Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting*, Kane
reflects on the solace he finds in his shared life with Bella in their cozy cabin. Their
simple meals together, prepared after her long shifts, create an atmosphere of warmth
and intimacy, contrasting sharply with Kane’s past life of power and authority. In this
sanctuary, he feels a sense of normalcy and a fleeting escape from the burdens of his
former existence, allowing him to embrace the quiet joys of an ordinary life.

Bella's resilience shines through as she shares stories that illuminate the mundane,
including her experience rescuing kittens. Her ability to find joy in small moments,



despite her own past struggles, captivates Kane. Their playful banter reveals a
deepening connection, but beneath the surface, Kane grapples with his shifting feelings
for Bella, recognizing that their bond is evolving beyond mere companionship. This
chapter highlights the tenderness of their relationship, as Kane admires Bella’s spirit
and her instinct to heal, even when faced with her own challenges.

However, the lightheartedness is disrupted when Bella reveals troubling news about her
co-worker, Shay, who has been fired for bullying her. While Bella expresses concern
about potential retaliation, Kane reassures her, though he is internally conflicted about
the lurking danger outside their cabin. The chapter introduces a sense of foreboding as
Kane senses a threat in the form of Damien Silverwood, hinting at dark forces that could
jeopardize their fragile peace.

As the chapter progresses, Kane’s desire for Bella becomes more apparent, and he
struggles with the implications of her unwavering trust in him. She views him as a
brother, a label that both comforts and confines him. This dynamic intensifies his
internal conflict as he contemplates the deeper connection they share, one that
transcends familial bonds. The chapter concludes with Kane recognizing that their
relationship is at a crossroads, as he must confront the truth of his feelings and the
dangers surrounding them, setting the stage for an impending reckoning in their lives.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

*Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**py Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 84**

**KANE’S POV**

This time of day had become my sanctuary, a precious oasis where | found solace in
the simplicity of shared meals with Bella in our cozy cabin. The food we prepared
together was often unpretentious, hastily assembled after her long, grueling shifts, yet it
emanated an undeniable warmth that enveloped me like a cherished embrace.

As my gaze drifted across the small, rustic table, | found Bella seated there, her hair
casually pulled back, with a few rebellious strands framing her face. The table itself bore
the marks of our lives—scratches and nicks that whispered tales of past moments
shared. In this intimate space, | was reminded of my former life, one filled with grandeur
and authority, where power was my constant companion, and the whispers of
sycophants surrounded me like a thick fog. But here, in this humble cabin, there were
no bowing figures, no fearful glances, and no one to dredge up my past or question my
choices.

Here, | could almost convince myself that | was just a man, relishing the quiet joys of an
ordinary existence.



“Tell me about your day,” | urged, eager to dive into her world, to hear her stories that
always seemed to illuminate the mundane.

Bella had an extraordinary gift for uncovering silver linings, even after the heavy
burdens she had carried—the prison sentence that had stolen her freedom, the
shattering loss of her medical career, and the shame that clung to her like a persistent
shadow. Yet, she remained resolute, seeking joy in the smallest of moments, finding
beauty in the fleeting instances that made life worth living. It was a quality | admired
deeply, even if | often struggled to articulate it.

‘Remember the kittens | mentioned last week?” she asked, her eyes suddenly sparkling
with excitement.

| leaned back, a smile creeping onto my face as | recalled the details. “The ones you
found beneath the dumpster, right?”

“Exactly!” she exclaimed, laughter bubbling up like a spring. “Those tiny, scruffy
creatures, just filthy and trembling. When | picked them up, they were quaking like little
cotton balls. They looked at me as if | had rescued them from certain doom. | rushed
them to the shelter, and as soon as | walked in, one of the volunteers begged to foster
them. She couldn’t resist their adorable little faces.”

As she spoke, | found myself entranced by her animated expression, captivated by the
way her eyes lit up when she recounted her tales of the helpless. It was a trait | had
observed long ago—her instinct to protect, to heal, to mend what was broken. Even
after the world had dealt her its harshest blows, she had not hardened her heatrt.
Instead, she had become more cautious, yet her spirit remained tender and unyielding.

“‘And why didn’t you bring them home?” | asked, though | already had a good idea of
what her answer would be.

She stifled a giggle behind her hand, her laughter bright and infectious. “Kane, can you
imagine? They would have turned your shirts into a playground in a single day! And |
can’t even picture how you would have reacted to a kitten climbing onto your lap.”

“I would have managed just fine,” | replied, my tone teasing, though | could feel the
warmth of her laughter wrapping around me.

“You say that,” she teased back, “but your expression that day told a different story. You
looked like the kitten might declare war on you!”

| snorted, unable to stifle my amusement. “| don’t fear kittens.”



Her laughter rang out again, and | found myself lost in the curve of her smile,
momentarily forgetting the food on my plate. | shouldn’t have been watching her like
this, not when my feelings for her had begun to shift in ways | had never anticipated.

She continued to share stories—about a co-worker whose son had won a scholarship,
the new park being developed on the south side of town, and the senior housing
complex being constructed nearby. These were the small, intricate threads of human
life, yet | found them surprisingly engaging, perhaps simply because she was the one
sharing them.

But tonight, there was something different in her gaze—an unusual brightness mingled
with an undercurrent of something heavier, something unspoken.

“What’s on your mind, Bella?” | asked softly, sensing the weight she carried. “It feels like
there’s something you're not telling me.”

She hesitated, her fingers nervously fidgeting with the edge of the table. Leaning closer,
she lowered her voice, as if afraid the walls might overhear. “| don’t know why, but... the
Director fired Shay.”

| raised an eyebrow, taken aback by her revelation. “Fired? What brought that on?”

“For bullying me,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “I honestly thought
| would be the one let go. | was mentally preparing myself to clean out my locker.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” | asked, attempting to see the bright side.
“Yes, itis,” she replied slowly, “but Shay was furious. She threw a massive fit. And
Kane, she blames me. I'm not exactly scared, but... | don'’t like the feeling of waiting for

her to strike back.”

“She won’t do anything,” | reassured her, my voice firm and steady, though | felt a flicker
of unease stirring within me.

Bella frowned, her skepticism evident. “You say that as if you know her.”

‘I do,” | asserted, though the truth was far more complicated. If she dared to retaliate, |
would handle it myself, quietly and decisively if necessary. But Shay was not the source
of my concern tonight.

There was another threat lurking outside the cabin—one that moved with the stealth of
a predator, cloaked in shadows. Someone either audacious or reckless enough to slip
past the security my people maintained in the dark corners of our world.

| had sensed him even before crossing the threshold. There was a subtle shift in the
atmosphere, a scent that was too deliberate in its concealment.

Damien Silverwood.



If my instincts were correct, he had trailed us from the intersection last night, returning
to verify what he thought he had witnessed.

| pushed aside my irritation, redirecting my focus back to Bella, who remained blissfully
unaware of the danger that loomed outside.

“Do you enjoy living with me like this?” | asked, my curiosity piqued, hoping to draw her
attention away from the tension in the air.

She met my gaze without hesitation, her expression earnest. “Of course, | do.”

Her heartfelt sincerity struck me harder than | had anticipated. “Then even if | were to...
change my identity in the future, would you still choose to stay with me?”

She blinked, momentarily taken aback by my unexpected question. “I'm not sure what
you mean,” she replied slowly. “Are you talking about going back to your pack’s
territory? You know | can’t ever live there, Kane. It's beautiful, but I'm... me.” She
shrugged gently, her candidness disarming. “But you know, Tara mentioned something
similar today, that you don’t seem like a homeless man. But | won’t pry. Who or what
you are doesn’t matter to me. You are my brother.”

Brother.

The term hit me like a physical blow, as it always did. She had clung to that label since
our arranged marriage, wielding it as a shield—a safe word to convince herself that the
bond we shared wasn't real. Yet | had glimpsed the truth in her eyes more times than |
could count. | had seen the flicker of desire she tried so hard to suppress, the way she
looked at me when she thought | wasn’t paying attention.

“‘No matter what status | hold,” | asked, my voice low and serious, “would you still accept
me?”

Bella stared at me for a long moment, her expression contemplative, as if weighing the
gravity of my question. “You've protected me, Kane. You’ve supported me. You even
tried to help me reclaim my wolf. Will | accept you?” She laughed softly, a sound that
warmed my heart. “Brother, there’s no question. You have my trust. Yes. No matter
what, okay?”

She gestured toward my plate, breaking the tension. “Now eat, or the food will get cold.”

As she returned her focus to her meal, blissfully unaware of the perilous nature of her
promise, | watched her with renewed intensity. | felt like a wolf observing its prey—not to
harm it, but to claim it, to protect it fiercely. She had no idea what she had offered me
tonight. She didn’t grasp the significance of unconditional acceptance from a woman,
especially one as powerful as | was.



She believed we were siblings by habit, by comfort. She couldn’t feel her wolf anymore,
and thus, she couldn’t sense how tightly mine was drawn to her with every breath | took.

My wolf growled restlessly within me, yearning for her—mind, body, and soul. It didn’t
care if she labeled me as brother. It didn’t care about the facade | wore or the rank |
concealed. It cared only for the woman in front of me, savoring her meal, blissfully
unaware that she was the only thing | had ever truly desired after the dust settled in my
life.

Her posture relaxed, but mine remained tense, caught in the tumult of my emotions.
Her declaration... it was an invitation. Whether she intended it or not.

But as her so-called brother, | reminded myself firmly that | shouldn’t entertain such
thoughts. | couldn’t. Not yet. Not until she was ready. Not until she saw me for who |
truly was—not the broken man she believed she was protecting, but the most
formidable Alpha on the continent.

Still, | couldn’t quell the hunger stirring within me as she lifted her head and smiled at
me once more, completely oblivious to the internal battle raging inside me.

**Conclusion**

In this tranquil cabin, amidst the laughter and the simple stories that Bella shared, Kane
found himself standing at a crossroads, torn between the bond he cherished and the
deeper, more primal connection that pulsed beneath the surface. The warmth of their
shared moments offered a comforting refuge from the chaos of their lives, yet the weight
of unspoken truths loomed large. Bella’s unwavering trust in him, despite the
complexities of their past and the dangers that lurked outside, ignited a flicker of hope
within Kane. He realized that her acceptance was not just a balm for his wounds but a
catalyst for the awakening of his own desires—desires that challenged the very
foundation of their relationship.

As the evening wore on, the laughter faded into an undercurrent of tension, with
unacknowledged feelings swirling between them like the rising fog outside. Kane
understood that to embrace this new path meant risking everything he had built around
them, yet the pull of his wolf towards Bella was undeniable. Her innocent perception of
their bond as siblings was a comforting facade he could no longer uphold. With every
shared meal, every heartfelt exchange, the boundaries blurred, leaving Kane grappling
with the reality that love, in its purest form, often demanded a leap of faith into the
unknown. And as he watched Bella, blissfully unaware of the turmoil within him, he
knew that the time to confront their truth was drawing near, and he would have to
choose between the safety of their current existence and the possibility of a future that
could shatter everything he had ever known.

**\What to Expect in the Next Chapter?**
As the fog of uncertainty thickens around Kane and Bella, the next chapter promises to



delve deeper into the complexities of their relationship. With the looming threat of
Damien Silverwood and the unresolved tension between Kane’s past and present,
readers can expect a gripping exploration of loyalty and identity. Will Kane confront the
shadows of his past, or will he continue to shield Bella from the dangers that lurk
beyond their cabin walls? The stakes are rising, and the fragile peace they’ve built may
soon be tested in ways they never anticipated.

Furthermore, Bella’s unwavering trust in Kane will be put to the ultimate test as Shay’s
fury simmers beneath the surface. The fallout from Shay’s dismissal could ignite a
series of events that challenge Bella’s perception of safety and belonging. As Kane
grapples with his primal instincts and the undeniable bond he shares with Bella, the
guestion looms: can he protect her from the encroaching darkness while navigating his
own tumultuous emotions? The next chapter is set to unravel the intricate tapestry of
their lives, revealing whether their connection can withstand the trials ahead or if the
weight of their secrets will ultimately tear them apatrt.

Conclusion

In the quiet sanctuary of their cabin, Kane and Bella found themselves on the brink of
transformation, the air thick with unspoken emotions and the promise of change. The
laughter that once filled the space now served as both a comfort and a reminder of the
complexities they faced. Kane’s heart, once shielded by the armor of his past, began to
crack under the weight of Bella’s unwavering trust and affection. It was a revelation that
both thrilled and terrified him, as he grappled with the realization that their bond could
evolve into something far deeper than the sibling-like connection they had constructed.
The warmth of their shared meals became a backdrop for the simmering tension
between them, a tension that hinted at the possibility of love intertwined with the
shadows of their pasts.

As the evening unfolded, the rising fog outside mirrored the uncertainty that enveloped
their relationship. Kane understood that the path ahead would require him to confront
not only the lurking dangers beyond their cabin walls but also the tumultuous feelings
that had begun to surface within him. Bella’s innocent perception of their bond as mere
siblings was a fragile veil he could no longer maintain, and the stakes were rising with
each passing moment. The choice lay before him: to protect the delicate peace they
had built or to embrace the unknown and risk everything for a chance at a love that
could redefine their lives. With the shadows of their pasts looming ever closer, Kane
knew that the time for confrontation was near, and he would have to summon the
courage to reveal his true self to Bella, even if it meant shattering the comforting facade
they had created together.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

**\What to Expect in the Next Chapter?**
As the tension mounts within the cozy confines of their cabin, the next chapter is poised
to explore the fragile balance between love, trust, and the encroaching dangers that



threaten Kane and Bella’s newfound sanctuary. With Damien Silverwood lurking in the
shadows, Kane must confront the ghosts of his past while grappling with the primal
instincts that draw him ever closer to Bella. The stakes have never been higher, and the
safety of their tranquil existence hangs in the balance as Kane faces the choice
between revealing his true self and risking everything for the woman he deeply desires.

Moreover, Bella’s steadfast belief in Kane’s protective nature will be tested as the
repercussions of Shay’s dismissal unfold. Will Shay’s wrath manifest in unexpected
ways, challenging Bella’s sense of security and forcing her to confront the reality of her
situation? As Kane wrestles with his dual identity—one that she sees as a brother and
the other as an Alpha with untold power—their bond will be pushed to its limits. The
next chapter promises to delve into the intricacies of their relationship, revealing
whether their connection can withstand the tumultuous storm brewing outside and
within, or if the weight of their unspoken truths will ultimately drive them apart. Prepare
for a whirlwind of emotions, revelations, and the undeniable pull of fate as they navigate
the paths ahead, shrouded in rising fog and uncertainty.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 85 Summary

In Chapter 85 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,”
Damien finds himself in a private boutique, watching Gina try on a stunning gown that
represents their future together. Her excitement and beauty fill the room with warmth,
and Damien feels a swell of pride as he admires her. However, amidst this moment of
joy, troubling memories of Bella, his past love, invade his thoughts, creating a stark
contrast to the blissful atmosphere. The looming presence of Alpha Kane Stonewood, a
powerful figure tied to Bella, adds tension to Damien’s emotions, making him question
the implications of his past.

As Gina seeks reassurance about their relationship, Damien struggles to maintain his
composure. Her probing questions about Bella ignite a mix of anger and frustration
within him, revealing the cracks in their seemingly perfect engagement. Gina’s
insistence on discussing Bella, coupled with her threat regarding her family’s support,
escalates the tension between them. Damien’s attempt to assert himself only amplifies
the conflict, showcasing the complexities of love, loyalty, and the weight of expectations
that come with their union.

The chapter culminates in a dramatic shift when Beta Jayden arrives to summon
Damien to a meeting with Alpha Stonewood. The gravity of this request sends a chill
down Damien’s spine, forcing him to confront the reality of his past and the potential
consequences of this encounter. As he prepares to leave, the uncertainty of what awaits
him looms large, leaving both him and Gina in a state of apprehension. Damien’s
internal struggle between his commitment to Gina and the shadows of Bella’s influence
sets the stage for a confrontation that could alter the trajectory of his life.



As Damien drives toward the meeting, the emotional weight of his situation becomes
palpable. He grapples with the stakes of pack politics, personal loyalty, and the
unresolved feelings that threaten to unravel his future with Gina. The juxtaposition of his
radiant engagement against the dark shadows of his past creates a compelling narrative
of conflict and desire. With the tension between him and Gina unresolved, and the
potential danger of facing Alpha Stonewood ahead, Damien stands on the brink of a
pivotal moment that could define his identity and relationships moving forward.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**Chapter 85**

“*DAMIEN’S POV**

“‘Babe, what do you think?” Gina’s voice rang out, her excitement bubbling over as she
spun gracefully on the platform before the mirror, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

The private boutique enveloped us in a warm, enchanting glow, the soft lighting casting
a magical shimmer over the intricate jewels that adorned the gown she wore. It sparkled
like a treasure pulled from the depths of a fairy tale, a true testament to the artistry and
craftsmanship that had gone into its creation. This wasn’t merely a dress; it was a hand-
stitched marvel, tailored to perfection from the finest imported fabrics and embellished
with rare beads. The price tag, an astonishing half a million, was a reflection of its
exquisite beauty.

| stood there, utterly mesmerized by her presence—my future Luna. She radiated
beauty and strength, a woman destined to lead. The elegance she exuded was
undeniable, and a wave of pride washed over me as | watched her bask in the moment.

“You look stunning, Gina,” | said, stepping closer, my voice laced with genuine
admiration. “I've never seen anything so breathtaking.”

Her face lit up like the dawn, a radiant smile spreading across her features that
suggested she had been eagerly awaiting my compliment. She twirled once more, her
excitement bubbling over as she began to elaborate on the gown’s design, the
meticulous stitching, and the flattering shape of the neckline. I listened intently, nodding
at the appropriate moments, offering my thoughts whenever she paused, savoring the
joy this moment brought her.

My pack was proud of me, and Gina’s pack mirrored that pride. Our families had been
preparing for this union for what felt like an eternity, weaving together the threads of our
destinies into a tapestry of hope and ambition.

Yet, as | gazed at Gina glowing in her exquisite gown, my mind was abruptly yanked
back to a troubling memory | wished to forget.



The image of Bella from the previous night invaded my thoughts uninvited. Her small,
dilapidated cabin had felt like a world away, and | could still hear her soft voice inviting
Kane inside, “Come in.”

Alpha Kane Stonewood. The most formidable Alpha in a century, a man whose wealth
and influence could topple cities with a mere thought. He was a figure feared across
continents, a titan whose shadow loomed large over the hearts of many.

| recalled the chilling moment he had turned his head, as if sensing my presence hidden
in the darkness. He had looked directly into the night, piercing through the shadows as if
he could see me, see right through me.

Did he know | was there? Was it possible that Alpha Stonewood was staying with the
rogue who had taken his first love? What kind of twisted reality allowed for such a
scenario? The very thought was maddening, sending shivers down my spine.

“‘Damien?” Gina’s voice cut through my spiraling thoughts, pulling me back to the
present.

| blinked, focusing on her once more, grateful for her presence.
Her expression was one of annoyance, her brows furrowing slightly. “I've been calling
you for like a minute. What’s wrong? You’ve been zoning out a lot these last couple of

days.”

“Sorry,” | replied, trying to shake off the lingering shadows of my thoughts. “I was just
thinking about the banquet preparations.”

Her frown deepened, skepticism creeping into her voice. “If you don’t want to marry me,
if you’re having second thoughts about this mating—just say it.”

“Of course | want this,” | asserted quickly, stepping forward and placing my hands gently
on her arms, hoping to convey my sincerity. “Why wouldn’t I? You know that my heart
belongs to you and you alone.”

“Only to me?” she echoed, raising an eyebrow, skepticism etched across her face. “You
really have no lingering feelings for Bella?”

At the mention of Bella, my body tensed, rigid with a mix of anger and frustration.
“Why do you keep bringing her up?” | demanded, my voice sharper than intended. |
broke up with her years ago. How could | still have feelings for someone who is part of

my past?”

“Then why did you want to help her find a job before?” she pressed, her tone
challenging.

“I felt pity for her,” | admitted, the truth of my feelings surfacing reluctantly.



“Pity?” Gina scoffed, her laughter cold and biting. “What’s there to pity about her? You
should be pitying my sister. Because of Bella, she lost her life.”

The heat of anger surged through me, not truly at the memory of her sister, but at
Gina’s tone. The way she twisted tragedy to suit her narrative, wielding it like a weapon
to manipulate me, infuriated me.

She continued, “If you dare to ‘pity’ that woman again when Alpha Stonewood comes
looking for you in the future, don’t expect my family to support you.”

Her threat hung in the air, heavy and suffocating. My wolf growled within me, furious at
the audacity of her words, the way she dared to use her pack’s support as leverage
against me. | stepped closer, my voice low and steady.

“Let me remind you, dear Gina,” | said quietly, “that it was your little stunt with the faked
lost ring that dragged us into a storm of bad publicity. And it was my pack and my
unwavering loyalty that pulled you out of it.”

| noticed her eyes widen, just a fraction, but it was enough for me to know | had struck a
nerve.

“Think carefully, my love,” | murmured, “before you threaten me again.”

For a heartbeat, she stood frozen, the tension thick between us. Then, without uttering
another word, she turned back to the mirror, adjusting the dress with a practiced ease.
She was smart enough to know not to escalate the situation, to recognize that together
we were stronger. Moments later, she fluffed her skirt, pretending as if our earlier
tension had never existed.

The boutique associate entered, and | pulled out my black AmEX, handing it to her with
a sense of finality.

“Ring up this gown,” | instructed, “and whatever else my future wife desires today.”

Gina’s satisfaction returned like the sun breaking through clouds. Her smile was radiant,
and just like that, we slipped back into the facade of the perfect engaged couple. As the
human saleswoman stepped away to process the card, | casually asked, “Gina, do you
know if Alpha Stonewood has been involved with any woman recently?”

She scoffed dismissively. “Of course not. That man is practically allergic to women. He’s
cold and impossible to approach. It was a miracle that Sophia thawed his heart long
enough for him to propose. And even that,” she waved her hand dismissively, “was
purely political.”

Political. Of course, it had been. Sophia Monroe had been crafted to be the ideal Luna
of the century, their engagement a union that packs would discuss for generations to
come. The world outside had consumed the illusion whole, believing he had been



shattered by her loss, convinced he was still mourning. But | had always suspected it
was strategy that kept him isolated, not grief.

“‘Kane Stonewood has not had any other women for three years,” Gina asserted
proudly. “That’s why everyone believes he loved Sophia deeply. But we know the truth.
And we enjoy letting others believe what they want.”

| nodded, acknowledging the intricate web of politics that bound our world. Everything
revolved around appearances, lies, and narratives that served someone’s agenda.

| picked up a glass of champagne the boutique had offered us and handed another to
Gina, raising my glass.

“To our future,” | toasted, my voice filled with hope.

“To the strongest pack the next millennium will ever see,” she replied, her voice
brimming with ambition.

“Bold,” | smirked, teasing her, enjoying the lightness of the moment.

‘Indeed,” she responded, clinking her glass against mine with a bright smile.

As she resumed trying on accessories, | leaned back, pretending to admire her choices
while mentally calculating the final cost. It was clear we would easily exceed a million.
She was exacting her financial revenge for our earlier disagreement. | didn’t mind; if that

was the extent of her retaliation, our marriage would be manageable.

When we finally exited the store, a sleek black sedan pulled into the valet area. A tall
male emerged, adorned with the insignia of a Beta from Stonewood territory.

“Beta Jayden,” | greeted, my voice steady, though my heart raced at the sight of him.
“Why are you here?” Gina asked, her confusion evident as she glanced between us.

Jayden turned his gaze to me, his expression serious. “I'm here to invite Alpha
Silverwood to a meeting.”

His attention shifted fully to me, and | could see the darkness in his eyes, a reminder of
the weight of the moment.

“Mr. Silverwood,” he said, his tone grave. “Alpha Stonewood wants to see you.”

My stomach dropped, a cold chill creeping down my spine at the implications of such a
request.

Damn it. A direct summons from Kane Stonewood was not something to be taken
lightly—especially not by another Alpha. Especially not when that Alpha might have
seen me lurking in the shadows outside his companion’s home at night.



“Very well,” | replied, keeping my tone calm. “I'll go with you.”

Gina stepped forward, her brow furrowing in confusion and concern. “Damien? Babe,
what’s going on?”

| walked toward the car without looking back, my mind racing. “If it concerns you, we’'ll
discuss it when | return.”

There was nothing more she could say. Not when the request had been so explicit and
not when the hierarchy between Alphas demanded respect. The door swung open for
me, and | slid into the back seat beside Jayden.

The door shut with a finality, and the driver pulled away, the city blurring past in a
whirlwind of lights and shadows.

As the streets whirled past the windows, my heart raced, each beat echoing the tension
in the air. Jayden remained silent beside me, the weight of the moment heavy between
us.

| stared out the window, contemplating what awaited me at the end of this drive.
A warning? A threat? Or something far worse?
Whatever it was... | would have to face Kane Stonewood.

In the midst of swirling emotions and unspoken tensions, | stood at the precipice of my
future, caught between the dazzling facade of my engagement to Gina and the haunting
shadows of my past with Bella. The moment in the boutique, filled with glittering gowns
and ambitious dreams, was juxtaposed against the stark reality of my summons from
Alpha Kane Stonewood. As | navigated the complexities of loyalty and love, the weight
of my decisions pressed heavily upon me. Gina’s confidence and ambition shone
brightly, yet beneath that brilliance lay an undercurrent of jealousy and possessiveness
that threatened to unravel the delicate threads of our union. With the specter of Bella
looming in the background, | was left to grapple with the remnants of my past, the
expectations of my present, and the uncertainty of my future.

As the sleek sedan carried me toward an uncertain meeting, my heart raced with a mix
of dread and determination. | was acutely aware that the choices | made in the coming
moments could alter the course of my life forever. The political landscape of our world
was fraught with danger, and the stakes had never been higher. Would | emerge from
this encounter with Kane Stonewood unscathed, or would it mark the beginning of a
tumultuous chapter that could fracture my bond with Gina? In the rising fog of
uncertainty, | understood that my path was not just about choosing between two
women, but rather about forging my own identity amidst the expectations of my pack
and the shadows of my past. As the city blurred past the window, | steeled myself for
the confrontation ahead, ready to face whatever awaited me in the heart of darkness.



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

As we delve into the next chapter, the stakes rise dramatically for me as | face the
formidable Alpha Kane Stonewood. With the tension from my recent confrontation with
Gina still simmering beneath the surface, | must navigate the treacherous waters of
pack politics and personal loyalty. What awaits me in this meeting? Will Kane reveal his
true intentions, or will he use this opportunity to assert dominance over me, testing the
limits of our fragile alliance? The atmosphere is thick with anticipation as we ponder the
implications of this encounter, knowing that every word exchanged could alter the
course of our intertwined fates.

Furthermore, the unresolved tension between Gina and me looms large over my
impending meeting with Kane. Will the strain of our relationship deepen as secrets and
insecurities surface? As | grapple with my past feelings for Bella, the specter of our
shared history threatens to complicate my future with Gina. Expect emotional
revelations and confrontations that could either strengthen or shatter our bond. With the
clock ticking and the stakes higher than ever, readers will be left on the edge of their
seats, eager to uncover the truth behind Kane’s summons and how it will ultimately
shape the destinies of those caught in this intricate web of power and desire.

Conclusion

In the swirling complexities of love, loyalty, and ambition, Damien stands at a
crossroads, his heart heavy with the weight of his past and the expectations of his
present. The enchanting moment in the boutique, where Gina sparkled in her gown,
highlighted the joy and pride of their impending union, yet it was overshadowed by the
shadows of his memories with Bella and the looming threat of Alpha Kane Stonewood.
As he prepares to confront the formidable Alpha, the tension between him and Gina,
exacerbated by jealousy and insecurity, threatens to unravel the very fabric of their
relationship. The duality of his emotions—his love for Gina and the haunting remnants
of his past—creates a tumultuous storm within him, leaving him to question the true
nature of his desires and the future he envisions.

As the sleek sedan glides through the city, Damien steels himself for the confrontation
ahead, aware that the choices he makes in this pivotal moment could redefine his
destiny. The stakes are higher than ever, and the political landscape he must navigate
is fraught with danger and uncertainty. With every heartbeat echoing the impending
clash, he grapples with the realization that this meeting is not merely about confronting
Kane but also about confronting himself—his identity, his loyalties, and the path he
wishes to carve in a world where shadows and ambitions intertwine. As the fog of
uncertainty envelops him, Damien must summon the courage to face the truths that lie
ahead, knowing that the outcomes of this encounter will resonate far beyond the
immediate moment, shaping the lives of those he loves and the legacy of his pack.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?



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

As we turn the page into the next chapter, the tension escalates as | step into the lion’s
den—Alpha Kane Stonewood’s territory. The air is thick with uncertainty, and with each
passing moment in the sleek sedan, my heart races at the thought of what awaits me.
Will Kane’s intentions be as sinister as my instincts suggest, or is there a deeper motive
behind this summons? As | prepare to face one of the most powerful Alphas in
existence, readers can expect a gripping confrontation that will test not only my resolve
but also the very fabric of alliances within our world. The stakes have never been
higher, and the outcome of this meeting could ripple through our packs, altering loyalties
and futures in ways | can scarcely imagine.

Moreover, the emotional turmoil between Gina and me will come to a head as | confront
the shadows of my past with Bella. With the echoes of our recent argument still fresh in
my mind, the dynamics of my relationship with Gina are poised for a seismic shift. Will |
be able to reassure her of my commitment, or will the weight of my history with Bella
create an insurmountable divide? Expect raw emotions and pivotal moments that will
challenge the very foundation of our love. As secrets emerge and tensions flare,
readers will be left breathless, eager to discover how these intertwined fates will unfold
amidst the rising fog of uncertainty and ambition.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 86 Summary

In Chapter 86 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” the
protagonist, Damien, grapples with a growing sense of unease as he prepares to meet
the formidable Alpha Stonewood. The atmosphere is thick with tension, and Damien’s
instincts are on high alert, driven by the primal stirrings of his wolf. As he rides
alongside Jayden, he contemplates the potential dangers of their meeting, aware that
the reputation of Alpha Stonewood is one that evokes fear even among the bravest
wolves. The weight of responsibility rests heavily on Damien’s shoulders, as he realizes
that the outcome of this encounter could determine the fate of everything he and his
father have built.

Upon arriving at the Stonewood Residence, Damien’s anxiety escalates as he steps into
the presence of Kane, his estranged uncle and the true Alpha Stonewood. The
encounter is fraught with a chilling intensity, as Kane’s calm demeanor masks a
powerful authority that envelops the room. Damien feels the suffocating weight of
Kane’s presence and begins to understand the true depth of his uncle’s influence. The
revelation of Kane’s identity shatters Damien’s previous perceptions, leaving him
grappling with feelings of anger and betrayal. The conversation quickly takes a
menacing turn when Kane asserts his claim over Bella, the woman Damien cares for,
igniting a mix of fear and desperation within him.

As the chapter unfolds, the emotional stakes rise dramatically. Kane’s possessiveness
over Bella and the implications of their marriage create a tumultuous conflict for



Damien, who is torn between his desire to protect his loved ones and the oppressive
shadow of his uncle. The fear of Kane’s power looms large, and Damien realizes that he
must navigate this treacherous landscape carefully. His internal struggle intensifies as
he grapples with the realization that his choices will not only affect his own fate but also
that of those he holds dear.

By the end of the chapter, a flicker of determination ignites within Damien. He resolves
not to let Kane dictate his life or future with Bella, recognizing that the battle ahead is
not just for power but for love and loyalty. As he leaves the Stonewood Residence, a
sense of resolve solidifies within him, propelling him to confront the challenges that lie
ahead. The chapter closes with the promise of a gripping exploration of familial ties,
power dynamics, and the fierce struggle for autonomy, setting the stage for the
tumultuous events that are yet to unfold.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

*Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 86**

“*DAMIEN’S POV**

The dryness at the back of my throat was becoming unbearable, and | found myself
clearing it for the second time, hoping to shake off the unease that clung to me like a
heavy fog. The air felt thick, almost suffocating, as if it held secrets | was not yet ready
to uncover.

“What manner of business is this pertaining to?” | asked, casting a sideways glance at
Jayden, who sat stoically beside me, his face a mask of calm.

He remained as unyielding as stone, his gaze fixed straight ahead, betraying nothing.
Not a flicker of emotion crossed his features, as if he were a statue carved from granite.

“You will know when you meet Alpha Stonewood,” he replied, his voice chillingly devoid
of warmth, sending a shiver down my spine.

A sense of restlessness ignited within me at his words. | instinctively reached up to
undo the top button of my shirt, feeling the fabric constricting around my neck like a
noose. My body temperature surged, a sudden heat that had nothing to do with the
weather outside. No, this was something primal, something deeper—my wolf was
stirring, pacing anxiously within me, urging me to brace for whatever lay ahead.

Instinct was rarely wrong, and my wolf was on edge. How could he not be? We were on
our way to confront the most formidable Alpha alive, a man whose reputation sent
shivers down the spines of even the bravest wolves in our pack.



As we drove, the minutes stretched into what felt like an eternity. Each block we passed
felt like a countdown to an unknown fate. My fingers grazed my phone in my pocket
more often than | cared to admit. Should | reach out to my father? Alert my Beta? Inform
the pack?

Every possible scenario played out in my mind like a haunting specter. If this meeting
turned out to be innocuous, I'd appear paranoid. But if it was anything but harmless...
then failing to warn them could cost us everything we had built. The power we had
fought tooth and nail for, the wealth my father and | had painstakingly accumulated, the
impending merger with the Monroes—everything hinged on me. If | were to falter, our
entire legacy could collapse before it had truly begun. My wolf growled low in my chest,
echoing my own agitation.

To my relief, we remained within the city limits. Had Jayden steered us towards the rural
Stonewood territories, | would have known immediately that bloodshed was imminent.
Alpha Stonewood was infamous, at least among those who understood the old laws—
conflict resolved wolf to wolf, claw to fang, with no witnesses and no survivors if he
deemed it necessary. | was strong, but | wasn’t delusional; facing him in our true forms
would lead to one inevitable conclusion: my demise.

Finally, the car slowed, navigating the long, winding stone driveway of the Stonewood
Residence. My heart raced as we approached the grand mansion at the end of the path,
its imposing structure looming like a fortress against the sky.

As | stepped out of the vehicle, a lump formed in my throat. Jayden led me through the
entrance, guiding me down a wide hallway until we reached a sitting room that felt more
like a den of predators than a place of conversation.

And there he was.

Kane.

He lounged on the sofa as if he had been anticipating this moment for an eternity. One
elbow rested casually on the armrest, while his fingers toyed with an invitation card
between them—my invitation card, the one for my engagement banquet with Gina. He
handled it with a nonchalance that made my stomach churn; to him, it was just a piece
of paper, its significance lost on him.

A chill swept through me, wrapping around my spine like icy fingers.

He lifted his gaze to meet mine, and in that moment, the world around us faded away.

“‘Damien,” he said, uttering nothing more than my name. Yet, the way he spoke it felt
like a vice tightening around my neck, squeezing the breath from my lungs.

My entire world tilted on its axis.



This was the first time | had ever laid eyes on his true face. The real Kane Stonewood—
the man who had ensured no one ever truly saw him.

And now, | understood why.

Kane Stonewood—my estranged uncle, the man whom the world believed to be a
disgraced rogue—was, in fact, Alpha Stonewood himself.

The most powerful Alpha in a century. The shadow king who governed territories that
most didn’t even know existed, a figure cloaked in mystery and authority.

He wore a suit of grayish-blue that accentuated the sharpness of his features, each line
of his face carved with the weight of command. His black hair was slicked back,
revealing a visage that radiated cold authority. His eyes were like obsidian, impossible
to decipher, holding secrets that could shatter the bravest of hearts.

Up close, his presence was suffocating. It wasn’t loud or ostentatious; it was a quiet
power, the kind that didn’t need to be proclaimed because every fiber of your being
recognized it and yielded without question.

A lazy smile played on his lips as he scrutinized me, and then, in an instant, a flash of
gold ignited in his eyes.

My blood ran cold. My wolf whimpered—a sound | had never heard from him before.
That flash was no mere coincidence; it was a warning, a stark reminder of the man
standing before me, one who kept his wolf on a leash, restrained by the thinnest of
threads.

All these years, | had underestimated Kane.

| had been wrong in every conceivable way.

The room seemed to constrict around us the moment our gazes locked. Just yesterday,
| had only glimpsed him from the shadows outside Bella’s building, convinced he hadn't
seen me clearly. | had been gravely mistaken. That same oppressive pressure | had felt
then now bore down on me, a tangible force pressing against my spine.

Kane raised a single eyebrow, a silent challenge.

| forced myself to nod, “Good day, Alpha.”

His voice was smooth, almost melodic, cutting through the tension. “You saw my mark,
didn’t you?”

My pulse quickened, thudding in my ears. “Yes.”

“Did you mention what transpired last night to anyone else?” Kane inquired, his tone
shifting to one of steely resolve, and | felt the walls closing in.



And there it was.
The confirmation that he had indeed seen me.
Panic surged within me, a tidal wave of fear crashing against my composure.

Sweat beaded at my temples, and the air between us grew thick with tension. Kane
lifted his chin slightly, inhaling deeply as if he could detect something on my skin.

‘Hmmm.” He sniffed again, his gaze piercing. “Answer the question, Damien. | won’t ask
twice.”

My heart raced, not from guilt but from the gravity of the situation. He knew |
understood. He knew | had recognized him at Bella’s door. And we both understood the
dire consequences of such knowledge.

“No,” | managed to say, forcing the words out, “I didn’t mention it to anyone.”

“That’s good.” Kane nodded once, satisfaction flickering across his face like a predator
who had cornered its prey. “| don’t want anyone else to know about this.”

My throat constricted painfully. “I understand.”

He leaned back, still fiddling with the engagement card. “I keep my identity hidden for a
reason. And | expect it to remain hidden. Is that clear?”

Crystal clear. Terrifyingly clear. | swallowed hard, the lump in my throat growing heavier.
Kane Stonewood didn’t issue warnings; he delivered death sentences. The fact that |
stood before him meant he hadn’t yet decided to eliminate me.

“Yes, Alpha,” | replied quietly, my voice barely above a whisper. “| give you my word. My
allegiance is to you.”

Kane finally rose to his full height, an imposing figure that seemed to absorb the very
light in the room. “Also,” he added, his tone shifting to something more menacing, “I
don’t wish to see you there again.”

My jaw clenched, the implications of his words sinking in. “There?”

“Bella’s place,” he clarified, his voice steady but laced with an edge that sent a chill
through me. “l don’t care why you were there or what you thought you were doing. But
since you chose to sever ties with her in the past, do not seek her out again. Is that
understood?”

My tongue felt glued to the roof of my mouth, panic rising within me like a storm.

Then he added, “Technically, we are married.”



How could | forget?

It felt more than just a mere arrangement between them. His tone was possessive,
territorial, as if Bella were a possession, something he claimed as his own.

A cold shiver coursed down my spine.
Did Kane Stonewood... desire Bella?

The thought seemed preposterous. It felt impossible. Yet his tone—his command—
spoke volumes.

‘I understand,” | stammered, struggling to maintain my composure in the face of this
revelation.

Kane turned away, dismissing me with a wave of his hand. “Alright. You can go.
Jayden, send him back.”

Jayden nodded, and | took a hesitant step toward the door. But something deep inside
me—perhaps fear, confusion, or disbelie—made me halt. The question slipped from my
lips before | could rein it in.

“‘Alpha,” | began, my voice trembling slightly, “I know you two are married, but... are you
saying there is something between Bella and you?”

**Conclusion**

As | stood there, the weight of Kane’s presence pressed heavily upon me, a suffocating
reminder of the power dynamics that had shifted in an instant. The revelation of his true
identity as Alpha Stonewood transformed my perception of everything | thought | knew
about my family and my own place within this tumultuous world. The fear that had
gripped me earlier now morphed into a tumult of emotions—anger at my own naivety,
desperation to protect what little | held dear, and a profound sense of loss for the bond |
once thought | could forge with Bella. The reality that my estranged uncle, a figure
cloaked in mystery and authority, held a claim over her twisted the knife deeper into my
heart. | was acutely aware that my choices from this point forward would not only dictate
my fate but also the fate of those | loved.

Yet, amidst the chaos of my thoughts, a flicker of determination ignited within me. |
would not allow Kane’s shadow to dictate my life or my future with Bella. The stakes
were higher than ever, and | understood that the path ahead would be fraught with
challenges. But | was ready to confront the rising fog of uncertainty that surrounded me.
| had to navigate this treacherous terrain, not just for myself but for the legacy | longed
to build, one that would honor my father and protect my pack. With each step away from
the Stonewood Residence, | felt the resolve solidify within me. This was not merely a
struggle for power but a battle for love, loyalty, and the very essence of who | was
destined to become.



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

As the tension in the air crackles with unresolved questions, the next chapter promises
to delve deeper into the intricate web of relationships that bind Damien, Kane, and
Bella. With Kane’s possessive declaration echoing in his mind, Damien finds himself at
a crossroads, forced to confront not only the reality of his uncle’s hidden identity but
also the implications of his marriage to Bella. What does it truly mean for Damien’s
feelings? Will he be able to reconcile his past with Bella and the looming shadow of
Kane, who seems to hold all the cards? Expect a whirlwind of emotions as Damien
grapples with the complexities of loyalty, love, and the weight of legacy.

Moreover, Kane’s chilling presence and the secrets he harbors will undoubtedly play a
pivotal role in shaping Damien’s next moves. As he navigates this treacherous
landscape, the stakes will rise, and alliances will be tested. Will Damien find the
courage to defy Kane’s commands, or will he succumb to the oppressive authority of the
Alpha? The chapter is sure to unveil hidden motives, unexpected betrayals, and
perhaps even a glimmer of hope for Damien as he seeks to carve out his own path
amidst the chaos. As the fog of uncertainty thickens, readers can anticipate a gripping
exploration of power dynamics, familial ties, and the fierce struggle for autonomy that
will leave them breathless and eager for more.

Conclusion

The confrontation with Kane Stonewood marked a turning point in my life, a moment
where the fog of uncertainty began to lift, revealing the stark reality of my situation. The
revelation of his true identity shattered the illusions | had clung to, forcing me to confront
the complexities of family ties and the weight of legacy. As | stood in that den of
predators, | felt the gravity of my choices pressing down on me, intertwining fear and
determination in a delicate dance. The realization that my uncle held a claim over Bella,
the woman | had once hoped to forge a bond with, ignited a fierce protectiveness within
me. | was no longer just a pawn in a game of power; | was a player ready to carve out
my own destiny, one that would honor my lineage while fiercely guarding the love |
yearned for.

With each step away from the Stonewood Residence, | felt a renewed sense of purpose
swell within me. The path ahead was fraught with challenges, but | was prepared to
navigate the treacherous terrain that lay before me. No longer would | allow Kane’s
shadow to dictate my life or my future with Bella. Instead, | would confront the rising fog
of uncertainty, determined to reclaim my agency and protect those | loved. This was not
merely a battle for power; it was a fight for love, loyalty, and the very essence of who |
was destined to become. As | ventured into the unknown, | carried with me the resolve
to forge a legacy that would withstand the pressures of my lineage, a legacy that would
ultimately define my place in this world.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?



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

As the dust settles from the explosive confrontation between Damien and Kane, the
next chapter promises to unravel the intricate dynamics of power and desire that have
been set into motion. With Kane’s chilling revelation of his marriage to Bella hanging
heavily in the air, Damien is thrust into a tumultuous emotional storm. Will he confront
Kane directly about his intentions toward Bella, or will he find himself ensnared in a web
of manipulation and control? Readers can expect Damien to grapple with his conflicting
feelings—his protective instincts for Bella clashing with the looming threat of his uncle’s
formidable authority. The stakes have never been higher, and the path forward is
fraught with peril.

Moreover, the chapter will delve deeper into the complexities of the relationships at
play. As Damien seeks to reclaim his agency, the question of loyalty will loom large.
Who can he truly trust in this dangerous game? Allies may emerge from unexpected
corners, while others may reveal themselves as foes. The tension will build as Damien
navigates the treacherous waters of familial loyalty, love, and the legacy he wishes to
forge. With every decision he makes, the potential for betrayal and heartbreak
escalates. Expect revelations that will challenge Damien’s understanding of his own
identity, and perhaps even lead to a shocking alliance that could alter the course of his
future forever. The fog of uncertainty thickens, and the next chapter is poised to be a
thrilling exploration of courage, love, and the fight for one’s destiny.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 87 Summary

In Chapter 87, Kane finds himself in a tense confrontation with Damien, where his
primal instincts take over. The chapter opens with Kane feeling a surge of power as he
transforms into a more feral version of himself, showcasing his dominance over
Damien. He easily lifts Damien off the ground, instilling fear in him as he contemplates
the consequences of his actions. Kane’s internal struggle is palpable as he grapples
with the thrill of his power and the darker implications of his nature, highlighting a
conflict between his beastly instincts and his humanity.

As the confrontation escalates, Kane’s menacing demeanor leaves Damien in a state of
terror, unable to defend himself. Kane’s thoughts drift to the potential chaos that could
ensue within the Silverwood Pack should he choose to harm Damien. However, he
ultimately decides against it, recognizing that the psychological torment he inflicts will
linger longer than physical pain. This moment of restraint reveals a deeper layer to
Kane’s character, hinting at his desire to not only assert dominance but also to be
remembered in a way that transcends violence.

After the confrontation, Kane seeks solace in a phone call with his sister, Bella, which
provides a stark contrast to the earlier violence. Their conversation reveals Kane’s
longing for connection and his struggle with his identity. Bella’s warmth and concern for
him serve as a balm to his frayed nerves, reminding him of the possibility of a life



beyond his violent instincts. This moment of vulnerability marks a significant turning
point for Kane, as he begins to confront his past and the isolation that has defined him.

The chapter concludes with a poignant reflection on Kane’s relationship with Bella, as
he shares the painful memory of his mother’s death. This admission signifies a step
toward vulnerability, allowing him to open up about his past and the emotional burdens
he carries. Bella’s understanding and compassion provide him with a sense of
belonging, hinting at the potential for healing and connection in his life. Together, they
stand on the precipice of a new path, one that intertwines their fates and offers the
promise of love and acceptance amidst the shadows of their pasts.

Looking ahead, the next chapter is poised to delve deeper into Kane’s internal struggles
and the evolving dynamics of his relationship with Bella. As tensions rise within the
Silverwood Pack and Kane grapples with the duality of his nature, readers can expect a
gripping exploration of his journey toward embracing both his wolf and his humanity.
The chapter promises to be filled with emotional revelations, fierce confrontations, and
the potential for love as Kane navigates the complexities of his identity alongside Bella.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting**
**Chapter 87**

“*KANE’S POV**

A low, menacing chuckle slipped from my lips, echoing through the tense air like the
tolling of a distant bell, signaling an impending storm. In that electrifying moment, | felt
the familiar stirrings within me, a primal awakening as my canines elongated, sharp and
lethal, grazing my lower lip—a visceral reminder of the beast that lay coiled within,
waiting for the right moment to pounce.

Before Damien could even begin to comprehend the gravity of the situation unfolding
before him, my hands transformed into instruments of intimidation, claws extending with
a predatory grace that left him utterly defenseless. | seized him by the throat, lifting him
as if he were nothing more than a child’s plaything, suspending him two feet above the
ground. His body flailed helplessly, a futile attempt to escape the invisible grip of my
power. | could feel his legs kicking out in frantic desperation, his fingers clawing weakly
at my wrist, his face contorted in sheer terror. Each time | tightened my grip, a panicked
gasp would escape his lips, and the intoxicating scent of his fear enveloped me like a
heady perfume, igniting the primal instincts of my wolf.

“What made you think you had the right to ask questions?” | growled, my voice a low,
threatening rumble that dripped with menace, echoing in the charged silence.

Damien’s complexion shifted from a furious crimson to a ghastly shade of purple, his
eyes wide and pleading as he struggled to form a coherent response. He didn’t fight



back—not truly. His hands pushed feebly against my arm, a pitiful protest that betrayed
his understanding of the peril he was in. He was acutely aware of the danger that
loomed over him.

And | was equally aware of how effortlessly | could extinguish his life. A mere twist of
my wrist, a simple application of pressure, and | could feel his spine shatter like brittle
glass. The chaos that would erupt within the Silverwood Pack would be palpable; panic
would ripple through their ranks like a tidal wave.

Would it spark a war? Perhaps. The Silverwood Pack had enough pride to retaliate. As
for the Monroe Pack? They lacked the courage to confront me. They would bark and
threaten, but they would never dare to bite. Yet, allowing Damien to bleed on my
pristine marble floor felt too... merciful. | wanted him to remember this moment, to carry
the weight of it in his heart. | wanted him to tremble at the mere thought of my name.

Damien managed to choke out something that resembled a plea, and | hoisted him
higher, relishing the sight of his legs swinging helplessly beneath him.

“Would you care to settle this... differently?” | suggested, my tone laced with dark
amusement. “Wolf to wolf?”

Inside me, my wolf surged forward, eager and insatiable, already envisioning the taste
of Damien’s throat beneath our teeth. But he shook his head, a clear refusal.

Of course, he would decline. He was a wolf in name only, a soft, privileged heir who had
never fought for territory or survival. He had no idea what it meant to struggle, to fight
for something worth having. | found myself musing over what Bella ever saw in
someone like him—someone who couldn’t even defend himself without trembling in
fear.

With a flick of my wrist, | discarded him like a piece of trash. His body hit the ground
with a dull thud, and he gasped as the air rushed back into his lungs, curling on his side
like a wounded animal.

Jayden stepped forward, placing himself protectively between Damien and me, shaking
his head in disappointment, almost as if he felt pity for him.

“I think it's best you leave,” he said firmly, grabbing Damien by the collar and hoisting
him to his feet.

Damien stumbled, dazed and disoriented, still clutching his throat as if to ward off the
phantom grip of my claws.

Jayden nudged him toward the exit. “When you shouldn’t ask something, don’t,” he
warned, giving him a gentle yet firm shove out of my house.



The door slammed shut behind them, sealing away the tension that had filled the air like
a thick fog.

My pulse raced, a wild rhythm that mirrored the thrumming of violence still lingering in
my veins. My wolf paced restlessly within, furious that we hadn’t finished the job with
Damien. | inhaled deeply, drawing in the air around me, but it wasn’t enough. | craved
movement. | craved the forest. | craved blood.

Instead, | fished out the battered mobile phone that Bella had insisted | keep for
emergencies. Its screen bore cracks like a delicate spider’s web, and the audio was
barely functional, yet the moment | dialed her number and heard the soft click on the
other end, a wave of calm washed over me.

“Hello? Kane?” Her voice was warm and soothing, a balm to my frayed nerves.

“Sister,” | replied slowly, forcing a semblance of calm into my tone. “What do you feel
like having for dinner? | can bring something back for you.”

She laughed lightly, a sound that brought a genuine smile to my lips. “Is that why you're
calling? | was worried! I'm relieved it's nothing more serious.”

“I think I might go hunting,” | said, the prospect of it reigniting the primal fire within me.
“Oooh,” she hummed happily. “That sounds lovely. Something fresh then.”

Even in her human form, she still craved the raw, natural meats she once would have
hunted alongside me. A pang of guilt coursed through me at the thought that she no
longer had a wolf. My wolf let out a low mournful howl! that echoed in the depths of my
chest, a sound only | could hear.

“Salmon are running,” | murmured. “The river’s full of them tonight.”
“Yes,” she whispered, her voice taking on a dreamy quality. “I'd love that.”
After hanging up, | inhaled deeply, allowing her warmth to linger in my thoughts.

When | returned home that night, | found Bella seated on the old couch, diligently wiping
the photo frame that held her mother’s picture. She worked with a soft cloth, her
movements deliberate and tender, as if she were handling something fragile and
precious. | watched her, captivated by the care she poured into the task, cleaning the
frame in slow, meticulous circles.

The photographs of her late mother and her grandfather were the last remnants of her
past. | remembered asking her once why she clung to them so fiercely. She had told me
that everything else was gone—taken by Pack Jameson, burned, or discarded when
she had been declared rogue. Those two photos were all that remained to prove that
someone had once loved her, that someone had once held her close.



| stood beside her in silence, observing the way her thumb brushed over her mother’'s
cheek in the picture, a gesture filled with longing.

“Right,” she said suddenly, as if a thought had sparked in her mind. She set the photo
aside and looked up at me, her eyes bright with curiosity. “Kane, there’s a long weekend
coming up for the holiday. Do you have any plans? Maybe a ticket to return to the
caretaker’s cottage?”

‘I don’t have a ticket,” | replied, my tone steady, firm.

“That’s okay,” she said with a smile that lit up her face. “l can pick one up for you
tomorrow.”

‘I don’t need to buy any tickets,” | insisted, my voice resolute.
She blinked in surprise. “You... don’t have to go home?”

“I took a trip out last week and let my wolf run,” | explained simply. “And aside from
here, | don’t have a home.”

| spoke those words to divert her from probing deeper into my identity, but as they left
my mouth, | realized their truth. The Stonewood Residence had served as my shelter,
my battlefield, my training ground, but it had never been my home—not even as a child,
not even for a fleeting moment.

Bella’s expression softened, her concern palpable. “Are you sure there is no family you
want to see?” she asked gently. “Kane, you’re such a good person. | can’t believe you
don’t have people out there missing you.”

‘I do have some relatives,” | admitted, the weight of my truth pressing down on me. “But
| don’t need to visit them.”

The image of my grandfather flashed in my mind, his stern face etched with authority.
He had once looked at me and said, “Strength is the only currency that matters in the
Stonewood family.” He had meant it. In our family, warmth and connection were mere
illusions. Duty, power, and lineage ruled our lives. As long as | was useful, | was
tolerated. As long as | could serve as heir, they would not kill me. That was the extent of
affection in Stonewood blood.

Bella hesitated, her brow furrowing slightly. “What about your... parents?”
Her question struck me like a physical blow, a sharp stab that tightened my chest. |
turned away, the pain of the memories threatening to consume me. She noticed. Of

course, she noticed. Bella had an uncanny ability to see through my defenses.

“If you don’t want to tell me,” she said softly, stepping back with an understanding that
warmed my heart, “just pretend that | didn’t ask.”



“Would you really like to know?” | asked, my voice low and heavy with unspoken
burdens.

Something inside me shifted, as if an old wound had been torn open, exposing raw and
festering emotions.

Bella twisted her hands together, a nervous habit that betrayed her anxiety. | caught a
fleeting glimpse of pain in her eyes, and | knew she hated feeling vulnerable but couldn’t
help it.

“Why do you ask, Bella?” | murmured, my curiosity piqued.

She met my gaze with those wide, innocent eyes, filled with sincerity. “l just want to
know more about you. But if you don’t want to talk about these things, then let’s not talk
about them. The past isn’t important. We just need to look ahead, right?”

She offered me an escape, a way out of the tangled web of my secrets. She always did,
fiercely guarding my truths more than her own.

| inhaled deeply, gathering my thoughts.

“‘My mom died,” | finally said, the words heavy on my tongue. “The day we got married
was my mom’s death anniversary.”

**Conclusion**

In the aftermath of the confrontation with Damien, Kane stood at a precipice, teetering
between the primal instincts of his wolf and the fragile humanity that Bella had ignited
within him. The fleeting thrill of dominance he had felt in that moment of power over
Damien was now clouded by a deeper understanding of his identity, one that was
intertwined with loss and the longing for connection. As he spoke to Bella, the weight of
his past began to lift, revealing the stark truth of his isolation. Her gentle probing and
unwavering acceptance offered him a glimpse of something he had long thought
unattainable—a place where he could belong, a home not defined by blood but by the
bonds he chose to forge.

Kane’s admission about his mother’'s death marked a significant turning point, a step
toward vulnerability that he had resisted for so long. In sharing this piece of his history,
he not only opened a door to his past but also laid the foundation for a future where he
could embrace both his wolf and his humanity. Bella’s understanding gaze and the
warmth of her presence acted as a balm to his frayed edges, reminding him that he was
not alone in his struggles. As they stood together, the fog of uncertainty began to lift,
revealing a path forward—one that was not just about survival but about healing,
connection, and the possibility of love that transcended the darkness of their respective
pasts. With every shared moment, Kane took a step closer to reclaiming the pieces of
himself he had long buried, finding solace in the knowledge that he could walk this path
with Bella by his side.



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

As the dust settles from the confrontation with Damien, the next chapter is poised to
plunge deeper into the tumultuous emotional landscape of Kane’s life. With his primal
instincts still simmering just beneath the surface, readers can expect a gripping
exploration of Kane’s internal battle as he grapples with the duality of his nature. Will the
ferocity that once defined him continue to overshadow the burgeoning connection he
shares with Bella? As tensions within the Silverwood Pack rise, Kane must confront the
consequences of his actions and the potential fallout that could ignite a war, forcing him
to choose between the beast within and the man he longs to be.

Simultaneously, Bella’s role in Kane’s journey will evolve, as her unwavering support
becomes a beacon of hope amidst the chaos. Their heartfelt discussions about family
and loss will deepen, unraveling layers of Kane’s guarded past that have long kept him
shackled to his isolation. Will Bella’s compassion be enough to pierce the walls he has
built around his heart? As the two navigate the complexities of their relationship,
readers can anticipate moments of vulnerability that may either solidify their bond or
threaten to pull them apart. With new challenges on the horizon and the specter of
Kane’s legacy looming, the next chapter promises to be a thrilling ride filled with
emotional revelations, fierce confrontations, and the tantalizing possibility of love amidst
the shadows.

Conclusion

In the wake of the confrontation with Damien, Kane found himself standing on a
precipice, the weight of his primal instincts clashing with the tender humanity that Bella
had rekindled within him. The thrill of dominance that had surged through him during the
altercation faded, replaced by a profound sense of isolation and longing for connection.
As he spoke with Bella, the burden of his past began to lift, revealing the stark truth of
his loneliness and the realization that true belonging was not defined by blood but by
the bonds he chose to nurture. Her gentle presence and unwavering acceptance offered
him a glimpse of hope, a chance to forge a home in the warmth of shared
understanding, rather than in the cold shadows of his lineage.

Kane’s admission about his mother's death marked a pivotal moment in his emotional
journey, a courageous step toward vulnerability that he had long resisted. By sharing
this piece of his history, he not only opened a door to his past but also laid the
groundwork for a future where he could embrace both his wolf and his humanity. Bella’s
compassionate gaze acted as a balm to his frayed edges, reminding him that he was
not alone in his struggles. Together, they began to navigate the fog of uncertainty,
uncovering a path that promised healing, connection, and the possibility of love that
transcended the darkness they both carried. With every shared moment, Kane took
deliberate steps toward reclaiming the pieces of himself he had buried, finding solace in
the knowledge that he could walk this uncharted path with Bella by his side, illuminating
the way forward.



What to Expect in Next Chapter?

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

As the dust settles from the confrontation with Damien, the next chapter is poised to
plunge deeper into the tumultuous emotional landscape of Kane’s life. With his primal
instincts still simmering just beneath the surface, readers can expect a gripping
exploration of Kane’s internal battle as he grapples with the duality of his nature. The
aftermath of his violent display of power has left him at a crossroads, and he must
confront the consequences of his actions while navigating the delicate relationship with
Bella. Will the ferocity that once defined him continue to overshadow the burgeoning
connection he shares with her? As tensions within the Silverwood Pack rise, Kane will
be forced to choose between embracing the beast within or striving for the humanity he
has long denied.

Simultaneously, Bella’s role in Kane’s journey will evolve, as her unwavering support
becomes a beacon of hope amidst the chaos. The emotional revelations they shared
about family and loss will deepen, unraveling layers of Kane’s guarded past that have
kept him shackled to his isolation for far too long. As Bella continues to probe gently into
Kane’s history, readers can anticipate moments of vulnerability that may either solidify
their bond or threaten to pull them apart. With new challenges on the horizon, including
the possibility of retaliation from the Silverwood Pack and the haunting shadows of
Kane’s legacy looming large, the next chapter promises to be a thrilling ride filled with
emotional revelations, fierce confrontations, and the tantalizing possibility of love amidst
the darkness. As Kane and Bella navigate this treacherous terrain, the stakes have
never been higher, and the path ahead is fraught with uncertainty and longing.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 88 Summary

In Chapter 88 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” Bella
experiences a whirlwind of emotions as Kane reveals a painful part of his past—the
anniversary of his mother’s death coincides with their wedding date. This revelation
leaves Bella feeling as if the ground has crumbled beneath her, as she grapples with
the sorrow of his loss and the complexity of his feelings towards his mother. Kane’s
stoicism makes his confession even more impactful, as he shares a story laced with
anguish and blame, suggesting that his mother played a role in her own demise due to
her toxic relationship with his father.

As the conversation unfolds, Kane’s bitterness and pain surface, revealing a deeply
ingrained trauma. Bella, familiar with the dynamics of abuse, struggles to understand his
perspective while feeling compelled to defend his mother. The tension escalates as
Kane questions her culpability in her fate, leaving Bella feeling conflicted and helpless.
Despite her instinct to protect and comfort him, she recognizes the depth of his suffering
and the barriers he has built around himself. Their silence becomes a heavy fog,
suffocating and filled with unspoken pain.



In a moment of vulnerability, Bella reaches out to Kane, embracing him despite his initial
resistance. This act of physical connection serves as a turning point, allowing a flicker of
warmth to penetrate Kane’s hardened exterior. Bella reassures him that he has grown
into a good man, capable of shaping his own future, which offers him a glimmer of hope
amidst his despair. However, as their moment of intimacy fades, the reality of Kane’s
need to confront his past and reconnect with his pack looms large.

Bella is left with a bittersweet ache, torn between her desire to shield Kane from his
memories and the understanding that he must face them to heal. Their shared pain
creates a fragile bond, hinting at the possibility of redemption and connection. As Kane
prepares to leave, Bella’s words resonate with the hope that he will embrace his
strength and not be defined by his past. The chapter closes with an air of uncertainty, as
both characters stand on the brink of self-discovery, navigating the complexities of their
histories while searching for a path forward together.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 88**

**BELLA’S POV**

A tempest of emotions swirled within me, leaving me utterly speechless and adrift.
When Kane finally mustered the courage to unveil the shadows of his past, | was caught
completely off guard. The moment he revealed that the day we had chosen for our
wedding also marked the anniversary of his mother’'s death, it felt as if the very ground
beneath me had crumbled away, leaving me gasping for breath. A tight knot of sorrow
gripped my heart, a profound ache that settled deep within me. Throughout my life, |
had navigated various landscapes of loss—Ilosing family, career, freedom, and even
fragments of my own identity.

Kane was a man of few words, his emotions typically locked away behind a fortress of
stoicism. For him to share such a raw and intimate piece of his history felt like he had
entrusted me with something delicate, something that could shatter with the slightest
misstep.

“I'm so sorry,” | whispered, the words spilling from my lips before | could even think to
restrain them.

He shrugged slightly, his demeanor surprisingly calm, almost detached. “Bella, you
don’t need to apologize. She was partly to blame.”

My eyes widened in disbelief, a wave of confusion crashing over me.

What?



This was not the path | had anticipated. Partly to blame? That was a phrase | never
expected to hear in reference to a deceased mother, especially not from someone like
Kane, who was fiercely loyal and protective. | sensed a deeper story lurking beneath the
surface, one that begged to be uncovered.

“‘Kane,” | ventured cautiously, my voice barely above a whisper, “I'm not sure what you
mean by blaming her. It could have been an accident or something beyond her control.”

“Was it?” he countered, his voice lowering to an intense pitch that sent shivers down my
spine. “l don’t think so. She fell in love with someone she shouldn’t have. She saw the
warning signs, didn’t she? And when she realized he was a monster, it was already too
late. Despite the beatings, the near-death experiences, the insults—she still begged him
not to leave.”

My breath hitched in my throat, a knot forming as | processed his words. | was all too
familiar with the dynamics of abuse, the insidious way love could warp into something
twisted when intertwined with fear and desperation. Toxic relationships were often the
hardest to escape, and hearing Kane recount this painful chapter of his life felt
profoundly different.

He continued, his voice steady yet laced with an undercurrent of anguish. “No, that’s not
entirely accurate. The more she begged and groveled, the more he despised her.”

His jaw clenched tightly, and | could sense the turmoil roiling within him. “In the end, she
died. He killed her. Her weakness led to her demise.”

My stomach churned at his words. Here was this man, sitting across from me,
discussing the murder of his mother at the hands of his father as if recounting a distant
tale of a stranger. But | could see the truth behind his stoic fagade. He might try to mask
it, but | knew Kane was suffering.

| understood pain better than anyone. It was a familiar companion, one | could
recognize from a mile away.

“Tell me,” he said, his voice edged with coldness, “Didn’t she cause her own death?”

| felt frozen, caught in a web of conflicting emotions. | wanted to vehemently deny his
assertion, to scream that she didn’t deserve any of it. But | also understood the harsh
reality of our world. Wolves were powerful, and she had been one of them.

Why hadn’t she fought back? Why hadn’t she fled? Why had she chosen to plead with a
monster?

The guestions swirled within me like a tempest, yet none could erase the fact that she
had met a tragic end. It was never the victim’s fault. It couldn’t be.



Yet, my words remained lodged in my throat, heavy and unyielding. Kane looked at me
with a fierce intensity, as if demanding my judgment, seeking my agreement, yearning
for something | couldn’t quite define. In that fleeting moment, | caught a glimpse of raw
pain in his eyes—just a breath of it—and then it vanished, leaving behind an emptiness
that was almost palpable. | realized there was nothing | could say that wouldn’t cut him
deeper.

Silence enveloped us like a thick fog, suffocating and heavy.

And | felt utterly helpless. For all the lives | had stitched back together in emergency
rooms, for all the broken souls | had sat with in prison, this was a different kind of
wound.

This man didn’t shatter; he hardened.

| rose slowly from my seat, feeling the weight of the moment pressing down on me. He
lifted his gaze to meet mine, and | navigated around the table with caution. Kane was
not a man who welcomed touch easily, but something deep within me rebelled against
the idea of leaving him alone with such haunting memories.

Without waiting for an invitation, | enveloped him in my arms.

For a heartbeat, he remained still, and | wondered if he even breathed. My position left
me half in his lap, my forehead brushing against his jawline. Beneath me, his body felt
like stone, unyielding, yet | tightened my embrace, unwilling to let go. Gradually, almost
imperceptibly, his arms encircled me. Not fully, not tenderly, but he did hold me, and
that small gesture sent a wave of warmth through my chest.

“You’re not that little boy anymore,” | whispered softly against his shoulder. “You've
become a good man. And this life can be whatever you wish it to be.”

He remained silent, as he often did. Kane was a man of few words, but his silence
spoke volumes. He allowed me to hold him for a few more precious seconds before
giving my back a firm pat, a signal that we needed to part.

| pulled away, forcing a small smile to my lips, desperate to break the tension that hung
in the air like a heavy fog.

“Oh, come on,” | teased, attempting to lighten the mood. “You know you enjoy my
hugs.”

He let out a snort, a hint of amusement breaking through his stoic demeanor.
“You should head home,” | suggested gently, “Spend the weekend in your true form.”
“You can’t run—" he began, then abruptly stopped, realization dawning on him.

Ah.



Suddenly, the pieces fell into place. He didn’t want to run because he feared | couldn’t.
He hesitated to leave because he worried | might feel abandoned. My wolf had been
taken from me long ago, leaving a gaping void within my soul. | cupped his face gently
in my hands, searching his eyes for understanding.

“You're right,” | admitted, my voice steady. “My wolf is gone. But if | could run, |
absolutely would. I'd race you and win.”

A chuckle escaped him, and his eyes softened, just a fraction, as if a sliver of warmth
had pierced through the coldness.

“‘Don’t miss the chance to be with your pack,” | urged him. “Trust me, you don’t realize
how much it means to have a pack until it's gone. | know you feel exiled, but there are
people who would be thrilled to see you again.”

He nodded slowly, the tension in his shoulders easing ever so slightly, a flicker of hope
igniting within him.

| released him and made my way to the kitchen sink, washing my hands methodically,
allowing the warm water to cascade over my fingers as | collected my thoughts.

Sadness enveloped me like a heavy cloak. | couldn’t shake the feeling that | didn’t want
Kane to sacrifice anything for me, especially not the wild, untamed part of himself. He
was capable of so much more than a life confined to this small cabin, hiding from the
world outside.

He deserved more. He should have had more if life hadn’t etched so many scars upon
his spirit.

My heart clenched tightly as | reflected on everything he had endured—his mother, his
father, his childhood, his exile.

All of it weighed heavily on my heart.

| thought about my own past, how | had lost my mother when | was just a child. My
grandfather had taken me in, becoming the sole source of love in my life. | remembered
his strong arms, the lessons he imparted, and the way he would weave stories about
the world beyond our pack lands.

| recalled the safety | had felt in his presence. That kind of love shapes a person, and |
realized Kane had never experienced it.

Perhaps that was why | felt such a fierce protectiveness over him.
In the dim light of the cabin, a fragile understanding began to bridge the chasm between

Kane and me, a connection forged through shared pain and unspoken fears. As | held
him, | felt the weight of our histories pressing down upon us, yet amidst the sorrow,



there was a glimmer of hope. Kane’s silence, once a barrier, transformed into a
testament of trust. Our embrace, though tentative, signified a step toward healing, a
recognition that we were not alone in our struggles. | realized that while the scars of our
pasts would always remain, they did not have to define us. Instead, they could serve as
the foundation upon which we could build a new narrative—one filled with compassion,
understanding, and the possibility of redemption.

As he prepared to leave, | felt a bittersweet ache in my chest. | wanted to keep him
close, to shield him from the demons that haunted his memories, but | also understood
the necessity of his journey back to his pack. It was a reminder that we all must confront
our pasts, even when they threaten to consume us. | hoped he would remember my
words, that he was not just the boy who lost his mother but a man capable of forging his
own path. | watched him go, feeling both proud and heartbroken, knowing that in the
rising fog of uncertainty, we were learning to walk together toward a future that, while
unknown, held the promise of comfort and connection.

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

As we turn the page to the next chapter, the air is thick with anticipation and unspoken
emotions. Bella and Kane stand at a crucial crossroads, where the shadows of their
pasts threaten to engulf them, yet the flicker of hope glimmers just out of reach. With
Kane returning to his pack, readers will be drawn into the complexities of his
relationships and the weight of his history. Will he embrace the support of those who
care for him, or will the ghosts of his childhood continue to haunt him, pulling him back
into the darkness? Bella’s unwavering belief in his strength may be tested as she
grapples with her own vulnerabilities and the painful memories that bind them both.

Moreover, the journey of self-discovery is just beginning for both characters. As Kane
reconnects with his pack, the dynamics will shift, revealing layers of loyalty, betrayal,
and the struggle for acceptance. Will he find solace in the camaraderie of his kind, or
will the scars of his past create an insurmountable barrier? Meanwhile, Bella must
confront her own fears of abandonment and the haunting echoes of her childhood loss.
The emotional stakes are higher than ever, as both characters must navigate the
treacherous waters of healing while learning to trust not only themselves but each other.
The fog that envelops their paths may obscure the way forward, but it also promises
moments of clarity that could redefine their futures.

As the narrative unfolds, readers can expect intense moments of introspection, heart-
wrenching revelations, and the slow unraveling of long-held secrets. What lies ahead for
Kane and Bella is uncertain, but the journey promises to be one of transformation,
where the past and present collide, ultimately forging a bond that may be their greatest
strength. Will they emerge from the fog together, or will the weight of their histories pull
them apart? The answers await in the next chapter, where every choice could lead them
closer to redemption—or deeper into despair.

Conclusion



In the aftermath of Kane'’s revelation, a fragile bond began to form between him and
Bella, one tempered by their shared experiences of loss and resilience. As Bella
embraced Kane, offering him the comfort he had long denied himself, the moment
became a poignant reminder that healing often requires vulnerability. In that embrace,
she reassured him that he was no longer the boy defined by his mother’s tragic fate but
a man capable of shaping his own destiny. The weight of their pasts loomed large, yet
amidst the sorrow, there existed a flicker of hope—a promise that they could navigate
the murky waters of their histories together. Their connection, forged in the crucible of
pain, hinted at the possibility of redemption, urging them both to step into the light of a
future filled with compassion and understanding.

As Kane prepared to return to his pack, the bittersweet ache in Bella’s heart mirrored
the complexity of their journey ahead. She understood that while she wanted to protect
him from the shadows that haunted him, he needed to confront those very demons to
reclaim his identity. This moment of separation, though painful, was also a necessary
step toward healing, a testament to the strength they had begun to cultivate within
themselves. With the rising fog of uncertainty enveloping their paths, both characters
stood poised on the brink of transformation, ready to face the challenges that lay ahead.
Their stories were not just about the scars they bore but about the courage to embrace
the unknown, forging connections that could ultimately lead them toward a brighter,
more fulfilling future.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

As we delve into the next chapter, the tension between Bella and Kane thickens, setting
the stage for a gripping exploration of their intertwined fates. With Kane stepping back
into the world of his pack, readers will witness the clash of his past and present, where
the memories of loss and betrayal loom large. Will he find the strength to embrace the
love and loyalty of those who once stood by him, or will the shadows of his childhood
continue to cast a pall over his heart? Bella’s unwavering support will be put to the test,
as she navigates her own fears and insecurities, grappling with the possibility of losing
Kane to the very world she wishes for him to reclaim.

Meanwhile, the dynamics within Kane’s pack promise to unveil a rich tapestry of
relationships, rife with tension and unspoken histories. As old bonds are revisited, new
alliances may form, and the question of loyalty will take center stage. Will Kane’s return
be met with open arms, or will the ghosts of his past create rifts that threaten to tear him
apart? Bella’s journey of self-discovery will also unfold, as she confronts her own
demons and the echoes of her childhood, challenging her perception of love and loss.
The emotional stakes are higher than ever, with each character standing on the
precipice of change, their choices poised to shape not only their destinies but also the
future of those around them.

As the fog of uncertainty begins to lift, readers can expect moments of profound
introspection, heart-wrenching revelations, and the gradual unveiling of secrets that bind
Bella and Kane together. The path ahead is fraught with challenges, but within those
trials lies the potential for healing and redemption. Will they find solace in each other’s



arms, or will the weight of their histories prove too heavy to bear? The answers lie just
beyond the horizon, waiting to be discovered in the next chapter, where the journey
toward hope and connection promises to be as tumultuous as it is transformative.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 89 Summary

In this chapter, Damien finds himself in a tense confrontation with Tiffany, who
unleashes her disdain for Bella, a woman who has been cast aside by the family. The
atmosphere is charged with emotion as Damien struggles to maintain his composure
while grappling with his own feelings for Bella. Despite his family’s insistence that Bella
is a curse, Damien feels a protective instinct rising within him, fueled by the ominous
warning from Kane Stonewood about the dangers that surround Bella. The scene
reflects Damien’s internal conflict as he navigates familial loyalty and his lingering
attachment to someone deemed unworthy.

As Tiffany’s vitriol escalates, Damien’s patience wears thin, leading to a heated
exchange where he ultimately lashes out physically, pinning her down in a moment of
primal instinct. This confrontation shocks everyone present, especially Tiffany, who
realizes the depth of Damien’s feelings and the seriousness of the situation. The fear in
her eyes marks a turning point, emphasizing the gravity of the danger they face if they
continue to speak ill of Bella. Damien’s fierce defense reveals not only his protective
nature but also the complexities of his emotions, which he can no longer suppress.

The chapter concludes with a sense of impending change. Damien recognizes that the
safety of his family is intertwined with Bella’s fate, and he is caught between the
expectations of his family and the undeniable connection he feels towards her. The
rising fog symbolizes the uncertainty surrounding their future, hinting at potential healing
and redemption if Damien can navigate the treacherous waters ahead. As he stands at
this crossroads, the stakes are higher than ever, setting the stage for a deeper
exploration of loyalty, love, and the consequences of his choices in the chapters to
come.

Overall, this chapter serves as a pivotal moment for Damien, forcing him to confront his
feelings and the implications of his actions. As tensions rise within the Silverwood
family, the reader is left anticipating how Damien will reconcile his loyalty to his family
with his desire to protect Bella, setting up a compelling narrative for the next chapter.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

*TITLE: Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason
Jett 89**

*CONTENT: chapter 90-1**

*DAMIEN’S POV**



Today was not the day for this absurd spectacle. | felt as if the ground beneath me was
shifting, tilting precariously like a tightrope walker on the verge of losing balance. The
ominous warning from Kane Stonewood echoed in my mind, a relentless reminder of
the peril that loomed just beyond the horizon.

And yet, as if the universe had conspired against me, Tiffany had chosen this very
moment to unleash her vitriol once more. The instant her lips parted, it was as if a
venomous serpent had slithered forth, spewing the bitterness and animosity she had
harbored ever since that fateful night when everything spiraled beyond control.

“Thank goodness you broke up with her when you did,” Tiffany declared, tossing her
hair back with an exaggerated flourish, as though she were the queen of a twisted
realm. “Can you even fathom what might have transpired had you clung to that trash?”

A heavy sigh slipped from my lips, my patience wearing thin like an old, frayed rope.
“Tiffany—"

‘I hear she’s a sanitation worker now,” she continued, wrinkling her nose in disgust, as if
she could catch a whiff of Bella from where we stood. “Fitting, isn’t it? Or perhaps
poetic. | still can’t wrap my head around why we didn’t just hand her over to Gina’s
family. They deserve justice.”

Justice. Right.

My jaw clenched involuntarily, a muscle twitching with the struggle to maintain my
composure.

Because Tiffany was blissfully unaware of the kind of power that now enveloped Bella.
She had no inkling of the peril she courted each time she spat Bella’s name like it was
poison. She was oblivious to the hell my family would endure if they continued to run
their mouths.

Tiffany pressed on, her voice rising in indignation. “Honestly, Damien, you should be
grateful she’s out of your life. Out of ours. Out of this Pack’s name. She was a curse. A
stain. A—’

“That’s enough,” | snapped, my voice sharper than | had intended. “Don’t speak about
her anymore.”

Her eyes widened in shock, disbelief etched across her features. “Don’t talk about her?
Damien, | used to talk about her all the time, and you never said a damn thing. Why the
sudden change of heart? Why are you defending her now?”

“I'm not defending her,” | insisted, though the words felt like a betrayal to my own ears.
“I'm telling you to use your head for once. When you see Bella, you'd better keep your
distance.” My teeth ground together in frustration. “Better yet, just stay away from her
entirely.”



Tiffany let out a loud scoff, disbelief written all over her face. “Behave? Around her? Are
you serious? Why? Because you feel—"

‘Damien...” My mother’s voice trembled, a mixture of concern and disbelief. “Don’t tell
me you still have feelings for her?”

My father growled low in his throat, a sound that reverberated through the room like
distant thunder. “Don’t even think about it. Bella Jameson is a blight on our name. She
shouldn’t even consider stepping foot in this house! She cost us years of reputation.
She nearly destroyed you.”

A heat surged beneath my skin, but it wasn’t the fiery anger | expected. No, this felt
colder, more dangerous, like ice creeping through my veins.

“I have no feelings for Bella,” | lied again, but the weight of my own words felt heavy,
like shackles binding me. “But she’s someone we cannot afford to offend. That’s all |
can say.”

They all stared at me, their expressions a mixture of confusion and disbelief, as if I had
sprouted horns right before their eyes.

Tiffany laughed derisively. “Can’t afford to offend? Damien, what are you talking about?
Bella is a sanitation worker. She’s an insignificant lowlife. Why can’t we afford to offend
her? What power does she possibly hold?”

“Just listen to me,” | warned, my voice low and urgent. “Don’t put the entire Silverwood
family in jeopardy because you're too stubborn to heed my warning.”

My father’s eyes narrowed, interest flickering across his features. He wasn’t a fool; he
sensed that something had shifted, something | was withholding.

“‘Damien,” he said slowly, his voice laced with caution, “what aren’t you telling us?”

| met his gaze, allowing him to feel the gravity of the situation. “Dad... there are some
things | can’t say. But all | can tell you is that you all need to be careful. At least for
now... show Bella Jameson more respect.”

A heavy silence fell over the room. My father fell quiet, deep in thought, while my
mother swallowed hard, uncertainty etched across her face. Tiffany, however, curled
her lip in disgust, rolling her eyes dramatically.

“This is ridiculous,” she snapped. “l don’t owe that heinous bitch an ounce of respect.
She nearly destroyed this family and you. Do you still have feelings for her? Is that what
this is about? Damien, be honest.”

“Tiffany,” | growled, my patience fraying. “Enough.”



But she pressed on, relentless. “Is that why you’re acting like this? Because you’re
trying to defend her again? Because you—"

Suddenly, my wolf surged forth, instincts taking over before I could even process what
was happening. In one swift motion, | lunged at her. One moment she was smirking, her
poisonous words hanging in the air, and the next, she was pinned beneath me, shock
etched across her face.

“‘Damien—!” she gasped, her voice a mix of fear and disbelief.

“I told you to shut your fucking mouth,” | snarled, my face inches from hers. “You don’t
know what you’re talking about. You have no idea the danger you’re inviting into this
family. And you will not speak about Bella again. Not like that. Not ever.”

Her eyes widened, and for the first time in years, | saw genuine fear reflected back at
me.

“‘Damien.” My father’s voice was a warning, low and steady.

| slowly pulled back, my breath coming in heavy pants. Tiffany sat there, rubbing her
arm, her expression one of confusion and shock, as if she were staring at a stranger.

But as | stood there, my heart racing, | couldn’t shake the one truth that pounded
relentlessly through my mind:

| still didn’t understand why Kane Stonewood cared so deeply about Bella Jameson.
| had no idea why he was willing to protect her.

But he was.

And until I unraveled the mystery, until | grasped the threat that loomed over us all...
My family needed to keep Bella’s name out of their damn mouths.

**Conclusion**

As the tension in the room hung thick like a storm cloud, Damien felt the weight of his
family’s expectations pressing down on him, threatening to suffocate the remnants of
his own desires. His fierce defense of Bella, a woman who had been cast out and
vilified, revealed a chasm of emotion that he could no longer ignore. In a world where
loyalty and reputation dictated every action, standing up for someone deemed unworthy
was a radical act, one that forced him to confront the lingering feelings he had buried
deep within. The fear in Tiffany’s eyes, the disbelief etched on his parents’ faces, and
the cold realization that his family’s safety was intertwined with Bella’s fate all coalesced
into a singular truth: the fog that surrounded them was not just external but a reflection
of the turmoil within.



In the aftermath of the confrontation, Damien stood at the precipice of change, caught
between the loyalty to his family and the undeniable connection he felt towards Bella.
The stakes were higher than ever, and the choices he made would ripple through the
fabric of their lives. As he grappled with the implications of Kane Stonewood’s protective
stance towards Bella, he understood that the paths ahead were obscured, yet they held
the promise of something deeper—perhaps healing, perhaps redemption. Walking
through the rising fog, Damien realized that embracing the unknown might be the only
way to shield those he loved from the encroaching darkness, and in doing so, he might
finally find clarity amidst the chaos.

*What to Expect in Next Chapter?**

In the upcoming chapter, readers can expect the tension to escalate as Damien
grapples with the consequences of his outburst. The fragile balance within the
Silverwood family is already on the brink, and now, with the revelation of Bella’s hidden
power looming in the shadows, the stakes are higher than ever. As the family dynamics
shift and secrets begin to surface, Damien will be forced to confront not only his own
feelings but also the uncharted territory of alliances that may form in the wake of his
warning. The question remains: how far will he go to protect Bella, and at what cost to
his own family?

Moreover, the enigmatic presence of Kane Stonewood will undoubtedly become a focal
point in the next chapter. Why does he feel such a strong obligation to shield Bella? As
Damien seeks answers, the reader will be taken deeper into the intricate web of
relationships and rivalries that define their world. Expect unexpected revelations that
could change the course of their lives forever, as well as the emergence of new threats
that will test the very fabric of loyalty and trust. The fog of uncertainty thickens, and with
it, the promise of heart-pounding twists that will leave readers breathless, eagerly
anticipating what lies ahead.

Conclusion

In the aftermath of the confrontation, Damien found himself standing at a crossroads,
the echoes of his family’s disbelief still reverberating in his mind. His fierce defense of
Bella, a woman shunned and scorned, had unearthed feelings he thought long buried,
forcing him to confront the precarious balance between loyalty to his family and the
undeniable connection he felt towards her. The storm of emotions swirling within him
mirrored the rising fog that obscured their path, revealing a deeper truth: that the bonds
of love and loyalty are often fraught with complexity, and the choices one makes can
ripple through the lives of those they cherish. As his family’s safety hung in the balance,
Damien realized that the only way to navigate this treacherous terrain was to embrace
the unknown, even if it meant risking everything for the sake of someone deemed
unworthy.

With each passing moment, the stakes grew higher, and the shadows of doubt and
danger loomed ever closer. The revelation of Bella’s hidden power intertwined with
Kane Stonewood’s protective instincts created an intricate web of alliances and rivalries



that would soon come to a head. As Damien grappled with the implications of his
outburst, he understood that the fog surrounding them was not merely a barrier but a
gateway to transformation and clarity. In choosing to stand by Bella, he was not only
defending her but also carving a path toward redemption for himself and his family. The
journey ahead promised to be fraught with challenges, yet within that uncertainty lay the
potential for healing and growth, urging Damien to take the first step into the unknown
with courage and conviction.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

In the upcoming chapter, readers can expect the tension to escalate as Damien
grapples with the consequences of his explosive confrontation with Tiffany. The fragile
balance within the Silverwood family is already on the verge of collapse, and now, with
the revelation of Bella’s hidden power lurking ominously in the background, the stakes
are higher than ever. As the family dynamics shift and long-buried secrets begin to
surface, Damien will be forced to confront not only his own tumultuous feelings but also
the uncharted territory of alliances that may form in the wake of his warning. The
guestion remains: how far is he willing to go to protect Bella, and what sacrifices will he
have to make in order to shield his family from the impending storm?

Moreover, the enigmatic presence of Kane Stonewood will undoubtedly take center
stage in the next chapter. What drives his fierce obligation to shield Bella, and how does
it intertwine with the destinies of both Damien and his family? As Damien seeks
answers, readers will be drawn deeper into the intricate web of relationships and
rivalries that define their world. Expect unexpected revelations that could alter the
course of their lives forever, alongside the emergence of new threats that will test the
very fabric of loyalty and trust. The fog of uncertainty thickens, and with it, the promise
of heart-pounding twists that will leave readers breathless, eagerly anticipating the next
steps in this perilous journey.

Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo
Mason Jett 90 Summary

In Chapter 90-2 of “Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting,” the
atmosphere is thick with tension as Kane grapples with the aftermath of a violent
encounter. The room is stained with blood, a stark reminder of the chaos that has
unfolded, and Kane is confronted by the fragility of the injured guard at his feet. This
moment forces him to confront his own sense of responsibility and the weight of his
actions. The stark contrast between his authoritative Alpha persona and the vulnerability
of the guard highlights Kane’s internal struggle, as he feels suffocated by regret and the
consequences of his choices.

As Kane attempts to cleanse himself of the physical and emotional remnants of
violence, he is haunted by thoughts of Bella and the potential fallout of his concealed
identity. His conversation with Jayden reveals the painful truth that Bella, a rogue
human with no allies, may feel deeply betrayed if she learns the truth about him. The



emotional stakes rise as Jayden emphasizes the depth of Bella’s feelings for Kane,
suggesting that a betrayal would wound her more than any physical injury could. This
revelation weighs heavily on Kane, who is torn between his darker instincts and his
desire to protect Bella from further pain.

The arrival of two guards adds to the tension, as they witness the aftermath of Kane’s
actions. He commands them to allow the wounded guard to shift back into his human
form, asserting his authority while grappling with the implications of his decisions. As the
blood washes away, Kane experiences a moment of clarity, recognizing that true
strength lies in compassion and understanding. This realization prompts him to confront
his own demons and embrace the duality of his existence, acknowledging that he must
navigate the delicate balance between his Alpha power and his vulnerability.

The chapter closes with a sense of uncertainty as Kane prepares for a board meeting,
acutely aware of the potential consequences of his actions on his relationship with
Bella. The emotional turmoil he faces is compounded by the looming threat of external
forces that may exploit his vulnerabilities. Readers are left anticipating how Kane will
navigate the treacherous waters of trust and betrayal in the next chapter, as the stakes
continue to rise and the path forward remains fraught with challenges. The tension
between loyalty and love promises to unravel further, as Kane’s decisions could
irrevocably alter the course of his life and his bond with Bella.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below

**Through Rising Fog We Walk Paths Unknown Yet Comforting by Arlo Mason Jett**
**Chapter 90-2**

**KANE’S POV**

The atmosphere in the room was thick with a foreboding aura, the walls seemingly
closing in on me as they bore witness to the aftermath of chaos. A sinister palette of
deep red stained the floorboards, a grotesque tapestry that told the story of violence
that had just erupted. The metallic scent of blood invaded my senses, mingling with the
chill that slithered through the air, wrapping itself around my insides like a serpent. At
my feet lay the injured guard, his form now that of a wolf, curled in a position that starkly
highlighted his fragility—a jarring contrast to the authoritative figure I usually projected.
His soft whimpers pierced the silence, a sorrowful melody that echoed his vulnerability,
clinging to him like a shroud. Around him, tufts of matted fur were interspersed with dark
stains, reminders of the brutal skirmish that had unfolded just moments ago.

| had warned against such a mistake—a lapse in judgment that should have been
unthinkable in my presence. The weight of responsibility pressed down on my
shoulders, heavy and suffocating, like a cloak woven from regret.

“Stay still,” | ordered, my voice low yet imbued with an authority that demanded
compliance.



There was no need for volume; my Alpha status lent a palpable force to my words, a
power that could bend wills and silence dissent.

The wolf lowered his head, a gesture of submission, trembling as he stilled himself, the
fear radiating from him like heat from a fire.

Jayden, ever the pragmatist, tossed a towel in my direction, his brow knitted with a
mixture of concern and annoyance. “You ripped half his side open.”

“He should count himself lucky | didn’t finish what | started,” | retorted, irritation lacing
my tone. As | wiped my arms, the towel transformed into a grotesque pink smeatr, the
blood clinging to me like a tainted memory.

‘Damn it,” | muttered under my breath, feeling the gravity of the situation settle in my gut
like a stone.

Naked and exposed, | navigated the cramped kitchen of the studio, the cold air prickling
my skin. | turned on the sink, watching as the water sputtered to life—a brief moment of
warmth before it retreated into a biting chill that made me flinch.

Just perfect, | thought bitterly.

| scrubbed at the blood that clung stubbornly to my skin, my hands moving frantically as
| sought to cleanse every trace of the violence that had engulfed me. Even beneath my
nails, remnants of flesh lingered—a haunting echo of the brutality | had been a part of. |
loathed that taste, that bitter reminder of the monster | feared | was becoming.

“Jayden, what do you think Bella will do when she learns the truth about me?” | voiced,
the dread thickening the air around us.

Jayden froze, his body tensing as if struck by a sudden realization.

| continued to scrub, my movements growing increasingly frantic. A board meeting
loomed in just three hours, and the last thing | needed was to carry the scent of blood
with me, a grim herald of my darker self.

‘I need a shower,” | muttered, urgency pressing heavily on my mind.

Jayden pointed toward the bathroom, his expression serious. “I'll arrange for plumbers
to fix the hot water issues. It's been acting up.”

| turned to him, frustration bubbling to the surface. “Did you hear what | said?”
He blinked, confusion flickering in his eyes. “I'll send plumbers—"
“Not that,” I interrupted, my gaze piercing. “I meant my first question.”

Silence enveloped us, thick and suffocating.



Then, with a resolute determination, Jayden squared his shoulders. “It's not hard to
answer, Alpha. | just don’t know if you’ll want to hear it.”

‘I didn’t ask if I'd want to hear it,” | snapped. “| asked what it is.”

He swallowed hard, glancing back at the wounded wolf before his gaze returned to
mine.

“Fine,” he said slowly, carefully choosing his words. “The answer is... nothing.”

A frown creased my brow. “Nothing?”

“You wanted to know what Bella would do if she discovered your true identity,” Jayden
explained, his voice steady. “And the truth is... she can’t do anything. She’s a rogue
wolf. Correction—she’s a rogue human. She has no pack, no standing, no allies. She
doesn’t even possess a wolf. There’s no action she can take against you or Pack
Stonewood.”

| exhaled deeply, but something inside me twisted uncomfortably at his words.

Jayden wasn't finished; his words lingered in the air like a storm cloud, ready to unleash
its fury.

“But,” he added quietly, “if you're asking what she will feel...”
My jaw clenched, a muscle twitching in response.

“She’ll feel everything,” Jayden continued, his voice low and deliberate. “She’ll feel
betrayed, abandoned, humiliated. She’ll be hurt. Deceived.”

He paused, allowing the weight of his words to settle over me like a cold blanket,
seeping into my very bones.

“She has endured far too much,” he said softly. “She is vulnerable. She doesn’t trust
easily. And a betrayal from you—someone she holds dear—would wound her more
deeply than any physical injury ever could.”

Damn it.

My chest tightened at the thought of inflicting such pain upon her.

Jayden wasn’t done twisting the knife, his words cutting deeper.

“Her belief in you is unwavering,” he said, his eyes locked onto mine. “She may not
show it, but she stands closer to you than she ever has with anyone else.”

“If we're going to do this,” | muttered bitterly, “we might as well go all in.”



Jayden blinked, confusion flickering across his features. “Alpha?”

| looked away, the weight of my thoughts pressing heavily on my mind. “Do you think
she would still want to be by my side?”

Before Jayden could respond, two guards entered the apartment, their eyes widening in
horror at the sight before them—the blood, the wounded wolf, and my disheveled state.
They froze, instinctively bowing their heads in respect.

| glanced down at the guard on the floor. He was still panting, trembling in fear and pain.
“Let him shift back,” | commanded finally, my voice steady and authoritative.

The guards obeyed without hesitation. The wounded wolf transformed back into a man,
clutching his ribs, breathless apologies spilling from his lips even before they handed
him clothes.

“I'm not interested in your excuses,” | said coldly, my tone leaving no room for
argument.

As the blood washed away, so too did the remnants of my earlier fury, leaving behind a
stark clarity that cut deeper than any blade. The realization of the potential pain | could
inflict on Bella weighed heavily on my heart, wrapping around it like a vice. Jayden’s
words echoed in my mind, each syllable a reminder of the trust | was on the verge of
shattering. In that moment, | understood that my actions could not only define my
identity as an Alpha but could also fracture the delicate bond we had forged. The stakes
had never been higher, and the path forward was fraught with uncertainty, yet | couldn’t
ignore the flicker of hope that perhaps, amid the rising fog of my past, there lay a
chance for redemption.

The confrontation with the guard had been a brutal reminder of the darkness that lurked
within me, but it was also a catalyst for change. | stood at the precipice of a decision
that could alter the course of my life and the lives of those around me. If | wanted to
protect Bella, to prove that | was more than the monster | feared | had become, | would
need to confront my own demons head-on. | had to embrace the duality of my
existence, finding strength not only in my Alpha power but in vulnerability and honesty.
As | looked into the eyes of the guard, now human and trembling, | realized that true
strength lay in compassion and understanding, and perhaps, just perhaps, that was the
path | needed to walk to find my way back to Bella.

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

As we turn the page to the next chapter, readers can anticipate a surge of tension as
Kane wrestles with the emotional aftermath of his violent encounter and the looming
consequences of his concealed identity. With Jayden’s ominous words reverberating in



his mind, Kane must confront the stark reality of his relationship with Bella. Will he be
able to navigate the treacherous waters of betrayal and trust, or will his darker side push
her further away? The stakes are higher than ever, and as Kane readies himself for the
board meeting, the pressure mounts. The clock is ticking, and every decision he makes
could irrevocably alter the trajectory of his life and Bella’s.

As the fog of uncertainty begins to dissipate, the chapter promises revelations that will
challenge Kane’s understanding of loyalty and love. Will Bella’s reaction be one of
anger or understanding? What will transpire when the truth finally emerges? With the
guards now acutely aware of the chaos that unfolded, the tension within the Pack is
palpable. New alliances may form, and old loyalties could be tested as Kane faces not
just the repercussions of his actions but also the looming threat of external forces that
may seek to exploit his vulnerabilities. The next chapter is poised to delve deeper into
the emotional and political complexities of Kane’s world, leading to a climax that could
change everything.

Conclusion

In the wake of the chaos that unfolded, Kane stands at a crossroads, the weight of his
actions pressing heavily on his heart. The blood that once stained his hands now serves
as a stark reminder of the monster he fears he might be, but it also ignites a flicker of
determination within him. Jayden’s words echo relentlessly in his mind, urging him to
confront the reality of his relationship with Bella. The thought of betraying her trust
terrifies him, yet it also compels him to seek a path of redemption. As he grapples with
the duality of his identity, he realizes that true strength lies not only in asserting his
Alpha status but in embracing vulnerability and compassion. The emotional arc
culminates in a profound moment of clarity; if he wishes to protect Bella and prove he is
more than the darkness that haunts him, he must confront his demons and choose a
path that leads to healing rather than destruction.

As Kane prepares for the impending board meeting, the stakes have never been higher.
The looming confrontation with Bella hangs over him like a storm cloud, threatening to
unleash the fury of betrayal and pain. Yet, amidst the rising fog of uncertainty, there is a
glimmer of hope. The potential for understanding and forgiveness exists, but it hinges
on Kane’s willingness to be honest and vulnerable. He must navigate the treacherous
waters of trust, knowing that every decision he makes could irrevocably alter the course
of their lives. With the tension within the Pack palpable and external threats looming,
Kane’s journey is set to unravel in ways that will challenge his understanding of loyalty
and love. The next chapter promises to delve deeper into his emotional turmoil, as he
strives to forge a path that leads not only to redemption but also to the possibility of a
future with Bella, one built on trust and unwavering connection.

What to Expect in Next Chapter?

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



As we delve into the next chapter, readers can brace themselves for a whirlwind of
emotions as Kane grapples with the fallout from his violent actions and the impending
revelations about his true identity. The air is thick with tension as he prepares for the
board meeting, a pivotal moment that could either solidify his leadership or unravel the
fragile trust he has built with Bella. With Jayden’s unsettling insights still haunting him,
Kane must navigate the precarious line between his responsibilities as an Alpha and his
desire to protect the one person who means everything to him. Will he find the strength
to confront his past, or will the shadows of his darker self threaten to overshadow his
future?

Expect a deep dive into the complex dynamics of loyalty and betrayal as Kane faces not
only the potential wrath of Bella but also the scrutiny of his pack. As whispers of his
violent outburst circulate, the tension within the Pack Stonewood escalates, leading to
unexpected alliances and confrontations. The stakes are higher than ever, and the
choices Kane makes will have far-reaching consequences. Will he rise to the occasion
and prove that he is more than the monster he fears he has become? The next chapter
promises to unravel the intricate web of relationships, revealing hidden truths and
testing the bonds of trust that could either save or shatter everything Kane holds dear.
Prepare for revelations that will challenge Kane’s resolve and set the stage for a
confrontation that could alter the course of his life and the lives of those around him.



