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The Enforcer in charge of the transport let out a cold sneer. 

He looked at Glenda, whose face was the color of dead ash. 

“Stop dreaming,” he mocked, his voice dripping with cruelty. “You need to understand 

where you are going. 

It is the notorious Blackstone Prison.” 

Glenda shuddered violently against her chains. 

“In that place, living is far more painful than dying,” the Enforcer continued, enjoying her 

terror. “You will pray to the Moon Goddess to take your soul early.” 

The threat of torture that stretched longer than death plunged Glenda into absolute 

despair. 

She had once been so glorious. She had held the fate of countless girls in her hands. 

Now, she would only rot in that dark, sunless place. 

She desperately traced back the root of all this misery. 

It all led back to twenty years ago. 

It was because her mother, “The Hag,” had been consumed by greed. She had dared to 

kidnap the Alpha King’s own brother. 

That single act of avarice had cursed their bloodline. 

Despair swallowed Glenda whole. 

She began to thrash in the prisoner van like a madwoman. 

“Damn it! Mom, it’s all your fault!” she screamed, her voice hoarse and broken. 

“If not for your greed, I would have been a Queen!” 

Tears of rage and regret streamed down her face. 



“You ruined me! You ruined everything!” 

*** 

Amelia Stone watched the video feed on her tablet. 

She tapped the screen, turning off the recording of Glenda’s breakdown. 

Her expression was impassive, but a sense of satisfaction curled in her chest. 

This scene was incredibly gratifying. 

Griffin Drake’s lapdogs were being removed, one by one. 

As for Lucas Lloyd, he posed no real threat to her now. 

The bet she had made with him was merely a tool. She was using him to make an example 

of anyone who dared cross her. 

Amelia knew her ultimate goal clearly. It was to bring down the entire Drake family. 

But before she could tear down that massive tree, she had to prune the poisonous vines. 

She had to deal with Celine Stone. 

Celine was delusional enough to try and take Glenda’s place. She wanted to serve Griffin 

and act as his new blade. 

“Then let her follow in Glenda’s footsteps,” Amelia thought coldly. “She can wait for the 

sanctions of Pack Law.” 

Inside her mind, her silver wolf stirred. 

*“That fake is still trying to struggle,“* Ava growled low in Amelia’s consciousness. *“I 

really want to bite her throat out.“* 

A cold light flickered in the wolf’s sapphire blue eyes. 

Amelia mentally stroked Ava’s fur, soothing the beast’s agitation. 

“Patience,” she whispered internally. 

She picked up her phone and dialed Silas. 

“Silas,” she ordered as soon as the line connected. “Go investigate something for me. I 

need to know exactly what opportunity Celine used to reconnect with Griffin.” 



*** 

Meanwhile, the atmosphere was quite different in a training institution named “Muse 

Garden.” 

Celine sat in a small office, wearing a mask of gentle kindness. 

She was interviewing a new girl who had just turned eighteen. 

The girl looked timid, clutching the strap of her bag nervously. 

“I… I want to learn the electronic keyboard,” the girl stammered. 

Celine smiled warmly. 

“Of course,” Celine said softy. “Here, not only is the training free, but we also have 

professional teachers to teach you piano.” 

The girl’s eyes widened in disbelief. 

“Really?” she asked, afraid it was too good to be true. “What do I have to pay? I don’t have 

much money.” 

Celine shook her head, weaving her web of lies effortlessly. 

“Our boss has a very kind heart,” Celine lied smoothly. “He just wants to help girls who 

are stuck in difficult situations. The only condition is that after you learn, you introduce 

our institution to other girls in need.” 

The girl’s eyes filled with tears of gratitude. Hope shone in them like stars. 

*I will! Thank you so much!” she nodded heavily, promising with all her heart. 

Celine watched as the staff led the girl away. 

The moment the door clicked shut, the hypocritical smile vanished from Celine’s face. 

It was replaced by a look of utter disdain. 

She pulled out her phone and opened social media. 

Everywhere she looked, the feed was flooded with news about Amelia. 

“Happy Birthday, Alpha Amelia!” 

“The true daughter returns!” 



“Amelia is the pride of the Stone River Pack!” 

Celine’s grip on the phone tightened until her knuckles turned white. She felt like she 

might crush the device. 

From last night until now, not a single person had sent her a birthday message. 

She used to be the center of attention. She used to be the princess. 

Just then, a notification popped up from the “High Society She–Wolves” group chat. 

Celine’s heart skipped a beat. She looked at the screen with expectation, hoping someone 

remembered her. 

She tapped it open. 

It was a message from Natasha Crimson. 

“@Admin, please kick Celine out,” Natasha wrote bluntly. “She is no longer the Alpha’s 

daughter of the Stone family. She doesn’t belong here.” 

Celine froze. 

Before she could even type a retort, the screen flashed. 

*You have been removed from the group chat.* 

** 

Celine stared at the login screen, trembling with humiliation. 

Che swallowed the bile rising in her throat and forced herself to calms dovers 

She needed validation. She needed to feel important again 

She mustered her courage and dialed Griffin’s cube Alphe Griffen?” she asked tentatively 

when the answered I was wondering is there a birthday treat for me today? 

There was a brief silence on the other end 

Then, Griffaris voice exploded in her ear 

“Are you insane? Griffin shouted 

Celine flinched, pulling the phone away 



“You are not the Alpha’s daughter anymore” Griffin roared “Stop dreaming about birthday 

parted! I let you take Glenda’s spot to work and to give Amelia trouble, not to treat you 

like a princess 

The line went dead. 

Celine stood frozen for a second. 

Then, she screamed. 

She grabbed a heavy perfume bottle from her dressing table and hurled it at the wall. 

*Crash* 

Glass shattered everywhere. The strong scent of perfume filled the air, choking her. 

She clenched her fists so hard that her fingernails dug deep into her palms. The sharp 

pain forced her to regain her composure. 

Griffin was right. 

She was just a tool for revenge now. 

“Fine,” she hissed. 

Hatred grew in her heart like wild weeds, choking out any remaining reason. 

“I will make Amelia taste what it’s like to fall from the clouds.” 

She decided to ruin Amelia’s birthday banquet at the Stone River Pack House tonight. 

Her eyes darted around the room as she formulated a plan. 

Poisoning the food. 

It was the best way to cause a massive scene. 

She had lived in the Stone family for over twenty years. She knew the kitchen staff 

intimately. She knew exactly who was greedy and who was weak. 

She picked up her phone again and dialed Griffin back 

“Alpha Griffin” she said, her voice steady and cold. I need a drug Colorless and odourless. 

“Go on Griffin said, his interest piqued. 



“It needs to cause severe gastric distress, but it must be delayed, Celine explained. “I will 

find a way to bribe the kitchen staff at the Stone Pack House to put it in the dishes.” 

“Good,” Griffin said, his tone approving 1 will prepare the drug. 

“That is the right attitude, he added. “Put your mind on these things from now on. Stop 

thinking about your past life as an Alpha’s daughter. 

“I understand,” Celine said obediently. “I will do my best to solve problems for you, Alpha 

Griffin.” 

She hung up and immediately scrolled through her contacts. 

She found the number of a kitchen worker at the Stone Pack House. 

She pressed call. 

The phone rang three times before it was answered. 

“Hello?” a wary voice asked. 

Celine lowered her voice, making it sound seductive and dangerous. 

“This is Celine,” she whispered. “Do you want to earn a sum of money that you couldn’t 

save in a lifetime?” 

The breathing on the other end hitched. 

“Help me with one thing,” Celine said, staring at her reflection in the broken mirror. 

“Once it’s done, I will give you two million dollars.” 
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“Two million?!” 

The chef’s voice trembled violently over the phone. “You want me to do what?” 

Shock and naked greed warred in his tone. For a lowly Omega working the hot stoves of 

the Stone River Pack kitchen, this was an astronomical sum. It was more wealth than he 

could accumulate in ten lifetimes of scrubbing pots and peeling potatoes. 



Celine clutched her phone tighter. A cold, victorious sneer curled her lips. She knew the 

bait was too sweet for a servant to resist. 

“It is simple,” she whispered, her voice slow and deliberate. “Just add a little ‘seasoning‘ 

to the dishes for Amelia’s birthday banquet tonight.” 

The line went silent for a heartbeat. The air crackled with tension. 

“What kind of seasoning?” The chef’s tone sharpened with sudden suspicion. “Is it a 

prank?” 

He paused, his breathing quickening. 

“Is it high–concentration Wolfsbane?” he hissed, panic rising. “Or liquid silver?” 

“That is a capital offense!” he cried out, his voice cracking with fear. “I could be executed 

for treason by the Alpha King’s laws. I won’t do it!” 

“No, no, of course not,” Celine explained quickly, her voice soothing like honey. “It is not 

lethal poison. I am not crazy.” 

“It is just some herbal powder to cause severe gastric distress,” she lied smoothly. “It will 

ruin the party, but it won’t kill anyone. It is harmless in the long run.” 

She let out a soft laugh to ease his nerves. 

“If they investigate, just say the ingredients were not fresh,” she suggested. “Or blame it 

on improper food handling. What can they really do to you?” 

“Think about it,” Celine added temptingly. “Even if they fire you and kick you out of the 

Pack House, you will have two million dollars.” 

“You can go to any human city,” she whispered. “You can buy a house. You can live a 

wealthy life far away from here.” 

The silence on the other end stretched long and heavy. The chef was weighing his fear of 

the Pack Enforcers against the massive payout. 

Finally, greed won out over loyalty. 

“Fine,” the chef muttered, his voice low. “But the banquet prep is starting soon. I need the 

powder immediately 

“And to minimize my risk,” he added firmly. “I want a deposit of one million upfront. I 

won’t move a muscle without it.” 



Celine did not hesitate to agree. “Done. Someone will deliver the package to the back door 

in one hour She hung up the phone. The confident smile instantly vanished from her face. 

Her expression turned dark and stormy. A cold sweat broke out on her forehead. 

She had a massive problem. She didn’t have the money. 

She couldn’t ask Griffin Drake for funds. He had made his disdain for her clear earlier. 

Her own savings and expensive jewelry were gone. Her biological father, that wretched 

rogue Chuck Haden, had stolen everything and gambled it away. 

Desperation clawed at her throat. She had no choice. 

She scrolled through her contacts until she found Lucas Lloyd. He was her last resort. 

The phone rang twice before Lucas picked up. Background noise of loud music and 

laughter filtered through. 

“Well, well,” Lucas’s voice came through, loud and mocking. “If it isn’t the fallen 

princess.” 

Celine swallowed her pride. She forced her voice into a sickeningly sweet, coquettish tone. 

“Lucas, darling,” she purred, trying to sound seductive. “I miss you. I need a small favor. 

Can you lend me two million?” 

“Borrow two million?” Lucas laughed, a harsh, grating sound that made Celine flinch. 

“Celine, do you think you are still the Alpha’s daughter?” 

“Look at you now,” he sneered, “You are worth less than a rogue she–wolf. Your body isn’t 

worth that price tag.” 

Celine gripped the phone so hard her knuckles turned white. Her fingernails dug into her 

palm, drawing blood. 

“It is just for temporary turnover,” she pleaded softly, suppressing the urge to scream 

insults back at him. “I will pay you back.” 

“Fine,” Lucas grunted eventually. “Come over. If your performance in bed satisfies me, I’ll 

give you the money.” 

The call ended abruptly. 

Celine rushed to the bathroom. She fell to her knees before the toilet and retched 

violently. 



Bile burned her throat. Tears of humiliation streamed down her face. 

She used to be the jewel of the Stone family. She was the pristine heir. 

Now she had to sell her body to a useless trust fund baby like Lucas just to survive. 

She wiped her mouth and looked into the mirror. Her reflection stared back, pale and 

trembling, but her eyes burned with hatred. 

“Amelia Stone,” she hissed at the glass. “This is all your fault.” 

“This will be the last birthday you ever celebrate,” she vowed. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

At noon, the atmosphere in Starlight Entertainment was electric. 

Anya burst into my office. Her face was flushed with excitement. 

“Miss Stone! Look at the market!” she exclaimed, waving her tablet. “Starlight 

Entertainment’s stock is soaring!” 

She placed the device on my desk. The graph was a beautiful upward line. 

“Gale Entertainment is crashing,” Anya added gleefully. “Even Caleb’s new song release 

didn’t stop the drop. The public isn’t buying it.” 

I glanced at the numbers calmly. This was exactly what I expected. 

“This is just the beginning of their fall,” I said coolly. 

I walked to the door and looked at the staff gathered outside. They looked anxious but 

hopeful. 

“Our new projects will reach new heights,” I announced, my voice steady and confident. 

“Everyone who stays loyal to Starlight will be rewarded generously.” 

Cheers erupted from the team. 

By evening, I was sitting in my car, ready to head to the Stone River Pack House. 

My phone buzzed on the dashboard. I glanced at the caller ID. 

A knowing light flashed in my sapphire blue eyes. 



*“It looks like the idiot finally made her move,”* Ava drawled in my mind. She stretched 

lazily within my subconscious. 

*“I thought she might come up with something creative,“* my silver wolf scoffed. *“But 

she is so predictable. It is pathetic.”* 

I smiled faintly. *“Let’s see what she has planned.“* 

I tapped the answer button. 

“Miss Stone, a nervous but eager voice whispered. “Is your promise still valid?” 

It was one of the kitchen staff. 

When I took over the Stone family affairs, I made sure to secure the loyalty of the 

household staff. I offered double wages and heavy bonuses for information. 

I knew Adrian and Livia were incompetent managers. Their staff was easy to turn with 

the right incentives. 

“Speak,” I said calmly. 

“Celine contacted me,” the chef reported quickly. “She offered me two million to drug the 

food tonight.” 

“She wants me to put a powder in the main course,” he continued. “Specifically the 

roasted venison and the Vintage Champagne.” 

“I have recorded the call as evidence,” he added proudly. 

I let out a soft laugh. Drugging the food? 

How incredibly basic. It was almost boring. 

I started the engine, my fingers tapping rhythmically against the steering wheel. 

“You did well,” I said, my voice smooth. “Since she wants to play, we will play along.” 

“Take the powder she gives you,” I instructed. “But do not put it in the general supply.” 

My eyes narrowed slightly as I gave the order. 

“Only add it to the plates served to Adrian, Livia, and Lyra,” I commanded. “Bring the rest 

of the powder to me. I will give you four million.” 
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“That is wonderful… thank you so much, Alpha.” 

The chef’s voice trembled with suppressed excitement over the phone. To a regular pack 

member working the kitchens, two million was already a fortune. Now that I had doubled 

the bounty to four million, it was as if he had won the lottery jackpot. The sheer greed in 

his tone was palpable, washing away any lingering fear of the consequences. 

“After you get the drug, just hand it directly to my mother, Seraphina,” I instructed 

calmly, my eyes fixed on the road ahead. “Do not let anyone else see it.” 

“Understood,” the chef replied respectfully before hanging up the call. 

I sat in the driver’s seat, a cold, humorless sneer curling my lips. It seemed Celine was 

truly desperate this time. To resort to such a clumsy tactic as poisoning the birthday 

banquet showed just how cornered she felt. 

She seemed to forget that this wasn’t a public show for the high–ranking officials of the 

Northern Territories like the welcome banquet had been. The guests invited tonight were 

my closest allies and family members. 

*“Did that idiot forget that Rowan Calder is a master herbalist?” Ava flicked her tail 

disdainfully in the back of my mind. 

Her sapphire eyes were full of mockery as she stretched her silver paws. *“As soon as that 

dish is served, Uncle Rowan will be able to smell the foul play from meters away. She is 

literally digging her own grave.** 

I responded to Ava silently, agreeing completely with her assessment. If there was really 

something wrong with the dishes, Rowan would notice it the moment he walked into the 

room. Celine’s move served no purpose other than to expose her own stupidity and malice 

to the very people she should fear most. 

However, since Celine had prepared this “gift” so diligently, I decided to let my 

hypocritical sister taste the-consequences of her own evil again. 

I dialed Seraphina’s number, my tone softening immediately as the line connected. 

“Mom, the kitchen manager will bring you something in a bit,” I said gently. “Please keep 

it safe for me. It is prepared for a ‘special guest‘ tonight.” 



After hanging up, a cold chill surfaced in the depths of my sapphire eyes. My fingers 

tapped lightly against the steering wheel as a plan formed in my mind. 

Once I retrieved that packet of powder, I intended to use my pet snake, Green. He could 

move unnoticed through the dining hall, sliding beneath tables and chairs. I would have 

him transfer this “seasoning” into Adrian and Lyra’s food or wine. 

I wanted to see just how potent this drug, which supposedly only caused “gastric 

distress,” would be on that arrogant Alpha. It was time Adrian Stone learned that his 

digestive system was just as vulnerable as his ego. 

(Author’s POV) 

After Seraphina hung up the phone with her daughter, she returned her full attention to 

the bustling kitchen. She was personally crafting a one–of–a–kind birthday cake, refusing 

to let the servants touch it. It was a design she had created specifically for Amelia, 

intricate and filled with love. 

Dr. Iris Morris stood nearby, helping to wash a basket of fresh wild raspberries that had 

just been delivered from the mountains. The red berries glistened under the kitchen lights 

like rubies. 

“Seraphina, you are not only baking it yourself but also designing the shape,” Iris 

observed, watching Seraphina’s focused profile as she piped delicate frosting flowers. 

“Such dedication is truly rare.” 

Seraphina smiled gently, the spatula in her hand smoothing the cream on the cake’s 

surface with practiced ease. 

“Ever since Amelia called me ‘Mom‘, I made up my mind,” she said softly, her eyes warm. 

“I want to give her the best of everything in this world. I must ensure she never wants for 

anything.” 

These words touched a chord in Iris. Although she had a daughter who supported her 

scientific career, Iris had dedicated most of her life to the laboratory and the development 

of anti–cancer drugs. She felt a deep sense of debt toward her family for the years of 

absence. 

“Sometimes, seeing my daughter feel both proud and guilty because she cannot inherit my 

career leaves a bitter taste in my mouth,” Iris whispered, drying her hands on a towel. “As 

a mother, I actually only hope she can live a simple, happy life.” 

Seraphina stopped her movements and looked at her seriously. 

“Family affection is a two–way street, Iris,” she said warmly. “Your daughter is proud of 

you, and you love her. That is enough.” 



The two women looked at each other and smiled, sharing a common hope that tonight 

would be the happiest birthday Amelia had experienced in twenty–two years. 

Meanwhile, in the Crimson Group’s high–rise office, Theodore was monitoring the stock 

market fluctuations on his computer screen while answering a call from his biological 

brother, Jasper. 

“Brother, Uncle M asked me to pass on a request,” Jasper’s voice came through the phone, 

sounding slightly hesitant. “Griffin Drake already knows his identity. It’s not safe for him 

outside anymore, and he is a man who cannot sit idle. He hopes to find a job inside the 

Crimson Pack House.” 

Theodore’s golden eyes narrowed slightly. His fingers tapped rhythmically on the armrest 

of his wheelchair, Uncle M was the mute rogue wolf who had raised Jasper in the 

shadows. He held a complex and deep–seated hatred for the Crimson family, specifically 

for the Alpha King. 

“Let him work as a gardener,” Theodore said, his voice betraying no emotion. “I will 

arrange it.” 

He knew exactly what was happening. Uncle M’s move was actually a ploy to lurk near the 

Alpha King Gideon, looking for an opportunity for revenge. However, keeping the man 

right under his nose was indeed safer than letting him roam outside where Griffin could 

target him. It also provided a decent cover for everyone involved. 

Just as Theodore was considering how to arrange the pieces on his chessboard, a knock 

sounded at the office door. 

Beta Marcus pushed the door open a moment later, bowing slightly. “Alpha, Luna Amelia 

is here.” 

“Let her in,” Theodore’s voice softened instantly, the calculating edge vanishing. 

The door opened slowly, and Amelia walked in carrying an exquisite medical kit. She wore 

a well–tailored trench coat that accentuated her slender figure, her steps light and her 

posture elegant. 

Theodore’s wolf, Logan, immediately let out a low rumble of pleasure in his 

consciousness. The massive black wolf’s tail thumped excitedly against the ground of his 

mindscape, urging his human to get closer to their mate. 

Theodore maneuvered his wheelchair forward to greet her, a genuine smile breaking 

across his usually stern face. 



“Amelia, congratulations,” he said warmly. “I just looked at today’s stock market trends. 

Starlight Entertainment’s stock rose by a full fifteen points this morning, and looking at 

this trend, it should continue to rise for quite some time.” 

Amelia placed the medical kit on the table and lifted her chin confidently. 

“This is just the beginning, Theodore,” she declared, her sapphire eyes shining with 

determination. “My ambition is to make Starlight Entertainment the overlord of the entire 

entertainment industry in the Northern Territories.” 

“I believe you,” Theodore said without hesitation, his gaze locked tight on her face. 

“Whatever you want to -do, I will support you.” 

Amelia smiled and opened the lunch box Theodore had prepared for her. A delicious 

aroma immediately filled the air. Inside, perfectly pan–seared venison steaks lay beside 

crisp asparagus, accompanied by a dish of wild mushrooms that looked particularly 

unique. 

“These are fresh wild mushrooms specially flown in,” Theodore explained, watching her 

reaction. “The taste is incredibly savory.” 

Amelia picked up a fork and examined the colorful mushrooms on the plate, raising an 

eyebrow at him. 

“These aren’t Magic Mushrooms, are they?” she joked dryly, poking at a speckled cap. 
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“I’ll taste it first. If I really start seeing strange things, remember to feed me this 

antidote.” 

Amelia fished a small bottle out of her portable medical kit. 

It was an amber glass vial with a handwritten label. She shook it gently in her hand, the 

liquid inside swirling. 

“Even as the Shadow Healer ‘Lily‘, my knowledge of herbalism has limits,” she admitted. 

“I have never tried this rare wild mushroom before.” 

She explained that it grew in deep, ancient forests and was rumored to contain trace 

hallucinogenic components. 



However, the risk did not dampen her determination to explore this delicacy. Her eyes 

sparkled with the thrill of the unknown. 

I looked at the medicine bottle she clutched so tightly. 

I smiled and whispered softly, “Okay, whatever you say.” 

With my promise, Amelia finally relaxed. She picked up her fork and began to enjoy the 

lunch I had prepared. 

“The texture is incredible,” she praised between bites. “It’s so fresh.” 

She seemed fine at first. But not long after, the effects kicked in. 

Her sapphire eyes grew misty and unfocused. She stared blankly at the air in front of her. 

Suddenly, she pointed a finger at me excitedly. 

“Theodore! Look at you!” she shouted. “You’ve turned into a glowing forest elf!” 

I sat in my wheelchair, stunned. She waved her hands around, completely unguarded and 

innocent. 

I had never seen her like this. She was usually so composed and calculating. 

Now, she looked adorable. 

*She is perfect,* Logan purred in my mind, letting out a pleased rumble. 

Amelia was completely immersed in her own fantasy world. She turned her gaze to the 

empty floor. 

“Oh my goddess,” she gasped. “Beautiful moonflowers are blooming everywhere.” 

She reached out as if trying to pick invisible flowers. 

I realized she was definitely poisoned. The hallucinations were taking full effect. 

I reached for the amber vial she had set on the table. 

Just as I was about to open it, Amelia suddenly leaned forward. 

She cupped my face with both of her warm hands. 

Her thumbs gently stroked my cheekbones, her touch feather–light. 



“This elf’s face is so soft,” she mumbled dreamily. “It feels so good…” 

She squeezed my cheeks gently. 

I felt a mix of helplessness and amusement. I should have stopped her. 

But I couldn’t bear to push her away. 

I let this usually cool–headed female Alpha do whatever she wanted with my face. 

After a while, she seemed to have played enough. Her hands dropped back to her lap. 

I quickly poured out a dark green herbal capsule from the vial. It emitted a bitter, herbal 

scent. 

I held it carefully to her lips. 

“Amelia, open your mouth.” 

She pursed her lips tightly. She turned her head away like a stubborn child refusing 

medicine. 

“No,” she grumbled. 

I sighed, then had an idea. I softened my voice to a coaxing tone. 

“Be a good girl,” I whispered. “This is magic candy from the forest elf.” 

“If you eat it, you will become as cute as them.” 

Amelia turned back to me. Her blue eyes lit up instantly. 

“Really?” she asked. 

“Really,” I promised. 

She opened her mouth immediately and swallowed the capsule obediently. 

Moments later, the mist in her eyes began to clear. She blinked several times, looking 

around the office. 

She realized she had lost her composure. 

She began rubbing her temples to relieve the lingering dizziness. 

“That mushroom really lives up to its reputation,” she said, her voice embarrassed. 



Then, a mischievous grin curled her lips. 

“Do you want to try the rest?” she asked with a bad smile. 

I laughed. “Sure.” 

I ate the remaining mushrooms. I felt a little lightheaded, but no elves appeared. 

Seeing I was fine, she just fed me a simple sobering agent to be safe. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

Lunch was over. It was time for business. 

I began the routine nerve stimulation therapy on Theodore’s injured legs. 

I used my energy to probe the damaged pathways. The session was intense. 

When it was done, I helped Theodore up. 

“Try to stand and support yourself,” I instructed, holding his arm firmly. 

He gritted his teeth. Fine beads of sweat seeped out on his forehead from the exertion. 

“It hurts,” he admitted, his voice strained. “But I can feel the power flowing through the 

muscles.” 

I guided him back to the wheelchair. 

“That is a normal reaction,” I reassured him. “The nerves are repairing themselves.” 

“At this recovery speed, you will be moving freely by the end of December.” 

I looked him in the eyes seriously. “But you must stick to the rehabilitation training every 

day.” 

Theodore looked up at me. His golden eyes were filled with intense tenderness. 

“Happy Birthday, Amelia,” he said solemnly. 

I laughed. “You already said that last night.” 

“I wanted to say it again,” he insisted. “In person.” 

I sat down opposite him. 



“So, what gift did you prepare for me?” I asked curiously. 

“Even Damien Blackwood is trying to outdo everyone.” 

“He threatened to give me shares in the Blackwood Logistics Group as a birthday gift.” 

I rolled my eyes. “The condition was that I break our engagement and accept his mark.” 

“I sent most of his expensive jewelry and luxury items back,” I added. 

Theodore sneered cold. His expression darkened. 

“Your ex–mate really has courage,” he said sarcastically. 

I raised an eyebrow, teasing him. “Are you worried I will be swayed by his massive 

wealth?” 

Theodore looked at me seriously. 

“If you were truly moved by money, I would offer much better terms to keep you.” 

“I am the heir to the Crimson family,” he stated arrogantly. “The entire wealth of the 

Northern Territories is in my hands.” 

“Doesn’t that make me seem too materialistic?” I asked playfully. “Too greedy?” 

Theodore shook his head. He smiled frankly. 

“In this world where the strong eat the weak, pursuing resources and wealth is instinct.” 

“If the woman I like doesn’t like money, then my hard–earned business empire would be 

useless.” 

He leaned back, looking confident. 

“I actually disdain those who pretend to be high and mighty.” 

I stared at his handsome, sculptured face. 

“Well,” I joked. “As a wealthy female Alpha myself, I happen to like your face very much.” 

Theodore laughed out loud. 

“Then I must maintain it well,” he replied. 

We bantered for a while about how only sufficient resources could maintain such beauty. 



Eventually, the laughter faded. The atmosphere gradually became serious. 

“How do you plan to deal with the banquet tonight?” Theodore asked. “Griffin and Adrian 

surely have schemes.” 

A cold light flashed in my eyes. 

“The plan is simple,” I said calmly. 

“I have already arranged for Silas and other subordinates to secretly track my mother, 

Livia.” 

“According to our intelligence, Griffin has made a move.” 

“He hired a professional killer from the remote rogue lands.” 

“This killer is known for being brutal and efficient.” 

“Griffin plans to strike when Livia is alone to cause chaos and panic.” 

I tapped my fingers on the desk rhythmically. 

“I intend to play along with their game.” 

“I will wait until Livia is in imminent danger to intervene and save her.” 

“And I will capture that killer alive on the spot. 

“Once the plot fails, Griffin will inevitably blame Adrian to protect himself. 

“That gives me the perfect evidence to send Adrian to werewolf prison.” 

Theodore frowned slightly, looking concerned. 

“That killer has twelve years of experience,” he warned. “He has never failed a mission.” 

“Are you sure your people can successfully rescue her and capture him?” 

I curled my lips into a confident smile. 

“Of course, it will require my personal cooperation.” 

“He may be an expert at fighting werewolf warriors.* 

“But facing me is different.” 



“Against my carefully prepared hallucinogenic pollen and neurotoxin mist, even the 

strongest warrior won’t stand a chance.” 
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I watched with fascination as Amelia’s slender fingers moved with practiced ease. She 

was manipulating tiny, venomous beetles, her control over them absolute and terrifyingly 

precise. A spark of genuine amazement flashed through my eyes as I observed her skill. 

“In a sense, Lia, if you wanted to do bad things, you would simply be invincible,” I said, a 

half–smile playing on my lips. 

Amelia’s lips curled upward, revealing a sly, fox–like smile that lit up her face. “Oh, but I 

am naturally kind,” she teased, her sapphire eyes twinkling with mischief. 

I let my smile fade, replacing it with a look of deep, unmasked seriousness. “Kindness 

itself is not rare in this world,” I said softly, my voice steady. “But to possess endless 

wealth and stand at the very peak of power, yet still hold onto that kindness… that is 

what is truly rare.” 

Amelia paused, her expression softening as she accepted the compliment with a graceful 

nod. I never withheld praise when it came to her; she deserved every word. In the depths 

of my mind, Logan let out a low, rumbling purr of immense satisfaction. He was 

incredibly proud to have such a powerful and capable mate. 

Amelia stretched her arms above her head, relaxing her body after her demonstration. 

“Well, the Stone family matters are nearly settled,” she said, her tone shifting to business. 

“Next, it will be the Crimson family’s turn.” She looked at me inquisitively. “By the way, is 

there any movement from Uncle Mason?” 

“He knows he cannot continue his old business now that Jasper’s identity is exposed,” I 

replied frankly. “He used Jasper to ask for a job, knowing he had no other options.” 

“I decided to play along with his request,” I continued. “I arranged a position for him as a 

gardener at the Pack House. Once he passes the physical examination, he can start 

immediately.” 



I leaned back in my wheelchair, fingers tapping the armrest thoughtfully. “This way, he is 

completely under our control. He will be right under our noses, easy to monitor at any 

time.” 

Amelia frowned slightly, a shadow of concern crossing her face. “Be careful,” she warned. 

“Don’t let him actually succeed in any schemes.” 

“Don’t worry,” I assured her confidently. “Alpha King Gideon actually knows everything 

my father did.” 

Our conversation turned darker as we discussed the past. We debated whether the death 

of my mother. years ago was connected to the Alpha King. 

“Do you think he was involved?” Amelia asked in a hushed tone. 

I analyzed the situation aloud. “If Grandfather knew about Theron’s conspiracy back then, 

he wouldn’t have allowed the fake Ronan to harm me. Unless he wanted to get rid of me 

as well.” I shook my head slowly. “But currently, there is no evidence to support that 

theory.” 

I looked into her eyes, appreciating her vigilance. “However, I agree with your caution. 

Power is only safe when it is firmly in one’s own hands.” 

The conversation wound down, and Amelia stood up to leave. “I need to go back to the 

Stone Pack House,” she said. “I have to pick something up and handle a few things.” 

She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. “See you at the birthday banquet 

tonight.” 

I felt the warmth of her lips linger on my skin. Before she could pull away, I grabbed her 

wrist gently. I pulled her closer and captured her lips with mine, deepening the kiss. “I 

promise,” I whispered against her mouth. “I won’t let you down.” 

(Amelia’s POV) 

As soon as I returned to my space, I pulled out my phone and dialed Silas’s number 

immediately. 

“What is the situation with Livia?” I asked, my voice clipped and professional. 

Silas’s efficient voice came through the speaker. “She hit a wall with Adrian, just as you 

predicted. She pretended to be disheartened and returned to the Moore family estate. She 

hasn’t stepped out since.” 

I narrowed my eyes, staring at the wall. “Keep watching her,” I ordered sternly. “I want 

twenty–four–hour surveillance on her location. Do not let any accidents happen to her.” 



My grip on the phone tightened. “Especially, do not let her die. I need my biological 

mother alive to witness the show that is about to unfold.” 

After handling a few urgent company matters, I drove straight back to the Stone Pack 

House ahead of schedule. Seraphina was in the kitchen, having just placed a handmade 

cake onto a serving cart. Seeing me return, her face lit up with a warm, maternal smile. 

“Amelia, you’re back,” she greeted. 

I didn’t have time for pleasantries, though I appreciated her warmth. “Mom, where is the 

thing you mentioned on the phone?” I asked directly. 

Seraphina wiped her hands on her apron and went to her room. She returned a moment 

later with a brown paper package and handed it to me carefully. 

I took the package, feeling its weight. “I can’t stay,” I told her apologetically. “I have to go 

out one more time. I will be back in over an hour to wash up and put on makeup. I 

promise I will be on time for the banquet at eight.” 

I returned to my car and locked the doors. Placing the package on the passenger seat, I 

tore it open. Inside was a fine, suspicious powder. As a Shadow Healer proficient in 

herbology, I was certainly not foolish enough to touch unknown substances with my bare 

skin. 

I opened my portable medical kit and selected a vial of clear chemical reagent. Carefully, I 

dripped a single drop onto the powder. 

The reaction was instant. The powder turned a grotesque shade of pink under the 

influence of the reagent. A sickly sweet, cloying scent filled the car interior, smelling 

disgusting. 

My eyes turned ice–cold instantly. Inside me, Ava let out a furious growl, loathing this 

kind of underhanded filth. This was not some simple laxative to cause a stomach ache. 

This was a high–concentration, potent aphrodisiac, commonly known as “Feral Dust.” 

The malice behind this gift was clear as day. They intended for the drug to take effect on 

all the guests during the birthday banquet. They wanted to trigger a mass, uncontrollable 

Heat among the werewolves present, turning a solemn celebration into a shameful, 

chaotic orgy. 

This was not just an insult; it was an attempt to completely destroy the Stone family’s 

reputation in Northgate City. The drug acted extremely fast. I didn’t have the ingredients 

for an antidote on hand, and even acupuncture would only suppress it slightly while 

causing great harm to the body. 



Since the Drake family wanted to humiliate me, I decided to return the favor with 

interest. I rolled up the package of powder, started the engine, and slammed on the gas. 

My destination was the Drake family’s prized asset: the Night City club. 

I parked the car in the shadows near the entrance of Night City, careful not to make any 

sudden moves that would attract attention. Standing in the darkness, I took out a small 

cloth bag from my pocket containing a specially prepared dried grass powder. I rubbed it 

between my fingers to crush it further, then tossed it into the air. 

As a Shadow Healer, I knew how to use the scents of nature and my spiritual power to 

communicate with living creatures. The unique herbal scent drifted through the air, 

undetectable to humans but irresistible to nature. 

Moments later, swarms of flying insects began to gather near the windows, summoned by 

the scent. I opened the package of Feral Dust. Using my spiritual energy, I guided the 

gentle breeze to coat the insects with the pink powder. 

I closed my eyes and focused, sending a mental command to the swarm. Like disciplined 

soldiers, the insects obeyed, flying towards the ventilation ducts and open window cracks 

of Night City. 

Since the Drake family developed this drug, Griffin surely had the antidote. My 

customers–no, his customers–had been dosed with their potent aphrodisiac, and I wanted 

to see how Griffin would properly handle this matter! The sudden power outage last time 

had already caused Night City to lose its reputation among these werewolf customers, and 

if this kind of large–scale mass heat chaos happened again this time, Night City’s 

signboard would likely be thoroughly smashed! 
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“Caleb, get ready to move!” 

Lyra Drake adjusted the hem of her shimmering evening gown. She looked impatiently at 

the figure slumped on the living room sofa. 

Caleb Stone sat there like a statue. His eyes were glazed over, staring at nothing. He 

looked as if he had fallen into a deep state of catatonic shock. His face was a mask of utter 

defeat and exhaustion. 

Lyra frowned, her patience wearing thin. She walked over and shoved his shoulder 

roughly. 



Caleb’s head lolled to the side. He blinked slowly, looking up at her with confusion. It was 

as if he didn’t even know where he was. 

“What is wrong with him?” Lyra turned to Adrian Stone, her voice sharp with annoyance. 

“He was so excited about attending Amelia’s Birthday Gala just yesterday. Why is he 

acting like a corpse now?” 

Adrian stood by the mirror, adjusting the collar of his custom–made suit. His expression 

was cold and detached. 

“It is because of the new single release,” Adrian said flatly. “Amelia released three songs. 

The response to her work completely crushed his.” 

Lyra paused, realization dawning on her face. “Oh, is that all?” She shrugged dismissively. 

“So he lost this time. His results were still decent, weren’t they? He can just win it back 

next time.” 

Adrian’s hands tightened on his tie. He wasn’t just thinking about a song. He was thinking 

about his recent failures in the power struggle for the company. He had lost too much 

ground to the first branch of the family. 

“We cannot afford to lose anymore,” Adrian muttered to himself. “Tonight, I must turn 

the tables.” 

He turned to his son. “Caleb, get up. Do not let Amelia look down on you. You are a 

Stone.” 

Caleb let out a shaky breath. His voice was a hoarse whisper. “You don’t understand, Aunt 

Lyra. You don’t understand at all.” 

Lyra rolled her eyes. She didn’t have the patience to comfort a grown man over a song. 

Her mind was already drifting to the gala. She was eager to return to the high society life 

she felt she deserved. 

“Suit yourself,” Lyra snapped. “We are leaving.” 

Adrian grabbed his gift and marched toward the door. “Let’s go.” 

Caleb sat alone for a moment longer. Slowly, his hand moved to his pocket. He pulled out 

a small, exquisitely wrapped gift box. 

It was the present he and Ethan had picked out together. 

He stared at it, his fingers trembling slightly. Even if she never forgave him, he still 

wanted to wish her a happy birthday. 



With a heavy sigh, Caleb forced his body to move. He stood up, clutching the small box, 

and followed his father out the door. 

*** 

The convoy arrived at the Stone River Pack House at exactly seven–thirty. 

The entire estate was ablaze with lights. The atmosphere was vibrant and celebratory. 

Luxury cars lined the driveway, and the air buzzed with anticipation. 

Caleb stepped out of the car. His movements were sluggish. 

Ahead of him, near the grand entrance, Ethan Stone was handing their invitation to the 

security team. 

“Ethan,” Caleb called out weakly. 

Ethan turned around. He took one look at his younger brother and frowned. Caleb’s eyes 

were bloodshot, and dark circles hung heavy under them. 

“Did you sleep at all?” Ethan asked, his voice laced with concern. 

Caleb let out a bitter, dry laugh. “Sleep? How could I sleep after last night?” 

He ran a hand through his messy hair. “I listened to her songs. All three of them. Then I 

made the mistake of opening social media.” 

Caleb’s voice cracked. “I spent the entire night refreshing the comments. It was a 

massacre, Ethan.” 

Public opinion had flipped overnight. The fans who used to adore him were now tearing 

him apart. The internet was flooded with “Cancel Culture” hashtags directed at him. 

“They are calling me ‘washed up,” Caleb whispered, looking at his shoes. “They say I am 

leeching off my sister’s fame. Someone called it ‘career suicide‘. They said I am a disgrace 

to the music industry.” 

He had read every single insult. He had watched his reputation burn in real–time until the 

sun came up. 

Ethan sighed heavily. He reached out and patted Caleb’s shoulder firmly. 

“You have to look past it,” Ethan said, trying to sound encouraging. “Think about it this 

way. It just proves that Amelia is truly excellent. She has talent.” 



Caleb looked up, a helpless expression on his face. “I know. I just… I don’t know how to 

face it.” 

“There is no other way,” Ethan said. “We just have to face her.” 

At that moment, Adrian and Lyra approached them. The four of them walked toward the 

entrance together. 

Butler stood at the gate, overseeing the security checks. He took the invitation from 

Adrian and scanned it professionally. 

Then, the butler paused. He looked around the group, his brow furrowing slightly. 

“Alpha Adrian,” Butler asked politely. “Where is Madam Livia? Is she not with you?” 

Ethan and Caleb froze. They looked at each other, sudden realization hitting them. In the 

chaos of their own misery, they had completely forgotten about their mother. 

Adrian didn’t miss a beat. He waved his hand dismissively. “She had some matters to 

attend to. She will be here later.” 

The butler nodded, though his eyes lingered on them for a second longer. “Very well. 

Please, go in.” 

As the group walked into the banquet hall, Butler raised his wrist to his mouth. He spoke 

quietly into his hidden earpiece. “Target group has entered. Livia Stone is absent.” 

Moments later, another fleet of cars arrived. 

It was the Grey family. 

Alpha Edmund Grey stepped out, looking dignified. Beside him was his mate, Helena. But 

before they could even compose themselves, the car doors behind them flew open. 

“Amelia! Uncle Felix is here!” 

Felix Grey shot out of the car like a cannonball. He didn’t wait for anyone. He sprinted 

toward the gate with a wide grin. 

“Hey! Wait for me!” Wesley Grey shouted. He jumped out of the next car and chased after 

his youngest brother. 

“Wesley! Behave yourself!” Helena yelled after him. “You are a grown man!” 

Wesley ignored her and ran faster. 



Helena watched her sons race toward the house, shaking her head. “Those boys,” she 

sighed. “They are going to embarrass us.” 

Edmund chuckled. “Let them be. They are just happy to see their niece.” 

Soon after, more guests trickled in. Natasha Crimson arrived, looking radiant. Rhys Calder 

stepped out of a sleek vehicle, adjusting his cuffs. 

Butler remained at his post. His eyes were fixed on a black sedan that had been parked in 

the distance for quite some time. 

Finally, the engine of the black car roared to life. It pulled up slowly to the entrance. 

A hush fell over the immediate area. 

Theodore Crimson, the Heir to the Alpha King, descended from the vehicle. His presence 

was commanding, despite the wheelchair. Behind him, the Alpha King himself, Gideon 

Crimson, stepped out with an aura of immense power. 

But the scene didn’t end there. 

The door of the car behind them opened. A leather boot hit the pavement with a heavy 

thud. 

Damien Blackwood stepped out. 

He was dressed in a sharp suit, carrying a wrapped gift in one hand. His expression was 

dark and intense. 

He didn’t look at the house. He didn’t look at the other guests. His eyes locked instantly 

onto Theodore. 

Damien straightened his jacket and began to walk. He took long, aggressive strides, 

heading straight for the Alpha King’s heir. 

The air grew heavy instantly. The chatter at the entrance died down. The tension was 

palpable. 
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Theodore noticed the figure approaching him immediately. His golden eyes darkened 

instantly, shifting from calm to alert. Inside him, Logan let out a low, menacing growl that 

vibrated through Theodore’s chest, filled with hostility and territorial aggression. 

“Drive this mongrel away,” the wolf snarled in his mind, pacing restlessly. “He dares to 

covet our mate.” 

Theodore remained outwardly calm, his face a mask of indifference. He soothed the 

agitated beast within his consciousness, asserting control with a firm mental command. 

Turning his head, he spoke gently to the imposing elderly figure beside him. 

“Grandfather, you should go in first.” 

Alpha King Gideon paused, his hand resting heavily on his cane. His sharp, predatory gaze 

swept over Damien Blackwood, who was striding toward them with clenched fists. The 

King’s eyes held a weight that could crush a lesser man, judging the intruder in a single 

heartbeat. He merely glanced at Damien, offering no words of greeting or 

acknowledgement, dismissing him as unworthy of attention. With a regal nod to his 

attendants, Gideon allowed them to support him as he walked slowly but majestically 

toward the entrance of the Stone River Pack House. 

Damien stopped in front of Theodore. His face was a mask of dark suppression, shadowed 

by a mixture of jealousy and resentment. He looked down at the man in the wheelchair, 

his entire body radiating an unfriendly chill. The tension between them was thick enough 

to choke on. 

“I know my status cannot compare to yours right now,” Damien began, his voice tight 

with suppressed anger. He stared at Theodore with undisguised bitterness. “But do not 

think for a second that I have given up on Amelia.” 

Damien took a step closer, lowering his voice to a threatening hiss. “If you treat her with 

even a shred of disrespect,” he warned through gritted teeth. “If you make her unhappy, I 

will step in immediately. I will take her back without hesitation.” 

Theodore listened to the threats with a faint, bored smile. He leisurely adjusted the cuffs 

of his suit, smoothing out non–existent wrinkles with deliberate slowness. 

“Mr. Blackwood,” Theodore said softly, his tone polite but icy. “I am afraid you will never 

have that opportunity.” 

He raised his eyes to meet Damien’s gaze. The golden depths were calm but terrifyingly 

serious. “To me, losing Amelia is equivalent to losing everything I am,” Theodore stated. 

“I have no intention of letting that happen.” 

Theodore leaned back slightly in his chair, exuding confidence. “In fact, as a birthday gift, 

I am transferring all my personal assets and territory rights to her name.” 



He watched Damien’s eyes widen slightly in shock. 

“I will also sign a binding werewolf contract,” Theodore continued smoothly. “If I ever 

betray my vows to her, every single thing I own becomes hers.” 

Damien stood frozen for a moment, processing the magnitude of the commitment. Then, a 

cold, mocking laugh escaped his lips. 

“You are writing empty checks to a woman,” Damien scoffed, shaking his head. He looked 

disdainfully at Theodore’s paralyzed legs. “You are a cripple, Theodore,” he spat. “The 

position of Alpha King heir is not secure for someone like you.” 

Damien’s voice grew sharper, dripping with venom. “If you fail to become the heir, that 

contract is nothing but waste paper. Amelia would have no guarantee.” 

Theodore’s expression did not change. “You are right,” he admitted calmly. “The 

agreement states that it only becomes effective once I am officially the Heir.” 

“If I fail,” Theodore said, his voice steady. “Our engagement will be voided. She will be 

free.” 

A gleam of greed flashed through Damien’s eyes. He saw a path forward. If Theodore 

failed to seize power, Amelia would be free again. 

“Is that so?” Damien sneered maliciously. “Then I sincerely hope you never become the 

Alpha King.” 

He turned and walked back to his car. He retrieved a leather suitcase and dropped it near 

Theodore’s feet with a heavy thud. 

“Give this to her,” Damien said coldly. “It is full of gifts she returned to me. I have no use 

for them.” 

With that, Damien got into his car and sped off, leaving a cloud of exhaust behind him. 

Inside Theodore’s mind, Logan sneered. 

“That idiot,” the wolf growled. “He has no idea we are destined to win.” 

Theodore did not dignify the suitcase with a glance. He certainly had no intention of 

touching it. Just then, a sleek sports car pulled up. Natasha Crimson hopped out and ran 

over, her dress flowing behind her. 

“Cousin!” she greeted him brightly. 



Theodore waved her over. He pointed a long finger at the suitcase on the ground. “Damien 

Blackwood left that trash here,” he said indifferently. “He said it contains old items 

Amelia didn’t want.” 

Natasha’s face twisted in disgust. “That scumbag ex–mate?” she asked, wrinkling her 

nose. “Why is he littering here?” 

She grabbed the handle of the suitcase with two fingers, as if it were contaminated. “I will 

handle this trash,” she declared. “We can’t let Amelia see this rubbish on her big night.” 

She dragged the case to her car and shoved it into the trunk. Dusting off her hands, she 

returned to Theodore. “Alright, let’s go in.” 

She took the handles of his wheelchair and pushed him into the Stone River Pack House. 

The main banquet hall was transformed. It was nothing like the chaotic scenes of the past. 

The lighting was soft and amber, creating a warm, sophisticated atmosphere. A 

professional chamber orchestra played soothing melodies in the corner. The room was 

arranged with elegant round tables, fostering a sense of intimacy. Only five tables were 

set for the VIP guests. 

Natasha scanned the room excitedly. “Where is Grandfather?” she asked. 

Her eyes landed on the central table, and she gasped. “Oh my goddess,” she whispered. 

Seated at the main table with Alpha King Gideon were the members of the Stone family. 

Adrian Stone sat there, looking stiff and nervous. Ethan and Caleb were beside him. Lyra 

Drake was present as well. And strangely, Jasper Calder was also seated at that table. 

Theodore observed the grouping. A faint smile touched his lips. 

“An interesting arrangement,” he noted. “Take me there.” 

Natasha pushed the wheelchair to the empty spot beside Gideon. She took the seat next to 

Theodore. Once settled, she couldn’t help but look around the table. Her eyes swept over 

the tense faces of the Stone family members. 

Finally, her gaze settled on Jasper. He sat quietly, his demeanor calm amidst the power 

players. Jasper sensed her gaze. He turned his head and looked at her. He offered a polite, 

reserved nod. 

Natasha felt a sudden spike of embarrassment. She quickly averted her eyes, pretending 

to adjust her napkin. Leaning toward Theodore, she lowered her voice. 

“Cousin,” she whispered. “That is the superstar Jasper, isn’t it?” 



“Why is he sitting here?” she asked, confused. “Is he that close to Amelia?” 

Theodore took a sip of water. “Yes,” he replied in a low voice. “Amelia discovered his 

talent,” Theodore explained. “She gave him the chance to shine. He wanted to be here to 

bless her.” 

“Oh,” Natasha nodded slowly. 

She couldn’t resist stealing another glance at Jasper. She studied his face from the corner 

of her eye. He was incredibly handsome. His features were sharp and refined. In fact, she 

realized with a start that he was on par with Theodore in terms of looks. 

She stared at him for a moment longer. A frown creased her forehead. Something felt 

wrong. Or rather, something felt incredibly familiar. A strange sense of déjà vu washed 

over her. It felt like she had seen that face somewhere before… 
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Natasha stared at the young man across the table, her brow furrowing slightly. The more 

she looked at Jasper Calder, the more unsettled she felt. Why did this celebrity bear such a 

striking resemblance to Theodore? 

She turned her head, her gaze landing on her cousin beside her. She had to admit, 

Theodore’s features were truly the Moon Goddess’s most perfect masterpiece. His face 

was sculpted and deep, flawless from every conceivable angle. 

Tonight, Theodore was not wearing his usual severe, rigid black suit. Instead, he had 

chosen a midnight blue velvet tuxedo. The luxurious fabric caught the ambient light, 

shimmering with a deep, mysterious luster. 

It highlighted his noble temperament, making him look regal and commanding. Every 

detail, from the cut to the cuffs, screamed formality and grandeur. Natasha covered her 

mouth, giggling silently to herself. 

It seemed her usually cold–as–ice cousin had gone to great lengths to please Amelia. He 

had really put thought into his appearance tonight. 

Alpha King Gideon leaned slightly toward his grandson. His voice was low and 

authoritative. 

“What did that boy Damien want just now?” Gideon asked, his eyes narrowing. 



Theodore’s lips curled into a faint, polite smile. 

“He merely wanted me to pass on some so–called ‘birthday gifts‘ to Amelia,” Theodore 

explained smoothly. 

Before he could elaborate, Natasha interjected eagerly. 

“Don’t worry, Grandfather,” she said, lifting her chin proudly. “I have already intercepted 

that eyesore of a suitcase. I won’t let that trash dirty Amelia’s eyes tonight.” 

Gideon huffed a cold laugh. 

“He really never changes,” the Alpha King muttered. “If it weren’t for the fact that he was 

lost for so many years, the Crimson family would not tolerate his recent provocations.” 

As he spoke, Gideon sensed a gaze fixed upon him. He looked up. Across the round table, 

Jasper was watching him. 

Unlike others who would tremble under the Alpha King’s scrutiny, this young man did not 

flinch. Jasper met Gideon’s eyes with a calm, unyielding expression. He raised his wine 

glass in a respectful gesture. 

“It is an honor to share a table with the Alpha King,” Jasper said, his voice steady. 

Adrian and Caleb, sitting nearby, looked bewildered. They exchanged confused glances. 

They could not understand why an entertainer, someone who sang and danced for 

amusement, was qualified to sit at the main VIP table. 

Gideon scrutinized Jasper with a majestic, heavy stare. 

“What is your name?” Gideon asked. “And what do you do?” 

“Jasper Calder,” the young man replied. “I am an actor with Starlight Entertainment.” 

Hearing this, the interest in Gideon’s eyes vanished instantly. He withdrew his gaze, his 

demeanor turning cold and indifferent. To him, an actor was of no consequence. 

Jasper lowered his glass, sighing internally. The grandfather he had never acknowledged 

was indeed as imposing and unapproachable as the rumors said. 

Beside Gideon, Theodore maintained his composure. But in his mind, he was speaking to 

his wolf. 

“Look at them,” Logan growled with dark amusement. “If these idiots knew that the little 

star they look down on has Crimson blood flowing in his veins, their expressions would be 

priceless.” 



The atmosphere at the table grew awkward. Caleb glared at Jasper, unable to hold back 

his irritation. 

“Why are you sitting here?” Caleb demanded rudely. “What exactly is your relationship 

with Amelia?” 

Jasper glanced at him coolly. 

“That has nothing to do with you,” Jasper replied. 

His arrogant tone instantly ignited Caleb’s temper. Caleb slammed his hand on the table, 

about to rise, but stopped when he saw Jasper’s mocking smile. 

“I can tell you this much,” Jasper added sarcastically. “My relationship with her is 

certainly much better than yours.” 

Ethan, sitting on the other side of Adrian, let out a sneer. 

“Better?” Ethan scoffed maliciously. “I bet. Knowing Amelia, there is probably some 

shameful, dirty deal between you two.” 

Jasper’s eyes sharpened. He looked directly at the Stone brothers. 

“It is precisely because your minds are always so filthy that Amelia chose to leave,” Jasper 

retorted sharply. “You people do not deserve to be loved.” 

Ethan’s face turned beet red. He opened his mouth to shout, his eyes filled with 

suppressed rage. 

Natasha leaned forward, grinning mischievously. She decided to rub salt in the wound. 

“Amelia arranged this seating chart specifically,” Natasha chirped. “She wanted you all to 

sit here and see clearly just how despicable you are compared to decent people.” 

“Enough!” Alaric’s voice cracked like a whip. 

The old Alpha of the Stone family glared at his grandsons. 

“Do not embarrass us at this banquet,” Alaric scolded coldly. 

Adrian clenched his fists tightly under the table. He was furious, but he dared not explode 

in front of the Alpha King. 

Lyra Drake sat silently, sipping her wine. Internally, she was cursing her father. That old 

fool, she thought bitterly. He actually helps outsiders bully his own son and 

grandchildren. 



Meanwhile, in a luxurious private box elsewhere in the city. 

Lucas was sitting on a plush sofa, staring excitedly at a large screen on the wall. The 

screen displayed a high–definition live feed of the banquet at the Stone River Pack House. 

The angle was unique, looking out from someone’s chest. It was a feed from a micro–

camera disguised as a lapel pin on Adrian Stone’s suit. 

Griffin Drake stood by the window, swirling a glass of red wine. A cruel smile played on 

his lips. 

“The show is about to begin,” Griffin announced softly. 

He turned his head to look at Celine, who was snuggled closely against Lucas. 

“Is everything arranged?” Griffin asked. 

Celine nodded obediently. She looked up at Griffin with a fawning expression. 

“Yes, Mr. Drake,” she said sweetly. “Thanks to Lucas lending me two million, the plan 

could be implemented smoothly.” 

Lucas blinked, realization dawning on his face. 

“Wait,” Lucas stammered, looking at Griffin. “That money was for Mr. Drake’s plan?” 

He quickly put on a flattering smile. 

“If I had known it was for you, Alpha Drake, I would have taken it out immediately 

without hesitation!” 

Lucas exclaimed. 

Celine smiled gently at Lucas, patting his arm. But inside, her mind was screaming 

insults. You stingy, stupid fool, she thought viciously. No wonder you are just a marginal 

figure in the Lloyd family. 

Jade, who was hanging onto Griffin’s arm, shook him playfully. 

“Griffin,” she whined in a spoiled tone. “What is this good show you keep talking about?” 

Griffin looked down at her, his eyes gleaming with malice. 

“Patience, my dear,” he said, deliberately keeping her in suspense. “You will see soon 

enough.” 



Jade huffed, pretending to be dissatisfied. She turned her face away, looking back at the 

large screen. 

As her eyes landed on the festive scene, the spoiled look vanished from her eyes. It was 

replaced by a deep, hidden worry. 

Amelia, Jade thought desperately. I hope my warning was useful to you. Please, do not fall 

into the trap. 
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The butler bowed respectfully at the doorway. He informed Jaxon that the final 

distinguished guest, Rhys Calder, had officially arrived at the banquet hall. 

Jaxon nodded, a look of satisfaction settling on his features. He turned slowly to face the 

large vanity mirror where Seraphina and I stood. 

“The guests are all here,” Jaxon announced gently, his eyes warm with fatherly pride. “It 

is time for us to make our appearance.” 

Seraphina placed her silver lip brush down on the marble vanity table. She took a step 

back, her gaze fixed intently on my reflection. Her amber eyes shimmered with unshed 

tears of admiration. 

“Dear,” she breathed, her voice trembling slightly. “You are absolutely breathtaking 

tonight. Truly, I have never seen anyone so beautiful.” 

I looked at myself in the mirror. The woman staring back was confident, regal, and 

unrecognizable from the girl who once scrubbed floors. I offered my mother a brilliant 

smile. 

“It is all thanks to you, Mom,” I said softly. “This dress you designed fits like a second 

skin. And this perfect makeup hides all the exhaustion.” 

Seraphina shook her head, reaching out to clasp my hand. Her fingers were warm, 

grounding me. 

“No, Amelia,” she insisted firmly. “It is not the dress or the makeup. It is you. You 

inherited the excellent 

Alpha bloodline. You were born radiant, a natural leader. The dress simply complements 

your inner light.” 



She gave my hand a reassuring squeeze, signaling that we should head downstairs. 

Jaxon stepped forward, his tall frame imposing in his formal suit. He offered me his arm 

with a pride that made my chest ache with gratitude. 

I took his arm, sandwiching myself between my two adoptive parents. We were a united 

front, ready to face the wolves. 

*That’s right,* Ava purred deep in my consciousness, stretching her silver limbs. *Show 

them. Show them. 

who the real queen is, not that cheap knockoff Celine who tries so hard to mimic us.* 

We moved toward the door, but a sudden thought made me dig my heels in. 

“Stop,” I said, halting our procession. “Dad, wait. There is one more thing.” 

Jaxon looked down at me, surprised. “What is it, Amelia?” 

“Please, instruct the guards at the main gate immediately,” I said, my voice dropping to a 

serious whisper. “If Livia arrives, they must stop her. Do not let her enter until the guests 

in the banquet hall have finished the main course.” 

Jaxon blinked, clearly taken aback. “Livia? I assumed she arrived earlier with Adrian and 

his entourage.” 

“No,” I shook my head grimly. “She wasn’t with them. This is a calculated move. I am 

certain Adrian has colluded with Griffin Drake. They intend to use Livia as a living bomb 

to cause chaos at the banquet.” 

“How do you know?” Jaxon asked. 

“My people found her first,” I admitted. “I utilized her blind, foolish trust in Adrian and 

her twisted sense of pride. I lured her here. I induced her to appear at this specific 

moment.” 

“You want her here?” Seraphina asked, horrified. “Why?” 

“So she can see Adrian’s true face,” I said coldly. “She needs to see that she is nothing but 

a pawn to him.” 

“But will that madwoman cooperate?” Seraphina worried. 

“She will,” I assured her. “To suppress me, to try and ruin my night, she will follow the 

script perfectly.” 



Jaxon’s expression hardened. He nodded once, understanding the strategy. He 

immediately established a mind–link with the head of security. 

“Hold her at the gate,” Jaxon commanded silently but intensely. 

He cut the link and sighed, a sound of deep regret. 

“I regret it,” Jaxon murmured. “I was too benevolent toward Adrian’s family in the past. 

My mercy allowed 

them to think they could still harm you.” 

His eyes flashed with Alpha steel. 

“This time,” he vowed, “for the sake of the Pack’s future, I will thoroughly crush Adrian’s 

conspiracy.” 

(Author’s POV) 

The banquet hall was alive with the hum of conversation and the clinking of crystal. Rhys 

sat at a table near the front, looking every bit the refined scholar. He leaned in to speak 

with his father, Rowan, and the gathered members of the Meadow Brook Pack. 

“Don’t worry,” Rhys promised the elders. “Once I finish the manuscript for my new novel, 

I will return to the territory. We have much to catch up on.” 

The orchestra shifted seamlessly into a new piece. It was a melody Amelia had composed 

herself. The notes were stirring, elegant, and filled with a haunting power. 

At the main VIP table, Caleb’s face went dark. He recognized the superior composition, 

and it stung his pride as a musician. 

Natasha, sensing the tension, raised her voice deliberately. 

“Now this is what I call real music!” she declared, her voice carrying over the din. “Amelia 

is the true talent of the Stone family. She doesn’t need autotune or fake publicity to 

shine.” 

Her words were a direct slap to Caleb’s face. 

In a darkened room miles away, Celine watched the surveillance feed on a large monitor. 

Her face drained of color, leaving her looking ghostly pale with jealousy. 

“Bitch,” she hissed at the screen. 



Back at the table, Adrian could take no more. He slammed his hand down, rattling the 

silverware. 

“Watch your tongue, girl,” Adrian barked at Natasha. “Show some respect.” 

Theodore, who had been silent, slowly lifted his eyes. 

“Are you threatening her?” Theodore asked softly. 

In an instant, a terrifying pressure exploded from him. It was the crushing, suffocating 

aura of a Dominant Alpha. It swept through the hall, freezing the air in everyone’s lungs. 

Adrian turned pale. The memory of Theodore’s power brought a primal fear rushing back. 

He clamped his mouth shut, trembling. 

Alpha King Gideon chuckled darkly. 

“Look at him,” Gideon sneered. “He looks just like a stray dog cowering before a lion.” 

Alaric Stone stood up, his hands shaking. “Please, Your Highness. Forgive my son. He is… 

unwell.” 

Theodore’s lips curled into a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. It was a cruel, predatory 

expression. 

“Alaric,” Theodore said coolly. “You had best prepare to bury your son.” 

The table went deathly quiet. 

“Adrian’s family,” Theodore continued, “is remarkably talented at seeking their own 

destruction.” 

*These trash,* Logan snorted in Theodore’s mind. *They aren’t even worth the effort of 

baring my fangs.* 

Suddenly, the lights dimmed, and a spotlight hit the top of the grand staircase. 

Amelia appeared. 

She wore a gown that seemed woven from starlight and shadows, a haute couture 

masterpiece. Jaxon and Seraphina flanked her, beaming with pride. 

She descended the stairs slowly, her sapphire eyes scanning the room. She looked like a 

Moon Goddess come to earth. 

Rowan stood up abruptly. 



“To Amelia!” he shouted. 

The Meadow Brook Pack members scrambled to their feet, raising their glasses high. 

“Happy Birthday!” they roared, their rough voices full of genuine affection. 

Through the hidden camera, Celine watched this adoration. Her eyes bulged with 

madness. 

“Enjoy it while you can, you lowly wolves,” she spat, her voice dripping with venom. “I 

hope you choke on it.” 

She thought of the food she had ordered to be spiked. 

“Just wait,” she whispered. “Just wait until the poison rips through your guts.” 

In the private box, Griffin’s assistant hurried to his side. 

“Mr. Drake,” he whispered. “Livia Stone has arrived at the gate.” 

Griffin swirled his wine, a look of sadistic pleasure lighting up his face. 

“Excellent,” he purred. “The real show is about to begin.” 

Beside him, Jade gripped her glass until her knuckles turned white, her heart pounding in 

fear. 

Outside the massive gates of the Stone River Pack House, a lone taxi idled. 

Livia pushed the door open and stepped out onto the pavement. 

She had cleaned herself up. The dirt of the streets was gone, and she wore a decent dress. 

But her face was a mask of gaunt desperation. Her cheekbones jutted out sharply, making 

her mean eyes look even more manic. 

She marched toward the gate. 

Two guards stepped forward, blocking her way. 

“Halt,” one ordered. “Invitation?” 

Livia’s face twisted. 

“Open the gate!” she screamed, her voice shrill and hysterical. “I am here for my 

daughter’s birthday banquet! Do you know who I am? Open it!” 
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Outside the grand marble porch of the Stone River Pack House, the night air was biting. 

Livia Stone stood before the imposing iron gates, her chest heaving with indignation. 

Two burly guards crossed their arms, blocking her path with stone–faced expressions. 

“Jaxon Stone’s orders are clear,” one guard stated, his voice devoid of emotion. “No 

invitation, no entry.” 

Livia’s face twisted in rage. She pointed a trembling finger toward the brightly lit banquet 

hall where music spilled out into the night. 

“Do you know who I am?” she screamed, her voice cracking. “My mate, Adrian, is in there! 

My son is in there! I have every right to enter my own home!” 

She tried to summon the haughty demeanor. She smoothed her dress, attempting to look 

regal despite her gaunt frame. 

The guard looked her up and down with cold indifference. 

“If you are so important,” he retorted sharply, “why do your mate and son have 

invitations personally issued by Amelia, yet you stand here with nothing?” 

Livia flinched as if struck. Her eyes darted nervously to the side. 

“I… I was simply away on business,” she lied, her voice losing its edge. “The invitation 

must have been lost.” 

The lie tasted like ash in her mouth. The truth was far more brutal. 

After Silas had released her, Livia had rushed to Adrian’s private villa, desperate for 

comfort and safety. 

She had stood outside the door, hand raised to knock. 

But voices from inside had stopped her. She heard Adrian and Ethan laughing. They were 

excitedly discussing how to use Amelia’s birthday banquet to claw their way back to the 

center of power. 

Not once did they mention her name. Not once did they ask where she was. 



Humiliation had washed over her like ice water. She realized she was forgotten. 

In desperation, she had retreated to the Moore estate, her maternal family. She expected 

sanctuary. 

Instead, she received cold shoulders and veiled mockery for her fallen status. 

Now, standing before the gates of the life she used to rule, she felt cornered. 

The guard scoffed at her excuse. 

“It doesn’t matter where you were,” he said, turning his back on her. “No invitation 

means no entry.” 

He walked away, following Jaxon’s secret instruction to keep her waiting until the party 

reached its peak. 

“You insolent dog!” Livia shrieked. 

She kicked the solid iron gate with all her remaining strength. The metal didn’t budge, 

sending a jolt of pain up her leg. 

“Just you wait,” she hissed under her breath, her eyes burning with malice. “When Adrian 

takes back the Pack, I will have you all exiled to the wastelands.” 

In the shadows of a nearby tree, a figure watched silently. He tapped his earpiece. 

“Target is at the gate,” the spy whispered. “She is agitated.” miles away, Griffin Drake 

swirled a glass of red wine. He listened to the report with a cruel smirk. 

“Let her wait,” Griffin ordered through the link. “Let her simmer in that cold. When the 

show inside starts, open the gate and let the madwoman loose.” 

Inside the banquet hall, the atmosphere was warm and fragrant with the scent of roasted 

venison and expensive wine. 

Amelia stood beneath the cascading crystals of the massive chandelier. Her sapphire eyes 

softened as they swept over the table occupied by the Meadow Brook Pack. 

“Thank you,” she said, her voice sincere and amplified by the microphone. “To my family 

from the Meadows, your presence is the greatest gift.” 

Rowan Calder stood up. He walked toward her, holding a small, weathered object. 

It was a hand–carved oak box, simple and worn by time. 



“For you, Amelia,” Rowan said gently, placing it in her hands. “This amulet was blessed by 

the High Priest of the ancient Moon Goddess temple. May it keep you safe.” 

He opened the box to reveal a piece of wood carved with intricate symbols. 

A ripple of murmurs went through the crowd. Some guests covered their mouths, hiding 

sneers. 

“A piece of wood?” one whispered loudly. “How rustic.” 

“Fitting for a girl raised in the mud,” another chuckled. 

In the surveillance room, Celine let out a harsh laugh. 

“Look at that trash,” she mocked, staring at the screen. “They really are bottom–feeders.” 

Suddenly, a cold, clear voice cut through the murmurs in the banquet hall. 

“Only the vulgar would mistake a priceless treasure for cheap wood.” 

Jade York stood up at the VIP table. Her expression was icy as she scanned the mocking 

guests. 

“That amulet is inscribed with lost runes,” Jade explained, her voice ringing with 

authority. “It was crafted 

by the Reclusive Warlock of the East. It carries a potent blessing from the Moon Goddess 

herself.” 

The room went silent. 

“It provides absolute protection against high–level dark magic curses,” Jade continued. 

“On the black market, you couldn’t buy this for a hundred million. It is priceless.” 

The sneers vanished instantly, replaced by looks of greed and awe. 

Celine’s laughter died in her throat. Her face turned a sickly shade of green. She had 

mocked the gift, only to realize she was the ignorant one. 

“She… she gets a hundred–million–dollar amulet?” Celine whispered, her nails digging 

into her palms. “Why does she get everything?” 

Lucas Lloyd, sitting near Jade, saw an opportunity to impress her. He slammed his hand 

on the table and laughed loudly. 



“Exactly!” Lucas shouted, looking around with disdain. “You lot are like uncultured stray 

dogs. You wouldn’t know a real treasure if it bit you.” 

Celine watched the screen, feeling a phantom slap across her face. She wanted to smash 

the monitor. 

At the main table, the tension was different. 

Natasha leaned in close to Theodore. She eyed the wooden amulet in Amelia’s hand. 

“Phew,” Natasha exhaled dramatically, patting her chest. “Thank the Goddess it’s just a 

protective charm. For a second, I thought the Meadow Brook folks brought out a rare 

diamond ring.” 

She nudged Theodore with her elbow, a mischievous glint in her golden eyes. 

“So, cousin,” she teased. “Amelia’s ex–mate, Damien, was willing to give up shares of his 

family business. 

As her current fiancé, your gift better not be embarrassing.” 

Theodore swirled the dark red liquid in his glass. His golden eyes were fixed on Amelia, 

burning with an intensity that made the air around him vibrate. 

“Damien?” Theodore said, his voice low and smooth like velvet. “He offered her mere 

material assets. 

Scraps.” 

He took a sip of his wine, his gaze never wavering. 

“What I intend to give her,” Theodore stated calmly, “is the whole world.” 

Natasha froze. Her hand flew to her mouth to stifle a gasp. 

She understood exactly what he meant. He wasn’t talking about jewelry or money. He was 

talking about the Crimson Moon Pack. He intended to share his supreme authority, his 

throne, with Amelia. 

It was madness. In their hierarchy, power was never shared, especially not with someone 

from outside the royal bloodline. 

Alpha King Gideon, sitting a few seats away, went rigid. He had heard every word. 

Slowly, the old King turned his head. His eyes were dark pits of fury. He glared at 

Theodore, a silent warning radiating from him like heat from a furnace. 



*You dare,* his eyes seemed to say. *You dare hand my legacy to that woman.* 

At the next table, Jasper Calder was watching closely. He saw the murderous shift in 

Gideon’s expression. 

A chill ran down Jasper’s spine. The look on the King’s face triggered a buried memory–

the same cold, ruthless look he had seen years ago, before his mother died. 

*He would kill for power,* Jasper thought, his heart hammering against his ribs. 

If the Alpha King was willing to sacrifice his own daughter–in–law years ago to maintain 

control, he would certainly not tolerate Theodore handing the keys of the kingdom to 

Amelia. Jasper gripped his fork tightly. The celebration was just a façade. Beneath the 

surface, a violent storm within the Crimson family was about to break. 
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Amelia smiled warmly as she accepted the ancient wooden amulet from Rowan’s 

weathered hands. Her fingers traced the rough carvings. She bowed her head slightly, 

offering sincere thanks to the elders of the Meadow Brook Pack. 

Seeing Rowan take the lead, the other guests felt emboldened. One by one, they stepped 

forward to offer their blessings. 

Rhys approached her with a soft smile. He held out a small, rectangular box. Inside lay a 

limited–edition fountain pen, its body shimmering like starlight. His silver eyes met hers, 

filled with silent encouragement. 

Then, the members of the Grey family moved toward the center of the room. 

Wesley Grey, her eldest uncle, presented a canvas covered in cloth. With a flourish, he 

unveiled an oil painting. It depicted Amelia sitting at a grand piano, her fingers dancing 

over the keys. The likeness to a young Seraphina was uncanny. 

Natasha leaned in, her eyes widening. 

“That is stunning,” Natasha chirped. “Uncle Wesley, I want one too! Make me look that 

elegant.” 

Wesley chuckled, shaking his head. 

“This is a masterpiece reserved for my niece,” he teased. 



Next came Felix, the youngest uncle. He held three small, intricately woven nests. They 

were lined with soft velvet and smelled of earth and warmth. 

Suddenly, the fabric of Amelia’s dress rippled. Three small heads–Green, Black, and 

White–poked out from her sash. They flicked their tongues, sensing the comfort of the 

nests, and hissed in delight. 

Graham Grey stepped up next. He handed her a rugged, customized field first aid kit. It 

was compact but packed with essential supplies. 

Preston followed immediately. He presented a leather case. Inside sat a gleaming set of 

surgical instruments, each piece engraved with a unique serpent crest. 

Finally, Donovan, the youngest of the brothers, brought out a heavy, leather–bound book. 

“Open it,” he urged gently. 

Amelia lifted the cover. It was a photo album. Page after page was filled with rare images 

of Seraphina from her youth. 

Amelia’s eyes lit up with pure joy. Even Jaxon, usually so stern and composed, couldn’t 

resist. He leaned over her shoulder, his gaze softening as he looked at the pictures. 

Seraphina seized the moment. She rested her head on Jaxon’s strong shoulder. She 

pointed a manicured finger at a photo of them laughing in a garden years ago. The 

atmosphere between the couple became instantly sweet and intimate. 

Seeing the Grey family finish their presentation, Natasha clapped her hands. 

“Well,” she announced loudly. “The Crimson family cannot fall behind.” 

Alpha King Gideon Crimson stood up. He reached into his coat and produced a box made 

of dark, ancient oak. He handed it solemnly to Theodore. 

“Give this to her,” Gideon commanded. 

Natasha grabbed the handles of Theodore’s wheelchair. She pushed him toward Amelia, 

with Jasper following silently in their wake like a shadow. 

The room fell silent. All eyes were on the heir of the Crimson Moon Pack. 

Theodore extended his hand. He offered the wooden box and a thick, sealed document 

envelope to Amelia. 

Amelia took the box first. She lifted the heavy lid. Inside, resting on black silk, were 

several dark, crimson seeds. 



Her breath hitched. She recognized them instantly. These were the seeds of the Blood 

Moon Herb, an ingredient so rare it was considered a myth by many. 

Gideon watched her surprised expression with a knowing look. 

“After receiving your gift last time,” Gideon said, his voice carrying across the hall, “I 

realized something important.” 

He paused, letting the tension build. 

“The top–tier herbs that every Alpha in the Northern Territories fights for at the auction 

house in Northgate City… they all come from you.” 

A collective gasp swept through the room. 

Adrian Stone froze. Lyra’s jaw dropped. They stared at Amelia in disbelief. 

Suddenly, everything made sense. They finally understood why Valerius Kane, the elusive 

owner of the capital’s largest auction house, had personally attended this engagement 

banquet. He wasn’t there for the Stone family. He was there for his most valuable 

supplier. 

Miles away, in a darkened room, Griffin Drake stared at the surveillance screen. His body 

went rigid. 

Beside him, Lucas Lloyd turned pale. He realized with a sinking heart that he had 

provoked a woman who held the lifeline of the werewolf world in her hands. 

“We were fools,” Lucas whispered. “She isn’t just a healer. She is the source.” 

Griffin didn’t answer immediately. His mind raced back to a few months ago. He had 

spent fifty million dollars at an auction, fighting tooth and nail to buy a single batch of 

those herbs. He had done it to save his dying father. 

He had never imagined that the person who saved his father’s life was the very woman he 

planned to destroy. 

Griffin’s expression shifted. The murderous intent in his eyes faded, replaced by a cold, 

calculating greed. 

“No,” Griffin muttered, his grey eyes narrowing. “We don’t destroy her. We possess her.” 

If the Drake family could control Amelia, they would monopolize the most profitable 

medical channel in the world. 

(Theodore’s POV) 



I watched Amelia carefully close the box of seeds. Her sapphire eyes were bright with 

intelligence. She understood the value of what my grandfather had just acknowledged. 

“Open the other one,” I said softly. 

Amelia picked up the sealed document envelope. She broke the wax seal and pulled out 

the thick stack of papers. 

Her eyes scanned the bold title page. It was a Mate Contract. 

As she turned the pages, her brow furrowed. The terms were absolute. 

“If Theodore Crimson betrays the mate bond after the marking ceremony,” she read aloud, 

her voice trembling slightly, “or if he voluntarily severs the connection, he shall be 

stripped of all titles.” 

Natasha let out a low whistle. A ripple of shock went through the crowd. 

“Furthermore,” Amelia continued reading, “all assets under the Crimson family name will 

be unconditionally transferred to Amelia Stone.” 

She looked up at me. There was no greed in her eyes, only confusion and concern. 

“Theodore,” she whispered. “I don’t lack money. You don’t need to sign something like 

this.” 

I held her gaze. I wanted her to see the truth in my soul. 

“Whether you lack money is your business,” I said, my voice low and steady, echoing in 

the silent hall. “But making this promise is my business.” 

I reached out and gently took her hand. Her skin was warm against mine. 

“Only by pledging everything I have,” I continued, “can I match the weight of my 

commitment to you.” 

A small, confident smile tugged at the corner of my lips. My gaze softened, locking onto 

hers. 

“Besides,” I added, “this agreement is merely a formality.” 

I squeezed her hand, feeling the pulse of our connection. 

“I will never betray our bond,” I vowed. “You will never have the chance to make me leave 

with nothing.” 
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I looked at the heavy document in my hands, feeling the weight of the promise it held. 

Theodore’s golden eyes bore into mine, unyielding and intense. 

“Since you insist, then I will accept it,” I said softy. 

I carefully placed the Mate Contract back into the thick envelope. 

“I will sign it after the marking ceremony is complete,” I added with a calm smile. 

I didn’t offer any more polite refusals. I knew he wouldn’t accept them anyway. 

Across the room, I saw Jaxon and Seraphina exchange a look. Simultaneously, they let out 

long breaths, their shoulders relaxing. It was as if a heavy stone had been lifted from their 

hearts. 

They knew I was capable. They knew I could protect myself. But as parents, they simply 

wanted me to have the strongest shield possible. 

Theodore was willing to mortgage the entire Crimson Pack’s assets for me. This proved 

one undeniable fact. No matter what storms came our way in the future, I would have 

absolute security and financial independence. 

Deep in my consciousness, Ava stirred. She swished her silver tail with satisfaction. 

‘That is correct, she purred through our link. ‘An Alpha’s promise must have a substantial 

price to be real. 

This crippled wolf has some sincerity after all.’ 

(Author’s POV) 

Miles away, in a dimly lit private booth, Lucas Lloyd stared at the live stream projected on 

the wall. His eyes bulged in disbelief. 

“He’s lost his mind!” Lucas shouted, slamming his hand on the table. 

He pointed a shaking finger at Theodore on the screen. 

“Not only are his legs crippled, but his brain is broken too! Who signs away everything to 

a female before the bond is even sealed?” 



Lucas paced around the small room, his face twisted with disdain. 

“An Alpha’s wealth is meant to be a tool,” he ranted. “It’s capital to show off to females, to 

control them. 

You don’t actually put the power in their hands!” 

Celine sat on the plush sofa next to him. She straightened her back, inching away from 

him. A wave of nausea rolled through her stomach as she looked at his stingy, powerless 

face. 

She turned her gaze back to the screen. Her heart burned with a jealousy so intense it felt 

like swallowing acid. 

Theodore Crimson, the most powerful Alpha in the territories, was humiliating himself for 

Amelia. He was giving her everything. 

Celine felt like the world’s biggest fool. 

If she hadn’t been so terrified of his disability, she wouldn’t have demanded Amelia’s 

return. Amelia would still be rotting in the countryside. And Celine wouldn’t be stuck 

here, clinging to a useless man like Lucas just to survive. 

While everyone in the booth was fixated on the screen, the door opened silently. 

A waiter in a crisp uniform stepped inside. He moved with practiced invisibility, holding a 

bottle of expensive red wine. 

He approached the table where the glasses sat. As he turned his body to block the line of 

sight from the sofa, his hand moved with lightning speed. 

A pinch of fine white powder slipped from his fingers. It fell into the wine glass destined 

for Lucas. 

The powder dissolved instantly upon touching the dark liquid. There was no fizz, no 

change in color. It was completely undetectable. 

Back at the Stone family estate, the banquet atmosphere remained warm and lively. 

Natasha bounced forward, a mischievous grin on her face. She held out a beautifully 

wrapped gift box. 

“For the future Luna,” she announced brightly. 

Amelia opened it to reveal a complete set of luxury lipsticks, spanning every shade 

imaginable. 



“I know you don’t lack anything,” Natasha laughed. “But a girl can never have too many 

shades. Consider it a little heart from your sister–in–law.” 

Amelia accepted the gift with a genuine smile. “Thank you, Natasha. I love it.” 

She turned her gaze to Theodore. He sat in his wheelchair, his suit perfectly tailored to his 

broad shoulders. 

“You look incredibly handsome today,” Amelia said, her voice sincere. “I can’t take my 

eyes off you.” 

Theodore’s expression softened instantly. “I dressed up just for you,” he replied gently. 

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” 

The chant started from the Meadow Brook table. Rowan and the others were clapping 

their hands, their faces flushed with joy. 

Amelia didn’t shy away. She leaned down, cupping Theodore’s face, and pressed her lips 

to his. The room erupted in cheers. 

Natasha clapped loudest of all, beaming at the couple. Then she noticed Jasper standing 

quietly to the side, looking a bit lost. 

She nudged him with her elbow. “Hey, your turn.” 

Jasper blinked, snapping out of his daze. He stepped forward shyly, holding a box. 

“Here,” he mumbled. 

Inside were two custom mugs. They featured cartoon versions of a silver wolf and a black 

wolf, their tails entwined. 

“I wish you happiness,” Jasper said, his eyes clear and sincere. 

Ethan and Caleb began to rise from their seats to present their gifts, but the elders of the 

Stone family remained seated. 

Adrian sat like a statue. His mind was elsewhere. He was calculating the timing of his 

“grand gift“-the video of Livia being tortured. 

He planned to release it to create chaos and blame Amelia’s enemies, forcing her to rely 

on him. But he was anxious. Griffin hadn’t sent the signal yet. 

Beside him, Lyra crossed her arms. 



“I have no money for gifts,” she muttered loudly. 

She shot a glare at Alaric. “Father gave all the pack assets to an outsider. Look at how 

destitute I am now.” 

Alaric’s face darkened. “Shut your mouth, Lyra. You spent your fortune on vanity.” 

Lyra huffed but fell silent. She consoled herself with the thought that Adrian’s plan would 

soon ruin Amelia’s perfect night. 

Theodore maneuvered his wheelchair back to the head table. As soon as he settled, Adrian 

cleared his throat. 

The Stone River Alpha put on a mask of concern. He leaned forward, his eyes darting 

between Theodore and the guests. 

“Theodore,” Adrian began, his voice projecting clearly. “This contract involves the core 

assets of the 

Crimson family. Did you actually get Alpha King Gideon’s approval?” 

The room quieted down. Adrian’s implication was clear. He was trying to drive a wedge 

between Theodore and his grandfather. 

Natasha slammed her hand on the table. “Uncle Adrian! What are you trying to imply?” 

Adrian held up his hands in mock surrender. “I am just a concerned uncle, Natasha. 

Losing family assets is no small matter. I’m just reminding him.” 

“You are meddling!” Natasha snapped. 

Theodore didn’t look angry. He didn’t even raise his voice. 

“Marcus,” he said calmly. 

The Beta, who had been standing silently in the shadows, moved instantly. 

Marcus didn’t waste words. He stepped behind Adrian’s chair. With a grunt of exertion, he 

lifted the heavy chair–with Adrian still sitting in it–into the air. 

“Hey!” Adrian shouted, flailing his arms. 

Marcus walked two steps and tossed the chair onto the empty floor space nearby. 

*Crash!* 



Adrian tumbled out, landing in a heap of tangled limbs. His expensive suit bunched up 

around him. The guests gasped, then looked at him with open disdain. 

In Theodore’s mind, a deep, rumbling voice echoed. 

‘The fly is finally quiet, Logan growled. 

Theodore turned his gaze to Alaric at the head of the table. His face was impassive, but his 

aura was suffocating. 

“Adrian,” Theodore said, his voice cold as ice. “Speak out of turn again, and next time I 

will have you thrown out the front gate.” 

He paused, holding Alaric’s gaze. 

“I assume Alaric won’t have an objection to that?” 
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Alaric let out a quiet sigh. He shook his head slowly, signaling that he had no objection. 

He dared not voice any complaint. Without riding on Amelia’s coattails, the Stone River 

Pack would be nothing. They would never have the chance to sit at the same table as the 

powerful Crimson Moon Pack. 

Ethan and Caleb saw the commotion. They watched their father, Adrian, sprawled on the 

floor in humiliation. 

They exchanged a quick glance. Neither moved. To intervene now would ruin Amelia’s 

mood. 

More importantly, they could not risk offending the heir to the Alpha King. So, they chose 

to avoid making a scene. 

Adrian lay there for a moment, his face burning. The humiliation was suffocating. 

Slowly, he picked himself up. He dusted off his suit with trembling hands. He righted his 

chair, moving with stiff, jerky motions. 

Before he sat, he cast a terrified glance toward Theodore. The Alpha’s golden eyes were 

cold, but he gave no further command to attack. 



Only then did Adrian dare to sit. He huddled in his chair, trying to make himself invisible. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

The gift–giving continued. Finally, only Ethan and Caleb remained. 

Ethan stepped forward first. He held out a small, simply wrapped box. His expression was 

awkward, his usual arrogance replaced by shame. 

“Amelia,” he started, his voice low. “My financial situation… it isn’t what it used to be.” 

He cleared his throat nervously. 

“This isn’t as expensive as the gifts I used to give Celine. But I promise, I will make it up 

to you. Next year, I will double it.” 

I looked at the box in his hand. I didn’t even open it. I let out a cold sneer. 

I took the box from him. Then, with a flick of my wrist, I tossed it onto the pile of 

discarded wrappings like it was trash. 

‘The scent of hypocrisy is nauseating, Ava growled in my mind. ‘Do they think cheap 

material goods can erase years of neglect?‘ 

I turned my gaze to Caleb. He flinched under my stare. 

“And you?” I asked icily. “What have you prepared?” 

Caleb fumbled in his pocket. He pulled out a string of beads. They glowed faintly. 

“It’s a moonstone bracelet,” he stammered. “I had it blessed by the elders. It… it wards off 

evil. It will keep you safe.” 

I laughed. The sound was sharp and devoid of humor. 

“Safe?” I mocked. “If not for the Stone family, I wouldn’t be in danger at all. The only evil 

I need protection from is standing right in front of me.” 

Caleb’s face turned as white as a sheet. He opened his mouth to argue, but the words died 

in his throat. 

“I… I’m sorry,” he whispered bitterly. 

I waved my hand, dismissing him like a servant. I didn’t want to hear his excuses. 



The two brothers retreated to their seats. They walked with their heads down, like dogs 

with their tails between their legs. 

I caught Adrian glaring at them from his seat. I could practically hear him cursing their 

stupidity for begging for forgiveness at a time like this. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

I gathered the remaining gifts. I handed them to Seraphina, who sat beside me. Her eyes 

were red, but she was smiling. 

I stood up and faced the room. The guests fell silent, their attention fixed on me. 

“Thank you all for coming,” I said, my voice clear and strong. “This is my twenty–second 

birthday. It is also the first birthday I have spent back in the Stone River Pack.” 

I looked down at Jaxon and Seraphina. 

“My parents have made this night unforgettable,” I continued. “I want to thank them for 

their love.” 

I stepped away from the table, letting the light catch the fabric of my dress. 

“This gown is unique,” I announced. “It was designed and sewn by my mother, 

Seraphina.” 

Gasps of admiration rippled through the crowd. Seraphina covered her mouth, surprised 

by the sudden attention. 

“She has decided to follow her passion,” I declared. “Seraphina will be opening a high–end 

fashion design studio.” 

“That is amazing!” Natasha shouted from the Crimson table. 

She clapped her hands enthusiastically. 

“I’m booking the first appointment!” Natasha beamed. “I’ll tell all the girls in the capital. 

Auntie Seraphina is going to be a star!” 

Seraphina’s eyes filled with tears. To receive such praise from the Crimson family was an 

honor she never expected. 

I smiled at the room. 

“Please,” I said, raising my glass. “Mingle and enjoy the feast.” 



Miles away, the atmosphere was far less celebratory. 

Celine sat in the dark booth at Night City. She stared at the live feed on the wall, her eyes 

burning with malice. 

She watched Amelia smile. She watched the guests laugh. 

“Why isn’t it happening yet?” she hissed. 

She was waiting for the show. The aphrodisiac was potent. It should have turned that 

elegant banquet into a chaotic mess of primal urges by now. 

She wanted to see Amelia humiliated. She wanted to see her stripped of her dignity in 

front of the Alpha King’s heir. 

Griffin sat nearby, swirling a glass of red wine. A cruel smirk played on his lips. 

“Patience,” he murmured. 

He viewed this as a grand experiment. He had dosed the wine supply for the entire 

banquet. Fifty werewolves. All about to lose their minds. 

He wanted to see if the new formula was as powerful as promised. With a dark chuckle, 

he downed the contents of his own glass. 

Thirty minutes ticked by. 

On the screen, the guests had finished their venison steaks. They had drained their glasses 

of red wine. 

Yet, nothing happened. They chatted politely. No one was tearing at their clothes. No one 

was losing control. 

Celine was growing frantic with impatience. She tapped her nails against the table. 

“Did the kitchen mess up?” she snapped. “Is the drug expired? Why are they fine?” 

Griffin frowned. He leaned forward, squinting at the screen. It didn’t make sense. 

“Hey,” Lucas Lloyd suddenly spoke up. 

He pulled at his collar. “When is the big show starting? And why is it so hot in here?” 

Lucas wiped sweat from his forehead. “Turn up the AC. I’m burning up.” 

“Me too,” another lackey grunted. “It feels like a furnace in here.” 



“Lucas, your face is really red,” someone pointed out. 

Celine rolled her eyes at them. But then, she felt it too. 

A strange heat bloomed in her stomach. It wasn’t just the warmth of alcohol. It was a 

crawling, itching heat that spread through her veins. 

She squirmed in her seat. She crossed her legs, trying to alleviate the sudden pressure 

building between her thighs. 

“It must be the wine,” she muttered, fanning herself. “It’s too strong.” 

Griffin stared at them. He saw Lucas panting. He saw the glazed look in the lackeys‘ eyes. 

A cold dread settled in his gut, warring with the sudden fire in his blood. 

This reaction. The flushing. The heat. The restlessness. 

It was exactly how the drug was supposed to work on the she–wolves he targeted. 

Suddenly, the door to the private booth burst open. 

Nick, the manager of Night City, stumbled in. His face was pale with panic. 

“Alpha Griffin!” Nick cried out. “It’s bad! It’s a disaster!” 

Griffin tried to focus on the manager, but his vision was swimming. The room seemed to 

tilt. 

“What is it?” Griffin rasped. His voice was thick. 

“The guests outside!” Nick shouted. “They are losing control! Everyone is going crazy! 

They are demanding an explanation!” 

Griffin’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. His heart hammered against his ribs like a 

trapped bird. 

A wave of dizziness hit him. But beneath the dizziness, a dark, primal hunger roared to 

life. It was consuming his reason, drowning his thoughts in a red haze of lust. 

He gripped the armrest of the sofa. His knuckles turned white. 

With a massive effort, he forced himself to stand. His legs felt heavy, but his body was 

wired with frantic energy. 



His eyes were no longer grey. They were bloodshot, glowing with a dangerous, predatory 

light. 

He looked around the room, his gaze wild and unfocused. 

“Where is Jade York?” 
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The air inside the VIP booth at Night City was thick and suffocating. It smelled of 

expensive perfume mixed with a sweet, dangerous chemical scent that clawed at the 

throat. 

Wade, Griffin’s personal assistant, was slumped against the velvet wall. His face was 

flushed a deep, unnatural crimson. He tried to push himself up to help his master, but his 

limbs felt like they had turned to water. 

“Alpha…” Wade groaned, his voice weak and trembling. He slid sideways, unable to 

maintain his balance. 

“Useless!” Griffin snarled, though he was swaying on his feet as well. 

Griffin’s phone rang, the shrill sound piercing the heavy atmosphere. He fumbled for it, 

his fingers numb and clumsy. The name ‘Jade‘ flashed on the screen. 

With a roar of frustration, he answered. 

“Get back here!” Griffin bellowed. “Where the hell are you?” 

“Griffin, I can’t,” Jade’s voice came through, sounding anxious and rushed. “My father… 

Alpha Arthur just collapsed. He is critically ill.” 

Griffin gripped the phone so hard the casing cracked. The fire in his blood was demanding 

release, and she was making excuses? 

“I don’t care about your father!” Griffin shouted, his voice guttural. “Get your body back 

here right now! I command you!” 

“I’m sorry, I have to go to the Gale Pack immediately to check on him,” Jade said quickly. 

“I cannot be with you tonight.” 

Before he could scream again, the line went dead. 



Griffin stared at the phone in disbelief. A wave of fury crashed over him. With a primal 

scream, he crushed the device in his hand, sending plastic shards flying onto the 

expensive carpet. She had abandoned him right when he needed her most. 

The effects of the drug were hitting him like a tidal wave now. 

This was the “Heat Inducer.” It was a banned substance, a terrifying new formula 

designed to strip away reason and induce a state of permanent, mindless rut. It was 

tearing through his mental defenses, incinerating his rationality. 

Griffin clutched his head, his vision swimming. He looked down at Wade. 

“The antidote,” Griffin gasped, sweat pouring down his face. “Get me the antidote for this 

specific strain! 

Now!” 

Wade looked up, his eyes wide with despair and terror. 

“There isn’t one, Alpha,” Wade whispered, his voice cracking. “This was developed to 

control Omegas… to break them completely. There is no cure.” 

Nick, the manager of Night City, stood by the door. His face went as white as a sheet. 

“No antidote?” Nick stammered. “If the guests outside are like this… Night City is ruined.” 

He realized the magnitude of the disaster. A mass orgy fueled by illegal drugs would 

destroy the Drake family’s reputation instantly. 

Griffin felt the last of his sanity slipping away. The beast within him roared, hungry and 

mindless. He had seconds left before he was gone completely. 

With shaking hands, he grabbed Wade’s discarded phone. He dialed the one person who 

could save him. 

“Grandmother,” he rasped when Matriarch Octavia Drake answered. “It’s out of control. 

The drug… everyone. Fix it.” 

He dropped the phone as the red haze consumed his vision. His eyes turned blood–red, 

glowing with predatory lust. 

He scanned the room. His gaze locked onto Celine. 

She was writhing on the leather couch, clinging to Lucas Lloyd, her fingers digging into 

his shoulders. 



“Celine,” Griffin commanded, his voice vibrating with Alpha power. “Come here.” 

The command cut through her drug–induced haze. Celine froze. She pushed Lucas away 

violently, her eyes filled with nothing but raw desire as she looked at Griffin. 

She didn’t walk; she practically crawled over the table to get to him. 

Lucas, denied his prize, looked at Griffin’s terrifying state. He knew he couldn’t fight an 

Alpha in this condition. Trembling with his own unfulfilled heat, Lucas stumbled out of 

the booth, running into the hallway to hunt for any other available target. 

*** 

Outside, in the dark alley behind the club, a black sedan sat idling in the shadows. 

Jade hung up her phone and let out a long, shaky breath. She leaned back against the 

headrest, closing her eyes. 

“Thank you, Silas,” she said softly. 

She turned to look at the man in the driver’s seat. “If Amelia hadn’t warned me about the 

wine… I would be in there right now.” 

She shuddered. The thought of being trapped in that room with a drugged Griffin made 

her skin crawl. 

Silas Grey stared straight ahead, his hands resting lightly on the steering wheel. His 

expression was cold and professional. 

“Do not thank me,” Silas said flatly. “It was Miss Stone’s order. She knew Griffin would 

try to use the drug.” 

Jade looked back at the flashing neon sign of the club. Her fear turned into admiration. 

“She didn’t just escape,” Jade murmured. “She turned his own trap against him. He is 

finished.” 

Silas tapped the earpiece in his right ear. 

“Status,” he demanded. 

A voice crackled in his ear. “Fifty–six targets confirmed inside. Griffin and his business 

partners are fully compromised. The lobby is absolute chaos.” 

“And the recording?” Silas asked. 



“Hidden cameras are capturing everything. The stream is being uploaded to the cloud in 

real–time. It will be ready for release tomorrow morning.” 

Silas nodded. A cruel, satisfied smile touched his lips. 

“They dared to try and use this filth on Amelia,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. 

“Tomorrow, the Wolf Council will burn this place to the ground.” 

He shifted gears and floored the accelerator. The black car screeched out of the alley, 

leaving the den of sin behind. 

*** 

Meanwhile, the banquet hall at the Stone River Pack House was bathed in warm, golden 

light. 

The atmosphere was peaceful. Guests were enjoying delicate desserts, and soft music 

played in the background. 

Amelia sat at the head table, leaning in to whisper something to Theodore. The Alpha 

King’s heir looked at her with soft, golden eyes, a rare smile playing on his lips. 

Suddenly, a piercing scream shattered the tranquility. 

“You ungrateful wretch!” 

The heavy double doors banged open with a deafening crash. 

Amelia turned slowly. 

Livia stood in the doorway. She looked like a banshee risen from the grave. 

Her expensive evening gown was torn to shreds and stained with mud. Her hair was a 

matted, tangled mess around her face. 

“You!” Livia shrieked, her eyes manic. She pointed a shaking, dirty finger straight at 

Amelia. 

“You wretched she–wolf!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the high ceilings. “You did 

this to me!” 

Ethan and Caleb jumped from their seats, their faces pale with shock. 

“Mother!” Ethan cried out. 

They rushed forward, intercepting her before she could charge at the head table. 



“Mother, stop,” Caleb pleaded, grabbing her arm. “Calm down. It is Amelia’s birthday. 

Everyone is watching.” 

Livia thrashed in their grip, her strength fueled by hysteria. 

“I don’t care who is watching!” she wailed. “She kidnapped me! She hired Rogues to 

torture her own mother!” 

She looked at her sons, tears streaming down her grime–streaked face. 

“I escaped,” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “I crawled through the mud for miles. I 

thought I would never see you again.” 

She covered her face with her hands, trembling violently. The fear radiating from her was 

real. 

Deep down, a part of her knew the truth. But her mind refused to accept that her mate, 

Adrian, could be the one behind her suffering. It was easier, safer, to blame the daughter 

she had always despised. 

‘Her scent is revolting,‘ Ava growled in Amelia’s mind. ‘She reeks of lies and delusion. She 

creates her own reality because she is too weak to face the monster she married.’ 

Ethan and Caleb looked at each other, unsure of what to do. They thought she was having 

a mental breakdown. 

“Mother, please,” Ethan hissed. “You are making a scene. Amelia has been here the whole 

time.” 

Adrian, who had been watching silently, finally stood up. He walked toward them, his face 

arranged into a mask of deep concern. 

“Boys,” Adrian said gravely. “Don’t dismiss her pain.” 

He gestured to Livia’s trembling form. 

“Look at your mother,” Adrian said, his voice heavy with fake sorrow. “She is not lying 

about her suffering. 

Look how thin she is.” 

Ethan and Caleb froze. They looked closely at Livia for the first time. 

Her cheeks were sunken, her eyes hollow. Her collarbones protruded sharply against her 

pale skin. She looked like a skeleton wrapped in rags. 



The brothers felt a chill run down their spines. Their resolve to defend the peace of the 

banquet wavered. 

“Mother…” Caleb whispered, horrified. “What happened to you?” 

Livia sobbed harder. With trembling hands, she reached for the tattered silk scarf tied 

around her neck. 

She ripped it away. 

Gasps rippled through the hall. 

Ugly, raw burns circled her neck. The skin was blistered and black, the unmistakable 

mark of torture. 

“Silver,” someone whispered in the crowd. 

“They used silver ropes,” Livia cried, tears washing streaks through the dirt on her face. 

“They tied me up like an animal. Day and night.” 

She turned her gaze back to Amelia. Her eyes were filled with pure, unadulterated venom. 

“It was her!” Livia shrieked, her voice cracking with hysteria. 

She pointed at Amelia again, her hand shaking violently. 

“Your sister did this! She hired those filth to take me away so she could take over! She is a 

devil! She wants me dead!” 
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I looked down at the woman screaming on the floor. Her face was twisted with hatred, 

but my own expression remained cold and indifferent. 

“Do you have any actual evidence?” I asked, my voice calm and steady amidst the chaos. 

“Why would I go to such great lengths to hire rogues just to kidnap and torture you?” 

Livia’s eyes bulged. She pointed a trembling finger at me. 

“I heard them!” she shrieked. “I heard the kidnappers talking to you on the phone! They 

called you by name!” 



A sharp, mocking laugh cut through the tension. It was Rowan Calder. 

“That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard,” Rowan sneered, shaking his head. 

“Think about it, Livia. What kind of professional kidnapper exposes their employer’s 

identity to the hostage?” 

He took a sip of his wine, looking at her with disdain. 

“It is an insult to everyone’s intelligence here,” he added. 

Ethan’s face flushed a deep shade of red. He looked around the room, seeing the judgment 

in the eyes of the pack members. The family’s reputation was being tarnished, not just by 

the alleged crime, but by his mother’s utter lack of dignity. 

“Mother, please,” Ethan whispered urgently, grabbing her arm. “Stop this. You don’t have 

any solid proof. It is hard to believe Amelia would do this.” 

Livia froze. She looked up at her eldest son, her eyes filling with betrayal. 

“You don’t believe me?” she gasped. “You would trust the monster who did this to me over 

your own mother? I raised you for twenty years!” 

“It’s not about trust,” Ethan hissed, tightening his grip to drag her away. “You are making 

a disgrace of yourself.” 

“Let go of me!” 

Livia wrenched her arm free with surprising strength. She stumbled back, panting 

heavily. 

“I am not leaving!” she roared. “If Amelia doesn’t give me an explanation today, no one 

leaves this hall!* 

Seraphina stepped forward, her amber eyes blazing with authority. 

“Enough, Livia,” Seraphina scolded sternly. “This is Amelia’s birthday banquet. You are 

acting like a madwoman.” 

She pointed toward the door. 

“If there really was a kidnapping, go to the Pack Enforcers,” Seraphina said. “Don’t come 

here and spray your venom.” 

Jaxon’s face was like stone. He raised his hand, signaling the security team. 

“Guards,” Jaxon ordered coldly. “Throw this woman out of the Pack House.” 



(Author’s POV) 

The guests could no longer stay silent. Murmurs of disgust rippled through the banquet 

hall. 

“She is unfit to be a mother,” one elder grumbled loud enough to be heard. 

“Those rogues should have just finished the job,” another whispered darkly. 

The malicious words hit Livia like physical blows. It was the final straw for her crumbling 

sanity. 

“Shut up!” Livia screamed, spinning around to face the crowd. “You are all idiots! You are 

accomplices to a murderer!” 

Ethan covered his face with his hand, feeling a deep sense of powerlessness. He wished 

the ground would swallow him whole. 

In the shadows, Alpha Adrian watched the scene with cold, calculating eyes. He didn’t step 

forward to help his mate. 

‘Good, Adrian thought, a cruel smirk touching his lips. ‘Make it bigger. Die here, Livia. If 

you die in front of everyone, they will blame Amelia. It will cover my tracks perfectly! 

Livia saw that no one was on her side. She turned back to Ethan, her hand outstretch. 

“Give me your phone,” she demanded breathlessly. “I will call the police. I will call the 

King’s Enforcers!” 

Suddenly, the massive projection screen behind the main stage flickered to life. A bright 

light flooded the dim hall, drawing every eye. 

A video began to play. 

Gasps of horror filled the room. 

On the screen, Livia–the proud, high–maintenance Luna–was kneeling in the mud like a 

starving rogue. She was filthy, her hair matted with grime. 

She was eating. 

But she wasn’t eating food. She was frantically scooping up leftovers and slop from a dirty 

trough, shoving it into her mouth with her bare hands. She looked simpler than a beast, 

completely stripped of dignity. 



Ethan and Caleb stared at the screen, their mouths hanging open. They couldn’t reconcile 

that wretched creature with their high–and–mighty mother. 

Livia stared at her own humiliation. Her face drained of all color. Her pride, the only 

thing she had left, shattered into a million pieces. 

“No…” she whimpered. 

Then, she snapped. 

“I’ll kill you!” Livia shrieked, the sound tearing at her throat. “Amelia! You did this!” 

She shoved Caleb and Ethan aside with manic strength. Her hand shot out and grabbed a 

sharp steak knife from the nearest table. 

“Die!” 

She charged at Amelia like a rabid animal, the blade gleaming under the chandelier lights. 

“Amelia!” Natasha screamed in terror. 

Theodore sat in his wheelchair, his expression unmoving. He didn’t flinch. He knew his 

mate. 

Livia never reached her target. 

*Whack!* 

Alaric’s heavy wooden cane swung through the air. It struck Livia’s wrist with a sickening 

crack. The knife clattered uselessly to the floor. 

Livia didn’t stop. She reached into her tattered dress and pulled out a small glass bottle. 

She raised her arm to throw it. 

Marcus moved faster than a striking viper. He intercepted the bottle in mid–air before it 

could leave her hand. He sniffed the contents cautiously. 

“Concentrated acid,” Marcus announced grimly. 

The room went deadly silent. 

Alaric roared with fury. He raised his cane again and brought it down hard across Livia’s 

back. 

“You vicious woman!” Alaric shouted. “You dare try to disfigure the Pack’s heir?” 



Jaxon and Seraphina had already thrown themselves in front of Amelia, forming a human 

shield. 

Behind them, Amelia had quietly extended her claws, ready to strike. But seeing her 

adoptive parents protecting her so fiercely, her heart softened. She slowly retracted her 

claws. 

“Grandfather, please,” Amelia said softly. “Don’t hurt yourself over her.” 

Caleb finally snapped out of his shock. He rushed forward and threw himself over Livia’s 

prone body, taking the next blow from the cane on his own shoulder. 

“Stop!” Caleb cried out. “Don’t hit her!” 

Livia looked up at her son. Through the pain, a twisted delusion took root in her mind. 

Her family still loved her. Caleb was protecting her. 

It must be Amelia. It had to be Amelia. Adrian would never hurt her; it was all this 

wretched girl’s plot. 

“I curse you!” Livia spat, blood trickling from her lip as she glared at Amelia and her 

parents. “I will make you pay! All of you will die screaming!” 

The pack members had heard enough. 

“Get her out of here!” a warrior shouted. 

“If she threatens the heir again, we will remove the threat ourselves!” another growled, 

stepping forward menacingly. 

“You ungrateful wretch!” Alaric bellowed, his chest heaving. “You still have the face to 

talk about revenge? Men! Throw her out of the territory!” 

As soon as the order left his lips, Alaric’s face turned paper–white. He clutched his chest, 

swaying on his feet. 

“Father!” Jaxon exclaimed. 

Alaric collapsed back into his chair, gasping for air. He was hyperventilating. 

Amelia gently touched Seraphina’s arm. 

“Mom, let go,” she said calmly. “I need to check on Grandfather.” 

Seraphina released her but kept her eyes fixed on the guards. They were dragging Livia 

away like a sack of potatoes, her heels scraping across the marble floor. 



Amelia rushed to Alaric’s side. She placed a hand on his back, rubbing in slow, soothing 

circles. 

“Breathe, Grandfather,” she instructed softly. “Slowly. In and out.” 

Her other hand moved quickly to her clutch bag. She pulled out a small porcelain bottle 

and tipped a single brown pill into her palm. It was a potent herbal emergency pill. 

She pressed it to his lips. 

“Swallow this,” she murmured. 

As he swallowed, she let a tiny pulse of healing energy flow from her fingertips into his 

back to speed up the absorption. 

Caleb scrambled up from the floor, his face filled with guilt. He took a step toward the 

head table. 

“Grandfather…” Caleb began, his voice trembling. “Are you okay?” 

The butler stepped in front of him, blocking his path with a cold stare. 

Alaric opened his eyes. His breathing was stabilizing, but his gaze was lethal. 

“Get out,” Alaric rasped. 

Caleb froze, humiliation burning his cheeks. 

Alaric sat up straighter, his color returning. He looked around the banquet hall, his eyes 

sharp and dangerous. 

“Who played that video?” Alaric demanded, his voice booming through the silence. 
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Adrian stood there, his hand trembling violently. His knuckles turned white as he gripped 

his phone with desperate force. On the screen, the video looped relentlessly. 

It showed Livia, down on her hands and knees in the mud, shoving slop into her mouth 

like a starving rogue. The sound of her frantic chewing filled the tense silence of the 

banquet hall. It was disgusting. 



“An anonymous source sent this to me,” Adrian’s voice shook. 

He looked up, his face twisted in a mask of pain and righteous anger. 

“My heart is breaking,” he choked out, his eyes glistening with fake tears. “To see my 

mate, the mother of my children, tortured like an animal… It is unbearable.” 

He spun around to face Grandfather Alaric. He pointed a shaking finger directly at me. 

“She is a monster!” Adrian roared. “She hired rogues to kidnap and humiliate her own 

mother! How can someone be so vicious?” 

I stood still, my expression unreadable, watching his performance. 

“Father,” Adrian continued, his voice rising to a fever pitch. “Look at what she did! Are 

you really going to hand the Stone River Pack’s future to her?” 

He took a step closer to the old Alpha, his voice booming. 

“Think about the Legacy! Think about our ancestors!” Adrian shouted. “She is cruel and 

cold–blooded. She abuses her biological mother for sport. Aren’t you afraid?” 

He gestured wildly at the screen, his face flushed. 

“If she does this to her own mother, what will she do to her own kin when she has real 

power?” he demanded. “She will destroy us all!” 

I watched his theatrics without blinking. It was a twisted accusation, desperate and 

flailing. 

In the back of my mind, Ava let out a snort of disdain. Her sapphire eyes flashed with 

mockery in our shared headspace. 

*This hypocritical male reeks of lies,* Ava growled. *He tries to cover his greed with this 

pathetic acting. It is truly pitiful.* 

(Author’s POV) 

Before Adrian could say another word, a sharp crack echoed through the banquet hall. 

Alaric had moved faster than his age suggested. He slapped Adrian across the face with all 

his strength. 

The sound silenced the murmurs of the guests instantly. 

Alaric’s chest heaved up and down. He took a deep, rattling breath. 



“You dare?” Alaric hissed. “You didn’t come here today to apologize. You didn’t come to 

make amends.” 

He glared at his son with utter disappointment. 

“You came for profit,” Alaric stated coldly. “I wanted to give you one last chance. I hoped 

you would show some remorse. But look at you.” 

Adrian stumbled back, clutching his swelling cheek. A trickle of blood ran from the corner 

of his mouth. 

He let out a cold, self–deprecating laugh. 

“A chance?” Adrian spat. “You never truly wanted to give me a chance, old man.” 

Lyra, standing nearby, saw the tide turning against them completely. She stepped 

forward, panic in her eyes. 

“Father, please,” Lyra cried out. “Adrian is desperate! You are backing him into a corner!” 

She looked around nervously, trying to detach herself from Adrian’s failure while still 

arguing his point. 

“Handing the entire Pack’s control to an inexperienced girl?” Lyra shrilled. “It is madness! 

Of course, he is reacting this way. You left him with nothing!” 

Theodore Crimson sat silently in his wheelchair. His golden eyes were cold as ice. 

“A slap is too light,” Theodore said, his voice deep and dangerous. “They ruined Amelia’s 

birthday banquet. 

They insulted the future Alpha. They deserve far worse.” 

Alaric’s fury reignited at Theodore’s words. He raised his heavy wooden cane high. 

“Get out!” Alaric roared, swinging the cane down toward Adrian. 

Adrian didn’t just stand there this time. He caught the cane mid–air. His grip was firm, 

defying his father. 

“You are biased!” Adrian shouted, shoving the cane back. “You have always favored her!” 

Alaric’s face went purple with rage. He pointed a trembling finger at the door. 

“Get out of my Pack House!” Alaric bellowed. “Take your family and leave! Now!” 



Adrian released the cane. He turned his head and spat a mouthful of bloody saliva onto 

the polished floor. 

“You’ll regret this,” Adrian threatened darkly. 

Ethan watched the scene unfold with a sinking heart. He realized with crushing certainty 

that it was over. His mother’s outburst had destroyed everything. 

There was no hope for forgiveness now. Amelia would never look at them with anything 

but hatred. 

He turned to Caleb, who was still staring in shock at their father’s defiance. Ethan patted 

his brother’s shoulder heavily. 

“Let’s go,” Ethan murmured, his voice hollow. “Don’t make it harder for her.” 

(Author’s POV) 

The guards escorted Adrian and his sons out. The hall felt lighter instantly. 

Alaric turned his stern gaze toward Lyra. 

Lyra froze. She realized she was the only one left. Her face paled. 

“Father,” Lyra stammered. “I… I can’t go.” 

She wrung her hands together. 

“I cannot return to the Drake Pack right now,” she pleaded. “Things are complicated 

there. If you kick me out, I have nowhere to go. The Drakes might punish me.” 

Alaric narrowed his eyes. 

“Did you know about Adrian’s plan?” he asked sharply. 

“No!” Lyra exclaimed, shaking her head vigorously. “I swear! I knew nothing about the 

video or Livia’s madness. I am innocent!” 

Alaric considered this. If he threw her out now, she might run to the Drakes with internal 

information about 

the Stone River Pack. It was a risk. 

“Fine,” Alaric grunted. “You can stay for now.” 

Lyra let out a breath of relief. 



“But listen to me,” Alaric warned, his voice low. “If you try to harm Amelia, or if you plot 

with Adrian, I will not be merciful.” 

“I understand,” Lyra nodded quickly. “I won’t cause trouble.” 

Alaric turned to Amelia. His expression softened into regret. 

“I am sorry, my child,” Alaric said gently. “I didn’t handle this well. I ruined your 

birthday.” 

Amelia offered him a faint, meaningful smile. 

“It’s okay, Grandfather,” she said calmly. “I let them make a scene on purpose.” 

Alaric looked confused. “On purpose?” 

“You will understand soon,” Amelia replied cryptically. 

She turned her gaze to Lyra. The warmth vanished from her eyes. 

“Since you are staying,” Amelia said, her voice icy. “Know your place, Aunt Lyra.” 

Lyra stiffened. 

“Grandfather isn’t the only one making decisions here,” Amelia continued. “If you 

displease me, I have the authority to banish you myself. Do not forget that.” 

Lyra clenched her jaw. She had to swallow her pride. 

“I understand,” Lyra forced out. 

(Author’s POV) 

Outside the heavy iron gates of the villa, the night air was filled with screaming. 

Livia had been thrown out first. She stood there, disheveled and frantic, clutching the bars 

of the gate. 

“Amelia!” Livia shrieked into the darkness. “You ungrateful wretch! The Moon Goddess 

will punish you!” 

She paced back and forth like a caged animal. 

“Seraphina! Jaxon!” she yelled. “You are accomplices! You stole my daughter’s birthright! 

I will make you pay a hundred times over!” 



Her tirade only paused when the side gate opened again. Adrian, Ethan, and Caleb 

stumbled out, looking grim. 

The head butler stood on the other side of the bars. He signaled the guards to lock the 

heavy mechanism. 

The lock engaged with a finality that echoed in the night. 

“Good riddance to that trash,” the butler sneered, looking down his nose at them. 

Adrian glared at the old man through the bars. His eyes were venomous. 

*Just you wait, you old coot,* Adrian thought viciously. *When I take back this Pack, you 

will be the first one I throw to the rogues.* 

Ethan and Caleb looked at their mother. She was covered in dirt, her dress torn, her hair a 

mess. 

Caleb rushed forward. “Mom, are you hurt?” 

He tried to check her arms, but Ethan stepped in. Ethan’s face was dark with suppressed 

rage. 

“Why?” Ethan demanded, his voice trembling with anger. 

He looked at Livia with disbelief. 

“We had a chance,” Ethan shouted. “We could have fixed this! Why did you have to be so 

delusional?” 

Livia wiped tears from her dirty face. 

“I did it for you!” she sobbed. “I went to find you, Ethan! That’s when they took me! That’s 

when they tortured me!” 

“You ruined everything!” Ethan yelled back. “How can you be so sure it was Amelia? Do 

you have proof?” 

Livia’s eyes widened maniacally. She stomped her foot. 

“I am sure!” she screamed, her voice cracking. “Who else but that bitch would do this to 

me?” 

She glared at her son, her chest heaving. 

“Do you think it could be your father?!” 
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Adrian’s body went rigid at the accusation. 

“Me?” he roared, his voice booming with righteous indignation. 

He did not look like a guilty man. He looked like an Alpha whose honor had been stained. 

“Livia, look at me!” Adrian commanded, stepping into the light of the streetlamps. “I am 

your mate. We 

share a bond.” 

He spread his hands wide, his chest heaving. 

“Why would I hire rogues? Why would I kidnap the mother of my children?” he 

demanded. “Do you truly believe I am capable of such evil?” 

Livia stopped screaming. The conviction in his voice shook her. She blinked, her wild eyes 

searching his face. 

Seeing her hesitation, Adrian immediately softened his posture. The aggression vanished, 

replaced by a look of utter heartbreak. 

He stepped forward and gently took her mud–stained hands in his. 

“My poor Livia,” he choked out, his voice trembling. “I had no idea.” 

He looked at her torn dress and bruised arms. Tears welled in his eyes, glistening under 

the lights. 

“I didn’t know you suffered so much while you were gone,” Adrian whispered. “If I had 

known…” 

He let out a ragged breath, then his expression hardened. He turned his head slightly, 

glaring back toward the Stone villa. 

“It is her,” Adrian hissed, his voice dripping with venom. “It has to be Amelia.” 

Livia flinched at the name. 



“That girl has my blood in her veins,” Adrian spat. “Yet she betrays us like this? She 

frames her own father and tortures her own mother?” 

He squeezed Livia’s hands tightly. 

“I swear to you, Livia,” Adrian vowed, his eyes burning with intensity. “I will make her 

pay I will avenge every second of pain she caused you.” 

Livia looked at him. She saw the man she had spent thirty years with. His anger felt real. 

His concern felt warn 

The doubt in her heart evaporated. 

“Yes,” Livia murmured, nodding frantically. “It is her. It is all her plot.” 

She leaned into him, her body sagging with relief. “She is an ungrateful monster.” 

Ethan stood by the car, rubbing his temples. He felt drained to his very core. 

“Enough,” Ethan said, his voice hoarse. “Please, let’s just go.” 

He couldn’t bear to stand on the street anymore. It was humiliating. 

“We will investigate everything later,” Ethan promised, opening the car door. “Just get 

in.” 

Caleb watched his parents. He felt a pang of disappointment at his mother’s blind trust, 

but he said nothing. He just wanted this night to end. 

“Get in, Mom,” Caleb said quietly. 

Livia climbed into the backseat. The leather was soft. The car was warm. 

“I am safe now,” she whispered to herself. 

She closed her eyes, exhaustion finally claiming her. She fell asleep almost instantly. 

Adrian slid in beside her. He watched her breathing even out. 

In the shadows of the car, the mask fell away. 

The loving mate vanished. A cold, bloodthirsty glint flickered in Adrian’s eyes as he stared 

at his sleeping mate. 

(Amelia’s POV) 



Inside the banquet hall, the air had cleared. The tension from the confrontation dissipated 

as I calmed the guests. 

“Now,” I announced with a smile. “It is time for cake.” 

The double doors swung open. Agnes Miller walked in, pushing a massive cart. 

Gasps of awe rippled through the crowd. 

The cake was enormous. It stood eight layers high, towering over Agnes. 

It wasn’t just a cake; it was a masterpiece. It was shaped like a magnificent castle, with 

towers and balconies made of sugar and frosting. 

On the very top, standing on the highest turret, was a doll. It was crafted from fondant, 

wearing a replica of my gown, looking down at the world with a regal expression. 

I stared at it, stunned. 

“This…” I started, turning to Seraphina. 

Seraphina stood beside me, wringing her hands slightly. 

“I designed it,” she admitted, a shy smile on her face. “Do you like it?” 

I suddenly remembered the sketchbook she had been carrying around for the past month. 

She had been so secretive about it. 

“You did this?” I asked, my voice soft. 

“I wanted it to be special,” Seraphina said, looking at the cake critically. “I hope it isn’t 

too much.” 

“It is perfect,” I said, feeling tears prick my eyes. “Mom, it is the best gift I have ever 

received.” 

The lights in the hall dimmed. The candles on the castle flickered, casting a warm glow 

over the room. 

I stepped forward. I interlaced my fingers and pressed them against my chest. 

I closed my eyes. 

*Moon Goddess,* I prayed silently. *Please let everyone who loves me find peace and joy.* 

I opened my eyes and blew out the candles. 



Cheers erupted around me. 

Jaxon and Seraphina stepped up. Together, we cut the first slice. 

We handed out cake to the guests. The sweetness filled the air, and laughter returned to 

the party. 

“Let’s dance!” Seraphina called out happily. 

Natasha didn’t need to be told twice. She grabbed a young man from the crowd and 

dragged him onto the dance floor, her energy infectious. 

Music swelled, filling the hall. 

I stepped back, watching the happiness around me. 

A soft whirring sound approached. I turned to see Theodore rolling his wheelchair to my 

side. 

He looked up at me. His golden eyes were serious amidst the celebration. 

“You are incredible,” Theodore said. 

“But?” I asked, hearing the unspoken word in his tone. 

“But I was terrified,” he admitted. His voice was low, meant only for me. 

He reached out and took my hand. His fingers were warm and strong. 

“You used yourself as bait,” Theodore said, his brow furrowing. “Adrian is a desperate 

Alpha. He is dangerous. Watching you confront him… my heart wouldn’t stop racing.” 

I squeezed his hand gently. 

“I had to do it, Theo,” I explained calmly. “I need to send him to prison. I need him to face 

the law.” 

I looked over at Grandfather Alaric, who was eating cake with a small smile. 

“Grandfather still had hope for them,” I said. “I had to destroy that hope completely. Only 

then will the Stone family be safe.” 

Theodore sighed. He understood, but the worry lingered in his gaze. 

I smiled mischievously. I leaned down, bringing my lips close to his ear. 



“I am sorry for scaring you,” I whispered, my voice dropping to a husky purr. 

Theodore stiffened slightly. 

“To make it up to you,” I teased, my breath tickling his skin. “I will give you a special 

compensation after the banquet.” 

I pulled back and winked at him. 

Theodore’s eyes widened. A dark, possessive heat flared in his golden irises. 

He tightened his grip on my hand. 

“You are playing with fire, Amelia,” he murmured. 

“Is that a complaint?” I asked innocently. 

“No,” Theodore replied, his voice rough. “But I don’t think I can focus on anything else for 

the rest of the night.” 

We looked at each other and laughed. The air between us was thick with sweetness and 

promise. 

(Author’s POV) 

While the Stone villa was filled with joy, the atmosphere at Night City was volatile. 

The entrance to the exclusive club was in chaos. 

A crowd of well–dressed wolves and humans stood outside the heavy doors. They were 

angry. 

“What do you mean we can’t come in?” a man in a tailored suit shouted. “I am a VIP 

member!” 

He shoved his black card at the bouncer’s chest. “Do you know who I am?” 

“I apologize, sir,” the bouncer said nervously. “We are at capacity. No entry tonight.” 

“Bullshit!” a woman in a shimmering dress screamed. “It is empty in there! I can see 

through the windows!” 

The crowd surged forward. Voices overlapped in a cacophony of complaints. 

“Does the Drake family not want to do business anymore?” someone yelled. 



“First the power failure last week, and now this?” another man sneered. “This place is a 

joke.” 

“I bet they are going bankrupt,” a woman laughed scornfully. “The service has been 

terrible lately. This is the end for Night City.” 

A sleek black car pulled up to the curb. 

The door opened, and Matriarch Octavia Drake stepped out. She adjusted her shawl, her 

expression imperious. 

Then she looked up. 

She froze as she saw the mob of angry customers attacking her family’s most profitable 

business. 
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“I am sorry, gentlemen, Night City is temporarily closed tonight.” 

Matriarch Octavia Drake stood before the grand entrance of the entertainment club. Her 

voice was calm, but her eyes were cold as ice. 

She faced a crowd of furious customers who had been barred from entering. They were 

wealthy, entitled, and not used to being told ‘no‘. 

A burly Alpha pushed his way to the front of the mob. His face was red with anger. 

“Why is the Drake family refusing business?” he bellowed, pointing a thick finger at the 

closed doors. “I drove an hour to get here!” 

“Is there something you don’t want us to see?” another voice called out from the back. 

“Maybe Night City is running some illegal operation inside?” 

Snide remarks rippled through the crowd. The accusations grew louder. 

Matriarch Octavia’s expression darkened instantly. Her grip on her cane tightened until 

her knuckles turned white. 



“Nonsense,” she stated sharply, her voice cutting through the noise. “We have detected a 

potential fault in the main power grid. It is a safety hazard.” 

She raised her chin, projecting an air of absolute authority. 

“We are conducting an emergency inspection to ensure the safety of our valued guests,” 

Octavia lied smoothly. “Surely you do not wish to be trapped inside during an electrical 

fire?” 

The crowd grumbled, but the anger began to waver. 

“To show the Drake Pack’s sincerity,” Octavia continued, her tone softening slightly. 

“Everything is on the house for anyone who returns tomorrow night.” 

The elites and dignitaries exchanged looks. Free drinks and service at the most exclusive 

club in the capital was a significant offer. 

They weighed the benefits against the inconvenience. Slowly, the tension broke. 

“Fine,” the burly Alpha grunted. “Tomorrow night.” 

The crowd began to disperse, heading back to their luxury cars. 

Matriarch Octavia watched them go until the street was empty. Then she turned on her 

heel and marched into the lobby. 

“Lock it down,” she ordered the head of security. “Seal every exit. No one leaves. No one 

enters.” 

Enforcers immediately moved to block the doors, their faces grim. 

Manager Nick hurried over, wiping sweat from his forehead. He looked terrified. 

“Report,” Octavia demanded, not breaking her stride. 

“It is bad, Matriarch,” Nick whispered, his voice trembling. “Fifty–six people inside have 

been drugged.” 

Octavia stopped dead in her tracks. “Fifty–six?” 

“Yes,” Nick swallowed hard. “Including Young Master Griffin.” 

He leaned in closer. “The symptoms… they match the new aphrodisiac from the family’s 

secret laboratory. The one used to induce forced heat in resistant subjects.” 

Octavia felt a surge of pure rage. That drug was a classified Drake family secret. 



“Find the person responsible,” she hissed. “Check the surveillance immediately.” 

“We are trying,” Nick said, wringing his hands. “But there is another problem. The drug 

has no antidote. It is too potent.” 

Octavia’s eyes narrowed. She knew the effects of that chemical. If the victims did not 

release the built–up energy, their hearts would give out. 

“We cannot have fifty–six corpses in our lobby,” Octavia said coldly. “If the guests haven’t 

started venting yet, bring them partners. Now.” 

“Partners?” Nick asked, confused. 

“Get every available escort and prostitute on the payroll,” Octavia commanded ruthlessly. 

“Send them to the affected guests. Do not let anyone die from heart failure or burnout. 

The scandal would destroy us.” Nick nodded frantically and ran to execute the order. 

“Where is my grandson?” Octavia called after him. 

“Top floor,” Nick yelled back. “VIP Suite One. He is with Celine Stone.” 

Octavia’s lip curled. She didn’t need to ask what they were doing. 

She took the elevator to the security room. The technicians were already frantic, 

rewinding footage on multiple screens. 

“Show me,” Octavia ordered. 

They played back the tapes from the hour before the drug took effect. They watched every 

angle of the bar, the ventilation shafts, the kitchen. 

Nothing. 

It was as if a ghost had poisoned the entire building. 

“Useless!” Octavia screamed, slamming her cane against the console. “How can someone 

drug my club without leaving a trace?” 

She felt the sting of humiliation. The Drake Pack’s authority had been challenged in their 

own territory. 

Down in the main hall, the guests who hadn’t been drugged were getting restless. They 

pounded on the locked doors, demanding to be let out. 

“Matriarch,” a guard said hesitantly. “The clean guests are rioting.” 



Octavia took a deep breath, forcing herself to think. 

These were people from prominent families. They had reputations to protect. They 

wouldn’t want to be associated with a mass drugging incident. 

“Let them go,” Octavia decided. “They won’t talk. They are too afraid of scandal 

themselves.” 

She turned to the assembled staff and security team. Her gaze was lethal. 

“Listen to me,” she said, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “If a single word of 

what happened tonight leaks out, I will know.” 

The staff trembled under her glare. 

“The leaker will be expelled from the Pack,” Octavia threatened. “And you know that exile 

is a fate worse than death.” 

With the ground floor secured, Octavia took the private elevator to the penthouse. 

She pushed open the heavy mahogany doors of Griffin’s suite. 

The air inside was thick, smelling of musk and sweat. The room was in disarray. 

Griffin was sitting on the leather sofa, wearing only a robe. He looked exhausted, his hair 

damp and matted. 

He was smoking a cigar, his hand shaking slightly as he brought it to his lips. 

“Grandmother,” Griffin rasped. His voice was hoarse. 

“Look at you,” Octavia scolded, stepping over a torn piece of clothing. “Caught in your 

own trap?” 

Griffin didn’t flinch. The nicotine was helping to clear the fog in his brain. 

He blew out a cloud of smoke. His eyes were dark, contemplating the disaster. 

“It was Amelia,” Griffin said flatly. 

Octavia frowned. “That girl?” 

“This drug,” Griffin gestured with the cigar. “It was the batch I prepared for her birthday 

banquet. I was going to have it slipped into her drink tonight.” 



He laughed bitterly. “I wanted to ruin her reputation. I wanted her to beg for a man in 

front of everyone.” 

He looked around the room. “Instead, she is fine. And I am the one who lost control.” 

“That mongrel,” Octavia spat, her face twisting in disgust. “She is like a cockroach. We 

stomp on her, and she just scuttles away.” 

“She didn’t just scuttle away,” Griffin corrected, his eyes narrowing. “She bit back.” 

He stood up, his legs still slightly weak, but his demeanor hardening. 

“Go home, Grandmother,” Griffin said. “I will handle the rest of this mess.” 

Octavia looked at him. He was battered, but his mind was sharp again. 

“The reputation of the Pack is on the line,” Octavia warned. “Monitor the internet. If there 

are rumors, crush them. Buy the platforms if you have to.” 

“I know,” Griffin said impatiently. 

Octavia nodded once, then turned and left the suite. 

As soon as the door clicked shut, Griffin’s expression shifted. The exhaustion vanished, 

replaced by a sinister, predatory hunger. 

He took a long drag of his cigar, letting the smoke fill his lungs. 

He picked up his phone and dialed Manager Nick. 

“Send me the list,” Griffin ordered. “I want the names of every single person who was 

drugged tonight.” 

He hung up without waiting for a reply. 

He turned to his assistant, Wade, who had been standing silently in the corner of the 

room. 

“Wade,” Griffin said, his voice low and dangerous. “Bring Celine here.” 
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“Yes, Alpha.” Wade bowed low and retreated from the room, closing the heavy door 

behind him. 

Moments later, the door opened again, and Celine was shoved roughly inside. She 

stumbled, her legs weak and trembling, and fell onto the thick, plush carpet. Her 

appearance was wretched. The expensive evening gown she had worn was shredded, 

hanging off her frame in tatters and exposing pale skin covered in dark, ugly bruises. 

They were stark evidence of the violence that had just occurred. 

As the only female in the VIP suite, she had borne the brunt of the drug’s effects. Griffin, 

fueled by the potent aphrodisiac, had been merciless in his release. If Jade had been 

present, Celine knew she never would have been allowed near Griffin’s bed. 

She was exhausted, every muscle in her body screaming in pain. Yet, she forced herself to 

look up at him with a practiced, sultry gaze. She bit her lip, trying to feign shyness and 

adoration, hoping to frame the brutal assault as a passionate encounter. 

“Alpha Griffin…” Celine rasped, her voice hoarse but laced with deliberate sweetness. She 

hoped to awaken a shred of pity or affection in his cold eyes. 

Griffin stood over her, adjusting his robe. He glanced at her with cold, unmasked disgust, 

his brow furrowing as if he were looking at a stain on the floor. 

“Do not think that because I slept with you today, you can harbor unrealistic fantasies,” 

he said, his voice devoid of warmth. “When you leave here, go to a pharmacy immediately. 

Take the morning–after pill. I do not want any accidents to happen.” 

The forced smile on Celine’s face froze instantly. The humiliation washed over her like ice 

water. She lowered her head to hide the resentment burning in her eyes. 

“I know my identity, Griffin,” she muttered, her voice muffled against the floor. 

Although she appeared submissive, confusion gnawed at her mind. She gathered her 

courage to speak. 

“Griffin,” she whispered. “What exactly happened tonight?” 

Griffin’s eyes darkened dangerously as he stared at her. 

“The drug,” he hissed, his voice trembling with suppressed rage. “It was the very same 

agent I gave you to use on Amelia.” 

Celine’s blood ran cold. 

“It is a high–grade aphrodisiac developed by the Drake family laboratory,” Griffin 

continued. “Outsiders have no access to it.” 



The trap intended to ruin Amelia’s reputation had snapped back on them. It had ensnared 

not just them, but the VIP guests of Night City. 

Celine’s face turned paper–white. “Maybe… maybe there is a traitor among your 

subordinates?” 

Before she could finish her sentence, Griffin moved with terrifying speed. He lashed out, 

kicking her hard in the chest. 

Celine gasped as the air left her lungs and she tumbled backward, crashing onto the floor. 

“You dare question my control?” Griffin roared, looking like a demon from hell. “This is 

your incompetence!” 

He loomed over her, eyes flashing with murderous intent. Celine trembled violently, 

seeing death in his gaze. She scrambled back to her knees, ignoring the throbbing pain in 

her chest. 

“I will find the traitor!” she cried, tears streaming down her face. “I will bring you their 

head on a platter!” 

Griffin sneered at her pathetic display. “A traitor’s life cannot pay for the reputation the 

Drake Pack lost tonight.” 

Celine crawled forward and hugged his leg, begging for mercy. Griffin kicked her away 

again, harder this time. 

He looked down at her with utter contempt. “Listen to me. Next year, there will be a 

‘Secret Garden‘ private party.” 

Celine froze, listening intently. 

“A major figure from the Wolf Council will be attending,” Griffin said coldly. “You will go 

there. You will please him. Help the Drake family’s industries expand and replace the 

Crimson Pack’s status. Only then will you be qualified to stay by my side.” 

He pointed to the door. “As for dealing with Amelia, you are stripped of that qualification. 

Now, get out.” 

Celine felt like a prisoner granted an unexpected pardon. She scrambled to her feet and 

fled the VIP room in a panic. 

Celine had barely left when Manager Nick rushed in, clutching a piece of paper. 

“Alpha,” he said breathlessly. “Here is the list of the affected guests.” 



Griffin snatched the paper. His brow locked in a deep frown as he scanned the names. 

They were all familiar faces in the capital’s elite circle. While most were from families 

inferior to the Drake Pack, there were wealthy Alphas and powerful business tycoons with 

sharp teeth. 

They had stayed silent to protect their own dignity, but their anger was a ticking bomb. 

For the next two hours, Griffin was glued to his phone. He made call after call, swallowing 

his arrogance. 

“I am deeply sorry, Alpha Thompson,” he forced out. “The Drake family guarantees full 

compensation. Yes, of course. This scandal will never leave Night City.” 

He apologized repeatedly, swearing on his Alpha honor to appease them. It was 

humiliating. 

Finally, the calls stopped. Griffin collapsed onto the leather sofa, utterly drained. He 

glanced at the clock. 

It was 10:30 PM. 

The exhaustion in his body quickly turned into a cold, burning hatred. This was all 

because of Amelia Stone. 

Since Celine was a useless fool, he would handle this himself. He picked up his phone and 

dialed a secure line to a mercenary killer. 

“It is me,” Griffin said, his voice flat and deadly. “I want her dead tonight. Target: Amelia 

Stone.” 

The voice on the other end was calm. “Consider it done. If I fail, I vanish.” 

Across the city, Celine walked into a pharmacy and bought a box of Plan B. 

She returned to her apartment, which felt cold and empty. She collapsed onto the sofa, 

staring at the small white pill in her palm. 

She raised it to her lips, then stopped. 

She recalled Griffin’s ruthless eyes and his order to please another man. She realized with 

terrifying clarity that she was nothing to him–just a disposable tool. 

But what if she changed the stakes? 



In this werewolf world, bloodlines were everything. If she could bear Griffin’s child, a pup 

with the Drake Alpha bloodline, it would be a living bargaining chip. It might be the only 

way to secure her status and become the true mistress of the Drake family. 

A desperate ambition took root in her heart. Celine’s eyes hardened. 

She clenched her fist around the pill. With a sudden motion, she threw it into the trash 

can. She was going to gamble her future and her womb on this one chance. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

The Stone River Pack House finally settled into silence at 10:30 PM. 

I stood at the main entrance with Jaxon and Seraphina, watching the taillights of the last 

guest’s car disappear. The villa behind us felt vast and empty now. 

Theodore sat in his wheelchair in the grand foyer, showing no signs of leaving. 

My parents exchanged a knowing look. Seraphina turned to me with a gentle smile. 

“Amelia, your father and I are going to rest,” she said, feigning a yawn. “You see Theodore 

out.” 

“Okay, goodnight,” I replied, smiling at their obvious tactic. 

I watched them walk up the grand staircase until they disappeared. The hall was quiet. 

Theodore turned his wheelchair to face me. The crystal chandelier cast a warm glow on 

his features, making his deep golden eyes shimmer with a dangerous, captivating light. 

He stared straight into my eyes, the corner of his mouth curving into a playful arc. 

“My Amy said she would give me a compensation,” he said, his voice low and magnetic. 

“Now, isn’t it time to cash that in?” 
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“You’re asking what you already know,” I murmured, my voice barely a whisper. 

Without hesitation, I leaned down. I pressed my lips firmly against his. 

However, Theodore was clearly not satisfied with this gentle touch. 



He chuckled low in his throat, a vibration I felt against my own mouth. A predatory gleam 

flashed in his golden eyes, dark with desire. 

His large hand came up, cupping the back of my head firmly. 

He pulled me closer with sudden force, his grip possessive. He tilted my chin up, taking 

control with an Alpha’s dominance. 

He deepened the kiss, his tongue sweeping into my mouth. 

The gentle exploration instantly ignited into a blazing fire between our mate bond. 

Our breaths mingled, hot and heavy in the quiet hallway. 

Theodore’s kiss was demanding and scorching. It felt as if he wanted to drain every bit of 

sweetness from my soul. 

He wanted to brand me with his scent. 

Ava wagged her tail excitedly in the back of my mind. She let out a pleased whimper, 

pacing with anticipation. 

She craved deeper contact with his wolf, Logan. 

I didn’t just passively accept his dominance. I responded with equal fervor, my hands 

tangling in his dark hair. 

The air around us grew thin and hot, charged with electricity. 

The only sounds were our ragged breathing and hearts beating like war drums. 

The world shrank down to nothing but us. There was only the heated battle of our lips and 

the perfect fit of our bodies. 

I didn’t know how much time passed. 

My lungs eventually screamed for air, protesting the lack of oxygen. 

Theodore finally released me, though he seemed reluctant to let go. 

His thumb gently brushed over my swollen, red lips. His eyes were tender, swirling with 

gold. 

His voice was husky and magnetic, sending shivers down my spine. 

“My Amy, that is what I call a reward.” 



I gasped for breath, trying to steady my racing heart. 

“You are greedy, Alpha Crimson,” I teased with a smile, my face flushed. 

Theodore looked at me, his gaze intense and unblinking. 

“Watching you busy all day, surrounded by everyone else… I barely got a word in,” he 

admitted. 

His voice held a trace of vulnerability. 

“My possessiveness was definitely acting up,” he confessed. 

I softened, squeezing his hand gently. 

“They are family and friends,” I said. “And in the future, they will be your family too.” 

He gripped my hand tighter, his thumb caressing my knuckles. 

“I know,” he said softly. “That is why I waited until now to claim my reward.” 

He paused, his expression turning serious. The playful atmosphere shifted slightly. 

“I want to stay at the Stone River Pack House tonight,” he stated firmly. 

I raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk touching my lips. 

“Are you playing the saint?” I asked. “You want to stay, yet you are asking for a separate 

room?” 

Theodore let out a helpless laugh. He looked at me with pure affection and a hint of 

frustration. 

“I am worried about Adrian,” he explained, his tone dropping. “He and Griffin might have 

follow–up plans tonight. I want to be here to handle any emergencies with you.” 

I nodded slowly. He was right. 

To completely bring down a schemer like Adrian, I needed witnesses. I needed someone 

strong by my side. 

“Okay,” I agreed. “You can take the guest room next to mine.” 

He agreed readily, looking relieved. 

“You are being too much of a gentleman,” I couldn’t help but joke again. 



Theodore glanced down at his legs. A self–deprecating smile appeared on his handsome 

face. 

“If we were in the same room and I couldn’t complete the mating,” he said dryly. “That 

would be top–tier torture for any Alpha.” 

After settling Theodore in the guest room, I returned to my own bedroom. 

I checked on the three little snakes in their terrarium. They were hissing softly, fighting 

over the best sleeping spot under the heat lamp. 

I calmed them down before heading to the bathroom. 

Washing up quickly, I climbed into the soft bed. 

My phone screen lit up in the dark. It was a goodnight message from Theodore. 

I typed a sweet reply, a smile lingering on my face. 

I drifted into a deep sleep, exhausted from the day’s events. 

However, the silence of the night was shattered at 2:30 AM. 

My phone rang shrilly on the nightstand, vibrating against the wood. 

I woke up instantly, grabbing the device. It was Silas. 

“Boss, there is movement at Livia’s side,” Silas reported urgently. 

Sleep vanished from my mind instantly. My eyes narrowed in the dark, cold and 

calculating. 

“Do not let Livia die,” I ordered coldly. “We must catch the assassin alive.” 

I hung up, a cold sneer forming on my lips. 

Adrian was truly ruthless. To regain his power and position, he was willing to sacrifice his 

own mate. 

If he could be this cruel, I had no reason to show mercy. 

I jumped out of bed and threw on my clothes. 

I knocked on the door of the guest room. 

Theodore was already awake. He sat up, his golden eyes clear and sharp. 



There was no trace of sleepiness, only an Alpha’s instinct for danger. 

“The assassin has made a move,” I said quickly. 

I moved to help him change out of his robe. My movements were efficient as I helped him 

into his shirt and trousers. 

We hurried downstairs and got into the car. The engine roared to life. 

As I drove into the night, I called my parents. 

“Dad, it’s happening,” I told Jaxon. 

“You and Theodore go ahead,” Jaxon’s voice was steady and commanding. “Your mother 

and I will bring Alpha Alaric and Lyra. We will meet you there.” 

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles turning white. 

This time, I was determined. 

I would send my biological father to the dungeons. He would face the Pack Law and pay 

for his crimes. 

(Livia’s POV) 

*Thud.* 

A dull sound, like a heavy object hitting a wall, penetrated the heavy door. 

It drilled straight into my ears, jarring me from my dreams. 

I jerked awake from my light sleep. My heart squeezed tight in my chest, pounding 

against my ribs. 

My hand instinctively reached out to the other side of the bed. 

It was empty. 

The cold silk sheets reminded me that I was alone. Adrian was not there. 

He had used the excuse of not wanting to disturb my rest. He said he would sleep in the 

small guest bedroom at the end of the hall. 

*Crash!* 

Another muffled noise followed. 



It was followed by the crisp, unmistakable sound of shattering porcelain. 

My drowsiness evaporated instantly. 

A chill ran down my spine, freezing my blood. 

I threw off the covers and stepped onto the cold floor with bare feet. 

I moved silently to the door, holding my breath. 

My hand trembled as I gripped the handle. 

I turned it slowly, trying not to make a sound. 

I opened the door just a crack. 

The living room was dim. It was lit only by the faint moonlight filtering through the 

window. 

I squinted, trying to make sense of the chaos in the shadows. 

Two blurry figures were locked in a violent struggle! 

Fists and feet collided with dull thuds. 

Furniture was knocked askew, crashing to the floor. 

One of the figures was wearing dark blue silk pajamas. 

I knew those pajamas. I had bought them for him. 

It was Adrian! 
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“Adrian!” 

Livia screamed, her voice tearing through the silence of the night. 



Her trembling fingers slapped against the wall, finding the switch for the crystal 

chandelier. 

Blinding white light instantly flooded the room. 

It banished the shadows, revealing the chaotic scene in the living room with brutal clarity. 

The heavy coffee table was overturned, lying on its side like a dead beast. 

Shards of a broken porcelain vase were scattered across the expensive rug, glinting 

dangerously. 

Under the harsh light, two figures were locked in a desperate struggle. 

Adrian looked wild and unkempt. 

His upper body was bare, muscles straining with effort. He wore only a pair of loose 

cotton sweatpants. 

A vicious cut marred his chest, blood streaming down his skin, following the contours of 

his muscles. 

He was barely holding back a stranger clad entirely in black tactical gear. 

The attacker wore a black mask that obscured his face completely. 

In the assassin’s grip was a military–grade dagger made of pure silver. It radiated a bone–

chilling coldness. 

Adrian gritted his teeth, his arms shaking as he blocked another lethal strike from the 

silver blade. 

“Run, Livia!” he roared, his voice hoarse with exertion. “Get back in the room and lock the 

door! Now!” 

Livia froze for a split second, her eyes wide with terror. 

The assassin’s cold gaze flicked towards her. She was the target. 

Survival instinct kicked in hard. 

She stumbled backward, turning and fleeing into her bedroom. 

She slammed the heavy door shut and twisted the lock with shaking hands. 

Her chest heaved as she pressed her back against the wood. 



But as the adrenaline surged, a cold seed of doubt sprouted in her mind. 

If Adrian hired this man to kill her, why was he fighting him so desperately? 

And there was something else. Something wrong. 

The living room was a war zone of noise and violence. 

Yet, the room next door remained deadly silent. 

Caleb’s room. 

Caleb and his wolf, Noah, possessed heightened senses. They should have heard the first 

crash. 

Why hadn’t he come out? 

A pained groan from Adrian drifted through the door. It sounded wet and agonizing. 

Livia’s heart warred with itself. Fear of death clashed with worry for her mate. 

She couldn’t just hide here like a coward. 

She rushed to her vanity table, her eyes scanning frantically for a weapon. 

Her fingers closed around a steel letter opener. It was sharp, cold, and her only defense. 

She slid it into the cuff of her sleeve, concealing the blade against her wrist. 

Taking a deep breath, she forced down the rising bile of terror. 

A grim resolve settled over her features. 

She unlocked the door and threw it open. 

The scene outside was gruesome. 

Adrian had collapsed onto the floor. 

He clutched his shoulder, his face twisted in agony. 

Where the silver blade had touched him, the skin was scorched black, smoke rising faintly 

from the wound. 

Silver poisoning was already setting in. 



“Livia…” Adrian gasped, looking up at her with a complex expression. “Why didn’t you 

run?” 

Livia didn’t run to him. 

Instead, she bolted toward Caleb’s door. 

She pounded her fists against the wood, screaming his name. 

“Caleb! Caleb, wake up! Help us!” 

Silence answered her. 

It was a heavy, suffocating silence, as if the room beyond was a tomb. No one was coming. 

The black–clad assassin moved. 

With a brutal kick, he sent the injured Adrian skidding across the floor. 

The assassin turned his full attention to Livia. 

He stepped over the debris, the bloody silver dagger held loosely in his hand. 

His presence was suffocating, a wall of lethal intent closing in on her. 

On the floor, Adrian watched through narrowed eyes. 

*Too slow,* he thought viciously. *Just kill her already.* 

But outwardly, he let out a desperate cry, dragging his body forward. 

“No! Don’t touch her!” Adrian screamed, playing the part of the devoted mate to 

perfection. 

“Come for me! Kill me instead! Leave my mate alone!” 

He needed her to die believing he tried to save her. 

That way, he would be the tragic survivor, the victim of a home invasion. No one would 

suspect the grieving widower. 

Livia backed away until she hit the wall. 

A strange, steely calm washed over her as death approached. 

She stared directly into the assassin’s masked face. 



“Why?” she demanded, her voice steady. “Why do you want to kill me?” 

The assassin stopped two paces away. 

His eyes crinkled at the corners beneath the mask. It was a look of cruel amusement. 

“Why?” the assassin rasped, his voice distorted. 

He pointed the tip of the bloody knife at Adrian. 

“Ask your mate. He paid a very high price for your head.” 

Outside the window, perched high in the branches of an old oak tree, Silas froze. 

She adjusted her night–vision binoculars, a frown creasing her forehead. 

As an experienced info broker, she knew how hitmen worked. 

They didn’t chat. They didn’t reveal their employers. 

Why would this assassin expose Adrian? It didn’t make sense. 

Inside the room, Livia felt as if she had been struck by lightning. 

The world seemed to spin. 

She turned her head slowly, her eyes locking onto Adrian. 

“Is that true?” she whispered. 

Adrian’s face contorted with righteous indignation. 

“He’s lying!” Adrian shouted, pointing a trembling finger at his blackened shoulder. 

“Look at me, Livia! Look at this wound! Silver burns!” 

He gasped for air, sweat dripping from his forehead. 

“He wants to drive a wedge between us! If I wanted you dead, why would I let him burn 

me with silver? Why would I fight him?” 

His voice was filled with pain and betrayal. It was a convincing performance. 

Livia hesitated. The wound was real. The pain was real. 

The assassin chuckled. It was a dry, grating sound. 



“A twisted domestic drama,” the killer mused, toying with the dagger. 

“Twisting the knife is always the fun part.” 

He looked at Livia with mocking pity. 

“The wound? It’s just a prop, sweetheart. Essential for the cover story.” 

“He needed an injury to rule himself out as a suspect once the police arrived. Self–

inflicted or planned, does it matter?” 

The words hit Livia like a sledgehammer. 

The last fragment of her trust in Adrian shattered into dust. 

She looked at the man she had shared her bed with for twenty years. 

The shock in her eyes faded, replaced by a bone–deep chill. 

Despair washed over her, cold and numbing. 

Her fingers tightened around the steel letter opener hidden in her sleeve until her 

knuckles turned white. 

Adrian saw the change in her eyes. 

He saw the realization dawn on her face. 

He stopped shouting. 

There was no point in pretending anymore. She knew. 

A dark, sinister shadow passed over his handsome face. 

His eyes, once feigning love, turned cold and predatory. 

*Kill her,* his expression seemed to scream at the assassin. 

*Do it now. Dead women tell no tales.* 

If she died tonight, the truth would die with her. He would still be the victim. 

He stopped struggling to get up. He just watched, a silent command in his gaze. 

Outside, Silas’s gaze hardened. 



The play was over. It was time to intervene. 

Inside, the assassin raised the dripping silver dagger high. 

The blade caught the light, gleaming with deadly promise. 

Livia braced herself, gripping her small weapon. She would not go down without a fight. 

Just as the blade began its descent- 

*BANG!* 

A deafening crash shook the entire villa. 

The heavy oak door to the living room was kicked open with tremendous force. 

It flew off its hinges, crashing to the floor in a cloud of dust and splinters. 

At the exact same second, the window shattered inward. 

Glass sprayed across the room like diamond rain. 

A dark, agile figure leaped through the broken frame, landing in a crouch between Livia 

and the killer. 
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The assassin froze in his tracks. 

He stared at the figure who had just crashed through the window. 

Shards of glass lay scattered across the expensive carpet, glimmering under the harsh 

chandelier light like jagged diamonds. 

The intruder landed in a crouch, boots crunching on the debris. 

Dressed in black tactical gear, this newcomer radiated a dangerous aura. 

It was the presence of a seasoned predator interrupting a scavengers‘ feast. 



Adrian’s eyes widened in horror, his face draining of all color. 

This variable was not part of the plan. 

Everything was supposed to be simple tonight. 

Caleb was unconscious in his room, heavily sedated by the drugs Adrian had slipped him 

earlier. 

He would never wake up to hear his mother’s screams. 

Adrian intended to kill Livia and blame it on Amelia. 

He had the narrative ready: his estranged daughter, consumed by hatred, sent a hitman to 

destroy the family. 

But now, everything was spiraling out of control. 

Who was this person in black? 

Was he here to save Livia? 

Impossible. 

No one could have known that Livia was in danger tonight. 

Adrian clutched his shoulder, his fingers digging into his own flesh. 

Smoke still rose from the silver burn, the skin blackened and oozing where the assassin’s 

blade had struck him. 

The pain was excruciating, but the fear of exposure was worse. 

A flash of vicious cruelty crossed his eyes. 

He abandoned his act of the loving mate instantly, 

“Kill them!” Adrian roared, his voice cracking with desperation. 

He pointed a trembling finger at the intruder. 

“Kill this intruder! And kill her! Don’t leave anyone alive!” 

Livia slumped against the doorframe of Caleb’s room. 

Her legs gave out as she heard the order. 



The last shred of hope in her heart turned to ash. 

The man she had loved for twenty years, the Alpha who swore to protect her, truly 

wanted her dead. 

Silas let out a cold, mocking laugh from beneath his mask. 

He ignored the Alpha’s frantic screaming completely. 

With a flick of his wrist, he tightened his grip on his combat blade. 

He launched himself at the assassin. 

The hitman was a professional, trained to kill efficiently for money. 

But Silas was a survivor forged in the fires of the rogue lands. 

He moved faster than the eye could follow. 

His blade spun like a deadly web, forcing the assassin back. 

Blood bloomed on the assassin’s arms as Silas sliced through his defenses with surgical 

precision. 

The assassin flinched as cold steel nicked his ribcage. 

His movement slowed for a fraction of a second due to the pain. 

That was all Silas needed. 

He lunged forward, his hand clamping onto his wrist like an iron vice. 

With a sickening crunch, he twisted his arm. 

The silver dagger clattered uselessly to the floor. 

The assassin snarled and threw a desperate punch with his free hand. 

Silas ducked effortlessly, moving like smoke. 

He spun behind him and brought the hilt of his blade down on the back of his neck. 

The assassin’s eyes rolled back. 

He collapsed like a puppet with cut strings, hitting the floor with a heavy thud. 



Silas dropped his knee onto his spine, pinning him to the floor. 

Adrian stared, his mouth hanging open in disbelief. 

He had paid a fortune for this top–tier killer. 

Yet, this stranger had dismantled him in seconds. 

Livia watched with complicated eyes, her breathing ragged. 

She realized with a jolt that this person belonged to Amelia. 

Only Amelia had the means to send someone like this. 

Suddenly, the assassin’s jaw clenched. 

He was trying to bite down on something. 

“Not today,” Silas hissed. 

He jammed his fingers into his mouth, forcing his jaw open with brutal strength. 

He fished out a small capsule hidden in a fake tooth. 

Cyanide. 

He tossed the lethal pill across the room. 

“You don’t get to die yet,” Silas said coldly. 

“Not until your Alpha arrives to see this.” 

Adrian slumped against the wall, sliding down until he hit the floor. 

He knew it was over. 

His carefully crafted narrative had shattered into a million pieces. 

Despair washed over him, drowning him in a cold tide. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

Theodore and I arrived twenty minutes later. 

The front door of the villa stood wide open. 



The scent of blood and fear wafted out into the night air. 

I stepped into the living room, my heels clicking on the floor. 

The destruction was absolute. 

Livia was leaning against Caleb’s bedroom door. 

She looked like a ghost, her face pale and her eyes hollow. 

She seemed to have lost the will to stand, 

Silas looked up from where he guarded the bound assassin. 

“Target secured, Boss,” Silas reported calmly. 

“I stopped him from taking the easy way out.” 

“Good work,” I said. 

*Pathetic,* Ava growled in my mind. *Look at her.* 

My wolf was looking at Livia with utter disdain. 

I felt no pity for the woman who gave birth to me. 

I walked past Silas, checking him quickly for injuries. 

He was untouched. 

Then I turned my gaze to Livia. 

Livia looked up at me. 

Her eyes were filled with despair and a deep, burning shame. 

She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. 

I didn’t say a word to her. 

I walked right up to where she stood blocking the door. 

Without hesitation, I raised my leg. 

I kicked the door open with a resounding crash. 



Livia gasped and stumbled. 

Without the door to lean on, she nearly fell to the floor. 

The sudden noise seemed to snap her out of her trance. 

The room inside was dark and quiet. 

It was a stark contrast to the violence outside. 

Caleb lay on the bed, buried under the covers. 

He was sleeping peacefully. 

The air in the room was thick with a chemical scent. 

Sedatives. 

Adrian had drugged his own son to ensure no witnesses. 

I walked to the bedside. 

My anger flared hot and bright. 

He was so oblivious. So useless. 

I grabbed a glass of cold water from the nightstand. 

With a flick of my wrist, I splashed the contents directly onto his face. 

Then, I raised my hand. 

*Smack!* 

I slapped him hard across the cheek. 

It was personal. 

For every time he had sided with Celine. 

For every time he had called me a liar. 

Caleb gasped, his body jerking upright. 

The shock of the ice water and the pain on his face woke him instantly. 



He blinked rapidly, water dripping from his chin. 

His eyes focused on me, wide with confusion. 

“Amelia?” he croaked. 

He looked around, as if he thought he was dreaming. 

I leaned in close, letting him see the coldness in my eyes. 

A sarcastic smirk tugged at the corner of my lips. 

“You slept soundly through the noise,” I said, my voice dripping with ice. 

“Your mother almost died just now, you know?” 
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“Mom…” Caleb mumbled, his voice thick and slurred. 

He was not fully awake yet. The heavy sedatives Adrian had given him still clouded his 

mind. His eyes were unfocused and bleary as he tried to sit up. 

“What do you mean?” he asked, rubbing his temples. “What do you mean she almost 

died?” 

Amelia stared down at him. Her sapphire eyes were cold and unyielding. 

*He is pathetic,* Ava snorted in Amelia’s mind. The silver wolf paced with agitation. *He 

sleeps while his mother faces death. Stupid pup.* 

Amelia did not bother to explain. She had no patience for his confusion or his ignorance. 

“See for yourself,” she said simply. Her voice was devoid of any warmth. 

She turned on her heel and walked out of the bedroom. 

Caleb felt a chill run down his spine. A terrible feeling of dread washed over him. The fog 

in his brain began to clear, replaced by a rising panic. 



He scrambled out of bed. He stumbled, nearly falling over his own feet. He didn’t stop to 

put on his shoes. 

He ran into the hallway, his bare feet slapping against the cold floor. He chased after 

Amelia into the living room. 

The sight that greeted him made him freeze in his tracks. 

It was a scene of absolute chaos. 

His mother, Livia, was sitting on the floor near the doorway. She looked like a ghost. Her 

face was pale, drained of all color. Her eyes were wide and empty, staring at nothing. 

Standing near her was a stranger. A man dressed in black tactical gear. He radiated a 

dangerous aura. 

Next to him was a large man, bound with ropes, kneeling in defeat. 

And then there was his father. 

Adrian lay on the floor. He was clutching his shoulder. Blood seeped through his fingers, 

staining his expensive shirt. His face was as white as paper. 

Caleb felt a violent shiver go through his body. 

He rushed to Livia’s side. He dropped to his knees. 

“Mom! What happened?” he cried out. His voice was shaking uncontrollably. “Why is Dad 

hurt? Who are these people?” 

He looked around frantically. His mind couldn’t process the violence. 

Livia slowly lifted her heavy eyelids. She looked at her son. There was no light in her eyes. 

She did not answer his frantic questions. 

“Did you know?” she asked softly. Her voice trembled. 

Caleb blinked, confused. “Know what?” 

“Did you know about your father’s plan?” Livia suddenly screamed. She grabbed Caleb’s 

arm. Her fingers dug into his flesh. “Did you know he hired someone to kill me tonight?” 

Caleb’s eyes widened in horror. He pulled back slightly. 



He shook his head violently. “No! Mom, no! I swear! I didn’t know anything! I was 

asleep!” 

Livia stared into his eyes. She searched for any sign of a lie. 

She saw only genuine terror. 

She let go of his arm. Her strength left her body. She slumped against the wall like a 

puppet with cut strings. 

A bitter laugh escaped her lips. Tears streamed down her face. 

“He really wanted me dead,” she sobbed. “My mate… he actually tried to kill me.” 

She looked up at Amelia. Her expression was one of total defeat. 

“You were right,” Livia whispered. “He is a monster.” 

Amelia looked down at the broken woman. Her face remained impassive. 

“I told you,” Amelia said calmly. “I don’t use dirty tactics. I don’t need to frame him.” 

Caleb stood up. His shock was replaced by a surge of anger. 

He turned toward Adrian. He wanted answers. 

“Dad!” he shouted. He took a step toward his father. 

Amelia moved quickly. She stepped in his path, blocking him. 

“Save your energy,” she said. “We wait for Grandfather.” 

She pointed at the phone in Caleb’s hand. 

“Call Ethan,” she ordered. “Tell him to come home immediately. We are having a family 

reunion.” 

Amelia turned to Adrian. The Alpha groaned in pain. 

She crouched down beside him. She grabbed the hem of his expensive shirt. 

*Rip.* 

She tore a strip of fabric from it. 

She wrapped it around his bleeding shoulder. She pulled the knot tight. Brutally tight. 



Adrian howled in pain. 

“Quiet,” Amelia hissed. Her eyes were like ice. “You don’t get to die yet. You have to 

survive until Grandfather gets here. You have to face your judgment.” 

Amelia stood up and wiped her hands. She walked over to Theodore. 

The Alpha King sat in his wheelchair. He watched her with glowing golden eyes. 

“Good work,” he said softly. His voice was filled with pride. 

He looked at Silas. “Your subordinate is skilled. He took down a professional assassin 

alone.” 

Amelia nodded. “Silas is the best. He is my shadow. Without him, there is no Shadow 

organization.” 

Ten minutes passed in tense silence. 

The sound of engines broke the quiet. Car doors slammed outside. 

Footsteps hurried toward the entrance. 

Alpha Alaric stormed into the room. Jaxon and Seraphina followed close behind him. 

The old Alpha’s face was dark. He looked like a thunderstorm ready to break. Jaxon looked 

grim, while 

Seraphina stared at Livia with pity. 

On the way here, Alaric had received the report. Adrian had colluded with the Drake 

family. He had attempted to murder his own mate to frame his daughter. 

It was a disgrace. 

Alaric stopped in the center of the room. He looked at the carnage. 

He saw Livia broken on the floor. He saw the bound assassin. And he saw his son, Adrian, 

bleeding and pathetic. 

“What is the meaning of this!” Alaric roared. 

The windows rattled from the force of his voice. 

“Explain yourself, Adrian!” 



Amelia stepped forward. She crossed her arms over her chest. 

“He has two choices,” Amelia said calmly. 

“He can tell you the truth himself,” she said. “Or we can let the professional speak.” 

Caleb ran to his father. His eyes were red and swollen. 

“Dad, please!” Caleb begged. His voice broke. “Tell Grandpa it’s not true! Tell them you 

didn’t do it!” 

Adrian kept his mouth shut. He refused to look at anyone. 

The assassin chuckled. It was a dry, rasping sound. 

“He’s not going to talk,” the assassin said. 

He looked at Alaric with a sneer. 

“It’s simple,” the killer said. “Your son paid me to kill his mate.” 

The words hung in the air like poison. 

“Shut up!” Adrian screamed. 

His face turned purple with rage. The humiliation was too much to bear. 

“You liar!” Adrian yelled at the assassin. “You were sent by Griffin Drake! You useless 

trash! You said you 

had a 100% success rate! You couldn’t even kill one woman!” 

The room went deathly silent. 

Adrian froze. He realized too late what he had said. 

Amelia frowned. She looked annoyed. 

“He is too loud,” she murmured. 

Silas understood immediately. He stepped forward. 

*Thud.* 

He stomped down hard on Adrian’s chest. 



He gasped for air, pinned to the floor by his boot. He couldn’t speak another word. 
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Ethan rushed toward the apartment door, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He had 

driven like a madman to get here. 

Just as he reached the foyer, a scream tore through the wood. 

It was his father, Adrian. 

“You useless waste! How could you fail!” Adrian roared. The sound was like a dying beast, 

raw and terrifying. It slammed against Ethan’s eardrums. 

“You are the professional killer Griffin Drake hired! You claimed a 100% success rate! You 

couldn’t even 

handle one woman! You are absolute trash!” 

Ethan froze in the shadows of the hallway. His feet felt like they were nailed to the floor. 

A cold hand seemed to squeeze his heart. A poisonous dread crawled up his spine like a 

viper. 

He knew his father was desperate, but this? Hiring a killer? 

Amelia stood near the doorway. She heard the noise of his arrival and turned her head. 

Her sapphire eyes landed on him. They were cold, devoid of any sympathy or warmth. A 

mocking smile curled the corners of her lips. 

“Oh, Ethan, you’re here,” she said. Her voice dripped with irony. “Looks like our ‘happy 

family‘ is finally reunited.” 

She shifted her position. She pushed Theodore’s wheelchair slightly to the side. 

“Come in,” she said, gesturing to the open path. “Don’t miss the show.” 

Ethan took a deep, shuddering breath. He tried to suppress the sharp pain rising in his 

chest. 



He stumbled forward, moving like a man in a nightmare. He crossed the threshold into 

the blinding light of the living room. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

The crystal chandelier cast a harsh, freezing light over the room. The atmosphere was 

suffocating. It felt as if the air itself had turned to solid ice. 

Grandfather Alaric stood in the center. He leaned heavily on his ebony cane. His face was 

the color of iron. His chest heaved with suppressed rage. 

He pointed a trembling finger at Adrian. 

“You have violated the will of the Moon Goddess!” Alaric shouted. “This is an unforgivable 

atrocity! You have disgraced us all!” 

In the corner, Silas stood like a statue. His hand was a steel clamp on the blonde 

mercenary’s shoulder. 

The killer was battered and bruised. He couldn’t move under Silas’s absolute power. 

Adrian looked like a trapped animal. His clothes were disheveled. He paced back and forth 

in the center of the room. 

He didn’t look sorry. He looked insane. 

“It’s your fault!” Adrian screamed at Alaric. “You pushed me too far! You gave me no 

choice!” 

He spun around and saw Ethan entering the room. Adrian’s eyes bulged. He pointed an 

accusing finger at his eldest son. 

“Look at you!” Adrian spat. “Both of you! Wagging your tails at her like obedient puppies!” 

He glared at Caleb, then back at Ethan. 

“You shame the Alpha bloodline!” Adrian yelled. “Begging her for scraps just to get back 

into the Stone River Pack!” 

Caleb stepped forward. His face was wet with tears. 

“Why?” Caleb asked. His voice broke. “Why did you hire someone to kill Mom?” 

Adrian stopped pacing. He looked at his sons with a twisted expression. 

“For you!” Adrian exploded. “I did it for your future!” 



Livia rushed out from the bedroom. Her eyes were red and swollen. 

“My future?” she choked out. “You tried to kill me for their future?” 

Adrian sneered at her. There was no love in his eyes. Only contempt. 

“You are a burden, Livia,” he said coldly. “Your family is useless to me now. You can’t help 

me.” 

He laughed, a sound that bordered on madness. 

“Since you can’t do anything, you should be useful one last time,” Adrian hissed. “You 

were the sacrificial lamb.” 

The room went silent. 

“The plan was simple,” Adrian continued, his voice rising. “You die. We frame Amelia for 

matricide. She rots in prison forever.” 

He looked at Ethan and Caleb with a sick desperation. 

“Then you two return to the pack,” he said. “You take back the inheritance. It was a 

desperate gamble! It was worth the cost!” 

I felt Ava stir within me. The silver wolf paced aggressively. 

*This male is a disgrace to the wolf race,* Ava growled in my mind. *To kill his mate for 

power… his soul is already rotten.* 

The absurdity of his words hung in the air. It was sickening. 

Caleb looked like he was going to faint. The world seemed to spin around him. 

Ethan stood in the shadows near the door. He was shaking violently. He couldn’t even 

look at his mother. 

Livia stared at her mate. Her expression was one of total horror. 

She stumbled forward. She gathered every ounce of strength she had left. 

*Smack!* 

The sound of the slap echoed through the silent room. 

Livia had put all her hatred into that blow. It was the sound of a thirty–year bond 

shattering. 



She let out a low, creepy laugh. Then she started to scream. 

“I served this pack for thirty years!” she shrieked. “I bore your children! I gave you 

everything!” 

She pointed a shaking hand at his face. 

“And to you, I am just a tool?” she cried. “A disposable object?” 

She was trembling with rage. Tears streamed down her face. 

“You are a soulless demon, Adrian Stone!” she screamed. “I was blind! I wasted my life on 

a monster!” 

I watched them coldly. The coldness in my heart deepened. 

I could feel the energy in the room shifting. It wasn’t just heartbreak. It was the spiritual 

collapse of a 

mating bond. The tearing sensation was palpable. It was suffocating to witness. 

(Theodore’s POV) 

“Enough!” 

The voice was old but commanded instant obedience. 

Alpha Alaric slammed his cane against the floor. He looked exhausted. But his eyes were 

resolute. 

He turned to Amelia. 

“Amelia,” Alaric said, his voice heavy with sorrow. “Adrian has committed a crime against 

the bond. The evidence is irrefutable.” 

He didn’t look at his son. 

“Do not ask for my opinion,” Alaric said firmly. “At dawn, hand him over to the Enforcers. 

Give them the killer and all the evidence.” 

Adrian’s face turned white. The color drained from his skin instantly. The madness in his 

eyes vanished. It was replaced by a deathly fear. 

His world had collapsed. 

He threw himself at Alaric’s feet. He grabbed his father’s legs. 



“Father! No!” Adrian wailed. “You have to listen to me!” 

He clung to the old man like a drowning swimmer. 

“It wasn’t me!” Adrian begged. “It wasn’t my idea! It was Griffin Drake!” 

He pointed frantically at the door, as if Griffin were standing there. 

“He made me do it!” Adrian cried. “He bewitched me! I’m your son, Father! You can’t let 

them take me!” 

I sat in my wheelchair, watching him. He looked pathetic. Like a dog begging for scraps. 

*Let me kill him,* Logan growled in my mind. 

The black wolf was pacing, furious. 

*If not for Amelia’s plan, I would rip this coward’s throat out right now,* Logan snarled. 

I soothed the restless Logan in my mind. I reached out and gently held Amelia’s hand. The 

warmth of my palm gave her silent but firm support. 
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Alaric looked down at Adrian. The Alpha of the Stone River Pack was groveling on the 

floor. He looked like a beaten cur, begging for mercy to save his own skin. 

Disgust filled Alaric’s eyes. The old Alpha pulled his leg back and delivered a vicious kick 

to Adrian’s chest. 

*Thud.* 

The impact of an Alpha’s strength sent Adrian rolling across the floor. He gasped, 

clutching his ribs. 

“You fool!” Alaric roared. The sound vibrated through the large hall. 

“Is that the point?” Alaric demanded, his voice shaking with rage. “The point is that you 

conspired with Griffin Drake! You targeted your own mate!” 



Alaric stepped forward, his cane tapping ominously on the tile. 

“It doesn’t matter who hired the killer! What matters is your soul,” Alaric spat. “You are a 

disgrace to the pack. You sacrificed your mate for power. You are an abomination!” 

Inside Amelia’s mind, Ava let out a cold snort. 

*This he–wolf is unworthy of the spirit,* Ava growled, her sapphire eyes filled with 

contempt. *He betrayed the sacred Mate Bond for power. The Moon Goddess will spit on 

his rotten soul.* 

Livia closed her eyes. Tears of absolute despair rolled down her cheeks. They splashed 

silently onto the cold floor. 

She finally saw the truth. 

Adrian’s excuse of doing it “for the sons” was a lie. It was a pathetic shield for his own 

greed. 

He only wanted to feed his insatiable hunger for authority. In his game of chess, she was 

just a pawn to be discarded. 

Livia felt her heart turn to ash. 

*Snap.* 

The bond between them shattered. It was a physical blow that left her gasping for air. 

Amelia watched the scene with cold detachment. She turned to the Pack Enforcers waiting 

by the door. 

“Take him,” Amelia ordered, her voice devoid of emotion. “Lock him in the dungeon. 

Maximum security.” 

The Enforcers moved forward instantly. They grabbed Adrian by his arms. 

“Hand him over to the human police and the Werewolf Council at dawn,” Amelia added. 

Adrian screamed as he was dragged away. 

“Father! Amelia! Have mercy!” 

His pleas faded into the distance. The apartment fell into a deathly silence. 

Alaric seemed to shrink. All vitality left his body in seconds. 



He looked ten years older. His proud, straight back hunched over under the weight of his 

son’s sins. 

He looked at Amelia with weary eyes. 

“I am tired,” Alaric whispered. “My heart is worn out.” 

He sighed, a sound of deep exhaustion. 

“It is time for me to rest. Tomorrow, I will return to the Meadow Brook Pack territory 

with Jaxon and Seraphina.” 

The old man reached out. His wrinkled hand landed heavily on Amelia’s shoulder. 

“The Stone River Pack is yours,” he said solemnly. “I formally hand over the Alpha 

Leadership to you.” 

There was no sadness in his tone. Only the relief of laying down a heavy burden. 

Alaric turned away. He leaned heavily on his ebony cane. 

His figure looked lonely as he walked toward the door. 

Seraphina sighed softly. She and Jaxon flanked the old Alpha, supporting him as they left. 

The room was empty now, save for Livia’s suppressed sobs. Ethan and Caleb stood like 

statues, their souls lost in the wreckage of their family. 

Amelia turned her back on her brothers. She walked toward the shadows in the corner. 

The blonde mercenary was bound to a chair. 

Amelia’s eyes were colder than the deepest winter frost. 

“I know Griffin Drake sent you,” she said calmly. 

The killer remained silent. A sneer played on his bruised lips. 

“I need you to confess,” Amelia continued. “I want every dirty secret Griffin has. I want to 

bury the Drake family.” 

The killer laughed. It was a dry, rasping sound. 

“You won’t get anything from me,” he croaked. 

Amelia’s expression didn’t change. 



“Glenda said the same thing,” she murmured. 

She reached into her pocket. She pulled out a syringe filled with a dark, viscous liquid. 

“This isn’t poison,” she said softly. “It’s much worse.” 

With a swift motion, she grabbed his jaw. 

*Crack.* 

She dislocated it with a single hand. The killer’s eyes widened in terror. 

Before he could react, she plunged the syringe into his mouth. She forced the liquid down 

his throat. 

“Enjoy the sensation of drowning on dry land,” she whispered. 

The killer began to convulse. 

“Silas,” Amelia called out. 

Silas stepped out from the darkness. 

“Take him,” Amelia ordered. “Get the confession. Send him to the station tomorrow.” 

Silas dragged the twitching killer out the back exit. 

Theodore watched them go. He retracted his gaze and turned his wheelchair toward 

Amelia. 

“You have interesting friends,” Theodore said suddenly. 

Amelia raised an eyebrow. She wiped her hands on a handkerchief. 

“Do I?” she asked. 

“I think I’ve seen him before,” Theodore said. His voice was casual, but his eyes were 

sharp. 

“Three years ago. Zurich,” he stated. “There was a top–tier private banquet by the lake.” 

Amelia paused. Her hand stilled for a fraction of a second. 

“Silas was there,” Theodore continued. “He attended as the representative of the Global 

Shadow Alliance.” 



Amelia turned to face him fully. Surprise flickered in her sapphire eyes. 

“That’s impossible,” she said. “The records of that night were wiped clean.” 

Theodore shrugged slightly. 

“I wasn’t there,” he admitted. “But a friend of mine was. He sits in a very high place. He 

sees everything.” 

Amelia relaxed slightly. She walked over to the sofa and sat down. 

“Your circle is wider than just the Pack lands,” she noted. 

“It pays to have eyes everywhere,” Theodore replied. 

The conversation shifted naturally. The tension of the family drama faded, replaced by 

business. 

“Speaking of eyes,” Theodore said. “Did you hear about last night? At Night City?” 

Amelia poured herself a glass of water. 

“The scandal?” she asked. 

“My friend was there,” Theodore said. “He saw the chaos. It was a scene of absolute 

debauchery.” 

He leaned back in his wheelchair. 

“The Drake family’s reputation is in tatters. Their stock will plummet when the market 

opens.” 

Amelia took a sip of water. A beam of satisfaction crossed her face. 

“I didn’t watch the livestream,” she admitted. “But I made sure the footage didn’t go to 

waste.” 

She smiled, a brilliant, dangerous expression. 

“I have tabloids and influencers ready,” she said. “They are dissecting every frame. The 

Drake family won’t just lose money. They will lose their standing.” 

“You move fast,” Theodore chuckled. 

“I strike hard,” Amelia corrected. 



They shared a smile. It was the look of two predators acknowledging a successful hunt. 

The room grew quiet again. The air between them thickened with unspoken words. 

Theodore stopped smiling. His expression turned serious. 

His golden eyes locked onto hers. They were intense, burning with intelligence. 

He seemed to be looking past her face, staring directly into her soul. 

“You orchestrated this perfectly,” he murmured. 

Amelia placed the glass down. She met his gaze without flinching. 

“I did what had to be done,” she said. 

Theodore leaned forward slightly. His voice dropped to a magnetic, low timbre. 

“Zurich. The erased records. Silas obeying your commands,” he listed softly. 

He paused, letting the pieces fall into place. 

“Amelia,” Theodore said. 

“If I’m not mistaken, you are not just a healer.” 

He looked at her with absolute certainty. 

“You are the leader of the Global Shadow Alliance,” he whispered. “The Shadow King.” 
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I leaned back in my chair, studying the man before me. Theodore’s expression was grave, 

his golden eyes burning with intensity. 

A playful smile tugged at the corner of my lips. 

“Do you really think so?” I asked, my voice light. “Do you believe a simple healer from the 

remote Meadow Brook Pack could be the leader of the Shadow Alliance? That organization 

terrifies the most powerful factions in the world.” 

Theodore didn’t blink. There was not a shred of doubt in his gaze. 



“I believe it,” he said, his tone deadly serious. “Because you have the capability, Amelia.” 

He paused, shifting slightly in his wheelchair. He began to list facts as if reciting a well–

studied dossier. 

“Four years ago, the Shadow Alliance rose from nowhere,” Theodore stated. “Its members 

were mostly gifted wolves from humble beginnings. Rejects and outcasts with 

extraordinary talent.” 

He looked at me with respect. 

“In just a few short years, it gained a global reputation. It controls the extraction of 

moonlight herbs. It dominates cutting–edge defense technology and financial capital. It 

even built the most comprehensive information network in werewolf society.” 

Theodore shook his head in amazement. 

“Rumors in the circle claimed the mastermind was the heir of a high Council member,” he 

continued. 

“They thought only a powerful family background could support such rapid growth. Who 

could have guessed the truth?” 

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a whisper. 

“The Shadow King, the ruler of the world’s largest underground alliance, is a healer 

hiding in the countryside.” 

“The Alliance does more than make money,” Theodore added. His admiration was 

undisguised. “They coordinate resources between Packs during famines. They handle 

Rogue crises that the Council ignores. They maintain order in the underground.” 

I felt a warmth spread through my chest. It was the relief of finally being seen. 

“You understand,” I said softly. 

I looked down at my hands. 

“I started it for wolves like me,” I explained. “I wanted to give gifted commoners a 

platform. I didn’t want their talents buried because of their bloodline or where they were 

born.” 

I looked back up at him. 

“But simple commissions were a waste of their potential. So, we intervened in 

international affairs. We built a reputation.” 



My expression hardened. 

“Many powerful Alphas tried to recruit us. They wanted to buy us or absorb us. I refused 

them all.” 

“Why?” Theodore asked gently. 

“I won’t let the Shadow Alliance be a puppet for any Pack or regime,” I declared. “We are 

the Sword of Damocles hanging over the werewolf world. Where there is sin and injustice, 

our blade will fall.” 

I smiled coldly. 

“That is why I don’t fear the Drake family.” 

Theodore nodded slowly. “I understand completely.” 

He checked his watch. 

“Since Adrian has been dealt with, I won’t return to the Stone River Pack House with you 

tonight. It would draw unnecessary attention to your plans.” 

(Author’s POV) 

The black sedan glided through the city streets. Theodore sat in the back seat, staring out 

at the passing nightscape. His eyes were deep pools of thought. 

Marcus gripped the steering wheel. He glanced at the rearview mirror, unable to contain 

his shock. 

“I can’t believe it,” Marcus muttered. “The future Luna is the legendary Shadow King.” 

He shook his head. 

“No wonder I failed to recruit those top talents last year,” Marcus said. “They rejected my 

offers without hesitation. They had already sworn loyalty to Amelia.” 

Theodore nodded slightly. 

“Her vision is vast,” Theodore thought to himself. “She fights for the welfare of all wolves 

and social justice. My goal was merely to strengthen the Crimson Moon Pack. Her horizon 

is far broader than mine.” 

Silence filled the car for a long moment. 

“Marcus,” Theodore said suddenly. His voice was quiet. 



“Alpha?” 

“Do you think…” Theodore hesitated. “Am I still worthy of her as a mate?” 

The car swerved slightly. Marcus quickly corrected the wheel, his heart pounding. 

He looked at his Alpha in the mirror with wide eyes. 

“Alpha, of course you are!” Marcus exclaimed urgently. “Luna Amelia isn’t shallow. She 

doesn’t care about status or power. If she did, she wouldn’t have agreed to the 

engagement in the first place.” 

Marcus took a breath. 

“Besides, look at the entire Northern Territory. There is no male more excellent than 

you.” 

Theodore looked down. His hand rested on his paralyzed legs. He couldn’t feel his touch 

through the fabric. 

“I am lucky,” he thought. “There is hope for a cure. If I were truly broken, knowing her 

identity might have crushed me.” 

Deep inside him, his wolf stirred. 

*Then get stronger,* Logan growled. The great black wolf paced in his mind. *We must 

become the King who rules everything. Only by standing at the peak of power can we have 

the strength to shield her from the world.* 

Theodore’s jaw set. A fire lit in his golden eyes. 

He would secure the heirship to the Alpha King. He would become the wealthiest, most 

powerful ruler on 

the continent. Only then would he be qualified to stand by her side for the rest of his life. 

The next morning, the sky was a pale grey. It was six o’clock. 

Amelia rose early to see Alaric off. 

When she came downstairs, Jaxon and Seraphina were already waiting. The air was crisp 

and cold. 

They walked toward the guest villa where Alaric was staying. 



“Father is in pain,” Jaxon said quietly as they walked. “But Adrian brought this on himself. 

He betrayed the pack and his own blood.” 

Jaxon placed a hand on Amelia’s shoulder. 

“Do not dwell on the past,” he advised sternly. “Do not feel guilty.” 

Amelia smiled faintly. 

“I won’t,” she promised. “I have to clean house. If I don’t, I can never truly control my 

own fate.” 

Seraphina looked at the young woman. Her eyes shone with pride. Amelia was strong. 

They arrived at Alaric’s room. The old Alpha looked terrible. He seemed to have aged ten 

years overnight. 

His vitality was drained. 

Footsteps clicked on the stairs. Lyra Drake descended, looking impeccable and confused. 

“Father?” Lyra asked. “Where are you going so early?” 

Alaric didn’t answer. He grabbed his cane and walked past her. 

Outside the villa, a group of wolves from Meadow Brook were waiting. They were dressed 

in simple, rustic clothes. Their bags were packed. 

“Miss Amelia!” one of the elders called out cheerfully. 

“We’ll be going now,” another said warmly. “We’ll be back for your Mating Ceremony! We 

have to celebrate properly.” 

Amelia hugged them. “Safe travels.” 

Lyra stood in the doorway, her nose wrinkled in distaste. 

“Why are you going with them?” Lyra scoffed. “Why go to the middle of nowhere?” 

Alaric paused by the car door. He didn’t mention Adrian’s arrest. He didn’t want to 

explain the shame to his daughter yet. 

He looked at Lyra with cold, tired eyes. 

“You’re on your own now,” Alaric said. 



He got into the car. The convoy of simple vehicles drove away, leaving the opulent estate 

behind. 

Jaxon and Seraphina said their goodbyes and returned to the East House. 

Amelia remained standing in the driveway. 

Lyra turned to her niece. Her face twisted into a fake, sugary smile. 

“Amelia, dear,” Lyra asked, her voice dripping with false concern. “Why did your 

grandfather suddenly decide to go to that poor countryside to suffer?” 

Amelia turned slowly. She looked Lyra straight in the eye. 

A brilliant, sharp smile bloomed on Amelia’s face. 

“Because,” Amelia said lightly. “Adrian is about to be sent to the Council’s maximum–

security prison. Grandfather couldn’t handle the blow, so he’s seeking peace far away.” 
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Lyra’s face went instantly pale. It was as if she had been struck by an invisible bolt of 

lightning. 

She stared at me with wide, disbelief–filled eyes. The arrogance she usually wore like a 

second skin vanished in a heartbeat. 

“What?” she stammered, her voice trembling uncontrollably. “You say Adrian is going to 

be sent to the Council prison? What is going on?” 

I looked at her terrified expression. A cold, mocking smile curled the corners of my lips. 

“Don’t play dumb, Aunt Lyra,” I said, my voice dripping with ice. “You are not an innocent 

bystander. You must have known about the dirty deeds he committed to seize power.” 

Lyra’s heart seemed to sink. I could see the realization dawning on her. She knew Adrian’s 

plan had failed completely. 

Her legs went weak. She swayed, nearly falling to the floor. 

But she caught herself. She tried to muster the dignity of an elder to suppress me. She 

puffed out her chest, though her eyes betrayed her fear. 



“You possess no authority here,” she hissed. “Just because Alaric isn’t here right now, you 

think you can do whatever you want in the Pack House?” 

I looked at her with indifference. 

“Since Grandfather has left,” I replied calmly, “I am the one who makes the decisions 

here.” 

I took a slow step toward her. The sound of my heel clicking on the floor echoed in the 

silent hall. 

“Do you really think,” I asked softly, “that you can still live peacefully in the Stone River 

Pack after everything that has happened?” 

Her jaw dropped. 

“Guards!” I commanded sharply. “Bring Adrian here.” 

Moments later, the heavy doors opened. Two strong warriors dragged Adrian into the 

room. 

He looked nothing like an Alpha. His clothes were torn, and his hair was a mess. He 

stumbled as they threw him to the floor before me. 

I didn’t waste time on pleasantries. I cut straight to the heart of the matter. 

“Did Lyra know you hired a hitman to murder your mate?” I asked coldly. 

Adrian’s face lost every drop of blood. He looked like a corpse. He scrambled backward, 

looking around in a blind panic. 

“I want to see Father!” he shouted, his voice cracking. “Where is Alpha Alaric? I demand 

to see him!” 

I looked down at him without a shred of pity. I ruthlessly shattered his last delusion. 

“Grandfather has already gone to the Meadow Brook Pack to retire,” I informed him. “He 

has completely abandoned you, his fallen son.” 

Adrian looked as if he had been struck by thunder. He froze. 

“No…” he whispered. “That’s impossible.” 

He couldn’t believe he had been discarded by the family. The reality crashed down on him. 



“Father wouldn’t leave me!” he wailed. Despair and unwillingness filled his voice. He 

began to cry, loud, ugly sobs. 

I watched him with a blank expression. 

Seeing that I was unmoved, Adrian crawled toward me. He grabbed at the hem of my 

pants, but I stepped back. 

“Amelia, please!” he begged. “Give me one last chance. Livia will forgive me. She has to! 

We have been together for so long. She will consider our past feelings!” 

He was rambling now, desperate to find a lifeline. 

“I was just confused!” he cried. “It was a moment of madness! It was Griffin! He 

instigated me! He bewitched me!” 

Inside my mind, Ava let out a low, disgusted growl. 

*This male is a disgrace to all Alphas,* she snarled. *He smells of betrayal and cowardice. 

He makes me sick.* 

I soothed her gently. 

“You think she will forgive you?” I asked. “Let’s find out.” 

I pulled out my phone. I decided to make him give up hope completely. 

I dialed Livia’s number and pressed the speaker button. 

“Mom,” I said when the line connected. “I’m helping Adrian ask you something. He wants 

to know if he can get your forgiveness.” 

There was a split second of silence. 

“Get lost!” Livia’s roar exploded from the phone, loud enough for everyone in the room to 

hear. The anger in her voice was palpable. “I will never in my life forgive that beast who 

tried to kill his mate!” 

I hung up the phone immediately. The silence that followed was deafening. 

“Did you hear that?” I mocked him. “Even the mate, who stood by you for years, isn’t 

willing to forgive you.” 

I turned my sharp gaze back to Lyra. She was shrinking into the corner. 

“Did you participate in the plan?” I questioned her again. 



“No!” Lyra denied hurriedly. She waved her hands frantically. “I knew nothing! Don’t drag 

me into this!” 

Adrian stared at her. His eyes went wild. He realized he was truly cornered. There was no 

way out. 

If he was going down, he wasn’t going alone. 

“She knew!” Adrian screamed, pointing a shaking finger at his sister. “She is lying! She 

not only knew, but she also suggested I use the Drake family’s intelligence network to 

plead for mercy!” 

Lyra gasped. “You liar!” 

“I’m not lying!” Adrian bellowed. “She even encouraged me to get rid of Alpha Alaric along 

with everyone else! She said as long as that old stubborn fool was alive, we would never 

truly control the family!” 

The accusation hung heavy in the air. Patricide. 

Lyra’s face turned a deep, ugly red from shame and rage. She had been exposed. 

She rushed forward like a banshee. 

*Slap!* 

She hit Adrian hard across the face. The sound was crisp and loud. 

“Shut up!” she shrieked. “Shut your mouth!” 

Adrian touched his cheek. His eyes burned with hatred. All his pent–up resentment 

exploded. 

He spat directly into Lyra’s face. Saliva dripped down her expensive makeup. 

“You want to save yourself?” he scoffed, his voice dripping with venom. “Keep dreaming! 

You think you are clever? The Drake family won’t take you back. The Stone family doesn’t 

want you.” 

He laughed manically. 

“You are just a pathetic wretch that no one wants!” 

Lyra broke down completely. Her composure shattered. She threw herself at him, clawing 

at his face. 



“You are a curse!” she screamed, tearing at his clothes. “You are a useless idiot! You 

harmed me! You made me offend the Drake family and Amelia!” 

They rolled on the floor, wrestling like animals. 

“You have no ability!” Adrian shouted back, grabbing her hair. “You only know how to 

survive by clinging to men! You are nothing without us!” 

I stood there, watching this farce. These were the people who had looked down on me. 

Now, they were tearing each other apart like rabid dogs. 

“Butler,” I called out calmly. 

The butler stepped forward, bowing slightly. 

“Have the guards throw Lyra out,” I ordered. “She is never allowed to step into the Stone 

River Pack House again.” 

The guards moved in. They pulled the screaming Lyra off Adrian. 

“Let me go!” she shrieked as they dragged her toward the door. “You can’t do this! Alpha 

Alaric agreed to let me come home! He said I could stay!” 

I let out a short, cold laugh. 

“If Grandfather knew you had thoughts of killing him,” I said, my voice cutting through 

her screams, “he wouldn’t allow a poisonous snake like you to stay in his territory for a 

single second.” 

“I didn’t!” Lyra wailed, struggling against the guards‘ grip. “I didn’t mean to kill the old 

Alpha! I swear!” 

I remained unmoved. I didn’t care about her excuses. 

The guards dragged her out. Her screams faded into the distance. 

The Stone family hall was finally quiet. 

I looked down at Adrian. He was lying on the floor, panting, his face scratched and 

bleeding. He looked pathetic. 

I needed to hand him over to the Werewolf Council’s law enforcement team. But as I 

looked at him, a plan formed in my mind. 

Before I sent him to rot in prison, I would make good use of this waste. I would use him to 

ensure the Drake Pack had no peace. 



(Author’s POV) 

Griffin woke up very early that morning. 

He hadn’t slept a wink all night. He had been waiting for a message that never came. His 

hitman had not replied to him. 

He paced around his room. A sense of foreboding weighed heavily on his chest. It was an 

Alpha’s intuition. Something was wrong. 

He checked his phone again. Still nothing. 

Suddenly, there was a frantic, rapid knocking on his door. 

“Alpha Griffin!” 

“Come in!” Griffin barked. 

The door burst open. The butler stood there, his face pale and sweaty. 

“Bad news! Alpha Griffin!” the butler cried out, his voice shaking with panic. “It’s a 

disaster! Online… suddenly… there are videos!” 

“Speak clearly!” Griffin shouted. 

“Videos of mass orgies and illegal trades inside ‘Night City‘ club were suddenly exposed 
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Griffin Drake snapped awake the moment Butler Drake rushed into his bedroom. The 

elderly servant’s face was drained of color, his usual arrogance replaced by sheer panic. 

Before Griffin could even rub the sleep from his eyes, the butler relayed Matriarch 

Octavia’s command for him to come downstairs immediately. 

Griffin sat up abruptly. He didn’t even bother to wash his face. He grabbed his phone from 

the nightstand and dialed his assistant, Wade. 

“Why haven’t you suppressed the news?” Griffin roared into the phone. 

His voice was hoarse with sleep and fury. He commanded Wade to contact every major 

social media platform. 



“I want all negative news about ‘Night City‘ from last night blocked immediately!” he 

shouted. 

On the other end of the line, Wade sounded cornered. 

“Alpha Griffin, it’s impossible,” Wade stammered. “The videos are spreading like a virus. 

We have spent a fortune trying to take them down, but for every one we delete, ten more 

pop up from anonymous accounts.” 

Griffin’s veins bulged on his forehead. He didn’t want to hear excuses. 

“I don’t care how you do it,” Griffin interrupted violently. “You have thirty minutes. Clean 

up the internet at all costs, or don’t bother coming back.” 

He hung up and immediately opened the social media app on his phone. His heart sank. 

The hashtag #NightCityScandal was already sitting at the top of the trending list. The 

“Hot” label burned his eyes. 

He clicked on the tag. A flood of videos filled the screen. 

Although the footage had been blurred to avoid immediate censorship, the location was 

unmistakable. It was the private, high–end club run by the Drake family. 

The videos depicted a chaotic scene of mass debauchery. The comments section was 

exploding. 

Netizens were shocked. They had always viewed Night City as a gathering place for the 

elite, a symbol of high status. Now, they were seeing it as a den of filth. 

Sharp–eyed users were already identifying people in the background. They pointed out 

several high–ranking officials and wealthy businessmen from Northgate City. 

Griffin felt a cold chill run down his spine. This wasn’t just a scandal; it was a nuclear 

bomb. 

In a fit of rage, he swept his arm across the nightstand. The lamp and his phone crashed 

to the floor, shattering instantly. 

He didn’t stop there. He clenched his fist and punched the wall hard. Plaster cracked 

under his knuckles. 

He knew exactly what this meant. The circulation of these videos would deal a devastating 

blow to the Drake family’s reputation. 



Thirty minutes later, Griffin forced himself to calm down. He changed his clothes and 

walked downstairs. 

In the living room, Matriarch Octavia Drake sat on the velvet sofa. Her posture was rigid. 

Her hands rested 

on the head of a heavy ebony cane. 

Hearing his footsteps, she didn’t look up. 

“Kneel,” she ordered coldly. 

Griffin didn’t hesitate. He walked over and knelt obediently before his grandmother. 

“I know,” he said, his voice low. “I know this mistake has caused a huge loss for the Drake 

Pack.” 

Octavia looked down at him. Her grey eyes were sharp as knives. 

“Do you know how disappointed your father would be if he were alive to see this?” she 

asked harshly. 

At the mention of his father, the light in Griffin’s eyes dimmed. A wave of guilt washed 

over him. 

His father had died because of him. Years ago, Griffin had been a naive, spoiled young 

master. He couldn’t accept the dark side of the family business and had run away from 

home. 

That act of rebellion had led to his kidnapping. His father had traded his own life to save 

Griffin from the kidnappers. 

After his father’s death, Griffin had changed overnight. The soft, naive boy died with his 

father. He became cold and ruthless. 

He remembered the first time he tasted true power. He had hired elite assassins to 

slaughter the entire family of his enemies. He had their bodies weighted and sunk into the 

deep sea. 

That ruthlessness had won him Octavia’s favor. She had handed the family business to 

him. 

Night City was more than just a club. It was the Drake family’s most important 

intelligence gathering network. Now, because of his negligence, it was on the verge of 

collapse. He might even have to find a scapegoat to take the fall for the illegal activities. 



Suddenly, Octavia raised her cane. 

*Thwack!* 

She struck Griffin hard across the back. He gritted his teeth but didn’t make a sound. 

“You have failed repeatedly against Amelia Stone!” Octavia scolded furiously. “You still 

haven’t learned to be vigilant! Now look at the disaster you’ve caused!” 

She panted slightly, her anger spent for the moment. She turned her gaze to Butler Drake, 

who was standing nervously in the corner. 

“Is the news suppressed?” she demanded. 

The butler lowered his head, trembling. “No, Matriarch. It… it’s still spreading.” 

“Useless!” Octavia shouted. 

Griffin reached into his pocket to pull out his spare phone. He wanted to check the 

situation himself. 

“Stop,” Octavia barked. 

She narrowed her eyes. Her experience told her this was not a simple leak. 

“If we cannot suppress public opinion by now,” she said slowly, “it means there is a 

powerful force behind this, deliberately blocking us. Struggling now is meaningless.” 

Just then, Griffin’s phone rang. It was Manager Nick from Night City. 

Griffin answered on speaker. Nick’s voice was frantic. 

“Alpha Griffin, it’s bad! The guests… the VIPs from last night. They are banding together 

to sue the club!” 

Griffin froze. “What?” 

“They claim they were drugged,” Nick explained hurriedly. “They say they were given 

something that made them lose their minds. They are painting themselves as victims to 

protect their own reputations.” 

Griffin looked at his grandmother, at a loss for words. 

Before he could respond, the front door burst open. Butler Drake ran in from the outside. 

He had completely forgotten his manners. He was out of breath and looked terrified. 



“Matriarch! Alpha!” Butler Drake gasped. “It’s Amelia! She’s outside!” 

He pointed toward the main gate. 

“Amelia Stone has brought Adrian Stone here,” he cried. “They are right outside the Drake 

family’s main gate. And… she is livestreaming!” 

Butler Drake stopped short when he saw Griffin still kneeling on the floor. He realized his 

mistake and turned away awkwardly, trying to avoid witnessing his master’s humiliation. 

“Get up,” Octavia said, her voice deep and dangerous. 

Griffin stood up. His brow was furrowed tight. 

“What is she livestreaming?” Griffin asked, his voice icy. 

Butler Drake turned back around. He looked like he wanted to disappear. 

“The guards reported it,” the butler stammered. “Amelia is livestreaming the inside story 

of Adrian hiring a hitman to kill his mate.” 

Griffin’s eyes widened. 

“And Adrian…“–the butler continued, swallowing hard. “Adrian is kneeling right outside 

our carved iron gates. He is shouting at the camera.” 

“What is he saying?” Octavia demanded. 

“He is screaming that Alpha Griffin forced him to do it,” the butler whispered. “He claims 

that if he didn’t follow orders, the Drake family would destroy him.” 

Silence filled the room. The accusation was direct and public. 

Matriarch Octavia’s withered hands gripped the head of her cane so tightly her knuckles 

turned white. 

Her cloudy eyes suddenly erupted with unprecedented malice. She stared at the door as if 

she could see Amelia through the walls. 

“Good!” she hissed through clenched teeth. “This Amelia wants to turn our Drake Pack 

upside down!” 
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(Amelia’s POV) 

I stood with my hands tucked casually into the pockets of my coat. The winter wind bit at 

my cheeks, but i hardly felt it. My attention was fixed on the pathetic figure kneeling in 

the snow before the imposing iron gates of the Drake Pack House. 

“It was Griffin!” Adrian screamed, his voice hoarse and desperate. “He forced me! He said 

if I didn’t hire that rogue, he would destroy Stone Botanicals!” 

Inside my mind, I felt a ripple of pure delight. My wolf, Ava, was practically dancing. She 

gave a mental wag of her tail, looking through my eyes at Adrian’s humiliation with deep 

satisfaction. 

I had brought my biological father here for a simple reason. I wanted the Drake Pack to 

have a very cold, very miserable winter. 

More importantly, I needed the weight of public opinion. The Drake family had deep 

pockets and deeper connections. Without this spectacle, they would bury the investigation 

into the rogue assassin within a week. 

Whether that captured rogue talked or not, Griffin had to take the fall. 

Adrian knew he was finished. He had broken the most sacred laws of the werewolf world 

by hiring a rogue to kill his mate. There was no way out for him. 

So, like a drowning man, he was flailing, trying to pull everyone down with him. He was 

dragging Griffin into the abyss. He was even trying to paint a bigger target on my back by 

making a scene here. 

But I welcomed the target. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

“Look at those numbers climb,” Natasha whispered excitedly. 

She held her phone steady, broadcasting everything live. The screen was a blur of activity. 

“The viewer count just hit a record high,” she said, angling the camera to capture Adrian’s 

sobbing face. 

I glanced at the stream of comments rolling up the side of the screen. The werewolf 

community was watching, and they were furious. 



“Yes, it is true,” Natasha said to the camera, her voice clear and ringing. “Alpha Adrian 

Stone hired a rogue assassin to murder his own mate, Livia. The rogue has been captured 

and is being handed over to the Enforcers as we speak.” 

The comments exploded with rage. They called Adrian a beast, a traitor to his blood, a 

disgrace without honor. 

Then, the tide shifted. The conversation in the chat moved from Adrian to the Drake 

family. 

“Night City is a cesspool!” one comment read. 

“The Drakes built their empire on filth,” another wrote. “They tried to whitewash their 

reputation, but you can’t hide the smell of rot.” 

“Amelia is Pack Justice!” a user typed in bold letters. 

“Finally, a breath of fresh air,” another agreed. “She is tearing down the corrupt elite one 

by one.” 

They were cheering for the destruction of the Drake dynasty. They were hungry for the 

truth about the dirty dealings hidden behind these high walls. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

The heavy iron gates groaned open. 

Griffin Drake stormed out. He was flanked by the arrogant Butler Drake and a dozen burly 

guards. 

I looked him over and almost laughed. His eyes were bloodshot, rimmed with dark circles. 

He looked less like the heir to a powerful pack and more like a junkie coming down from a 

bad high. 

“What is the meaning of this?” Griffin roared, his voice cracking. 

I shrugged, keeping my posture relaxed. 

“Just facilitating a conversation,” I said, pointing a gloved finger at Adrian. “He seemed to 

have a lot to say to you.” 

“Griffin! Tell them!” Adrian lunged forward, but the snow held him back. “Tell them you 

ordered the hit!” 

Griffin’s face turned a violent shade of red. He glared at me with murderous intent. 



“Where is your evidence?” he spat. “This is slander! You are trying to drag the Drake 

family name through the mud!” 

I looked directly into Natasha’s camera lens. I let a cold sneer curl my lip. 

“Do I really need to do that?” I asked the audience. “Does the Drake reputation need my 

help to look like garbage?” 

The chat log went nuclear. 

“Fifty people!” the comments screamed. “Fifty guests drugged out of their minds at Night 

City last night!” 

“They are suing!” 

“The Council is already drafting charges. The Drake Pack is done.” 

“You don’t need to lift a finger, Amelia. They destroyed themselves.” 

(Author’s POV) 

Adrian saw the shift in Griffin’s expression. He sensed the weakness. 

“He’s lying!” Adrian bellowed at the phone, twisting the knife deeper. “That rogue 

assassin is famous in the 

black market! He charges a fortune! Look at me! Stone Botanicals is failing. I don’t have 

that kind of money!” 

He pointed a shaking finger at Griffin. 

“Only the Drakes have that kind of cash!” Adrian shouted. “This was Griffin’s setup to 

frame me and hurt Amelia!” 

Griffin looked like he was about to explode. He hadn’t anticipated the livestream. He had 

expected a private confrontation, something he could control or silence. 

But the internet was watching. His plan to let Adrian take the fall quietly was turning into 

a public execution. 

“Shut it off!” Griffin commanded, stepping toward Natasha. “Turn that camera off right 

now!” 

He signaled to his guards. The large men took a menacing step forward. 



“I wouldn’t do that,” Amelia said, her voice cutting through the tension like a blade. “We 

are broadcasting for our own safety. If your guards touch us, you aren’t just a suspect. 

You’re guilty.” 

Griffin froze. His hands clenched into fists at his sides. He knew she was right. 

(Author’s POV) 

The sound of a cane tapping against the frozen ground broke the standoff. 

Matriarch Octavia walked out from the shadow of the gate. She moved slowly, her back 

stiff. Her face was a mask of cold iron. 

She didn’t look at Adrian. She looked straight at the camera. 

“The Drake family will cooperate with the investigation,” Octavia said, her voice raspy but 

authoritative. “We will give the public an explanation regarding the accusations and the 

incident at Night City.” 

She turned her gaze to Amelia. 

“But you are not the law,” she said. “Acts like this only create panic.” 

Amelia seized the opportunity instantly. 

“Panic?” Amelia laughed softly. “I think the only ones panicking are you. But since the 

Matriarch has spoken, we will give you some space.” 

She leaned toward the camera. 

“We’ll give the Drake family time to find someone else to take the blame,” she mocked. 

Natasha grinned. “That’s it for today, folks! Don’t forget, in three days, Amelia faces Lucas 

in the arena. Tune in to see the Drake family lose again!” 

She cut the feed. 

(Author’s POV) 

The silence that followed was heavy. 

Griffin let out a breath he had been holding. He turned to the old woman. 

“Grandmother,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “It’s cold. Go inside. I will handle the 

rest.” 



Matriarch Octavia didn’t move. Her cloudy eyes were fixed on Amelia. They were filled 

with a venomous light. 

“You little girl,” she hissed. “You have made a grave mistake today. Did you ever stop to 

think about the consequences of provoking us like this?” 

Amelia didn’t flinch. She adjusted the collar of her coat, brushing off a stray snowflake. 

“Consequences?” Amelia repeated, her tone dripping with ice. “Really? We are past 

threats, old woman.” 

She stepped closer, her sapphire eyes locking onto Octavia’s grey ones. 

“You act as if you would have spared me if I stayed quiet,” Amelia said. “But we both 

know the truth. You and your family have been trying to kill me since the moment I 

returned to Northgate City.” 

She turned her gaze to Griffin. He stood there, shivering in his thin shirt, defeated and 

exposed. 

A mocking smile played on Amelia’s lips. 

“It’s a shame,” she said softly. “Your precious grandson is just like Adrian.” 

She shook her head. 

“Too weak,” Amelia said. “He is too weak to lead, and he is certainly too weak to defeat 

me.” 
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Matriarch Octavia stared at Amelia with eyes like frozen steel. The winter wind whipped 

around her, but she stood unmoving, a statue of ancient malice. 

“You are a lost cause,” she spat. 

She turned her back, leaning heavily on her cane as she shuffled back toward the safety of 

the Pack House. The heavy oak doors groaned shut behind her, sealing the verdict. 

Amelia’s eyes narrowed. She knew that look. It was a silent command. The old woman had 

just given Griffin permission to take off the gloves. 



The moment the Matriarch vanished, shadows detached themselves from the perimeter 

walls. A dozen elite warriors clad in black tactical gear surged forward. They moved with 

practiced silence, their boots crunching softly on the snow as they formed a tight, 

suffocating circle around Amelia and Natasha. 

“Amelia!” Natasha gasped. 

She scrambled behind Amelia, gripping the back of her coat with trembling fingers. 

“They’re ambushing us! On their own land!” Natasha hissed, her eyes darting between the 

masked figures. “This is a violation of the Council treaties!” 

Amelia reached back, patting Natasha’s hand calmly. Her pulse didn’t even quicken. 

Inside her mind, her wolf, Ava, let out a low, vibrating growl. 

*Runts,* Ava scoffed, pacing in the mental space. *They think numbers make them strong. 

They are nothing but prey.* 

Amelia didn’t flinch. She scanned the circle of warriors with a bored expression, noting 

their stances, their weapons, their fear. Her lips curled into a cold, mocking smile as she 

looked past them to Griffin. 

“Really, Griffin?” she called out, her voice steady and projecting clearly over the wind. 

“Are you planning to commit murder in broad daylight? With the whole pack watching?” 

Griffin didn’t answer immediately. He stalked through the line of guards, the warriors 

parting like the Red Sea to let their master through. His face was twisted in a mask of 

fury, his earlier humiliation fueling a dangerous fire. 

He stopped right in front of her, using his height to loom over her. 

“You did it,” he snarled, his voice dropping to a menacing whisper that only she could 

hear. “The drugs at Night City. The video leak this morning. It was you.” 

Amelia shrugged, looking up at him without a flicker of fear. 

“That sounds like a serious accusation,” she said lightly. “Do you have proof? Or is this 

just more slander?” 

Griffin’s hands twitched at his sides. His eyes bore into hers, trying to find a crack in her 

armor. 

“Who are you really?” he demanded, his voice rising. “No simple healer from the sticks 

has these kinds of resources. Who is backing you?” 



Amelia laughed softly. “I told you. I’m just Adrian’s daughter. The one he threw away.” 

She tilted her head, her sapphire eyes mocking him. 

“Speaking of throwing people away, who is the Drake family going to sacrifice this time? 

Surely you have another scapegoat lined up to take the fall for your incompetence.” 

Griffin snapped. The veins in his neck bulged as his control shattered. 

“Die, you bitch!” 

His hand moved in a blur. A switchblade appeared in his grip, the metal glinting with a 

dull, silver sheen. It was coated in a viscous, greenish liquid. Poison. 

He lunged, aiming the blade straight for her throat. 

He was an Alpha heir. He was fast, strong, and prepared. He wore protective charms 

against wolfsbane. 

He knew her tricks with silver needles. He was certain she couldn’t stop him at this range. 

The blade was inches from her skin when Griffin’s world came to a screeching halt. 

A thin, icy line of pain seared across his throat. 

Amelia hadn’t stepped back. She had stepped in. 

In her hand, a silver garrote wire was pulled taut, biting deep into the soft flesh of 

Griffin’s neck, right over the jugular. 

Griffin froze. His eyes bulged in terror. 

He didn’t dare swallow. He didn’t dare breathe. One wrong move, one twitch, and the 

wire would slice through his windpipe like butter. 

“Let him go!” a guard roared, stepping forward with his baton raised. 

“Stay back!” Griffin screamed, his voice a strangled squeak. “Don’t move! Anyone!” 

He couldn’t believe her speed. He hadn’t even seen her move. 

“You won’t do it,” Griffin rasped, sweat beading on his forehead despite the freezing cold. 

“You won’t kill an Alpha heir in front of witnesses. The Council would hunt you down.” 

Amelia chuckled. The sound was dark and devoid of humor. 



“You’re right. I won’t kill you here.” 

Griffin felt a flicker of relief, but it died instantly at her next words. 

“But I can make you wish you were dead,” she whispered. 

Amelia yanked the wire back, forcing his head up. At the same time, she drove her knee 

upward with devastating force 

It slammed into his stomach, doubling him over, then continued upward to smash into his 

chin. 

Griffin’s head snapped back. The wire released, and he went flying backward, crashing 

into the snow in a heap. 

“Get her! Now!” the captain of the guards shouted. 

The warriors rushed in, confident in their numbers and their protective suits. 

Amelia didn’t panic. She reached into her pocket and tossed a small, round object onto the 

frozen ground. 

*Pop.* 

A cloud of dense white gas exploded outward. 

It wasn’t normal smoke. It was concentrated, weaponized wolfsbane. 

The guards didn’t even have time to scream. They clawed at their throats, foaming at the 

mouth as they collapsed one by one, their limbs twitching uncontrollably. 

Adrian, still kneeling near the gate, watched with his mouth hanging open. He stared at 

his daughter in horror. This wasn’t a healer. This was a monster trained for war. 

The gas dissipated quickly in the cold wind. 

“Natasha,” Amelia said calmly, not looking back. “Go to the car. Lock the doors.” 

Natasha nodded frantically, clutching her phone, and ran toward their vehicle. 

Amelia walked over to where Griffin lay groaning in the snow. He tried to push himself 

up, blood dripping from his mouth onto the pristine white ground. 

Amelia kicked his arm out from under him. 



He fell face–first. Before he could recover, her boot slammed onto his chest, pinning him 

to the frozen earth. She pressed down, grinding her heel into his sternum. 

*Rip his throat out,* Ava roared in her mind. *End him.* 

Amelia ignored the wolf’s bloodlust. She looked down at Griffin like he was a bug she had 

stepped on. 

“You thought you were clever,” she said coldly. “You planned to use Celine to drug the 

guests at the banquet. To ruin reputations. To create a scandal.” 

She leaned forward, her eyes piercing him. 

“I just gave you a taste of your own medicine.” 

Griffin wheezed, pawing weakly at her boot. 

“I destroyed Adrian,” Amelia said, her voice echoing in the silence of the courtyard. “Do 

you think the Drake family is any different?” 

She applied more pressure. Griffin gagged, his face turning purple. 

“Carlos is already in custody,” she continued. “I don’t care who you pin the blame on next. 

It won’t matter.” 

She lifted her boot and kicked him hard under the chin. 

His head snapped back again, blood spraying across the white snow. He looked pathetic, 

broken. 

“Because the next time I strike, there won’t be anything left to save.” 

Griffin lay on his back, staring up at the grey winter sky. Pain radiated through every inch 

of his body. But worse than the pain was the fear. 

He looked at Amelia’s sapphire eyes and saw an abyss. He realized then that he wasn’t 

dealing with a normal enemy. He was dealing with a predator far above his station. 

“Please,” Griffin gurgled, spitting out a broken tooth. 

His arrogance was gone. His pride was shattered. 

“I… I yield,” he stammered, his swollen eyes pleading. “We will apologize. We will pay. 

Name your price. 

Anything.” 



“Anything?” Amelia repeated. 

She let out a short, sharp laugh. 

“Look at you,” she sneered. “The mighty Alpha heir, begging in the dirt.” 

Griffin tried to reach for her leg, a gesture of absolute submission. “Please. Just leave the 

Pack out of this. 

I promise, we won’t touch you again. We’ll give you shares, land, whatever you want.” 

Amelia looked at his trembling hand and stepped back, shaking her head slowly. 

“Too late,” she said. 

Her expression hardened into stone. 

“If your family had just stuck to smuggling or money laundering, maybe I would have 

looked the other way. Maybe I would have let you keep your little kingdom.” 

She leaned down, her voice dropping to a terrifying whisper that chilled him more than 

the snow. 

“But you crossed a line. You used ‘The Hag‘. You trafficked people. You sold them like 

cattle right here in our country.” 

Griffin’s eyes widened in shock. She knew. She knew about the deepest, darkest secret of 

the Drake family. 

Amelia straightened up, towering over him like an executioner delivering a death 

sentence. 

“So,” she said. “I will burn the Drake Pack to the ground.” 
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(Amelia’s POV) 

Od’s Paints? 

I slowly clapped my hands together. The sharp sound cut clearly through the howling 

winter wind. 



Griffin was still on the ground, gasping for breath. I looked down at his pathetic, 

trembling form. 

“Let us make a deal, Griffin,” I said casually. “Tell me the name of the mysterious backer 

behind your pack.” 

I watched his bruised chest heave as he tried to process my words. 

“Give me the evidence of their crimes,” I continued. “Do that, and I might consider leaving 

you alive.” 

My words made Griffin struggle up from the frozen earth. A violent flash of panic crossed 

his swollen eyes. 

He swayed on his feet, spitting out a mouthful of blood. His gaze was frantic as he stared 

at me. 

“Just how many secrets do you actually hold?” he demanded harshly. 

I looked down at his miserable, battered state from my superior position. My expression 

remained entirely cold. 

“You only need to know one thing,” I answered flatly. “I know far more than you could 

ever think.” 

Griffin suddenly let out a bark of extreme anger. He laughed, the sound grating and 

desperate. 

“You are far too arrogant, Amelia!” he mocked, his face twisting into an ugly sneer. “You 

are completely delusional.” 

He glared at me, convinced of his own twisted logic. 

“Since you already know a powerful force backs our pack, you should know better,” he 

spat. “Trying to take them down alongside us is just courting death.” 

He wiped the blood from his chin, his eyes gleaming with malicious certainty. 

“Once that big shot makes a move, you will surely die,” he threatened. 

I did not even blink at his desperate words. Instead, a trace of deep contempt surfaced in 

my sapphire eyes. 

I slowly reached into my pocket, my fingers brushing against cold metal. I pulled out a 

long, slender silver needle. 



I twirled the deadly weapon lazily between my fingers. The silver glinted under the grey 

winter sky. 

I took a slow, deliberate step forward. Then another, until the toe of my boot rested firmly 

on his shadow. 

I leaned in close, lowering my voice into a chilling whisper. 

“I dared to touch the Drake family for one simple reason,” I revealed softly. “I am doing 

this exactly because I am targeting that big shot.” 

Griffin’s pupils shrank to the size of pinpricks. His heart pounded so loudly I could hear 

the terrified rhythm. 

I did not bother looking at his horrified face for another second. I turned my back on the 

broken Alpha heir. 

Adrian was still slumped on the ground nearby. He had completely given up resisting, 

looking like a deflated balloon. 

I reached down and grabbed his collar, lifting him up like a dead dog. I dragged him over 

to Natasha without breaking a sweat. 

“Take this trash to the police station,” I ordered her. 

(Author’s POV) 

After Amelia left the courtyard, Griffin stood alone in the biting cold. He was covered in 

dirt, blood, and utter humiliation. 

He dragged his battered body back into the Drake Pack House. The warmth of the mansion 

did nothing to thaw the ice in his veins. 

The head butler was waiting anxiously by the grand entrance. His face was grim and pale. 

“Young Master, Matriarch Octavia is waiting for you in the family chapel,” the butler 

informed him quietly. 

Griffin nodded stiffly and headed for the nearest washroom. He quickly cleaned the blood 

from his face and straightened his torn clothes. 

He took a deep breath before pushing open the heavy wooden doors of the chapel. 

Dim candlelight flickered across the stone walls of the sacred room. The thick smoke from 

burning candles filled the air. 



Despite the incense, nothing could mask the deep, bone–chilling scent of decay that clung 

to the old mansion. 

Octavia sat straight–backed at the head of a long, polished oak table. Her withered hands 

were slowly playing with a heavy, antique rosary. 

She stared silently at her heavily bruised grandson. For a long time, she did not say a 

single word. 

The silence in the room was suffocating and heavy. 

Suddenly, the worn string of the rosary snapped between her bony fingers. 

The wooden beads cascaded down, bouncing and rolling across the cold stone floor. The 

crisp, clattering sound felt incredibly ominous in the quiet room. 

Octavia lowered her eyes to look at the scattered beads. Then, she slowly raised her head. 

“Go and bring Lance Drake to me,” she ordered the butler standing by the door. 

A few moments later, Lance Drake appeared at the arched doorway of the chapel. 

He was the son of Lyra and Carlos Drake, making him Amelia’s cousin. Yet, he looked 

nothing like the monsters in his family. 

Unlike Griffin’s dark and gloomy presence, Lance radiated the energy of an innocent, 

sunny young man. 

He walked into the smoky room with a bright, warm smile. 

“Grandma! Cousin Griffin!” he called out affectionately. 

Looking at his cheerful face, one would never guess the Drake family was currently 

sinking into a massive crisis. 

When Octavia saw Lance, the vicious coldness on her wrinkled face instantly softened. 

Lance walked over and acted cute, gently hugging his grandmother’s shoulders. 

He then looked around, his bright eyes blinking innocently. 

“Has the family run into some trouble?” he asked casually. “I really want to help share the 

burden.” 

Griffin forced his bruised face into a stiff, unconvincing smile. 



“It is nothing major, Lance,” he lied vaguely. “Just some minor business issues.” 

Octavia played along smoothly, patting Lance’s hand. 

“We just haven’t seen you in a while,” she said warmly. “I simply missed my grandson.” 

Lance beamed at her words, puffing out his chest proudly. 

“I will follow Griffin and work hard for the pack from now on,” he declared earnestly. 

He paused, his sunny expression faltering slightly into a look of righteous sadness. 

“I miss my mother, Lyra, very much,” he admitted softly. “But she abandoned my father 

when danger struck.” 

He shook his head, his voice turning firm. “I will never forgive her for that cowardice.” 

This statement pleased Octavia immensely. A rare, genuine smile touched her thin lips. 

“Good boy,” she praised. “I will let you train alongside Griffin very soon.” 

Lance hugged her once more before turning to leave the room. 

The heavy wooden doors closed securely behind him. The oppressive, heavy atmosphere 

instantly choked the chapel once again. 

Octavia let out a long, ragged sigh. A flash of absolute, desperate resolve appeared in her 

cloudy grey eyes. 

She slowly opened her mouth, her voice raspy and ancient. 

“I am already at the end of my years, Griffin,” she told him. “I have nothing left in this 

world to hold onto.” 

She leaned forward, her gaze piercing through the candlelight. 

“I have decided to step forward,” she announced. “I will take every single crime upon 

myself.” 

Griffin gasped, stepping forward in shock. 

“I will trade my life to buy a way out for you and Lance,” she continued firmly. “The 

Drake Pack bloodline must survive this storm.” 

However, the softness she had shown Lance was completely gone. She raised her 

venomous, ancient eyes to meet Griffin’s. 



“I have only one condition for this sacrifice,” she hissed. 

Her voice dripped with pure, concentrated hatred. 

“You must eliminate Amelia Stone. You must avenge the Drake family.” 

Griffin’s legs gave out, and he fell to one knee before his grandmother. 

His eyes grew red, brimming with a chaotic mix of profound grief and burning anger. He 

bowed his head deeply toward the stone floor. 

“I swear it,” he choked out, his voice thick with emotion. 

Tears of rage spilled onto the cold stones beneath him. 

“I will contact the mysterious big shot tonight,” he vowed fiercely. “I will make Amelia 

pay blood for blood.” 

He looked up, his face twisted in a mask of pure vengeance. “I will never let your sacrifice 

be in vain.” 

At the entrance of the Northgate City police station, the icy wind continued to howl. 

Amelia dragged Adrian up the steps and handed him directly over to the waiting officers. 

She gave a brief, precise explanation of the events to the desk sergeant. She fully 

cooperated and quickly completed her official statement. 

Once the paperwork was signed, she turned and walked out the glass doors. 

She knew exactly how the system worked. The immense public pressure currently 

exploding online was her best weapon. 

Under the watchful eyes of millions of netizens, the police would never dare to close this 

case hastily. They would be forced to conduct a serious, thorough investigation to give the 

angry public a proper explanation. 

Natasha hurried down the steps and sidled up next to her. She kept her voice to a low, 

anxious whisper. “I heard everything you said to Griffin back there,” Natasha admitted, 

looking around nervously. 

She pulled her coat tighter against the chill. 

“What are you planning to do next?” she asked. “Judging by Griffin’s reaction, that hidden 

figure behind the Drake Pack is truly terrifying.” 



Amelia did not stop walking toward their parked car. She simply turned her face slightly 

toward her companion. 

Her sapphire eyes were as sharp and unforgiving as a freshly honed blade. 

“The Drake family thinks that big shot can protect them,” Amelia said smoothly. 

She paused, her boots crunching softly against the snowy pavement. The corners of her 

mouth slowly curled up into a chilling, merciless smile. 

“Then let them see what it looks like when the devil personally comes to collect the debt.” 
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(Natasha’s POV) 

I looked at Amelia’s side profile with absolute awe. The pale winter light cast a faint 

golden edge around her slender figure. 

She looked more dazzling than any legendary female warrior from the old tales. I couldn’t 

admire my cousin–in–law more if I tried. 

Theodore was incredibly lucky to be chosen by someone as brilliant and ruthless as her. I 

was already impatient to book my ticket for her next performance. 

“Amelia, remember to call me next time there is a good show!” I chirped excitedly, unable 

to hide my grin. 

Amelia smiled softly at my enthusiasm, her sapphire eyes sparkling. “Alright, I will deal 

with Lucas in three days, and I will need your help,” 

“I’ve got you covered!” I patted my chest confidently, feeling a surge of pride. 

I winked at her and added playfully, “I even bought the dog leash already. It is a limited 

edition with studs!” 

Amelia laughed out loud at my ridiculous words, the sound clear and bright in the cold air. 

“Good taste.” 

“Of course, it must be worth watching!” I boasted proudly, thrilled to be part of her plans. 

Just then, Amelia’s phone rang sharply in the crisp winter air. The caller ID showed it was 

Silas calling her. 



I tactfully tucked my hands into my warm coat pockets. I trotted back to the warmth of 

the car in small steps to wait for her. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

I answered the phone immediately, my demeanor shifting back to pure business. Silas 

quickly reported the results of the recent interrogation. 

The hired killer was tough as nails, possessing a terrifying level of endurance. He had 

endured all conventional interrogation methods and moonlight potion torture without 

breaking. 

Even on the brink of death, he absolutely refused to admit that Griffin had hired him. 

What made things even more difficult was his communication device. All trace data had 

been completely wiped clean by a professional hacker. 

It was utterly impossible to trace the origin of his orders. I pondered this frustrating 

setback for a moment. 

in silence, my mind racing. 

I realized this killer was truly a tough nut to crack. We could not directly prove Griffin 

was his employer right now. 

I decisively ordered Silas to stop the interrogation immediately, refusing to waste any 

more time. Vie would hand the broken man over to the police instead. 

He would serve as solid evidence for Adrian’s accusation, adding another layer of misery 

to the Drake Pack’s downfall. 

After parting ways with Natasha, I went straight to the Starlight Entertainment 

headquarters. 

The stock prices of the Drake Pack’s affiliated companies were currently in absolute 

freefall. The red charts looked like rocks plummeting off a steep cliff. 

Their nighttime entertainment venue, Night City, suffered the most disastrous drop of all. 

Anya, my secretary, hurried into my office to report the latest updates. 

She informed me that Director Liam’s casting process would conclude early next month. 

However, a deep frown wrinkled her usually smooth forehead. 

She was extremely worried that the negative news surrounding Wayne and Jasper would 

severely affect the project. I maintained a perfectly calm and collected expression, 

unbothered by the chaos. 



I instructed her to release a formal clarification statement simultaneously with the final 

casting list. We would turn this massive public pressure into a powerful promotional 

boost for the show. 

My confident words made Anya sigh in profound relief. The heavy worries that had been 

gnawing at her mind finally dissipated completely. 

She bowed respectfully and left my office to execute my precise orders. I then opened my 

computer browser to check the trending searches across major social platforms. 

I carefully calculated the next move of the mysterious big shot backing the Drake Pack. I 

was not afraid of them taking direct action against me. 

Instead, I was far more worried about them lying low in the shadows. That cowardice 

would leave me with no opening to leverage against them. 

At noon, I walked into Theodore’s spacious office carrying my medical box. Theodore 

looked up and set his digital tablet down on the mahogany desk. 

The screen clearly displayed live footage of Matriarch Octavia being escorted into a police 

car. Theodore gestured toward the screen to explain the developing situation. 

The Night City drugging incident had caused over fifty guests to completely lose control 

and misbehave publicly. The social impact of this massive scandal was extremely severe. 

Furthermore, the on–site surveillance footage could not rule out the direct involvement of 

internal staff. Matriarch Octavia had immediately stepped forward to confess to the crime 

herself. 

She was taken away by the police in handcuffs and was expected to face at least a five–

year prison sentence. I let out a cold, mocking sneer at the screen. 

I truly did not expect this proud old lady to personally take the fall for her wretched 

family. A five–year sentence was indeed far too light for her numerous crimes. 

But given her advanced age, she would likely hear the news of the Drake Packs total 

bankruptcy while sitting behind bars. She probably would not survive until her release 

day anyway. 

Theodore raised his intense golden eyes to meet my gaze. His tone was perfectly calm but 

carried a deeply meaningful edge. 

He pointed out how the Drake Pack had managed to rapidly rehabilitate their reputation 

in just a few short years. They had climbed into the ranks of top–tier wealthy families 

with highly suspicious speed. 



This was entirely because a very powerful figure was heavily supporting them from the 

shadows, 

A dangerous smile slowly curled the corners of my mouth. I revealed that this mysterious 

big shot likely had some hidden connection with Wayne. 

This was the exact reason why I had firmly insisted on Wayne playing the male lead in our 

new series. Theodore fell silent for a long moment, processing my words. 

He quickly realized that I was deliberately drawing a battle line right in the middle of 

their territory. He nodded slowly, acknowledging the brilliant and deadly trap I had set. 

He also admitted that this big shot had received massive financial benefits from the Drake 

Pack over the years. This deep corruption was the fundamental reason the Crimson Moon 

Pack had struggled to completely bring them down. 

The opponent held far too many counter–leverage chips in their greasy hands. I chuckled 

softly as I opened the warm lunch box I had brought for him. 

Now that he had me by his side, we could absolutely join forces to completely destroy the 

Drake Pack. I paused my movements and looked up into his handsome face. 

“Besides, you gave me a very sincere birthday gift,” I told him softly. “I naturally have to 

return a grand gift to you.” 

Theodore’s lips curled upward into a genuine, breathtaking smile. He happily accepted my 

bold promise without a single doubt. 

We finished our lunch in a comfortable, companionable silence. I then proceeded to 

administer his daily acupuncture treatment with practiced precision. 

After removing the medical needles, I let Green and White crawl over his legs to provide a 

relaxing massage. I leaned back comfortably against the soft leather sofa. 

I pulled out my phone to scroll through the latest news and comments regarding 

Matriarch Octavia’s sudden confession. Netizens were absolutely shocked by the dramatic 

development. 

They could not believe the formidable old lady had personally taken the fall to protect her 

cowardly grandson Griffin. The comment sections were buzzing with intense, non–stop 

speculation. 

People eagerly discussed the impending fate of the remaining Drake Pack members. They 

were also heavily invested in the progress of Adrian accusing Griffin of hiring a killer to 

murder his wife. 



The overwhelming sentiment online was highly satisfying to read. Everyone wanted to see 

the arrogant Drake family fall from grace. 

As I scrolled, I noticed someone in the comments mentioning Lucas and the public bet he 

had made with me. I immediately exited the news page with a smirk. 

I opened the elite pack group chat on my messaging app. I typed out a message and 

directly tagged Lucas for everyone in the pack to see. 

[Lucas, look how nice I am to you–others beat the dog first, then the master, but I do the 

exact opposite. I took down your Alpha first. Now it’s your turn, mutt.] 
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(Amelia’s POV) 

My phone buzzed continuously with a flurry of notifications from the elite pack group 

chat. 

Natasha, who loved abusing her power as the group chat administrator, sent a message 

that instantly caught my eye. 

[Amelia, Lucas just left the group chat.] 

Almost immediately, another gossipy member chimed in to add a juicy update to the 

unfolding drama. 

[Not just left. I heard from a reliable source that he is packing his bags and planning to 

leave the country tonight.] 

I clicked my tongue in sheer amusement, shaking my head at the glowing screen in my 

hand. 

He was truly a sore loser who could not even face the consequences of his own arrogant 

mistakes. 

Beside me, Theodore had been resting quietly with his eyes peacefully closed against the 

afternoon light. 

Hearing my soft scoff, he slowly opened his eyes, the intense golden depths shimmering 

with a predatory grace. 

He looked at me with a hint of gentle curiosity softening his sharp features. “What is 

wrong?” 



I shrugged casually and turned my phone screen toward him so he could read the chaotic 

chat. 

I told him how Lucas was desperately trying to flee abroad to avoid honoring our previous 

public bet. 

The coward knew he was about to be humiliated in front of everyone, so he chose to run 

away like a beaten dog. 

Without missing a beat, I typed a light, mocking message directly into the main group 

chat. 

[Did Lucas really think leaving the group and fleeing the country would magically save 

him from this disaster?] 

Then, I boldly asked the remaining members for his exact residential address, daring 

anyone to hide him. 

Within seconds, a highly enthusiastic group member privately messaged me his precise 

location in the city. 

I typed out a quick message of gratitude before posting a public announcement for every 

single member to see. 

[It does not matter where Lucas tries to hide his cowardly face. On the 25th, I will 

livestream exactly on time.] 

[I will make him publicly bow and admit defeat before the entire Pack, not a single minute 

late.] 

As soon as my message was sent, a so–called peacemaker popped up in the chat to offer 

uninvited advice. 

They cautiously advised me to stop while I was ahead and simply let the poor guy off the 

hook. 

I sneered at the screen and ruthlessly fired back a response without a shred of mercy or 

hesitation. 

[Are you generously offering to take Lucas’s public punishment in his place?] 

That completely shut them up. The person immediately went silent, and absolutely no one 

else dared to defend the fleeing coward. 

I put down my phone on the mahogany desk and stretched my arms above my head, 

feeling a surge of dark satisfaction. 



My mind began to rapidly calculate exactly how I should intercept this pathetic excuse for 

a wolf before his flight. 

Theodore let out a low, rumbling chuckle that vibrated pleasantly through his broad, 

muscular chest. 

He reached out and traced my knuckles gently, telling me with absolute confidence to 

leave this trivial matter to him. 

He immediately picked up his own phone and dialed Marcus’s number without a second 

thought. 

His tone was cold and commanding as he ordered Marcus to pass a strict, undeniable 

warning to Alpha Lloyd. 

Until Lucas fully fulfilled his bet with me, he was absolutely forbidden from stepping a 

single foot outside the country. 

I tilted my head, feeling a sudden wave of genuine confusion wash over my calculating 

mind. 

The Lloyd family had always been deeply dependent on the Drake Pack for their financial 

and political survival. 

Since their interests were so tightly bound together, why would they suddenly fear the 

Crimson Moon Pack’s sudden interference? 

Theodore ended the call and set his phone down, his handsome face remaining perfectly 

calm and unreadable. 

He looked deeply into my eyes and patiently explained the harsh, unspoken reality of our 

ruthless world. 

“Among powerful Packs and their allies, there is only ever one currency power and gain.” 

He explained that with the Drake Pack currently facing utter ruin, every family in 

Northgate City was panicking internally. 

They were all desperately searching for a safe exit strategy to protect their own wealth 

and status. 

They had only clung to the Drake Pack for massive financial gains and political leverage in 

the past. 

Now, to avoid being dragged down into the abyss with them, everyone desperately wanted 

to cut all ties completely. 



Once they lost their massive financial backer, the Lloyd family would naturally have to 

weigh their limited options carefully. 

They would have to seriously consider whether they could truly afford to offend the 

mighty Crimson Moon Pack right now. 

(Author’s POV) 

After the daily acupuncture treatment concluded, Amelia routinely helped Theodore 

practice his grueling standing exercises. 

The two of them stood incredibly close together in the quiet sanctuary of his spacious 

office. 

Their breathing intertwined softly, and each other’s warm body heat was intimately 

palpable in the narrow space between them. 

Theodore looked down at the stunning woman standing just inches away from his broad 

chest. 

The deep affection swirling in his golden eyes grew increasingly intense and utterly 

impossible to hide from her gaze. 

He gently reached out and wrapped his large, calloused hand around her slender, delicate 

fingers. 

His voice was incredibly low and tender as he asked her a sudden, deeply emotional 

question. 

If his crippled legs fully recovered, what was the very first thing she wanted him to do for 

her? 

Amelia did not even hesitate for a single second before giving her bold, straightforward 

answer. 

She looked straight into his golden eyes and told him simply to kiss her. 

Theodore’s lips curved into a breathtaking smile as he gently reminded her of their past 

intimacy. 

He softly pointed out that they had already shared several passionate kisses before this 

moment. 

Amelia shook her head slightly, a stubborn yet deeply affectionate gleam shining in her 

bright sapphire eyes. 



She argued that all those previous times, he had been sitting helplessly in his restrictive 

wheelchair. 

When he was finally healed, she wanted him to stand tall and kiss her properly as a strong 

Alpha. 

She wanted to be the one forced to tilt her head up to receive his dominant, passionate 

kiss. 

Theodore let out a soft breath, finding her reasoning incredibly endearing and perfectly 

valid to his possessive wolf. 

He slowly lowered his head and pressed a gentle, lingering kiss against the soft back of 

her hand. 

He solemnly promised that the moment his legs healed, he would gladly be the one 

bending down to kiss her. 

Meanwhile, on the other side of the city, Alpha Lloyd received the chilling warning 

relayed directly by Marcus. 

After hanging up the phone, his face turned a dark, thunderous shade of gloomy grey. 

He immediately summoned his head butler to the study to demand the exact whereabouts 

of his foolish son. 

The butler nervously reported that Lucas was currently upstairs frantically packing his 

luxury luggage. 

The boy was preparing to flee abroad under the pathetic guise of taking a sudden, relaxing 

“vacation.” 

Alpha Lloyd slammed his fist on the desk and furiously ordered his guards to intercept the 

boy immediately. 

Lucas was to be dragged back, locked securely inside the house, and forbidden from 

taking a single step outside for three days. 

The butler hesitated, expressing deep concern over the upcoming public humiliation his 

young master would face. 

He worried that forcing Lucas to attend the bet in three days would completely destroy 

the young man’s dignity forever. 

Alpha Lloyd’s tone was ice–cold and utterly resolute as he dismissed the foolish, 

sentimental concern. 



Compared to the future survival of the Lloyd Pack, his useless son’s face meant absolutely 

nothing in the grand scheme. 

Lucas had never achieved a single thing in his life, and his fragile pride was entirely 

worthless to the family. 

Alpha Lloyd turned his gaze back to the glowing computer monitor resting on his massive 

desk. 

He stared at the stock charts of the Drake Pack’s affiliated enterprises, which were 

plummeting like a free–falling stone. 

A profound wave of lingering fear washed over his aging heart as he watched the red lines 

crash. 

Initially, everyone in the elite circle firmly believed Amella was digging her own grave by 

offending the powerful Drakes. 

No one ever imagined that the mighty Drake Pack would be the one facing total, 

irreversible annihilation, 

To prevent his own family from being swallowed by this massive storm, he had to act 

ruthlessly and quickly. 

He needed to seriously consider how to completely sever all ties with the sinking Drake 

Pack before it was too late. 

Inside the luxurious top–floor VIP room of Night City, the atmosphere was suffocatingly 

tense and dangerous. 

Griffin violently hurled a full bottle of premium whiskey directly at the massive television 

screen on the wall. 

The news broadcast was playing the humiliating scene of Matriarch Octavia confessing 

and being arrested on a continuous loop. 

Wade stood trembling in the dark shadows, reporting in a low voice that the current 

situation was extremely unfavorable for them. 

Griffin clenched his fists so tightly that his knuckles turned a stark, bone–chilling white. 

The shattered glass from the bottle sliced deep into his palm, causing dark crimson blood 

to seep out steadily. 

Yet, he felt absolutely no physical pain, only a raging inferno of unquenchable fury 

burning violently in his chest. 



He aggressively dialed Jade’s phone number again, but the line continuously rang out 

without a single answer. 

Griffin’s jaw tightened as the bitter, infuriating realization finally hit his clouded mind. 

Even Jade, the woman who had eagerly proposed their marriage alliance, was actively 

avoiding him during this crisis. 

His inner wolf growled and thrashed furiously beneath his skin, demanding bloody 

retribution for the blatant disrespect. 

Unable to contain his explosive rage, Griffin stormed out of the ruined VIP room without 

another word. 

With his anxious assistant Wade trailing closely behind, he rushed directly toward Gale 

Entertainment headquarters, 

Inside the chairman’s office at Gale Entertainment, Arthur stared miserably at his 

company’s plummeting stock prices, 

His heart burned with overwhelming anxiety as the numbers flashed a deadly red across 

his screen. 

When his secretary announced Griffin’s sudden arrival, Arthur felt a sharp spike of 

intense irritation and dread. 

However, he did not dare to easily offend the dangerous man, knowing the Drake Pack 

had not completely collapsed just yet. 

Griffin violently barged into the office without waiting for a formal invitation or 

permission. 

He took large, aggressive strides toward the leather sofa and threw himself down onto the 

cushions with a dark scowl. 

His eyes were terrifyingly cold as he immediately ordered Arthur to call Jade over to see 

him. 

Arthur felt a wave of profound helplessness wash over him, leaving him with no choice 

but to comply. 

He pulled out his phone and dialed his daughter’s number right in front of Griffin’s 

watchful, murderous gaze. 

The phone call connected almost instantly, which only made the icy glare in Griffin’s eyes 

deepen further. 



Jade had readily answered her father’s call, yet she had completely ignored every single 

one of Griffin’s desperate attempts. 

Arthur nervously cleared his throat and urgently commanded his daughter to come to the 

office immediately. 

Exactly one hour later, the heavy oak door of the office was finally pushed open by a 

reluctant hand. 

“Calling me in such a hurry…” Jade’s annoyed voice rang out, but her words were abruptly 

cut off mid–sentence. 

Griffin shot up from the sofa like a coiled predator finally striking its unsuspecting prey. 

He crossed the room in three massive strides and violently yanked her forward by the 

arm. 

His voice was like absolute zero as he commanded Arthur and Wade to leave the room 

immediately. 

Arthur, knowing better than to intervene in this mess, tactfully grabbed his assistant and 

hurried out the door. 

Wade, however, hesitated awkwardly at the threshold, casting a deeply worried glance 

toward Jade’s trapped form. 

“Get lost!” Griffin roared furiously, not even giving Wade a chance to finish whatever he 

wanted to say. 

Wade flinched and hesitated for another brief moment, clearly torn between duty and 

basic decency. 

Ultimately, he chose to obey and leave, giving Jade one last profound look before stepping 

out into the hallway. 

The second the door closed behind them, Griffin roughly shoved Jade backward with 

terrifying force, 

She tumbled onto the soft cushions of the sofa, and he Immediately leaned over, pinning 

her beneath his heavy frame. 

“Jade, what is the meaning of this? I called you so many times, and you didn’t answer a 

single one!* 
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(Author’s POV) 

Jade’s eyes were red. She glared at the man pinning her down. 

“You still have the nerve to ask me what I mean?” she retorted. “I know everything that 

happened at Night City.” 

She pushed his chest. “You slept with Celine, didn’t you!” 

Griffin’s heart jolted with shock. Realization crossed his eyes. 

His muscles relaxed, and his chaotic emotions calmed down. 

“So you didn’t answer my calls because of this?” Griffin asked. “Not because the Drake 

Pack suffered a defeat from Amelia?” 

He stared at her face. “I thought you were abandoning me.” 

Jade let out a harsh sneer. Her face twisted in disgust. 

“Is your affair with Celine not serious enough?” she spat back. 

Griffin stared coldly. An arrogant laugh rumbled from his throat. 

“…Important,” he murmured, his lips curling into a wicked smirk. “Of course it’s 

important.” 

He released her wrist. His tone shifted to absolute contempt. 

He looked down at her. “What will it take for you to calm down?” 

He brushed a lock of hair from her cheek. “Do you want me to get rid of that woman?” 

Jade felt a chill run down her spine, forcing herself to remain calm. 

“You have disappointed me completely, Griffin,” she said. “We have no future together.” 

Griffin found her declaration ridiculous. He forcefully pinched her chin. 

His fingers dug into her skin. “With my status, I could sleep with ten women.” 

He sneered. “You should endure it and accept your place.” 



He tightened his grip. “Since our engagement, I haven’t touched anyone else.” 

“You should be content with that,” he demanded softly. 

Jade sneered in her heart. If she loved Griffin, perhaps she would feel a twisted 

contentment. 

But she had never liked this cruel man. She only agreed to this alliance for one reason. 

She needed Griffin’s power to eliminate her father’s illegitimate son, Hugh. 

Now that Amelia had dealt with Hugh, Jade had no reason to continue acting. 

However, she kept her true thoughts hidden. “Because I care about you, I cannot tolerate 

betrayal.” 

Griffin narrowed his eyes, pressing his heavy body closer to hers. 

“Tell me the truth, Jade,” he demanded. “Are you disgusted that the Drake Pack is 

collapsing?” 

He scrutinized her expression. “Or do you really mind that worthless woman?” 

Jade decided to play along, wanting him to believe she was kicking him while he was 

down. 

She turned her face away, her silence speaking volumes of her disdain. 

Griffin was enraged by her silent rejection. His inner wolf roared with fury. 

He leaned down and crushed his lips against hers in a brutal kiss. 

Jade fought back instantly, biting down hard on his bottom lip, tasting blood. 

Griffin hissed in pain and pulled back. His expression morphed into rage. 

He grabbed her hair and slammed the back of her head against the sofa. 

“Listen carefully,” he threatened viciously. “Only when I am tired of playing with you, can 

you leave.” 

He leaned in close. “Otherwise, you are mine for the rest of your life.” 

Griffin released her and stormed across the room, angrily slamming the door shut behind 

him. 



After Griffin left, the door opened again. Arthur hurried into the office. 

He looked at his disheveled daughter. “You shouldn’t have offended Griffin at a time like 

this!” 

Arthur paced nervously. “I am terrified he will destroy Gale Entertainment in anger!” 

Jade sat up and smoothed her hair. She let out a cold laugh. 

She took out her phone. Without hesitation, she posted a public statement breaking her 

engagement with Griffin. 

She looked up at her panicking father. “You have poor judgment, Father.” 

“The Drake Pack is on its last legs,” she stated coldly. “If you tie your fate to theirs, you 

will go down with them.” 

Arthur stared at her in shock, unable to comprehend her sudden boldness. 

Jade stood up and straightened her clothes. “I have a proposal for you.” 

“If you sell your Gale Entertainment shares to me at a low price, I can save the company.” 

She looked him in the eye. “I can keep us from going bankrupt.” 

She turned and walked purposefully toward the office door. 

Before stepping out, she paused. “Don’t contact me again, unless it is about transferring 

those shares.” 

Jade walked out of the building and got into her car. A wave of relief washed over her. 

She knew Griffin must be panicking, and her father was losing his mind. 

As long as Amelia applied pressure, her father would have no choice. 

Once the new show aired and defeated Gale Entertainment, Arthur would be cornered. 

To save himself, he would sell his shares to her at a low price. 

When that day came, she would fulfill her ultimate promise to Amelia. 

(Theodore’s POV) 

I sat quietly in my office, having just finished a virtual meeting. 



My phone vibrated softly on the desk. I picked it up and saw a new message from my 

brother, Jasper. 

He had sent over Uncle M’s medical examination report. 

I quickly scanned the detailed document, noting the various old injuries. 

[I will personally arrange Uncle M’s onboarding procedures tomorrow,] I typed back 

quickly. 

Jasper’s reply popped up on my screen. He expressed his deep gratitude. 

He also thanked me for giving him the opportunity to attend Amelia’s birthday banquet. 

Because of that invitation, he was finally able to see our grandfather, Gideon, from afar. 

Jasper admitted he was not mentally prepared to formally reunite with the old man just 

yet. He only dared to take a secret peek. 

Another message followed closely behind, carrying a tone of genuine concern. 

[Are you sure giving the Crimson Moon Pack’s assets to Amelia as a gift won’t anger 

Grandfather?] 

I stared at the screen for a second. Then, I typed out a single sentence. 

[Grandfather’s opinion is not important.] 

I put my phone down and leaned back. I knew exactly what Jasper was truly worried 

about. 

Both Jasper and Uncle M suspected that our mother’s death was directly related to Gideon. 

They were deeply afraid that Gideon would develop a murderous Intent toward Amelia 

over the massive transfer of property. 

They feared history would repeat itself, and Amella would suffer the exact same dark fate 

as our mother I closed my laptop and smoothly turned my wheelchair toward the door. It 

was time to return to the main hall. 

As I rolled down the long corridor, Marcus fell into step beside me. 

He leaned down slightly, his voice dropping to a low murmur. “Derek and Garrett are 

here.” 



My expression remained perfectly unchanged. I simply turned my head and exchanged a 

brief look with Marcus. 

A single look between us said absolutely everything. We both knew exactly why my 

cousins had suddenly shown up. 

These two visiting at this specific time meant they probably wanted to make a big deal out 

of my gift to Amelia. 

They were undoubtedly planning to use the massive asset transfer as an excuse to stir up 

trouble within the family. 

I pushed open the heavy double doors and entered the grand hall. 

Derek was sitting on the plush sofa. The moment he saw me, he immediately looked up 

and pulled a big smile. 

“Theodore!” he shouted loudly, his voice echoing off the high ceilings. “Long time no see!” 

His sharp gaze immediately dropped down, landing heavily on my motionless legs resting 

on the footrests. 

His tone suddenly shifted, carrying a thick layer of feigned confusion and deep mockery. 

“Huh? Theodore, your legs still aren’t healed?” he asked, tilting his head dramatically. 

A vicious smirk played at the corners of his mouth. “Didn’t Amelia say she could cure 

you?” 

He leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with malicious intent. “It’s been two months, why is 

there no improvement at all?” 
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Marcus glanced coldly at Derek with a severe, unforgiving expression. He gripped the 

leather handles of the wheelchair with his strong hands and pushed Theodore slowly into 

the grand hall. 



Theodore’s jet–black hair contrasted sharply with his pale, handsome face. A faint, 

completely unbothered smile rested comfortably on his lips. 

He looked up at Derek with his intense, predatory golden eyes. His deep voice was 

completely calm and steady. 

“If my legs were fully recovered right now, would you still dare to speak to me like this?” 

Theodore asked quietly. 

Derek’s mocking smirk froze instantly on his face. He quickly straightened his posture, 

trying desperately to look imposing. 

“Why wouldn’t I dare!” Derek shot back stubbornly, puffing out his broad chest. 

However, his voice cracked slightly under the heavy pressure. He clearly lacked true 

confidence in his own defiant words. 

Back when Theodore was the commanding, formidable, and untouchable heir, Derek had 

always cowered in his terrifying presence. 

Derek never had the guts to use such a sarcastic tone with the true, powerful heir of the 

Crimson Moon Pack. 

Ever since Theodore’s legendary black wolf form was crippled, Derek had quickly 

concluded his cousin was entirely useless. 

This tragic accident had finally given Garrett a real, tangible chance to compete for the 

highly coveted position of heir. 

Theodore easily saw through Derek’s shallow and greedy thoughts. The smile on his lips 

grew even more mocking and cold. 

He leaned back comfortably in his expensive wheelchair. He looked at his ambitious 

cousins leisurely, completely unfazed by their sudden presence. 

“We’ll see about that,” Theodore said smoothly, his tone dripping with quiet, absolute 

confidence. “Wait until my legs fully recover next month.” 

He tilted his head slightly, locking his golden eyes with Derek’s. “Let’s see if you can still 

speak so toughly then.” 

Hearing the specific timeframe of “next month,” Garrett’s shrewd golden eyes narrowed 

sharply in sudden, calculating suspicion. 

His mind began to race with rapid, incredibly anxious calculations. He stared intently at 

Theodore’s motionless legs resting heavily on the footrests. 



If Theodore was not bluffing right now, everything they had worked for was about to 

change drastically. 

Once his legs healed completely, Alpha King Gideon would never hand over the heir 

position on a silver platter to anyone else. 

Garrett realized their fragile window of opportunity was closing extremely fast. Their 

precious time to seize power was truly running out. 

Derek saw the tense situation going south rapidly. He immediately decided to change the 

subject to save his own face. 

He turned his attention to the imposing figure sitting at the head of the room. He began to 

complain loudly to Gideon. 

“Grandfather, you should have seen what happened at Amelia’s birthday banquet last 

night,” Derek started dramatically, raising his voice. 

He pointed an accusing finger directly at Theodore’s calm face. “Theodore actually signed 

a post–nuptial property agreement with her!” 

Derek exaggerated his deep shock, waving his arms around frantically. “He promised that 

if he ever betrays his mate, he will walk away with absolutely nothing.” 

He paced frantically across the polished marble floor. “If Theodore becomes the heir, this 

terrifying agreement is incredibly dangerous for us all.” 

Derek looked at Gideon with wide, panicked eyes. “If Amelia plays her wicked tricks, the 

Crimson Moon Pack’s massive wealth will be lost.” 

He scoffed bitterly, shaking his head in disgust. “It will all fall into the hands of a woman 

with no ties to this pack!” 

Garrett stepped forward quickly, pretending to stop his brother’s sudden outburst. 

“Derek, calm down immediately. Don’t speak ill of Theodore’s chosen mate.” 

But Garrett’s smooth tone was dripping with thick, false sympathy. He was actually 

mocking Amelia’s deep, calculating scheming. 

“Amelia didn’t mind Theodore’s severe disability from the very start,” Garrett sighed 

softly, looking at Gideon. “We all know exactly why.” 

He shook his head with a look of profound, fake pity. “She was simply plotting for the 

Pack’s immense wealth all along.” 



Theodore watched the two brothers playing off each other with a cold, detached gaze. He 

found their pathetic performance incredibly boring. 

“You both are taking Grandfather for an absolute fool,” Theodore pointed out sharply. “Do 

you honestly think he cannot see through this cheap act?” 

Gideon finally reached his absolute limit with the endless bickering. He slammed his 

expensive porcelain teacup down onto the heavy wooden table. 

The loud, sharp crack echoed loudly through the silent, incredibly tense hall. Everyone 

instantly froze in their tracks. 

“Enough!” Gideon’s authoritative voice boomed like rolling thunder. His piercing golden 

eyes glared furiously at Derek and Garrett. 

He reiterated the strict three–month performance deadline he had previously set for the 

entire Crimson family. 

“You will speak with your real abilities and tangible results,” Gideon warned them 

harshly. “Do not come here to stir up meaningless trouble!” 

After being severely reprimanded, Garrett quickly adjusted his failing strategy. He turned 

back to Theodore with a fake, forced smile. 

“Congratulations on your successful alliance, Theodore,” Garrett said smoothly, trying 

desperately to sound genuine. “It seems your mate is quite a capable woman.” 

He brought up the recent devastating events in the capital city. “The Drake Pack suffered 

incredibly heavy losses due to the Night City crisis.” 

Garrett chuckled softly, a cruel and heartless sound. “Even Matriarch Octavia fell on her 

sword for the pack to save their failing reputation.” 

He nodded approvingly at Theodore’s calm demeanor. “This simply proves that marrying 

Amelia was a highly beneficial move for your future.” 

Then, Garrett smoothly shifted his conversational tactics once again. His golden eyes 

glinted with hidden, dangerous malice. 

“Speaking of our family,” Garrett murmured deliberately. “Ronan is still locked up 

securely in the city detention center.” 

He sighed heavily, looking deeply concerned for his cousin “And Uncle Theron has been 

missing for a very long time now.” 



Derek gasped loudly, acting completely surprised by the sudden, dark topic. He looked at 

Theodore with pure malicious intent. 

“You don’t think Theodore had something to do with it, do you?” Derek asked 

sarcastically, raising an eyebrow. 

He heavily implied that Theodore had been completely ruthless and cruel to his own 

biological father. 

Theodore decided to stop dancing around the annoying issue. He launched a direct, brutal 

counterattack against his cousins. 

“I found Victor recently,” Theodore stated flatly, his voice completely devoid of any 

emotion. 

Garrett’s fake smile twitched uncontrollably at the mention of the name. He stared at 

Theodore intently, trying to read his cousin’s expression. 

“Victor personally admitted the ugly truth to me,” Theodore continued, his voice dropping 

to a deadly, chilling whisper. 

He locked his glowing golden eyes firmly with Garrett’s. “He confessed that kidnapping 

Theron was entirely instructed by you.” 

Garrett’s face changed slightly, losing some of its healthy color. A brief flash of sheer 

panic crossed his features before he masked it. 

He knew Theodore was likely bluffing him to get a panicked reaction out of him. 

However, Garrett was genuinely surprised by Theodore’s entirely new, aggressive 

demeanor. 

Theodore’s speaking style had become just as blunt, sharp, and utterly unscrupulous as 

Amelia’s. 

Theodore didn’t let up for a single second. He continued to apply heavy, suffocating 

pressure on his scheming cousins. 

“Listen to me very carefully,” Theodore warned them coldly, his powerful aura flaring. “If 

anything happens to Theron, it will be on your heads.” 

His golden eyes flared with absolute, terrifying dominance. “I’ll hold you personally 

responsible for whatever happens to him.” 

Seeing the tense, dangerous stalemate between the powerful cousins, Gideon finally 

interrupted the bitter argument. 



“That is enough for today,” Gideon commanded with absolute finality. “You will all stay 

here for dinner tonight.” 

He looked directly at Garrett with a calculating, heavy gaze. “After the meal, Garrett, you 

will play a game of chess with me.” 

Garrett was absolutely overjoyed by the sudden, unexpected invitation. A massive, greedy 

grin spread across his calculated face. 

He firmly believed this was a clear, undeniable sign of his grandfather’s Immense favor. 

He shot a smug, victorious glance at Theodore. 

The dinner passed in thick, incredibly uncomfortable silence. No one dared to speak out of 

turn under Gideon’s watchful, piercing eyes. 

After the heavy meal concluded, Garrett stood up eagerly from the dining table. He 

proudly followed Gideon into the private study. 

Derek stood by the dining table, looking incredibly smug and arrogant. He smirked down 

at Theodore’s stationary wheelchair. 

Theodore remained perfectly calm and composed in his seat. He didn’t show a single 

ounce of frustration or anger. 

“I think I will stay right here,” Theodore said mildly, picking up his crystal water glass. “I 

want to see how long Garrett will last.” 

Derek scoffed loudly and rolled his eyes in complete disbelief. He crossed his muscular 

arms confidently over his chest. 

Sure enough, the wait was incredibly short. Just twenty minutes later, the heavy study 

door clicked open. 

Garrett walked out of the room with stiff, robotic movements. His face was completely 

expressionless and unusually pale. 

He didn’t even bother to look at his brother Derek. He walked straight toward the exit and 

left without saying a single word to anyone. 

Theodore watched his cousin retreat in complete, humiliating defeat. He spoke 

unhurriedly to Garrett’s retreating back. 

“If it weren’t for playing chess with Grandfather,” Theodore noted smoothly, his deep 

voice carrying through the hall. 



He chuckled darkly, a sound completely devoid of any humor. “Garrett would probably 

never know just how badly he was outmatched.” 

After watching the two defeated brothers finally leave the massive estate, Theodore’s 

faint smile vanished entirely. 

His handsome face returned to its usual cold, heavily calculating mask. He looked up at 

his loyal Beta. 

“Take me upstairs,” Theodore ordered quietly, leaning back in his leather seat. 

Marcus nodded silently, his expression remaining perfectly severe. He pushed the heavy 

wheelchair up the ramp and toward the second–floor study. 

He carefully opened the heavy oak door. Gideon was still sitting quietly in front of the 

ornate, hand–carved chessboard. 

The Alpha King didn’t look up immediately from the wooden table. He continued to study 

the scattered, carved wooden pieces. 

Seeing Theodore enter the quiet room, Gideon finally raised his head. His weathered, 

powerful expression was completely unreadable. 

“Play a game with me,” Gideon said lightly, gesturing to the empty chair situated directly 

opposite him. 

“Okay,” Theodore answered simply, his tone completely respectful but firm. 

Marcus expertly maneuvered the bulky wheelchair into its proper place. He helped 

Theodore settle comfortably at the small table. 

Once Theodore was positioned perfectly, Marcus bowed his head respectfully. He quietly 

exited the study and closed the heavy door firmly behind him. 

The large room was completely silent except for the soft clack of wooden pieces hitting 

the board. 

They played several calculated moves in deep, unbroken concentration. Neither powerful 

man spoke a single word. 

Then, Theodore moved a carved knight forward on the board: He spoke as if it were an 

afterthought. 

“Grandfather, tomorrow I plan to arrange for someone I know to work as a gardener in 

the estate.” 
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“Just another hire for the pack.” Gideon did not even bother to look up from the 

intricately carved wooden board. 

His weathered, gnarled fingers hovered thoughtfully over a dark knight. “Arrange it 

however you see fit.” 

Theodore watched his grandfather’s highly calculating movements in complete silence. 

The old Alpha King was always ten steps ahead of everyone else in the room. 

“As long as you’ve vetted the person yourself,” Gideon added smoothly, his tone leaving 

no room for argument. 

Within the massive territory of the Crimson Moon Pack, absolute trust was an incredibly 

rare commodity. Every single member of the household staff required a rigorous, deeply 

invasive background check. 

Whether it was a high–ranking butler, a lowly servant, a kitchen cook, or a simple 

groundskeeper, the strict 

rules remained absolute. No one was permitted anywhere near Gideon without extensive, 

obsessive scrutiny. 

This vital security process had once fallen entirely under the strict purview of Gideon’s 

personal butler. It was a massive, highly coveted responsibility that controlled the daily 

flow of information in the pack. 

But in recent years, the delicate power dynamic had shifted subtly behind closed doors. 

The entire vetting process had been quietly transferred to Marcus. 

Marcus was Theodore’s fiercely loyal and most trusted Beta. He now handled all such 

delicate matters with ruthless, unwavering efficiency. 

This silent transfer of administrative power spoke volumes about Theodore’s steadily 

rising influence. He essentially controlled exactly who walked the hallowed halls of the 

main estate, 

“Understood,” Theodore replied calmly, his handsome face betraying zero emotion. He 

purposefully placed his next piece on the checkered board. 



Almost immediately, he realized his fatal, unavoidable mistake. He had lost the grueling 

game yet again. 

Gideon let out a low, rough hum of deep acknowledgment. He casually swept his winning 

pieces back onto the side of the polished board. 

The Alpha King rose slowly from his heavy, ornate wooden seat. His commanding, 

terrifying presence instantly filled every corner of the quiet study. 

“Chess doesn’t lie,” Gideon spoke in a tone that was calm yet heavily weighted with 

dangerous meaning. “Garrett still has a long way to go before he can stand where you 

stand.” 

Theodore remained perfectly still in his expensive wheelchair. He absorbed the hidden, 

complex praise without showing a single trace of outward pride. 

Gideon paused by the massive glass window, looking out into the pitch–black night. “As 

for the gift you gave Amelia.” 

Theodore’s glowing golden eyes narrowed slightly in the dim light. He waited patiently 

for the inevitable, harsh judgment from his grandfather. 

“Since it was your own decision, I’ll take it to mean you’re certain of what you feel for 

her,” Gideon continued smoothly. “I won’t interfere.” 

The old man turned back slowly to face his crippled grandson. His piercing, ancient gaze 

locked fiercely onto Theodore’s face. 

“My position remains the exact same,” Gideon declared with absolute, unquestionable 

authority. “As long as nothing goes wrong, the title of heir to the Crimson Moon Pack is 

still yours.” 

Theodore set down his own wooden pieces in total, suffocating silence. He turned those 

heavy, loaded words over and over in his sharp mind. 

*As long as nothing goes wrong.* 

That was the highly dangerous condition the old man had deliberately attached to his 

promise. It was an unspoken, deadly threat wrapped neatly in a false reassurance. 

It clearly meant that if something did go wrong, the immense power could be snatched 

away instantly. The coveted title might no longer be his to claim. 

By the time the two ambitious brothers finally left Gideon’s sprawling estate, the night air 

felt suffocating. Derek’s initial frustration had quickly curdled into something much uglier 

and far more volatile. 



He kicked violently at the loose gravel scattered along the dark garden path. He cursed 

Theodore under his breath with pure, unadulterated venom. 

“He is just a soft blade,” Derek spat angrily into the cold darkness. “The kind of cowardly 

weapon that cuts without warning.” 

Derek’s handsome face twisted into a cruel, highly sadistic sneer. He began to pace wildly 

near their parked luxury car. 

“If we ever seize power, I won’t just kill him quickly,” Derek muttered darkly, his fists 

clenching. “I’ll hand Theodore over to someone truly depraved.” 

He laughed, a harsh and extremely grating sound that echoed in the quiet night. “I just 

want to watch that arrogant cripple suffer endlessly.” 

Garrett stood completely still by the heavy car door. He didn’t respond to his brother’s 

manic, bloodthirsty ranting right away. 

The bitter, humiliating sting of losing at chess still sat heavily within him. Gideon’s 

profound look of utter disappointment was lodged in his chest like a poisonous thorn. 

He simply couldn’t pull the agonizing memory free. He had studied the complex game 

intensely for months on end. 

Yet, he had still lost to the old man without any ceremony or dignity. He knew exactly 

what that dismissive, cold look from his grandfather meant for his future. 

But a simple chess match could be lost without destroying everything. The ultimate 

succession of the Crimson Moon Pack could not. 

Derek nudged his shoulder roughly, pressing him heavily for a supportive response. 

Garrett finally gave a vague, entirely hollow agreement just to shut him up. 

“Sure, Derek,” Garrett murmured absently, his mind racing. “Whatever you say.” 

That weak confirmation was more than enough to send his foolish brother into a fit of 

gleeful anticipation. Derek was already picturing Theodore’s brutal downfall as though it 

were completely guaranteed. 

Watching his brother’s blind, incredibly foolish confidence, something bitter and tangled 

stirred deep in Garrett’s chest. He knew this brutal war was far from over. 

Whether Theodore’s threatening words tonight had been a bluff or the truth, it didn’t 

matter anymore. Their dangerous play for absolute power had already gone way too far to 

turn back. 



Garrett made a cold, highly calculated silent resolution in the dark. Jasper and Uncle M 

desperately needed to make their move. 

And they needed to do it soon before Theodore solidified his absolute control. Time was 

rapidly running out for the fourth branch of the family. 

If nothing had shifted in their favor by next month, Garrett wouldn’t hesitate to take 

extreme, unforgivable measures. He would have her grave completely desecrated. 

Or worse, he would have her name struck from the pack’s official records entirely. He 

would do whatever it took to drive Uncle M into violent, uncontrollable action. 

It was Theodore’s most heavily guarded wound, perfectly ready to be used as brutal 

leverage. It was an undeniably cruel, heartless move. 

But Garrett clenched his jaw tightly as he got into the car. He was rapidly running out of 

clean, honorable options. 

Back in his private room after washing up, Theodore opened his sleek laptop. He 

immediately initiated a highly secure video call with Amelia. 

The bright screen flickered to life, revealing her stunningly beautiful face. She was deeply 

engrossed in following the latest chaotic pack news. 

I could mean he had been fully aware of the old conspiracy all along. 

He might have even quietly sanctioned the cruel, devastating plan years ago to swap out 

Jasper at birth. It was a terrifying, highly unsettling possibility. 

But Gideon’s firm decision not to intervene made the truth of that old arrangement harder 

to read, not easier. The Alpha King’s true motives remained completely hidden in the 

murky shadows. 

Amelia seemed mildly surprised by this unexpected revelation. She tilted her head, her 

dark wavy hair falling gracefully over her slender shoulders. 

She had assumed the massive, extravagant gift was merely a calculated political 

maneuver. She thought it was, at least in part, a way of testing Gideon’s true reaction. 

“No.” Theodore said it plainly, his deep voice leaving absolutely no room for doubt. 

His intense golden gaze settled firmly on her through the digital screen with quiet, 

unwavering certainty. 

He wanted her to understand his true heart completely. 



“I gave you that gift because I meant it,” he continued. 

“I can’t promise that the person I am right now will never change – but if I do change, if I 

become someone who might hurt you because of it, then I’d rather cut that possibility off 

at the root right now, before it ever gets the chance to grow.” 

He paused, letting the heavy weight of his absolute devotion settle between them. When 

he spoke again, his voice was low and incredibly steady. 

“And if I do change – if I ever become someone who would try to take it back, or worse – I 

think we both know you wouldn’t give me the chance.” 
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I ended the secure video call with Theodore. The screen went completely black, but my 

mind was still racing with possibilities. 

I leaned back in my leather chair and stared at the dark monitor. Jade York had officially 

severed all ties with Griffin Drake. 

Her public announcement had sent massive shockwaves through the elite packs. She had 

drawn a very clear line in the sand. 

There was absolutely no reason for me to hold back anymore. I opened the highly 

encrypted folder on my desktop. 

It contained the massive cache of secret audio recordings Jade had quietly provided me. 

They were filled with the disgusting private conversations of Griffin, Lucas, and their 

arrogant circle. 

Since Jade had completely broken up with Griffin, hiding these files was pointless. The 

digital files were a goldmine of corruption. 

I selected the entire batch of audio files without a second thought. I sent them directly to 

the most prominent anonymous media accounts in the werewolf network. 

It was time for the world to hear exactly what these so–called noble Alphas talked about 

behind closed doors. They perfectly captured the absolute arrogance of the capital’s elite. 

I clicked on one specific recording that had caught my eye earlier. The audio quality was 

incredibly crisp, capturing their sickening laughter perfectly. 



Lucas Lloyd’s voice echoed loudly through my quiet office. He was spewing pure venom in 

their private group chat. 

“That dirty bitch thinks she can touch us?” Lucas sneered on the recording. “I bet 

Starlight Entertainment will completely collapse within two months.” 

I listened coldly as he laid out his pathetic, arrogant wager with Griffin. If he won, he 

demanded that I publicly bow at his feet. 

“She’ll apologize in front of everyone,” Lucas boasted loudly. “And then she’ll lick my 

boots.” 

I could practically picture his smug, ugly expression. He truly believed he was 

untouchable. 

A moment later, his tone shifted to a desperate, fawning whine. He was clearly trying to 

impress Griffin. 

“Actually, she’s only fit to lick your boots, Griffin,” Lucas corrected himself eagerly, 

The recording continued, detailing their malicious plot for that very night. They planned 

to forge a scandalous video involving me at eight o’clock and spread it across the internet. 

I paused the audio, a dark, icy smile forming on my lips. They really thought they could 

destroy me so easily. 

With this damning recording in my hands, the upcoming live stream was going to be 

incredibly entertaining. Walking Lucas like a dog in front of millions of netizens would be 

truly satisfying. 

I picked up my phone and dialed Silas’s secure number immediately. She answered on the 

first ring with absolute professionalism. 

“Silas, I need you to deploy our best rogues,” I ordered sharply. “Protect Jade York’s safety 

twenty–four hours a day, starting right now.” 

The next morning, the impact of the leaked audio was absolutely explosive. The werewolf 

internet was completely on fire. 

Griffin Drake’s carefully crafted public image plummeted straight to rock bottom. The 

netizens were thoroughly disgusted by his crude, vile behavior. 

Every forum was flooded with comments praising Jade’s decision. They all agreed that a 

disgusting Alpha like Griffin deserved to be dumped so publicly. 



But the absolute worst of the backlash fell directly onto Lucas Lloyd. He was being cursed 

and mocked relentlessly on every single platform. 

The mighty heir was now nothing more than a public joke. His carefully constructed 

facade had shattered completely. 

Everyone was eagerly counting down the hours. They couldn’t wait to see me publicly 

humiliate him. 

Lucas had panicked and tried to flee the territory quietly during the night. He desperately 

wanted to escape the brewing storm. 

But I had already anticipated his cowardly move. I had my people cut off every single one 

of his escape routes. 

The netizens quickly caught wind of his failed escape attempt. They ruthlessly mocked 

him as a sore loser who was destined to face his punishment. 

I arrived at the Starlight Entertainment headquarters feeling incredibly satisfied. The 

atmosphere in the building was electric, 

The Starlight team was working flawlessly under pressure. We were finally turning the 

tide against our enemies. 

My secretary, Anya, rushed into my office with a bright, excited smile. She practically 

shoved the financial reports onto my desk. 

“Our company stock is rising steadily, Miss Stone!” Anya reported eagerly. “And the Drake 

family’s affiliated stocks are in a complete freefall.” 

She then handed me the latest official update on the police investigation. The “Night City” 

incident had taken a massive turn. 

The authorities had confirmed that the guests at the illegal gathering were secretly 

drugged. None of them had participated voluntarily. 

The notorious venue had been officially sealed off by the territory enforcers. They were 

now waiting for Matriarch Octavia Drake’s final verdict on the matter. 

I tapped my pen against the desk, my mind calculating the next steps. This was a truly 

beautiful counterattack. 

And ironically, I had Celine’s foolish blunder to thank for this massive breakthrough. I 

should have prioritized dealing with her already. 



Celine had secretly taken over “The Broker” trafficking network. She was a highly 

dangerous loose end that needed to be clipped. 

But I had to keep her in play just a little longer. I needed to use the Elara Performing Arts 

Institute to lure out the real mastermind behind the Drake family. 

Glenda’s terrified confession echoed clearly in my memory. The Drake family hosted a 

highly secretive party for the elite every April. 

That shadowed gathering was my ultimate target. It would be the perfect opportunity to 

annihilate their entire corrupt network in one decisive strike. 

Until then, I needed to maintain our momentum. I looked up at Anya, my expression 

turning strictly professional. 

“Tell the production team to focus entirely on filming *Treatment Diary*,” I instructed 

firmly. “We need to ensure Starlight Entertainment continues to advance steadily.” 

(Author’s POV) 

Northgate City, Royal Bowling Alley VIP Room. 

The atmosphere inside the luxurious VIP room was suffocatingly oppressive. The heavy 

scent of expensive cigars and dark Alpha pheromones filled the air. 

Lucas Lloyd paced frantically in front of the plush leather sofas. He was sweating 

profusely, his face pale with raw terror, 

He desperately begged Griffin Drake for a way out of this nightmare. His father, Alpha 

Lloyd, had strictly forbidden him from leaving the pack territory. 

The day after tomorrow, Amelia’s live stream was scheduled to happen. She was going to 

humiliate him in front of the entire werewolf world. 

Lucas threw his hands up in sheer desperation. He completely lacked any plan to save 

himself. 

“I only got into this mess to vent your anger, Griffin!” Lucas argued, his voice cracking 

with panic. “I was doing this for you!” 

He continued to complain bitterly, blind to the dangerous shift in the room. He claimed he 

would have left the birthday banquet early if Griffin hadn’t promised a main event. 

Those foolish, cowardly words completely shattered Griffin’s thin patience. A dark, 

murderous rage flashed in Griffin’s cold grey eyes. 



Griffin lunged forward and viciously kicked the heavy glass coffee table. The solid piece of 

furniture launched directly at Lucas. 

The hard, sharp corner smashed brutally into Lucas’s knee. Lucas collapsed to the floor 

with a loud, agonizing groan. 

Two burly bodyguards stepped forward immediately. They grabbed Lucas roughly and 

pinned him down. onto the shattered glass of the ruined table. 

The deafening crash echoed loudly off the soundproof walls. Shards of glass scattered 

everywhere. 

Lucas’s cheek was squashed painfully against the jagged debris. He whimpered helplessly 

like a beaten pup. 

Griffin casually picked up a full bottle of expensive red wine. He walked over and 

smashed it violently against the top of Lucas’s head. 

The heavy glass exploded on impact. Dark red wine and fresh blood flowed rapidly down 

Lucas’s hair. 

The metallic scent of fresh blood mixed with the sweet aroma of spilled wine. It created a 

sickening, metallic stench in the room. 

Griffin stepped forward and pressed his heavy boot onto the back of Lucas’s neck. He 

pinned the trembling wolf to the floor. 

“No one ever asked you to provoke Amelia,” Griffin said, his voice terrifyingly calm and 

cold. 

“Even if the Drake family is facing trouble, it is not your place to come here and demand 

answers from me.” 

Lucas was completely overwhelmed by absolute terror. He trembled violently under the 

crushing weight of Griffin’s boot. 

He begged for mercy, his words tumbling out in a pathetic rush. He loudly admitted his 

own incompetence and cursed his big mouth. 

Griffin scoffed and casually tossed the broken bottleneck aside. He slowly leaned down 

over the bleeding man. 

He shifted his boot, pressing the hard leather tip against Lucas’s bloody jaw. He forced 

Lucas to tilt his head up and meet his cold gaze. “You have exactly one more chance to 

eliminate Amelia,” Griffin said lightly, as if discussing the weather. 



Griffin gestured sharply to his bodyguards. The two massive men immediately released 

their brutal grip. 

Lucas stumbled and scrambled to his knees in the mess of wine and blood. He bowed his 

head, desperately pledging his unwavering loyalty. 

Griffin turned away and sat back down on the luxurious leather sofa. He carelessly wiped 

his blood–stained fingers on the edge of Lucas’s ruined collar. 

He looked up at his nervous assistant standing nearby. He ordered Wade to hand over a 

specific package they had prepared earlier. 

Wade quickly retrieved a small, heavy box and held it out. Griffin stared down at it with 

half–closed eyes. 

“The day after tomorrow, Amelia plans to humiliate you publicly on her live stream, 

doesn’t she?” Griffin asked, his tone dripping with dark amusement. 

“When the time comes, avoid the camera and tie this tightly around your own neck.” 

Griffin’s lips curled into a cruel, highly calculated smile. “I will tell you exactly what to do 

next at the right moment.” 

Lucas didn’t even dare to wipe the thick blood from his eyes. He grabbed the package 

tightly against his chest. 

He nodded repeatedly, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and desperate hope. Then, he 

scrambled to his feet and fled the VIP room miserably. 

Assistant Wade watched the bloody man stumble out the heavy doors. He shifted 

uncomfortably, a deep frown creasing his forehead. 

“Alpha, isn’t this too risky?” Wadé asked hesitantly. “Amelia is going to broadcast live that 

day…” 
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At the end of the empty bowling alley, Griffin stood frozen. He gripped a heavy bowling 

ball tightly in his right hand. 

An uncontrollable rage flared wildly within his cold grey eyes. He stared hatefully at the 

neatly arranged white pins standing ahead. 



A low roar of pure fury tore violently from his throat. He hurled the heavy ball forward 

with an unstoppable physical force. 

The bowling ball slammed brutally into the pristine white pins. A deafening crash of 

shattering impact echoed sharply throughout the silent building. 

The damaged pins scattered and flew violently across the polished floor. Yet, this 

aggressive display did nothing to quell the massive fury inside his chest. 

The vivid image of his grandmother Octavia being forcibly taken away replayed endlessly 

in his tortured mind. It was exactly like a poisonous thorn buried deep inside his nerves. 

His dark voice echoed eerily through the heavy silence of the empty alley. “Amelia will 

never expect this brilliant twist,” Griffin muttered darkly. 

“This pathetic little live stream bet might actually cost her her wretched life.” 

Griffin clenched his fists so tightly that his knuckles turned a ghostly white. His sharp 

nails dug ruthlessly into his palms, leaving deep red crescent marks. 

His grandmother could not suffer this terrible implication in vain. He swore a silent, 

bloody oath to make Amelia Stone pay a truly agonizing price. 

It was the night before the anticipated public bet. Amelia had just finished her secure 

video call with Theodore. 

Her phone screen lit up brightly once again. An unknown number flashed on the display. 

She answered the call with a calm facial expression. A deeply familiar and boring voice 

drifted through the speaker. 

It was Damien Blackwood. He had deliberately changed to a new phone number just to 

bypass her blocks. 

Damien immediately asked if she had received his birthday gift. His tone was laced with 

an arrogant sense of expectation. 

Upon hearing that the gift had never arrived, he instantly seized the opportunity. He 

began to make a massive fuss over the missing item. 

He used undisguised sarcasm to imply that Theodore had intentionally withheld his 

present. His pathetic jealousy was painfully obvious. 

Amelia maintained a calm tone throughout his childish rant. However, every single word 

she spoke in return was laced with sharp thorns. 



She effortlessly turned the ridiculous situation right back around on his head. “You gave 

your gift to Theodore to pass on to me,” Amelia stated with a cold laugh. 

“That kind of behavior is what we call true stupidity.” 

Damien brushed off her accurate insult. He shifted the conversation to his own delusional 

personal ambitions. 

He confidently promised to snatch the Blackwood Pack inheritance back from Penelope 

within three years. 

Amelia listened to his arrogant boasting with genuine exasperation. “Penelope is vastly 

superior to you in absolutely every aspect of leadership,” Amelia told him truthfully. 

“The mere fact that she has tolerated your useless existence until now is a rare leniency.” 

She advised him to drop those pathetic, highly unrealistic delusions of grandeur. She told 

him to simply tuck his tail between his legs and stay quiet. 

“Just behave honestly in the Blackwood house,” Amelia finished speaking in a flat tone. 

“Perhaps your family will still be willing to treat you decently.” 

She decisively ended the frustrating call. She immediately blocked this brand new number 

without a second thought. 

Her phone had barely settled onto the wooden desk when another unknown caller ID 

popped up. Amelia picked the device right back up and answered it smoothly. 

The very first desperate word spoken by the anxious person on the other end made her 

pause. A faint, highly mocking smile deliberately curled the corners of her lips. 

It was the thoroughly defeated Lucas Lloyd calling her. “Well, if it isn’t my pathetic little 

lapdog Lucas,” Amelia teased playfully into the receiver. 

“What exactly is your specific purpose for calling me tonight?” 

Lucas sounded incredibly frantic and desperate on the other end of the secure line. He 

straightforwardly offered to use a massive sum of money to completely cancel their 

humiliating public bet. 

Amelia casually tossed out a ridiculous figure of ten billion dollars. “If you cannot 

immediately produce that exact amount, then do not waste our precious time,” she 

mocked him coldly. 

Hitting a massive brick wall with his foolish financial offensive, Lucas took a sharp, 

incredibly deep breath. 



He quickly and desperately pivoted his entire negotiation strategy. 

He anxiously offered to provide highly classified internal intelligence regarding Griffin 

Drake. He eagerly wanted to trade this secret information for a solid guarantee of his own 

personal safety. 

Amelia remained completely noncommittal to his frantic bargaining attempts. She simply 

stated calmly that she might consider his offer if the intelligence proved valuable enough. 

Lucas fell into a heavy, incredibly tense silence for an agonizing moment. He hesitated for 

a significantly long time before finally forcing the difficult words out. 

He revealed nervously that Griffin had handed him an unknown, highly suspicious object 

earlier that day. 

Griffin had strictly ordered him to tie it securely to the dog leash on the day of the live 

stream. 

Lucas quietly admitted that he had nearly been beaten to absolute death by a furious 

Griffin yesterday. A terrible premonition had deeply taken root in his racing heart. 

He had been far too terrified to privately inspect the strange, heavy item himself. Instead, 

he had secretly taken a clear photograph of it to send to her for verification. 

A moment later, the message loaded onto her screen. Amelia stared incredibly intently at 

the digital image displayed clearly before her. 

It was a small, compact device cleverly disguised in the innocent shape of a decorative 

bell. Her striking sapphire blue eyes instantly darkened with cold realization. 

Having been deeply immersed in the complex ways of medicine and herbs for years, she 

was highly observant. She was absolutely no stranger to quickly identifying various highly 

dangerous items. 

That seemingly innocent bell was actually a highly sophisticated, incredibly deadly 

miniature bomb. It possessed a relatively limited but highly concentrated blast radius. 

However, it was powerful enough to cause immediate, lethal damage at such a close 

physical range. The remote detonation controller was undoubtedly resting safely in 

Griffin’s hands. 

If this hidden explosive device were suddenly detonated directly at the crowded live 

stream venue, Lucas 

would definitely die instantly. And Amelia, standing right beside him, would find it 

impossible to escape severe injury. 



Dead men could never speak. Griffin would completely distance himself from the horrific 

aftermath, while Amelia would be instantly dragged down into an inescapable whirlpool 

of terrifying public opinion. 

Amelia coldly sighed in her heart at the sheer magnitude of Griffin’s vicious malice. This 

was a truly venomous scheme designed to perfectly kill two birds with one single stone. 

Yet, Griffin had made one massive, entirely fatal miscalculation in his grand plan. He had 

never expected his loyal attack dog to suddenly bite back at the critical moment. 

She typed out a concise text reply. She confirmed his worst fears: it was indeed a real 

bomb. 

The text arrived. Lucas’s phone slipped out of his trembling fingers. It dropped heavily 

onto his bed. 

He slumped backward, paralyzed. His face drained of all color, turning a ghostly pale. 

He had already harbored a dark premonition, but seeing the truth confirmed sent violent 

chills down his spine. He vividly recalled the brutality of being beaten yesterday. 

Griffin did not care if he lived or died. He wanted to use his death to drag Amelia down 

into hell. 

Lucas took a ragged breath to steady his racing heart. He reached out and picked his 

phone back up. 

He typed out a final reply to Amelia. 
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Amelia stared at the message from Lucas on her phone screen. She quickly typed out a 

concise reply to the young man. 

“Hand that bell over to me, and I can guarantee you will not die. But the dog–walking bet 

must still be fulfilled.” 

On the other end, Lucas completely abandoned his personal dignity. Staying alive was the 

only thing that mattered to him right now. 



He gritted his teeth and typed back. “How do I hand the item over to you?” 

Amelia’s response was brief. “Someone will go to fetch it tomorrow morning.” 

Lucas let out a deep breath and simply replied with one word. “Okay.” 

Amelia placed her phone down and immediately contacted Silas. Her tone was calm, yet 

she issued her commands with clarity. 

“Have someone go to Lucas’s place tomorrow morning to retrieve an item. It contains a 

bomb.” 

Silas remained silent, listening intently. 

“After retrieving it, have someone craft a new bell with an identical appearance,” Amelia 

continued smoothly. “Then, take that original bell containing the bomb. During my live 

stream, use a same–city express courier to deliver it directly to Griffin.” 

“Understood,” Silas’s voice came through the speaker. 

Amelia ended the call and set the device aside. Her gaze grew incredibly cold. 

It seemed that suffering a loss once was not enough for Griffin. He intended to taste bitter 

suffering once again in a short time. 

The next morning arrived with a pale light creeping across the horizon. Lucas had not 

slept a single wink the entire night. 

Pure fear had kept him tossing and turning in his bed until dawn. He was leaning against 

his headboard in a dazed state. 

Suddenly, he detected a fleeting shadow flashing past his window. A sharp knock sounded 

against the glass. 

Lucas sat up sharply, staring at the window with intense vigilance. “Who is it?” he asked 

in a low, trembling voice. 

The window was pushed open from the outside. A woman wearing a black jacket vaulted 

smoothly into the room. 

Her expression was completely cold. “Cut the crap. Where is the item?” 

Lucas swallowed hard and slowly reached toward his nightstand. He carefully picked up 

the small bell, his hands shaking uncontrollably. 



He was terrified that a single unsteady movement would instantly detonate it. The woman 

snatched the bell directly from his trembling grasp. 

She swept a chilling glance over his pathetic form. “Trash,” she spat out the word in a low 

volume. 

Immediately after, she tossed a fake bell with an identical appearance straight at him. 

Lucas fumbled clumsily to catch the small metal object. 

His face flushed red at her harsh insult, but he did not dare to utter a rebuttal. He could 

only watch helplessly as she vaulted cleanly back out the window. 

He stood frozen in the center of his bedroom for a very long time. His sweaty fingers 

gripped the fake bell tightly. 

No matter how humiliating this situation was, keeping his life was the priority. Once this 

degrading dog–walking bet was over, he would immediately buy a plane ticket. 

He planned to flee the country and get far away from this hellhole. 

After waking up, Amelia sent a text message to Natasha. She confirmed they would gather 

at Starlight Entertainment to prepare for the live stream. 

1 

She posted a highly anticipated teaser for the broadcast on social media. Natasha replied 

instantly, stating she was already on her way. 

Amelia headed downstairs to the dining room for breakfast. She asked Jaxon and 

Seraphina if they would watch the live stream today. 

Seraphina offered a gentle smile and shook her head. She explained that she did not 

understand these trendy things. 

Jaxon looked up from his morning coffee. He stated that Umbra Analytics was dedicating 

all efforts to a new project. 

They were researching the new herbal formula introduced from Rowan Calder. Therefore, 

he could not spare any free time today. 

Amelia nodded understandingly and did not say anything more. Upon arriving at Starlight 

Entertainment, she found Natasha waiting at the entrance. 

Natasha’s golden eyes were gleaming with uncontained excitement. She suggested 

starting the live stream early to warm up the audience. 



She wanted to film Amelia’s daily working state. Amelia agreed, and the live stream room 

was activated. 

The loyal viewers immediately flooded into the channel. The comment section began 

scrolling at a rapid pace. 

Some impatient fans urged her to reveal when Lucas would finally arrive. Other 

enthusiastic followers shouted demands for Amelia to release a new book. 

There were even fans asking about news regarding a brand new song. Natasha smiled 

brightly at the camera lens. 

She playfully emphasized that today’s theme was simply dog–walking. Around ten o’clock, 

Amelia finished processing the urgent documents. 

The heavy office door was suddenly pushed open. Anya rushed inside, her face carrying a 

trace of uncontrollable mischief. 

“Lucas Lloyd has finally arrived,” Anya reported eagerly. “He is waiting at the company 

entrance.” 

Natasha immediately turned the camera toward her own face. She loudly joked to the 

audience that Lucas was a man of his word. 

The viewers in the comment section were absolutely merciless. They claimed he simply 

did not want to lose face at his own front door. 

Coming all the way here to be embarrassed actually proved he had some guts. Amelia 

stood up gracefully from her leather chair. 

She calmly picked up her tailored jacket and slipped it on. She walked out of the office 

with Natasha following closely behind. 

At that exact moment, Griffin was sitting inside a luxurious private box. He was carefully 

accompanying a distinguished middle–aged man. 

The man turned his body slightly toward Griffin with a hint of careless teasing. He 

mockingly noted that Griffin’s fiancée had surprisingly dumped him in a unilateral 

manner. 

He then casually commented on Jade York’s fiery personality. The man stated that Jade’s 

temper was actually quite reminiscent of Zoey from back in the day. 

She was difficult to handle, yet undeniably interesting. Griffin’s expression stiffened 

slightly at the unexpected comparison. 



He did not dare to speak out of turn or show his displeasure. However, he secretly 

speculated wildly in his dark heart. 

Could someone of his immense standing actually have taken a romantic fancy to Jade? 

Before he could ponder further, a nervous assistant quietly entered the private box. 

He leaned down and reported in a low, urgent whisper. He informed Griffin that Lucas 

had already taken the initiative to find Amelia. 

The highly anticipated live stream was about to begin. The middle–aged man glanced 

sideways at Griffin with a completely casual tone. 

“Your grandmother was just taken away by the authorities,” the man pointed out 

smoothly. “Yet you still have the relaxed mood to sit here and watch a live stream.” 

Griffin immediately lowered his cold grey eyes to hide his malice. He offered a highly 

respectful explanation to the powerful man. 

“I have deliberately added a little something special for Amelia in this broadcast,” Griffin 

stated smoothly. 

“The final effect will be truly explosive.” 

Hearing this dark promise, the middle–aged man’s interest was genuinely piqued. He 

silently gestured for the assistant to bring the computer over to the table. 

The assistant quickly opened the sleek laptop. The live broadcast instantly popped up 

brightly on the screen. 

The clear footage showed the grand entrance of Starlight Entertainment. Amelia was 

standing tall and confident on the top steps. 

Lucas was standing awkwardly right in front of her. He was wearing a low baseball cap, 

dark sunglasses, and a thick face mask. 

His stiff posture and nervous movements revealed an undeniable embarrassment. 

“Bring me the remote control,” Griffin commanded. He stretched out his right hand, his 

voice chillingly calm. 

“Yes, sir,” the loyal assistant replied immediately. He stepped forward quickly. 

He respectfully placed the remote control directly into Griffin’s waiting hand. Then, he 

quietly stepped back behind the luxurious sofa chair. 
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The middle–aged man glanced at the remote control in Griffin’s hand. He shifted his gaze 

back to the laptop screen. He stared at Amelia on the screen with interest. 

“She is so young,” the man said, his tone carrying a hint of teasing. “How does she have 

such great ability to make your Drake family look so pathetic?” 

Griffin kept his cold grey eyes glued to the screen. Hearing this pointed question, he 

answered immediately. 

“I have sent people to investigate her background in detail. Aside from her known 

friendship with the Calder, family in Northgate City, we cannot find any other forces 

backing her.” 

The middle–aged man raised an eyebrow. “So, you are saying she only has the Crimson 

Moon Pack supporting her behind the scenes?” 

Griffin nodded his head slowly. “According to the current investigation results, that 

should definitely be the case.” 

The middle–aged man’s calculating gaze did not leave the live footage of Amelia. 

“Since that is the case, I can give the Crimson Moon Pack a little warning on your behalf,” 

the man said lightly. “I will let their eldest young master properly restrain his own 

woman.” 

His tone was completely casual. It was as if this massive move was nothing more than a 

trivial matter to him. 

The heavy stone hanging in Griffin’s anxious heart finally fell safely to the ground. He 

quickly expressed his deep gratitude. 

“Thank you so much for being willing to help,” Griffin said eagerly. “With you stepping 

forward, I believe the Crimson Moon Pack will definitely show some proper restraint.” 

At the same time, the atmosphere in front of Starlight Entertainment was exceptionally 

lively. Anya stood near the entrance and looked at Amelia, hesitating to speak. 

Amelia understood her silent meaning. She generously announced that the employees 

could take paid time off today to watch the show. 



Anya excitedly notified everyone of the news. The employees cheered wildly with pure 

joy. They quickly rushed to the glass windows or ran downstairs to watch the spectacle. 

Amidst the crowd of onlookers, Lucas kept his head hung low in deep shame. He slowly 

admitted his total defeat in a weak voice. 

“A bet is a bet,” Lucas muttered miserably. He acknowledged that he was indeed here to 

be walked like a dog. 

Natasha reached into her designer bag with a wide grin. She pulled out a specially 

prepared dog leash covered in sharp metal studs. 

The viewers watching in the live stream room immediately started cheering excitedly at 

the sight of the prop. Some amused people even asked in the comment section if anyone 

had prepared a bone. 

Amelia calmly reached out and took the studded dog leash from her friend. She walked 

right up to where Lucas was standing awkwardly. 

She mockingly asked the defeated young man if he wanted to tie the collar himself, or if 

he needed someone else to help him. 

Lucas gritted his teeth so hard his jaw ached in humiliation. He snatched the heavy dog 

leash from her hands, angrily stating he would tie it himself. 

He immediately used this minor task as a convenient excuse to request a quick trip to the 

nearby bathroom first. In reality, this was a deliberate move designed to avoid the crowd. 

He desperately needed to secretly attach the small metal bell containing the deadly bomb 

fuse to the collar. He had to put on a convincing show for Griffin’s watchful eyes. 

Inside the quiet bathroom, Lucas faced the bright mirror and secured the studded dog 

leash around his own neck. His fingers shook violently as he attached the explosive bell to 

the metal ring. 

He steeled himself mentally for a long moment before slowly pushing the door open and 

walking back out. The loud gasps from the surrounding Starlight employees made him feel 

incredibly humiliated. 

It felt exactly as if he had been stripped naked and paraded in public for the entire world 

to mock. 

Natasha looked at his neck in genuine confusion. She quickly pointed out to the audience 

that she certainly had not prepared a bell for the leash. 



The countless viewers in the live stream instantly began mocking Lucas without any 

mercy. They laughed loudly through their keyboards, claiming that he was getting 

addicted to being a dog since he brought his own equipment. 

Amelia looked closely at that small metal bell hanging from his neck. She curled her index 

finger discreetly and called out to him with a mocking tone. 

“Come here, Rover.” 

Lucas reluctantly took a slow step forward. He lowered his voice to a harsh whisper and 

angrily rebuked Amelia for going way too far with this stunt. 

He desperately reminded her that they had already reached a secret agreement. Yet, she 

was still humiliating him in front of so many judging people. 

Natasha fired back at him without missing a single beat. She loudly brought up the 

infamous audio recording that had been widely exposed on the internet. 

She sharply pointed out exactly how arrogant Lucas had been back then. Now, his current 

pathetic embarrassment perfectly matched the weight of his past arrogance. 

Amelia gave him a highly subtle warning look. She quietly hinted to him that this 

particular dog walking session might actually last a very long time. 

The exact duration of his public torture would depend entirely on when Griffin finally 

decided to detonate the explosive device. 

She looked down at Lucas, who was still stubbornly standing upright on his own two feet. 

A cold sneer escaped her soft lips. 

Amelia suddenly raised her booted foot and kicked him directly in the back of his knee. 

Lucas was caught completely off guard. 

He crashed down onto his knees heavily against the hard concrete. His hands instinctively 

hit the ground to catch his fall, making his posture look exactly like a dog. 

He immediately struggled wildly to stand back up. However, Amelia ruthlessly stepped 

her heavy boot hard onto his lower back, pinning him down. 

She coldly reminded him that he had absolutely no room left to bargain with her. Lucas 

froze completely in place under her crushing weight. 

He finally realized that he could not fight against Amelia’s overwhelming power at all. He 

could only silently endure this soul–crushing humiliation to keep his miserable life. 



He lowered his head in utter defeat. His shaking hands gripped the rough ground as he 

slowly crawled forward, taking it step by agonizing step. 

The chaotic emotions in the live stream room instantly reached a boiling climax. The 

millions of viewers watched the screen eagerly. 

They saw the once arrogant Lucas Lloyd actually crawling on the cold ground like an 

obedient dog. The scrolling comments exploded with endless cheers. 

Amelia walked slowly and confidently behind him, holding the studded leash tightly in her 

hand. She loudly demanded that Rover bark twice at the camera lens to greet the 

audience. 

Lucas whipped his head around sharply, glaring up at her with pure fury burning in his 

eyes. Amelia simply scoffed lightly in response to his pathetic anger. 

She coldly stated that if she had been the one to lose the bet, her ultimate fate would have 

been far worse. 

Griffin’s thumb rubbed against the smooth surface of the remote control. He stared coldly 

at the bright laptop screen sitting on the table. 

He watched Lucas, who had already been crawling pathetically on the ground for about 

ten minutes. His chilling grey eyes slowly darkened with pure malice. 

It was just about time to end this little show. It was finally time to press the button and 

make Amelia suffer a bit. 

“Next, it is time to add something highly interesting to this live broadcast,” Griffin said 

smoothly to the middle–aged man beside him. 

A deeply cruel smirk formed on his handsome features. He raised his thumb high, fully 

preparing to press the red button on the remote control. 

Right at that exact moment, his loyal assistant knocked loudly on the wooden door and 

walked quickly inside the private box. The assistant was carefully holding a cardboard 

delivery box. 

“Alpha,” the assistant said respectfully, bowing his head. “The front desk just said 

someone delivered a same–day delivery package for you.” 
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Griffin casually glanced at the cardboard delivery box in Wade’s hands. He raised a dark 

eyebrow in mild curiosity. 

“A same–day delivery package?” Griffin asked casually. “Is there a name written on it to 

show who sent it?” 

His voice was completely flat and calm. He clearly did not have much interest in this 

random cardboard box. 

Wade stood rigidly to the side and shook his head quickly. “There is no name written on it 

at all, Alpha.” 

“Do you need me to open it and take a look?” Wade asked cautiously. 

Under normal circumstances, dealing with a delivery of unknown origin required strict 

protocols. Security personnel would definitely be called to open and inspect it first. 

They needed to ensure there were no dangerous items or harmful substances inside 

before handing it to Griffin. However, today’s situation was quite special and highly 

secure. 

This was the exclusive VIP lounge of the Royal Bowling Alley. The security outside the 

door was incrediblytight. 

Furthermore, the only people who knew Griffin would be here today were close allies 

tightly connected to the Drake Pack. Therefore, Wade hesitated deeply. 

He simply did not know if he should just open this package directly or call the guards. 

Griffin obviously 

thought of this exact same point as well. 

He waved his hand dismissively at his anxious assistant. “Just leave it over there for 

now.” 

“I will take a look at it later,” Griffin commanded softly. 

His attention remained entirely locked onto the bright laptop screen resting on the table 

in front of him. He truly did not care about the origin of this mysterious package. 

Right now, he was much more concerned with the live broadcast playing on the screen. He 

was eagerly waiting for Lucas to trigger the explosive device. 

He wanted to see exactly how shocking and bloody the scene would be when the blast 

went off. He could already vividly imagine that beautiful, chaotic moment. 



He pictured everyone on the screen screaming in pure terror. He imagined them all 

freezing in absolute panic at the sudden, violent turn of events. 

“Understood, Alpha,” Wade replied obediently. 

Wade immediately stepped forward, preparing to place the cardboard box down onto the 

glass table. At that exact same moment, Griffin’s thumb moved. 

He pressed down hard on the red button of the remote control in his hand without a single 

ounce ofhesitation. He smiled a cruel, twisted smile. 

“Bang!” 

A deafeningly loud explosion instantly ripped through the quiet VIP lounge. The terrifying 

blast of fire and force swallowed the entire room in a split second. 

Meanwhile, Amelia was still live–streaming outside the Starlight Entertainment building. 

She was casually holding the studded dog leash in her hand. 

She was slowly walking Lucas, who was still crawling pathetically, on the hard ground 

like an obedient dog. 

Suddenly, the cell phone in her pocket began to vibrate. 

She pulled it out and saw it was a call from Silas. Amelia answered the phone smoothly 

while keeping her eyes on Lucas. 

Silas’s cold, efficient voice immediately came through the speaker. “Boss, a massive 

explosion just occurred at Griffin’s location.” 

Amelia glanced down at the heavy dog leash securely fastened around Lucas’s trembling 

neck. A highly satisfied smile slowly bloomed across her beautiful face. 

Everything was proceeding perfectly according to her careful plans. Inside her mind, her 

silver wolf Ava let out a deeply joyful growl. 

“Beautifully done,” Ava purred with immense satisfaction. “Those arrogant enemies who 

want to hurt us absolutely deserve to taste their own bitter medicine.” 

Amelia silently agreed with her wolf’s vicious sentiment. She calmly ended the phone call 

and slipped the device back into her pocket. 

The crowd of onlookers continued to surround them, pointing and laughing at the 

disgraced young man. Natasha stood nearby, excitedly cheering and hyping up the 

audience. 



Amidst all this chaotic noise, Amelia only walked her human dog for another ten minutes. 

Then, she suddenly announced loudly that this punishment session was officially over. 

Lucas froze on the concrete ground, panting heavily. It was as if he had just received a 

miraculous royal pardon. 

He excitedly scrambled to untie the heavy studded collar from his bruised neck. He 

desperately wanted to run away from this nightmare as fast as possible. 

Amelia quickly bent down and picked up the discarded dog leash from the ground. She 

smoothly detached the small metal bell from the thick leather. 

She deliberately held the bell up and shouted loudly at Lucas’s retreating back. She made 

sure the camera lens captured her every move perfectly. 

“Hey, do you want to take this bell that belongs to you?” Amelia asked loudly. 

Lucas was completely consumed by his desperate urge to escape this intensely humiliating 

place. He quickly glanced back over his shoulder at her. 

“I don’t want it!” Lucas screamed back in a panic. 

Without another word, he turned around and sprinted away as fast as his legs could carry 

him. He did not care about his ruined reputation or his lost dignity anymore. 

Amelia looked directly into the live stream camera. She flashed a deeply meaningful smile 

at the millions of watching viewers. 

This brief, calculated scene was more than enough evidence. She had just successfully 

made every single viewer in the live stream a direct witness. 

They could all testify that the bell containing the bomb fuse was an item Lucas brought 

himself. Amelia casually tossed the small metal bell into a nearby trash can. 

She then reached out and directly ended the live broadcast. Natasha crossed her arms and 

loudly complained to Amelia. 

She felt that letting Lucas go so quickly was simply too easy on him. However, Amelia’s 

mind was incredibly clear about the reality of the situation. 

She knew perfectly well that Griffin’s side had just suffered a devastating explosion. 

Griffin would definitely launch a furious revenge operation immediately after recovering. 

Ending the live stream this early was a highly calculated move on her part. She was 

simply giving Lucas enough time to catch a flight and flee the country. 



She wanted Lucas to be the one to bear the full, terrifying brunt of Griffin’s explosive 

anger. By the time the workday finally ended, the atmosphere inside the company was 

buzzing wildly. 

Everywhere you looked, employees were excitedly gossiping about the shocking explosion 

at the Royal Bowling Alley. 

The bright winter sunlight streamed through the massive floor–to–ceiling windows. The 

golden rays perfectly illuminated the spacious and incredibly luxurious office space. 

Amelia pushed the heavy wooden door open and walked inside. She was carrying a sleek 

medical box tightly in her right hand. 

Theodore immediately noticed her arrival and pushed his wheelchair forward with deep 

interest. The heavy wheels of his chair rolled silently across the expensive carpet. 

His intense golden eyes sparkled with a sharp, calculating light. A handsome smile curved 

his lips as he 
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His intense golden eyes sparkled with a sharp, calculating light. A handsome smile curved 

his lips as he looked up at her. 

“I heard that a severe explosion incident occurred at the Royal Bowling Alley early this 

morning.” Theodore continued smoothly, “Although the specific details of the scene have 

been strictly locked down, I still got the news.” 

“The people injured in the blast were exactly Griffin and his loyal assistant Wade.” He 

leaned forward slightly in his wheelchair, his gaze locking onto her face. 

“Amelia, was this your doing?” 

Although he phrased it as a question, his confident expression told a different story. He 

looked as if he was already completely certain of the true answer. 

Amelia remained exceptionally calm under his piercing gaze. She walked steadily over to 

the plush leather sofa in the center of the room. 

She gently placed the medical box down onto the glass coffee table. Then, she gracefully 

took a seat on the soft cushions. 

She looked back at Theodore with a perfectly tranquil expression on her face. “It doesn’t 

matter how hard Griffin tries to investigate this incident.” 



“He will definitely never be able to trace it back to my head,” Amelia stated with absolute 

confidence. 

She casually reached out and picked up her own personal water cup from the coffee table. 

She took a slow, refreshing sip of the cool water. 

After swallowing, she calmly continued to explain her flawless plan to him. “Because the 

bell that triggered the explosion was personally provided to Lucas by Griffin himself.” 

“And the bell that was originally supposed to be hanging on Lucas’s neck was secretly 

swapped out,” Amelia said softly. “It was sent directly to Griffin via courier.” 

She offered Theodore a knowing, sharp smile. “Therefore, the most suspicious person in 

this entire ordeal is obviously Lucas.” 

“Furthermore, the fingerprints left on that cardboard delivery package will be very 

telling,” she added smoothly. “They will only belong to two specific people: Lucas and 

Griffin’s assistant, Wade.” 

Upon hearing her brilliant explanation, the silver wolf Ava felt a surge of immense pride. 

The beautiful wolf proudly wagged her tail inside Amelia’s mind. 

“We are not only incredibly powerful, but we also possess the smartest minds,” Ava 

boasted happily. “Even a massively powerful Alpha must admit this undeniable fact.” 

Amelia paused her speech for a brief moment. She carefully observed Theodore’s reaction 

to her calculated words. 

However, Theodore did not show any intention of pressing her for further details about 

the operation. He just sat quietly in his sleek wheelchair. 

The look in his striking golden eyes revealed a deep, completely undisguised admiration 

for her ruthless intellect. He was utterly captivated by her brilliant mind. 

Seeing that Theodore was not going to speak up, Amelia decided to take the initiative. She 

leaned forward slightly, her sapphire blue eyes locking onto his. 

“Theodore, haven’t you heard the rest of the news?” Amelia asked in a soft, mysterious 

tone. “Besides Griffin and his assistant, there was a third person injured by the blast at 

the scene?” 
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Meeting Amelia’s sharp gaze, Theodore could not help but laugh out loud. The deep sound 

of his laughter echoed warmly in the spacious office. 

He readily admitted that he certainly heard about the third injured person at the 

explosion scene. There was no point in hiding his excellent intelligence network from her. 

Amelia looked at him with a very serious and unyielding expression. She placed her hands 

flat on theglass coffee table. 

“Did you already know exactly who the backer behind the Drake Pack is?” she asked 

directly. She leaned 

forward, her sapphire blue eyes narrowing slightly in suspicion. 

“Are you keeping this from me because you are hiding something else?” Amelia demanded 

softly. She needed absolute transparency from the powerful Alpha sitting across from her. 

Theodore saw her taking the initiative to bring up this highly sensitive topic. He let out a 

helpless but incredibly doting sigh. 

The harsh lines of his handsome face softened completely. “I did not intentionally hide it 

from you, 

Amelia,” Theodore explained gently. 

He pushed his wheelchair slightly closer to the edge of the table. “I simply felt there was 

no need for you to worry about my pack’s affairs,” he added. 

Amelia frowned slightly at his protective but dismissive words. She did not like being 

treated like a fragile flower. 

“What exactly does that mean?” she pressed him further. Theodore leaned back in his 

comfortable wheelchair and looked at her calmly.” 

His intense golden eyes locked onto her beautiful face. “Griffin has suffered repeated 

devastating setbacks at your hands recently,” Theodore explained smoothly. 

“He absolutely could not resist sending people to thoroughly investigate your 

background.” Theodore’s golden eyes glinted with a sharp, calculating light. 

“He wanted to confirm if you had an incredibly powerful backer supporting you,” he 

continued. “Since he could not find anything concrete, Griffin naturally made an 

assumption.” 

Theodore smiled a cold, mocking smile at their enemy’s foolishness. “He believes 

everything you have done has the tacit approval of the Crimson Moon Pack.” 



“He might even believe our pack is directly participating in your schemes.” Theodore 

finished his with a confident shrug of his broad shoulders. 

Amelia instantly understood the flawless logic hidden within his careful words. Her 

brilliant mind quickly processed the dangerous implications. 

“In order to bring down the Crimson Moon Pack, Griffin will definitely use outside 

power,” she said. “He will absolutely rely on the immense strength of that big shot behind 

him.” 

Amelia looked deeply into Theodore’s intense golden eyes. “This means that big shot will 

definitely cause severe trouble for the Crimson Moon Pack very soon,” she concluded. 

Theodore nodded his head slowly, frankly admitting to her accurate assessment. He did 

not show a single ounce of fear or hesitation. 

“As my soon–to–be marked mate, your every word and action is tied perfectly to the 

Crimson Pack,” he stated proudly. He reached out across the table and firmly grasped her 

slender hand. 

His large, warm palm completely enveloped her delicate fingers. “But I am completely 

confident that I have ways to solve this incoming trouble,” he assured her. 

Facing this complicated and highly dangerous situation, Amelia tilted her head slightly. A 

playful smirk appeared on her beautiful lips. 

“Do you regret choosing a trouble–making woman like me as your mate?” she asked in a 

half–joking tone. 

Theodore did not laugh at her probing question. 

He gently pulled her hand and placed it directly over his broad, muscular chest. “Do you 

clearly understand my true heart?” Theodore asked her in return. 

Amelia felt the steady, powerful beating of his heart beneath her palm. The rhythmic 

thumping sent a strange warmth spreading through her veins. 

She looked at his handsome face and spoke with absolute honesty. “I believe you are 

completely sincerè right now,” Amelia admitted softly. 

She did not doubt his current feelings for her. “But people are always incredibly good at 

pretending.” 

She slowly pulled her hand back from his warm chest. She maintained her usual calm and 

guarded demeanor. 



“The only reason I dare to believe you is because I possess absolute confidence,” she 

stated firmly. “I have the ultimate confidence to simply walk away at any given time.” 

Amelia’s voice was completely steady and devoid of any fear. Theodore did not say 

another word in response to her bold declaration. 

He simply reached forward and pulled her directly into his strong arms. He ignored the 

armrests of his wheelchair and brought her close. 

He lowered his head and captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. He effectively 

stopped whatever words she was going to say next.The kiss was demanding but filled with 

undeniable affection. Inside Amelia’s mind, her silver wolf Ava let out a deeply satisfied 

whimper. 

The beautiful wolf wagged her tail happily in the mental space. She was clearly extremely 

pleased by the powerful Alpha’s intimate closeness. 

After this intense and breathless kiss finally ended, Theodore slowly pulled back. He 

looked down at her flushed face and let out a soft sigh. 

“You are simply too rational, Amelia,” Theodore murmured quietly. His words instantly 

triggered a sudden, unpleasant memory in Amelia’s mind. 

This strongly reminded her of her ex–mate, Damien Blackwood. Damien had also 

evaluated her in this exact same way in the past. 

He always acted as if absolutely nothing in this world could ever hurt her. He thought her 

heart was made of solid ice. 

Amelia silently asked herself a difficult question in her heart. If Theodore proposed 

breaking their mate bond in the future, would she be hurt? 

She honestly was not entirely sure of the answer. She stared blankly at Theodore’s 

expensive shirt collar. 

She might be able to pull herself together very quickly after a rejection. Her survival 

instincts would definitely kick in immediately. 

However, that did not mean her heart would not ache deeply. It would feel just like the 

painful damage caused by her biological parents‘ endless coldness. 

That kind of lingering pain was something she knew all too well. Amelia firmly pushed 

Theodore’s broad chest, creating some safe distance between them. 

“With my past upbringing, I cannot help but remain completely rational,” she stated 

coldly. She smoothed down the invisible wrinkles on her clothes. 



She shot him a sharp, warning glare. “Do not try to make me show weakness to you,” she 

warned him strictly. 

Theodore did not push the issue any further at that moment. He respected her boundaries 

and gave her the space she demanded. 

They both moved to the dining table and began to enjoy their prepared lunch. The kitchen 

staff had prepared delicious portions of perfectly roasted venison ribs. 

They also had large bowls of fresh green salad dressed in light vinaigrette. During the 

entire meal, Theodore kept his golden eyes silently fixed on her face. 

He watched the way she elegantly cut her venison ribs. After they finished eating, 

Theodore finally decided to speak up again. 

“I do not want to force you to show weakness, Amelia,” he explained gently. He placed his 

silver fork down onto his empty ceramic plate. 

He looked at her with an expression full of deep, genuine affection. “My heart simply 

aches because you always prepare for the absolute worst to defend against pain,” he said. 

He reached across the table and lightly touched her hand again. “You can actually be 

scared, and you can definitely be hurt,” he pointed out softly. 

“You simply force yourself not to show any vulnerability or need for others.” Theodore’s 

voice was incredibly tender and understanding. 

Having her deepest inner thoughts exposed so accurately made Amelia feel slightly 

awkward. She felt a sudden wave of embarrassment and sharp annoyance wash over her. 

She did not like feeling so incredibly transparent. She quickly grabbed a white cloth 

napkin from the wooden dining table. 

She crumpled it up tightly in her hand. She threw it directly at Theodore’s handsome face 

in a fit of playfulanger. 

“You are also hiding the matter of Griffin’s backer from me!” she accused him loudly. 

Theodore easily caught the flying napkin in mid–air and laughed out loud. 

His golden eyes sparkled with pure amusement. He quickly spoke soft, soothing words to 

comfort her rising temper. 

He deliberately stopped continuing this heavy, emotional topic of conversation. He knew 

exactly when to push and when to retreat. 



Amelia let out a small huff and turned her attention back to her medical duties. She 

walked over to the glass coffee table and opened her medical box. 

She carefully took out a bundle of faintly glowing moonlight herbs. The magical herbs 

emitted a soft, calming silver light in the bright office. 

She then arranged her specialized medical tools neatly on the clean table. She slowly 

began to administer treatment to Theodore’s entirely senseless legs. 

She expertly applied the crushed moonlight herbs to his damaged nerves. As she worked, 

she occasionally glanced up at Theodore’s perfect, handsome face. 

He was watching her hands with quiet fascination. The corners of her delicate mouth 

turned up slightly into a genuine smile. 

The annoyance from earlier completely vanished from her heart. She thought to herself in 

the quietness of her own mind. 

This might be the exact reason why she truly liked Theodore so much. He always 

proactively guided her thoughts in a positive direction. 

He never let her bottle up negative emotions tightly inside her heart. 

Meanwhile, inside a highly secure and sterile hospital room in Northgate City. A nervous 

subordinate stood rigidly at the foot of a pristine white bed. 

The room smelled strongly of harsh chemical antiseptics. He quietly reported to Griffin 

that Lucas had already successfully boarded a plane. 

The discarded pawn was currently fleeing far away to a foreign country. Griffin lay 

completely still on the elevated hospital bed. 

His originally dangerous and striking handsome face was now tightly wrapped in thick 

medical bandages. 

Only a pair of gloomy, furious grey eyes were left exposed to the world. 

Those cold eyes constantly radiated a biting, terrifying coldness. He burned with an 

intense, consuming anger deep within his chest. 

The pain from his severe burns only fueled his burning hatred. He never expected that 

Lucas, a pathetic discarded pawn, would actually dare to bite back. 

Griffin’s raspy voice was as cold and sharp as solid ice. “Issue a global kill order 

immediately,” Griffin commanded ruthlessly. 



He did not care about the massive cost or the effort required. He ordered his loyal men to 

find Lucas no matter how long it took. 

After receiving the deadly command, the terrified subordinate quickly bowed and left the 

room. A moment later, the heavy door opened again. 

His cousin Lance walked casually inside the quiet hospital room. Lance stood by the bed 

and carefully 

looked at Griffin’s heavily bombed face. 

“Who was bold enough to act against you at the Royal Bowling Alley?” Lance asked 

curiously. Griffin sneered viciously beneath his thick layers of white bandages. 

He knew perfectly well that Lucas would never dare to do this alone. Even if Lucas 

betrayed him, the coward lacked the necessary brains. 

He quickly concluded that Amelia must be the one manipulating things behind the scenes. 

Lance carefully observed the dark, hateful expression in Griffin’s grey eyes. 

He very quickly deduced that this explosive incident was Amelia’s doing once again. His 

mind immediately connected this event to their family’s other recent disasters. 

He thought of the massive lawsuit crisis currently destroying the Night City 

entertainment venue. He also remembered how their powerful grandmother Octavia had 

just been arrested. 

All of these terrible things were directly related to this one particular woman. Lance 

looked down at his severely injured cousin lying on the bed. 

A deeply cruel and twisted smile slowly curled his lips. He leaned forward slightly and 

eagerly volunteered his services to the pack heir. 

“Griffin, does this Amelia give you a headache?” Lance asked smoothly. “You just rest and 

recover for now. Let me deal with this woman, alright?” 
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Hearing Lance’s eager words, Griffin’s exposed grey eyes immediately turned completely 

cold. He let out a helpless, frustrated sigh beneath his thick medical bandages. 



He bluntly told his younger cousin that this dangerous matter had absolutely nothing to 

do with him. His raspy voice carried unquestionable authority in the quiet room. 

Griffin pointed out that Lance had just returned from studying abroad. There were still far 

too many things for the young wolf to learn about pack politics. 

Griffin firmly stated that Lance did not need to intervene in these brutal conflicts just yet. 

He wanted his cousin to stay entirely out of the crossfire. 

Lance still wanted to fight for a chance to prove his worth to the powerful heir. “Griffin…” 

he started to say,his voice filled with burning determination. 

However, Griffin ruthlessly cut him off before he could even finish his sentence. He 

ordered Lance to stop talking about this troublesome topic immediately. 

Griffin coldly instructed him to spend his free time visiting their grandmother Octavia and 

his father Carlos instead. Lance felt a deep wave of disappointment wash over his chest. 

He lowered his head and softly agreed, whispering that he clearly understood the 

command. Griffin watched Lance’s retreating figure with a very complicated gaze. 

Looking at Lance right now was exactly like looking at his own past self. Lance was still so 

incredibly pure and completely carefree. 

Griffin knew that one day, Lance would inevitably walk down this same path of blood and 

endless calculation. However, Griffin sincerely hoped that terrible day would come much 

slower for his innocent cousin. 

After leaving the sterile hospital room, Lance pulled his smartphone from his expensive 

pocket. He stared intently at a clear photograph of Amelia displayed on the bright screen. 

A deep sense of intense indignation burned fiercely inside his chest. He simply could not 

see anything particularly amazing about this young she–wolf. 

He secretly swore to himself that he would definitely clean her up for Griffin. He knew 

that using brute force and violent methods had completely failed against this cunning 

woman. 

Therefore, Lance decided to adopt a much softer and more deceptive approach. In his 

arrogant mind, the most effective way to deal with any woman was to attack her heart. 

He firmly believed that no woman could resist true devotion if played correctly. He 

planned to use completely fake affection to thoroughly crush her psychological defenses. 

As evening quickly approached, the sky over Northgate City turned a deep, dusky purple. 

Amelia was driving her sleek car steadily on the quiet road back to the pack house. 



Suddenly, she saw a figure lying completely motionless right in the middle of the road. 

The person appeared to be covered entirely in dark, terrifying bloodstains. 

Amelia quickly slammed on the brakes and stepped out of her car to investigate the 

situation. She cautiously walked over and found a young man with incredibly messy hair 

and a bloodied face. 

The injured man half–opened his eyes, looking incredibly weak and pathetic. He reached 

out a trembling hand and weakly grabbed onto her sleeve to ask for immediate help. 

This dramatic scene instantly reminded Amelia of a very specific memory from her past. It 

looked exactly 

like the time she had saved her ex–mate Damien in the remote Meadow Brook Pack. 

Although the situations were strikingly similar, Amelia only felt that this was incredibly 

troublesome. After all, the medical conditions in the wealthy Northgate City were highly 

advanced. 

It was absolutely nothing like the desperate lack of resources in her old, isolated pack. She 

decided it was best to simply hand this rescue mission over to a proper hospital. 

She pulled out her phone and immediately dialed 911. She calmly reported her exact 

location and injured man. requested an ambulance for the 

Unexpectedly, the bleeding man on the ground suddenly used all his remaining strength. 

He lunged forward and desperately grabbed onto her slender ankle. 

He shook his head frantically, begging her in a panicked voice not to call an ambulance. 

He claimed that if he went to the hospital, his terrible family would definitely find him. 

Amelia raised a delicate eyebrow at his highly suspicious reaction. She instantly realized 

this man had a very clear and deliberate purpose for approaching her. 

Inside her mind, her stunning silver wolf Ava let out a contemptuous, mocking snort. 

*“What a clumsy performance,”* Ava sneered coldly. 

*“Does he really think we would fall for such a weak posture?“* Amelia silently agreed 

with her wolf’s sharp assessment. 

Since this mysterious stranger wanted to play twisted psychological games, she was very 

willing to test him. She calmly hung up the phone without another word. 

She looked at her loyal guards standing nearby and gave a very cold, indifferent order. 

She commanded them to pick the man up and throw him directly into the trunk of her car. 



Lance, who had deliberately injured himself to gain her sympathy, was completely 

stunned. He never expected Amelia to use such’a ruthless and bizarre method to handle 

the situation. 

When he was unceremoniously tossed into the dark, cramped trunk, he felt extremely 

speechless. The heavy trunk door slammed shut, plunging him into total darkness. 

He seriously began to question if this famous healer had any conscience at all. 

Amelia finally arrived back at the grand Stone River Pack House. Seraphina was standing 

in the bright living room when she saw the guards walk in. 

She gasped in absolute shock as they carried a man covered in fresh blood over their 

shoulders. Amelia calmly explained that she had simply picked him up off the road. 

She added that the man was severely injured but stubbornly refused to go to the hospital. 

He seemed incredibly afraid of being recognized by anyone in the city. 

Seraphina immediately ordered the household maids to take the injured man away. She 

instructed them to carefully clean his wounds and change his ruined clothes. 

Once he was taken away, Seraphina turned to Amelia with a deeply worried expression. 

She pointed out that an injured person lying in the middle of the road was far too 

suspicious. 

She feared this was very likely a dangerous trap aimed specifically at Amelia. For the sake 

of safety, Seraphina strongly suggested they just throw the man out immediately. 

She did not want any unknown threats lingering around their home. Amelia gently 

touched her adoptive mother’s arm to stop her. 

She explained that she very much wanted to figure out this man’s true identity. She 

needed to know the real purpose behind his elaborate scheme. 

Amelia confidently stated that since she was already fully prepared, no accidents would 

happen. Seeing her daughter’s calm and absolute certainty, Seraphina decided not to say 

anything more. 

She simply patted Amelia’s hand and repeatedly urged her to pay close attention to her 

own safety. 

A short while later, the young man was completely cleaned up by the diligent maids. He 

was carefully brought back into the spacious living room. 

Seraphina looked closely at his clean face and let out a loud gasp of surprise. She 

shockingly recognized him as Lyra’s youngest son, Lance. 



Amelia’s beautiful sapphire eyes flickered slightly with cold calculation. She secretly 

guessed the dark truth in her sharp mind. 

Was it because Griffin was too badly injured to act personally, so he used his own cousin 

as bait? She thought this kind of underhanded method was truly far too vicious. 

At this moment, Lance slowly opened his eyes and pretended to wake up. He looked 

around weakly and called out “Aunt Seraphina” in a very pitiful voice. 

Facing Seraphina’s confused questions, Lance immediately began his carefully prepared 

performance. He lied through his teeth, claiming he was severely beaten by Griffin’s men. 

He explained that his father Carlos and grandmother Octavia were currently in deep 

trouble. Because his mother Lyra had also been kicked out of the Drake Pack, he became 

an easy target. 

He claimed Griffin had viciously used him as a punching bag to vent his raging anger. He 

said he only found a chance to escape because he heard Griffin was heavily injured. 

He insisted he was desperately trying to find his missing mother. He was undeniably 

handsome, and his red–rimmed eyes made him look incredibly vulnerable. 

He looked exactly like a pitiful, innocent little wolf pup seeking shelter. He looked so 

fragile that anyone else would have instantly felt immense pity for him. 

His current appearance was completely different from Griffin’s terrifying and dangerous 

aura. Lancelooked at Amelia with tearful eyes and asked for his mother Lyra’s 

whereabouts. 

Amelia did not sugarcoat the harsh truth at all. She bluntly told him that Lyra had 

completely allied with his uncle Carlos. 

She explained they had attempted to murder Alpha Alaric and were permanently kicked 

out. Hearing this devastating news, Lance’s body violently trembled. 

Tears continuously swirled in his eyes, and his face was full of pure disbelief. He 

stubbornly insisted that there must be some terrible misunderstanding. 

Amelia’s tone remained completely cold and devoid of any sympathy. She stated firmly 

that there was absolutely no misunderstanding regarding the betrayal. 

She then directly issued an order for him to leave the pack house immediately. Hearing 

her harsh words, Lance’s tears finally rolled down his handsome cheeks. 

He began to sob openly, abandoning all his pride as he begged her. 



“Amelia, if I leave here, once Griffin finds me, I will definitely be taken back and beaten 

severely,” he cried. 

“Can I stay here to heal my wounds first? If you hate me, I promise to leave immediately 

as soon as my injuries heal.” 
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Seraphina looked at me with a troubled expression, clearly caught between pity and 

caution. 

Lance was still on the couch, red–rimmed eyes fixed on me, looking every bit the wounded 

wolf pup. 

I smiled and said, “Fine. You can stay.” 

Lance’s entire body visibly relaxed. He quickly wiped the tears from the corners of his 

eyes and forced out a grateful smile. 

“Thank you, Amelia,” he said softly, his voice carefully pitched to sound humble. “I won’t 

cause any trouble.” 

The maid stepped forward and asked where the guest should be arranged. 

Seraphina glanced at me first, waiting for my signal. I gave a small nod. 

She sighed and told the maid to settle Lance in the West House. 

After the maid led Lance away, Seraphina turned to me with obvious worry written across 

her face. 

“Are you sure about this?” she asked quietly. “The Drake Pack wolves are ruthless. Lance 

may share your blood, but he clearly sides with them.” 

She lowered her voice further. “He looks pitiful now, but this could all be an act. He might 

be here to avenge Carlos and Octavia.” 

I just gave a simple sound of acknowledgment and didn’t explain further. 

Seraphina studied my face for a long moment, then pressed her lips together and said 

nothing more. 



She knew that expression. It meant I had already made up my mind. 

My plan had always been to bring down the entire Drake Pack. 

That naturally included Lance. 

According to the investigation files Silas had gathered, Lance had not yet touched the 

Drake Pack’s core industries. But he was far from clean. 

He had been playing this game since high school. 

He used his harmless, handsome face to perform whatever role each woman needed. He 

used psychological suggestion and emotional manipulation to make she–wolves 

completely devoted to him. 

He once pretended to go bankrupt. He convinced a former partner to sell her body to fund 

his lifestyle. 

When he grew tired of her, he called her dirty. He tormented her mentally, day after day, 

until she broke completely and took her own life. 

He watched without blinking. 

There was another girl. Pure and naive. He guided her toward vanity and recklessness 

until she died on a cosmetic surgeon’s table. 

He never killed anyone with his own hands. But several girls were dead because of him. 

Since Lance had walked through our door on his own, I was happy to play along. 

Inside my mind, Ava let out a low growl thick with disgust. 

*“This hypocrite is rotten to the core,” she snarled. *“I want to tear out his throat right 

now.“* 

I quietly soothed her. *“Prey is more satisfying when it dies in despair,“* I told her. *“Let 

him enjoy his little performance first.“* 

Ava went quiet, though her contempt didn’t fade. 

Jaxon came home that evening. 

When he heard that I had taken in the injured Lance, he frowned. It was rare to see that 

expression on his face. 



“That boy is not as harmless as he looks,” he said, his voice carrying the weight of a 

warning. 

Seraphina immediately tensed. “What do you mean?” 

Jaxon let out a slow breath and explained. 

Lance had caused the deaths of several young women. One of them was his own cousin 

within the Drake family. 

The Drake Pack had buried the story, but Jaxon had still learned the truth. The girl had 

taken her own life because of Lance. 

It was a relationship that violated every ethical boundary. The girl had been crushed 

under the weight of pack judgment and her own guilt. And Lance had been the one who 

started it all. 

He had drawn her in deliberately. Then, when she fell apart, he stepped back and watched 

with cold 

indifference. She had no way out. She broke. 

“I’m worried he’s here to use the same method on you,” Jaxon said, looking directly at me. 

I met his gaze calmly. “I already know all of this.” 

He blinked. 

“That wound on his body?” I added. “He did that to himself. Every cut, every bruise. It 

was all staged to make us feel sorry for him.” 

Seraphina let out a sharp breath. 

“Then why did you let him stay?” she asked. 

I looked at them both and kept my voice steady. 

“Because if Lance wants to play psychological games, I want him to experience what a 

real mental collapse feels like.” 

Jaxon stared at me for a long moment. 

Then, slowly, the tension in his shoulders eased. He gave a single nod and said nothing 

more. 

+25 Points 



(Author’s POV) 

After settling into the West House, Lance stood at the window and looked across at the 

East House. 

The lights over there were warm and bright. 

Before coming here, he had done his research on Amelia Stone. 

Talented. Wealthy. Connected to the most powerful pack in the Northern Territories. 

In his mind, the reason she had agreed to be marked and bonded to a crippled wolf like 

Theodore was simple. She wanted that face and the power that came with being the future 

Alpha King’s mate. 

Lance touched the edge of the windowsill and smiled slowly to himself. 

He had a good face too. Everyone said so. 

And unlike Theodore, his body was whole. He could walk, run, fight. 

Add in the forbidden thrill of the situation, the danger, the secrecy. 

He was completely certain Amelia would feel something eventually. 

Women always did. 

(Amelia’s POV) 

I finished tending to the moonlight herbs in the greenhouse and came back inside. 

After a shower, I sat on the edge of the bed and picked up my phone, ready to video call 

Theodore. 

Before I could dial, a message notification appeared. 

It was from Lance. 

**I saw you in the courtyard earlier tending to the herbs. I’ve never seen anyone handle 

moonlight herbs 

with such skill. Even the rare specimens at the auction houses – those were cultivated by 

you, weren’t they? You’re truly remarkable, Amelia. The most gifted healer I’ve ever 

seen.“* 

I stared at the screen. 



Every word was calculated. Every compliment placed with precision. 

I set Theodore’s call aside for a moment and–typed back. 

*“I’ve heard things about you too. From what I understand, every woman you’ve been 

close to has met a 

terrible end. Several of them are already dead.“* 

I paused, then kept typing. 

*“Honestly, I don’t think you only bring disaster to women. You seem to bring it to 

everyone around you. 

The Drake Pack is nearly finished, and I suspect you had a hand in that too.“* 

I watched the three dots appear on his side, then disappear. 

I kept going. 

*“But don’t worry too much. You do carry Stone family blood. Once the Drake Pack is 

completely gone, as long as you behave yourself and don’t make the same mistake your 

mother Lyra made – thinking she was untouchable – then change your surname to Stone. I 

might be generous enough to keep you around. Give 

you a meal and a place to sleep.“* 

I set the phone down on the nightstand. 

Then I picked it back up and called Theodore. 
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Lance stared at the message Amelia had just sent him on his phone screen. His carefully 

crafted, charming expression cracked slightly in the dim light of the guest room. 

This Amelia Stone was truly as sharp–tongued as the wild rumors claimed. Her harsh 

words were like sharp daggers aimed straight at his fragile ego. 

However, her intense defensiveness only made this game of conquest much more thrilling 

and interesting. A challenging prey was always far more satisfying to conquer than an 

easy one. 



It would simply take a little more time and effort to break down her icy walls. That was 

perfectly fine with him right now. 

Griffin Drake was currently nursing severe injuries in a hospital bed and had absolutely 

no time to interfere with him. Lance had plenty of free time to play this little seduction 

game. 

He decided to adopt a clever strategy of taking a step back to gain a permanent advantage 

later. He quickly typed out a long, careful, and pitiful reply to her. 

“You seem to have your guard up very high against me tonight. It seems my mother Lyra 

indeed did many terrible things to wrong the Stone family.” 

“I am truly sorry for that dark history. I sincerely apologize to you, Jaxon, and Seraphina 

on her behalf.” 

“You really do not need to worry about me seeking any sort of violent revenge against 

you. In a certain way, I actually owe you my deepest thanks.” 

“I should thank you for dealing with the arrogant Drake Pack members for me. My father 

Carlos messed 

around outside constantly with other she–wolves.” 

“If my mother had not been incredibly ruthless, I would not even know how many 

illegitimate siblings I would have out there right now. As for my grandmother Octavia, she 

always heavily favored Griffin over me.” 

“Griffin previously suggested sending me abroad just to completely weaken my power and 

influence within. the Drake Pack. If you had not helped me deal with Griffin, I would have 

never seen a day of success.” 

“I would have been doomed to live as a useless spendthrift under his shadow forever. 

Well, I will not disturb your rest any longer tonight.” 

“Have a good night, Amelia.” Lance pressed send with a highly confident smirk on his 

handsome face. 

Amelia looked at the highly manipulative message Lance just sent her and only found it 

completely laughable. This low–level tactic instantly reminded her of her fake sister 

Celine. 

That familiar, disgusting feeling was exactly the same as dealing with that fraud. Lance 

was essentially 3 just a male version of Celine. 



It was no wonder his very presence made her feel utterly sick to her stomach. Deep within 

her mind, her stunning silver wolf Ava let out a low, contemptuous growl. 

“This hypocritical male absolutely reeks of filthy lies,“* Ava snarled in pure disgust. *“I 

truly want to tear his fake disguise apart with my sharp claws.“* 

Amelia gently soothed her angry wolf in her mind to keep her calm. She did not even 

bother to type out a reply to Lance’s pathetic message. 

Instead, she directly dialed a video call to her powerful mate, Theodore Crimson. Seeing 

Theodore’s handsome, chiseled face immediately improved her sour mood. 

She smiled brightly and casually joked about her current annoying situation. She told him 

that besides herfoolish ex–mate Damien, another male was currently trying to seduce her. 

She revealed that the new, overly confident challenger was none other than Lance. 

Theodore did not look surprised by this ridiculous news at all. 

He calmly evaluated Lance’s pathetic character with a highly dismissive tone. He stated 

that Lance merely relied on his high status and good looks to deceive innocent, simple–

minded girls. 

Lance arrogantly believed himself to be an absolute master of love and seduction. In 

reality, the foolish man severely lacked basic self–awareness regarding his own flaws. 

After sharing a few more lighthearted jokes, Theodore’s expression turned incredibly 

serious. He stated that, by comparison, he actually believed Damien was much more likely 

to move Amelia’s heart. 

Damien was incredibly stupid and blind in the past, but at least his current feelings were 

entirely sincere. Hearing Damien’s name suddenly made Amelia let out a heavy sigh. 

She mentioned that Damien had just sent her another annoying text message. He was 

eagerly asking if she liked the expensive gift he had sent her. 

Theodore finally confessed the hidden truth to her at that exact moment. He admitted that 

he had acted as a jealous competitor and intercepted the gift entirely. 

He had made sure Amelia never received the package from her ex–mate. Amelia was not 

angry at all about his highly possessive actions. 

She simply thought Damien was indeed adorably stupid in his current desperate efforts. 

However, his burning sincerity should absolutely not be wasted on her anymore. 



She explained that rejecting him harshly was completely necessary to make him finally 

sever their past mate bond. Only then could Damien finally start his life fresh with 

someone else. 

The topic soon shifted to their serious business matters and upcoming plans. Theodore 

informed Amelia about their latest strategic move against their hidden enemies. 

Jasper’s foster father, Uncle M, had successfully infiltrated the heavily guarded Crimson 

Moon Pack. He was currently working there quietly, disguised as a simple gardener. 

Theodore assured her that the rogue wolf was already under their strict, constant 

surveillance. They reached a firm, mutual agreement regarding their highly anticipated 

marking ceremony. 

Every single person or event that might possibly interfere with their marking ceremony 

had to be resolved beforehand. They would absolutely not allow anyone to ruin their 

sacred union. 

They would definitely not let a disaster happen like the one that ruined their grand 

engagement banquet. 

After hanging up the video call, Theodore immediately contacted his cousin Natasha. He 

needed to ask about the current disposal status of Damien’s intercepted gifts. 

Natasha replied quickly with a detailed report on the package. She stated that the box 

contained several highly valuable items meant to win Amelia over. 

However, there was also something much more personal inside the box. It included a 

roughly made humanoid doll that Damien had clearly crafted with his own hands. 

Theodore’s golden eyes instantly turned dark and incredibly cold. The thought of another 

male hand–crafting a doll for his mate disgusted him deeply. 

He coldly instructed Natasha to pack up every single item immediately. She was to mail 

all the objects back to the Blackwood Pack completely untouched. 

Theodore put down his phone and leaned back in his dark wheelchair. He thought to 

himself in the quiet, empty room. 

He genuinely wondered how long a self–righteous fool like Lance could possibly last in 

Amelia’s ruthless hands. 

Three days passed quickly. 

It was time for a quiet morning breakfast at The East House. Amelia sat at the elegant 

dining table and looked calmly at Lance, who was sitting right next to her. 



She casually mentioned that he had already lived with the Stone family for three full days. 

Looking at his energetic movements, it seemed his injuries were mostly healed by now. 

Over these past three days, Lance had enthusiastically run over to The East House every 

single morning. 

He insisted on eating breakfast together with them. 

Amelia and Seraphina had not explicitly refused his daily, annoying presence. Lance even 

personally cooked the meals every single day to show his worth. 

He spent his mornings eagerly researching and preparing new Western–style breakfasts 

for them. Of course, Amelia never trusted him blindly for even a second. 

Before taking a single bite of her venison sausage or eggs, she always used a special 

homemade testing reagent. She meticulously checked the food to ensure no toxic 

wolfsbane had been secretly mixed in. 

Hearing Amelia’s sudden words about his recovery, Lance was visibly startled. He quickly 

turned his head to look at her with wide eyes. 

He immediately put on a deeply reluctant and sad expression. He admitted that his 

injuries were indeed mostly healed now. 

He said that if she still did not want him to stay here, he would definitely leave. He 

promised to move out in a couple of days to find his exiled mother, Lyra. 

Amelia let out a mocking, playful laugh at his pathetic words. She joked that if he had not 

brought it up, she would have never guessed he actually wanted to find his mother. 

She claimed she thought he completely disregarded whether Lyra lived or died on that 

terrible slum island. Lance quickly tried to explain his noble intentions to her. 

He stated that it was not that he did not want to find his mother. He simply knew his 

mother had done terrible things to the Stone family in the past. 

He thought that by staying here, he could slowly atone for her grave sins. Amelia looked 

at him as if she had just heard a hilarious, unbelievable joke. 

Her face then shifted into a very serious, calculating expression. She repeatedly asked him 

if he truly wanted to atone for his mother’s crimes. 

Lance nodded his head with an open, completely honest look. He said he had nowhere else 

to go and genuinely wanted to atone for the past. 



Amelia’s sapphire blue eyes suddenly filled with dark, dangerous anticipation. She asked 

if that meant hewas completely willing to bear some consequences for those sins. 

Lance suddenly felt that Amelia’s current demeanor was incredibly dangerous. However, 

he maintained his harmless, charming smile to keep up his act. 

He confidently stated that as long as Amelia could forgive them, he would gladly bear 

absolutely any consequence. Amelia nodded her head in deep satisfaction. 

She immediately ordered him to stand up from his seat at the table. She pointed and told 

him to walk right behind her chair. 

Lance did not understand her strange request at all. Still, he obediently stood up and 

walked directly behind her chair. 

Just as he stood still, Amelia suddenly twisted her chair sideways. She raised her foot and 

kicked his knee viciously. 
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Lance was completely unprepared for Amelia’s sudden, aggressive action. The heavy kick 

carried pure, unadulterated werewolf strength from her powerful legs. 

He was instantly sent crashing down toward the hard dining room floor. He fell directly 

onto his knees with a loud, painful thud that shook the wooden boards. 

Jaxon and Seraphina were utterly shocked by this sudden, violent display. They exchanged 

a bewildered look across the elegant dining table covered in expensive porcelain. 

They simply could not understand why their daughter would suddenly attack Lance. The 

male had only just recovered from his previous severe injuries. 

However, their initial shock quickly faded into calm acceptance. They understood 

perfectly well that Lance was a deeply scheming and dangerous werewolf. 

There was absolutely no need to play by any fair rules with a manipulative enemy like 

him. Direct, brutal violence was clearly the most effective way to deal with his kind. 

Kneeling on the floor, Lance’s eyes instantly turned red with unshed tears. He looked up 

with an extremely aggrieved expression on his handsome face. 



His voice trembled pitifully as he asked Amelia what she was doing. Amelia did not waste 

a single word on his pathetic, dramatic act. 

A dangerous, predatory green light flashed sharply in her sapphire blue eyes. She raised 

her slender leg and delivered another vicious kick straight to his face. 

The powerful blow sent Lance tumbling backward onto the floor. Jaxon and Seraphina 

found the bloody scene a bit too violent for a peaceful morning. 

However, they tacitly lowered their heads in complete silence. They continued cutting the 

venison sausages and fried eggs on their plates, pretending they saw absolutely nothing. 

Amelia slowly bent down over the fallen male. She raised her hand and mockingly patted 

Lance’s proud, hypocritical face. 

She let out a cold, disdainful sneer at his ridiculous words. She loudly mocked his so–

called desire for trueatonement. 

Did he honestly think eating breakfast and chatting counted as paying for his mother’s 

grave sins? She coldly stated that physical beatings and immense pain were the only 

forms of true atonement. 

Lance’s heart raced with intense panic on the cold floor. He completely failed to 

understand Amelia’s ruthless, unpredictable routine. 

Still, he forced his bruised face into a harmless, gentle smile. He softly stated that if 

beating him vented their anger, he was entirely willing to bear it. 

Before his sickening words could even finish echoing in the room, Amelia clenched her 

fist. She threw a heavy, brutal punch directly into his face. 

The massive force of her knuckles cracked against his jaw. The blinding pain almost made 

him completely lose his fake, gentle disguise. 

Amelia slowly rolled her shoulders and cracked her knuckles. The sharp popping sounds 

echoed loudly in the quiet dining room. 

She coldly told Lance that since he had willingly delivered himself to her doorstep, she 

would certainly entertain him well. Real, unhidden fear finally surfaced in Lance’s 

widened eyes. 

Amelia stared down at him and firmly announced her final decision. Lance was now 

forced to stay at the Stone family estate until his injuries were completely healed. 



She deliberately emphasized those last two words with a dark, threatening tone. It was a 

clear hint that as long as he remained, she would continuously break his werewolf healing 

abilities. 

She would make absolutely sure that he never fully recovered. Deep within her mind, her 

silver wolf Ava wagged her tail in pure excitement. 

*” 

“Good job,”* Ava praised with a bloodthirsty growl. *“Crushing such a cunning prey with 

direct force is exactly the right way to go!“* 

Amelia silently agreed with her wolf’s violent assessment. Lance instantly realized her 

terrifying, endless torture plan. 

He was gripped by absolute terror and desperately tried to refuse her cruel offer. He 

quickly made up a frantic excuse about needing to leave immediately to find his exiled 

mother, Lyra. 

Amelia did not give him a single chance to finish his pathetic sentence. She unleashed her 

suffocating werewolf aura and rained heavy punches down on his face. 

She struck him repeatedly without a shred of mercy. Seeing both of his cheeks swell up 

high and turn purple, Amelia let out a satisfied snort. 

She coldly warned him not to back out of his own noble promise. Then, she continued her 

brutal assault, punching him left and right. 

She beat the handsome male until he was completely black and blue. Blood dripped 

steadily from his nose and split lips onto the floor. 

Whenever Lance weakly tried to open his mouth to beg for mercy, he would hypocritically 

call her cousin. Amelia immediately interrupted his fake affection with another 

devastating punch.She violently forced him to drop that disgusting, relational title. She 

demanded that he call her by her real name with absolute awe and fear. 

Finally, Lance lay broken on the floor, lacking the strength to speak a single word. Amelia 

gently patted his tragic, swollen face with a dark smile. 

She turned her head and calmly ordered the nearby butler to drag Lance away. He was to 

be taken back to 

The West House and placed under strict, heavy guard. 

She firmly commanded that until his wounds were truly healed, he was absolutely 

forbidden from stepping a single foot out of that room. 



Only after the bleeding Lance was dragged away did Seraphina finally let out a long, 

heavy sigh of relief. 

She set down her silver fork with a trembling hand. 

She openly admitted to her daughter that she had been genuinely terrified just moments 

ago. She truly feared Amelia would soften her heart and actually keep Lance around as 

part of the family. 

Amelia calmly walked back to her chair and sat down gracefully. She picked up her 

porcelain cup and took a slow sip of her hot coffee. 

She casually stated that she had indeed kept the male around. However, his current stay 

was strictly equivalent to a brutal imprisonment. 

Seraphina rubbed her arms and fearfully recounted her personal experiences with Lance 

over the past few days. She admitted that Lance’s psychological disguise was terrifyingly 

brilliant. 

Over these past three days, Lance had not spoken many words to her at all. Yet, he always 

managed to quietly cooperate whenever she focused on her fashion design or reading. 

He would sit quietly nearby, building intricate forest cabin models or sketching peaceful 

scenes. He masterfully created a subtle, intoxicating illusion of being deeply understood. 

Not only that, but Lance possessed an incredibly sharp ability to sense her fatigue. He 

would timely offer her a glass of warm water without ever interrupting her focus. 

He would seamlessly play soothing background music or perfectly adjust the indoor 

lighting. Every single action he took was executed flawlessly and without leaving any 

deliberate traces. 

Seraphina realized the terrifying truth of his silent manipulation. If they had continued 

living together like this for a long time, she would have likely been brainwashed. 

That constant, subtle psychological suggestion would have eventually forced her to trust 

Lance unconditionally. She might have even started to doubt her own true daughter’s 

clear judgment. 

Hearing his mate’s fearful confession, Jaxon also smiled helplessly. He shook his head and 

admitted his own previous plans. 

He stated that he had originally intended to find a random excuse to kick Lance back to 

the Drake Pack today. He never expected his daughter to use the most violent, direct 

method to detain the enemy. 



The older couple sighed deeply in unison. They both agreed that compared to overt claws 

and sharp fangs, Lance’s silent psychological warfare was far harder to guard against. 

They looked at Amelia with deep, lingering worry in their eyes. They were terrified that 

she might be easily moved by this kind of fake, calculated warmth. 

They feared she would repeat the same tragic mistake she made when she fully trusted 

her adoptive parents in the Meadow Brook Pack. Amelia just smiled calmly at their 

genuine concern. 

Her sapphire blue eyes were incredibly firm as she softly comforted her anxious parents. 

She stated clearly that her trust was never something she gave away randomly. 

She explained exactly why she trusted Jaxon and Seraphina so deeply. It was simply 

because they had used their genuine, unconditional love and care to win her utmost 

respect. 

Hearing her sincere words, the couple finally confirmed that their daughter was not 

blinded by any illusions. They completely let go of the heavy worries weighing down their 

hearts. 

After finishing her hearty breakfast, Amelia left The East House alone. She walked at a 

steady pace toward The West House. 

She soon arrived at the familiar, luxurious room where Celine used to live. She easily 

found Lance, who was now being heavily guarded by several muscular bodyguards. 

At this moment, Lance was sitting weakly in front of the large vanity mirror. He was 

grimacing in intense pain with every small breath he took. 

He carefully touched his red, highly swollen face with trembling fingers. He was 

continuously muttering vicious curses with Amelia’s name under his breath. 

Although his voice was incredibly muffled by his swollen lips, it did not matter. Amelia 

relied on her sharp werewolf hearing to catch every single word. 

She could hear exactly how nasty and foul his whispered curses truly were. Suddenly, the 

heavy wooden door creaked open. 

Hearing the unexpected sound, Lance snapped his head around violently. When his 

bruised eyes focused on Amelia standing at the door, pure panic washed over him. 

He was so terrified that he instantly jumped up from his chair. Unconcealable fear 

completely spilled out from his wide eyes. 

His voice trembled uncontrollably as he called out to her. 



“Amelia…” 
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Amelia leaned gracefully against the polished wooden doorframe with her slender arms 

crossed tightly over her chest. A cold, mocking smile hung on her lips as she stared down 

at the battered male on the floor. 

She coldly asked Lance if he was just cursing her name under his breath a moment ago. 

Her voice was sharp and filled with absolute disdain for his pathetic, broken state. 

Lance’s heavily bruised face instantly stiffened in pure, unadulterated terror at her sharp 

question. He quickly shook his head and frantically denied the accusation in a blind, 

desperate panic. 

Amelia’s beautiful smile grew even brighter and far more radiant at his obvious lie. She 

looked at Lance with deep, undisguised mockery shining brightly in her striking sapphire 

blue eyes. 

She questioned him sharply about his constant, hypocritical talk of seeking true 

atonement. How could he possibly fail to maintain his pathetic, gentle disguise so quickly? 

She ruthlessly compared him to Ethan and Caleb in a highly condescending tone. She 

bluntly stated that those two brothers had at least held out for quite a long time during 

their punishments. 

Meanwhile, Lance could not even endure a single day of suffering under her heavy hands. 

She coldly declared that he was simply too weak and far inferior to them in every way. 

Lance’s fragile mind was completely on the verge of a total, devastating collapse. He 

simply could not understand how Amelia could be so incredibly ruthless to him. 

How could she strike his proud, handsome face with such heavy, brutal werewolf force? 

However, he was currently trapped in this heavily guarded room with absolutely no path 

of escape. 

He could only forcefully suppress the burning anger raging deep within his chest. He had 

to continue acting his subservient part with his horribly swollen, purple face. 

He took a deep, painful breath and forced a twisted, highly strained smile onto his lips. He 

looked exactly like a severely wounded wolf bearing its fangs in total defeat. 



He respectfully stated that as long as it vented her anger, he was entirely willing to accept 

any punishment. Amelia looked at him with sheer, unfiltered disgust written all over her 

face. 

She let out a cold, disdainful snort at his sickeningly hypocritical words. She stated that 

she would let him 

off for today, leaving the rest of his brutal punishment for tomorrow. 

She coldly declared that a true hunter never exhausted all of their prey’s value in one 

single breath. Slow, agonizing torment was always the most brilliant and satisfying way 

to hunt. 

Lance desperately tried to act pitiful in front of her cold, unforgiving gaze. He choked 

back fake tears and whimpered that she would never be so cruel to her own family. 

Amelia sneered darkly and immediately retorted his ridiculous, completely unfounded 

claim. She reminded him that she did not even bat an eye when Carlos was sent straight 

to the police station. 

She openly mocked his pathetic attempt to use these physical injuries to gain her 

sympathy. She called his desperate behavior utterly stupid and entirely pointless in her 

eyes. 

She then deliberately brought up Griffin’s name to strike a heavy blow to his fragile ego. 

She mockingly wondered how that arrogant guy would react to this pathetic, humiliating 

situation. 

What would Griffin think if he knew his own cousin willingly offered his throat to her 

sharp claws? After delivering those biting words, Amelia turned around to leave the 

suffocating room. 

She coldly instructed the muscular bodyguards stationed outside the door to watch him 

strictly. If Lance dared to take a single step to run, they were to break his legs directly 

without hesitation. 

As the heavy wooden door closed tightly shut, Lance’s gentle disguise completely 

shattered into a million pieces. He finally realized the terrifying truth of his current, 

inescapable situation. 

Amelia truly intended to imprison him in this room and physically beat him every single 

day. Under the grip of extreme fear, his trembling hands reached deep into his pocket. 

He decided he had to use his phone to contact Griffin immediately. He desperately needed 

his powerful cousin to come and save him from this living nightmare. 



(Amelia’s POV) 

I arrived at my spacious office at Starlight Entertainment early in the morning. Wayne 

was already waiting anxiously for me near my large, polished mahogany desk. 

He looked incredibly emotional as he rushed forward to beg me to save Zoey. His hands 

trembled 

violently as he quickly pulled out his phone from his pocket. 

He showed me a social media post that Zoey had published late last night. It was an 

abstract, messy sketch of a human face with an extremely eerie, unsettling style. 

Although the drawing was quite abstract and chaotic, my sharp observation skills caught a 

crucial detail. I immediately noticed a distinct mole located on the right corner of the 

sketched person’s eye. 

This specific physical feature perfectly matched the appearance of that unknown big shot, 

Lord Sterling. He was the powerful backer standing behind Griffin in my detailed 

intelligence reports. 

Wayne nervously explained that Zoey usually only drew sunny and positive artworks in 

her free time. He insisted that this terrifying, dark style was absolutely abnormal for her 

usual artistic expression. 

He firmly believed this had to be an urgent SOS signal sent out in desperation. It was a 

hidden message that only he could understand when she was in grave danger. 

Facing Wayne’s desperate request, I calmly nodded my head in agreement. I stated that if 

his speculation was indeed true, I would definitely find a secure way to rescue her. 

However, I made it very clear that this rescue would come with a strict exchange 

condition. After the mission was successful, both he and Zoey had to sign exclusive, harsh 

contracts with my company. 

They would have to completely work for me and follow my orders without a single 

question. To save his beloved mate, Wayne agreed to my demanding terms without a 

single second of hesitation. 

I nodded in deep satisfaction at his unwavering loyalty to his partner. I told him to go 

prepare for the filming of the new drama “Treatment Diary” with complete peace of mind. 

I firmly reminded him not to disappoint Director Liam’s high expectations for this major 

project. 



After Wayne left the room, I sat quietly at my office desk. I fell into deep, careful thought 

regarding this highly dangerous and complex situation. 

I believed that sending any of my subordinates to contact Zoey was full of unknown risks. 

Lord Sterling was a ruthless enemy who operated completely in the shadows of the elite 

circle. 

To ensure foolproof success, I decided I had to handle this delicate matter myself. I would 

personally disguise myself as an entertainment company manager to investigate the 

facility. 

I opened Zoey’s social media post on my own phone once again. I needed to carefully 

check the current online public opinion trend surrounding this strange, cryptic artwork. 

In the chaotic comment section, most of her fans were just making lighthearted jokes. 

Some were forcing a pretentious artistic interpretation of the messy, abstract drawing. 

Only a very few observant users actually noticed the eerie, terrifying vibe radiating from 

the sketch. However, the vast majority of the online comments were aggressively pointing 

fingers at Wayne. 

The netizens were wildly guessing that this drawing was Zoey’s way of mocking her 

tainted ex–boyfriend. They assumed she was attacking Wayne right as he was about to 

make a major career comeback. 

This overwhelming tide of attacks not only drowned Wayne in endless, toxic hatred. It 

also heavily targeted me, since I was the one who insisted on casting him as the male 

lead. 

The angry public loudly expressed that they heavily favored Gale Entertainment’s 

upcoming new drama over ours. They viciously asserted that “Treatment Diary” was 

absolutely doomed to fail miserably at the box office. 

I expressionlessly scrolled through my bright phone screen. I coldly looked at those highly 

malicious top comments flooding the page: 

[Scum Wayne, get out of the entertainment industry!] 

[I can’t believe there are still so many people praising Amelia online, I don’t like her at all! 

A woman who can use garbage like Wayne as the male lead, what kind of good person can 

she be! Maybe she and Wayne are from the same pack, she probably already betrayed 

Theodore and cheated on him behind his 
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Amelia finished reading Zoey’s social media post. She did not hesitate for a single second 

to execute her bold plan. 

Her slender fingers tapped quickly across the bright screen of her phone. She typed a 

direct message right under Zoey’s chaotic, unsettling drawing. 

[I want to invite you to play a supporting role in my new drama, “Treatment Diary“. You 

will be acting alongside Wayne, are you willing?] 

She hit the send button immediately without any second thoughts. The comment appeared 

instantly at the very top of the massive comment section. 

Almost immediately, sharp–eyed users spotted the shocking comment. The internet 

exploded with sudden confusion and wild disbelief at her words. 

At first, many people strongly suspected it was just a fake account. They thought some 

cruel troll was playing a sick, twisted joke on Zoey. 

But then they clicked into the profile picture to investigate the source. They quickly 

confirmed it was indeed Amelia’s verified personal account with the golden badge. 

The comment instantly went viral across all major social media platforms. The 

notification bell on Amelia’s phone began ringing non–stop with endless alerts. 

Netizens flooded the reply section with angry, aggressive questions. They aggressively 

asked if Amelia knew anything about the bitter past between Wayne and Zoey. 

Many users pointed a harsh finger directly at her character. They viciously accused her of 

using this public method to intentionally humiliate Zoey. 

They claimed she was deliberately ripping open Zoey’s painful old wounds for cheap 

drama publicity. The online backlash was incredibly fierce and immediate. 

Amelia completely ignored the overwhelming flood of hateful private messages. She did 

not care about their blind rage or their vicious insults at all. 

Instead, she calmly navigated back to her own main profile page. She created a brand new 

post for her millions of followers to see. 



She republished the exact same public invitation without changing a single word. This 

bold, unapologetic move instantly triggered an even larger public uproar. 

Zoey’s devoted fans swarmed into Amelia’s comment section like angry hornets. They 

cursed her for using her wealth and power to bully a vulnerable victim. 

They screamed that she was intentionally exposing Zoey’s past trauma to the entire 

world. Countless people expressed their absolute disappointment in her character and 

morals. 

They threatened to unfollow her accounts immediately and delete her from their feeds. 

They loudly declared they would join a massive boycott against her new drama. 

Not long after this digital storm started, her office door suddenly opened. Secretary Anya 

Reed walked in with a deeply anxious and panicked expression. 

Anya’s hands were trembling slightly as she clutched her work tablet tightly. She looked 

at her boss with wide, highly worried eyes. 

She stated she never expected Amelia’s strategy to handle Wayne’s negative press would 

involve bringing Zoey into the cast. It seemed completely counterproductive and insane. 

Amelia looked up from her desk with a perfectly calm, unbothered expression. She 

peacefully admitted that this was exactly a core part of her plan to clear the ugly rumors. 

Anya felt a strong wave of panic rising rapidly in her chest. The entertainment company’s 

hard–earned reputation was currently plummeting by the second. 

However, she forced herself to take a deep breath and calm her racing heart down. She 

chose to firmly trust her capable boss’s bold, unconventional decisions. 

Amelia’s public invitation continued to stir up a massive storm of public opinion online. 

Yet, Zoey’s side remained completely silent for an entire day. 

There was absolutely no response or acknowledgment from the popular actress. Amelia 

sat quietly in her office as the sun began to set outside her window. 

She decided she would personally visit Zoey’s residence the very next day to demand 

answers. She packed up her belongings and left the Starlight Entertainment building. 

While driving her car on the way home, her phone suddenly buzzed loudly on the 

dashboard. She glanced at the screen and saw an incoming call from Zoey. 

Amelia smoothly tapped the answer button while keeping her eyes on the road. Zoey’s 

voice came through the speaker, sounding very light and incredibly cautious. 



The actress stated she wanted to talk face–to–face about acting in “Treatment Diary“. She 

suggested meeting at a highly exclusive, private restaurant in the bustling city. 

Amelia agreed to the sudden proposal readily and without any hesitation. She 

immediately turned her steering wheel to change her direction. 

She changed her original route home entirely to meet the actress. She drove her sleek car 

straight toward the designated high–end location.Amelia arrived at the luxurious 

restaurant shortly after receiving the call. A polite waiter immediately led her through a 

quiet, dimly lit hallway. 

He guided her into a heavily concealed private room located at the very back of the 

establishment. Zoey was already waiting inside the silent room. 

Zoey’s aura remained highly elegant and refined despite the ongoing internet drama. She 

stood up politely to greet Amelia as the heavy wooden door closed. 

Amelia’s sharp werewolf senses instantly flared to life in the enclosed space. Her keen 

observation skills immediately noticed the slightly bulky earrings dangling from Zoey’s 

ears. 

Her sharp intuition firmly told her that this meeting was not Zoey’s original idea at all. 

Someone else was definitely pulling the strings from the dark shadows. 

That unknown person was currently listening in through a micro–device hidden inside 

those heavy earrings. Amelia instantly knew exactly who the culprit was. 

It had to be the mastermind Wayne had mentioned before in her office. It was the 

powerful figure using absolute authority to control Zoey’s every move. 

This man was Lord Sterling, the dark backer standing firmly behind the Drake Pack. 

Amelia kept her face perfectly neutral and showed absolutely no emotion. 

She sat down gracefully and directly asked if Zoey was interested in her acting invitation. 

Zoey looked at her with deep, genuine confusion shining in her eyes. 

The actress asked why Amelia would risk her public image to cast her right now. Everyone 

knew this move 

would cause the public’s favorability to drop sharply. 

Amelia smiled calmly and stated that as a businesswoman, she valued pure profit above 

all else. She laid out her simple, undeniable logic to the actress. 

As long as Zoey joined the cast and publicly clarified that the past with Wayne was just a 

misunderstanding, the drama’s ratings would absolutely skyrocket. 



Zoey’s eyes widened in sudden, shocking realization at these words. She finally 

understood Amelia’s true, underlying goal in this massive public stunt. 

Amelia was doing all of this just to help clear Wayne’s wrongful grievances. She wanted to 

fully restore his ruined reputation and save his career. 

A brief, heavy silence fell over the private room after Amelia’s confession. Zoey seemed to 

be receiving 

new instructions through her hidden earpiece. 

She suddenly opened her mouth and stated she was entirely willing to cooperate. 

However, she immediately proposed a strict exchange condition for her help. 

She demanded that Amelia must never interfere with any of the Drake Pack’s affairs ever 

again. Amelia let out a cold, mocking sneer at the ridiculous demand. 

She bluntly pointed out that the Drake Pack were the ones who provoked her first. They 

had repeated crossed her bottom line without any fear. 

She maintained a highly unyielding attitude toward the hidden listener. She firmly stated 

her own absolute demands if they wanted her to stop her attacks. 

The Drake Pack had to issue a public apology to her immediately. Furthermore, they must 

sell their entertainment venue, “The Dark Den“, to her at a rock–bottom price. 

She coldly threatened that if the venue remained in the Drake Pack’s hands, they should 

never dream of reopening it. Zoey fell into a deep silence once again upon hearing this. 

Inside Amelia’s mind, her silver wolf Ava let out a hostile, rumbling growl. Her sapphire 

blue eyes flashed with pure, dangerous anger. 

“*That coward hiding behind a monitor, a gutless stray dog, dares to bargain with an 

Alpha?** Ava’s voice echoed with pure, unfiltered disdain. 

Amelia calmly soothed Ava in her mind to prevent an outburst. She told her angry wolf to 

remain patient and watch the show unfold. 

On the surface, Amelia maintained her composed and elegant demeanor flawlessly. She 

looked like a brilliant negotiator in complete control of the situation. 

At this incredibly tense moment, Amelia stared directly at Zoey’s bulky earrings. She 

pretended to speak in a completely casual, relaxed tone. 

“Miss Zoey, your earrings are truly beautiful,” she said softly with a bright smile. 



Zoey’s entire body stiffened violently at the sudden compliment. She snapped back to 

reality with a sudden, frightened jolt. 

A trace of pure shock flashed wildly in her eyes as she looked at Amelia sitting across 

from her. She did not know how to react to the sudden shift. 

Amelia simply smiled and gently pushed her own phone across the smooth tabletop. The 

device slid silently toward the frightened actress. 

The bright screen of the phone was facing upward for Zoey to see. A few clear words were 

typed out boldly on the display screen. 

[Do you need my help?] 
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Zoey stared blankly at the bright screen of Amelia’s phone. The simple words displayed 

there hit her like a physical blow. 

Her breathing became heavy in the quiet room. Her chest heaved rapidly as she struggled 

to process the sudden offer of help. 

Her pale lips trembled under the dim lighting. She opened her mouth to speak, but her 

throat felt dry. For a long moment, Zoey did not know what to say to the powerful 

woman. Her mind was a chaotic whirlwind of fear and sudden hope. 

A tense silence stretched between the two women. Finally, Zoey gathered a shred of 

courage. 

She forced a stiff smile onto her pale face. She softly asked Amelia if she liked her large 

sapphire earrings. She stated she was entirely willing to give them to Amelia as a special 

gift. Amelia maintained her calm expression and nodded in firm agreement. 

Zoey unclasped the heavy jewelry and slowly handed it over. Amelia reached out and 

firmly gripped the expensive sapphire pieces. 

Her slender fingers gripped the metal tightly and bent it with sudden force. She 

mercilessly snapped the earring right in half with a crisp sound. 

The jewelry was instantly broken into two jagged pieces. Amelia casually tossed the 

ruined pieces straight into the small trash can. 



Zoey gasped loudly, her eyes wide with pure shock at the violent action. Amelia looked at 

the terrified actress with a peaceful demeanor. 

She calmly explained that a micro–transmitter was hidden deep inside the metal casing. 

Her sapphire blue eyes then locked onto Zoey with intense seriousness. 

She told Zoey that Wayne had never truly given up on her throughout all these years. It 

was Wayne who had begged Amelia to save her from these endless threats. 

The mention of Wayne’s name shattered Zoey’s fragile emotional defenses. Hot tears 

spilled over her eyelashes and streamed down her cheeks. 

She sobbed uncontrollably, finally ready to reveal the dark truth she had buried for years. 

She choked out that Wayne’s car accident was entirely man–made. 

Furthermore, the disgusting adultery scandal that ruined their lives was a complete 

fabrication. The true cause behind this suffering was a powerful official named Zane 

Jenkins. 

This vile man from the werewolf joint council had lusted after her for years. Amelia did 

not show a single trace of surprise upon hearing this shocking revelation. 

This dark truth matched the secret investigation results perfectly. Zoey wiped her face 

and continued to expose the deeper conspiracy. 

She revealed that Zane was secretly colluding with the ambitious Drake Pack. He used his 

official position. to provide illegal conveniences for their dirty businesses. 

They planned to completely destroy the Crimson Moon Pack from the inside out. They 

wanted to help the Drake Pack become the strongest pack in the Northern Territories. 

Amelia then directly asked Zoey about the rumors surrounding the corrupt training 

center. Zoey shuddered violently at the mere mention of that hellish place. 

She recalled hearing that the center specialized in breaking innocent people. It was a 

horrific facility dedicated to training obedient slaves for cross–border underground 

circles. 

However, Zane was an incredibly cautious monster who hid his tracks well. Zoey admitted 

with deep despair that she possessed absolutely no concrete evidence of these monstrous 

crimes. 

Amelia directly confronted Zoey about the chaotic drawing posted on her social media. 

She bluntly asked if the actress was planning to commit suicide. 



A heavy, suffocating silence immediately fell over Zoey. The actress looked down, entirely 

unable to meet Amelia’s intense gaze. 

She then began to bitterly recount her tragic, heartbreaking past. She was born into 

poverty and cruelly abandoned by her biological parents. 

A kind aunt and uncle had taken her in and raised her with love. Tragically, her only 

remaining family was mercilessly killed in a massive flood. 

In her absolute despair, she had stood at the edge of a high cliff, ready to jump. But 

Wayne had suddenly appeared and risked his own life to pull her back. 

He had fiercely told her that her life now belonged strictly to him. For the past few painful 

years, she had merely existed as a hollow, walking corpse. 

She lived under the crushing weight of Zane’s constant, vile threats. But lately, she could 

sense that the cruel official was finally tired of playing with her. 

She had firmly decided to use her own death to end this endless nightmare. She had 

already written a detailed suicide note to take the absolute blame for every scandal. 

She wanted her death to be the ultimate key to fully restoring Wayne’s ruined reputation. 

Amelia reached across the table and firmly grasped Zoey’s cold, trembling hands. 

She firmly told Zoey that her “light” was still shining brightly in this dark world. She 

strongly urged the broken woman to completely abandon her foolish thoughts of seeking 

death. 

She commanded Zoey to stand up tall and clarify the absolute truth to the public. She 

promised that from this day forward, she would deploy her full power to protect Zoey’s 

safety. 

On the other side of the city, Zane Jenkins sat in a massive leather chair. He yanked a 

small earpiece from his ear because the listening signal had abruptly cut off. 

He instantly realized that Amelia Stone had found the key clues linking him to the 

conspiracy. He also knew she absolutely refused to accept any threats or compromises. 

A burly subordinate standing behind him leaned forward with a highly anxious 

expression. The man nervously asked his angry boss for their next countermeasure 

against this stubborn woman. 

Zane let out a long, chilling sigh that seemed to freeze the very air in the room. He slowly 

rolled up his suit sleeve, revealing horrific burn scars from a previous explosion. 



A flash of pure, ruthless cruelty ignited wildly in his dark,‘ calculating eyes. He made a 

dark, highly vicious decision in the silent depths of his twisted mind. 

Since Amelia insisted on investigating his criminal empire to the bitter end, he would 

make her pay. He would send his deadly forces to the remote Meadow Brook Pack, the 

place where she grew up. 

He would completely raze her beloved childhood territory to the bloody ground. 

Zane did not waste a single second and immediately began issuing his deadly orders. He 

commanded his most loyal subordinates to deploy quietly toward the Meadow Brook Pack 

territory. 

His evil plan was incredibly meticulous and utterly merciless in its dark design. He 

instructed his men to secretly transport several highly dangerous, wanted rogue wolves 

into the territory. 

They were to plant these vicious criminals deep inside the unsuspecting village. This 

would perfectly create the damning illusion that the entire pack was actively harboring 

dangerous fugitives. 

Once the deadly trap was set, he would strike with absolute, crushing military force. He 

would use his official power to authorize a massive raid in the name of lawful 

enforcement. 

He would dispatch a fully armed, elite enforcement team to surround the trapped village 

completely. Their unforgiving orders would be to mercilessly wipe out every single person 

living in the territory. 

He wanted the remote pack to be completely drowned in a terrifying river of innocent 

blood. He sneered darkly, wanting to see if Amelia would still dare to be so arrogant then. 

Zane paused his dark plotting for a very brief, tense moment. He tapped his scarred 

fingers rhythmically against his expensive mahogany desk. 

He narrowed his cold eyes and slowly added another venomous layer to his master plan. 

“The Crimson Moon Pack should also suffer a bit,” he stated with chilling calmness. 

“We must create some trouble so that the Alpha King’s heir, Theodore, can properly 

discipline this new mate of his who doesn’t know who she’s messing with.” 
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Amelia directly arranged for the exhausted Zoey to stay with Berry for the night. Berry 

was a highly skilled member of the global alliance organization. 

Currently, Amelia had summoned her back to the city to help out at Starlight 

Entertainment. Amelia specifically instructed the energetic, baby–faced Berry to protect 

Zoey from all angles. 

She stressed that the frightened actress’s personal safety was the absolute top priority. 

Berry immediately stood up incredibly straight and gave a crisp, respectful military 

salute. 

She loudly guaranteed that she would absolutely complete the boss’s important order. 

After finishing the strict security arrangements, Amelia turned her calm attention back to 

Zoey. 

She softly told the trembling actress that the living conditions here were relatively simple. 

She asked Zoey to just make do with the small apartment for one night. 

As for all the expensive personal belongings left behind at her original place, there was no 

need to worry. Amelia promised to send a reliable person to fetch all of those items 

tomorrow morning. 

Zoey quietly looked around the cozy, warmly lit, and perfectly safe apartment. The basic 

conditions here certainly could not compare to the incredibly luxurious villa Zane had 

arranged. 

However, it was still vastly better than the dilapidated, drafty house from her tragic 

childhood. She shook her head gently and told Amelia she did not want those old things 

anymore. 

She explained that she had enough personal savings securely held in her own accounts. 

She planned to go to the large shopping mall tomorrow to buy brand new daily 

necessities. 

After Amelia left the quiet apartment, the highly energetic Berry grabbed Zoey’s slender 

arm. She stubbornly insisted on sleeping in the exact same room as the fragile actress. 

Berry patted her chest confidently and promised that the two girls sleeping on that double 

bed would not be crowded. Zoey’s traumatized mind was still in a thick daze, so she 

submissively agreed to the arrangement. 

Right at that highly tense moment, Zoey’s mobile phone began to ring frantically. It was 

an urgent, highly demanding call coming directly from her incredibly strict manager. 

The very second Zoey nervously answered the call, the loud voice launched into a fierce 

tirade. The manager angrily demanded, “Where the hell have you been all night?” 



Before Zoey could even open her dry mouth to offer a reasonable explanation, Berry 

forcefully snatched the phone. She mischievously spoke right into the device’s microphone 

with a dark, teasing tone. 

“This is the Underworld, and I’m the Grim Reaper come claim your soul in person if you 

want her back,” 

Berry declared boldly. After saying that chilling sentence, Berry directly hung up the 

phone without showing any hesitation. 

She bluntly complained that this obnoxious manager’s attitude was extremely terrible and 

highly unprofessional. Berry strongly suggested that Zoey directly terminate her 

restrictive contract and jump ship to Starlight Entertainment immediately. 

Zoey remained completely silent while staring down blankly at her trembling lap. She 

knew very well that this aggressive manager was actually a dangerous spy sent by Zane. 

Since she had already firmly made up her mind to permanently escape Zane’s control, 

there was no reason to keep this watcher. So, Zoey slowly took out her phone and opened 

her popular social media application. 

She formally responded to Amelia’s previous public invitation with a brave, determined 

heart. She posted a new, highly anticipated update for the world: “No problem, looking 

forward to our happy cooperation.” 

Amelia returned to the grand Pack House and headed straight for the heavily guarded 

West House. She needed to personally check on Lance Drake, who was currently 

imprisoned tightly within those walls. 

The tall, muscular bodyguard standing at the door respectfully reported the current 

situation to his Luna. He stated that Lance’s fresh wounds had been properly treated and 

there was absolutely no immediate threat to his life. 

Amelia reached out her delicate hand and tried to push the heavy wooden room door 

open. However, she quickly discovered that the sturdy door was locked securely from the 

inside. 

She stood outside the quiet room and coldly ordered the stubborn person inside to open 

the door immediately. She then began a slow, highly threatening numerical countdown to 

apply intense psychological pressure. 

When she finally reached the ninth second, the heavy door was slowly pulled open from 

within. Lance stood there in the doorway, deliberately showing off his toned, half–naked 

upper body. 



He was only wearing a pair of loose, comfortable sweatpants slung incredibly low on his 

waist. He put on a sleepy, dazed expression, pretending he had just been abruptly woken 

up from a deep dream. 

He aggressively tried to use this seemingly harmless and testosterone–filled posture to 

deeply confuse 

Amelia. Inside Amelia’s mind, her beautiful shimmering silver wolf Ava let out a loud, 

mocking snort. 

Ava felt incredibly disgusted by this pathetic, transparent, and utterly clumsy seduction 

attempt. Amelia did not buy this ridiculous, fake acting performance for even a single, 

fleeting second. 

Without a single ounce of hesitation, she raised her hand and slapped Lance fiercely 

across his cheek. Her palm connected hard with his face, which had not even fully 

recovered its previous swelling. 

Lance was knocked completely dizzy by this sudden, brutal, and highly painful physical 

strike. His carefully calculated, manipulative scheme fell apart on the spot. 

He viciously cursed this beautiful woman in his dark heart, calling her a completely 

unreasonable, violent tyrant. Amelia coldly warned him never to dare lock the heavy door 

from the inside ever again. 

She stated clearly that if any deadly accident happened inside, absolutely no one would 

come to save him. Then, she probingly asked Lance if he missed his powerful, wealthy 

cousin Griffin Drake. 

In order to protect his own miserable life, Lance hastily formulated a desperate, cowardly 

lie. He claimed he hated his cousin and wished he could kill Griffin with his own two 

hands. 

Amelia raised an elegant eyebrow at his highly desperate and incredibly cowardly words. 

She asked if he also wanted to kill her, since she was the one who brutally broke his 

wrists. 

Lance was absolutely terrified and repeatedly shook his head in frantic, panicked denial. 

He flattered her completely against his own prideful will, saying, “You were only knocking 

some sense into me – it was a punishment I deserved.” 

Amelia expressed a cold, detached satisfaction with his superficially submissive and 

highly pathetic attitude. She ordered him to continue going to the main building for his 

breakfast tomorrow morning, then turned and left. 



The exact moment Amelia walked away, the fake, flattering smile on Lance’s face 

vanished without a single trace. He angrily kicked the heavy wooden vanity table standing 

right next to him with incredible force. 

The forceful kick sent everything resting on it crashing to the hard floor with a deafening, 

chaotic clatter. He cursed Amelia like a completely insane madman deep within his 

twisted, vengeful heart. 

He swore that sooner or later, he would make her pay a truly tragic, bloody, and 

unforgettable price. At the exact same time, he felt a crushing, overwhelming wave of 

extreme, suffocating anxiety. 

With all his personal communication devices strictly confiscated by the pack guards, he 

remained totally isolated. He racked his brain, trying desperately to figure out how to 

secretly contact Griffin to rescue him. 

Amelia stepped gracefully into the spacious, brightly lit, and incredibly luxurious living 

room of the main house. Seraphina and Jaxon were currently sitting comfortably together 

on the plush, expensive leather sofa. 

Seeing her beloved daughter return safely, Seraphina smiled warmly and highly 

affectionately. She asked if Amelia had gone out to eat a nice, relaxing dinner with Zoey 

tonight. 

Seraphina explained that she had just seen the massive, trending news notifications 

popping up online. Amelia was slightly surprised by her mother’s impressive, lightning–

fast speed in getting the latest entertainment gossip.. 

She walked over and carefully took the glowing tablet from Seraphina’s gentle hands to 

check the screen. Sure enough, Zoey’s social media response about joining the new cast 

had completely detonated public opinion. 

The chaotic comment section was entirely flooded with foul, highly hateful, and incredibly 

aggressive remarks. Many loyal fans felt their deep, genuine emotional investment had 

been cruelly and unforgivably betrayed. 

They frantically accused the beautiful actress Zoey of being completely blinded by foolish, 

irrational love. They assumed she only accepted Amelia’s invitation because she had 

secretly reconciled with that disgraced, notorious actor, Wayne. 

The angry netizens‘ written words were extremely fierce, toxic, and totally unforgiving in 

their brutal delivery. They openly mocked the two supposedly morally corrupt people as a 

terrible, disgusting match made in hell. 



Countless internet users loudly threatened to violently boycott all of her future cinematic 

works and immediately unfollow her accounts. Looking at these crazy, vicious curses from 

people who did not know the truth, Amelia’s face showed no anger. 

She knew perfectly well that the timing for her ultimate, crushing revenge was finally 

right. Now was the exact, perfect moment to deliver the final, killing blow to her hidden, 

arrogant enemies. 

Amelia calmly took out her own sleek, high–tech mobile phone from her tailored jacket 

pocket. She quickly logged into her highly influential, officially verified social media 

account. 

She directly shared Zoey’s recent viral post and rapidly typed out her own public, highly 

anticipated reply. “Looking forward to our cooperation. PS: Regarding the highly 

concerning rumors of the romance between Zoey and Wayne, tomorrow we will announce 

an absolutely shocking, massive truth. Stay tuned~” 

 


