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(Author’s POV) 

Griffin Drake snapped the encrypted file shut on his desk. 

He leaned back into the plush leather of his chair, a smug satisfaction radiating from him. 

“Ms. Glenda,” he said into the phone, his voice dripping with triumph. “Thanks to the 

clues you provided, I’ve uncovered a piece of information that is simply priceless.” 

On the other end of the line, Glenda sounded confused. 

“What do you mean? Did you find the boy?” 

Griffin’s eyes gleamed with a predatory greed. 

“You don’t need to understand the complexities of it yet,” he replied smoothly. “Just 

prepare yourself to receive your reward.” 

He paused for effect. 

“Ten million dollars will be wired to your offshore account by tomorrow morning.” 

Glenda’s breath hitched on the other end. 

“And my mother’s killer?” she demanded. 

“Patience,” Griffin soothed, though his smile was cruel. “I will have that name for you 

very soon. We are close.” 

He ended the call without waiting for her response. 

The silence in the office was heavy, but inside Griffin’s chest, a storm of ecstasy was 

raging. 

He looked down at the closed file again. 

It was unbelievable. 

The “little bastard” Glenda had been searching for all these years wasn’t just some 

random illegitimate child. 



He was Theodore Crimson’s full–blooded brother. 

They shared the same mother and the same father. 

Griffin let out a low, dark chuckle that echoed off the walls. 

This information was worth far more than ten million dollars. It was worth the entire 

Northern Territory. 

If he could find this boy before Theodore did, he would hold the ultimate trump card. 

He could dangle the boy’s life in front of the Alpha King. 

He could make Theodore crawl. 

He could finally step out of the shadows and make the Drake Pack the true rulers of the 

North. 

Jade York watched him from the doorway. 

She set the paper bag of takeout food onto the coffee table and walked over to his desk. 

She leaned against the edge, her posture submissive but curious. 

“Who was that?” she asked softly, trying to gauge his mood. “I haven’t seen you this 

happy in a long time.” 

Griffin’s smile vanished instantly. 

His face turned into a mask of cold indifference as he stared at her. 

“Are you asking questions you shouldn’t?” he asked, his voice dropping an octave. “Or are 

you getting jealous again? Like you did with Celine?” 

Jade’s heart skipped a beat. 

The mention of Celine made her blood run cold. 

She knew Griffin had recaptured Celine. And she knew that he must suspect her 

involvement in Celine’s previous escape. 

She had to play this perfectly. 

“I admit it,” Jade said, her voice trembling slightly. “I was jealous.” 

She looked him in the eye, channeling every ounce of resentment she had ever felt. 



“I hated her. For years, Celine was the ‘perfect Alpha daughter‘ of the Stone River Pack. 

Everywhere we went, she was the star, and I was just… there.” 

She clenched her fists. 

“I was always playing second fiddle to her. The humiliation… it drove me crazy.” 

Griffin’s expression shifted. 

He understood that feeling. 

He had spent his whole life trying to prove he was from under the shadow of the Crimson 

family. I just another Alpha heir, trying to crawl out 

He wanted to prove that the underdogs could rise to take the crown. 

Seeing that her words had struck a chord, Jade pressed her advantage. 

“I have a confession to make,” she said, lowering her head. “I didn’t just act out of 

jealousy. I’ve been hiding something from you.” 

Griffin’s eyes narrowed. “Speak.” 

“I did contact Amelia Stone,” Jade admitted quickly. “But it wasn’t to betray you. It was a 

ruse.” 

She took a step closer to him. 

“I wanted to gain her trust. I knew that if I played the victim, she might let her guard 

down. I wanted to get inside information for you.” 

“Is that so?” Griffin asked skeptically. 

“Yes,” Jade insisted. “Amelia was the one who told me where Celine was hiding. I used the 

opportunity of letting Celine go to cement Amelia’s trust in me.” 

Griffin reached out suddenly. 

His hand clamped around Jade’s jaw, his fingers digging into her skin with bruising force. 

He pulled her face close to his. 

“Do you think I’m a fool, Jade?” he hissed. “Amelia Stone is not someone you can easily 

manipulate.” 



“I know!” Jade cried out, tears welling in her eyes from the pain. “She’s a cunning wolf. 

She hasn’t given me anything useful yet because she’s so guarded. But I swear, I did it for 

us!” 

She grabbed his wrist, looking at him with desperate adoration. 

“I love you, Griffin. I would never truly betray you.” 

Griffin stared at her for a long moment. 

He saw the fear in her eyes, but also the devotion he craved. 

Slowly, he loosened his grip. 

“You better hope that’s the truth,” he said coldly. “Because you know what happens to 

people who betray me.” 

He leaned back, wiping his hand as if he had touched something dirty. 

“They end up as fish food at the bottom of the harbor.” 

A shiver ran down Jade’s spine. 

She knew he wasn’t joking. 

“I swear on my Wolf,” Jade said, her voice shaking but firm. “If I am lying to you, may the 

Moon Goddess strip me of my ability to shift forever.” 

It was the most serious oath a werewolf could make. 

Griffin seemed satisfied. 

“Fine,” he muttered. 

Jade let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding. 

She turned back to the takeout bag. “You must be hungry. I brought your favorite.” 

“I’m not hungry,” Griffin said dismissively. “Take it and get out.” 

He looked at her with a detached, appraising gaze. 

She was beautiful, yes. But to him, she was just an asset. 

She needed to maintain that pretty face. 



Soon, he would gift her to the mysterious Lord Sterling who controlled the “Secret 

Garden.” 

That was her true purpose. 

“Get out,” he repeated: 

Jade forced a smile, hiding her relief. 

“Okay. Don’t work too late.” 

She picked up her purse and turned to leave. 

(Jade’s POV) 

I walked out of the office, my heels clicking softly on the floor. 

My heart was pounding against my ribs like a trapped bird. 

I had survived. 

But as I reached the heavy mahogany door, I stopped. 

I glanced up and down the hallway. 

Empty. No bodyguards in sight. 

I took a deep breath and pressed my ear against the wood. 

I focused all my energy on my hearing, filtering out the ambient noise of the building until 

I could hear the voice inside. 

Griffin was on the phone again. 

“Listen to me,” Griffin’s voice came through, low and menacing. “I want you to find those 

two people within a week. No excuses.” 

There was a pause. 

“Bring the young one directly to me,” Griffin ordered. “I want him alive and unharmed. As 

for the old one… give him to Glenda.” 

I frowned, pulling away slightly. 

Glenda? 



Who was Glenda? 

Why was Griffin so invested in helping this woman find people? 

And why did he look so triumphant earlier? 

My instincts screamed that this was important. 

Griffin didn’t do favors for anyone unless there was something massive in it for him. 

If this Glenda person was connected to whatever made Griffin so happy, then Amelia 

needed to know. 

I memorized the name. 

*Glenda.* 

I had to get this information to Amelia immediately. 
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(Jade’s POV) 

Yes Alpha 

The respectful, submissive voice drifted from the office. 

It was Wade. Griffin’s Beta assistant. 

My heart tightened. I quickly held my breath, masking my scent to avoid detection by 

their keen senses. 

I turned and moved silently toward the elevator. 

The doors slid open just as I arrived, but I didn’t step in immediately. 

I listened intently, calculating the timing of Wade’s footsteps down the hall. 

Just as he neared the corridor’s end, I stepped into the elevator, pretending I had just 

arrived. 

The doors slid shut, enclosing us in the small metal box. 



I glanced at Wade through the reflection on the polished wall. 

I knew this Beta harbored a secret crush on me. It was a weakness I intended to exploit. 

I smoothed my hair back, deliberately exposing the pale curve of my neck. 

“Wade,” I said, breaking the silence casually. “Griffin seemed to be in a good mood just 

now.” 

Wade stiffened slightly, but didn’t look at me directly. 

“I overheard him mention a name at the door,” I continued, my voice light. “Glenda.‘ Who 

is that?” 

Wade’s body went rigid. 

It was the instinctive alert of a Beta sensing danger, Panic flickered in his eyes as he 

turned to face me. 

“Ms. York, I strongly advise against prying,” he said, his tone serious. “Eavesdropping on 

Alpha Griffin is dangerous. It challenges his authority. For your own safety, please forget 

that name.” 

I immediately let my eyes fill with tears. 

My haughty exterior crumbled into pitiful vulnerability. 

I bit my lower lip and released a very faint trace of pheromones laced with sadness. 

“I was just… I was just worried about Griffin,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “You 

know how he treats me. Is this ‘Glenda‘ a now she wolf he’s interested in?” 

I looked up at him with wide, wet eyes. 

“Is she a bed warmer sent by another Pack? He’s been so cold to me lately. If there is 

someone else. 

Seeing my usual arrogance replaced by such fragility, Wade’s defenses crumbled. 

He sighed, looking torn. 

“No, she is definitely not a lover,” he lowered his voice to a hush. “She is a… very 

dangerous woman. She is connected to the underground black market 

The elevator dinged, signaling our arrival at the ground floor. 



Wade didn’t dare say more. 

“Just know that the less you know, the better. It is not a relationship issue.” 

He stepped out quickly, fleeing the awkward intimacy of the elevator. 

As the doors closed behind his retreating figure, the grief vanished from my face. 

A cold sneer replaced it. 

If she wasn’t a love rival, then this Glenda had specific utility to Griffin. 

(Author’s POV) 

The turmoil at the sanitarium had settled for the moment. 

Theodore drove Amelia back to the Starlight Entertainment building personally. 

Inside the car, the atmosphere was quiet but charged. 

Amelia unbuckled her seatbelt and turned to the man beside her. Even in a wheelchair, 

Theodore 

radiated the overwhelming power of a dominant Alpha. 

“Theodore,” she said, her voice solemn. “Regarding your brother, I will activate my entire 

intelligence network to investigate. I hope to find him before our Mating Ceremony.” 

Theodore’s eyes softened as he looked at her. 

He reached out, his fingers gently tracing the back of her hand. The touch brought a sense 

of peace to the wolf inside him. 

“No,” he said, his voice deep and resonant. “We don’t need to wait that long. I want to 

find him before your birthday banquet. I want him to stand there as family.” 

Amelia smiled and nodded before exiting the vehicle. 

Theodore watched her figure disappear through the revolving doors. 

The moment she was gone, the warmth evaporated from his face. 

His expression turned icy, the ruthless mask of the Northern Wolf King returning. 

“Marcus,” he commanded coldly to the Beta in the passenger seat. “Issue the notification. 

Initiate a search warrant at the highest level.” 



Marcus straightened immediately. 

“Mobilize “The Seasons‘ elite guard. Use ‘The Hag‘–that notorious trafficker–as the 

primary lead.” 

Theodore’s eyes narrowed dangerously. 

“Track the scent. I don’t care what methods you use. Within two weeks, I want the lost 

heir of the Crimson family standing in front of me.” 

Deep within his chest, his wolf, Logan, let out a low, vibrating roar. It was the call of a 

predator seeking its kin. 

(Author’s POV) 

Amelia had just sat down in her office when her encrypted phone rang. 

It was Silas Grey. 

“Shadow King, the results are in, Silas’s voice was calm and efficient. “The ‘big shot‘ 

backing the actress Zoey is not simple. Years ago, to promote someone else, he 

deliberately blacklisted Wayne.” 

Amelia listened intently. 

“He manufactured the ‘cheating assistant‘ scandal,” Silas continued. “The data shows 

Wayne was forced to sever ties. The blackmail material was entirely fabricated. And this 

big shot likely has blood on his hands.” 

Amelia watched the fax machine spit out the detailed report. 

A cold smile played on her lips. 

If the opponent had such a dirty background, the fight would be even more satisfying. 

She picked up her phone and dialed Director Liam. 

“Liam, the male lead is decided,” she said decisively “We are officially activating Wayne. 

Yes, I want him to use this show to rise from the ashes of his enemy’s destruction.” 

She hung up and leaned back in her chair. 

Her fingers tapped a rhythmic beat on the desk. 

She was waiting for a good show. She was waiting for the foolish Chairman of Gale 

Entertainment to jump into the pit she had dug. 



She wanted him to choose Yves, the apple that looked shiny on the outside but was rotten 

to the core. 

At the same time, Alpha Arthur York was sweating in his office. 

He held the phone to his ear, his hand trembling slightly. 

Facing the pressure of a top–tier Alpha like Griffin, even over the phone, made his 

instincts scream in fear. 

“Arthur, I hear you are casting the male lead?” Griffin’s voice dripped with 

unquestionable authority. 

“You are hesitating between Yves and Jasper? And hear Jade prefers Jasper?” 

Arthur wiped the cold sweat from his forehead. 

“Yes, Alpha Griffin. Jade feels Jasper has more potential…” 

“Hmph,” Griffin sneered. “I don’t care what Jade thinks. I will only remind you of one 

thing. Do your background checks.” 

Griffin’s voice dropped lower. 

“Jasper is the one the Stone family is fully supporting. Are you sure you want to offend me 

for the sake of a rookie?” 

The line went dead. 

Arthur hadn’t even caught his breath when his illegitimate son, Hugh York, barged in. 

Hugh slammed a thick stack of documents onto the desk. 

“Father, look! I told you Jade’s judgment is flawed,” Hugh said, his voice dripping with 

disdain. “We absolutely cannot choose that Jasper.” 

He pointed accusingly at the papers. 

“I checked him out. The kid has dirty blood in his veins. In high school, he was sent to 

juvenile detention for bullying classmates. That is typical Rogue behavior. Savage and 

uneducated.” 

Hugh sneered. 

“Since his debut, he has had no discipline. He actually hit a director. The Stone family 

paid to suppress it, but everyone knows he is a ticking time bomb.” 



Hugh’s expression shifted to one of ingratiating € 

“But this Yves is different,” he said, tapping the pl dedicated and cooperative. Most 

importantly, his choosing Yves is the safest decision.” 
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(Author’s POV) 

Arthur sat behind his massive mahogany desk, flipping through the stack of actor profiles. 

His expression was severe. 

The warning from Griffin Drake still echoed in his mind. His daughter, Jade, had foolishly 

recommended that boy, Jasper, to the Drake heir. That move had clearly annoyed Griffin 

Arthur snapped the folder shut with a sharp thud. 

He looked up at his illegitimate son, Hugh, who stood eagerly by the desk. 

Fine,” Arthur said, his voice cold and decisive. “We will listen to you. The male lead is 

confirmed as 

Yves.” 

Hugh’s eyes lit up with triumph. 

“Go notify the marketing department,” Arthur commanded, leaning back in his chair. 

“Release the news immediately. Starlight Entertainment hasn’t announced their cast yet. 

We need to steal the spotlight and whip up a frenzy before they even make a move.” 

“Understood, Father,” Hugh said, unable to suppress the smug grin spreading across his 

face. 

He turned and strode out of the office, his steps light with victory. 

The first thing he did was call Director Bruno. 

“Drop Jasper,” Hugh ordered into the phone, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. 

“We are going with Yves.” 

On the other end of the line, Director Bruno frowned. 



To his professional eye, Yves’s acting was stiff and mechanical. He lacked soul. Jasper, 

however, possessed a raw, primitive talent that was rare in the industry. 

But Bruno hesitated. He remembered the rumors about Jasper. The boy had a record of 

violence. He had once lost control and injured someone to protect a pack mate. 

“Alright,” Bruno sighed, compromising for the sake of a peaceful production. “We will use 

Yves.” Hugh hung up the phone and immediately dialed the marketing manager. 

“Launch a full campaign,” he ordered viciously. “I want you to use this announcement to 

suppress Starlight Entertainment’s new show completely.” 

Hugh walked down the corridor, feeling a surge of power. 

He saw this operation as his golden ticket. This was his chance to secure his footing 

within the Pack and, more importantly, to climb the social ladder toward the Drake 

family. 

He thought of Amelia Stone and a sneer curled his lip. 

*She is just an arrogant girl,* he thought bitterly. *She only dares to be so bold because of 

her engagement to the Crimson King.* 

He clenched his fist, vowing silently. 

*I will use the Pack’s influence in the industry to crush her spirit. I will show her who 

really holds the power in this city and put her back in her place.* 

The sky outside had turned a bruised purple as evening set in. 

In a dilapidated apartment on the edge of the city, the air was thick with the smell of 

cheap disinfectant and bitter herbs. 

Jasper dipped a towel into a basin of warm water. He wrung it out carefully and began to 

wipe the face of the middle–aged man lying on the narrow bed. 

This was Mitch, the Rogue wolf who had raised him, Mitch lay unconscious, his breathing 

shallow and labored. 

The silence of the room was broken by the buzzing of the phone in Jasper’s pocket. 

He pulled it out. The screen displayed the name “Lisa.” 

“Hello, Lisa?” Jasper answered, a flicker of hope in his voice. 



“Bad news, Jasper,” his manager’s voice came through, heavy and resigned. “The audition 

failed.” 

Jasper’s hand tightened around the phone until his knuckles turned white. 

He looked at the IV drip beside the bed. The fluid was running low, and the cost of the 

medicine was exorbitant. He needed this job to keep Mitch alive. 

“Lisa, can you try again?” he whispered, his voice hoarse with suppressed desperation. 

“Please. I will take any role. Even a background character. Just get me on set.” 

“Jasper, don’t be naive,” Lisa sighed on the other end. “Alpha Arthur personally rejected 

you. He doesn’t want you.” 

She paused, her tone shifting to pity. 

“Take my advice. Quit. You have no future in this industry. You offended too many people 

with your temper in the past.” 

Despair washed over him like icy water, threatening to drown him. 

He looked at Mitch’s pale, lifeless face. He couldn’t give up. Not now. 

Lisa Jasper grited his teeth forcing the words ‘Give me Liam’s contact number 1 ward to 

try Starlight Entertaiment 

There was a long silence on the line 

Lisa thought he was crazy. Going to the theat company immediately after being rejected 

by Gale was taky and desperate. 

But then she thought of Amelia Stone. The woman was known for her unconventional 

methods. 

Perhaps she would hire him just to disqust Arthur York. 

“Fine,” Lisa said finally. “I’ll send it to you.” 

A moment later, a number appeared on his screen 

Jasper took a deep breath to steady his shaking hands. He dialed the number. 

“Hello? This is Liam,” a calm, professional voice answered. 

“Director Liam, this is Jasper,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady. “I want to audition 

for the villain role in *Treatment Diary*.” 



Liam paused on the other end. 

“I heard you just auditioned for Gale Entertainment, Liam said bluntly. 

“Yes,” Jasper admitted, his throat dry. “I was rejected.” 

He didn’t make excuses. He didn’t try to hide his failure. 

Liam was silent for a while. 

“I admire your talent, Jasper,” Liam said slowly. “You have a wildness that cannot be 

taught. But I worry that Amelia might not want to accept an actor who was eliminated by 

our competitor. She might suspect your loyalty.” 

Jasper’s heart sank, but he didn’t hang up. 

“However,” Liam continued, his voice softening with appreciation for talent. “I hate to see 

potential wasted. Come to the studio near the Pack House tomorrow at ten. If you can 

move me, I will try to speak to Amelia for you.” 

“Thank you,” Jasper breathed out, relieved. “Thank you, Director.” 

He hung up the phone. 

Outside the window, the city lights were beginning to flicker on, but his room remained in 

shadow. 

Jasper turned back to the unconscious man. He swore to himself that no matter the cost, 

he would earn enough money to save him. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

It was evening, and the office building was growing quiet. 

I signed the last document on my desk and closed the file. 

I was just about to pack my laptop into my bag when my private phone vibrated against 

the wood. 

The screen flashed. It was Jade. 

I picked it up immediately, sensing urgency. 

“Jade, what’s the news?” I asked, sliding my computer into my bag. 



“Amelia, I’m not sure if this is useful, but I felt I should tell you,” Jade’s voice came 

through low and hurried. 

I could hear the faint sound of wind in the background. She was likely hiding in a secluded 

corner of the Gale Pack grounds. 

“At noon, I overheard Griffin on the phone,” Jade whispered. “He was extremely agitated. 

He sounded… excited. Like he had found a weapon.” 

I stopped what I was doing, my hand hovering over my bag. 

“In the conversation, he kept repeating one name,” Jade continued. “Glenda.” 

My fingers froze in mid–air. 

“Glenda.” 

I repeated the name softly. 

A strange familiarity washed over me. It wasn’t a warm feeling. It was cold, like a draft 

from a dark cellar. 

It felt like a shadow rising from the depths of a buried memory. 

That name was connected to something dark. Something dirty. It reeked of the 

underground black market and illicit trades. 

“I understand,” I said, my eyes narrowing as the pieces began to click into place. “Jade, 

thank you for the intel. Be careful.” 

Alpha’s Abandoned Daughter is the Secret 

Heiress! - Chapter 284[ 1,055 words ] 

(Amelia’s POV) 

I gripped my phone tightly. 

My thoughts raced like electric currents, stitching together the scattered clues. 

The name Jade mentioned-“Glenda.” 

It was a key that instantly unlocked a dusty memory. I remembered Theodore mentioning 

the notorious trafficker who had abducted his biological brother years ago. Her code name 

was “The Hag.” 



According to the intelligence Theodore had pried from Theron, everything pointed back to 

that woman. 

My heart sank. This Glenda was likely related to The Hag. She might even be her 

daughter. 

Deep in my consciousness, Ava paced anxiously. 

“That name carries the scent of rot, Amelia,” she growled low in her throat, her voice 

dripping with disgust. “It is the stench of a demon who steals pups. It is revolting.” 

“I know, Ava. Quiet down.” 

I soothed the restless wolf in my mind while my fingers flew across the screen, replying 

to Jade. 

“This lead is incredibly valuable,” I said into the phone, my tone turning serious. “But 

Jade, listen to me. Griffin has taken Celine. That man is as suspicious as a startled fox. He 

will be monitoring everything.” 

I paused, emphasizing my warning. 

“Contacting me this frequently is like walking on thin ice.” 

On the other end, Jade’s voice came through with a resolute calmness I had never heard 

from the once–spoiled Alpha’s daughter. 

“If I don’t take risks, I won’t get anything,” Jade said. “My father, Arthur, has already 

brought that illegitimate son, Hugh, into Gale Entertainment. If Hugh takes over the 

company, I won’t have the face to see my mother in the afterlife.” 

Jade paused, her tone growing heavier. 

“Amelia, I have already drafted my will. If anything happens to me, my lawyer will deliver 

a signed share transfer agreement to you. My only request is… help me get revenge.” 

My fingers tightened around the phone. A sliver of respect for my former rival rose in my 

chest 

“Don’t say such foolish things,” I said quickly. “I will send you a package immediately. It 

contains a micro–device developed by Umbra Analytics. It not only provides real–time 

tracking but also features a high–voltage electric shock function for self–defense.” 

I continued, my voice firm. 



“Once you are subjected to a strong impact or activate it manually I will receive an alert 

instantly Protect yourself.” 

There was silence on the other end for a moment. Then, Jade’s light laughter came 

through, as if she had unloaded a heavy burden. 

“Thank you, Amelia,” she said softly. “Since my mother passed, everyone only locks at my 

face or calculates which Pack to marry me into as a bargaining chip. Only you… actually 

care if I live or die.” 

Her words brushed against my heart like a feather. 

It reminded me of my days in the Meadow Brook Pack. Although I didn’t have the love of 

my biological father, Alpha Adrian, my adoptive father Robert and Uncle Jaxon’s family 

gave me true warmth. 

“Don’t be so negative and morbid,” I comforted her gently. “The ones who should be 

punished are Arthur, who betrayed his mate vows, the woman who destroyed a mate 

bond, and the illegitimate son trying to steal what belongs to you. You are not at fault.” 

“Yes,” Jade sighed with emotion. “I used to think that as a female Alpha, I could only 

submit to fate. But seeing you… I decided not to endure in silence anymore. I want to be a 

ruthless hunter, not prey waiting to be slaughtered.” 

“I look forward to seeing that,” I said with a smile. “You know, I’ve always been a good 

listener, just like I am with Natasha.” 

After hanging up, I looked out at the deep night sky outside the window. 

I made a decision. 

I could not tell Theodore about my suspicion that “Glenda” might be related to his missing 

brother just yet. Theodore had already suffered too many disappointments. 

I needed concrete evidence to avoid giving him false hope. 

*** 

(Theodore’s POV) 

The fire in the fireplace crackled within the Pack House study. 

I watched the dancing flames, feeling Logan’s restlessness, and soothed him into silence. 



Despite the turmoil inside me caused by the potential clue about my biological brother, 

my surface remained terrifyingly calm. I sat before the chessboard, holding a piece 

between my fingers, playing against my grandfather, Gideon. 

I knew that only by solidifying my power as the heir could I provide absolute protection 

for my brother when I found him. I would not let anyone harm him ever again. 

Just then, the phone on the edge of the table vibrated. It was Beta Marcus. 

I answered the call, my gaze never leaving the chessboard. 

“Speak.” 

“Alpha,” Marcus’s voice came through the receiver. “We found something. The trafficker 

nicknamed ‘The Hag‘ died twenty–two years ago, but she left a daughter before 

vanishing.” 

Marcus paused before delivering the critical intel. 

“Recent investigations show a ‘Women’s Finishing School‘ in Northgate City specifically 

for female wolves aspiring to marry into high–ranking Packs.” 

My eyes narrowed slightly. 

“The proprietress of that school,” Marcus continued, “is named ‘Glenda‘. And we need to 

be careful–this woman has close private ties with Griffin Drake.” 

I listened to the report, my fingers gently rubbing the cold chess piece. 

Although I couldn’t be one hundred percent sure this Glenda was The Hag’s daughter, my 

instincts told me the direction was correct. 

“Arrange for ‘The Seasons‘ elite squad to conduct round–the–clock surveillance,” I ordered 

coldly. “If Griffin is also looking for that lost child, and he actually finds him… we will use 

that.” 

My voice dropped lower. 

“Wait until he thinks he has succeeded, then we seize the opportunity to take him back.” 

“Yes, Alpha. We will watch them like hawks. We won’t let your brother fall into Griffin’s 

hands.” After hanging up, I slammed the chess piece down onto the board. 

“One hit kill.” 

Sitting opposite me, Gideon looked up, his sharp eyes scrutinizing his grandson. 



“You have a lead?” 

“Yes, Grandfather,” I admitted frankly. “We have made a breakthrough.” 

Gideon nodded, his voice grave as he offered a render 

“You must find that child as soon as possible, and that the previous ‘Ronart was a fake, 

that mad dog to use as a bargaining chip against you? 

must be kept secret. Once Griffin dies stop at nothing to find your real brother first 

Logan let out a roar filled with killing intent, eager to tear apart any enemy who dared 

threaten our family. 

1 looked up, a cold glint flashing in my eyes. My tone was flat, yet it carried absolute 

authority 

“I know, Grandfather. Even if Griffin really finds my brother before I do, I will never give 

him any chance to threaten the pack” 
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(Theodore’s POV) 

“I have secured the final link.” 

I leaned forward slightly in my wheelchair, my voice steady and assured. 

“More importantly, I hold Griffin Drake’s lifeline in my hand. It is irrefutable evidence of 

his dirty dealings with that notorious human trafficker.” 

I tapped my fingers against the armrest. 

“As long as Griffin doesn’t want his status in the pack to collapse instantly, this invisible 

noose will strangle him tight. He won’t dare lay a finger on my brother lost out there.” 

Grandfather Gideon looked at me deeply. 

Although he didn’t know the specific chips I held, he saw the absolute confidence in my 

expression. 

He chose to trust me. 



In my mind, Logan let out a low, mocking snort. 

“That mongrel Griffin only knows how to bark. He will soon learn who the true master 

is.” 

Gideon nodded slowly, his expression solemn. 

“To find that lost child, all resources of the Crimson family are at your disposal. This is 

my account to your late mother.” 

Then, Gideon’s tone shifted. 

“The ‘Winter Solstice Gathering‘ is coming in December.” 

I knew what this meant. 

Every year, all branch members and vassals of the Crimson family would gather at the 

Pack House. 

It wasn’t just a family reunion. It was a serious summit concerning the transition of 

power. The family council would review territory management and alliance stability. 

Those who managed poorly or lost prestige would face severe challenges, perhaps even be 

stripped of power. 

“Although the profits were astonishing in the first three quarters after you took over the 

pack’s main corporation,” Gideon pointed to the report on the table, his face stern. 

“In the last quarter, because of that imposter ‘Ronan‘ and his reckless commands, the data 

shows a significant decline.” 

He looked at me, his voice heavy with meaning. 

“Even though you stabilized the situation after your return, many conservative elders are 

still watching from the sidelines.” 

Gideon leaned back, his sharp eyes locking onto mine. 

“You must use this last month or so to restore the Pack’s confidence in you. You must plug 

the mouths of those who try to use your disability against you.” 

Finally, a trace of warmth and expectation appeared in the majestic old man’s eyes. 

“I hope that at the Winter Solstice Gathering, we can welcome three important 

milestones.” 



He held up three fingers. 

“First, formally announcing you as the sole heir to the Crimson family. Second, your wolf 

Logan completely healed. And third, you and Amelia completing the mating ceremony to 

formally become mates.” 

*** 

Back in the bedroom, I washed away the fatigue of the day. 

I leaned against the headboard and dialed Amelia’s video call. 

The screen lit up, and Amelia appeared. 

She was wearing a set of custom pajamas that looked incredibly comfortable. 

On the front, three cute cartoon figures were printed–representing Black, White, and 

Green. 

“Look,” Amelia smiled, showing off the clothes to me. “My mother, Seraphina, designed 

this herself.” 

It seemed Seraphina was determined to make up for twenty years of missing maternal 

love. 

From evening gowns to socks, she wanted to handle everything personally. 

She vowed to make Amelia the most pampered Alpha daughter in the entire werewolf 

world. 

Amelia sighed with a hint of embarrassment. 

“I feel like a spoiled child now.” 

I looked at her warm smile, my gaze softening uncontrollably. 

“You deserve to be pampered, Amelia. You are the most precious treasure yourself? 

Amelia’s face flushed red at my words. 

I continued, my voice low and earnest. 

“I know you aren’t good at actively expressing affection. So, as a qualified Alpha mate, I 

must tell you my feelings without concealment at all times. 

I wanted her to be sure of my love, always. 



“Goodnight, Theodore.” 

“Goodnight, my love.” 

After hanging up, I didn’t fall asleep immediately. 

In the silence of the deep night, I replayed the video of the call I had just recorded. 

Watching her smiling face on the screen, I slowly filled the emptiness in my heart. 

*** 

(Amelia’s POV) 

The next morning, I had just walked into my office when my secretary, Anya, rushed in. 

Her expression was panicked. 

“Amelia, something happened!” Anya reported breathlessly. “Gale Entertainment just 

released heavy news. They officially announced the cast for their new show, *Rising 

Wings*.* 

She swallowed hard. 

“It instantly detonated social media.” 

Anya took a deep breath before continuing. 

“The female lead is actually Jade–I know she was forced to submit to family 

arrangements. And 

the male lead is Yves.” 

Her eyes widened. 

“What’s even more shocking is that they managed to invite Mr. Yull, who has been retired 

for years, to come out of the mountains.” 

Anya looked worried as she placed a tablet in front of me. 

“Gale Entertainment is clearly coming prepared. The plot setting of *Rising Wings* is 

surprisingly similar to our *Treatment Diary*.” 

She bit her lip. 

Although the debate about plagiarism and trend following was rosy site come 



Not a trace of anxiety showed on my face. 

In my mind, Ava flicked her tall in disdain. 

Imitators are always just imitations. That Yves cares a rotting scent that ass E WEED 

vomit. He will make this show a joke 

“Relax, Ava, 1 soothed her 

1 knew that this marketing was, in which Gale Entertainment ad invested heavily, without 

any go down the drain, 

It might even completely backfire 

Anya left the office, still looking anxious, but I settled into my work. 

Shortly after, the telephone on my desk rang 

I glanced at the caller ID. 

it was Director Liam. 

“Liam, is there something urgent?” I picked up the phone, my tone relaxed. 

From the other end came Liam’s steady, professional voice. 

“It’s like this, Amelia, I wanted to ask if you know a young man named Jasper. 
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I held the phone to my ear, listening as Liam mentioned a familiar name on the other end. 

“Of course, I remember him,” I replied, my voice calm but my mind racing. “He was one of 

the candidates for the male lead in Gale Entertainment’s project.” 

In fact, I knew exactly why Jasper had been shut out by Gale Entertainment. It was 

entirely because I had hinted to Jade behind the scenes to pull some strings. I knew very 

well that Gale Entertainment’s new show was destined to be a disaster from the start. If 

Jasper had actually been chosen by them, that doomed project would have only dragged 

him into the mud, ruining his potential before he even had a chance to shine. 



Liam explained the situation further. “It’s precisely because he was rejected over there 

that he called me yesterday. He wants to fight for an audition for the main villain role in 

*Treatment Diary** 

A pang of guilt surged in my heart. 

At the end of the day, Jasper was a casualty in my chess game against Griffin. He was an 

innocent pawn I had maneuvered to ensure my enemy’s failure. 

I made a silent calculation in my mind. As long as Jasper was willing, I would consider 

him for the male lead in Starlight Entertainment’s next major project. I would treat it as 

my compensation to him for this initial setback. 

“Although he has been in the industry for less than two years and is still considered a 

newcomer, I’ve seen his previous work,” Liam admitted honestly. “Compared to Yves, 

Jasper’s acting clearly has more soul and depth. So I decided to give him this chance.” 

I smiled, appreciating Liam’s professional eye. “You have full authority over casting 

matters. As long as you are satisfied, I have no objections.” 

“But I am still a bit worried,” Liam hesitated, his voice dropping slightly. “Jasper, like 

Wayne, carries a lot of negative news. I know Wayne’s character, but I don’t know Jasper 

personally. I worry that he is only settling for second best because he was eliminated by 

the competition.” 

“Don’t worry,” I immediately dispelled his concerns. I had Silas investigate him 

thoroughly. Those so–called black marks and scandals are all smears orchestrated by 

others. He has no issues personally. Choosing him won’t bring any trouble to the Pack.” 

Liam let out a sigh of relief on the other end. “That’s good to hear. If he passes the 

audition, I will cast him directly. By the way, do you want to come and see the audition?” 

I thought about the villain character in the original book. The role required a complexity 

and charm. that was no less demanding than the protagonist’s. 

“Okay, I’ll come to watch the audition at eleven.” 

After hanging up the phone, Ava paced excitedly in my mind. 

“Go see that wolf pup,” she urged, her tail flicking with unusual interest. “I always feel a 

scent on him that makes me feel close, even though it is very faint.” 

*** 

At ten–thirty, I arrived at the hotel conference floor where Liam had arranged the 

auditions. 



The long benches in the corridor were filled with young men waiting for their turn. Most 

of them were handsome, possessing that sharp attractiveness common in the werewolf 

entertainment circle. These people were focused on chatting among themselves, too 

absorbed in their own. nerves and gossip to notice my arrival. 

The three male actors closest to me were whispering, their heads bent together. 

“Did you hear? Jasper is here too.” 

“That madman? He carries black marks for beating a director and is effectively in a state 

of being soft–banned. He was brushed off by Gale Entertainment like trash, yet he still 

dares to come to Starlight Entertainment to try his luck?” 

“He probably doesn’t understand the hostile relationship between these two Packs. He’s 

desperate.” 

My gaze cut through the crowd, ignoring their idle chatter. It landed on the young man 

sitting alone at the very end of the hallway. 

He seemed completely isolated from the noisy world around him. 

In this snowy November, he was wearing a dark grey double–breasted wool coat. 

Although the fabric looked a bit old and worn, the tailoring was excellent, making him 

look exceptionally sharp and clean. There was a resilience in this man that transcended 

his age, a stubborn refusal to admit defeat radiating from his posture. 

He turned a deaf ear to the criticism and whispers around him. He simply kept his head 

down, focused intently on reading the book in his hands–it was the original novel I had 

written. 

As I approached, the people around finally recognized me. 

“Alpha Amelia is here.” 

Everyone stood up in a flurry to greet me, awed by my presence. Hearing the commotion, 

Jasper, who had been burying his head in the book, finally looked up. 

His line of sight collided squarely with mine 

His movements paused noticeably. A trace of surge fleshed in those slightly dull eyes, 

which seemed to hold a hidden depth. However, he quickly moved his gaze away, as if he 

was worried this stare would be perceived as offensive 

His Adam’s apple bobbed nervously 

“Alpha Amelia,” he called out, his voice polite and exercised with great restraint 



I didn’t pay much attention to his stiffness. I simply nodded coolly in response and walked 

into the interview room without any expression on my face 

Inside the interview room, Liam saw me enter and quickly stood up from behind the table. 

“You’re half an hour early, Liam remarked with a smile 

Besides him, there was an assistant director sitting at the table. 

‘Since I’m here, I want to see a few more people’s performances,” I said, pulling out a 

chair and sitting down next to him. “Only by having a comparison with others can Jasper’s 

superiority be shown Liam handed me a file containing Jasper’s information. Then, the 

two of us began to watch the line readings of the first few actors. 

After watching five people audition, the sixth turn finally fell to Jasper. 

He walked into the room, his demeanor shifting into professional focus. His gaze quickly 

swept over the three of us seated at the table. When he saw me, he paused slightly, but he 

quickly moved his eyes to Liam in the center 

1am Jasper. I am auditioning for the role of Malachi,” 

As soon as his voice fell, the assistant director beside Liam frowned deeply. He turned his 

head and questioned Liam directly, not bothering to lower his voice. 

“Liam, why did you let him come to the audition? His reputation in the circle is not good. 

Not only are there rumors of violent tendencies, but he also offended big shots.” 

Hearing these harsh words, Jasper’s hands, which had been relaxed at his sides, clenched 

unconsciously. His knuckles turned white from the force, but he still straightened his 

spine. He pressed his lips together tightly, standing there without saying a word, waiting 

for a response. 

Before Liam could explain, I spoke up first. 

1 agreed to let Jasper come for the audition.” 

Jasper looked up at me abruptly in surprise. A flash of disbelief crossed his eyes, followed 

quickly by a look of intense gratitude that he couldn’t quite hide. He forced himself to 

remain calm, but the tension in his shoulders eased slightly, 

The assistant director was obviously very surprised by my words. He opened his mouth, 

seemingly wanting to refute something about risk control or public image. But when he 

met my cold, unyielding gaze, he realized his place and wisely closed his mouth. 



I sneered internally. I was not only the main investor of this drama but also the acting 

Alpha. In this room, my word was the law. 

Liam broke the awkward atmosphere. He turned to me with a respectful suggestion. 

“Amelia, since he is the one you are optimistic about, how about you choose Jasper’s 

audition scene?” 
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Hearing Liam’s suggestion, Jasper stood in the center of the conference room and looked 

at me involuntarily. 

I felt a spark of interest in this young man. Since Liam recommended him so highly, I had 

to test him personally. 

“Since you want to act so badly,” I leaned back in my chair, looking at the young werewolf 

struggling against adversity, “I’ll give you a chance. 

Jasper’s expression shifted slightly, but his deep eyes quickly regained their calm. 

“Give me Malachi’s final scene,” I stared into his eyes. “The self–proclaimed Rogue Alpha 

villain. He insists that his rebellion was to fight for the opportunity for those wandering 

wolves without Pack protection to enter the council.” 

I tapped the table lightly. “I want you to show me that he believes he is right until his 

dying breath.” 

Jasper agreed softly and closed his eyes. 

The room fell silent, the tension palpable. 

A moment later, when he opened his eyes again, the dullness was gone. His gaze instantly 

became paranoid and fanatical, as if burning with a flame that had been suppressed for 

too long. 

He didn’t just recite the lines stiffly. He roared out the pain of being a bottom–tier 

werewolf. 



“I have never betrayed the glory of the werewolf!” He roared with a hoarse voice, his 

veins popping on his neck. “Everything I did was just to break the bloodline barriers set 

by the Alpha King! I want to fight for a fair chance for those low–born wolves! 

His voice echoed in the small room, filled with raw emotion. 

“Even if I have to overthrow that throne, I will redefine justice!” 

He looked at the imaginary opponent in the air–the Alpha protagonist representing the 

traditional order–and revealed a look of deep disappointment. 

“You can’t win against me,” he whispered, his voice dropping to a chilling calm. “The only 

one who can take my life is myself.” 

Finally, he began a performance without physical objects. 

He didn’t say anything, but everyone could see the invisible weight in his hand. He was 

pretending to hold a silver dagger. 

His hand trembled violently. It was as if he wasn’t holding air, but pure silver that could 

burn werewolf flesh and bone. 

His expression twisted in agony. It wasn’t just from the imagined severe pain of the 

silver, but a contradiction of extreme self–loathing and a desire for purification. 

He slowly thrust the “dagger” into his heart. It looked like he was trying to wash away the 

“filth” of his Rogue bloodline in the most painful way possible. 

Then, he slowly collapsed to the ground. A smile of loss, yet ultimate release, hung on the 

corner of his mouth. 

I was mesmerized. 

Ava let out a low hum of appreciation in my mind. “This kid has explosive power. And… 

that look of resistance to silver and longing for release, he looks just like that big black 

wolf.” 

Liam and the assistant director were stunned into silence. 

“He’s the one,” I decided on the spot, breaking the silence. “Cancel all subsequent 

auditions.” 

*** 



After settling the male lead, I turned to Liam. “How long will it take to select the 

supporting roles?” “Probably another two months,” Liam answered, still recovering from 

the intense performance. 

I made a calculation in my mind. Arthur was a greedy fool. To seize the market share, he 

would definitely compress his casting time to beat us. 

“Don’t rush, Liam. What we want is quality.” 

I stood up, a plan already forming in my heart. 

I would have Silas investigate actors who were “ticking time bombs.” I needed people 

with a history of violent mania or chaotic private lives. 

Then, I would find a way to stuff these people into the Gale Entertainment crew through 

middlemen. Burying hidden dangers for my opponent would make the game much more 

interesting. 

*** 

Liam notified Jasper that he was hired and told him to go back and prepare to join the 

crew. 

Jasper thanked him politely. However, just as I was about to get in my car to leave, he 

chased after me. 

“Alpha Amelia!” He shouted loudly in the parking lot, stopping me in my tracks. 

I turned back in confusion. 

Jasper looked at me with a face full of seriousness and urgency. “Do you really know 

medicine? Are you the legendary Healer who cured Alpha King Theodore?” 

Before I could answer, he rushed to explain, his breath coming in short gasps. 

“The uncle who adopted me–everyone calls him Old M–he is a mute. Starting three years 

ago, his consciousness became blurred, and his memory began to fade. Recently, he has 

been sleeping more and more.” 

He clenched his fists at his sides. “That is an old illness left over from long–term 

wandering. I heard you have created miracles… Please, save my uncle. 

He took a deep breath, his eyes pleading. “To pay for the treatment fees, I can act in this 

drama for zero pay.” 

“That little bit of salary can’t move me,” I said lightly. 



But seeing the firmness in his eyes, willing to sacrifice his dignity for his family, my heart 

softened. 

“However, I can go see your uncle another day. As for the fee, I will only charge what you 

can currently afford.” 

Jasper’s eyes lit up instantly. “Thank you! Thank you so much!” 

*** 

Sitting in the car, I watched Jasper’s figure getting further and further away in the 

rearview mirror. 

I looked down and read the information in my hand again. 

Twenty–two years old. 

Perhaps it was because I had been helping Theodore look for his long–lost brother 

recently, but I was particularly sensitive to age and family background. 

This age matched Theodore’s biological brother perfectly. 

However, the date of birth was off by one month. Theodore’s brother should have been 

born in August, but the file showed Jasper was born in September. 

But just now, from a certain angle, Jasper’s expression was exactly the same as 

Theodore’s. Ava spoke lazily in my mind. “It’s not just the looks. Even that stubborn 

streak is very similar.” 

A bold guess rose in my heart. Could it be that my mate’s real brother was far away in the 

sky, but actually right before my eyes? 

Back at the office, I immediately turned on the computer. I pulled up the detailed 

information, Slas had sent earlier. 

The file showed that Jasper had no parents. He only had a mute uncle, Old M, who made a 

living by rummaging through trash cans for food. 

According to descriptions from others, Old M had picked up the infant Jesper next to a 

dumpster 

No parents, and a mystery origin. 

Maybe, I just needed to meet Jasper’s uncle, and I would be able to uncover the answer 
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Outside a high–end modeling agency named “Gilded Cage” in Northgate, a black sedan sat 

parked in the shadows. 

Inside the car, Marcus pressed an earpiece tightly against his ear. His expression was 

solemn and cold. 

Through the listening device, the voice of Glenda–known in the underworld as the “Tooth 

Fairy“-came through clearly. She was currently brainwashing Celine. 

“Celine, listen close,” Glenda’s voice carried a raspy greed that made one’s skin crawl. “I 

need you to find two new faces this month. They need to be young, and they need to be 

pretty.” 

There was a pause, followed by the sound of a lighter clicking. 

“It’s best if you go to those remote Pack territories or small towns outside of Northgate,” 

Glenda continued. “Those simple small–town girls are the easiest to handle. You just show 

them a little bit of the big city’s glitz and glamour, and they get dizzy. They’ll do anything 

to stay.” 

Celine’s voice responded immediately. It sounded filled with eager submission, laced with 

a trace of madness. 

“Don’t worry, Glenda. I will never let Griffin down,” Celine said breathlessly. “This is my 

chance to turn things around… Even if it’s just to make that woman Amelia pay the price, 

I will definitely do it.” 

Marcus’s eyes narrowed as he recorded the incriminating conversation. 

Suddenly, the door to the agency burst open. An agency staff member ran out in a panic, 

shouting toward Glenda’s location. 

“Bad news! That new girl took advantage of the chaos and ran away!” 

A string of vicious curses from Glenda exploded in Marcus’s ear. 

He looked up to see a woman in a flashy coat storm out of the building and dive into her 

car. 



Marcus started his engine instantly. He followed them silently, merging into the traffic 

like a ghost. 

Glenda drove like a maniac, weaving through the streets. 

Finally, she cornered the fleeing girl in a desolate dead–end alley. 

Glenda slammed on her brakes and jumped out. 

“You ungrateful brat!” Glenda screamed, rushing forward. 

She slapped the girl across the face with brutal fores, spittle flying from her mouth. “I 

gave you a chance to serve important figures, a golden opportunity, and you dare to run? 

The girl was knocked to the ground. Blood trickled from the corner of her mouth. 

Instead of crying, the girl let out a sound that was close to hysterical laughter. She looked 

up with wild, defiant eyes, 

“That kind of filthy ‘golden opportunity?” The girl spot blood on the ground. “You can 

keep it for yourself!” 

“You little bitch!” Glenda roared, exasperated and furious. 

She grabbed the girl’s hair violently, preparing to smash her head against the brick wall. 

A screech of tires pierced the air, 

Marcus slammed his car door open and strode toward them with terrifying speed. 

The girl on the ground saw him. She suddenly burst into loud laughter, pointing a shaking 

finger at Glenda, 

“You vile hag! You’re dead! You are so dead!” 

Glenda sneered and turned around. She looked at the approaching Marcus and scoffed. 

Relying on her experience in the streets, she let out a strange cry and launched an attack. 

She threw a punch aimed at Marcus’s throat. 

But her undisciplined flailing was like a joke before the calm, combat–hardened Beta. 

Marcus didn’t even blink. He reached out with one hand and caught her fist mid–air. 

*Crack.* 



The sound of bones fracturing was crisp and loud in the quiet alley. 

“Ahhh!” Glenda shrieked. 

Before she could recover, Marcus swung his backhand. 

He struck her squarely in the face with immense force. 

Glenda screamed again as her head snapped back. Two of her proud gold teeth, mixed 

with blood and saliva, flew out of her mouth and clattered onto the pavement. 

She collapsed, clutching her face and howling in pain. 

Marcus looked down at her coldly. He signaled to his subordinates who had just arrived. 

“Drag her into the car,” he ordered. 

As the men hauled the wailing woman away, Marcus turned to the frightened girl on the 

ground. 

His expression softened slightly. “It’s over now. I will arrange for you to leave Northgate. 

You’ll be sent to a safe place to work.” 

*** 

It was noon when Amelia finished organizing the file on Jasper. 

She took a deep breath, clutching the documents tightly. The conjecture in her heart was 

growing stronger by the minute, and she needed to verify it immediately. 

She walked quickly to the CEO’s office to find Theodore. 

She pushed open the heavy double doors. The scene inside made her pause in her tracks. 

There was no business meeting in progress. 

Instead, a woman in a gaudy leopard–print coat was tied up and dumped unceremoniously 

on the expensive carpet. She looked utterly wretched, with blood still wet at the corner of 

her mouth. Theodore sat behind his massive desk. His expression was indifferent, his eyes 

cold as ice. 

“She is Glenda,” Theodore said flatly, as if the person on the floor was nothing more than 

a bag of trash. 

Amelia looked at the woman. Her mind raced, connecting the dots. 



She recalled the connection between Griffin and this woman, and a name Theron had once 

mentioned in passing. 

Amelia’s eyes sharpened. “Glenda… This name reminds me of that notorious human 

trafficker–The Hag.” 

The woman on the floor, Glenda, suddenly jerked her head up. 

Her face twisted in shock and horror. She screamed, her voice trembling with fear. “You 

know my mother?!” 

Theodore slowly stood up from his chair. 

He walked around the desk, his imposing aura filling the room. He looked down at her 

with a gaze that pierced through her soul. 

“Not only do I know her,” Theodore said, his voice dropping to a terrifying low. “We have 

a deep–seated blood feud.” 

Glenda’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. She looked at the powerful man before her 

in disbelief. 

“How could a noble, high–ranking Alpha like you have a feud with someone like my 

mother over Trafficking?” she slammed Theodore stepped closer, his shadow engulfing 

her 

“Twenty two years ago, he began, every word hitting like a heavy hammer, “Did your 

mother buy a pup that had just been born?” 

Hearing the specific time frame of “twenty–two years ago, Glenda’s body shuddered 

violently. 

All the color drained from her face instantly, leaving her pale as a sheet, 

Theodore pressed on, his voice merciless as he revealed the cruel truth. 

“The pup that was bought… was my biological brother.” 

Glenda gasped, feeling as though the air had been sucked out of the room. 

Her mind flashed back to the stories, 

Twenty two years ago, a man had sold a baby to her mother. The man had been secretive, 

hiding his face under a hat, claiming he was selling his own son, 

That man… was Theron? The son of the Alpha King? 



It all made sense now. Theron didn’t dare show his face because he was terrified the 

scandal would be exposed. 

Glenda looked into Theodore’s freezing eyes and finally understood why she had been 

captured. 

“I didn’t know!” she shrieked, scrambling backward despite her bonds. “I really didn’t 

know the whereabouts of that child!” 

Despair clawed at her heart. 

Her mother had died a miserable death years ago because she had offended the Crimson 

Moon Pack 

And the “rogue wolf pup” her mother had bought and resold turned out to be the brother 

of the current Alpha King. 

She realized she had fallen into Theodore’s hands. Her end would likely be even more 

horrific than her mother’s. 
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Glenda curled up on the expensive carpet, her body shaking uncontrollably. 

The Alpha pressure radiating from Theodore was suffocating, crushing her will to resist. 

She looked up at the terrifying man, tears and snot mixing on her bruised face. 

“I swear, Alpha Crimson! I swear on my life!” Glenda stammered, her voice cracking with 

panic. “I didn’t know! I absolutely didn’t know that pup belonged to the Crimson family!” 

She tried to crawl backward, but her bound hands made her stumble. 

“My mother… The Hag… she was greedy, yes,” Glenda cried out desperately. “But she 

wasn’t stupid! If she had known that baby was a descendant of the Alpha King, she 

wouldn’t have touched him.” 

Glenda gulped for air, her eyes wide with terror. 

“Even if she hadn’t lived long enough, she wouldn’t dare buy him to resell!” she shrieked. 

“That would be suicide! No one messes with the Royal Pack and lives!” 



Theodore remained silent, his expression darker than the deepest night. 

Amelia sat on the edge of the desk nearby. 

In her hand, she twirled a silver scalpel. The blade reflected the cold overhead lights, 

dancing dangerously close to her fingers. 

“So,” Amelia spoke softly, her voice cutting through Glenda’s sobbing. “You’re saying that 

as long as they aren’t of noble Crimson blood, other werewolf pups deserve to be sold like 

livestock?” 

The silver metal glinted menacingly. 

Glenda froze. She could feel the killing intent rolling off the slender woman. 

She didn’t dare argue. She knew one wrong word could end her life right there. 

“No… no…” Glenda scrambled to change the subject. “It was Griffin! Griffin Drake!” 

She looked frantically between Theodore and Amella. 

“I only agreed to work for Griffin because he promised me something,” she confessed 

rapidly. “He said he would help me find the person who killed my mother and stole that 

pup back then.” 

Glenda paused, a realization suddenly dawning on her horrified face. 

“The money…” she whispered, her face draining of all color. “Yesterday, Griffin gave me 

ten million. I thought it was a bonus.” 

She looked up at Theodore, trembling. 

“It wasn’t a bonus. It was hush money,” she realized aloud. “He must have found out. He 

found out the kid’s identity was your brother, so he paid me to shut up and disappear.” 

Theodore’s eyes narrowed, signaling her to continue. 

Under his silent pressure, Glenda spilled everything. 

“Twenty–two years ago, I had just gotten pregnant, Glenda recalled, her voice shaking. 

“My mother decided to do one last job. A man came to us. He wore a disguise, covered 

completely.” 

“He sold us a pup that was barely a month old. The price was suspiciously low.” 

Glenda swallowed hard. 



“The next day, my mother took the pup for transport. But a she–wolf in a car chased her 

down. They crashed.” 

“My mother called me… she was screaming for help,” Glenda sobbed. “But when I got to 

the location later, she was dead. Her death was… miserable. Torn apart.” 

“I was so terrified by the sight that I went into shock,” she whispered. “I miscarried my 

own child right there. The doctors said I could never conceive again.” 

Amelia looked down at her coldly. 

“That is the Moon Goddess’s punishment,” Amelia said without an ounce of sympathy. 

Glenda collapsed completely, pressing her forehead to the floor. 

“Please! I’ve told you everything! I won’t tell Griffin I saw you! Just let me go!” 

(Amelia’s POV) 

I watched the pathetic woman groveling on the floor. 

Beside me, Theodore remained stoic, but I could feel the heat of his rage. 

His wolf, Logan, was growling low in his chest, a sound that vibrated through the room. 

The door opened, and Marcus walked in. 

He held a tablet, his face set in grim lines. 

“Alpha, Miss Stone, Marcus nodded respectfully. “We have new findings regarding 

Glenda’s agency. 

He tapped the screen and projected images onto the wall. 

“The ‘Gilded Cage‘ isn’t just a modeling agency. It’s front for trafficking young she–

wolves,” Marcus reported efficiently. “We found records of forced transactions. But 

there’s something worse.” 

Marcus swiped to the next image. It showed chemical formulas. 

“We found traces of a new drug in their private rooms. It suppresses a she–wolf’s will. It 

seems to be related to the mind–control research Griffin Drake is funding.” 

My blood ran cold. 

Griffin was truly depraved. He was using these vulnerable girls to test his drugs. 



I turned my gaze back to Glenda. The disgust I felt was overwhelming. 

“Theodore,” I asked, my voice steady. “How do you want to handle this trash?” 

Theodore looked at me. The golden fire in his eyes softened slightly when they met mine. 

“You decide,” he said simply. 

I nodded slowly. I looked at the silver scalpel in my hand. 

“Killing her now would be too easy,” I said, my tone icy. “It would be a mercy she doesn’t 

deserve.” 

Glenda looked up, a flicker of hope in her eyes. 

“I have a new formula I’ve been working on,” I continued, crushing her hope instantly. “A 

specialized wolfbane toxin that targets the nervous system. It simulates the pain of having 

your bones crushed, over and over again.” 

Glenda’s eyes bulged. She tried to scream. 

“We need a live subject for clinical trials,” I said calmly. “Let her pay for her sins in 

agony. She can contribute to science before she rots.” 

Theodore nodded in agreement. “Do it.” 

“No! No! Kill me! Just kill me!” Glenda shrieked, thrashing on the floor. 

Marcus didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward and grabbed a rag from the desk, stuffing it 

into her mouth. 

He grabbed her by the collar of her tacky leopard–print coat. 

Without any effort, he dragged her out of the office like a sack of potatoes. 

Her muffled screams faded down the hallway. 

The heavy doors clicked shut, leaving us alone in the silence. 

I took a deep breath, organizing the chaotic information in my mind. 

“The Hag was silenced to cover their tracks,” I analyzed, breaking the silence. “Theron–

that man in disguise–wanted no loose ends.” 

I looked at Theodore. He was leaning against the desk, his hands gripping the edge tightly. 



“But before she died, your mother must have done something,” I said softly. 

The timeline matched. The crash. The chase. 

“She knew she couldn’t save herself,” I reasoned. “In those final moments, she must have 

made a call. She entrusted the baby to someone to keep him safe from Theron.” 

Theodore frowned, deep in thought. 

“My grandparents died early,” he said, his voice raspy. “My mother was an only child. She 

had no siblings to rely on. She built everything she had from the ground up.” 

He paused, searching his memories. 

“Wait,” Theodore’s eyes flashed. “There was one incident. Years before I was born, she 

saved a Rogue from execution.” 

My heart skipped a beat. A Rogue. 

It all fit perfectly. 

I reached into my bag and pulled out the file I had organized earlier. 

I walked over to him and placed the documents in his hand. 

“This is the background check on Jasper Calder,” I said firmly. 

Theodore looked down at the file, then at me, confusion and hope warring in his eyes. 

“If you are free tomorrow,” I said, meeting his gaze with absolute certainty. “Come with 

me to see Jasper. I suspect he is your lost true–born brother.” 

Alpha’s Abandoned Daughter is the Secret 
Heiress! 

Chapter 290[ 1,098 words ] 

(Theodore’s POV) 

Amelia’s words struck me like a physical blow. 

I took the file from her hand, my fingers trembling slightly. 

I stared down at the photograph of Jasper Calder. 



Deep inside my chest, my wolf, Logan, let out a low vibrating rumble. 

It wasn’t a growl of aggression. It was a sound of resonance, a call to our own blood. 

The man in the photo looked melancholic. His jawline was softer than mine, lacking the 

harshness of years spent in battle. 

But I looked closer. I stared into his eyes. 

Beneath the dullness of his expression, deep within the pupils, I caught it. 

A flicker of gold. 

That specific, molten shade belonged only to the Crimson bloodline. 

“Do you see it?” Amelia asked softly. 

She was watching me closely, sensing the sudden turmoil in my aura. “The facial 

similarities?” 

I nodded slowly, my grip on the file tightening until the paper crinkled. 

“I see it,” I whispered. 

I scanned the data on the page. His birthday caught my attention immediately. 

It was exactly one month after the day my brother had been stolen. 

My mind raced, connecting the dots with the logic of our world. 

The day my brother was taken had been a full moon. 

If a Rogue had saved him, they wouldn’t have known his true birthdate. To hide the child’s 

identity, or perhaps to mark a new beginning, they would have assigned a new date. 

The day he was found. The day of the next full moon. 

It made perfect sense. 

For twenty–two years, I had searched in the dark. Now, for the first time, the void in my 

chest felt like it might finally be filled. 

This Jasper… he was my brother. 

Logan threw back his head and howled in my mind, a sound of pure, agonizing hope. 



I took a deep breath, forcing the beast to settle. 

“I will go see him tomorrow,” I told Amelia, my voice steadying. 

I didn’t wait. I pulled out my phone and dialed Marcus immediately. 

“Marcus,” I commanded the moment he answered. Take a team to Jasper Calder’s 

residence. Stay hidden.” 

“Protect him at all costs. If Griffin Drake’s people get near him again, kill them.” 

I hung up, the silence of the office rushing back in. 

I turned to Amelia. She was watching me with those sapphire eyes that seemed to see 

right through my soul. 

I reached out and took her hand. Her skin was cool against my burning palm. 

“Amelia,” I said, my voice rasping with emotion. “If he is truly my brother… I don’t know 

how to repay you.” 

I had promised her the Crimson family’s support, but this… this was giving me back my 

life. 

Amelia smirked slightly, a playful glint in her eyes. 

“Didn’t you already promise me the rest of your life? she teased. 

I looked at her with absolute seriousness. 

“That was for healing my legs and my wolf,” I said. “You have given me far more than 

that.” 

Amelia’s expression sobered. She stepped closer. 

“A werewolf’s life is long, Theodore,” she said calmly. “I am helping you now. Perhaps one 

day, I will need the Crimson family’s power.” 

Her gaze hardened, revealing the fierce Alpha spirit within her. 

“My view on love is simple,” she stated. “If I choose a mate, I give everything. I hold 

nothing back.” 

She paused, her eyes narrowing slightly. 



“But if I am betrayed,” she whispered, “I will take it all back. I will destroy everything I 

built, and the one who betrayed me.” 

I lifted her hand to my lips, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. 

“I swear to the Moon Goddess,” I vowed, my voice low and intense. “I will never make you 

regret choosing me.” 

Amelia smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes completely. 

“I believe the you of today,” she said softly. 

She knew oaths were fragile things. But she was the Shadow King. She didn’t rely on 

promises; she relied on her own strength. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

We left the Crimson Group headquarters shortly after. 

I took the wheel, driving us toward a secure location where we could hold the prisoner 

properly. 

In the rearview mirror, I saw Glenda. 

She was huddled in the back seat, her wrists bound by reinforced silver handcuffs. 

She was shaking violently. The scent of her fear filled the car, acrid and desperate. 

“Please,” Glenda stammered, her teeth chattering. “Miss Stone, if you let me go… I can tell 

you everything about the Finishing School.” 

I laughed, a cold, sharp sound. 

“You think I don’t know about that?” I asked, glancing at her reflection. 

“Drugging young she–wolves. Breaking their wills. Training them to be pets for disgusting 

old men.” 

My wolf, Ava, snorted in my mind. She wanted to tear this woman apart right here in the 

car. 

“I have the client list, Glenda,” I said dismissively. “That information is worthless to me.” 

Glenda paled. She realized her bargaining chip was expired. 

She gritted her teeth, desperation clawing at her throat. 



“There’s more!” she cried out. “Griffin isn’t just selling girls!” 

I kept my eyes on the road, but my ears perked up. 

“He runs the ‘Secret Garden,” Glenda blurted out. 

“It’s a party. An underground gathering held every April.” 

She spoke faster now, terrified I would stop listening. 

“The location changes every year. Only the top Alphas get invited. Griffin signs the invites 

personally,” 

“There are no laws there,” she whispered. “Just power and dark desires. Anything goes.” 

She leaned forward as much as the restraints allowed. 

“Next year… the rumors say it will be on a private island near the Stone River territory.” 

I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel. 

The Secret Garden. 

Even my network as the Shadow King hadn’t penetrated that circle. It was too insular, too 

paranoid. 

This was interesting. 

I didn’t speak. I let the silence stretch, weighing the value of this new intelligence. 

Glenda saw my hesitation. She knew she needed something more personal to seal the 

deal. 

“Celine!” she shouted suddenly. 

I frowned. The name was like vinegar in my mouth 

“What about her?” I asked, my voice dropping an octave. “The Imposter is with you?” 

It seemed impossible. Celine prided herself on being the high–born daughter of the Stone 

family. 

“Griffin threw her to me,” Glenda explained hurriedly 

“He said she was useless to him now. But she has value for the school.” 



Glenda’s eyes darted around, manic with fear. 

“She was raised as a Stone,” Glenda continued. “She knows etiquette. She knows how to 

walk, talk, and act like a lady.” 

“Griffin told me to use her to groom the other girls. To teach them how to pretend to be 

high–society wives.” 

A cruel irony. The fake daughter teaching others how to be fake. 

I let out a dark chuckle. 

Glenda saw the shift in my mood. She saw the opportunity. 

She looked at me through the mirror, her eyes pleading. 

“I know Celine has framed you many times,” Glenda said, her voice trembling. “As long as 

you let me go, I can hand Celine over! You can deal with her at your will!” 
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