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(Amelia’s POV)

Jaxon didn’t even blink at Adrian’s outburst. He turned his gaze directly to Alaric, his voice
steady and unyielding.

“I am proposing a fair wager, Father,” he said. “If Adrian cannot produce breakthrough results
for Stone River Botanicals within six months, he must hand over full management rights to me.”

He paused, “And regardless of that outcome, the transfer of 10% of the company shares to
Amelia happens today. Immediately.”

Alaric frowned deeply. His eyes shifted between his two sons. He looked troubled.

“Jaxon,” Alaric said slowly, rubbing his temples. “We are already arranging for Starlight
Entertainment to be managed by Amelia. If we also threaten Adrian’s control over the
pharmaceutical company... isn’t that too harsh?”

I watched father’s hesitation. He was trying to balance the scales, afraid of stripping Adrian of
everything at once.

Jaxon didn’t back down. He took a step closer to the patriarch.

“I will compromise on the timeline,” Jaxon said firmly. “The management rights will remain
with Adrian for now. He has six months to prove his worth. If he fails, | take over. But the 10%
shares? That is the price for Caleb’s crime. That is non—negotiable.”

I looked at Jaxon’s determined profile. My heart swelled. He wasn’t just fighting for
compensation; he was systematically dismantling Adrian’s power base to pave the way for me to
take over the Stone River Pack.

Adrian slammed his hand on the bedside table.

“This is ridiculous!” he shouted, his face flushing a deeper shade of red. “Six months? Do you
know anything about this industry? Pharmaceutical research and development takes years, not
months!”

He turned his anger toward Jaxon, his eyes filled with scorn.

“And you,” Adrian sneered, pointing a shaking finger at his brother. “’You run Umbra Analytics.

It’s a startup biotech firm that hasn’t made a dime. You know nothing about mass production or
herbal synthesis. You are completely unqualified to cross over into my territory.”



Adrian looked back at Alaric, his voice desperate. “Father, if you let an amateur like him meddle
with the company, he will destroy the foundation of our Pack. We cannot risk our main source of
revenue on a gamble!”

The room was tense. Adrian’s arguments, though self-serving, held a grain of logic that seemed
to sway Alaric.

| decided it was time to end this debate.

“If my father takes over,” I said, my voice cutting through the heated atmosphere like a blade of
ice. “I can facilitate immediate cooperation with the Calder Pack.”

The silence that followed was absolute. You could hear a pin drop.
Alaric’s head snapped toward me. His eyes widened in shock.

“The Calder Pack?” Alaric asked, his voice barely a whisper. “The reclusive pack? The ones
with the ancient medical archives?”

I met his gaze evenly. “The very same.”
My expression was deadly serious. I wasn’t joking.
Adrian let out a harsh, incredulous laugh.

“She’s lying!” Adrian barked, looking at Alaric with wide, frantic eyes. “She is just a little girl
dreaming big. Cooperation with the Calder Pack? That is a fantasy!”

He glared at me with open contempt. “Just because you know Rhys Calder doesn’t mean you
have any influence, Amelia. Rhys is a playboy who writes novels for humans. He holds no
decision—making power in his pack. His father, Rowan, is the one who rules.”

Adrian turned back to Alaric, waving his hands dismissively.

“She is writing a blank check, Father,” he insisted. “She is trying to trick promises. She has no
way to deliver on this.” you with empty I let out a cold, sharp laugh.

“I might be writing a check,” I said, my voice dripping with mockery. “But at least I have the
capital in the bank to cover it. You, Adrian? You don’t even have a ticket to enter the building.”

I kept my face impassive, but inside, | knew exactly why I could make that promise. The Calder
Pack’s recent success in herbal research relied entirely on the technology I provided as the

“Shadow Healer.” I held the core formulas. They needed me far more than I needed them.

Adrian’s face twisted into an ugly snarl. He stepped toward the bed, his fists clenched.



“You ungrateful brat!” he roared. “Is this how you speak to your father? Have you no respect for
your elders?”

“Respect?” I shot back instantly. “You aren’t worth any respect.”

| sat up straighter against the pillows, ignoring the dull ache in my ribs.

“You want to talk about competence?” I asked, my voice rising. “You raised a son so stupid he
offended the only heir of the Calder Pack. Caleb tampered with my car and tried to kill me, and
look where it got him. He’s lying in a coma while I’m making deals.”

I tilted my head, studying Adrian’s furious face.

“You spent years trying to suck up to the Calder family. You sent gifts, you begged for meetings,
and you failed every single time,” I said ruthlessly. “And yet, I-the daughter you claim was

raised like a savage rogue—have them willing to cooperate. That must burn, doesn’t it?”

Every word was a precision strike. | saw Adrian flinch as if I had physically slapped him. “Look
at him,” Ava growled in my mind, pacing with excitement. “He’s weak. He knows he’s lost.”

“Enough!” Adrian shouted.

I didn’t stop. I was just getting started.““Oh, I’'m not done,” I said. “Did you know your precious
Celine called Rhys today?”

Adrian froze.

“She called him to apologize,” I continued, enjoying the way his eyes widened. “She tried to
play the victim. She tried to shift the blame.”

I smiled. “Rhys didn’t buy it. He tore her apart, Adrian. He criticized her so harshly she broke
down in tears. He humiliated your ‘perfect* heir.”

I leaned forward slightly, locking eyes with him.

“Does it hurt?” I asked softly. “Does your heart ache knowing your beloved adopted daughter
was insulted and rejected, and there is absolutely nothing you can do about it?”
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(Amelia’s POV)

“Shut up! Stop talking!” Livia finally screamed, her voice shrill and breaking.



I just shrugged. I turned my gaze to Alaric. “Grandfather,you just need to tell me. Do we have a
deal or not?”

Alaric looked at me, then at the furious Adrian. He didn’t hesitate any longer. The potential
connection to the Calder Pack was too valuable to ignore.

“I have decided,” Alaric announced, his voice booming through the hospital room. “If Adrian
cannot produce breakthrough results for Stone River Botanicals within six months, management

rights will be transferred to Jaxon.”

He paused, silencing the room. “Furthermore, I agree to the immediate transfer of 10% of the
pharmaceutical company’s shares to Amelia. Today.”

“Father!” Adrian shouted, stepping forward. “You can’t-"
“Silence!” Alaric cut him off sharply. “This mess is entirely Caleb’s doing. Attempted murder of
a pack member? Someone has to pay the price. Be grateful | am not stripping you of your title

entirely.”

Livia stood there, trembling from head to toe. She had come here demanding justice for her son,
who might sleep forever. Instead, she was watching me take a piece of their empire for free.

“Look at them,” Ava laughed in my mind, rolling around with glee. “Greedy fools. They came to
bite, and they lost their teeth.”

Just then, a deep, cold voice cut through the tension.

“Now, is it my turn to speak?”

Everyone froze. Theodore sat in his wheelchair in the corner, his eyes sweeping over Adrian and
Livia. Even though he was crippled, the sheer weight of his Alpha aura made the air feel thick

and heavy. It was the calm before a storm.

Adrian and Livia seemed to wake up from a trance. They had been so focused on fighting me
that they forgot the Alpha King’s heir was watching.

“Alpha Theodore,” Adrian stammered, his face pale. He immediately put on a fawning, pathetic
smile. “We are so sorry. We didn’t mean to ignore you. We are willing to accept any punishment

or pay any compensation you see fit.”

“I don’t need your money,” Theodore said coldly. “And I don’t need an explanation for Caleb.
Amelia is my future Luna. Her honor is tied to the Crimson family.”

He leaned forward slightly, his gaze locking onto Alaric.



“You plan to give her management of Starlight Entertainment,” Theodore said. “But the shares
remain with Ethan. That means Ethan can flip the board whenever he wants.”

Theodore’s expression hardened. “To ensure Amelia’s position in this Pack is secure, [ have a
requirement. You cannot refuse.”

Alaric swallowed hard. “What is it?”
“Transfer 30% of Starlight Entertainment’s shares to Amelia. Formally. Now.”

A low, dangerous sound vibrated in the room. It was Logan, Theodore’s wolf, issuing a warning
growl through the mental link that every wolf in the room felt in their bones. He was ready to
tear apart anyone who said no.

(Theodore’s POV)
Adrian’s face turned the color of ash. He looked like he might faint.

I watched the room calmly. Alaric was staring at me, but the calculation in his eyes had changed.
It wasn’t just assessment anymore. It was deep fear mixed with respect. He recognized power
when he saw it.

Alaric was an old wolf. He knew the game. He was weighing the cost of the shares against the
wrath of the Crimson family. I could see him realizing that submitting to my demand was the
only way to survive.

The scent coming off Adrian and Livia was disgusting. It smelled like rotting fruit—pure fear and
sour jealousy.

I looked at Livia. She was staring at Amelia with such venomous hate that it was almost
impressive. The bitterness of her scent filled my nose.

It was ironic. These two had spent years scheming, trying to get their fake daughter, Celine, to
marry into my family. They wanted the Crimson protection and wealth. Now, my protection had
arrived. But it was shielding the biological daughter they despised.

I glanced at Jaxon and Seraphina. They exchanged a look of relief and pride. Jaxon gave me a
small, respectful nod.

I nodded back.
Alaric let out a long sigh. “Very well,” he said, his shoulders slumping slightly. “I agree to your
terms, Alpha Theodore. I will have the pack’s Beta handle the share transfers for both companies

immediately.”

I nodded, satisfied. The power struggle was over. We had won.



Alaric turned his glare back to his son. “Adrian, Livia. You have six months. If you don’t focus
on your work and stop these petty schemes, you won’t just lose shares. You will lose
everything.”

He straightened his coat. “As for Caleb, Ethan’s PR team will handle the news of his coma. It
must be framed as an unfortunate illness. We cannot have a scandal affecting the Pack’s
reputation.”

Adrian and Livia looked defeated. They turned to leave, their movements stiff and angry. They
had stormed in here to demand answers, and they were leaving empty—handed, having lost a
fortune to the daughter they tried to crush.

Amelia reached toward the fruit basket on her bedside table. She plucked a purple grape and
popped it into her mouth.

“My, my,” she said, chewing slowly. “This car accident was truly profitable.”

I couldn’t help it. I smiled. My mate was adorable when she was ruthless.

Livia stopped at the door. She heard Amelia’s comment. Her hands curled into claws, and she
looked like she wanted to rush back and tear Amelia’s mouth off. But she glanced at me, saw my

cold eyes, and froze.

Amelia wasn’t done. She swallowed the grape and called out, her voice dripping with wicked
mockery.

“Livia, wait a second. Don’t doctors say you should talk to coma patients to help them wake
up?”

Amelia smiled sweetly. “T suggest you go tell Caleb exactly what happened here. Tell him that
because he cut my brakes, | got 10% of the pharmaceutical company and 30% of Starlight.

Tell him I’m rich because of him.”

She paused for effect. “Who knows? He might get so angry he wakes right up. Then your trip
here wouldn’t be a total waste.”
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(Theodore’s POV)



Livia realized she couldn’t win this fight. Her chest heaved with suppressed rage. She glared one
last time at the hospital bed, then spun around and hurried out of the room, trailing closely
behind Adrian.

Amelia chuckled softly. She reached into the fruit basket, picked out a ripe berry, and popped it
into her mouth.

Jaxon and Seraphina exchanged a glance. They knew we needed a moment. They quietly slipped
out of the room without a word. Marcus, ever the professional, nodded to me and stepped outside
to stand guard in the hallway.

The door clicked shut. My eyes locked onto Amelia. I couldn’t hide the admiration in my gaze.

I didn’t want to.

“You really drove straight into him,” I said, my voice low. “That plan was insane. And perfect.”

I moved my wheelchair closer to the bed. “I don’t know anyone else in this world who would
dare to crash their own car just to trap an enemy. And you walked away without a scratch.”

Amelia chewed her berry and smirked. “Don’t get any ideas, Theo. I calculated the angle and
speed perfectly. I knew I would be fine.”

“I won’t try to copy you,” I promised. “Unless I have to.”

I reached out and took her hand. Her skin was warm. “Grandfather Gideon called me. He
suggested we postpone the engagement ceremony because of the accident.”

Amelia raised an eyebrow. “And?”

“I told him no,” I said firmly.

“Good,” Amelia replied instantly. “I refused too.”

We looked at each other and smiled. The connection between us hummed in the air. The accident
hadn’t hurt us. It had only made us stronger. It had given Amelia power over the Stone family.

There was no reason to wait.

“I want the world to know,” I said, squeezing her hand. “I want to mark you as mine. I want
everyone to know you are the future Luna of the Crimson Moon Pack.”

Amelia finished her fruit and wiped her hands on a napkin. She patted the spot on the bed next to
her legs.

“Come here,” she said. “Time for your treatment.”



I maneuvered the wheelchair right up to the edge of the mattress. Amelia shifted, placing her
hands on my crippled legs. | felt the familiar warmth of her healing energy seep into my muscles.
She began to massage, her fingers strong and precise.

“So,” she said, not looking up from her work. “What did Theron and Ronan want yesterday? I
know they came to see you.”

“Business,” I said calmly. “Several key projects in the pack have failed recently. Ronan couldn’t
fix them. He was panicking.”

Amelia glanced up, a knowing look in her sapphire eyes. “Let me guess. You broke the
projects?”

“It was a warning. He needs to know his place.”

“And the investigation?” she asked, her voice dropping a little. “Any proof that he isn’t your
biological brother?”

I shook my head. “Nothing concrete yet. But my gut tells me he’s a fake.”

“It’s a mess,” I muttered. “If Ronan is fake, then his betrayal makes sense. I can accept an enemy
trying to kill me. But if he is fake... where is my real brother? Did Theron kill him? Is he
suffering somewhere?”

Amelia pressed harder on a knot in my calf. “Stop it,” she said firmly. “Torturing yourself won’t
help. If you suspect him, we investigate. We find the truth. If he needs to be punished, we punish
him. If your brother is out there, we find him. Simple.”

I looked at her determined face. The tension in my chest loosened.

“You make everything sound so easy,” I said, a small smile tugging at my lips. “I feel lighter just
listening to you.”

The truth was, | was almost grateful for the past. The k********q jncident had ruined my legs. It
had turned me into a cripple in the eyes of the world. Because of that, the engagement with
Celine was cancelled. Because of that, | went to the Meadow Brook Pack.

And that was where | found her.

If I hadn’t been broken, I never would have met my mate.

Just then, a knock sounded at the door. Marcus poked his head in.

“Alpha,” he said, looking annoyed. “Theron is back. He has Ronan with him.”

My face hardened. “Let them wait.”



Marcus nodded and closed the door. Immediately, | heard shouting from the hallway.

“I am his father!” Theron’s voice boomed through the wood. “Why am I waiting? Tell him to get
out here now! This is urgent!”

Amelia rolled her eyes. She didn’t stop her massage. “He still has the nerve to act like a father?
After you found out Isla was his illegitimate daughter?”

She looked at me curiously. “You know, you are nothing like him. You must take after your
mother.”

The light in the room seemed to dim for me. “My mother died when I was five,” I said softly. “I
don’t remember much. But the elders say she was a powerful Luna. She was brilliant.”

I clenched my jaw. “Theron hated it. He was jealous of her power. He likes to strut around acting
like a big, tough Alpha, but he’s incompetent. My mother let him pretend for the sake of peace.”

“Why did you put up with him for so long?”” Amelia asked.
“Because he brought Ronan back,” I said bitterly. “Or the boy he claimed was Ronan. He pushed
so hard for my brother’s return. I thought he cared. Now I realize it was just a plot to plant his

bastard in the main line.”

Amelia frowned. “I don’t get it. Your mother was a powerful Luna. Why didn’t she just reject
him? Why stay with a man like that?”

I let out a dry laugh. “Theron is a handsome man. I think she used to joke that she had enough
brains for both of them. She just needed a mate with good looks to ensure pretty pups.

Amelia blinked. She looked at my face, studying my features. Then she nodded slowly.
“Okay,” she said. “I can see that. Being handsome is a powerful argument.”
We shared a brief, dark chuckle. Then Amelia’s face turned serious.

“When your grandfather ordered your brother to be sent away,” she asked, “did your mother
agree?”

I shook my head. The pain was sharp, like a fresh wound.

“No,” I whispered. “She fought it. She refused. Theron took the boy in the middle of the night.
He did it behind her back.”

I looked at the wall, seeing the past. “When she found out, she went crazy. She shifted and ran
after Theron’s car. She was desperate to get her baby back.”



I closed my eyes. “She ran into traffic. A truck hit her. She died on the asphalt, trying to save her
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(Amelia’s POV)

I have never believed in coincidences. Growing up in a world where safety was a luxury, I
learned to question every accident. If you don’t watch the shadows, the shadows will kill you.

I looked down at Theodore. His face was tense. | hesitated. | had a cruel theory about his past,
but I wasn’t sure if he could handle it.

Theodore let out a bitter laugh. He looked up at me with those intense eyes.

“I know what you are thinking,” he said quietly. “You think my mother’s death wasn’t an
accident.”

I nodded slowly. “The timing... it’s too convenient.”

He gripped the sheets. “I’ve gone over the details of that day a thousand times in my head. |
suspect Theron planned it. Or at least, he let it happen. But the trails are cold. The evidence is
gone.”

I reached out and covered his hand with mine. His skin was cool, but his grip was strong.

“We can’t change the past,” I said softly. “But we can catch them now. If Ronan and Theron
want the Crimson Moon Pack, they won’t stop. They will try again. And when they do, we will
be ready.”

Suddenly, a loud commotion erupted in the hallway.

“Let me in!” Theron’s voice boomed through the door. “That is my son! Why is that woman
touching him?”

“Step back,” Marcus’s voice was cold and hard.
“You dare block me?” Theron screamed. “You are just a watchdog! Get out of my way!”
The door handle rattled violently. Theron was trying to force his way in.

Then came the sound of a scuffle. Bodies hit the floor. Theron let out a high—pitched yelp of
pain.



“Restrain him,” Marcus ordered calmly.
I didn’t even lift an eyebrow. My hands remained steady on Theodore’s legs.
(Theodore’s POV)

Thirty minutes later, the session ended. The door opened, and Seraphina walked in. She was
carrying a thermal lunch box that smelled delicious.

She stopped dead in her tracks. Her eyes widened as she looked at the floor near the entrance.

Theron was pinned to the ground by two large pack warriors. His expensive suit was rumpled.
His face was pressed against the tiles. He looked ridiculous.

Seraphina raised an eyebrow. She looked at me.

“Is that... your father?” she asked.

I smirked. “He tried to break into the treatment room. My men had to use a little force.”
Seraphina shook her head. She looked at Theron with pure disdain.

“No dignity,” she muttered. “A man of his age, acting like a hooligan. He doesn’t deserve respect
if he can’t show it.”

She stepped over him as if he were a pile of trash. She walked straight to Amelia, her face
softening instantly.

I watched them. Seraphina didn’t care about Theron’s status. She only cared that he was
disturbing her daughter.

My chest tightened. This was what a family should be. No hierarchy. No politics. Just protection.
Jaxon and Seraphina loved Amelia even though she wasn’t their pup. I never had that.
Deep inside, Logan let out a low, longing purr. He wanted that warmth.

I looked at Seraphina’s kind back. I couldn’t wait for the Mating Ceremony. I wanted the right to
call this woman “Mom.”

(Amelia’s POV)

| packed away my obsidian healing tools. | stretched my arms over my head, feeling my spine
C***k.

“That’s it for today,” I announced.



Theodore shifted on the bed. He moved his legs experimentally.

“I can feel them,” he said, a look of wonder on his face. “The sensation is coming back. It’s
stronger today.”

“Good,” I said. “Keep resting.”

Theodore looked at the door. The noise from the hallway had quieted down, but the tension
remained.

“I should go handle my family matters,” Theodore said. “I don’t want that old man ruining your
lunch.”

I laughed and waved my hand. “Go ahead. Make him be quiet.”

Marcus helped Theodore into his wheelchair and wheeled him out. The door clicked shut,
leaving peace behind.

Mom sat on the edge of the bed. She opened the lunch box. The rich scent of stewed venison and
roasted vegetables filled the room.

“You look pale,” she said, frowning. “Are you tired?”

I slumped my shoulders dramatically. “So tired. My hands are too weak to hold a fork.”
Seraphina chuckled. “You poor thing.”

She cut a piece of tender venison. She blew on it gently, then held the fork to my lips.

I ate it happily. “It tastes better when you feed me, Mom.”

“You just have a sweet mouth,” Seraphina laughed, her eyes crinkling.

(Theodore’s POV)

I entered the lounge next door. | waved my hand at the warriors.

“Let him up,” I ordered.

The warriors stepped back. Theron scrambled to his feet. He dusted off his suit, his face red with
humiliation. Ronan was standing in the corner, looking pale.

Theron stormed over to me. He slammed the door shut behind him.

“You ungrateful brat!” Theron shouted, pointing a finger at my nose. “You let your dogs attack
me? [ am your father! You made me lose face in front of subordinates!”



I looked at him coldly. “You are a joke, father,” I said flatly. “You lost your own face. I didn’t
have to do anything.”

He sputtered.
“You have three minutes,” I said, checking my watch. “State your business or get out.”

He turned purple. Ronan tugged on his sleeve, whispering something urgent. Theron took a deep
breath, trying to compose himself.

“I need funds,” Theron said stiffly. “Transfer one million to my account. Now.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Why?”
“I need it!”” he snapped. “I am your father. Do I need to explain myself to you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Fill out a requisition form. Submit it to the finance department. If it’s approved,
you get the money.”

Theron’s eyes bulged. “A form? For a measly one million? Do you take me for a beggar?”

I let out a cold, sharp laugh. “You are an Alpha who has lived fifty years. And yet, you don’t
have a million in liquid assets? You have to run to your son and demand cash?”

I leaned forward in my wheelchair.

“Yes, Theron. That is exactly what a beggar looks like.”

Theron opened his mouth to scream, but I cut him off.

“If I told the rogues outside that they could get a million just by filling out a form, they would

line up to call me ‘Daddy*,” I sneered. “At least they work for their meals. You? You are
incompetent and you have no shame.”
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(Theodore’s POV)

The word “beggar” hung in the air like a slap. Theron’s face went from red to a sickly shade of
purple. The veins in his neck bulged.

“You ungrateful wretch!” Theron roared. Spittle flew from his mouth. “I gave you life! You dare
call me a beggar?”



He took a step toward me, his hands curled into claws.

“You should have died in that ambush!” he screamed, his voice cracking with pure malice. “The
Rogues should have torn your throat out! You are nothing but a broken waste of space!”

The air in the room dropped ten degrees. Before | could even react, a blur of motion swept past
my wheelchair.

The sound of fist meeting bone was loud.

Theron stumbled backward. He crashed into the wall, clutching his jaw. Blood trickled from the
corner of his mouth. He looked up, stunned.

Marcus stood between us. His fist was still raised. “Watch your tongue,” Marcus said. His voice
was low, like a growl. “Disrespect the Alpha again, and I will break your jaw.”

Theron stared at Marcus, then at me. “You... you let your dog hit your father?”

Inside me, Logan woke up. He didn’t just wake up; he surged. A low, vibrating growl started
deep in my chest.

I didn’t hold him back. I let my aura flood the room.

The pressure was instant. The air became heavy, thick like molasses. It was the crushing weight
of a true Alpha.

Theron’s eyes went wide. He tried to push himself off the wall, but his knees buckled. He slid
down to the floor, pinned by the sheer force of my presence.

“Your... your power...” Theron gasped, wheezing for air. “How? You are crippled!”

| looked down at him.I felt stronger than I had in years. Amelia’s treatments were working faster
than anyone realized.

“I am the Alpha King,” I said coldly. “My legs might be weak, but my wolf is not.”
I leaned forward. The pressure increased. Theron whimpered.

“Remember Isla,” I said. “She thought she could challenge me. Now she is gone. Do you want to
join her in exile? Or worse?”

Theron shook his head frantically. Terror replaced his anger.

“Get out,” I commanded. “Before I change my mind.”



Theron scrambled to his feet. He didn’t look back. He practically ran out the door, clutching his
bruising face.

The room went quiet. But Ronan didn’t leave.

He stood by the window. He watched his father flee, then slowly turned to face me. His
expression shifted. The arrogance vanished. In its place was a look of deep, pained sorrow.

“Theo,” Ronan said softly. He took a tentative step forward. “I didn’t know he would say those
things. That was too far.”

I watched him without blinking.
“I know I’ve been difficult,” Ronan continued, his voice trembling slightly. “But you have to
understand. | was trying to push you. It was tough love. | wanted you to fight back, to be the

brother I used to look up to.”

He reached out a hand. “We are blood, Theo. We are the only brothers we have. | just want us to
be a family again.”

I took a deep breath. The scent hit me instantly. It was sour. Acrid.

It was the smell of a liar.

*He thinks we are stupid,* Logan laughed in my head. *Rip his throat out.*

“Stop acting,” I said flatly. “It’s embarrassing.”

Ronan froze. His hand dropped. “What?”

“I can smell the lies on you, Ronan,” I said. “You smell like rotting garbage.”

Ronan’s face hardened. The sadness evaporated instantly.

“I am trying to make peace here,” he snapped.

“You are trying to save your own skin,” I countered. “I haven’t stopped investigating the
k********q case from five years ago. There are too many holes in your story. When | find the
proof, you will answer for it.”

Ronan paled. He opened his mouth to argue, but I cut him off.

“And don’t think I don’t know why you are really here,” I sneered. “Grandfather Gideon finally
had enough of your scandals. He banned you from the core pack businesses, didn’t he?”

Ronan flinched as if | had slapped him.



“You are stuck managing the human shell companies,” I said, enjoying the look of panic in his
eyes. ““You have no access to the real power. You came here hoping I would be soft. Hoping I
would give you an in.”

| pointed to the door.

“Get out, Ronan. Go play businessman in the human world. You have no place here.”

Ronan’s face twisted into a mask of pure hatred. He didn’t say another word. He spun on his heel
and stormed out, slamming the door so hard the frame rattled.

(Ronan’s POV)

I marched out of the hospital, my blood boiling. I threw myself into the back seat of the black
sedan waiting at the curb.

Theron was already there. He was pressing an ice pack to his jaw. He winced as | slammed the
car door.

“Well?” Theron asked, his voice muffled by the ice. “Did you get anywhere with him?”
“No,” I spat. “He knows everything. He knows Gideon cut me off.”

Theron slammed his free hand against the leather seat. “Damn it! We need money, Ronan.
Without funds, we can’t buy loyalty. The elders won’t support us if our pockets are empty.”

“He humiliated us,” I muttered, staring out the tinted window at the hospital building. “He
treated us like beggars.”

The driver started the engine, but I didn’t give him a destination yet. My mind was racing. We
were cornered.

“We can’t let him recover,” | said quietly.
Theron looked at me. “What?”

“Did you feel that pressure in the room?” I asked, turning to face my father. “His aura. It’s
coming back. That woman... that healer, Amelia. She is actually fixing him.”

Theron’s eyes widened in fear. “If he walks again...”
“If he walks, we are dead,” I finished. “As long as he is a cripple, the collateral branches are
dissatisfied. They don’t want a leader who can’t run. But if Logan returns to full power?

Theodore will be untouchable. And I will be nothing.”

I narrowed my eyes. An idea began to form. It was dangerous, but we were desperate.



“The engagement ceremony is coming up,” I said. “The Stone family and the Crimson family
will all be there. It’s the perfect stage.”

“To do what?” Theron asked nervously.

“To stir up chaos,” I said. “I can use the cousins. They have been suppressed for years. I can
whisper in their ears. Make them question a crippled King.”

“That’s not enough,” Theron said, shaking his head. “As long as he gets stronger, talk won’t stop
him.”

“You’re right,” I agreed. My gaze drifted up to the window of Theodore’s hospital room. “The
problem isn’t Theodore. The problem is the healer.”

“Amelia Stone,” Theron whispered.

“She is the source,” I said, my voice dropping to a sinister hiss. “Her hands are working
miracles. We need to stop those hands.”
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Theron sat in the back of the sedan, pressing the ice pack against his bruising jaw. He listened to
Ronan’s plan to cripple Amelia’s hands, but he didn’t look convinced. He shook his head slowly.

“You are focusing on the wrong thing,” Theron said, wincing as his jaw moved. “That girl,
Amelia... she is not worth our direct effort.”

Ronan frowned. “She is the one healing him. If we stop her-”

“If we touch her, we start a war with the Stone family before we are ready,” Theron interrupted.
“Look at the Stone River Pack. It is a mess. That girl didn’t just come back to play house. She is
tearing them apart from the inside.”

Theron gestured vaguely towards the window. “Ethan and Caleb are fighting tooth and nail for
the inheritance. And now this ‘little white rabbit* returns and Caleb ends up in a coma? It is not a

coincidence.”

Ronan paused, considering his father’s words.



“The Stone family wants to get rid of her more than we do,” Theron continued, his voice low.
“Ethan hates her. Livia despises her. Why should we get our hands dirty? Let them destroy each
other. If we attack her now, we might accidentally unite them against an external enemy.”

Ronan leaned back against the leather seat. The tension in his shoulders eased slightly. “You
think they will finish her off for us?”

“I am counting on it,” Theron grunted. “Don’t create extra problems, Ronan. We watch, and we
wait.”

Ronan nodded slowly. “You’re right. I was too rash.”

At nine o’clock that evening, Amelia sat in her hospital bed. She had finished her dinner and was
looking at her phone. The screen displayed a live feed from the hidden cameras in her bedroom
back at the Pack House.

On the screen, the room was dark. Suddenly, movement caught her eye.

In the corner of her room, three small snakes raised their heads. They flicked their tongues,
tasting the air, and then swiftly slithered into the shadows beneath the heavy curtains.

A moment later, the window latch clicked. It slid open. A figure dressed entirely in black, with a
cap pulled low, climbed silently into the room.

Amelia watched calmly as the intruder began to rifle through her things. He ignored the jewelry
box. He went straight for the wooden cabinet where she kept her dried herbs. He opened the
drawers, sniffing at jars and bottles.

“Ethan acts fast,” Amelia murmured to herself. “He thinks the antidote is just sitting there.”

She tapped the microphone button on her screen. Her voice traveled through the hidden speakers
in her room, soft but clear.

“White.”
It was a single command.

On the screen, a pale blur shot out from the herb cabinet. The intruder froze, hearing a hiss, but it
was too late.

*Strike.*
The white snake sank its fangs into the man’s ankle.

The intruder yelped, a strangled sound of panic. He stumbled back, clutching his leg. The venom
wasn’t lethal, but it was designed to paralyze nerves instantly. His leg gave out. Terror overtook



him. He didn’t dare search anymore. He scrambled back to the window, dragging his numb leg,
and threw himself out into the night.

Inside Amelia’s mind, Ava snorted.
*You are too soft,* the wolf growled. *You should have let White rip his throat out.*

*Death is too easy,* Amelia replied internally, soothing her wolf. *Ethan wants the cure. If I kill
his messenger, he stops trying. | want to give him hope.*

Amelia smiled coldly at the empty room on her screen.
*1 will let him think he can buy it,* she thought. *I will attend the auction as the Shadow
Apothecary. Let him find me. Let him pay a fortune. And then, when he realizes who hold his

life in her hands... that will be the real punishment.*

Ethan paced back and forth in his office at Starlight Entertainment. The city lights outside were
bright, but his mood was pitch black.

The phone on his desk rang. Ethan snatched it up.

“Did you get 1t?” he demanded.

“Mr. Stone...” Zachary’s voice came through, shaky and weak. “I... I can’t do this anymore.”
“What are you talking about?”” Ethan barked. “Where is the medicine?”

“There is no medicine!” Zachary cried out. “There are snakes! Poisonous snakes in her bedroom!
I was bitten, Mr. Stone. I’m at the healing center now. My leg is completely numb.”

Ethan froze. “Snakes? In her bedroom?”

“Yes! A white one. It was waiting for me,” Zachary stammered. “I quit. Keep your money. I'm
not going back there.”

The line went dead.

Ethan stared at the phone. “She keeps vipers in her room?”

He slammed the handset down. “She is a lunatic! A complete psycho!”

He sank into his leather chair, rubbing his temples. He had to pay Zachary’s medical bills to keep
him quiet, which only added to his fury. But the fear was creeping in. He had underestimated

Amelia. She wasn’t just a country bumpkin. She was dangerous.

“I can’t steal it,” Ethan muttered. “And she won’t give it to me.”



He pulled open his drawer and took out the file on the “Shadow Apothecary.”
“The auction,” he whispered. “That is my only chance.”
He picked up his cell phone and dialed his head of security.

“Listen to me,” Ethan ordered. “Send men to the auction house. Every day. If anyone lists rare
moonlight herbs, or if anyone mentions the Shadow Apothecary, | want to know immediately.

Do not fail me.”

He hung up and turned his chair to face the window. He looked out at the dark skyline, feeling a
heavy weight in his chest.

“Just you wait, Amelia,” he hissed. “Once I am cured, I will crush you.”
At eleven o’clock, the door to the VIP ward opened. Celine walked in, looking tired.

Livia was standing by Caleb’s bed, adjusting the blanket. She looked up sharply as Celine
entered.

“You’re late,” Livia snapped.
“I’m sorry, Mother,” Celine said meekly. “Traffic was bad.”

Livia walked over and grabbed Celine’s arm. Her grip was tight. “Listen to me. You need to
secure Rhys Calder. Do whatever it takes.”

Celine nodded, wincing slightly. “I know. ’'m trying.”

“Try harder. Your grandfather... that old fool... he is giving Amelia too much power. If she
takes control of Stone Botanicals and brings in the Calder family, we are finished. You
understand? We will have nothing.”

Celine lowered her eyes. “Yes, Mother.”

Inside, Celine scoffed. She knew exactly what would happen. If the Stone family fell, she would
be the first one kicked out. She needed a rich mate, and she needed one fast.

“And do not mention the shares to anyone,” Livia warned, her eyes narrowing. “If people know
Alaric gave her those assets, it will make us look weak.”

Livia turned back to look at comatose Caleb. Her face twisted in anger.

“That wretched girl,” Livia spat. “She put him here. If Caleb doesn’t wake up, I will make her
life a living hell.”



Livia grabbed her purse and stormed out of the room, leaving a trail of expensive perfume and
bitterness.

Celine stood in the silence. The door clicked shut.

She walked slowly to the side of the bed. She looked down at Caleb. His face was pale, peaceful.
He looked like he was just sleeping.

Celine’s expression went cold. The meek daughter act vanished.
“You really messed up, brother,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mockery.
She reached out and poked his arm, not gently.

“Because of you, Amelia won,” Celine said to the unconscious man. “She had the video of you
cutting her brakes. Mom and Dad had to pay up to keep her from going to the police.”

Celine leaned closer, her blue eyes gleaming with malice.
“Grandfather Alaric signed the papers today,” she hissed. “He transferred 10% of the
Pharmaceutical company to her. And that’s not all. She now owns 30% of Starlight

Entertainment. She is your boss now, Caleb. So you better wake up soon, or you won’t have a
company left to sing for.”
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(Caleb’s POV)

Darkness. It was heavy and suffocating, like being buried under ten feet of wet earth. I couldn’t
move a finger. I couldn’t open my eyes. My body felt like a stone slab, utterly disconnected from
my mind.

But my hearing was terrifyingly sharp.

Every beep of the heart monitor was a hammer blow. And then, there was her voice. Celine’s
voice. It wasn’t the sweet, melodic tone she used when begging for a new car or a designer dress.
It was sharp, cold, and dripping with venom.

“You had one job, Caleb. One job,” she hissed.

| felt the mattress dip as she sat on the edge of the bed.

“All you had to do was make sure Amelia was dead, and you couldn’t even do that.”



Her words stabbed into my consciousness like ice picks. There was no sadness in her tone. No
worry for her brother lying in a coma. There was only the annoyance of an investor who had lost
money on a bad bet.

“I didn’t spend twenty years perfecting my smile and starving myself into these dresses just to
watch you fumble at the one—yard line,. Celine continued.

She let out a harsh, mocking laugh.

“You and Mom always thought I was just a sweet, naive girl. Idiots. | saw through Mom and
Dad’s little game years ago. I learned from Aunt Lyra. I studied every pack etiquette rule. I
learned which fork to use and how to curtsy to an Alpha King. I never cared about the pack’s
stupid problems. I just wanted to be a Luna of a High Pack.”

I wanted to scream. | wanted to sit up and shake her. But | was frozen.

“I don’t give a damn about Stone River Botanicals,” she spat. “I just want the wealth. I want the
status. But now, because you failed, I’ve upset Rhys. Do you know how hard it is to find a
billionaire Alpha heir? And now he won’t even look at me.”

She leaned closer. I could feel her breath on my face. It didn’t feel warm.

“You’re so much more useful when you’re quiet, Caleb,” she whispered, her voice chilling me to
the bone. “At least now you can’t make things worse.”

My mind reeled. The coldness spread through my spirit.

*1s this the sister | protected?*

Inside my head, my wolf, Noah, let out a low, mournful howl. It was a sound of pure betrayal.
She was a viper. A snake | had held to my chest.

Memories flashed in the darkness. Amelia’s face, desperate and pleading. She had tried to warn
me. She had told me Celine was manipulating us.

*She is a liar, Caleb! Open your eyes!* Amelia had screamed that day.

And what did | do? | slapped her. | pushed my own sister away to protect this monster.

The guilt was a physical pain, sharper than the crash that put me here. Celine had lived like a
princess for twenty years, sheltered by our mother’s crimes. Amelia had suffered in the mud and

cold of Meadow Brook. And I had helped keep her there.

| felt like the biggest fool in the world.



*Let me wake up, | prayed to the Moon Goddess. *Please. Let me wake up so | can fix this.*

But the darkness just pressed down harder. It felt like a punishment. | was forced to listen, to
understand the depth of my sin, unable to do anything but suffer.

(Ethan’s POV)

The hospital corridor was quiet, smelling of antiseptic and old coffee. | walked toward the VIP
wing, my footsteps echoing on the tile.

The elevator doors at the end of the hall slid open. Livia stepped out. She looked terrible. Her
usually perfect hair was messy, and there were deep lines etched around her mouth.

“Mom,” I said, stopping in front of her. “I was coming to check on Caleb.”

Livia let out a long, shuddering sigh. She leaned against the wall for a moment, looking frail.
“He is the same,” she said, her voice hollow. “Celine is in there with him now.”

She rubbed her temples.

“I have to go home, Ethan. I can’t look at those machines anymore today.” She looked up at me,
her eyes dim. “This power struggle... it’s too much. I feel like I’'m drowning. I need to rest.”

“Go,” I said, nodding. “I’ll sit with him for a bit.”

She patted my arm weakly and stepped into the elevator. | watched the doors close, hiding her
defeated face.

I turned and walked toward Caleb’s room.
(Celine’s POV)

I paced the small room, my heels clicking softly.
“Shadow Healer,” I muttered to myself.

The rumor was annoying. If Amelia really was this ‘Lily*, this miracle worker, she might
actually fix Theodore Crimson.

I stopped in front of the mirror and checked my reflection. My skin was flawless. My eyes were
bright.

“It doesn’t matter,” I whispered.

I smoothed my dress over my hips.



“Men are simple creatures,” I told my reflection. “A flash of thigh, a stroke to their ego, and
they’ll sign over their souls.”

If Amelia fixed Theodore, fine. | would just take him from her. A crippled Alpha or a healed
one, they all wanted the same thing in the end. A beautiful, obedient woman on their arm. | could
be that. | could be whatever they wanted.

I grabbed a bottle of imported water from the side table and took a sip. Then, | reached into my
Chanel handbag.

I pulled out a tube of lipstick. It looked like a standard shade of red. | popped the cap. | twisted
the base.

Instead of wax color, a thin, silver needle emerged.

I walked back to the bed. Caleb looked peaceful. Too peaceful. The doctors said his brain
activity was fluctuating. That was dangerous. If he woke up, he might start talking. He might
have heard things.

“Shh, Caleb,” I cooed.

I found the IV port on his arm.

“You’re so much more manageable when you’re quiet,” I said softly. “Don’t look at me like that
-I’m doing us both a favor. You get your beauty sleep, and I get to clean up your mess without

you whining.”

I pressed the plunger. The clear liquid disappeared into his vein. It was a potent nerve
suppressant. It wouldn’t kill him, but it would ensure his ‘coma‘ lasted a good while longer.

Just as the last drop went in, | saw his index finger twitch.
It was a tiny movement. A spasm.

My heart skipped a beat.

*Click.*

The door handle turned.

I yanked the needle out. In one fluid motion, | dropped the lipstick back into my open bag just as
the door swung open.

Ethan stood there. He looked tired, his tie loosened.



“Jesus, Ethan!” I gasped, pressing a hand to my chest. “You scared the hell out of me. Ever heard
of knocking? I was just adjusting his pillows.”

Ethan didn’t answer immediately. His dark eyes flicked from my face to my open handbag
sitting on the chair. The gold clasp glinted under the fluorescent lights.

He frowned. “What were you doing?”
I saw suspicion in his gaze. He was wondering what | had dropped in there so quickly.

I kept my face perfectly calm. | reached out and snapped the bag shut, swinging it over my
shoulder casually.

“What? Looking for a mint? Or are you just admiring my new Chanel?” I asked, raising an
eyebrow.

I smiled and tilting my head.

“Why are you here so late, anyway? I told Mom I had everything under control.”
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(Ethan’s POV)
I held up the white box tied with a silk ribbon.
“I was passing by the French bakery,” I said. “I know how much you love their eclairs.”

Celine looked up from the chair beside Caleb’s bed. Her face was pale, but she managed a weak,
grateful smile.

“Oh, Ethan,” she whispered. “Thank you. You’re so busy, yet you still think of me.”

I pulled a chair close and sat down. She looked exhausted.

“You need to eat,” I said gently.

Celine leaned in, her voice dropping to a low, bitter whisper.

“You won’t believe what the Council decided, Ethan. They’re practically handing the company

keys to Amelia—Stone River Botanicals ten percent and Starlight Entertainment thirty percent.
It’s not just unfair to me, Ethan. It’s an insult to *your* years of work.”



I stood up so fast my chair screeched against the tile floor.
“Thirty percent?” I growled.

I had spent years building Starlight. | barely held ten percent myself. And Amelia, who had just
crawled back from the slums, was getting triple that?

“That is robbery,” I spat. “She is Theodore Crimson’s fiancée. If those shares transfer to her, the
mate bond makes them Crimson assets. My company will belong to that cripple in the North.”

Celine sighed, looking at me with helpless eyes.

“Grandpa Alaric only wanted to give her shares in the pharmaceutical company,” she explained.
“But Theodore Crimson showed up. He pressured everyone. He demanded compensation for the
‘mental distress‘ Caleb caused.”

She shook her head.

“He wanted it all put into a trust fund for Amelia’s mating union. Dad and Grandpa didn’t dare
say no to the Crimson Moon Pack.”

I clenched my fist and slammed it into the wall. Plaster dust rained down onto the floor.

“Damn it!” I shouted. “Alaric is a senile old fool. Sacrificing the pack’s future just to kiss
Crimson ass.”

My chest heaved. | looked at Celine. She looked terrified.
I forced myself to breathe. I couldn’t lose control here.

“Forget the company for now,” I said, smoothing my suit jacket. “I will handle the business.
Your only job is to fix things with Rhys Calder. We need that alliance.”

Celine straightened up. A confident look replaced the fear.

“Don’t worry about Rhys,” she said. “I know exactly which buttons to push. He’ll be back in line
by tomorrow.”

She glanced at Caleb, then back at me.

“We’re the only ones who truly care about Caleb, Ethan. We’re the Stones that matter. Amelia is
just... an outsider.”

I looked at my unconscious brother, then at my sister. The tension in my shoulders eased. She
was right. We had to stick together.



(Author’s POV)

Caleb lay on the hospital bed, his body as stiff as a stone slab, but his mind was terrifyingly
awake.

He roared silently in the darkness of his own skull. He wanted to break through the paralysis and
tear the mask off Celine’s face.

A wave of nausea washed over his consciousness. Just moments ago, this woman was cursing
him to die. Now, she was playing the perfect, devoted sister for Ethan.

“If I hadn’t tried to break the engagement,” Celine sobbed softly, “Amelia wouldn’t have come
back. Caleb wouldn’t be here.”

Caleb screamed internally. *Liar! It’s a lie!*
Ethan pulled Celine into a hug, whispering comfort.
“Don’t blame yourself,” Ethan said.

Caleb felt a mix of despair and rage. As Ethan pulled away to leave, Caleb sensed his brother’s
gaze drift downward.

Ethan was looking at his arm. It was the exact spot where Celine had injected the poison. There
was a tiny, tell-tale red dot on the skin.

*Look closer!* Caleb begged.

He poured every ounce of his willpower into his hand. He just needed one finger to twitch. He
had to show Ethan the truth.

But his body remained dead weight.
(Author’s POV)
Celine caught Ethan’s pausing gaze instantly. Her heart squeezed in her chest.

She moved quickly. With a natural motion, she tucked Caleb’s arm back under the heavy
blanket.

“His hand feels ice cold,” she said, fussing with the sheet. “Need to keep him warm.”

She saw the shadow of doubt still lingering in Ethan’s eyes. She frowned immediately, feigning
annoyance rather than fear.



She rolled up her own sleeve and pointed to a small red mark she had pinched onto her skin
earlier.

“Look at this bruise,” she complained loudly. “These incompetent nurses can’t even find a vein
properly. They bruised me too when taking bloods earlier.”

Ethan glanced at her pale arm. The suspicion in his eyes faded.

“Make sure you file a complaint tomorrow,” he said.

He walked to the door. Celine waited until she heard the elevator ding down the hall.
She locked the door and let out a long breath, leaning back against the wood.

She walked back to the bed and glared coldly at Caleb.

She reached into her handbag and pulled out the modified lipstick case again. The micro—syringe
glinted in the light.

“Better safe than sorry,” she whispered.
She found the vein and pushed a higher dose of the toxin into his system.

She cleaned the site quickly and checked her hair in the mirror. Her face was terrifyingly calm,
as if she had just finished a simple household chore.

*Nothing personal, brother,* she thought. *But there’s only enough room at the top for two of
us. You’re just... taking up space.

(Author’s POV)

Ethan sat in his sedan in the hospital parking lot. His fingers tapped a restless rhythm on the
steering wheel, but he didn’t start the engine.

Outside in the night, the wind howled. Inside, his wolf sent signals of deep unease.

He replayed the scene in the hospital room. Celine’s warmth had felt rehearsed. Her tension was

palpable.

And that moment with the blanket bothered him. She had covered Caleb’s arm too quickly. It
didn’t look like care. It looked like she was hiding evidence.

He suddenly remembered something. Before the car accident, he had asked Caleb to use their
family contacts to investigate Amelia’s missing years. He wanted to know if she had been
targeted by anyone while in exile.



Caleb had never given him a report.
The more he thought about it, the more suspicious it felt.
“I need to see what he found,” Ethan muttered.

He decided he would get Caleb’s phone tomorrow. He needed to check for any unsent messages
or files.

He pulled out his phone and dialed the number of his assistant who handled the dirty work.
“Boss?” the voice answered.

“I need a specialist,” Ethan said, staring grimly at the hospital building.

“What is the target?” the assistant asked.

Ethan was silent for a moment. His eyes were dark.

“I want you to help me steal a lady’s handbag,” he said in a low voice.
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“Okay, I will ask him and give you an answer tomorrow, Alpha.”

The respectful voice of the assistant came through the phone line. Ethan ended the call and
lowered the device. He sat alone in his luxury sedan, parked in the shadows of the hospital
parking lot.

He remained motionless in the darkness for a long time. The silence in the car was heavy. He
waited, breathing slowly, until the restless wolf inside him gradually calmed down. The urge to
tear something apart, to break the steering wheel in his hands, slowly faded away.

Only when his pulse returned to normal did he reach for the ignition. He started the engine, the
headlights cutting through the night, and drove away from the hospital.

Before going to sleep, Amelia received a harassment message from Damien Blackwood, as was
becoming his nightly routine.

This time, it was a web link. The title was sensational and bold: “Red Flags: 10 Signs Your
Damaged Wolf Has Made Your Alpha A Pervert.”



Damien immediately sent a long message following the link.

“Amelia, you need to read this. Theodore’s injury isn’t just physical. He is likely psychologically
twisted because of his disability. A wolf that can’t shift often develops dark urges. He can’t
complete the mating process properly, so he might mentally abuse his partner instead. Don’t ruin
your life just for the pack’s interests. You deserve a whole man.”

Amelia looked at the glowing screen and sneered.

Inside her, the wolf Ava snorted with disdain. Her voice echoed clearly in Amelia’s mind. **“This
weak male is truly both stupid and noisy. Does he think slandering a powerful Alpha can cover
up his own incompetence?*

Amelia agreed completely. Her fingers flew across the screen as she typed a reply.

“Damien, don’t project your own insecurities onto others. Even a crippled Theo is twice the man
you are. Try barking at my door again, and I won’t mind having someone ‘euthanize‘ you.”

After sending this message, she didn’t wait for a response. She directly muted the chat box,
silencing him. Then she threw the phone onto the nightstand and rolled over.

(Theodore’s POV)
The next day at noon, Amelia came to the ward next door to treat me after she finished her lunch.

When she pushed the door open, | was leaning against the headboard, flipping through a
financial magazine. The warm midday sun poured through the window, falling on my shoulders.

Seeing Amelia enter, | smiled and placed the magazine on the bedside table. I pulled up my pant
legs to cooperate with her treatment.

Amelia took out her special obsidian needles from her kit. She sat by the bed and began to
skillfully stimulate the nerve nodes in my legs to clear the energy blockages.

“Is Damien still bothering you?” I asked casually, watching her focused expression.

Amelia shrugged helplessly. She didn’t look up from her work, her hands steady.

“Every night,” she said with a sigh. “He sends me articles about how injured Alphas lose their
fertility and become psychopaths. He keeps hinting that you are a dangerous cripple who can’t

perform.”

I let out a low, bitter chuckle. A hint of playfulness flashed in my eyes. I didn’t expect such
ridiculous rumors to still be circulating in this day and age.

Suddenly, | leaned forward. My eyes locked onto hers, burning with intensity.



“It seems that after we complete the marking ceremony, | must use practical actions to break this
rumor as soon as possible,” I said, my voice dropping an octave. “I need to prove my ability to
everyone. What do you think?”

Amelia’s hand didn’t pause. Instead, she deliberately increased the pressure of her fingers on a
sensitive pressure point.

I grunted softly at the sudden, sharp sensation.

She didn’t blush or look away. She raised an eyebrow, and her gaze boldly swept over my chest
and arms. She leaned in close to my ear, a bad smile playing on her lips.

“Careful, big wolf,” she whispered. “Don’t write checks your body can’t cash. Focus on standing
up first. Then we can talk about... other ‘sports.”

I leaned back against the pillow comfortably, accepting her challenge. The corner of my mouth
hooked up in a wicked arc.

“There is no need to pretend to be serious in front of you,” I said.

Amelia smiled and shook her head, focusing back on my legs. “I really underestimated your
thick skin before.”

“My life was too boring before,” I admitted freely. “Teasing you is a new hobby I’ve developed
while recovering from my injury.”

When the treatment ended, Amelia packed away the obsidian needles into their velvet case.
“How do your legs feel now?” she asked, wiping her hands.

I focused on the sensation and described it truthfully. “There is often a numbness and itching at
the knees. It feels as if a dormant power is reviving in the blood vessels, trying to push through.”

“That is a good sign,” Amelia explained, closing her bag. “It means the nerves and the
werewolf’s self-healing ability are recovering. You can try to lightly touch the ground with the
soles of your feet while someone supports you. Feel the gravity, but don’t put weight on them
yet.”

I nodded seriously. “T will.”

Amelia stood up and stifled a small yawn. She looked down at me with absolute confidence in
her sapphire eyes.

“I guarantee you, Theodore. Within three months, you will stand up again. You will even be able
to shift into your wolf form.”



I looked at her gently. “Go back and rest. You look tired.”

“The engagement party is coming up,” she reminded me before turning to the door. “You’ll be
busy then, so get your rest now.”

I watched Amelia’s figure disappear out the door. As soon as the latch clicked, the smile on my
face vanished instantly.

My long fingers tapped lightly on my thigh. My expression became deep and cold.

In my mind, Logan let out a dangerous, low growl that vibrated through my chest. **“That is our
mate. That fool from the Blackwood pack is too presumptuous.**

I responded coldly in my heart. **Don’t worry. His days are numbered.”*

Since Damien Blackwood was so desperate to court death by harassing my fiancée, I didn’t mind
giving the Blackwood Pack a profound lesson they would never forget.

(Author’s POV)

By evening, all of Amelia’s physical examination indicators were confirmed to be fine.
Seraphina happily went through the discharge procedures for her.

Just as they walked out of the hospital building, stepping into the cool evening air, they ran
head—on into Livia Stone.

Livia was holding a paper cup of cold coffee. She looked exhausted and hagard. She was clearly
there to visit Caleb Stone in the ICU.

Livia saw Amelia walking out in high spirits, looking healthy and radiant. She immediately
thought of her favorite son still lying in a coma, his life uncertain. The resentment in her eyes
almost overflowed.

Amelia saw Livia’s angry gaze. She didn’t look away. instead, she stopped walking. She let go
of Seraphina’s hand and walked straight up to Livia.

She looked the disheveled Livia up and down. A smile full of unmasked mockery appeared on
her face. She locked eyes with Livia.

“Oh, Aunt Livia,” Amelia said, her voice dripping with sweet poison. “You’re just in time. Since
Caleb is busy... being in a coma, maybe you can sign the transfer papers for that 10% share on
his behalf? I don’t want my celebration party to wait too long.”

Hearing this, Livia trembled with anger. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the coffee
cup, nearly crushing it.



She stared deathly at the backs of Amelia and Seraphina as they turned and walked away toward
the parking lot.

She gritted her teeth and cursed in her heart. “You pair of dirty thieves. Don’t be too proud.
Adrian and I will make you lose your reputation sooner or later!”
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(Author’s POV)
The car sped away from the hospital, leaving the heavy atmosphere behind.

Seraphina gripped the steering wheel, a sudden laugh escaping her lips. She glanced at Amelia in
the passenger seat.

“Amelia, you made Livia furious back there,” Seraphina teased, her eyes bright with amusement.
“I swear I heard that poor coffee cup crush in her hand.”

Amelia adjusted her perfect makeup in the rearview mirror. She didn’t look the least bit guilty.

“Honestly, Mom, I did her a favor,” Amelia said, a wicked curve touching her lips. “Her face
was turning a lovely shade of purple—it really brings out her eyes.”

Seraphina shook her head, a look of admiration softening her features. She was glad to see her
daughter had grown sharp claws. In this pack, you needed them to survive.

Amelia pulled out her phone. Her fingers tapped the screen as she dialed Ethan’s number.
The call connected. Amelia’s expression turned cold instantly.

“Is the plot for the moonlight herbs finished?”” she asked, her voice commanding. “Good. Wait
there. I’'m coming to inspect it.”

She hung up without waiting for a reply.
Seraphina frowned slightly, confusion clouding her mind. The hierarchy in werewolf families
was strict. Ethan was one of the potential Alpha heirs. He had always been arrogant and

dismissive of anyone he deemed weaker.

Yet, ever since Caleb’s car accident, Ethan’s attitude toward Amelia had shifted. He was
submissive. Almost fearful.



Seraphina tapped her fingers on the wheel. She wondered what kind of hold Amelia had on him.
It was incredible, like she had cast a spell or held a knife to his throat invisible to everyone else.

Back at the Stone River Pack House, Amelia went straight to her room.

She opened a secure terrarium. Three venomous vipers slithered inside, their scales glistening
under the heat lamp. She dropped food into the tank and watched them strike with deadly
precision.

Once they were fed, she headed to the backyard.

She walked unhurriedly toward the newly designated herb garden. Ethan was already there. He
stood by the fresh soil, his face dark and sullen.

“It’s all here,” Ethan said stiffly as she approached. “Inspect it.”
Amelia walked a slow circle around the plot. The soil had been turned perfectly.
Inside her mind, her wolf, Ava, let out a scornful snort.

*“Look at this once mighty Alpha,*“* Ava growled with amusement. **“He obeys like a lowly
gardener. It is a delightful sight.*“*

Amelia agreed silently. She stepped closer to Ethan. She reached out and brushed a speck of dust
from the shoulder of his expensive suit.

Ethan flinched but didn’t pull away.

“You have a natural talent for digging in the dirt, brother,” Amelia mocked, her voice smooth.
“It suits you better than trying to run a company you’re destined to lose.”

Ethan’s face turned a violent shade of purple. His jaw clenched.

“Shut up,” he hissed through gritted teeth.

Amelia didn’t stop. She circled him like a predator.

“You have no business sense,” she stated bluntly. “You won’t get control of the entertainment
company back. But if you keep acting like a good little puppy, | might hire you as a
groundskeeper.”

Ethan trembled with rage. His fists balled at his sides, but he didn’t dare strike her.

Amelia watched him shake. She decided to test him.



“I’m going to the central auction house tonight,” she said casually. “I need to see what’s on the
market.”

Ethan’s head snapped up. His eyes darted nervously. He was clearly suspicious.

He had been secretly searching for the legendary “Shadow Apothecary” to cure his poison. He
feared Amelia might ruin his plans.

“I’m just browsing,” Amelia added lightly.

“I’m not going with you,” Ethan said quickly, turning to leave. “I have things to do.”
“Wait,” Amelia called out.

Ethan froze. He turned back slowly.

Amelia locked eyes with him. A cruel smile played on her lips.

“You know, Ethan, I had a rat problem last night,” she said softly. “A suicidal little thing tried to
break into my room.”

Ethan went still.

“I almost felt bad,” Amelia continued, letting the words hang in the air. “The traps I set don’t just
kill; they burn through flesh from the inside out. I’d hate for anyone important to melt before the
family reunion.”

Blood drained from Ethan’s face. He turned pale instantly. Cold sweat broke out on his forehead.

He realized how close he had come to a gruesome death. If his thief had touched anything in her
room last night...

He needed to be more careful. The antidote was his only hope.

Ethan didn’t say another word. He turned and limped away as fast as his legs could carry him,
looking like a frightened dog.

Amelia watched his retreating back. She let out a cold sneer and turned away from the garden.
Dinner was simple that evening. The kitchen staff served roast venison seasoned with herbs.

After the meal, Amelia went to the garage. She selected a brand—new sports car, the engine
purring as she started it.

She drove through the city lights to Kane’s Auction House. It was the largest and most exclusive
auction venue in the city.



Valerius Kane, the owner, was waiting near the entrance. When he saw Amelia approach, his
eyes lit up. He hurried over, rubbing his hands together.

“Miss Stone!” Valerius greeted warmly. “I assume you bring more treasures?”
Amelia stepped out of the car. She looked at him coolly.

“What about the rare moonlight herbs I consigned last time?” she asked. “Why haven’t they been
sold?”

Valerius bowed slightly, his expression apologetic but calculating.

“Please understand, Miss Stone,” he explained. “Those herbs are incredibly rare. I am waiting for
the perfect moment. We need the most generous buyers to ensure the price reaches the sky. I
want to maximize your profit.”

Amelia smirked.

“You’re a greedy bastard, Valerius,” she said. “I like that about you.”

Valerius chuckled, taking it as a compliment.

Amelia leaned against her car, her posture relaxed.

“I heard a rumor,” she said, her voice dropping. “Is Ethan Stone asking around about the
‘Shadow Apothecary“?”

Valerius nodded immediately. Information was his business, after all.

“Yes,” Valerius confirmed. “He is offering a heavy price for any lead on that mysterious figure.”
A cunning light flashed in Amelia’s eyes. This was the opening she had been waiting for.

She looked at Valerius, the corner of her mouth lifting.

“Let’s verify that rumor for him,” Amelia commanded. “Tell him the Shadow Apothecary will
make an appearance this weekend. Use one of my herbs as the bait.”

She paused, imagining the scene. A truly evil smile blossomed on her face.

“I want to see the look on his face when he thinks he’s finally won,” she whispered, “right before
I crush him.”
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(Valerius’s POV)
Valerius looked at the young woman before him, and a chill crawled up his spine.

Amelia did not smile gently as he had expected. She leaned back lazily in the chair, twirling a
fountain pen in her fingers. Her eyes were sharp, as if they could see right through his soul.

“Loyalty pays, Valerius. Screw me over, and you won’t just lose the Moon Grass; you’ll lose
your business. Do we have an understanding?”’

Valerius nodded hurriedly, fine beads of sweat seeping out on his forehead.
“Of course, Miss Stone, I understand.”
Amelia put away the pen with a satisfied look. She stood up and smoothed her dress.

She tossed a gold—stamped invitation onto the desk. The movement was casual, like throwing a
bone to a pet.

“Oh, and clear your schedule for Saturday. You might want to see the show at the Crimson
Moon Pack. I’m inviting you to the front row.”

Valerius picked up the invitation with both hands. His heart was a mix of terror and excitement.
He knew this was not just an invitation; it was a display of power.

After respectfully seeing her out, Valerius wiped the sweat from his face. He immediately dialed
Ethan’s number.

“Hello, Ethan. Didn’t you ask me to keep an eye out for that mysterious Shadow Apothecary?”
On the other end of the line, Ethan’s voice instantly became urgent upon hearing the news.
Valerius lowered his voice, feigning mystery. He told him that the Shadow Apothecary had sent
someone to deliver rare moonlight herbs. He added that the Apothecary left a message saying he
would personally attend the auction this weekend.

Ethan was thrilled. He thanked Valerius repeatedly and promised a heavy reward in the future.

Valerius hung up the phone and sneered at the mobile screen.



He thought to himself that Ethan had offended a ruthless character like Amelia. The man could
barely save himself, let alone offer heavy rewards.

Valerius immediately turned around and barked orders to his staff.

“Release the news that the auction house has obtained three rare moonlight herbs.
Announce that one of them will be auctioned this weekend. Make sure the hype is massive.”
The staff nodded vigorously. “Yes, boss!”

(Author’s POV)

Ethan hung up the phone, his heart pounding in his chest. The hand holding the device trembled
slightly.

Finally, there was hope to cure the poison in his body!

He looked forward to the weekend with desperate anticipation. He thought that as long as the
Shadow Apothecary could cure him, he would meet any condition, no matter how harsh.

He believed this was the only way to completely break free from that madwoman Amelia’s
threats. Once he recovered his health, he could focus on dealing with Amelia’s step—by—step
encroachment on their family.

She had already taken thirty percent of Starlight Entertainment’s shares. He absolutely could not
let Amelia succeed in taking the remaining shares!

Amelia returned from the auction house. As soon as she entered the door, she heard her foster
mother Seraphina’s voice.

Seraphina was worrying over the guest list for the engagement ceremony. She asked Amelia if
she should invite those old friends from the Meadow Brook Pack.

Amelia took off her coat casually and handed it to a servant.

“Just send the list of regular neighbors to Grandfather to handle,” she said faintly. “But this list
in my hand... is relatively special. I will send it directly to Theodore’s security team.”

Seraphina and Jaxon exchanged a glance. They both expressed their full support for Amelia.
Jaxon frowned, his tone carrying a trace of worry.
“Amelia, the Crimson family is hosting this engagement ceremony. Although the scale is grand,

I am worried some people might have bad intentions. They might use Theodore’s disability to
make a scene and try to humiliate you both.”



Amelia raised an eyebrow and smiled.

“Let them talk, Dad. A boring engagement party is a crime in itself. If someone wants to make a
scene about Theodore’s legs, I’1l happily break theirs. It’ll liven up the evening.”

Seraphina saw her daughter’s attitude, which seemed to embrace the chaos. A flash of admiration
crossed her eyes. She smiled, shook her head, and urged Amelia to go to her room and rest early.

(Author’s POV)
Seraphina watched Amelia go upstairs. Once the girl was gone, she restrained her smile.
She turned to her mate seriously.

“Remember to hurry up with the shares transfer. Don’t drag it out. I don’t want any mistakes
before Amelia’s engagement ceremony.”

Jaxon nodded solemnly in response.
“I know. I will handle it.”
Back in her room, Amelia took a bath. She sat at her desk wrapped in a bathrobe.

She opened her computer and looked at the screen. It was filled with names that carried
significant weight in Northgate City.

Her fingers tapped lightly and quickly on the keyboard.

In less than half an hour, she had organized this “special” guest list. She sent it directly to
Theodore.

Immediately after, she picked up her phone. With a mischievous mindset, she sent a text message
to Theodore.

“Forwarding my guest list. You might want to double the security budget. Or prepare extra
whiskey. These old guys are a handful.”

In the hospital ward, Theodore received the list from Amelia.
His originally casual expression gradually became solemn.

He read through it carefully. He discovered that several names on the list were old Alphas and
hidden big shots who had once dominated Northgate City but had since retired behind the scenes.

He knew this was absolutely no coincidence.



He thought that since Amelia could manipulate Rhys, the heir of the Calder family, it was not
surprising that she knew other big figures.

He looked at the phone screen. The corner of his mouth hooked up into a playful arc.
This woman really hid herself too deeply.

He couldn’t help but sigh. He wondered what kind of surprise this Wildcat would give him at the
engagement ceremony.

Maybe she really would steal the show and shock everyone.
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(Theodore’s POV)

| stared at the guest list on my phone. Amella had pulled some serious strings. These weren’t just
guests; they were power players from the shadows.

I tapped out a reply to her. “You need to understand something. This engagement party was
supposed to be my coronation. I was going to be named the heir to the Alpha King.”

I paused, looking at my useless legs.
“Now, everyone thinks I’m trash,” I typed. “They think the family is throwing me away. You are
walking into a trap, Amelia. As my fiancée, you will face doubts. The Crimson family will try to

crush you.”

I attached a file. It was an encrypted dossier on the core members of my family. “Read this.
Prepare yourself.”

Her reply came in seconds.

“Sounds fun,” she wrote. “A boring engagement party is a crime. If there’s a conflict, good.
Let’s give them a show.”

| stared at the screen. She was unbelievable. Most women would run. She wanted popcorn.

I chuckled and shook my head. “Just try to keep the body count to zero, alright? I’d hate to clean
up blood on my engagement night.”

A sticker popped up on my screen immediately. It was a cartoon wolf shrugging.



“No promises.”

(Amelia’s POV)

Theodore sent another message asking about my ex, Damien.

Just then, my phone buzzed in my hand.

Speak of the devil.

A text from Damien Blackwood popped up.

“Amelia, this is your last chance,” it read. “Come back to me. If you don’t, I will take legal
action. I’m taking you to the courthouse tomorrow. We will make our bond legal. It will

humiliate the Crimsons and prove to everyone that you still belong to the Blackwood Pack.”

An image loaded below the text. It was a photo of his new ID card. He was showing off his title
as the Blackwood heir.

| felt a laugh bubble up in my chest.

*Does he really think we’d crawl back to his scraps?* Ava snorted in my mind. She sounded
disgusted.

*His brain is clearly smaller than his wolf’s, I told her.

I didn’t ignore him this time. I needed to shut this down. My fingers flew across the keyboard.
“Bold of you to assume I even remember what you look like. New phone, who dis?”’

I hit send. Then | took a screenshot.

I forwarded it to Theodore with a note: “Look at this clown.”

Theodore’s reply was instant. I could practically feel the heat radiating from the phone. It was
pure, angry Alpha possessiveness.

“I’m coming to pick you up. We’re going to the Temple. I’ll mark you tonight so that mutt
knows exactly who you belong to.”

I raised an eyebrow. He was so insecure.
I didn’t offer him gentle comfort. That wasn’t my style.

“Calm down, Wolfy,” I typed back. “I don’t need your mark to know who I belong to. And I
certainly don’t need a ring to prove I’m not interested in garbage. Stay in your bed and behave.”



(Amelia’s POV)
The next morning, sunlight streamed onto the dining table.

I sat with Seraphina, eating bacon and eggs. The black coffee was hot and bitter, just how I liked
it.

My tablet was propped up in front of me. | was reading the file Theodore had sent.

The Crimson family was a snake pit. The power struggles were complex. One name stood out,
marked in red: Uncle Vincent.

He was Theodore’s biggest threat.
I took a sip of coffee. Suddenly, everything made sense. Celine hadn’t just left because Theodore
was crippled. She was smart in a cowardly way. She knew that if Theodore lost his power, there

would be a purge. She didn’t want to be collateral damage.

Seraphina noticed my expression. She reached across the table and covered my hand with hers.
Her eyes were warm but firm.

“Amelia,” she said softly. “No matter how scary that family is, Jaxon and I will be your shield.
We won'’t let anyone bully you.”

I looked up at my adoptive mother. Her concern was genuine.
I smiled. It wasn’t a sweet smile. It was sharp.
I squeezed her hand back.

“I appreciate it, mom. But save the shields for the guests. They’re the ones who are going to need
protection from *me*.”

(Amelia’s POV)

Breakfast was over. My phone buzzed again on the table.

It was Damien. Again.

I didn’t even look at the message. I swiped the notification away.

I closed my tablet. Checking the time, | stood up. Why waste my morning on a madman?

I needed to go to the hospital. I had to check on my “investment.” There were details about
Uncle Vincent in the file that | needed to verify with Theodore in person.



I went into the kitchen. | packed some fresh food into simple Tupperware containers. | slid them
into a plain brown paper bag.

I grabbed my car keys. I didn’t tell Seraphina the specifics.

I wasn’t going to the hospital to play the role of a loving mate. I was going to ensure my ally was
ready for war.

(Amelia’s POV)
The elevator doors opened at the hospital. | stepped out, paper bag in hand.
And there she was. Just my luck.

Celine stood in the hallway. She was holding a fancy takeout bag with the logo of a high—end
restaurant.

She saw me and walked over, blocking my path. Her face was plastered with a fake, sweet smile.
“Amelia,” she said. “How is Theodore? Are his legs recovering?”’
| stared at her. My expression was cold.

Celine didn’t back down. She acted like the bigger person. Her eyes flicked to the plain paper
bag in my hand. A look of disdain crossed her face.

“If you can really heal him, as a ‘family member, I’d be grateful,” she said. “He needs comfort
right now. Poor thing.”

I stopped walking. | looked at her like she was a piece of trash on the sidewalk.

Celine took a step closer. She lowered her voice. Her tone shifted to one of pity.

“Honestly, Amelia, I’'m worried for you. Really. Once Theodore’s legs are fixed and his wolf,
Logan, gets his power back, do you really think he’ll want a low—ranking healer like you? All
your hard work will be for nothing.”

I couldn’t hold it back. I laughed.

I looked her up and down. My eyes were full of mockery.

“Darling, you seem confused. I’'m not the one who needs to worry about being replaced.”

| stepped around her. | reached out and pressed the doorbell for the ward.

1 didn’t look back at her.



“You, on the other hand, are standing outside his door with takeout, begging for scraps like a
stray dog. It’s embarrassing. Have some self—respect.”
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(Amelia’s POV)

I smirked at the fake concern plastered on Celine’s face. It was pathetic.

“Admit it, Celine,” I said, my voice cold. “You are scared to death.”

I took a step toward her. Her smile faltered.

“You are terrified that I will actually heal Theodore,” I continued. “You know that if he walks
again, you will be kicking yourself for the rest of your life. You tossed aside a powerful Alpha
heir like he was garbage.”

Celine opened her mouth to speak, but I cut her off.

“And you completely blew it with Rhys, too,” I added. “Just so you know, when you called him
crying, he put you on speaker. | was right there. | heard everything. He wants nothing to do with
you.”

Celine’s expression went stiff. I knew I had hit a nerve. Adrian and Livia were definitely
pressuring her. They needed her to hook a big fish, and she was failing. She thought she could
just bat her eyelashes and get Theodore back.

“Face it. You aren’t even on the board anymore,” I said ruthlessly. “You are a pawn that got
played. If this plan fails, you are just an adopted daughter with no blood ties. You’ll have to find
a sugar daddy or sell yourself to keep buying those designer bags.”

I tilted my head, feigning sympathy. “As for money? I have enough capital to buy your
ridiculous pride, but [ won’t even waste the effort to open my wallet.”

The elevator dinged. The doors slid open.

I walked in. Celine hesitated, clutching her takeout bag, her face pale. Then she followed me
inside.

The doors closed, trapping us together.

I wasn’t done yet.



“Since you are so desperate to show your face,” I said, glancing at her. “Why not help out at the
engagement party? We are short on staff. You could serve the hors d’oeuvres. You seem very
good at sucking up to people.”

Celine shook with rage. She squeezed the bag in her hand until her knuckles turned white. She
forced a hideous, tight smile.

“I don’t think so,” she hissed.
“Suit yourself,” I shrugged. “You really don’t know how to grab an opportunity.”
The elevator stopped at the sixth floor. | stepped out without looking back.

“You won’t last!” Celine screamed as the doors began to close. “The Crimson family will eat
you alive!”

I kept walking. Her shrill voice was cut off by the metal doors.
(Amelia’s POV)

I pushed open the door to the hospital room. | walked to the bedside and placed the Tupperware
container on the nightstand.

“Eat,” I said. “Seraphina made beef and toast for you.’

Theodore was leaning against the headboard, reading a financial magazine. He put it down
immediately. He looked at me with amusement in his eyes.

“Who upset my fiancée?” he asked.
I sat on the edge of the bed. | opened my bag of herbs and oils to check the nerves in his legs.

“I ran into Celine downstairs,” I grumbled. “Talking to her is a waste of my life. She knows I can
fix your legs. Now she wants to come crawling back.”

Theodore raised his hands in surrender.

“I swear, I never did anything to give her the wrong idea,” he said. “I don’t understand where she
gets the confidence. Why would I be interested in leftovers?”

“Because you are a male,” I said. | poured some aromatic oil onto my hands. | began to massage
his calf muscles to stimulate blood flow. “And she thinks no male creature can resist her

[

‘charm®.

Theodore opened the food container. The smell of roast beef filled the room.



“I have no interest in fake women,” he stated firmly. “Just looking at her makes me lose my
appetite.”

“Why chase her away?” I snorted. “Watching her run around like a headless chicken is my
favorite entertainment lately. She is trying to win back a man who doesn’t care. She is like a rat
with a broken leg.”

I pressed my thumb into a pressure point on his knee.

“Crushing her now is too boring,” I said darkly. “I want to wait until she thinks she has climbed
out of the trap. Then I will stomp her back into the mud.”

Theodore nodded while chewing. “Agreed. Since it is just the two of us, let’s not talk about that
buzzkill.”

I looked at him. He seemed to be carefully choosing his words to avoid annoying me further. |
couldn’t help but chuckle.

*Admit it,* Ava wagged her tail in my mind. *You were marking your territory. But the Alpha is
behaving well.*

Theodore ate his lunch with gusto. He watched me work on his legs. He didn’t know exactly
what Celine had said, but he could taste the sourness in my tone.

To him, the jealousy meant I cared. He thought the lunch tasted extra sweet.
(Celine’s POV)

I fixed my makeup in the hallway mirror before entering Ethan’s room. I needed to look
composed.

When | walked in, Ethan was standing by the window. He was gripping a document tightly. His
brow was furrowed, and he looked like the sky was falling.

“Ethan?” I asked softly. “What are you reading?”

He turned around slowly. His face was dark. He handed me the papers without a word.
I took them. My eyes scanned the first page.

My face went white.

“Oh my god...” I whispered. “Amelia has a past like this? She... she is a psycho.”

“It’s true,” Ethan said, his voice low. “That history is full of blood and violence. She is an
extremely dangerous person.”



My heart skipped a beat. Panic rose in my throat.
“Where did you get this?” I asked quickly.

“It was in an encrypted file on Caleb’s phone,” Ethan explained. “He hired a private investigator
to track Amelia’s past before his accident. The decryption just finished today.”

| felt a cold sweat. That was the day | found out Caleb was investigating me. | was terrified there
would be evidence of me hiring the hitman for the car crash.

“Is there... anything else on his phone?” | asked, trying to sound casual.

Ethan shook his head. “No. Just this background check on Amelia.”

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. I was safe.

I looked down at the document again. The fear in my eyes turned into excitement.

“Look at these records, Ethan,” I said. “She isn’t a socialite. She is a ticking time bomb. A
killing machine with an unstable mind.”

I stepped closer to him. I lowered my voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

“I met Amelia in the parking lot just now,” I said. “I rode the elevator with her. Now that I see
this, it gives me the creeps.”

I looked Ethan in the eye.
“Ethan, think about it. If Alpha Alaric or the Crimson family knew about this? If they knew their

future Luna was a maniac who could snap at any moment and bring disaster to the Pack? Do you
really think they would still let her marry him?”
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(Ethan’s POV)

Celine’s subtle hints were not lost on me. I looked at the document in my hand, my expression
serious.

“The Marking Ceremony is coming up soon,” I said, tapping the paper. “It seems Amelia’s
‘colorful‘ resume from her wandering days needs to be put to good use.”



Celine understood immediately. A satisfied smile spread across her face. | could tell she was
already planning how to ruin Amelia’s reputation in front of all the guests. She wanted Amelia to
be spat on by high society.

My gaze drifted to the designer handbag resting beside Celine.

“Nice bag,” I said, feigning casual interest. “Is it new?”’

“Oh, this?” Celine touched the leather fondly. “Caleb gave it to me for my birthday.”

I smiled, keeping my tone light. “If you ever get tired of that style, just let me know. I’ll buy you
a new one anytime.”

(Ethan’s POV)
The moment Celine left the hospital room, my smile vanished. | immediately called my assistant.

“Arrange for that professional thief to be discharged,” I ordered into the phone. “He needs to act
tonight. The target is Celine’s handbag.”

I hung up and sat back against the pillows. The room was quiet, but my mind was racing.
A chill ran down my spine.

I was starting to feel that my adopted sister wasn’t as simple as she pretended to be. The way she
had just manipulated me, using me as a pawn to target Amelia, sparked a seed of suspicion.

I thought back to the past few weeks. The coincidences. The convenient timing of certain
disasters. A deep fear settled in my gut. | realized | had almost become a sacrifice in her games
without even knowing it.

I tried to tell myself I was overthinking it. She was my little sister. But her recent behavior was
too abnormal to ignore.

I clenched my fist. I had to investigate this thoroughly. I couldn’t trust her blindly anymore. I
certainly couldn’t protect her if she was the one holding the knife.

(Amelia’s POV)

I finished my treatment session and slid into the driver’s seat of my car. My phone buzzed.
It was a text from Theodore: *Celine is here.*

I rolled my eyes and typed back: *Handle it yourself.*

Before I could start the engine, Theodore’s name flashed on the screen. He was calling.



I answered. Immediately, | heard a voice on the other end. It wasn’t Theodore.

“Theodore, please,” Celine’s voice came through, thick with tears. “I was forced to break the
engagement! My adoptive parents pressured me. You have to believe me. I don’t care about the
Crimson family title. I love you for you!”

I leaned back, holding the phone away from my ear.

“Ouch,” I whispered to the receiver. “Subtlety isn’t your strong suit, is it?”

“Stop,” Theodore’s voice cut through the air like a blade. It was cold and filled with disgust.
“Don’t say another word. My ears are being polluted.”

There was a pause. I could imagine Celine’s face turning red.

“I... I will wait for you,” she stammered awkwardly. “’You’ll see the truth eventually.”

I heard the sound of a door closing hurriedly.

“Well?” Theodore asked, his tone shifting to amusement. “Are you entertained?”

I didn’t giggle like a schoolgirl. I sat back like a harsh movie critic.

“I’d give it a solid six out of ten,” I drawled. “Her crying was a bit forced, don’t you think? Next
time, let her finish the monologue. I was getting popcorn.”

Theodore chuckled low in his throat. “I thought you might need some entertainment on your
drive. But I don’t want a next time. Listening to her actually makes me nauseous.”

I hung up the phone, feeling surprisingly good.
*Good,* Ava growled in my mind, sounding satisfied. *He has teeth. | like a mate who bites.*

I smirked. Ava was right. I didn’t just like his face. I liked that he could be just as ruthless as I
was.

(Amelia’s POV)

That night, the air was cool in the backyard. | was kneeling in the soil, tending to my new herb
garden. | carefully planted seedlings that only thrived under moonlight.

Footsteps crunched on the grass behind me.

“Miss Amelia.”



I didn’t look up. I knew that voice. It was the Steward of the West Wing.

“Your aunt, Lyra Drake, has returned for the Marking Ceremony,” he announced stiffly. “She is
waiting for you in the main hall. She demands your presence in ten minutes.”

My hands didn’t stop moving. This was a power play. Lyra wanted to put me in my place
immediately. She obviously didn’t care that I was the true blood heir.

“Tell Ms. Lyra I’'m busy,” I said, patting the earth around a delicate stem. “No time.”
The Steward gasped. He clearly hadn’t expected a rejection.

“Miss Amelia,” he said, his voice dripping with arrogance. “You are clearly just playing with
dirt. If I report this to Ms. Lyra exactly as you said, she will be very unhappy.”

I still didn’t look up. I continued to loosen the soil with my trowel. My voice was calm, but it
carried a deadly chill.

“And you’re playing with fire, speaking to a future Alpha like that,” I said. “These ‘dirt* piles are

worth more than your yearly salary. Now, get off my lawn before | decide to use you as
fertilizer.”
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“I wouldn’t dare,” the steward said, though his tone suggested otherwise. He adjusted his gold—
rimmed glasses, looking down his nose at me. “I am simply speaking the truth and kindly

reminding Miss Amelia not to be too arrogant.”

I looked at him. His polite words were dripping with disdain. It was obvious whose dog he was.
He had the same superior attitude as Adrian and Livia.

I slowly peeled off my gardening gloves. | took a step toward the middle—aged man.

He smirked, the corner of his mouth twitching upward. He probably thought I was going to
apologize or back down.

*Smack!*

My hand connected hard with his cheek. The sound was crisp and loud in the quiet yard. His
glasses flew off his face and landed in the grass. He stumbled back, clutching his face in shock.



| stood over him, looking down.

“Who gave a subordinate wolf the right to lecture an Alpha?” I asked, my voice cold. “You
forget your place.”

He gaped at me, his face turning red.

“You can go back and tell Lyra Drake something for me,” I continued. “Even if I’'m just playing
with dirt here, I don’t have time for her. If she wants to see me, she can drag herself over to the
East House.”

| tossed my dirty gloves at his feet. They landed on his polished shoes.

“And start packing your bags,” I added. “You won’t be working for the Stone family much
longer.”

The steward scrambled to pick up his glasses. He glared at me with pure venom in his eyes as he
turned to leave.

“Pah!” I heard him mutter under his breath as he walked away. “Just an uneducated stray wolf.
Alpha Alaric will kick you out of the Pack like trash sooner or later.”

My eyes narrowed. I focused my energy. I didn’t need to touch him.
I released a burst of pressure.
*Thud!™

An invisible force slammed into his back. He went flying forward and face—planted hard into the
dirt. He groaned, writhing in pain.

*That mongrel only deserves to bark at the air,* Ava growled in my mind, her tail flicking with
contempt. *If you want, | can rip his throat out right now. That will shut him up.*

*Not yet,* I told her. *He’s not worth the blood on our claws.*
I turned around and walked back into the house, leaving him groaning in the mud.

I walked into the living room. My adoptive mother, Seraphina, was sitting on the sofa. My
adoptive father, Jaxon, was reviewing some documents nearby.

“Mom,” I asked, sitting down opposite her. “What is our relationship like with my aunt, Lyra
Drake?”

I recounted the conflict that had just happened in the herb garden. I didn’t leave out the slap or
his insults.



Jaxon’s face darkened immediately. He slammed his file shut.

“The servants from the second brother’s house are getting too bold,” he growled. “No respect for
the hierarchy.”

Seraphina sighed and put down her book. She looked tired just hearing the name.

“Your aunt Lyra and I... our relationship is at a freezing point,” she admitted. “She has always
looked down on your father.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because Jaxon is the eldest son but has no ambition to fight for the Alpha position,” Seraphina
explained. “And because I didn’t give birth for many years. Lyra tried to convince Jaxon to break
our mate bond multiple times. She wanted him to find a new mate who could produce heirs.”

Jaxon reached out and held Seraphina’s hand tightly. “I refused. Every time.”

“That made her hate us even more,” Seraphina said with a sad smile. “But she loves Adrian’s
family. Especially Celine.”

I nodded slowly. It was making sense.
“She thinks Celine is the perfect example of a high—born lady,” Seraphina continued. “Lyra
poured a lot of resources into Celine. She paid for etiquette classes, introduced her to high

society. She treats Celine like her own masterpiece.”

“So,” I said, leaning back. “She’s back for the Marking Ceremony, but her real goal is to back
Celine up. She wants to put me, the real daughter, in my place.”

“Exactly,” Seraphina said. “She invited you alone to bully you. You did the right thing by
refusing to go.”

“If she dares to cause you trouble,” Jaxon said, his voice firm, “you tell us immediately. We are
your family.”

“I understand,” I said. “I won’t let her walk all over me.”

Back in my room, | pulled out my phone. | needed to deal with that steward. | dialed Ethan’s
number.

“What is it?”” Ethan’s voice came through the speaker. He sounded impatient, bordering on
aggressive.

I raised an eyebrow. That was new. Usually, the fear of death kept him polite.



“I want you to fire a steward,” I said directly. “The one with the gold glasses from the West
Wing. He disrespected me.”

“Why should 1?”” Ethan shot back. “He has served the Pack House for nearly ten years. ’'m not
firing a loyal servant just because you threw a tantrum.”

I let out a cold laugh. “Are you really going to defy me over a servant?”

“I’m the CEO of Starlight Media and the eldest son,” Ethan said, his voice dripping with
arrogance. “l don’t take orders from you on how to run the household staff.”

He sounded surprisingly confident. Too confident.

“Ethan,” I said, my voice dropping lower. “Are you planning on skipping your antidote next
week?”

There was a pause, and then he laughed. It was a mocking sound.
“Amelia, stop bluffing. I don’t believe you’d actually dare to poison me to death,” he sneered. “If

I die, Grandfather Alaric and my parents will know it was you. You might escape human laws,
but you can’t escape the Pack’s revenge laws. You value your life too much to trade it for mine.”

*Click.*

He hung up on me.

| stared at the phone. A playful smile tugged at the corners of my lips.

He must think he’s found a way out. He probably believes he’s close to buying the antidote from
the ‘Shadow Apothecary‘—which is me. That’s the only reason he’d have the guts to talk to me

like that.

“Enjoy your confidence while it lasts, big brother,” I whispered to the empty room. “The harder
you act now, the more pathetic you’ll look when you’re begging on your knees later.”

My phone buzzed in my hand. | glanced at the screen. It was a message from Damien.
* Amelia, we need to talk. I know you’re just acting out because you still love me...*
I didn’t even read the rest. I swiped the notification away without a second thought.
(Ethan’s POV)

I tossed my phone onto the desk and leaned back in my chair. A rush of adrenaline surged
through me.



For the first time since Amelia returned, | felt like I was in control. It felt good to hang up on her.
It felt amazing to deny her.

My wound still throbbed slightly, but the pain seemed less intense now. The hope of a cure was a
powerful painkiller.

“Just you wait, you wild brat,” I muttered. “Once I get that antidote, I’'m done with you. I’ll show
you who really runs this Pack.”

I was already picturing the look on her face when she realized she had no leverage left.
A knock at the door interrupted my thoughts.

“Come in,” I called out.

The door opened, and my personal assistant walked in.

He walked over to my desk and placed the bag down gently.

“Alpha,” he said, bowing his head slightly. “The task you assigned is complete. The professional
we hired was successful. This is the bag you wanted stolen.”
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Ethan rifled through the stolen leather bag with frantic hands. He needed to know what secrets
Celine was hiding. He pushed aside a few papers and his fingers brushed against a soft leather
notebook.

He pulled it out. It was a diary. He recognized the handwriting immediately. It was Celine’s.

He opened it, intending to just glance at a page, but he found himself reading intently. The
entries were a detailed record of her recent emotional turmoil.

Page after page, Celine poured out her heart. She wasn’t jealous of Amelia. She was terrified.
She wrote that she feared she wasn’t good enough to be accepted by the true Alpha bloodline.

Ethan frowned as he reached the entry about the conflict in the garden.
Celine described Amelia as a “ticking time bomb.” She wrote that she had only gone to greet her

sister, but Amelia had snapped. According to the diary, Amelia’s eyes had gone wild, like a
beast, before she slapped Celine without warning.



*I was so scared,* the entry read. *I couldn’t even move. I just froze. And when Caleb tried to
stop her, she kicked him like he was a ragdoll.*

Ethan’s chest tightened.

He flipped forward. The later pages were filled with anxiety about his broken leg. Celine wrote
about begging people for help, trying desperately to find the legendary “Shadow Healer” named
Lily for him.

He reached the final entry. The ink looked fresh.

*I think I found out about Amelia’s past,* Celine wrote. *She was a Rogue. She has a dark
history. | have to tell the family at the engagement party. They might hate me for ruining the
mood, but | have to protect the Stone family. If | could, | would give my life to wake Caleb up.*

Ethan’s hands shook violently. The diary slipped from his fingers and hit the desk.

Guilt washed over him like icy water. He had doubted her. He had actually believed Amelia’s
insinuations for a moment. He felt like the worst brother in the world.

He slammed his hand on the intercom button.
“Get in here,” he barked at his Beta.
The door opened instantly.

“Go to the family vault,” Ethan ordered, his voice thick with emotion. “Get the ancestral
moonstone jewelry set. The full set. | want it wrapped and delivered to Celine immediately.”

Across town, the air in the private hospital room smelled of antiseptic and expensive flowers.
Celine lounged on the plush sofa, a tablet balanced on her knees.

She scrolled through a luxury jewelry website, her blue eyes scanning the diamond necklaces
with bored detachment.

“I wonder what he’ll send,” she murmured to herself. A smirk played on her lips. “After reading
that tear—jerker of a diary, he’ll probably empty the vault.”

She knew Ethan had been suspicious. That was why she planted the diary. It was too easy.

She set the tablet down and walked over to the hospital bed. Caleb lay there, pale and motionless.
The machines beeped in a steady rhythm.

Celine looked down at him. There was no love in her eyes. Only cold calculation.



“You know, Caleb,” she said softly, smoothing a wrinkle on his sheet. “To be honest, you and
Ethan are adorably stupid. You’re both wrapped around my finger.”

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper.
“I’ve known since I was twelve that [ wasn’t Adrian’s daughter,” she confessed to the
unconscious man. “My real father was a piece of trash. A greedy Rogue who kept blackmailing

me. | had to be perfect. I had to be the princess so the Stones would never let me go.”

She laughed lightly. “Look at what I’ve achieved. Ethan broke his leg for me. You’re in a coma
for me.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick. She twisted the bottom, but instead
of makeup, a small needle popped out. It was filled with a dark, viscous purple liquid.

Liquid Wolfsbane. High concentration.
She expertly injected it into Caleb’s IV line.
“This will keep your wolf, Noah, fast asleep,” she said soothingly. “No self—healing for you.”

Deep inside his mind, Caleb’s consciousness screamed. He roared in silent fury, thrashing
against the darkness, but he couldn’t move a muscle. He could only listen as the viper spoke.

“Don’t worry,” Celine patted his cheek. “I’ll get revenge on Amelia for you.”
(Amelia’s POV)
The next morning, the atmosphere in the living room was thick enough to cut with a knife.

I walked down the stairs, sensing the tension immediately. Seraphina was sitting on the sofa, her
posture stiff. Opposite her sat a woman I hadn’t met.

She was dressed in expensive silks, dripping with gold. She had the arrogant air of someone who
had been in power for a long time.

“Amelia,” Seraphina said, her voice tight. “This is your Aunt, Lyra Drake. From the Drake
Pack.”

Lyra turned her sharp eyes on me. She looked me up and down with obvious distaste.

“So this is the niece who just came back?” Lyra scoffed. “You act high and mighty for a stray. I
sent for you last night, and you didn’t even show your face.”

I didn’t stop walking. I moved past her and sat on the sofa opposite them. I didn’t even look at
her. | focused on adjusting my cuff.



“I’m sorry, who are you again?” I asked, my voice bored. “I don’t make a habit of entertaining
strangers who demand my presence. Especially those with cheap perfume.”

Lyra’s face turned a violent shade of red. She shot to her feet, her finger pointing accusingly at
me.

“You uneducated brat!” she shrieked. “Seraphina, look at what you raised!”

*Let me rip her throat out,* Ava growled in my head. The wolf was pacing, agitated by the
disrespect.

I didn’t silence her. Instead, I let a sliver of Ava’s power leak out.

My eyes flashed gold. A heavy, predatory aura flooded the room. | stood up slowly and took a
step toward Lyra, invading her personal space.

She froze, her eyes widening.

“Careful, Auntie,” I whispered, a low growl threading through my words. “My mother is too
polite to say it, but I’'m not. Keep barking, and I might just bite.”

Lyra stumbled back a half—step, intimidated by the raw Alpha power rolling off me.

Seraphina stood up then. She moved between us, but she didn’t face me. She faced Lyra.

“She’s not uneducated, Lyra. She just has higher standards than you,” Seraphina said. Her voice
was calm but hit like a hammer. “And she’s right-you don’t demand an Alpha heir’s presence
like she’s a servant. You are the one being disrespectful here.”

Lyra gaped at her, stunned.

“Where is the meek woman I used to know?”” Lyra spat. “When did you become so sharp—
tongued?”

Seraphina smiled faintly. There was steel in her eyes I hadn’t seen before.

“I have Amelia to thank for that,” Seraphina replied. “I used to think backing down would bring
peace. But now I understand. In our world, if you are too weak, you just get eaten alive.”
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“So, Lyra,” Seraphina said, her voice dropping to a frigid temperature I hadn’t heard before.
“Why are you really here? You didn’t come all this way just to drink my tea.”

Lyra smoothed the skirt of her expensive silk dress. She tilted her chin up, looking down her
nose at me even though she was sitting.

“I came to congratulate my niece on her upcoming engagement, of course,” Lyra said, though the
word ‘congratulate® sounded like she was spitting out a lemon seed. “I wanted to see the famous
‘pure blood‘ daughter everyone is whispering about. [ wanted to see if she lives up to the hype.”
I didn’t blink. I just stared at her.

“If you were so eager to see me, why didn’t you attend the welcome banquet?” I asked.

Lyra waved a manicured hand dismissively. “I was busy. Important social engagements in the
Drake Pack.”

“Right,” I said dryly.

“I tried to visit last night,” Lyra snapped, her eyes narrowing. “But the servants said you were
out in that dilapidated greenhouse. Digging in the dirt like a peasant. You wouldn’t even come
inside to greet your aunt.”

She let out a harsh, mocking laugh.

“I suppose that’s what happens when you grow up as a Rogue,” she sneered. “You lose all sense
of propriety. You have absolutely no manners.”

Seraphina shot to her feet. Her maternal instincts flared, and she moved to block Lyra from me,
like a wolf guarding her pup.

“That is enough, Lyra,” Seraphina warned.

I reached out and placed a hand on my mother’s shoulder. I gave her a reassuring look.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I said softly. “I can handle this.”

| stepped around Seraphina. | walked right up to Lyra, invading her personal space. | was taller
than her, and I used every inch of it. I looked down into her eyes, letting a flash of my wolf’s

wild nature surface.

Lyra flinched, but held her ground.



“No manners, Aunt Lyra?” I asked, my voice calm but heavy with pressure. “Let me tell
something. The Rogue life taught me how to survive when the whole world wanted me dead. It
taught me how to identify poison and how to kill before I was killed.”

I leaned in closer. She smelled of fear and overpriced perfume.

“And what did living in this mansion teach you?” I continued. “How to match your shoes to your
handbag? How to gossip at tea parties? I know exactly which skill set keeps you alive. longer.”

Lyra’s face paled. She stumbled back a step, overwhelmed by my aura.

“You... you are insolent!” she hissed, trying to regain her composure. “Don’t think you can
bully me just because you have Alpha blood. I’'m here to warn you.”

“Warn me?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Ever since you came back, this family has been cursed,” Lyra spat, counting off on her fingers.
“Caleb is in a coma. Ethan is crippled. Celine’s reputation is in shreds. You are a disaster,
Amelia.”

She took a breath, her eyes darting around the room before landing back on me.

“And now I hear Father is giving you control of Starlight Entertainment and the Botanicals?”
She let out a scoff of disbelief. “Just because you claimed you could get a deal with the Calder
Pack? It’s laughable.”

She crossed her arms over her chest.

“My mate, Caleb Drake, has deep connections within the Calder family,” she bragged. “He
hasn’t heard a whisper about any cooperation with a nobody like you.”

I almost laughed out loud.

“Your mate’s connections?” I asked, a smirk playing on my lips. “Who does he know in the
Calder Pack? The gardener? Or maybe the butler? Because if he actually knew anyone
important, Adrian would have secured that partnership ten years ago.”

Lyra’s face turned a blotchy red. “How dare you!”

I reached out and picked up a delicate crystal ornament from the coffee table. | tossed it lightly in
the air and caught it.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” Lyra threatened, her voice shaking with rage. “One wrong move,
and you’ll be kicked out of this house. You’ll be a stray dog again.”

| stopped tossing the crystal. I slammed it back onto the table.



*Bang.*

The sound echoed in the silent room.

“Kicked out?” I said, my voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “Let’s get one thing straight,
Lyra. I don’t live here because Grandfather allows it. | hold 30% of the shares in Starlight
Entertainment. I hold 10% of Stone River Botanicals.”

Lyra’s jaw dropped.

“I don’t need a guest room,” I said coldly. “I own the foundation this house is built on.”

“You’re lying,” Lyra gasped. “That’s impossible. Father would never give you that much
power.”

“Did Adrian and Livia forget to mention it?” I asked innocently.

“I’m going to ask Father right now!” Lyra shouted, spinning around. “He’s gone senile! This is
insane!”

“Ask me what?” a booming voice cut through the air.
Lyra froze. She looked like a balloon that had just been pricked.

Grandfather Alaric stood at the entrance of the living room. He walked in slowly, his cane
tapping rhythmically on the floor. He sat down in the main armchair, his expression unreadable.

Lyra rushed over to him.
“Father!” she cried out. “Is it true? Did you really give this... this girl all those shares?”
Alaric looked at her coldly. “Do you have an objection?”

“Of course I have an objection!” Lyra shrieked. “I am your own daughter! I didn’t get a single
share! And she just walks in from the woods and gets everything? It’s a slap in the face!”

“Why is it unfair?” Alaric asked calmly.
“Because I'm family!” Lyra yelled.

“And what value do you bring to the pack?” Alaric asked. His voice was devoid of emotion.
Lyra stammered. “I... I married into the Drake Pack! I am the mate of the Alpha’s second son!

The Drake family has supported us financially for years!”



“We don’t need money,” Alaric said dismissively. “We need power. We need connections to the
top tier. Has your marriage helped us get a meeting with the Calder Pack? Has it helped us
expand into the capital?”

Lyra opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

“You married well,” Alaric said harshly. “But you only used it to buy yourself jewelry and throw
parties. You bring nothing to the table.”

I leaned back in my chair, crossing my arms. | watched Lyra squirm. It was pathetic, really. She
was fighting for scraps while | was building an empire.

I let out a small, mocking snort.

Lyra’s head snapped toward me. The sound seemed to break the last of her restraint.
“I do have value!” Lyra shouted, desperate to prove him wrong. “I can help the pack!”
Alaric raised an eyebrow. “How?”

Lyra puffed out her chest, looking triumphant.

“My mate, Caleb Drake, just received word,” she announced proudly. “Rowan Calder is
returning to Northgate City tomorrow.”

She pointed a shaking finger at me.

“My mate can arrange a meeting between Adrian and Rowan Calder,” she declared. “He has the
connections. That is real help. It’s much more reliable than the empty lies of this naive little
girl.”

I bit my lip to keep from laughing.

I looked at Lyra’s smug face. She really thought she had won. She thought Rowan Calder was
coming back to town to do business.

*Oh, Auntie,* | thought, amusement bubbling in my chest. *You have no idea.*
Rowan wasn’t coming back to talk to Adrian. He wasn’t coming back for business at all.

He was coming back for my engagement party. He was coming back to make sure the Stone
family didn’t dare mistreat me.

I smiled at her. A genuine, predatory smile.

“Is that so?” I said softly. “Well, good luck with that.”
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“What are you laughing at?” Lyra let out a sharp, angry cry. Her voice cracked with indignation.
I didn’t even blink at my aunt’s sudden outburst. I sat back on the plush sofa, looking completely
at ease. | lifted my hand and inspected my freshly manicured nails, looking for any microscopic

imperfections.

“Lyra, darling, let’s be realistic,” I said, my voice dripping with boredom. I didn’t even look at
her face.

“Rowan Calder is indeed returning to Northgate City tomorrow,” I admitted, lowering my hand.
I finally looked up at her, my expression filled with pity.

“But your mate? Caleb Drake?” I shook my head slowly. “He is a glorified benchwarmer in the
Drake family. Do you really think he has the pull to send a top—tier Alpha like Rowan to a
meeting? That is just embarrassing.”

Lyra’s face turned a violent shade of red. The veins in her neck bulged.

I reached for my wine glass on the table. | swirled the red liquid, watching it dance against the
crystal.

“And as for changing names?” I scoffed, taking a small sip. “Save it. I was born a Stone. You are
the one desperate to plaster your mate’s last name on your forehead just to feel important.”

Lyra was trembling with rage now. She took a step forward, her eyes manic. She looked like she
wanted to slap me, but my earlier display of aura held her back.

“Fine,” she hissed, her voice shaking. “Since you are so confident.”
She pointed a shaking finger at the floor between us.

“If my mate succeeds in getting an appointment with Rowan Calder, you will kneel right here,”
she declared venomously. “You will submit to me in front of everyone.”

Her eyes narrowed, gleaming with greed.

“And if the Drake family facilitates the cooperation between Stone River Botanicals and the
Calders, you forfeit your right to inherit any shares.”



Seraphina stepped forward immediately. Her face was pale.

“That is absurd! I won’t allow-"

I cut her off with a calm look. I placed a hand on her arm.

“It’s fine, Mom,” I said softly.

I turned my sharp gaze back to Lyra. The playfulness was gone from my eyes.

“I’1l take the bet on kneeling,” I said, my voice dropping to a chilly tone. “Seeing you grovel is
on my bucket list, after all.”

Lyra looked triumphant for a split second before | continued.
“But my shares?” I laughed dryly. “That is not up for negotiation. Those aren’t snacks for
scavengers like you to fight over. If you dare to touch my money, we are going to have a big

problem.”

Lyra realized she couldn’t touch my existing property. She ground her teeth. She spun around to
face Grandfather Alaric, who was watching with interest.

“Father,” she pleaded. “If I make this happen, Adrian and I deserve a reward.”

Alaric sat in the main chair, his face impassive. He enjoyed seeing us fight. To him, conflict bred
strength.

“If the cooperation succeeds through your mate,” Alaric said slowly. “I will transfer another 10%
of Stone River Botanicals to your branch.”

Lyra beamed. She looked at me with pure malice.

“Deal,” she said.

I smirked. Watching these greedy clowns perform was better than TV.
Lyra took Alaric’s arm, ready to march out like a conquering queen.

“Don’t leave just yet, Auntie,” I called out. My voice was lazy but carried a heavy threat. “High
stakes go both ways.”

Lyra froze. She turned back, glaring at me.

I stood up from the sofa. | walked toward her slowly, letting my Alpha aura leak out just enough
to make the air heavy.



“If Caleb Drake fails to get Rowan,” I said clearly.

I paused for effect, standing toe—to—toe with her.

“And notice I said *when*, not *if*.”

| pointed at the floor beneath her expensive heels.

“You will fire Adrian’s arrogant butler immediately. And you will kneel right here.”

I gestured to the spot.

“You will submit to me,” I said coldly. “And you will apologize for wasting my oxygen.”

Lyra’s eyes went wide. Her mouth hung open. For a high-society lady to kneel to a ‘country
bumpkin® was worse than death.

She opened her mouth to refuse.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, tilting my head mockingly. “Don’t you have faith in your mate? Or
do you know deep down he has no voice in the Drake family?”

The insult hit home. Her pride wouldn’t let her back down now. Her face twisted in anger.

“It’s a deal!” Lyra spat through gritted teeth. “Just wait until you are ruined, you uncultured
stray!”

Alaric nodded, looking satisfied with the outcome.

“Good,” he grunted. “This is how a Stone should act. Ruthless.”

He looked at me with his sharp grey eyes.

“Prepare for your Marking Ceremony tomorrow,” he ordered. “Don’t embarrass us.”

He turned and walked out. Lyra gave a haughty huff, shot me one last glare, and followed him,
her nose in the air.

The room went quiet. The tension slowly dissipated.
Seraphina rushed over to me, grabbing my hands. Her palms were sweating.

“Amelia,” she whispered, anxiety lines etching her forehead. “The Drake family does have
business ties. What if they actually manage it?”

“Relax, Mom,” I said.



I pulled out my phone from my pocket. I dialed a number and hit the speaker button.
“Let’s ask the man himself,” I said, holding the phone up.

The phone rang twice before connecting.

“Amelia?” Rowan’s warm, familiar voice filled the room.

“Rowan, quick question,” I said, adjusting my collar casually. “There are some pests here who
think they have an appointment with you. Name is Caleb Drake?”

I laughed softly. “I told them they were dreaming.”

A loud, hearty laugh came from the phone. It sounded genuinely amused.

“Caleb Drake? Who is that?”” Rowan asked. “Sounds like a nobody. I’ve never heard of him.”
Seraphina gasped softly, her hand covering her mouth. Her eyes went wide.

“Listen to me, kid,” Rowan continued, his voice firm. “I am coming to Northgate City for one
reason. You and your ceremony. As for that bastard Adrian? | have zero interest in talking
business with him.”

Seraphina stared at the phone, then at me.

The fear in her eyes melted away. It was replaced by a look of relief. And then, slowly, pride.

She finally realized I wasn’t the little girl who needed protection anymore. I was the one holding
the cards.

“I figured as much,” I said into the phone, smiling at my mother.
“Oh, one more thing, Amelia,” Rowan’s tone shifted. It became serious.

“My patrol team in Meadow Brook reported something,” he said. “A few days ago, someone was
sneaking around the territory.”

My smile faded. My eyes narrowed.

“They were trying to dig up dirt on your past,” Rowan explained. “My guys chased them off
with some vague answers, but they were persistent.”

Seraphina looked worried again. “Someone is investigating you?”

“Thanks, Rowan,” I said calmly. “I’ll handle it.”



I hung up the phone.
“Don’t worry,” I told Seraphina. “It’s nothing I can’t fix.”

But inside, my mind was racing. I didn’t need to guess who it was. This had Caleb Stone written
all over it. Or maybe Ethan.

If they wanted to play dirty, | would bury them.

Later that afternoon, | sat in the back of the car. | was heading to the hospital to treat
Theodore.

I pulled out my phone and opened my secure messaging app. | typed a message to Silas.
I didn’t want just names. [ wanted ammunition.

*Find out who was sneaking around Meadow Brook.*

I paused, my thumbs hovering over the screen. My reflection in the dark glass looked cold. Then
| typed the rest.

*And Silas? Don’t just get me a name. I want leverage. Make them regret asking questions.*
I hit send.
The reply came back instantly.

*On it, Boss.*
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| stepped toward the elevator bank at the hospital, my heels clicking rhythmically against the
polished floor.

Of course, peace was too much to ask for. Standing there were the three witches of my personal
Macbeth: Celine, Livia, and my lovely Aunt Lyra.

Livia spotted me instantly. She straightened her spine, puffing out her chest like a peacock trying
to assert dominance.



“Lyra,” Livia said loudly, her voice echoing in the quiet hallway. “What do you think of this
daughter we found? Quite a specimen, isn’t she?”

Lyra turned her gaze on me. Her eyes raked over my outfit with open disdain.

“Honestly, Livia?” Lyra scoffed. “She looks like she was raised by wolves in a barn. No
manners. No class. Just a wild, uncultured little stray who doesn’t know the first thing about
Pack rules.”

Celine stood beside them, silent but beaming. Her eyes danced with gloating delight.

I didn’t get angry. Instead, I felt a cold calm settle over me.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out a surgical scalpel. It was pure silver.

| flipped the blade through my fingers. It spun in a blur of motion, catching the harsh hospital
lights. The metal glinted with a cold, lethal promise.

Silver. The one thing every werewolf feared.
| took a slow, deliberate step toward Livia.

“Keep barking, Lyra,” I said, my voice low and dangerous. “My wolf has been incredibly bored
lately.”

I let the scalpel dance over my knuckles.

“She is practically begging to tear into some fresh meat,” I whispered. “Or maybe I should just
use this silver blade to stitch your mouths shut permanently?”

Livia flinched. Her eyes locked onto the silver blade. She remembered the pain from the last time
I used silver on her. The color drained from her face, leaving her pasty and gray. She clamped
her mouth shut instantly.

In my mind, Ava wasn’t just growling. She was pacing back and forth, her claws scraping
against the floor of my psyche.

*Let us at them,* Ava urged, her voice vibrating with excitement. *Just one bite.*

Lyra, however, didn’t share Livia’s traumatic memories. She sneered at her sister—in—law’s fear.
“Pathetic,” Lyra muttered to Livia. Then she turned her glare on me, puffing herself up. “You
think a little knife scares me? My mate is from the Drake Pack. We have power you can’t even

dream of.”

I let out a short, cold laugh.



“Save it,” I said, cutting her off. ““Your mate, Caleb Drake? He is a glorified spare tire.”
| stepped closer to her, invading her personal space.

“He is the second son,” I reminded her brutally. “Not the Alpha. Not the heir. He doesn’t even
have a voice at the dinner table. Don’t project your insecurities onto me, darling.”

Lyra’s face turned a violent shade of red. I had hit the bullseye.

“You arrogant brat,” she hissed. “And you think you’re safe? You are engaged to Theodore
Crimson. A cripple!”

She laughed, a harsh, grating sound.

“Don’t think that ring makes you royalty,” she spat. “An Alpha with a broken wolf will never
inherit the title. You bet on a losing horse.”

I raised an eyebrow, looking at her with pity.

“About love?” I asked mockingly. “Please. I chose Theo because he is a born king, legs or no
legs.”

I leaned in, my voice dropping to a whisper.

“You chose Caleb because he was the only option left on the shelf. That is the difference
between us.”

Lyra opened her mouth to scream, but | held up a finger.

“Save your energy for tomorrow,” I said coldly. “I am really looking forward to seeing on your
face when you kneel before me. Don’t disappoint me.” the look

Lyra was shaking with rage now. Her hands balled into fists at her sides.

“You will be the one kneeling,” she ground out through gritted teeth. “I swear it.”
The elevator dinged. The doors slid open.

We all stepped inside. The air in the small metal box was thick enough to choke on.
As the doors closed, | turned my head slightly toward Livia.

“How is my brother?” I asked casually. “Caleb. Is he still playing Sleeping Beauty?”

“None of your business,” Livia snapped.



I glanced at Celine. She was staring straight ahead, her jaw tight.

“You know, I could wake him up,” I said, examining my fingernails. “I have skills that those
expensive quacks you hired don’t possess.”

I paused, letting the silence stretch. Then | looked sharply at Celine.
“But looking at Celine’s face...” | mused. “Maybe she prefers him in a coma.”
Celine’s spine went rigid. A flash of pure panic darted through her eyes before she masked it.

“What do you say, Livia?” I asked. “Do you want to let your daughter—in—law turn your son into
a vegetable? Or do you want to be a useful mother for once in your miserable life?”

Livia hesitated. She looked at me, then at Celine. For a second, | saw hope war with suspicion in
her eyes.

“Don’t listen to her,” Lyra whispered venomously. “It’s a trap. She probably wants to poison
him.”

Livia’s face hardened again. Her paranoia won out.

“Stay away from my son,” Livia ordered.

I shrugged. The elevator arrived at my floor.

“Suit yourself,” I said as I walked out. “It’s your son’s funeral, not mine.”

I didn’t look back as the doors closed on them.

I walked down the corridor toward Theodore’s room. Up ahead, the door opened.
Ronan Crimson stepped out.

He didn’t see me at first. His face was a mask of dark, twisted fury. A terrifying aura of
suppressed bloodlust radiated off him. It was a stark contrast to the submissive, gentle brother act
he usually played.

Then he looked up.

In a split second, the darkness vanished. He plastered a fake, polite smile onto his face.

“Amelia,” he said smoothly. “Good to see you.”

I looked down at his hand. He was holding a paper bag from a high—end steakhouse.



“Let me guess,” I said, a smirk tugging at my lips. “He didn’t even let you in?”
Ronan’s grip on the bag tightened.

“That steak looks cold, Ronan,” I mocked. “Just like your attempts to suck up to him. Bloody
and boring.”

Ronan’s smile froze. His eyes narrowed, assessing me.
“He told you,” Ronan said flatly. “About the family.”

“Theo has no secrets from me,” I replied, crossing my arms. “That is the difference between a
mate and... whatever you are to him. A nuisance?”

Ronan’s mask shattered completely. His eyes turned cold and reptilian.
“He trusts you that much, huh?” he muttered.

“Naturally,” I said. “Compared to a snake like Isla, or a fake like you? | am the only one he can
trust.”

Ronan took a step toward me. He lowered his voice, trying to be intimidating.

“Your tongue is too sharp, Amelia,” he threatened. “Making too many enemies is bad for your
health.”

I laughed. It was a genuine sound of amusement.

“Enemies?” I shook my head. “Get over yourself. You have to be a threat to be an enemy.”
I looked him up and down with dismissal.

“You?” I scoffed. “You are just background noise.”
Ronan’s eyes flashed dangerously.

“Oh?” he growled. “Then what am 1?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“You are an incompetent loser, Ronan,” I said clearly. “Just a pathetic little worm waiting to eat
the leftovers.”
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“You are an incompetent loser, Ronan,” I repeated, letting the words roll off my tongue. “Just a
pathetic little worm waiting to eat the leftovers.”

Ronan stood frozen in the hospital hallway. His face turned a deep shade of crimson, matching
his family name. He looked like he wanted to scream, but he was holding it back. It was pathetic.

I smiled, a provocative curve of my lips.

“Did I stutter?” I asked, tilting my head. “You are useless. I don’t care if | offend you. You don’t
matter.”

Ronan’s chest heaved. He took a sudden, aggressive step toward me. He leaned down, his voice
dropping to a menacing growl.

“You think you are so smart,” he hissed. “You better watch your back at the engagement
ceremony tomorrow. If you aren’t careful, your end will be a hundred times more miserable than

Theodore’s.”

*He dares threaten us?* Ava growled low in my mind. *Let me out. | will rip his throat out right
here.*

*Down, girl,* I thought. *Let’s play with him first.*

I didn’t flinch. Instead, I calmly pulled my phone out of my pocket. I held the screen up, right in
front of his face.

“Did you catch that?” I asked casually. “I think the microphone picked it up perfectly.”

Ronan’s eyes widened. The color drained from his face instantly. He stumbled back a step,
staring at the black screen of my phone.

“You... you recorded me?” he stammered.
I stared at him for a second, then burst out laughing. I slipped the phone back into my pocket.
“Relax,” I scoffed. “I was bluffing.”

Ronan’s fear morphed into pure rage. His hands balled into fists.



“You played me!”

“I don’t need a recording to deal with trash like you,” I said, my voice dripping with disdain.
“Theodore already knows exactly what you are. He saw through your little act years ago. Do you
really think he would ever trust you again?”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I spun on my heel, my hair whipping through the air.

“See you tomorrow, Ronan,” I called out over my shoulder.

I left him standing there, grinding his teeth, swearing vengeance to the empty hallway.

I pushed open the door to Theodore’s hospital room. I practically skipped to his bedside.

“You will never guess who I just saw,” I said, beaming like a child who just got a piece of candy.
Theodore looked up from the papers in his lap. He saw the mischievous glint in my eyes.

“Why do you look so happy?” he asked.

I sat down on the edge of the bed.

“I ran into Ronan,” I said excitedly. “I told him he was incompetent. You should have seen his
face, Theo! He turned purple.”

I leaned in closer, making my voice dramatic.

“He was so mad,” I continued. “He threatened me. He said he was going to make me pay at the
ceremony tomorrow.”

I widened my eyes, making them big and round. I grabbed Theodore’s arm and batted my
eyelashes.

“I am terrified,” I said, putting a tremble in my voice. “He is so scary. Will you protect me, big
strong Alpha?”

Theodore looked at me. He knew exactly what | was doing. | was the Shadow King. I could snap
Ronan like a twig. But his eyes softened anyway.

“Always,” he said, his voice deep and serious. “No one touches you.”
I dropped the act and grinned. “Good.”
My eyes fell on the stack of documents in his hands. The mood in the room shifted instantly.

“What is that?” I asked.



Theodore’s expression hardened. A cold, terrifying aura radiated from him. It filled the room,
making the air heavy.

“The Investigation results,” he said flatly. “Regarding Isla’s k********g years ago.”
“And?”

“It was fake,” Theodore said. His voice was like jagged ice. “It was a ‘bitter meat‘ trap. Ronan
and Isla planned it together to gain sympathy. And my father... Theron knew. He let it happen.”

| felt a chill run down my spine. Betrayal by family was the worst kind.
“They have crossed the line,” Theodore said. “I am done being lenient.”
He looked me in the eye.

“We are testing Ronan’s bloodline,” he stated. “If he is not my full brother—if Theron swapped
him in as an illegitimate child-I will break his legs. I will make him a true cripple.”

His eyes flashed gold.

“And if he is my brother? If he shares my mother’s blood?” Theodore continued. “Then I will
exile him. | will find a deserted island in the middle of nowhere. He will rot there alone until he
dies.”

I nodded slowly. It was a brutal sentence, but a just one.

“Tomorrow’s ceremony is going to be quite the show,” I murmured. “Blood and drama.”
(Ronan’s POV)

I stormed out of the hospital entrance. The automatic doors slid shut behind me.

I looked down at the paper bag in my hand. The steak was cold. Everything was ruined.

“Aaargh!”

I slammed the bag onto the concrete. The container burst open. Expensive venison steak
scattered across the dirty ground, mixing with the dust.

My phone rang in my pocket. | snatched it out.
“What?” I barked.

It was my father, Theron.



“Did he agree?” Theron asked urgently. “Did Theodore give you the money for the medical
bills?”

“No,” I said, kicking a piece of meat across the pavement. “He refused. He said the reason
wasn’t good enough.”

“That ungrateful bastard!” Theron screamed through the phone. “He is cold—blooded! He wants
his sister to suffer? If we don’t get money soon, the hospital will stop Isla’s treatment.”

I rubbed my temples. My head was pounding from the anger.
“We don’t have a choice,” I said coldly. “Tell Isla to sell her bags.”
“What?”

“She has a closet full of designer handbags,” I snapped. “Sell them. That should cover the fees
for now.”

I hung up before he could argue. I yanked my car door open and slid into the driver’s seat.

I gripped the steering wheel, my knuckles turning white. | took deep breaths, trying to force the
rage down.

*Amelia Stone. Theodore Crimson.*

They thought they could humiliate me? They thought | was a joke?

I pulled my phone out again. My eyes were dark as I scrolled through my contacts.
| stopped at a name [ hadn’t called in a while.

*Celine Stone.*

I pressed the call button.

She picked up on the third ring.

“Hello?” Her voice was cautious.

“I want to meet,” I said bluntly. “We need to talk about tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“Because we have a common enemy,” I said. “I have a plan for the engagement ceremony. I
want to ruin Amelia Stone. Are you in?”’



There was a pause on the other end. | could almost hear the gears turning in her head. She hated
Amelia just as much as | did.

“I’m listening,” Celine said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Where do you want
to meet?”



