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(Third—person’s POV)

Marcus fixed his cold gaze on Isla, his voice devoid of any warmth. “Isla, Alpha Theodore’s legs
were crippled because he saved you. Not only are you ungrateful, but you’ve also changed your
attitude toward him, repeatedly mocking him because you believe he’s now worthless and unable
to inherit the Alpha King position.”

His eyes narrowed dangerously. “How naive can you be? Alpha Theodore is still alive, yet you
and Ronan think you can trample all over him and show off your power.”

Without breaking eye contact, Marcus reached for the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of
champagne. In one swift motion, he smashed it directly against Isla’s knee.

The bottle shattered with a sickening c***k. Isla’s agonized scream filled the room as she
crumpled to the floor, clutching her knee and rolling in pain. Tears and mucus streamed down
her face, her appearance utterly pathetic.

I watched impassively from my wheelchair. Part of me felt a distant pang at seeing someone |
once protected reduced to this state, but that sentiment was quickly overshadowed by the
memory of her betrayal.

Marcus stared at her without emotion, his voice cold as ice. “You can’t even handle this much
pain? Alpha Theodore was struck by silver blades hundreds of times for your sake, yet you
couldn’t offer even one sincere word of gratitude.”

He reached for another bottle and brought it down hard on her other knee. Isla’s shriek was even
more piercing this time, her voice breaking with desperation.

“Please, I beg you... spare me...” she sobbed, her face contorted with pain. “I know I was
wrong, Theodore...”

Amelia stood nearby, letting out a soft laugh. “Oh.” She turned to me with an amused
expression. “Your Beta is quite harsh. Not showing any mercy to a pretty face.”

I smiled faintly. “That depends on whether the person deserves mercy. If they’re trash, they
should be treated as such.”

Amelia nodded in agreement. “You’re right. Those who betray you, especially those close to
you, deserve the harshest punishment. They hurt you the deepest.”



I looked down at Isla writhing on the floor, feeling a barely perceptible flicker of disappointment
in my eyes. | had never mistreated her, had cared for her like a real sister, and yet she had
conspired with Ronan against me.

This betrayal cut deeper than any silver blade. The pain of it was a constant, throbbing reminder
of my own naivety.

Amelia seemed to sense my thoughts. She walked over and placed a gentle hand on my shoulder.
“Don’t think about it anymore. Let Marcus handle Isla. I’ll help you treat your legs.”

I nodded, no longer sparing Isla another glance. The sound of my wheelchair rolling away was
accompanied by her desperate cries.

“Theodore... don’t go... please let me go...” Her pleas fell on deaf ears. The person who had
once protected her had already grown cold to her suffering.

Logan’s voice growled in my mind: “She doesn’t deserve your protection.”
“I know, Logan,” I responded silently. “She’s already paying the price.”

When we reached the master bedroom, Amelia closed the door behind us and crouched in front
of me, looking into my eyes with genuine concern.

“I know you’re always smiling, but you also feel lost and sad sometimes,” she said softly. “I’ve
had my vulnerable moments too, but I got through them.”

Her eyes held mine steadily. “From now on, you need to live for yourself. Family, friendship,
love none of these should come before your own well-being. Taking care of your own emotions
is what matters most.”

| listened quietly until she finished, then spoke: “At least, I want to put you before myself.”
Amelia froze, clearly caught off guard.

“Perhaps in the future,” I continued, “I won’t be able to help putting you first.”

She stared at me for a moment before suddenly breaking into a smile. “Theodore, you really
know how to talk.”

She stood up and leaned down to place a gentle kiss on my cheek. “Is this what you wanted?”
The gesture was quick but filled with tenderness.

My entire body went rigid. My breathing stopped, and my eyes widened with an almost startling
brightness. It took me a long moment to recover, looking up at her with delight and deep
affection in my gaze.



Amelia laughed at my dumbfounded expression. “Why aren’t you saying anything? Did my kiss
make you stupid?”

The corners of my mouth lifted into a smile as I nodded slightly. “Yes, and if you kiss me again,
I might not just be stupid — I might go crazy.”

My voice was soft but filled with sincerity. In that moment, all the betrayal and pain seemed to
fade in importance. I had lost family members I trusted, but | had gained her.

As long as she remained by my side, [ wasn’t left with nothing.
Logan growled in my mind: “She is ours, forever.”
“Yes,” I responded silently. “Forever.”

Amelia laughed and pulled out a silver needle from her kit. “Enough chatting. I should hurry and
treat you. If your legs don’t stand up soon, people outside will spread all sorts of rumors about
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you.

She crouched down and began preparing for the treatment. “If you can’t enter your own territory
today, tomorrow you might not even be able to enter your own home.”

She started treating my legs, her movements precise and confident. Two hours later, the
treatment was complete.

And Ronan, who was two hours late, finally arrived.
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(Ronan’s POV)

I frowned as I approached the open door of Theodore’s suite. Something felt off. I was already
two hours late, but | had my reasons. The pack had needed me—their acting Alpha- to handle an
urgent matter.

Stepping inside, my eyes immediately fell on a crumpled figure by the liquor cabinet. Isla! She
lay motionless, her knees a bloody mess, a pool of crimson spreading beneath her. Her eyes were
closed, and she looked barely alive.

“Isla!” I cried out, rushing toward her.



Before | could reach her, something slammed into my back with tremendous force. | crashed
face—first onto the hardwood floor, the impact knocking the wind from my lungs. A heavy boot
pressed down between my shoulder blades, pinning me in place.

Struggling to lift my head, I found myself staring directly into Theodore’s cold, emotionless
eyes. My brother sat in his wheelchair, looking down at me with contempt. Copied from *

“Theodore... what are you doing?”’ I gasped. “What happened to Isla? Did you do this to her?”

I couldn’t believe it. My brother—the one who had always protected us, who had taken a hundred
silver blades to save Isla—had done this?

Theodore wheeled closer, his voice like ice. “I told you to come immediately to collect her.
Instead, you arrived two hours late.” His lips curved into a cruel smile. “Did you think I wouldn’t
actually harm Isla?”

“There was an emergency in the pack,” I explained frantically. “I couldn’t leave-"
Theodore’s laugh cut me off. “Of course. How convenient.”

He nodded slightly to whoever was standing on my back. Suddenly, the pressure lifted, only for
a heavy boot to come crashing down on the side of my head. Again and again, the foot stomped,
grinding my face against the floor.

Pain exploded through my skull. I could feel my skin splitting, blood pouring down my face.
When the assault finally paused, I looked up through swollen eyes to see Marcus, Theodore’s
Beta, standing over me with a blank expression.

| stared at Theodore in shock. This wasn’t the brother I knew. The brother who had taught me to
hunt, who had protected me from our father’s harsh training.

“Surprised?” Theodore asked, noticing my expression. “You really don’t know why I’'m
punishing you like this?”

1 racked my brain, trying to understand, “Is it... because I didn’t come to pick you up for the
meeting this morning?”

Theodore sighed, shaking his head, “It seems I’ve been too gentle.” He looked past me. “Clearly,
he needs more persuasion.”

The door burst open, and two of my own wolf guards—men I’d assigned to protect Isla- rushed in.
Instead of helping me, they began raining blows down on my already battered body, Kicks to my
ribs, punches to my kidneys, stomping on my limbs.

For ten excruciating minutes, they beat me while Theodore watched impassively. | finally broke,
curling into a protective ball.



“Please,” I begged, “Theodore, make them stop! I’ll do anything!”
Theodore raised a hand, and the beating ceased. “Have you realized your mistake?

I nodded frantically, blood dripping from my split lip. “Yes! Next time, no matter what meeting
I’m in, I’ll come pick you up immediately. I promise!”

A soft chuckle escaped Theodore’s lips. “You still don’t understand.” He waved his hand.
“Continue.”

The guards resumed their assault with renewed vigor. My ribs cracked under their boots. My
face became unrecognizable. Another ten minutes passed before Theodore called them off again.

He wheeled his chair until he was directly in front of me, looking down at my broken form.

“Let me explain your error,” he said quietly. “After my legs were crippled, I temporarily
entrusted you with managing the pack. But you’ve started acting as if you’re the Alpha.” His
eyes narrowed dangerously. “Tell me, Ronan, what does it mean to ‘come pick me up? Do | need
an escort to enter my own territory? Who do you think you are?”

“I was just trying to help,” I wheezed through broken teeth. “I wanted to make things easier for
you. I never intended to take your place.”

“For your sake, I hope that’s true,” Theodore replied. “Because brother or not, I won’t hesitate to
destroy anyone who tries to take what’s mine.”

He leaned forward in his wheelchair. “Now, here are my orders. I’m returning to the pack
tomorrow. Before then, you will expel every new wolf you’ve accepted this past month. You’ll
personally compensate them—not with pack resources, but from your own pocket.”

My heart sank. That would cost me a fortune.

“Additionally,” Theodore continued, “you will personally invite back every pack member who
was forced to leave under your management. If even one refuses to return, you’ll face another
punishment tomorrow.”

I swallowed painfully. “I understand.”

Theodore nodded, then turned his wheelchair toward the sofa where | noticed Amelia Stone
sitting, watching the entire scene with interest.

“Quite the show, isn’t it?”” she remarked with a slight smile. “Last night you watched me
perform, and today I get to watch yours. How fitting.”



Theodore’s expression softened immediately. “I specifically invited you here to treat me so you
could enjoy some entertainment after your hard work.”

“How thoughtful of you, Little Pup,” she teased.
“Anything for you, My Queen,” he responded with genuine warmth.

I slumped against the liquor cabinet beside Isla’s unconscious form, clenching my fists until my
knuckles turned white. Hatred burned through me like acid.

That bastard Theodore! He’d beaten Isla and me to a pulp, yet there he was, flirting with Amelia
Stone as if nothing had happened!

This humiliation would not stand. Someday, | would make him pay a hundredfold for today’s
cruelty.

My wolf, Leo, growled furiously in my mind: “We won’t forget this day.”

“No,” I silently agreed. “We will make him pay.”
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(Ethan’s POV)

The door to my office burst open as Caleb stormed in, his face twisted with anger. He threw
himself onto the leather sofa across from my desk, not bothering with pleasantries.

“Katya’s situation is handled,” he announced, running a hand through his disheveled hair. “She’ll
release a statement tonight taking full responsibility for the dress incident.”

I glanced up from the financial reports I’d been reviewing, noting the fury radiating from my
younger brother. “Hmm,” I responded, returning my attention to the papers. “Make sure her
compensation doesn’t come directly from your accounts. We can’t leave a paper trail.”

“I know that,” Caleb snapped, his fingers drumming impatiently against the armrest.

Setting down my pen, | leaned back in my chair. “What else is bothering you? You look ready to
tear someone apart.”

Caleb’s eyes flashed dangerously. “That b***h Amelia! I actually felt bad about the dress
incident last night. Spent hours writing her a heartfelt apology letter.” He laughed bitterly. “And
what does she do this morning? Throws it away without even reading it, then goes online to
publicly humiliate me over the dress!”



I raised an eyebrow, surprised by his naivety. “You actually apologized?”

“I thought it was the right thing to do!” Caleb slammed his fist against the sofa. “Our ‘dear
sister® told Mother exactly why she came back to the Stone River Pack. She wants to destroy us
completely—make us experience what it’s like to have nothing.” His lips curled into a sneer.
“She’s overestimating herself.”

My expression darkened as I absorbed this information. Father’s warning from last night
suddenly made more sense. This wasn’t just about Amelia reclaiming her position—she wanted
revenge.

Initially, I’d only planned to cripple her legs as payback for my injured right leg. But if she was
determined to be our enemy...why should I show any mercy?

“I’ve got people digging into her past,” Caleb continued, interrupting my thoughts. “She grew up
among rogues—there must be dirt we can use against her. And if we can’t find any...” His smile
turned cruel. “We’ll create some.”

I shrugged, feigning indifference. “Do whatever you want. [ won’t interfere.”

Caleb’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “You’re still not telling me what she has on you, are you? It
must be serious if you’re letting her walk all over you.”

“Handle it however you see fit,” I repeated firmly, avoiding his question.

Before Caleb could press further, a knock sounded at the door. Without waiting for my response,
my secretary Anya pushed it open, struggling to carry an armful of gardening tools.

“Sir, I’ve purchased everything you requested,” she announced, dumping the collection of
trowels, spades, and pruning shears onto the corner table. “The specialty fertilizer will arrive
tomorrow morning.”

| felt the blood drain from my face as Caleb’s eyes widened in disbelief.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I shouted at Anya. “Did I give you permission to
enter?”

The secretary paled. “I-I knocked, sir.”
“Get out!” I snarled, watching her scurry from the room.

An uncomfortable silence fell as Caleb stared at the gardening tools, then back at me. His
expression shifted from confusion to horrified realization.

“You’re helping Amelia with gardening?” he asked incredulously. “Please tell me I’'m wrong.”



I couldn’t meet his eyes, my humiliation complete.

Caleb ran his hands through his hair. “What has happened to you, Ethan? The pack’s Alpha
reduced to... a gardener’s assistant?”

After ensuring Anya was gone, | slammed my fist against the desk. “You don’t understand a
damn thing! You think I want to be digging in dirt like some common Omega?”

“Then explain it to me!” Caleb demanded. “What could she possibly have on you that would
make you sacrifice your dignity like this? Your leg is already injured because of her, and instead
of retaliating, you’re following her orders like a trained puppy!”

The pain and frustration I’d been bottling up for days finally erupted. “I’ve been poisoned,
alright?” I shouted, my voice breaking. “She poisoned me!”

Caleb’s jaw dropped. “What?”

I slumped back in my chair, suddenly exhausted. “It’s some kind of rare toxin. I’ve consulted
every healer and herbalist | could find—none of them can identify it, let alone cure it.” My hands
trembled slightly as I continued. “Only Amelia has the antidote, and she’s making me work for
it.”

“That heartless b***h,” Caleb whispered, his face pale with shock.

“Now you understand why I can’t fight back,” I said, my voice hollow. “I’m completely at her
mercy.”

Caleb’s expression hardened with determination. “We should tell Patriarch Alaric immediately.
He wouldn’t allow this!”

I laughed bitterly. “And what proof do I have? The poison doesn’t show up in any tests. It would
just look like I’'m trying to frame her.” I shook my head. “Grandfather already favors her -he’d

never believe me without evidence.”

“This is my fault,” Caleb said, guilt washing over his features. “I’m the one who suggested you
confront her. I never imagined she’d do something this vicious.”

“It doesn’t matter now,” I replied, forcing myself to think clearly. “What we need is a plan.”
I leaned forward, lowering my voice. “You need to start attending Valerius Kane’s auctions
regularly. Look for information about a toxicologist named Morwenna that he mentioned.

Meanwhile, I’ll hire a rogue skilled in stealth to search Amelia’s room for the antidote.”

Caleb’s eyes flashed dangerously. “Why not just force her to hand it over? We could-"



“No!” I cut him off sharply. “That’s exactly how I ended up in this situation. I underestimated
her, and I still don’t even know when or how she poisoned me and my bodyguards.” I fixed him
with a stern look. “Don’t make the same mistake. She’s more dangerous than she appears.”

Remembering my own helplessness as the poison took effect, I shuddered. “The last thing we
need is for you to fall into her trap too.”

Caleb reluctantly nodded, seeing the wisdom in my caution.
I hesitated before adding one final request. “While you’re investigating, look into something else
as well. Amelia claimed Celine hired people to harm her.” I frowned, still finding it hard to

believe. “I don’t think Celine would do something that reckless, but we should confirm it
anyway.”
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(Ethan’s POV)

Hearing my instructions, Caleb’s expression grew serious. He leaned forward, eyes narrowing
with suspicion.

“Did Amelia tell you something specific?” he asked, studying my face carefully. “You seem
unusually concerned about Celine.”

I waved off his question, not wanting to reveal more than necessary. “Just investigate first. If
someone really is trying to harm Amelia, you’ll understand soon enough.”

Before Caleb could press further, my phone rang. I glanced at the screen and felt a surge of
hope—it was Celine.

“Ethan!” Her excited voice came through as soon as [ answered. “I have good news. My friend
has agreed to help us. He’s going to try to arrange a meeting with Shadow Healer Lily!”

This was the first piece of good news I’d heard in days. I sat up straighter, my pulse quickening.
“When?” I demanded, unable to hide my eagerness. “How soon can he arrange it?”
“He’s working on it now,” Celine replied. “He has connections.”

I gripped the phone tighter. “Tell your friend I’1l pay five hundred thousand if he succeeds. No
questions asked.”

Caleb’s eyebrows shot up at the figure.



“He’s not doing it for money,” Celine said softly. “But I’1l let him know.”

After ending the call, | leaned back in my chair, feeling the tension in my shoulders ease slightly
for the first time in days. If we could secure Lily’s help, I might have a chance against Amelia’s
poison.

“You look almost happy,” Caleb observed, a small smile forming on his lips. “Celine really
comes through for us, doesn’t she? No matter how impressive Amelia might be, we can’t forget

who’s been supporting the Stone family all these years.”

I met his gaze, my resolve hardening. “Don’t worry. I feel exactly as you do. I’ve always seen.
Celine as my true sister, and nothing—absolutely nothing—will ever change that.”

(Celine’s POV)

I ended the call and turned my attention back to the handsome man sitting across from me. Rhys
Calder looked every bit the cultured heir to the Obsidian River Pack—elegant, refined, with
intelligent silver eyes that seemed to analyze everything.

“My brother says he’ll pay you five hundred thousand if you can successfully arrange a meeting
with Lily,” I said, offering my most charming smile. “This is really important to me, Rhys. You

can make it happen, can’t you?”

Rhys’s expression didn’t change at the mention of the substantial sum. He simply smiled, his
eyes never leaving mine.

“I’m not helping you for money, Celine,” he said softly, his meaning unmistakable.

I understood his implication perfectly but chose not to acknowledge it directly. Instead, | leaned
forward slightly.

“Is three days enough time?” I asked.
Privately, | assessed him. Rhys was undeniably handsome, cultured, and wealthy—but he was still
just the heir to the Obsidian River Pack. He couldn’t compare to Theodore Crimson, the future

Alpha King. If | had given up Theodore, I certainly wasn’t going to settle for less.

Rhys didn’t push for a response to his subtle advance. He simply nodded, his manner remaining
gentle.

“If all goes well, I might have an answer for you tonight,” he said.
“That would be wonderful,” I replied, my smile widening. “I’ll be waiting for your good news.”

As we parted ways, | calculated my next move. If I could help Ethan secure the rights to Lily’s
final healing chronicle, the company’s success would ensure his continued affection and support.



So what if I’d lost one talent competition to Amelia? Compared to the business advantages |
could provide, that was nothing!

(Amelia’s POV)

“Stay for lunch with me?” Theodore asked after we’d sent Ronan and Isla away from Stillwater
Estate.

I nodded, curious. “Who’s cooking?”

Theodore simply picked up his phone and made a quick call, summoning the pack house chef to
prepare our meal. I couldn’t help but laugh at how easily he commanded such luxury.

An hour later, | leaned back on the sofa, completely satisfied after the most delicious meal I’d
had in ages.

“If I ate like this every day, I’d definitely gain weight,” I sighed contentedly, patting my
stomach.

Theodore’s golden eyes traveled over my slender frame. “You have plenty of room to fill out,”
he observed with a small smile.

“How do you resist overeating with food this good?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Since my legs make regular exercise difficult, I have to be careful with my diet,” he admitted. “I
need to maintain my physique. Wouldn’t want my future mate to be disappointed.”

My interest piqued immediately. “Oh? So you’re saying you have a good body under those fancy
clothes?”

“I believe you’d find it satisfactory,” he replied, his confidence unmistakable.
I raised an eyebrow, not entirely convinced. “I think I need visual confirmation.”

Theodore turned to Marcus, who had been standing quietly by the door. “Marcus, you can leave
us for a while.”

Marcus shot his Alpha an exasperated look before departing, closing the door firmly behind him.

I realized I’d been so focused on Theodore’s injured legs these past days that I'd completely
neglected to appreciate the rest of him. A serious oversight on my part.

I approached him with deliberate steps, aware that my voice had taken on a mischievous quality.
“I’m not even going to pretend I have pure intentions right now.”

Theodore spread his arms accommodatingly, his golden eyes dancing with amusement.



My fingers worked nimbly at his shirt buttons. I told myself I was simply curious about his
physique—nothing more. As each button came undone, revealing more of his chest and abdomen,
my eyes widened appreciatively.

“Impressive,” I murmured, taking in the defined muscles of his chest and the perfect ridges of his
abs. “Very impressive.”

“Glad I didn’t disappoint,” he replied, his voice deeper than usual.

After I’d looked my fill, T carefully rebuttoned his shirt, deliberately including the top two
buttons at his collar that he usually left open.

“There,” I said firmly. “Keep it all covered up. No other women get to see this.”
(Amelia’s POV)

| settled back onto the sofa, feeling quite pleased with myself, when my phone rang. Glancing at
the screen, [ was surprised to see Rhys Calder’s name.

The heir to the Obsidian River Pack was an interesting character. Like his father, who had once
abandoned his responsibilities to pursue black magic in remote regions, Rhys had his own
obsession—collecting ancient healing knowledge and historical texts rather than focusing on pack
leadership.

It was actually Rhys who had first suggested | compile my healing knowledge into chronicles.
But since he spent most of his time in Northgate City while | remained in my remote pack, our
communication had been limited.

I answered the call, curious about his sudden contact.

“Amelia, it’s me, Rhys,” came his clear, cultured voice. “I have a favor to ask of you.”
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(Amelia’s POV)

“Rhys, go ahead. What is it?”’ I asked, curious about his sudden call.

“I have a friend who runs an entertainment company,” Rhys explained, his cultured voice smooth
as ever. “He’s interested in purchasing the rights to your therapy journal. Would you be willing

to meet to discuss it further?”

I couldn’t help but tease him. “This ‘friend* of yours... are they someone special to you?”



There was a slight pause on the other end. “That’s... not relevant to our discussion,” he replied,
sounding uncharacteristically flustered. “Can you confirm a time for the meeting?”

“Well, I’'m no longer in the Meadow Brook territory,” I informed him. “I’m actually in Northgate
City now.”

“You’re in Northgate?” His voice brightened considerably. “That’s perfect! I'm here as well.”

We quickly settled on meeting the next day at noon. After confirming the details, | ended the
call.

Theodore was watching me with undisguised curiosity. “Business?”

“That was Rhys Calder, the son of my mentor Rowan,” I explained. “He wants to discuss selling
the rights to one of my treatment diaries.”

Theodore’s golden eyes widened slightly. “You write treatment diaries that can be sold for
profit?”

I nodded, enjoying his surprised expression. “It’s a side project. They’re quite popular among
pack healers.”

“What name do you publish under?” he asked.
“Lily,” I replied simply.

Theodore’s eyebrows shot up. “The Shadow Healer? Even I’ve heard that name, and I don’t read
many medical texts. Isla mentioned it once.”

His admiration was evident, and I couldn’t deny enjoying it. He reached for my hand, his touch
warm and reassuring.

“I’d like to accompany you tomorrow,” he said.
I smiled, assuming he wanted to declare himself as my partner. “Want to mark your territory?”

Theodore shook his head. “As your mate, I should get to know your friends. I’ll need to invite
them to our mating ceremony, after all.”

His reasoning was so practical and thoughtful that I couldn’t argue. “That makes sense. I’d like
you to come.”

With our plans settled, | stifled a yawn. The events of the morning had left me drained.

“I should head back for an afternoon nap,” I said, stretching slightly. “What are your plans for
the rest of the day?”



Theodore’s expression softened. “I’ll be personally overseeing the preparations for our mating
ceremony.”

His dedication surprised me. “You don’t need to do that. Your grandfather said he’d handle it.”
“He promised it would be grand,” Theodore acknowledged. “But this is our ceremony, Amelia.
It’s significant to us both. I need to ensure every detail is perfect, to give you memories you’ll
cherish forever.”

I was touched by his sincerity. “I can help-”

He shook his head firmly. “Just provide a guest list. I’ll handle the rest.”

His golden eyes held mine, his expression solemn. “I promise you, Amelia, you will be
celebrated. Everyone will envy you, and no one—absolutely no one—will dare suggest that the true
daughter of the Stone River Alpha is only fit to be mated to a cripple in Celine’s place.”

The fierce protectiveness in his voice warmed me more than | cared to admit.

At four o’clock, I returned to the Stone estate, heading straight for the Briarwood House. As |
approached, the sound of raised voices caught my attention.

I rounded the corner to see Adrian and Livia, flanked by several pack warriors, arguing with my
guards. They were clearly trying to force their way in.

Agnes, the elderly caregiver who had become one of my few allies in the household, spotted me
first. Her face paled with alarm.

“Miss Amelia!” she called out, frantically gesturing for me to go inside. “Please, hide quickly!
They’ve come with hostile intent!”

Too late. Adrian’s head snapped in my direction, his face flushing with rage the moment he saw
me

“You truly are my wonderful daughter!” he spat, storming toward me. First, you cripple your
brother, and now you dare to attack your own mother! What’s next? Are you going to come after
me, your own father?”

I could see the veins bulging in his neck. He must have rushed here from his office after
receiving a tearful, frantic call from Livia,

I met his gaze calmly. “I believe you need to correct your address, I said, my voice serious. 1 am
not your daughter.”

Adrian’s expression darkened further. “It’s clear you have no intention of forgiving us, he said
bitterly, “Your previous threat—to leave us with nothing—was sincere, wasn’t it?”



I couldn’t help but let out a short, amused laugh. The man truly had no self—-awareness.

“So, Uncle Adrian, you came all this way just to confirm whether I meant what I said?
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(Amelia’s POV)
When | finished laughing, | composed myself and looked directly into the middle—aged man’s
gloomy eyes. I enunciated each word clearly: “That’s right, it’s true! I will destroy your entire

family, and I won’t rest until I do!”

Adrian’s face contorted with rage upon hearing his biological daughter’s declaration. His chest
heaved as he struggled to contain his fury.

“You dare!” he roared. “I’ve lived half my life as the Alpha of the Stone River Pack. I will not
tolerate threats from a young wolf, especially not my own daughter!”

Agnes, who had been watching nervously from the side, frantically pulled out her phone. Her
fingers trembled as she tried to call Jaxon for help, but no one answered.

Adrian’s lips curled into a cold smile. “My wonderful daughter,” he sneered.
“I need to correct you again,” I replied calmly. “I don’t have a stone—hearted father like you.”

“We regret what happened,” Adrian insisted, his voice strained. “My mate and I want to make
amends, but you won’t give us the chance.”

I laughed bitterly. “People who could abandon their own daughter... what right do you have to
ask for a chance to make amends?”

Adrian’s expression hardened. “So you truly won’t forgive us?”
I met his gaze unflinchingly. “Never.”

The conversation had completely broken down. Adrian’s face darkened as he decided to stop
wasting words.

“Enough talk. You will answer for attacking your mother with those needles,” he growled,
gesturing to the warriors behind him. “Take her.”

Agnes rushed forward, placing herself between us. “Alpha Adrian, please wait! Can’t this wait
until Alpha Jaxon and Lady Seraphina return?”



Adrian ignored her plea completely. “Move aside, or I’ll have them deal with you too.”

Despite her obvious fear, Agnes stood her ground. She darted forward, arms outstretched as if to
shield me.

“You meddlesome thing!” Adrian snarled. With a flick of his hand, he signaled one of his
warriors.

The burly man didn’t hesitate. He delivered a vicious kick that sent Agnes flying. She crumpled
to the ground with a pained cry, too hurt to speak.

I stared in shock and mounting fury. I never imagined Adrian would be so brutal to an elderly
Omega who had served his family loyally for decades.

I rushed to Agnes’s side, carefully helping her into a sitting position. After a quick examination,
I was relieved to find no serious injuries. I quickly inserted a golden needle at a specific point to
stabilize her condition.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered, gently supporting her. “I’ll handle this.”

With Agnes leaning against me, | turned to face Adrian. My eyes burned with determination. He
would pay for hurting someone who cared for me.

As Adrian’s warriors advanced, something unexpected happened. Their bodies suddenly began
to convulse violently. They dropped to the ground, white foam bubbling from their mouths.

Livia pointed at the fallen men, her face pale with terror. “That’s exactly what she did to me this
morning!” she shrieked, clutching Adrian’s arm. “I told you she was dangerous!”

I fixed them with an icy stare. “You knew I wasn’t someone to be trifled with, yet you still came
here causing trouble and hurting innocent people. I’m simply giving you what you asked for.”

Just as | prepared to take further action, a deep, authoritative voice boomed across the courtyard.
“ENOUGH!”

Patriarch Alaric’s commanding presence filled the space as he approached, leaning slightly on
Stewart for support. “What has this family come to, fighting like common rogues in our own
home?”

Livia immediately spotted her chance. She rushed to Patriarch Alaric, tears streaming down her
face. “Father! I swear I’'m not falsely accusing Amelia!”

Patriarch Alaric surveyed the scene with sharp eyes — his son Adrian seething with anger, me
supporting the injured Agnes, and the warriors writhing on the ground. His expression was
grave.



“What exactly happened here?” he demanded.

Livia pulled out the golden needle I had used earlier, her voice breaking with emotion. “This
morning, | brought my son to apologize sincerely. We wrote formal apologies and even prepared
breakfast. But Amelia wouldn’t forgive us!”

She dabbed at her eyes dramatically. “Then she attacked me with this needle! It made me
convulse just like those warriors! She’s trying to tear our family apart — she even attacked her

own mother!”

Patriarch Alaric examined the golden needle, recognition flickering in his eyes. He remembered |
had used a similar one to treat his headache the previous night.

He turned to me, his expression unreadable. “Amelia, is what your mother saying true?”

I met his gaze without a hint of guilt. “I used the needle on her because she was about to hit my
mother. I absolutely will not allow her to bully my mother!”

Livia immediately countered, “How dare you twist the truth! Seraphina slapped my son Caleb
first! As a mother, how could I stand by and watch my son being hit without doing anything?”’
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(Third—person’s POV)

“Caleb deserved that slap!” Seraphina’s cold, resolute voice out through the tension

She strode forward, positioning herself protectively in front of Amelia. Her gjes met Panterch
Alaric’s without a hint of fear.

“The vile things that boy said warranted more than a slap, she declared firmly. “Even ifted been
beaten to death, it would have been justified. His behavior weant human?

She turned her fierce gaze toward Adrian and Livia, her voice dripping with contempt
“It’s parents like you who raised a son like that. And now you come harassing Amelia while my
husband and I are away? Your behavior is beneath contempt Livia’s face contorted with rage.

‘How dare you, you barren she-wolf” she scat venomously

She whirled toward Patriarch Alaric, tears streaming down her face in a practiced display of
victimhood.



‘Father, look! Seraphina is willing to tear our family apart for Amelia’s sake!” She pointed an
accusing finger. “Her words are just as offensive as mine. Does that mean she can hit people
too?”

Patriarch Alaric massaged his temples, his patience visibly wearing thin. “ENOUGH!” he
thundered, silencing them all.

His sharp eyes assessed the situation. The root of this problem is clear. Adrian and Livia came
seeking Amelia’s forgiveness. When denied, they lashed out in embarrassment.”

Livia attempted to interject. “But family should be harmonious-"

“We are not family, Amelia cut in, her voice like ice. “My only family are my adoptive parents
and my grandfather.”

Her lips curved into a mocking smile. “Your intelligence must be truly lacking if you were so
easily manipulated by Celine’s birth mother.”

Patriarch Alaric’s expression darkened further. He turned to his second son with undisguised
disappointment.

“Adrian, you signed an agreement severing ties with Amelia. Why are you still pestering her?”

His eyes narrowed knowingly. “You only regret your actions now because you see how
exceptional she is.”

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “If you continue this nonsense,
I’1l transfer the pack’s inheritance rights to Amelia immediately. You won’t see a single penny.”

Livia’s mouth snapped shut, her face paling dramatically.

Patriarch Alaric sighed heavily. “Let’s consider this matter closed,” he suggested, fatigue evident
in his voice.

Adrian nodded stiffly. “I agree.”

Seraphina turned to Amelia. “The decision is yours, dear.”

Livia scoffed. “What does she have to forgive? I’'m the one who’s been wronged here.”
“You had your men attack Agnes,” Amelia stated flatly.

Livia laughed dismissively. “A mere caretaker? That’s nothing to make a fuss about.”

Amelia’s lips curled into a cold smile. “Even a caretaker knew to protect me, while you, my birth
mother, did not. Why should I care if you’re hurt?”



Patriarch Alaric sighed deeply. “If you hadn’t made those mistakes back then, we wouldn’t be in
this situation today.”

Adrian’s face hardened as he stared at Amelia. “What exactly do you want?”” His tone carried a
clear warning.

Amelia walked deliberately toward him, her movements calm and measured. “Out of respect for
my grandfather, I’ll simply return what was given.”

Before anyone could react, her foot shot out, connecting solidly with Adrian’s abdomen. He had
no time to defend himself.

Livia screamed in horror. When she recovered from her shock, she rounded on Amelia. “How
dare you kick your own father over a mere caretaker?!”

Adrian struggled to his feet with the help of his bodyguards. The physical pain in his stomach
was nothing compared to the humiliation burning through him—humiliation inflicted by his own
daughter.

Patriarch Alaric frowned slightly. “Amelia, that was perhaps excessive. There are other ways to
resolve this.”

“Only an eye for an eye is true revenge,” Amelia replied firmly. “Anything else is compromise.”

Patriarch Alaric hesitated, words dying on his lips. He wasn’t trying to reprimand his
granddaughter—he merely worried her sharp edges might attract disaster.

Livia stared at Patriarch Alaric for a long time, waiting to see how he would respond to his son
being kicked. When she realized the old man had offered only the mildest of reproaches -hardly
even a criticism-rage flooded through her.

“Is that all you have to say?” she demanded, her voice rising hysterically. “Your son was just
assaulted!”

Patriarch Alaric fixed her with a cold stare. “My son had his men attack an elderly Omega who
has served this family loyally for decades. Perhaps you should consider that before demanding
justice.”

Adrian’s face darkened with shame and anger. He grabbed Livia’s arm roughly. “We’re
leaving.”

“But-" Livia protested.

“Now,” Adrian hissed through clenched teeth.



As they turned to go, Amelia’s voice stopped them. “If you ever touch someone under my
protection again, a kick will be the least of your concerns.”

Adrian paused but didn’t turn around. His shoulders were rigid with tension.

“Consider this your only warning,” Amelia.continued, her voice eerily calm. “Next time, [ won’t
be so merciful.”

Without another word, Adrian pulled Livia away, their bodyguards following behind them. The
warriors who had been incapacitated were beginning to recover, groaning as they staggered to
their feet.

Seraphina knelt beside Agnes, helping the elderly woman to a more comfortable position. “Let’s
get you inside,” she murmured gently.

Patriarch Alaric watched his son retreat, disappointment etched deeply in his weathered face. He
turned to Amelia, studying her with a mixture of concern and pride.

“You have your grandmother’s spirit,” he said quietly. “She never backed down either.”
Amelia’s expression softened slightly. “I won’t apologize for defending those I care about.”
“I wouldn’t expect you to,” he replied. “Just remember that every action has consequences.”

Amelia nodded, her eyes drifting to where Adrian and Livia had disappeared. “So does
abandoning your child.”

Livia glanced back one last time, her eyes burning with hatred as she watched Patriarch Alaric

speaking gently with Amelia. The old man had barely reacted to his son being kicked, yet he
stood there having a pleasant conversation with the perpetrator.
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“Dad...” Livia started to protest, but Adrian grabbed her arm, stopping her mid—sentence.

His face darkened as he signaled it was time to leave. With a stiff bow to Patriarch Alaric, they
departed, their bodyguards trailing behind them like wounded animals.

Once they were gone, Grandfather turned to me with a weary sigh. “Are you satisfied now?” he
asked, his eyes searching mine.



I shrugged, completely unrepentant. “They came looking for trouble. I only kicked him once-
that was actually quite polite of me.”

Alaric shook his head, a mixture of concern and amusement crossing his weathered face. “Your
sharp edges are showing, child. I’'m not sure if that’s good or bad.”

“When you have enough power, sharp edges are always good,” I replied confidently. “It’s only
those who lack strength who need to hide their thorns.”

My words seemed to strike something deep within him. His eyes grew distant, thoughtful. |
could almost see the wheels turning in his mind as he considered the Stone family’s future.

“My son and grandsons lack that fire,” he finally admitted. “Perhaps what this family needs is
exactly what you bring.”

A small smile tugged at my lips. “I won’t disappoint you, Grandfather.”

“Keep those sharp edges, then,” he said with newfound resolve. “Just make sure you know when
to use them.”

I nodded, seeing my opportunity. “Speaking of using my edges effectively, I’ve noticed some
concerning issues with the family businesses.”

Alaric’s expression immediately turned serious. “What issues?”

“Both Stone River Botanicals under Adrian and Starlight Entertainment under Ethan are
struggling,” I explained. “They’re facing serious crises that could affect the pack’s standing.”

Grandfather’s eyes narrowed. “What do you propose?”

I didn’t hesitate. “I want you to transfer management of Starlight Entertainment to me next
month. I’ll double its market value within a year.”

It was a bold claim, and I knew it. Alaric studied me intently, weighing my words against what
he’d seen of my capabilities.

“That’s quite a promise,” he said carefully.
“I don’t make promises I can’t keep.”

After a long moment of consideration, he nodded. “Very well. If Ethan fails to show results this
month, you’ll take over Starlight Entertainment’s management next month.”

I could hardly believe he’d agreed so readily. This was exactly what I needed.

After seeing Grandfather to the door, I returned to find Seraphina looking at me with wide eyes.



“I can’t believe it,” she breathed. “I thought for sure you’d be punished after everything that
happened today. Instead, he’s giving you Starlight Entertainment!”

I smiled, settling beside her on the sofa. “Grandfather cares about one thing above all else- the
strength and future of the Stone family. I proved myself at the welcoming ceremony last night.”

“But still, to hand over a major company...”

“He won’t let Adrian’s family trouble me,” I explained. “Not unless they can produce better
results than I can. And they can’t.”

I knew Ethan was pinning his last hopes on securing exclusive rights to the Shadow Healer
Lily’s treatment manuals. What he didn’t know was that I was Lily. His hopes were doomed
from the start.

“I also plan to help Stone River Botanicals turn things around,” I continued. “With my medicinal
herbs and technical team, we can transform the company completely.”

Seraphina shook her head in amazement. “When it comes down to it, you’ve earned this through
your own abilities.”

“You were pretty impressive yourself,” I countered with a grin. “The way you stood up for me
was amazing!”

A blush crept across her cheeks. “Was I too harsh? I was so angry seeing them attack you like
that.”

“You were perfect,” I assured her. “That’s what strength looks like—protecting those you care
about.”

Her blush deepened, and | took the opportunity to study her face more closely.

“Your skin looks amazing,” I observed. “Not a wrinkle in sight. Uncle Jaxon must take very
good care of you.”

Seraphina touched her face self—consciously. “Really? No wrinkles at all?”

“Not one,” I confirmed with a smile.

She laughed, her eyes crinkling with genuine happiness. “You always know just what to say!”
(Third—person’s POV)

Back at The Twilight Pavilion, Livia paced the floor, unable to contain her frustration any
longer.



“Adrian, how could you just stand there while that wild girl kicked you?”” she demanded. “How
can you tolerate such disrespect?”

Adrian’s eyes flashed with cold anger. “Did you not see how Patriarch Alaric looked at her?
Especially after last night’s banquet, when even Alpha King Gideon showed her such approval?”

He ran a hand through his hair in frustration. “Complaining to Father now would only make him
more dissatisfied with us and more inclined to favor Jaxon’s family.”

“So we just swallow this humiliation?” Livia’s voice rose shrilly.
Adrian’s face darkened. “We’ll handle Amelia ourselves. Don’t bother Father with this again.”

Inwardly, he was already calculating. They needed a more powerful strategy to convince Alaric
to expel Amelia from the Stone family once and for all.

Livia could only nod reluctantly. “Fine,” she muttered.
After finishing his work at the company, Jaxon returned to his office to find a missed call from
Agnes. When he called back and learned what had happened to Amelia in his absence, he

immediately rushed home.

“Seraphina, Amelia! Are you alright? Were you hurt?” he burst through the door, his breathing
ragged as he dropped to his knees in front of Amelia.

I stared at him in surprise, shaking my head. “I’m fine, Uncle.”

Relief washed over his face, quickly replaced by fury. “If anything had happened to you, I would
never have forgiven Adrian.”

Seraphina clutched her chest, still shaken by the day’s events. “They came when we were alone,
Jaxon. It was so underhanded. Thank goodness Amelia can take care of herself, or who knows
what might have happened.”

Jaxon frowned deeply, rising to his feet to pace beside the coffee table. “This isn’t enough.
Bodyguards clearly aren’t sufficient protection.”

His eyes were dark with determination as he continued pacing. “I need to find another
way to keep Amelia safe
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(Amelia’s POV)



I watched Jaxon pace back and forth, his brow furrowed with worry. The concern etched across
his face made my heart clench.

“Dad, you don’t need to worry so much,” I said gently. “I can protect myself.”

Jaxon stopped pacing and fixed me with a serious gaze. “No matter what, I can’t help but worry.
What if something happens when I’'m not around?”

He ran a hand through his hair, frustration evident in his movements. “If you weren’t so capable
and mentally strong, a normal child would have been broken by Adrian’s family long ago.”

Seraphina placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. “Just let him find a solution, Amelia.
Otherwise, he won’t sleep tonight.”

I nodded reluctantly. There was something touching about his concern, even if | found it
unnecessary.

After dinner, Jaxon’s face brightened as he snapped his fingers. “I’ve got it! My company can
develop a special device for you to wear. If your heart rate shows any abnormality indicating

danger, it will automatically deliver an electric shock for defense.”

His eyes gleamed with excitement. “And I’ll receive an immediate alert so I can rush to your
side.”

I bit back a smile. The number of dangers that could actually make my heart rate spike was
extremely limited. Still, the warmth spreading through my chest at his concern was undeniable.

“I promise I'll wear it,” I agreed. “And I’1l keep myself safe, I promise.”

Jaxon’s expression softened as he reached out to squeeze my hand. “I know you’ve had to be
strong on your own for so long. But now, Seraphina and I want to share your burdens. We want
you to enjoy the carefree days you deserve at your age.”

Something strange happened then. A lump formed in my throat, and my eyes began to sting. I,
who had never broken down in tears through all my years of hardship, was suddenly on the verge
of crying from his simple words of care.

I blinked rapidly, trying to hide the emotion that threatened to overwhelm me.

(Third—person’s POV)

Night had fallen. In the backseat of the car heading toward the Stone family estate, Caleb
scrolled furiously through his social media feed. His face darkened with each swipe of his finger.

“What the hell is going on?” he snapped at Ethan. “No matter how many times we suppress these
negative topics about me, they climb back to the top trending list every hour!”



Ethan took the phone, his eyes narrowing as he analyzed the posts. “It looks like someone’s
deliberately working against us. They’ve hired professional trolls to keep this going.”

“It must be Amelia,” Caleb spat.

Ethan shook his head. “She doesn’t have that kind of money. It’s more likely a rival company
trying to take advantage of the situation and crush you completely.”

He handed the phone back. “I’ll have the PR department investigate. In the meantime, stay off
social media. Things should improve after your agent releases a statement.”

Caleb tossed his phone aside with a disgusted snort. “Hmph! Cowards hiding in the shadows,
trying to stop my rise to fame. I’ll succeed just to spite these pathetic losers!”

After the driver parked in the garage, Ethan grabbed his cane with one hand and picked up a bag
with the other. He turned to Caleb before limping away.

“Go on ahead. I need to deliver these gardening tools to Amelia for the antidote.”

Caleb stood frozen, watching his brother’s limping figure heading toward The Briarwood House.
Hatred for Amelia burned deeper in his chest.

Since that wild girl had returned, everything had gone wrong for their family. Even Ethan had
lost his former glory, reduced to this humiliating state. Their parents had been right not to
welcome her back—she brought nothing but misfortune.

Just then, a sweet voice interrupted his dark thoughts. Celine was stepping out of a car, bidding
farewell to a man inside.

Caleb eyed the mid-range sedan with disdain. “Is that your friend who claims to know Lily?
Doesn’t look very impressive to me. Are you sure he’s not lying to get close to you?”

“He wouldn’t lie,” Celine replied confidently. Her eyes lit up as she spotted Ethan. “Oh, Ethan’s
back too? | have great news for him—Lily has agreed to meet with him!”

Caleb’s mood instantly brightened. “That’s fantastic! Let’s go tell him right away.”

As they hurried after Ethan, Celine’s smile faded slightly. Why was Ethan visiting Amelia? Was
he trying to get closer to her too? The thought made her stomach twist with unease.

Ethan had called Amelia in advance. “I’ve prepared all the gardening tools you asked for.”
“Wait for me at the front door,” she instructed.

Ten minutes later, Amelia carefully inspected the hoes, shovels, rakes, and fertilizer Ethan had
brought. Satisfied, she took out a small bottle and shook a pill into his palm.



“Good work,” she said coldly. “Tomorrow, make time to start digging. I need an acre of land
cultivated.”

While accepting the pill, Ethan’s eyes secretly studied the bottle in her hand, memorizing its
appearance. He’d have someone steal it later.

“You have three days,” Amelia warned. “If you fail, there won’t be another antidote.”

Ethan swallowed his humiliation and nodded stiffly. As he turned to leave, Celine’s voice rang
out behind him.

“Ethan! We have amazing news!” Caleb announced excitedly. “Lily has agreed to meet with
you!”

Ethan’s eyes immediately brightened with surprise and delight.

Inside the doorway, Amelia’s eyes flickered at the mention of “Lily.” She thought to herself:
Oh? Could Rhys’s friend possibly be Celine?
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(Third—person’s POV)

Ethan’s face flooded with relief at Celine’s news. “Celine, I owe you a huge favor for this. If we
can secure Lily’s treatment chronicles, I’ll be forever in your debt.”

Celine couldn’t hide her pride, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “I’m just happy I could help
you, Ethan.”

Caleb jumped in, eager to boast. “With Celine personally involved, her friend will definitely
convince Lily. This meeting is as good as successful.”

He shot a contemptuous glance toward Amelia standing in the doorway. “Starlight Entertainment
will only grow stronger. I’d like to see if certain people really have what it takes to ruin our
business.”

Amelia couldn’t help but laugh. “Why are you so confident? You think just because you’re
getting a meeting, the rights are already yours?”

Caleb’s lips curled into a cold smile. “Celine’s connections are reliable. Since they’ve agreed to
meet, it’s practically a done deal.”



He sneered at Amelia. “What makes you think you can destroy our business? Don’t tell me you
know Lily too, and can somehow prevent her from selling the rights to Ethan?”

Amelia nodded calmly. “Actually, yes. | do know her, and | absolutely can stop her from selling
the rights to Ethan.”

Caleb burst into laughter, completely disbelieving. “You’re hilarious!”

Celine joined in with a mocking smile. “You’re just trying to prove you’re better than me. But
connections aren’t built overnight.”

Her eyes narrowed with disdain. “Growing up in that remote little pack, you only know ordinary,
low-ranking wolves. There’s no way you could possibly know the Shadow Healer Lily.”

“What’s wrong with villagers?” Amelia shot back immediately. “Aren’t they connections too?
Who are you looking down on? If you’re so high and mighty, maybe you shouldn’t eat bread.
The wheat was grown by villagers, after all.”

Celine didn’t respond to that, clearly taking it as empty defiance. She turned to Ethan instead.

“Why did you come to see Amelia anyway?”’

Before Ethan could answer, Amelia kicked the bag of tools in the corner. “Ethan’s coming to till
and hoe my garden tomorrow. He was kind enough to bring the tools in advance.”

Celine’s expression grew complicated. She couldn’t understand why Ethan would do such
menial labor for Amelia.

“Are you trying to get her forgiveness?”” she asked, confusion evident in her voice. “But your
leg... she’s the one who injured you.”

Ethan quickly denied it. “That’s not-”

“Don’t worry,” Celine interrupted, misinterpreting his hesitation. “I promise tomorrow’s meeting
will be successful. You don’t need to fear her ruining our business.”

Ethan struggled to explain his poisoning situation. “We should head back for dinner,” he said
instead, desperate to change the subject.

Amelia, seeing his eagerness to save face in front of his sister, smirked. “Your sister is so kind—
hearted, she won’t mind. If you need more help, she can join you.”

Ethan’s face tightened with suppressed rage, but he didn’t dare lash out. He just wanted to leave
as quickly as possible.



As he limped away, Amelia called after him. “With that leg, don’t push yourself too hard. If it’s
too difficult, maybe Caleb or your dear sister can carry you.”

Only then did Celine realize Ethan wasn’t trying to appease Amelia—he was being threatened.

Seeing her once—proud brother so humiliated that he couldn’t even speak up for himself, she
found the sight unbearably pathetic.

Caleb finally snapped. He turned back, his eyes blazing. “Don’t get too cocky. I'll find a way to
deal with you sooner or later.”

Amelia responded with cool indifference. “Maybe focus on managing your social media scandals
first.”

With that, she turned and walked back into her villa, closing the door behind her.

That evening, Amelia received a message from Rhys, arranging to meet at “The Gilded Antler”
at noon the next day.

The restaurant was originally Rhys’s family business, but Amelia had secretly arranged for her
people to buy shares and take over management. It was now thriving. Realizing that Celine’s
“friend” was actually Rhys, Amelia felt even more anticipation for tomorrow’s meeting.

After her shower, she received another message from an unknown number. She immediately
recognized it as Damien again.

The message contained a link to the same article about Theodore’s infertility that she’d sent
Theodore earlier. Below it was written: [Amelia, read this carefully. You’ll regret marrying
Theodore!]

Amelia typed back without hesitation: [Damien, that’s none of your concern. Didn’t I tell you I
don’t want children? A man with azoospermia is perfect for me!]

She smiled to herself. Surely this would finally make Damien give up.

Meanwhile, at the Crimson family residence, Theodore had barely stepped through the door
when his father’s thunderous voice echoed through the great hall.

“Theodore! Kneel before me!”

Theodore paused, looking toward his father Theron, who sat fuming on his throne—like chair.
“Father, what do you mean? What have I done wrong?”

Theron slammed his hand down on the armrest and stood up, pointing an accusing finger at
Theodore. “You dare ask what you’ve done wrong?! How could you be so heartless? Banishing
Isla was bad enough, but having someone shatter her kneecaps? You’re inhuman!”



His voice rose even higher. “And your own brother Ronan! You worked so hard to convince
your grandfather to bring him back from exile. And now? You’d harm your own flesh and
blood? Have you lost your conscience completely?!”

Theron was shaking with rage. He grabbed the tea set from the table and hurled it to the floor.

The sound of shattering porcelain filled the hall as fragments scattered across the marble floor.
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“So father is this furious over such a trivial matter.”

I looked at the enraged man before me, my tone as calm as discussing bad weather. My attitude
clearly infuriated him further. Theron suddenly lifted his foot and kicked over the expensive
mahogany coffee table in front of him. The harsh sound of splintering echoed through the study
as wood fragments flew, but he didn’t seem to care.

“I am your father! I have the right to discipline you!” he roared, spittle flying as he tried to
establish his crumbling authority through primitive force.

I let out a deeply sarcastic cold laugh, not even bothering to hide the contempt in my eyes.

“Father?” I slowly rotated the ring on my thumb, my voice cold enough to freeze. “Allow me to
remind you, Mr. Theron, that every expense of the Crimson family nowadays—including that
expensive custom suit you’re wearing and that Cuban cigar you haven’t finished smoking—is
sustained by my money.”

I leaned forward slightly, my gaze sharp as a blade. “A man who can’t even achieve financial
independence, living like a parasite off his son’s success—where exactly do you get the nerve to
act like a father in front of me?”

I stared directly into his eyes, seeing the panic flickering there, ruthlessly tearing away his last
shred of dignity.

“As a father, you brought that illegitimate daughter Isla back to the pack, deceiving me into
raising her like my own sister. Did you really think I knew nothing?”

I raised my hand, signaling Marcus behind me. Marcus walked forward expressionlessly and
slammed a thick document envelope hard against Theron’s chest.



“Take a look at this—your ‘loving father® facade.” I questioned coldly. “What right do you have
to slander my deceased mother?”

Theron fumbled to catch the envelope. When he pulled out the detailed DNA comparison report
and investigation evidence, his face instantly turned ashen. The shame was fleeting, quickly
replaced by furious embarrassment.

“You actually investigated me privately? I’m your father! How dare you...”

“If not for this investigation, how would I have known my father was so shameless.” I cut off his
roar with sharp words. “All these years, you’ve been using me, haven’t you?”

Theron tried to force a defense, waving his arms as his voice trembled. “Isla has Crimson Moon
Pack blood! She’s also your sister—raising her is a natural responsibility! Theodore, you’re too
cold-blooded!”

“I’'m cold—blooded?” I acted like I’d heard the joke of the century. “You’re the one who depends
on me for everything, yet still expects my respect. Your shamelessness truly opens my eyes.”

My voice suddenly dropped low, carrying dangerous pressure. Logan stirred within me, his rage
almost breaking through my rationality.

“Since we’re being honest, let’s discuss Isla’s so—called ‘k********o¢ incident.” | stared at him
intently, dropping the bombshell. “That wasn’t an accident, was it? You had someone else do
your dirty work.”

The air in the study seemed to freeze.

“Your purpose was simple—eliminate me, the ‘crippled‘ son, so Isla and that incompetent Ronan
could take my place and control the entire Crimson Moon Pack.”

These words pierced through Theron’s disguise like a sword. I caught the flash of terror and guilt
in his eyes. But he quickly raised his defenses again, shouting loudly. “You’re insane! You’re
ruthless, not even sparing your own siblings! How could a wolf harm its own cubs? How could |
possibly want my own son dead?!”

I watched his clumsy performance coldly, like watching a clown’s death throes on stage. “Save
it.” I cut him off coldly, cruelly pointing out reality. “Even if I really died, with your and
Ronan’s pathetic abilities, you couldn’t possibly defend the business empire and territory I built.
The pack has internal factions everywhere. Grandfather Gideon isn’t completely senile yet, but
he won’t last much longer. The branch families are eyeing the Alpha position greedily.”

I paused, my tone ominous. “Once you lose me, you father and son would be devoured by others
until nothing remains.”



“You...!” Theron roared unwillingly, his face turning purple with rage. “Even if ’'m not as
capable as you, I gave you life! All your achievements are thanks to me!”

“This is the last time I’ll tolerate you.” I issued my final ultimatum. “If you can behave yourself,
I might still guarantee you a comfortable old age. But if you continue scheming behind my
back...”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Don’t blame me for treating you like any other enemy.”

With that, | signaled Marcus to wheel me away.

Just as I turned, Logan let out a contemptuous growl in my consciousness. “That weak old fool
doesn’t deserve to be our father. Theodore, if you hadn’t stopped me, I would have torn his

throat out.”

“Calm down, Logan. He’s not worth dirtying our hands, and you’re just starting to recover.” I
soothed the agitated wolf in my mind.

My wheelchair rolled across the floor as heavy crashes and Theron’s hysterical curses echoed
behind me. | guessed he was mentally swearing to have Ronan replace me.

Too bad he’d never get that chance.
Back in my room, | dismissed Marcus. Sitting alone in my wheelchair, facing the cold moonlight
outside, I remained silent for a long time. The pain of betrayal by blood relatives receded like a

tide, leaving only desolate numbness.

After a while, | took out my phone. My finger hovered over the screen for a moment, wanting to
contact Amelia. Just then, the screen lit up with her message.

**Amelia:** *I heard you dealt with Isla and Ronan pretty harshly? Is Theron furious?*
Seeing those words, my tense nerves inexplicably relaxed.

**Theodore:** *He’s indeed half—dead with rage. But | actually find it amusing.*
**Amelia:** *That’s right! When your leg heals and you appear before everyone, Theron will
get angry again. These two times combined might send him straight to his grave. That’s what

they call a “double whammy*‘!*

Looking at the text on screen, the gloom in my eyes completely dissipated as my lips
involuntarily curved into a smile.

“What a calculating little devil,” I murmured softly, warmth flooding my heart.

(Amelia’s POV)



I lay on my bed, fingers dancing rapidly across my phone screen.

**Amelia:** *By the way, let me tell you something ridiculous. My neighbor Rowan’s son Rhys
said he’d help a friend arrange a meeting about my novel’s copyright. Guess who that so—called
“friend” turned out to be? Celine.*

Theodore replied almost instantly.

**Theodore:** *Oh? Small world indeed.*

Then he sent another combination: .

I looked at the screen and nearly burst out laughing. Was this still that cold Alpha? | knew he
was expressing something like “what the hell” or “absolutely disgusting.”

**Amelia:** *I didn’t expect someone as serious as you to understand this kind of humor. That
clown emoji was perfectly used.*

**Theodore:** *To avoid you finding me boring, | practiced beforehand.*

**Amelia:** *No need to practice. Just maintain that handsome face and sexy body-I’d be
happy all day without you saying a word.*

After sending that message, | put down my phone and looked toward my desk. Several of my
dangerous “pets” were running around there—little snake Green was coiled around the pen holder,
a black widow spider was weaving under the desk lamp, and a white scorpion was brandishing
its pincers triumphantly.

This was my little hobby. Though most people found them terrifying, | thought they were cute.
Suddenly, my wolf Ava rolled her eyes lazily in my mind.

“Amy, could you please throw these disgusting crawlers far away?” Her voice was full of
disgust. “Looking at them kills my appetite. Even though they’re silver and black like us, they

completely lack the fluffy beauty of wolves. They’re visual pollution.”

I laughed and responded mentally: “Don’t be so picky, Ava. They’re good helpers protecting
us.”

I gently shielded the playful little creatures, preventing them from falling off the desk. The room
was filled with a relaxed atmosphere as moonlight streamed through the window. Even facing an
invitation from someone as annoying as Celine, my mood was surprisingly good.
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(Amelia’s POV)

When Green came back to his senses, he found himself staring directly into the glowing eyes of
the spider and scorpion. Startled, he immediately slithered away to hide.

I laughed and gently stroked the little snake. My phone buzzed with a new message from
Theodore, and warmth flooded my chest as | read it.

**Theodore:** *| need to confess something. The first time | saw you in Meadow Brook Pack, |
was attracted to you instantly. Even though Logan was dormant then, the human side of me fell
for you at first sight. When | suggested the arranged marriage, I was actually hoping you’d marry
me.*

My heart skipped a beat. So that powerful Alpha had fallen for me at first sight too.

**Amelia:** *That makes me feel secure. | hope you have sweet dreams about me tonight.*

I watched the message send successfully and couldn’t help smiling. Truth was, I’d already been
having dreams about him — dreams that left me breathless and blushing when | woke up.

(Amelia’s POV)

The next morning, Ethan appeared in the backyard with two gardeners. They started preparing a
garden plot for my moonlight herbs.

After just over an hour of digging, Ethan’s injured leg began bothering him. His movements
grew sluggish as his back ached. He stopped shoveling and looked at me.

“Did you have to do all the physical labor yourself in that unknown little pack?”

I looked up from my medical book, sarcasm flashing in my eyes. “If you’re alone, how else
would you survive without doing it yourself?”

Ethan fell silent for a moment. Then he said, “I didn’t believe these herbs had any value until |
heard Grandfather Alaric confirm it himself.”

I watched him warily, suspecting he wanted to slack off.

“I know you hate our parents for not bringing you back to the pack. You hate me and Caleb for
giving you trouble back then.”



I let out a cold laugh and cut him off. “If Caleb had disfigured an ordinary girl back then, her
entire life would have been ruined. That’s not just ‘trouble‘ — that’s destruction.”

(Amelia’s POV)

“Since my right leg is already ruined, I’ve gotten my comeuppance. We should be even now.”
Ethan insisted. “Don’t trap yourself in hatred, Amelia. Mutual destruction benefits no one.”

I closed my book and ruthlessly exposed his hypocrisy. “You’ve never truly felt remorse. You’re
just afraid now that you’ve failed.”

| stared at him coldly. “If your schemes had succeeded back then, would you have reflected on
them? You’re only saying these nice words now because you’ve discovered I can fight back —
that I can leave you all with nothing.”

Ethan was speechless under my rebuke.

I stood up. Ava growled with disgust in my mind: *“Don’t listen to him, Amelia. He reeks of
hypocrisy. He doesn’t deserve to be your brother.“*

“Since you chose cruelty back then, don’t pretend to be merciful in front of me now,” I said
coldly. “I don’t need your cheap charity.”

| turned and walked away.
(Author’s POV)

Ethan stared at her retreating figure, his expression gradually turning cold. Since she insisted on
fighting, he wouldn’t show any family sentiment either.
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Just then, Celine called to remind him it was time to go meet the mysterious author “Lily’s
representative.

“I’ll be right back,” Ethan replied.

At half past ten in the morning, Livia saw Ethan, Caleb, and Celine preparing to leave together.
“Where are you three going?”’

“To meet Shadow Healer Lily. Thanks to Celine’s connections,” Ethan explained.

Livia immediately grabbed Celine’s hand. “You’re the pride of our family! Such a thoughtful,
considerate daughter.”

Caleb chimed in smugly from the side. “Celine is excellent, so naturally her friends are excellent
too. Praising Celine is the same as praising me.”



Then Caleb warned their parents. “Don’t think about truly accepting Amelia back just because
she has some talent. That would hurt Celine’s feelings.”

Celine timely lowered her head with tears in her eyes, showing a look of grievance but
willingness to endure for their sake.

Livia quickly comforted Celine. “Wanting to bring Amelia back isn’t from the heart at all. It’s
purely to prevent Uncle Jaxon’s family from using this as an excuse to gain inheritance rights to
the pack. We can’t let Jaxon and Seraphina drain even a penny from the company.”
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(Celine’s POV)

In the luxurious living room of Stone Pack House, the crystal chandelier cast cold fragments of
light. Mother Livia gripped my hand tightly. Her perfectly manicured nails almost dug into my
flesh from the force. Her eyes burned with urgency, as if afraid I wouldn’t believe every word
she said.

“Listen, Celine, my darling.” Livia’s voice trembled with an almost obsessive fervor. “That wild
girl—I mean Amelia—I brought her back to the pack not because of any damn maternal love, and
certainly not to make up for some family bond. All of this is for you, completely to protect you.”

My heart skipped a beat. Mother took a deep breath and continued. “That marriage contract... to
marry our daughter off to that crippled Theodore in a wheelchair from Crimson Moon Pack, it’s
like pushing someone into a fire pit! I will not allow my perfectly cultivated heir to suffer such
torture. Your father Adrian and I have long known you’re not our biological child, but in our
hearts, only you are our most beloved daughter. Bringing Amelia back is just to let her fill that
hole for you, to complete that terrible marking ceremony.”

A trace of annoyance crossed Livia’s face, even with some disgust. “If I had known that wild girl
was a thorny ‘time bomb, I should have broken the contract directly instead of letting her come
back and waste the pack’s resources. I swear, she’ll never get a kind face from anyone in this
pack.”

Hearing these words, the boulder pressing on my heart finally lifted. Tears instantly welled up in
my eyes. | threw myself into Livia’s arms, my voice choking. “Mom... I thought you didn’t want
me anymore... I never blamed you, I'm really grateful...”

We embraced and cried together, as if performing a deeply moving family drama. Caleb, sitting
on the other side of the sofa, angrily chimed in. “Exactly, from now on we’ll treat Amelia like
air. This family only needs to pamper Celine. That replacement doesn’t deserve any attention.”



“Enough, put away those tears.” Ethan, who had been standing by the floor—to—ceiling windows,
turned around and coldly interrupted our emotional performance. His tone carried undeniable
authority. “The urgent matter now is business. Starlight Media must secure the copyright for the
final volume of ‘Lily’s* healing notes. Once we get this copyright, our achievements will
overshadow the negative publicity Amelia has recently brought to the family.”

Livia immediately wiped away her tears and resumed her usual arrogance. “Ethan is right.
Celine, go touch up your makeup. Don’t keep our friends waiting. This is our chance to turn
things around.”

(Rhys’s POV)

I parked my black SUV in the shadows of the ornate gates of Stone Pack House. My fingers
unconsciously tapped an irritated rhythm on the steering wheel. Outside the window, ivy swayed
in the wind, just like those tangled family secrets.

My phone screen lit up with a call from my father Rowan. I originally thought he would
command me in his usual ungquestionable tone to give up writing and go back to inherit the vast
Calder family business. But after | answered, his voice was low and serious, carrying an
unprecedented oppressive force.

“Rhys, that girl... Amelia, she’s been brought back to Stone Pack.” Father said on the other end,
his voice suppressing anger. “The only reason they brought her back is as a sacrifice, to fulfill
that damn marriage contract. To replace that fake and marry Theodore.”

My fingers gripping the phone instantly tightened, knuckles turning white.

“Listen, son.” Rowan’s voice became unusually cold. “Amelia will be isolated and helpless in
that pack. As the heir to the Calder—family, | demand you must protect her completely. If anyone
in Stone pack dares to touch a hair on her head, you get it back for her. Even if it means being
enemies with the entire Stone pack, the Calder family can afford it.”

After hanging up, the car fell into deathly silence. I closed my eyes, and the chaotic clues in my
mind finally connected: Celine was the fake who stole the nest, while Amelia, whom | knew in
that remote countryside of Meadow Brook Pack, wearing faded jeans, was the Alpha’s daughter
who had been lost from Stone pack.

A strong sense of regret surged up. | had been too absorbed in plotting my new book to notice
the dramatic changes happening around me. | swore silently that I would never let Amelia suffer
again. Although Stone River Pack was quite strong in the Northern Territories, their arrogance
meant nothing before the deep—rooted Calder family. If my father hadn’t chosen to live in
seclusion, even the Alpha King family ruling Crimson Moon Pack would have to show us
respect.

My thoughts drifted back to that grassland in Meadow Brook two years ago. That was the
biggest shock of my life.



At that time, sixteen—year—old Amelia saw me writing online novels on my laptop and curiously
tried writing too. I originally just wanted to encourage this country girl with some superiority,
but when | saw her first draft, | froze completely. This girl who had never received professional
training had written such a grand, delicate, and profound opening, and the story inside was even
more interesting.

I immediately helped her contact an editor for submission. Once that healing note was published,
it dominated the top of all major charts at an amazing speed, achieving success that even | could
only look up to.

What made me feel even more ashamed was that writing was just a hobby for Amelia to pass
time. Her real talent lay in those hands that could bring the dead back to life—she was a natural
healer who could cultivate rare moonlight herbs. Even my arrogant father Rowan had marveled
that she was a rare genius Healer seen once in a century.

Over the years, the four healing notes published under Amelia’s pen name “Lily” had already
earned astronomical copyright fees. Now, she only had one final healing note whose copyright
hadn’t been sold, which had become the coveted prize of major publishers.

Ironically, I originally didn’t want to use my private relationship with “Lily” to interfere in
commercial affairs. But because I had feelings for Celine... or rather, for the Celine I thought
was pure and kind, | reluctantly agreed to arrange a meeting between her older brother Ethan and
“Lily’s” representative. Now thinking about it, this was a huge joke—they wanted to push Amelia
into a fire pit while still hoping to use Amelia’s works to whitewash their reputation.

Just as | was lost in thought, a harsh engine roar interrupted my contemplation. A bright yellow
Ferrari stopped arrogantly next to my car.

The window rolled down. Celine sat in the passenger seat, wearing a pure white haute couture
dress with exquisite makeup, still looking like a pure and flawless angel. Caleb, who was
driving, wore sunglasses and didn’t even bother to look at me properly. He just rolled down the
window and said arrogantly, “Hey, Rhys, lead the way. Don’t dawdle.”

That look made it seem like | was their hired personal manservant. the Calder family, but a valet
they had hired.

I frowned and looked past Caleb directly at Celine. | expected her to say something, even just a
gentle rebuke, or show me some protection.

However, she just gave me a standard, slightly apologetic smile and said softly, “Sorry Rhys,
Caleb insisted on coming along. You don’t mind, do you?”

Watching her sit guiltlessly in that luxury sports car built with pack resources, enjoying
everything that should have belonged to Amelia, the last bit of fondness in my heart instantly
vanished, replaced by strong disappointment and coldness.



I began to wonder, if Celine really was like father said, letting Amelia come back as a scapegoat
to escape marrying the disabled Alpha, then in her eyes, was I also just a tool to approach fame
and fortune, someone who could be discarded at any time?
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(Rhys’s POV)

Caleb’s impatient roar cut through my thoughts like a blade. He leaned out of the Ferrari’s
window, his face twisted with arrogance.

“What the hell are you waiting for? Move your ass and lead the way already!”

Celine sat in the passenger seat, maintaining that fake elegant smile | was beginning to despise.
She tilted her head slightly, as if addressing a servant.

“Rhys, we’re ready to follow you now. Please drive ahead.”

| stared at this arrogant pair through my windshield. The casual way they expected me to act like
their personal chauffeur made my stomach turn. These people had no idea who they were talking
to.

I rolled down my window and met Caleb’s glare with cold indifference.

“Doesn’t that fancy car of yours come with GPS navigation?”

Caleb’s face flushed red. “What did you just say to me?”

“I said if you can’t even find your way around the city, maybe you shouldn’t be going anywhere
to embarrass yourselves.”

Before either of them could respond, | rolled my window back up and hit the gas. My SUV
pulled away smoothly, leaving them behind.

In my rearview mirror, | watched the bright yellow Ferrari’s engine roar to life. Caleb was
clearly furious. The car shot forward like an angry wasp, speeding past me and disappearing
down the road.

Good riddance.

(Rhys’s POV)



| kept my speed steady and pulled out my phone to call Amelia. She picked up on the second
ring.

“Hey, Rhys. What’s up?”

“I need to tell you something about today’s meeting.” I got straight to the point. “Celine is my
friend. She’s the one who asked me to arrange this meeting with Lily.”

Silence stretched between us for a moment.

“I also need to ask you something,” I continued. “Is it true that the Stone family brought you
back to fulfill that old mate contract? Are they really planning to use you as a sacrifice?”

Amelia’s laugh was light, almost carefree. “Yeah, that’s exactly what they’re planning. But don’t
worry about it.”

“Don’t worry?” My grip tightened on the steering wheel. “Amelia, this is serious.”

“I know it is. I’'m only going to this meeting today because I promised you I would. But I’'m not
going to let the Stone family push me around. Trust me on that.”

Relief flooded through me, but guilt quickly followed. “I owe you an apology. I was completely
fooled by Celine’s social media presence. All those posts about being a noble and kind pack
heir... I actually thought she had depth.”

“What changed your mind?”

“Just now, because my car isn’t expensive enough for their taste, Celine let Caleb humiliate me
without saying a single word in my defense. She just sat there with that fake smile.”

I felt sick thinking about it. “T almost got you involved in this mess because | misjudged
someone’s character. [’'m sorry.”

“Don’t blame yourself,” Amelia said gently. “At least now you see her true colors.”

I let out a bitter laugh. ““You’re right. I’ll admit it — | originally added her contact because she
was pretty. I never imagined someone could be so shallow underneath.”

“Pretty faces can hide ugly hearts,” Amelia said. “You learned that lesson without any real
damage done.”

Her kindness made my guilt even worse. How had | been so blind?

(Amelia’s POV)



After hanging up, I settled back into the leather seat of Theodore’s car. The irony of this whole
situation wasn’t lost on me.

Celine desperately wanted to climb the social ladder. She craved the title of Luna in a top—tier
pack. But her shallow thinking and vanity kept making her miss real opportunities.

In werewolf high society, the Crimson family, Calder family, and Blackwood family were the
true elite bloodlines. The Stone family was just second-tier nobility at best.

Yet Celine had rejected Theodore because she saw him as disabled and unfit to inherit the Alpha
King position. Now she was dismissing Rhys because he kept a low profile about being the
Calder family’s hidden heir.

The girl was digging her own grave with every choice she made.

Ava stirred in my mind, letting out a lazy snort of amusement. “That stupid woman can’t tell real
gold from fool’s gold.”

I smiled to myself. Celine’s path would only get narrower from here.
(Amelia’s POV)

I pushed Theodore’s wheelchair through the entrance of the upscale restaurant we’d chosen for
the meeting. The place had that quiet elegance that screamed expensive without being flashy.

Celine and Caleb were already there, seated at a prominent table in the main dining area. They’d
clearly arrived early to make an impression.

The moment Celine spotted Theodore in the doorway, I watched her eyes light up like she’d just
spotted a winning lottery ticket. The calculating look in her gaze was so obvious it was almost
embarrassing.

Caleb grabbed her arm and whispered something urgent in her ear, probably trying to remind her
that she was supposed to be avoiding Theodore. But Celine ignored him completely.

She stood up immediately and walked toward us with that practiced smile of hers.

“Theodore! What a wonderful surprise.” Her voice dripped with fake sweetness. “Are you here
for dinner too?”

I caught the flash of jealousy in her eyes when she looked at me, even though she was trying to
hide it.

Theodore’s response was ice—cold. “I’m here accompanying my Lia to meet an old friend.”

Celine’s smile faltered for just a second. Then she forced it back into place and shifted tactics.



“That’s so sweet of you.” Her gaze dropped to Theodore’s legs, covered by a blanket. “How are
you feeling these days? Any improvement with your... condition?”

Theodore patted his thigh lightly, and | heard pride creep into his voice.

“Actually, I’'m recovering wonderfully. Amelia is treating me with ancient herbal remedies
blessed by the Moon Goddess herself.”

He paused, letting that sink in before delivering the knockout punch.

“In less than three months, my damaged wolf soul and legs will be completely healed.”

Celine’s eyes went wide with shock. She stared at me like I’d just claimed I could raise the dead.
“That’s... that’s impossible,” she stammered.

Theodore’s golden eyes glittered with barely concealed mockery as he studied her stunned
expression.

“What’s wrong, Celine? Aren’t you happy to hear about my recovery?”
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(Author’s POV)

Theodore sat in his wheelchair, his golden eyes flashing with a cold, predatory light. He looked
up at Celine, whose elegant smile was beginning to c***k at the edges.

“Well, Celine?” Theodore asked, his voice smooth but edged with ice. “You haven’t answered
me. Are you happy to hear that my legs might actually heal?”

Marcus stood behind the wheelchair, his face a mask of professional indifference. But inside, he
felt a grim satisfaction. He knew exactly what his Alpha was doing. Theodore was deliberately

twisting the knife. Everyone knew why Celine had broken their engagement years ago. She had
looked at his crippled legs and decided he was a sinking ship. She wanted a King, not a burden.

Now, hearing that the man she discarded might reclaim his throne, panic flickered behind her
blue eyes.

Celine’s smile stiffened. It looked painful, like a mask glued too tight to her skin. She forced the
corners of her mouth upward.



“Of course, Theodore,” she said, her voice pitching slightly higher than usual. “I am...
overjoyed. Truly. Nothing would make me happier than seeing you walk again.”

Inside Theodore’s mind, his massive black wolf, Logan, let out a low, rumbling snarl. *Liar. She

smells like rot and deceit.* Logan wanted to lunge, to drive this fake woman away, but Theodore
held him back.

“I’m sure you are,” Theodore replied, his tone flat. He didn’t believe a word of it.

Just then, a sleek black sedan pulled up to the curb. Ethan Stone stepped out, adjusting his suit
jacket. He walked toward the group with confident strides, but the moment he got close, he
faltered.

Theodore didn’t even look at him, yet the sheer pressure of his Alpha aura rolled off him in
waves. It was suffocating. Ethan’s shoulders hunched instinctively, his confidence evaporating.
He bowed his head slightly, a sign of submission he couldn’t control.

“Alpha Theodore,” Ethan said, his voice respectful and cautious.

Theodore gave a barely perceptible nod. His expression remained distant, as if Ethan were
nothing more than a fly on the wall.

Rhys stepped forward, breaking the heavy tension. He checked his watch and looked at the Stone
siblings.

“The private dining room is ready,” Rhys said coolly. “We shouldn’t keep the guests waiting.”

Celine looked at Theodore one last time, hoping for some warmth, but found only a wall of ice.
She bit her lip, swallowed her frustration, and turned to leave.

“We’ll go ahead then,” she said softly, before walking away with her brothers.
(Author’s POV)

Rhys followed the Stone siblings toward the restaurant entrance, keeping a few paces behind.
The air was thick with unspoken grievances.

Caleb walked with a heavy stomp, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. He glanced back over
his shoulder, glaring at the spot where Theodore remained.

“I don’t get it,” Caleb grumbled loudly. “He’s just a cripple. Why does he get to act like he owns
the world? Did you see the way he looked at us?”

Ethan stopped abruptly. He spun around, his face darkening with anger.

“Shut your mouth, Caleb,” Ethan hissed.



Caleb flinched but didn’t back down immediately. “What? I’m just saying-"

“You are saying stupid things,” Ethan cut him off, his voice low and dangerous. “You need to
learn your place. If Theodore Crimson actually heals, do you understand what that means? He
will be the Alpha King of the Northern Territories. He is the sole heir to the Crimson Moon
Pack.”

Ethan took a step closer to his younger brother, looming over him. “The Stone family is nothing
compared to them. If you offend him, you drag us all down. Do not let me hear you disrespect

him again.”

Caleb scowled, kicking at a pebble on the ground. He looked unconvinced. “He’s been in that
chair for years. People say he’s done. I doubt he can ever return to his peak.”

“It doesn’t matter what you doubt,” Ethan snapped. “It matters what is possible.”
Celine placed a hand on Caleb’s arm, her voice soothing but firm. “Ethan is right, Caleb. Please,
just for today, keep your temper in check. We are here to ask for a favor. We need to meet this

healer.”

Caleb rolled his eyes. “Fine. But I still don’t believe that Amelia is the one fixing him. Since
when does our useless sister know ancient medicine? It sounds like a joke.”

Rhys, who had been listening silently, suddenly stopped walking. The temperature around him
seemed to drop. He stared at Caleb, his silver eyes narrowing.

“You really don’t know when to stop, do you?” Rhys said, his voice dangerously calm. “I
suggest you watch your words very carefully, Caleb. Ignorance is not an excuse for stupidity”

Caleb opened his mouth to retort, but something in Rhys’s gaze made him pause. There was a
hardness there he hadn’t expected from a writer. Caleb swallowed his insult and looked away,
muttering under his breath but staying silent.

(Author’s POV)

The group entered the luxurious private room. A large round table sat in the center, set with fine
crystal and silver cutlery. They took their seats, the atmosphere tense.

As soon as they settled, Caleb turned his attention to Rhys. He drummed his fingers on the table,
his eyes narrowing with suspicion.

“So, Rhys,” Caleb started, his tone accusatory. “How exactly do you know the ‘Shadow Healer
Lily“? It seems pretty convenient.”

Rhys leaned back in his chair, looking bored. “That is none of your business.”



Caleb scoffed. “I think it is. You’re asking for a five hundred thousand dollar commission. How
do we know you’re not just making this up? Maybe you don’t know her at all. Maybe you’re just
trying to scam us out of the money.”

Rhys’s expression didn’t change, but his jaw tightened.

Celine quickly interjected, putting on her best peacemaker act. She swatted Caleb’s arm lightly.
“Caleb, stop it! That’s rude. Rhys is my friend. He doesn’t look like someone who needs money

that badly.”

Caleb let out a short, awkward laugh, realizing he might have pushed too far. “I’m just being
cautious, Celine. You can’t trust everyone.”

Ethan shot Caleb a withering glare that promised punishment later. He turned to Rhys, offering a
polite nod. “T apologize for my brother, Mr. Calder. He speaks without thinking. \WWe appreciate
you arranging this meeting.”

Rhys didn’t respond, simply staring at the door.

Minutes ticked by. The clock on the wall moved past the agreed meeting time. The room grew
quiet, the silence stretching thin.

Ethan checked his expensive wristwatch and frowned. “It is past the scheduled time. Is she
coming? Perhaps we should call to confirm?”

Just as he suggested it, the heavy oak door handle turned.

Rhys’s lips curved into a small, amused smile. He looked toward the entrance.
“No need,” Rhys said. “She’s here.”

(Amelia’s POV)

A few minutes earlier, I pulled Theodore’s car up to the front of the restaurant. The engine
purred into silence.

Before | could even unbuckle, a valet in a crisp uniform was at my door. He opened it with a
flourish and bowed deeply.

“Welcome back, Miss Stone,” he said, his voice filled with genuine respect.

I handed him the keys. He didn’t ask for a ticket. He didn’t ask for a name. He just took the keys
and bowed again before rushing to open the trunk to retrieve Theodore’s wheelchair.

Theodore watched this exchange, his eyebrows raising slightly. As I helped him into his chair, he
looked up at me with a curious glint in his golden eyes.



“You didn’t show a reservation or a VIP card,” Theodore observed. “Do you know the owner of
this place?”

I adjusted the blanket over his legs and winked at him. “You could say that. I’'m actually a silent
partner here.”

Theodore looked surprised. “A partner?”’

“Rhys’s father, Rowan Calder, is the owner,” I whispered, leaning closer to his ear. “He likes to
keep a low profile, just like me. So, naturally, the staff treats me well.”

Theodore chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated in his chest. He reached out and squeezed my
hand. “Amelia Stone, just how many secrets are you hiding from me?”

“Stick around,” I teased, smiling down at him. “You’ll find out slowly.”

Inside my mind, Ava was practically vibrating with excitement. She paced back and forth, her
tail swishing through the air.

*I can’t wait,* Ava growled happily. *I want to see their stupid faces when we walk through that
door. They think they are meeting a legend, and instead, they get the girl they threw in the trash.*

*Patience, Ava,* | told her, though I felt the same thrill of anticipation.

I pushed Theodore through the restaurant. The staff nodded discreetly as we passed, guiding us
toward the private VIP corridor. We reached the double doors at the end of the hall.

| stopped for a second, taking a deep breath to compose my features. | wanted to look calm. |
wanted to look indifferent.

“Ready?” I asked Theodore softly.

“Always,” he replied.

I pushed the doors open with a firm shove.

The heavy doors swung inward, revealing the three people sitting around the table. Ethan,
Celine, and Caleb all looked up simultaneously, their expressions expectant. They were ready to
greet the mysterious, powerful ‘Lily*.

Instead, they saw me.

For a second, there was total silence. It was as if their brains couldn’t process the visual
information.



Then, Caleb’s chair scraped loudly against the floor as he shot to his feet. His eyes bugged out,
and his face turned a mottled shade of red. He pointed a shaking finger at me, his voice cracking
with disbelief and rage.

“Amelia?!” he shouted. “What are you doing here?”
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(Amelia’s POV)
I pushed open the door of the private dining room and walked in with a calm expression. The
moment they saw me, the expressions on Ethan and Celine’s faces froze instantly. Shock and

unease intertwined in their eyes.

They obviously hadn’t expected this situation. They hadn’t imagined I would walk straight
toward Rhys and sit down in the empty seat beside him.

I looked at their stunned faces and said in a relaxed tone, “I’m the friend Rhys mentioned. I’'m
also today’s appointment.”

Just then, Marcus pushed Theodore in his wheelchair into the room.

Celine finally snapped out of her shock. She whirled toward Rhys, her voice sharp as she
demanded, “Is the famous author ‘Lily‘ you mentioned really Amelia?”

Rhys nodded, his tone firm as he confirmed it.
Celine’s face instantly turned pale. She couldn’t accept this fact.

“Lily* is a powerful healer!” she screamed. “Amelia is just a she-wolf who grew up in some
remote pack. She didn’t even finish high school!”

Celine shook her head repeatedly. Her voice was full of disappointment and doubt as she kept
asking Rhys if he was mistaken.

“How could that crude Amelia possibly write such profound works that are obviously based on
personal experience?”’

My wolf Ava let out a disdainful snort in my mind. She mocked Celine for being the kind of fool
who only judged strength by appearance and status. Completely blind.

Caleb couldn’t help but let out a harsh laugh. He pointed at Rhys and loudly accused him of
being a liar. He thought this was a show Rhys and | had put on together to fool them.



Rhys’s expression darkened. He said coldly, “I’ve done my best to make the connection.
Whether you believe it or not is up to you.”

I remained completely unmoved. I elegantly poured myself a glass of water and said slowly, “If
it weren’t for Rhys’s sake, I wouldn’t waste my time meeting you people.”

I mocked their attitude toward asking for favors.

Caleb angrily slammed the table and cursed that | was acting. He absolutely refused to believe I
was that mysterious bestselling author and Shadow Healer.

Celine suddenly remembered what I had said at the hospital last night. | had said I could make
‘Lily‘ not sell the copyright to Starlight Media.

Celine had a sudden realization. She immediately accused this of being my conspiracy. She
claimed I had known all along that they wouldn’t meet the real Lily today. This was all to
humiliate them.

I shrugged and curved my lips into a mocking smile. I responded ambiguously, “Since I am
‘Lily*, of course I have the right to decide who to sell the copyright to.”

Looking at the hesitation in Ethan’s eyes, I knew the seed of doubt had been planted. Obviously
Ethan was already beginning to waver.

Caleb completely lost his patience. He shot to his feet, the chair scraping against the floor with a
harsh sound.

He roared that this was a trap. He was convinced Amelia had wanted to destroy them all along.

I looked at the furious Caleb and smiled as | praised him for finally being smart for once. |
admitted that seeing them being played like fools did indeed make me feel pleased.

Caleb was convinced | had admitted to setting them up. He angrily slammed the table again and
threatened to make me pay the price:

After speaking, he turned and stormed out of the private dining room. The heavy sound of the
slamming door echoed in the hallway, venting his impotent rage.

(Rhys’s POV)

Ethan left with a grim face, saying nothing as he got up. Celine looked at me with
disappointment, then followed him out.

Watching their retreating figures, my eyes were cold. | turned to Amelia and remarked that her
biological brothers had no familial affection for her whatsoever.



Amelia shook her head. Her tone became somewhat gentler as she said it wasn’t entirely like
that. At least her adoptive parents, Jaxon and Seraphina, were very good to her.

When she mentioned this couple, Amelia’s expression became sincere and warm.

Hearing this, my tense nerves relaxed slightly. I was glad she wasn’t completely isolated in that
cold family.

Theodore, who had remained silent, coughed twice. | noticed this Alpha in the wheelchair was
watching me, so | asked about his identity.

Theodore smiled slightly and introduced himself as Amelia’s fiancé. He said he had come today
to meet her friend.

Then Theodore made a shocking revelation about my true identity. He said | was the heir from
one of the oldest packs, the Calder Pack. The runaway heir who didn’t want to inherit the family
business and left home.

I was stunned and instinctively looked at Amelia, asking if she had revealed it.

Amelia quickly shook her head in denial.

Theodore just smiled calmly and said this was basic insight for an Alpha King’s heir.
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Theodore turned his gaze to Amelia, a small smile playing on his lips.

“You picked a good spot,” Theodore said, his voice calm and even. “But it makes sense.
Moonlight Haven is actually a property under the Calder Pack’s name.”

Amelia raised an eyebrow, looking at him with genuine curiosity.
“It used to be an obscure little restaurant,” Theodore continued, tapping his finger lightly on the
armrest. “But in the last few years, it underwent a massive reform. Now, it is one of the most

popular establishments in the Northern Territories. The revenue flow is significant.”

Amelia shrugged, leaning back in her chair. “You have a sharp eye, Theodore. I’ll give you
that.”



She paused, tilting her head slightly. “But I am surprised. You are the heir to the Alpha King.
You have the entire Northern Territories to worry about. Massive political shifts, border disputes,
military strategy. I wouldn’t think you’d have the time to memorize the ownership of every mid—
sized restaurant in the city.”

Theodore’s expression turned serious, though the warmth didn’t leave his eyes. “That is exactly
why I will sit on the throne, Amelia. To hold power, you cannot just look at the mountain. You
have to know every stone at the base.”

He leaned forward slightly. “I need to know the distribution of every influential force. | need to
know where the money flows and who controls the assets. Only by mastering all the information
can | stay one step ahead of my enemies.”

Inside Amelia’s mind, her wolf, Ava, stretched out lazily. She let out a yawn that rippled through
Amelia’s consciousness.

*“This Alpha actually has a brain,”“* Ava commented, her tone approving. *“He is not just
muscle and teeth. He is worthy of standing beside us.“*

Rhys sat quietly on the other side of the table, sipping his coffee. He didn’t speak, but his mind
was racing.

He looked from Amelia to Theodore. The atmosphere between them was heavy, charged with a
power that made the air feel thin.

On one side, there was Amelia. The lost daughter, the healer, the writer, and secretly the Shadow
King who commanded the rogues. On the other side was Theodore Crimson. The crippled wolf
who still radiated enough authority to make a grown Alpha kneel. The heir to the most powerful
pack in the world.

Rhys felt a chill run down his spine. He felt like a mortal sitting between two ancient monsters.

*1f they truly join forces,* Rhys thought, taking another nervous sip of coffee, *they will be
unstoppable.*

He thought about his own future. His father, Rowan, wanted him to return and inherit the Calder
Pack eventually. The Calder family was wealthy and influential, but compared to the Crimson
Moon Pack, they were small fish.

Rhys silently prayed. *If | do go back and take over the family business, | hope Theodore
remembers I’'m Amelia’s friend. For Amelia’s sake, please don’t let him swallow up the Calder
Pack’s assets just because he wants to own everything on the board.*

Outside the private dining room, the hallway was quiet. The heavy door clicked shut behind the
Stone siblings.



Celine stopped walking and turned to Ethan. Her eyes immediately filled with tears, her lower lip
trembling.

“Ethan, I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice choking up. “This is all my fault. I thought... I really
thought Rhys would help us. I didn’t know he was going to humiliate us like that.”

Ethan sighed. He looked at Celine’s weeping face and felt a pang of sympathy. He reached out
and patted her shoulder gently.

“Don’t cry, Celine,” Ethan said, his voice softening. “I don’t blame you. We all underestimated
Amelia.”

Ethan’s face darkened as he thought about his sister. “That stray... she is more cunning than we
thought. She must have known Rhys’s identity all along. She deliberately set this up to make

fools of us.”

Caleb stood next to them, his fists clenched at his sides. He scoffed loudly, the sound echoing in
the corridor. The anger in his eyes was burning hot, almost uncontrollable.

“Stop crying, Celine,” Caleb snapped, though his anger was directed at the closed door behind
them. “It’s not your fault. It’s that b***h Amelia. She planned this. She wanted to see us beg.”

“But what do we do now?” Celine asked, wiping her eyes. “The company needs that copyright.
If we don’t get it...”

“We have no choice,” Ethan said, running a hand through his hair. “We have to wait until the
end of the month. The official meeting is our only chance to see the real ‘Lily‘. Amelia won’t be

able to block us then.”

Caleb wasn’t listening. He turned around and stared at the sign for “Moonlight Haven” hanging
on the wall. His green eyes narrowed into slits.

“I’m not waiting,” Caleb growled. “She thinks she can play games with us? She thinks she can
sit in there and laugh at me?”

“Caleb, let it go for now,” Ethan warned, frowning. “Don’t cause a scene here. This is a high—
end place.”

“I don’t care,” Caleb spat. “I’m going to teach her a lesson. A lesson she won’t forget.”
He looked at Ethan and Celine. “You two go. Take the car. I’ll find my own way back later.”

“Caleb, don’t do anything rash,” Celine said. Her voice sounded worried, but inside, a dark joy
was blooming in her chest.



*Go on, Caleb,* she thought, watching his furious face. *Destroy her. Make her disappear. |
hope she dies today.*

“Just go,” Caleb waved them off dismissively. “I’ll handle this. I won’t leave any evidence.”

Ethan hesitated for a moment, then nodded. He took Celine’s arm and led her toward the exit,
leaving Caleb standing alone in the hallway.

Caleb waited until Ethan’s car had pulled away from the curb outside. He didn’t call a taxi.
Instead, he turned and headed straight for the elevators that led down to the underground parking
garage.

The garage was dimly lit and quiet. Caleb walked through the rows of expensive vehicles, his
eyes scanning for one specific car.

He found it quickly in the VIP section. A white Porsche Panamera.

Caleb let out a cold, sharp laugh. “Unbelievable,” he muttered to himself. “A girl who grew up in
the mud of the Meadow Brook Pack driving a car like this? Who did she sleep with to get it?”

He pulled out his phone and dialed a number. “Get down here. VIP section, B2. Bring the tools.”

Moments later, two burly men in dark clothes appeared from the shadows. They were his
personal bodyguards, men he paid to do his dirty work.

“Boss?”’ one of them asked.
Caleb pointed at the white Porsche. His voice was ice cold.

“First, cut the surveillance lines for this sector. I don’t want any cameras seeing us,” Caleb
ordered.

“Done,” the guard said, moving toward the wall panel.

“Then,” Caleb continued, a cruel smirk twisting his lips, “get under that car. I want the brake
lines cut. Not all the way—just enough so they fail when she hits high speed.”

He tossed a small black device to the other guard. “And stick this GPS tracker on the chassis. I
want to know exactly where she is when she crashes.”

Caleb stared at the shiny white paint of the car. He imagined Amelia’s face twisted in terror as
the pedal went to the floor and the car refused to stop.

“I want to watch her die,” Caleb whispered to the empty air. “I want to see her crawling out of
the wreckage like a dying dog, begging for help that isn’t coming.”



(Amelia’s POV)
An hour later, the lunch was over.
We stood at the entrance of the restaurant. The afternoon sun was bright, but the air was crisp.

“Thank you for today, Rhys,” I said, giving him a warm smile. “I’m sorry my family made a
mess of things.”

Rhys waved his hand. “Don’t apologize. It was entertaining, in a way. I’m just glad I could
help.”

He adjusted his jacket. “Don’t forget, the engagement party is this Saturday night. You have to
be there.”

“I wouldn’t miss it,” I promised. “I need to see the look on their faces when I walk in.”

I chuckled. “Just make sure you don’t cry when I bully that ‘sister® of yours.”

Rhys laughed. “I’1l try to be strong.”

He got into his car and drove off. | turned to Theodore, gripping the handles of his wheelchair.
“Ready to go?” I asked.

Before Theodore could answer, the manager of Moonlight Haven appeared at my side. He
looked nervous. He glanced around to make sure no one was listening, then leaned in close to
me.

“Miss Stone,” he whispered urgently. “We have a problem.”

| stopped. “What is it?”

“Your brother, Caleb. He didn’t leave.”

My eyes narrowed. “Where is he?”

“He went to the garage,” the manager said quietly. “He had his men cut the surveillance feeds.
Then they tampered with your vehicle. They compromised the brake lines and planted a GPS
tracker.”

| felt a surge of cold anger, but | kept my face impassive.

“However,” the manager continued, a hint of pride in his voice, “he didn’t know about our

secondary system. The pinhole cameras concealed in the ventilation shafts were on a separate
circuit. We have everything recorded in high definition. Every word, every action.”



A dangerous smile curled the corners of my lips.

I hadn’t expected Caleb to be this stupid. Or this vicious. He didn’t just want to humiliate me; he
wanted me dead. He was actively trying to kill his own sister.

In my mind, Ava let out a low, menacing growl. The sound vibrated through my bones.

*“He wants death?** Ava snarled. *“Then let’s give it to him. Let me out, Amelia. I will tear his
throat out right here in the parking lot. I will show him what true fear looks like.“*

*No,* I told her firmly. *Not like that. That’s too easy. We are going to do this my way.*

I calmed the raging wolf in my head and looked down at Theodore. He was watching me, his
eyes sharp and observant. He had heard the manager’s report.

“Theodore,” I said softly. “Are you afraid of death?”

Theodore raised an eyebrow. He didn’t look at the car; he looked only at me. His gaze was
steady, filled with an unshakeable trust.

“If I am with you,” he said simply, “I am not afraid.”
I laughed. It was a short, sharp sound. “Good.”
“Then let’s raise the stakes,” I said.

I pushed the wheelchair toward the car. | helped Theodore into the passenger seat of the white
Porsche, the very car that was now a death trap.

I slid into the driver’s seat and slammed the door. I didn’t start the engine immediately. Instead, I
pulled out my phone.

| tapped the screen, opening an encrypted channel. The Bluetooth system connected instantly.

“Silas,” I said, my voice hard as stone. “Locate Caleb. I want his real-time position. Now.”
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The interior of the luxury vehicle was wrapped in a suffocating silence, the kind that precedes a
violent storm. Then, a burst of static cleared, and Silas’s voice cut through the air, cool, crisp,
and utterly devoid of emotion, echoing from the car’s speakers.



“I’ve locked onto Caleb’s real-time location, Miss Stone. The tracking signal has been
synchronized to your phone. The prey is moving fast, but he cannot outrun the net we’ve cast.”

Amelia reached out, her slender fingers tapping the screen to end the call before securing the
phone onto the dashboard mount. The screen illuminated the dim cabin with a harsh, artificial
glow. On the digital map, a solitary red dot pulsed rhythmically, moving with frantic speed along
the highway artery. It was Caleb.

A slow, terrifying transformation took over Amelia’s delicate features. Her lips curled upward,
not in a smile of joy, but into a chilling, icy arc that didn’t reach her eyes. Those eyes, usually so
clear, now held a predatory gleam, shimmering with a dangerous light that danced between
madness and absolute control. She knew. She felt the subtle, sickening slack in the brake pedal
beneath her foot. The sabotage was clumsy, desperate—a trap set by a coward. And there was no
doubt in her mind that Caleb was the architect of this potential tragedy.

“Since he desires an accident so badly,” she murmured, her voice a velvet whisper laced with
arsenic, “I suppose it would be rude not to give him exactly what he asked for.”

She turned her head slightly, her gaze locking onto Theodore in the passenger seat. The city
lights streaked across his face, illuminating the sharp angles of his jaw and the profound depth of
his eyes.

“Hold on tight, Theodore,” she warned softly, her hands gripping the leather steering wheel until
her knuckles turned white. “We’re about to go very fast. The brakes are gone, so the only way
out is through.”

Theodore didn’t flinch. He didn’t gasp or clutch the handle in panic. Instead, he sat with an
ethereal stillness, his handsome eyes fixed on her with an intensity that made the world outside
the windows fade away. There was no fear in his gaze, only an unshakable, almost devout trust.

“Do whatever you must, Amelia,” he replied, his voice steady, anchoring her wild energy.
“Whatever happens, I will not be a burden to you. If we burn, we burn together.”

Deep within Amelia’s consciousness, a primal force awakened. Ava, the wolf, shook out her
massive fur and let out a howl that reverberated through Amelia’s very soul, a sound of pure,
unadulterated battle lust. **“The hunt begins! Let the coward feel the terror of the chase! Let him
understand what it means to be bitten back by the prey he thought was weak!“*

Amelia mentally acknowledged Ava’s ferocious spirit, feeling her own blood heat up in
response. She didn’t touch the useless brake. Instead, she slammed her foot down hard on the
accelerator. The white Porsche roared—a mechanical beast screaming its challenge—and shot out
of the parking lot like a silver bullet fired from a silencer, tearing into the night.

Meanwhile, in the damp, shadowy depths of the Moonlight Haven underground parking garage,
the air was thick with the smell of exhaust and impending doom. The bodyguard who had
tampered with the brakes and reported to Caleb was whistling a low tune, preparing to slip away



into the anonymity of the night. He reached for his ignition, imagining the bonus he would
receive for a job well done.

Suddenly, the world exploded.

A deafening crash shattered the silence as the driver’s side window disintegrated. Thousands of
shards of tempered glass erupted inward, flying like diamond dust in the dim light.

The bodyguard turned, his heart hammering against his ribs, terror seizing his throat. But before
his brain could even process the intrusion, a shadow had materialized beside his door. Silas
moved with a speed that defied human limitations, a blur of lethal intent.

She didn’t speak. She simply reached through the jagged remains of the window, her hand
clamping onto the man’s collar with the force of a hydraulic press. With a fluid, violent motion,
she yanked him forward and smashed his head against the remaining shards of glass on the
window frame.

*Crunch.*
Once.
*Smash.*
Twice.

She didn’t stop until the man slumped heavily in his seat, his resistance extinguished, his face a
mask of crimson blood and defeat.

Silas’s expression remained terrifyingly blank, as if she were merely taking out the trash rather
than brutalizing a human being. She wrenched the car door open, the metal groaning in protest,
and dragged the limp body out onto the concrete floor. She kicked him aside, her boot
connecting with his ribs, treating him with the disdain one reserves for garbage.

“Since you were so eager to sign your own death warrant, I’ll grant your wish,” she said, her
voice colder than the grave. She looked down at the groaning, semi—conscious man. “Daring to
touch the Boss’s car? You don’t have enough lives in this world to pay for that insolence.”

From the shadows of the garage, several figures emerged—disguised rogue warriors, silent and
imposing. Silas turned to them, wiping a speck of dust from her immaculate sleeve.

“Disable his hands so he never touches a car again,” she commanded ruthlessly, turning her back
on the scene. “Then throw him in the alley behind the district. Let the rats have their feast.”

Miles away, the highway stretched out like a ribbon of darkness, punctuated by the blur of
streetlights. Caleb was speeding in his Ferrari, the engine’s high—pitched whine vibrating through



his bones. Adrenaline surged through his veins, a potent cocktail of malice and excitement. He
blew through another red light, laughing as the horns of other cars faded behind him.

He had just received the text message: *The target has taken the bait. The car is on the road.*

His heart swelled with a twisted, sick anticipation. In his mind’s eye, he painted a gruesome
masterpiece—Amelia’s car losing control on a curve, the screech of tires, the sickening crunch of
metal, and finally, her broken body lying amidst the wreckage, covered in blood.

The plan was exquisite. Once the inevitable crash occurred, he would circle back. He would be
the first on the scene, the devastatingly handsome, concerned cousin. He would pull her from the
flames, playing the hero for the cameras and, more importantly, for Patriarch Alaric. Not only
would it cement his image as a devoted family member, but if she survived, she would owe him
her life. A debt she could never repay.

Basking in the thrill of his own genius, he dialed Celine. “Get ready,” he boasted, his voice
dripping with arrogance. “A surprise is coming. The obstacle is about to be removed.”

He hung up, feeling invincible. His eyes drifted casually to the GPS mount on his dashboard to
check his distance from the “accident site.”

The smirk froze on his face. The blood drained from his cheeks.

The screen showed the red dot representing Amelia. But it wasn’t stationary. It wasn’t crashed. It
was behind him. And it was closing the distance at a velocity that shouldn’t have been possible
for a car with broken brakes.

Caleb blinked, thinking it was a glitch. He looked at his speedometer—he was already pushing
100 miles per hour. Yet, the dot was gaining on him, eating up the miles with terrifying
aggression.

“Has she gone mad?” he muttered, his voice cracking. “Or... is she coming for me?”

A flash of genuine panic pierced his narcissism. For a second, he felt like a prey animal realizing
the predator has been toying with him all along. But he quickly shook his head, forcing a jagged
laugh.

No. That was impossible. She must have discovered the brake failure. She was panicking. Stupid
woman. She probably confused the accelerator for the brake in her hysteria, stomping on the gas
in a desperate attempt to stop, only to send herself hurtling toward doom.

With that thought, his lips curled back into a cruel sneer. At this speed, a collision wouldn’t just
be an accident; it would be an obliteration. Even if she had that beast of a wolf, physics was
physics. An impact at 120 miles per hour would reduce her to atoms.



Originally, he had only intended to cripple her—to leave her broken and pathetic like that useless
mate of hers, Theodore. A pair of tragic cripples for him to pity publicly. He hadn’t explicitly
planned to kill her today.

But now? Looking at the relentless red dot closing in, Caleb felt a surge of dark acceptance. If
she wanted to die this badly, who was he to stop her? There would be no evidence. No traces on
the car would point to him after an explosion of that magnitude.

Caleb took a deep breath, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. He gritted his teeth, eyes
manic and wide, and slammed his foot down.

“Fine,” he hissed at the rearview mirror. “Let’s see who burns first.” He surrendered to the
speed, leaving everything to a fate he foolishly thought he controlled.
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Marcus gripped the steering wheel tighter as he followed Amelia’s white Porsche through the
city streets. The car ahead was moving fast, too fast, heading toward the more isolated sections
of the highway.

Something was wrong. Very wrong.

He reached for his phone and dialed Theodore’s number. The call connected immediately.

“Alpha, what’s your status?” Marcus asked, his voice tense.

Theodore’s voice came through clear and unnaturally calm. “The brake system has completely
failed. We cannot slow down.”

Marcus nearly swerved off the road. “What? Alpha, you need to-”

“Marcus.” Theodore’s tone was steady, almost amused. “Since Amelia told me to trust her, I will
trust her unconditionally.”

“Are you insane?” Marcus shouted into the phone. “The brakes are gone and you’re talking like
this is some kind of game!”

Theodore chuckled softly. “If we crash, call an ambulance immediately. That’s an order.”

The line went dead.



Marcus stared at his phone in disbelief. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the wheel
harder.

“This Alpha has completely lost his mind since meeting that woman,” he muttered.

But Theodore’s final instruction hit him like a sledgehammer. If we crash. Not if something goes
wrong. If we crash.

This wasn’t an accident at all. This was Amelia’s revenge plan. She was going to deliberately
cause a car accident.

(Caleb’s POV)

Caleb checked his rearview mirror again. The white Porsche was getting closer, much closer than
it should be.

A sense of impending doom washed over him, but he forced himself to stay calm.

“Fine,” he snarled through gritted teeth. “If that crazy woman wants to crash into me, so be it.
We’ll die together.”

Maybe this was even better. He could finally get rid of this mongrel who kept bullying Celine
and disrupting their family harmony. Once Amelia was dead, no one would cause them trouble
anymore.

“Come on then,” he whispered to himself. “Let’s see who dies first.”

But five minutes later, Amelia’s car had caught up to his Ferrari. Through his mirror, he watched
in horror as the white sports car showed no signs of slowing down.

It was coming straight for him.
Caleb slammed the accelerator, trying to escape, but it was too late.

The massive impact hit his car like a freight train. The world spun violently as his Ferrari flipped
end over end like a toy across the highway.

A sharp ringing filled his ears. His hearing vanished instantly.

As darkness consumed him, his final thought was crystal clear: Amelia did this on purpose!
How did she know where | was?

But he would never get the chance to think about it again.

(Amelia’s POV)



Amelia controlled the steering wheel expertly, using her werewolf reflexes to dodge obstacles on
the road with graceful precision.

She glanced at Theodore in the passenger seat with a teasing smile.

“Theodore, aren’t you afraid I might lose control and take you to meet the Moon Goddess with
me?”

Theodore put away his phone, his golden eyes filled with indulgent affection.

“You’re too calculated to take unnecessary risks. If you weren’t absolutely certain, you wouldn’t
be doing this.”

Amelia’s lips curved with satisfaction. She checked the location Silas had sent to her phone. She
was very close to Caleb’s position now.

Her wolf Ava roared excitedly in her mind. “Let him taste real fear! Crush him!”

Amelia soothed Ava’s battle spirit with a cold smile. When Caleb saw the car he had sabotaged
coming for him, his expression would be priceless.

Too bad it was too late for regrets now.

The impact caused Amelia’s car to flip as well, but thanks to her precise angle control, the
driver’s cabin remained intact. Amelia only sustained minor cuts and bruises.

She immediately turned to check on Theodore. “Are you okay?”

Theodore unbuckled his seatbelt and calmly assessed his condition. “Minor concussion and some
scrapes. [’'m fine.”

A sly glint flashed in Amelia’s eyes. “Not bad driving skills, right?”

Theodore nodded in agreement.

Amelia lowered her voice. “To make them pay the price, we need to make this a big deal. | need
you to pretend your injuries are serious so the Crimson family will demand justice for Caleb’s
actions.”

Theodore understood immediately. “Whatever you want to do, I’ll cooperate.”

Amelia pulled a special syringe from her sleeve. The drug inside could temporarily suppress
werewolf metabolism and healing abilities.

She injected it precisely into Theodore’s neck vein, then administered it to herself.



Their consciousness quickly faded as they both fell into deep unconsciousness.
(Amelia’s POV)

When Amelia woke up, she found herself in a hospital room that reeked of disinfectant. It was
late at night outside the window.

Seraphina was sitting by her bedside with tears in her eyes. When she saw Amelia wake up, she
excitedly called for Jaxon.

“Mom, Dad,” Amelia called weakly, struggling to sit up.
Seraphina quickly helped support her. “Don’t move too much, sweetheart.”
Amelia touched her throbbing forehead with confusion. “Is this a hospital?”

Seraphina nodded through her tears. “Theodore’s assistant called us about the terrible accident.
You’ve been unconscious for most of the day. We were so scared.”

“Someone is watching over me,” Amelia said softly, then asked with feigned anxiety, “How is
Theodore?”

Jaxon’s face darkened. “He’s in the room next door. His condition is also very bad. He’s still
unconscious.”

Amelia knew Theodore should be waking up soon, but to maintain their act, his disabled legs
would provide the perfect excuse.

She tried to get out of bed to check on him, but Seraphina gently pressed her back down.
“You need to take care of yourself first.”
Amelia reluctantly lay back down to avoid worrying them further.

After Jaxon left to handle some matters, Seraphina asked quietly, “Do you know who was in the
car you hit?”

Amelia feigned ignorance. “Who?”
Seraphina lowered her voice, her tone complex. “It was Caleb. His car exploded. You know how

even wolves fear fire. He’s badly injured and still in the emergency room. The doctors said
they’re not sure if he’ll survive. Even if he’s lucky enough to live, he might never wake up.*
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(Amelia’s POV)

Amelia lay in the hospital bed, letting Seraphina tuck the blanket around her. Though most of her
injuries were fake from the drug’s effects, seeing Seraphina’s red—rimmed eyes and careful
movements made warmth surge through her heart.

She closed her eyes and pretended to rest, using her sharp werewolf hearing to catch sounds from
outside the room.

She heard Jaxon exit the neighboring room and speak quietly with Seraphina.

“Only Alpha King Gideon came to handle things from the Crimson family,” Jaxon whispered.
“Theodore’s father Theron never showed up. That shows the family’s internal divisions.”

Seraphina’s voice was worried. “Adrian and Livia won’t let this go. Especially with Caleb’s life
hanging in the balance.”

Then Amelia heard something that made her heart skip a beat.

“I suspect Amelia saw this crash coming,” Seraphina said carefully. “Maybe she even planned
it.”

Amelia’s breath caught.

“But if she did,” Seraphina continued firmly, “Caleb must have done something unforgivable
first. I know our daughter. She wouldn’t hurt someone without reason.”

Jaxon’s voice was resolute. “As her father, I’ll shield her from every storm. No one will hurt her.
Not on my watch.”

Amelia’s hand tightened under the blanket. These two people truly loved her. She would protect
them no matter what.

“The investigation team should arrive soon,” Jaxon said. “We need to be prepared for whatever
Adrian’s family throws at us.”

“What about Theodore?”” Seraphina asked.
“Still unconscious. But Marcus said his vital signs are stable.”

Amelia fought back a smile. Theodore was probably awake by now, just maintaining their act.



“Mom, Dad,” she called weakly, opening her eyes.
Seraphina rushed to her side. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?”
“My head hurts,” Amelia said, touching her bandaged forehead. “Is Theodore okay?”’

“He’s resting next door,” Jaxon said gently. “Don’t worry about anything right now. Just focus
on healing.”

Amelia nodded obediently, then closed her eyes again.

She heard Seraphina whisper to Jaxon, “Should we tell her about Caleb?”

“Not yet. Let her recover first.”

Their footsteps moved toward the door, and Amelia heard them step into the hallway.

“The Crimson family’s attitude is interesting,” Jaxon murmured. “Gideon came himself, but he’s
not pressing for immediate answers. Almost like he’s waiting for something.”

“Or someone,” Seraphina replied.

Amelia’s lips curved slightly. The Alpha King was shrewd. He probably suspected this wasn’t a
simple accident either.

(Celine’s POV)

The air outside the operating room was suffocating. After four grueling hours, the doctor finally
emerged with news about Caleb.

“We saved his life,” the doctor said grimly. “But the brain damage is severe. His wolf shows no
response. If his healing abilities don’t return, he may never wake up.”

Livia let out a piercing scream and collapsed into Ethan’s arms.
“My son!” she sobbed. “My poor boy!”

Celine watched Adrian’s agonized expression and Livia’s breakdown. Her mind raced,
calculating the implications.

She quickly put on a remorseful face and burst into tears.
“This is all my fault!” she wailed, approaching Livia. “I’m so sorry, Mom!”

Livia looked up through her tears. “What do you mean?”



“I took the boys to meet that mysterious healer ‘Lily‘ about copyright deals,” Celine lied
smoothly. “But it was a trap! Amelia set it all up to humiliate us!”

She sobbed harder. “Caleb felt so ashamed and angry on the drive back. That’s why he was
driving so recklessly when the accident happened!”

Livia’s grief transformed into blazing hatred.

“That witch!” she snarled. “First she steals everything that belongs to you, now she wants to kill
my son!”

“I should have protected him better,” Celine cried. “I should have seen through her scheme!”
Adrian’s face was ashen. “Are you certain Amelia planned this?”

“The meeting was suspicious from the start,” Celine said. “She knew exactly where to find us.
How else could she have been on that same road at that exact time?”

Livia’s eyes burned with madness. “She’ll pay for this. [ swear on the Moon Goddess, she’ll
pay!’,

Celine glanced at Ethan from the corner of her eye. Unlike their parents, he wasn’t losing
control. He just stared coldly at the operating room doors, his expression unreadable.

That calculating look made Celine’s heart race with unease.

“We need proof,” Ethan said quietly. “Accusations won’t be enough against the Crimson
family.”

“What proof do we need?” Livia shrieked. “My son is dying!”

“And if we move without evidence, we’ll lose everything,” Ethan replied calmly. “Including any
chance of justice for Caleb.”

Adrian nodded slowly. “Ethan’s right. We have to be smart about this.”
Celine felt a chill. Ethan was thinking too clearly, too strategically. That was dangerous.
(Celine’s POV)

As the family clustered around Caleb’s unconscious form being wheeled out, Celine’s phone
vibrated in her pocket.

She glanced at the caller ID and her heart skipped a beat.

She slipped away to a quiet corner of the hospital garden and answered.



“What is it?”” she whispered urgently.

“We have a problem,” the voice on the other end said. “Someone’s been investigating the rogue
attack on Amelia. The one you hired.”

Celine’s blood turned to ice. “Who?”

“We traced it back. It was Caleb.”

The phone nearly slipped from her trembling fingers.

“What?” she breathed.

“He’s been digging for weeks. Looking into your connections, your finances, everything.”
Celine’s mind reeled. Caleb, her loyal chess piece, had been investigating her behind her back.
“How much does he know?”” she asked.

“Enough to destroy you if he talks.”

Terror crashed over her like a wave. If Caleb woke up and told their parents the truth about the
rogue attack, her carefully crafted image would shatter completely.

She’d be expelled from the pack in disgrace.

“Are you sure it was him?” she demanded.

“Positive. He hired private investigators three weeks ago.*
Celine hung up and stared back at the hospital building.
Her fear transformed into cold, vicious calculation.

She’d thought Caleb was her most devoted supporter. He always said she was his beloved little
sister.

But he’d been planning to betray her all along.

“Well, dear brother,” she whispered to herself, “if you want to play games, let’s see who wins.”
She walked back toward the hospital, her steps light and purposeful.

When she reached the ICU, she found Livia still crying over Caleb’s motionless form.

“He looks so peaceful,” Celine said softly, placing a gentle hand on Livia’s shoulder.



“He has to wake up,” Livia sobbed. “He has to.”

Celine squeezed her shoulder sympathetically.

“Of course he will, Mom. Caleb’s strong.”

But in her heart, she was praying for the exact opposite.

She hoped Caleb would never open his eyes again. That he’d slip away quietly in his sleep,
taking his dangerous secrets to the grave.

After all, he’d always claimed she was his most precious sister.

Time to prove just how much he loved her.
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(Author’s POV)

At eight o’clock in the evening, the hospital room door was gently pushed open. Seraphina
walked in carrying a thermal food container.

She had brought stewed beef and mashed potatoes that she had asked the maid to prepare
carefully. While arranging the food, Seraphina whispered to Amelia that although Caleb had
been rescued, he was still in a deep coma. Whether he could wake up depended entirely on
whether his wolf could awaken.

Amelia nodded calmly and said indifferently, “I hope he can wake up.”

She casually asked about Caleb’s room. Seraphina told her it was VIP room 712, but
immediately gripped Amelia’s hand nervously.

“Sweetheart, you must not go visit him,” Seraphina warned. “Adrian and Livia hate you to the
bone right now. They’re convinced you’re the one who crashed into Caleb. If you go, it will only
escalate the conflict.”

“I won’t cause trouble for myself, Mom,” Amelia replied obediently.

But in her heart, she let out a cold laugh. *Ava, my wolf, growled in her mind: “That scumbag
better pray he can wake up, otherwise how can he feel the pain of losing everything?**

Amelia soothed the restless Ava. She did have a plan, one that would make Caleb see clearly
how foolish he was. But this required him to be alive.



Amelia picked up the spoon and took a sip of soup. Suddenly she looked up at Seraphina, her
eyes carrying a hint of testing.

“Mom, do you think I’'m a curse? Ever since I returned to the Pack, the family has had no
peace...”

Hearing this, Seraphina immediately put down the fruit knife in her hand. She looked at Amelia
seriously.

“Amelia, look at me. Never have such thoughts. You are my daughter, the true Alpha daughter of
the Stone family. If it weren’t for Celine’s mother’s crimes back then, you should have been the
princess cherished by everyone.”

Seraphina’s voice choked up a little. She said she knew that although Amelia appeared strong on
the surface, she still longed to be accepted in her heart.

“The family isn’t in chaos,” Seraphina continued firmly. “Jaxon and I are both fine. On the
contrary, because of you, our lives have become complete. The chaos is with Adrian’s family.
None of this is your fault. It’s their greed and arrogance. They brought this upon themselves.”

Amelia felt a warm current surge through her heart listening to these words. She lowered her
head and ate the remaining food in large bites.

Seraphina watched her with both heartache and relief. She touched her head and said that since
Adrian’s family didn’t know how to cherish this daughter, she and Jaxon would give Amelia
double the love. She told her not to be afraid, that both Dad and Mom would protect her.

Ethan stood by the window of the hospital room, his gaze coldly fixed on Celine in the garden
below. The blonde woman was on the phone. Although he couldn’t hear the content, he could
feel the anxiety radiating from her.

A strong suspicion rose in Ethan’s heart. When Celine had accused Amelia outside the operating
room earlier, she had completely skipped over the key fact that Caleb had actively gone to cause
trouble for Amelia.

Ethan couldn’t help but ask himself: Was she protecting Caleb, or was she trying to push all
responsibility onto Amelia to cover up something?

Suddenly, a memory struck him. Amelia had mentioned that before her return, someone had
hired Rogues to try to kill her. The mastermind behind it was very likely Celine.

Ethan remembered he had already asked Caleb to investigate this matter, but had received no
results so far.

At this moment, Adrian pushed the door open and walked over. His expression was grave as he
asked, “Ethan, is everything Celine said just now true?”



Ethan was silent for a moment, then admitted, “The conflict at the meeting was real.”

But he hesitated, then decided to tell the truth. “However, when we were preparing to leave,
Caleb didn’t come with us. He clearly stated he wanted to stay and settle accounts with Amelia.”

“Enough!” Adrian immediately interrupted him, his tone stern. “You must keep this part to
yourself. As long as the earlier facts hold up, that’s sufficient. The part about Caleb actively
provoking must absolutely not be known by Patriarch Alaric.”

Ethan looked at his father’s face full of calculation and instantly understood his intention. Adrian
wanted to preserve Caleb’s image as the “perfect victim.” He absolutely couldn’t let their side
appear to be in the wrong in this incident.

Ethan felt disgusted, but finally nodded and agreed not to say more.

Not long after Seraphina left, Ethan’s phone suddenly vibrated. Seeing Amelia’s name flashing
on the screen, he frowned and answered the call, lowering his voice to growl angrily.

“How dare you call me?”

“If you don’t want to die from poison, immediately clear the people from Caleb’s room,”
Amelia’s voice was cold and direct, carrying an unquestionable command.

Ethan was stunned, then questioned, “What do you want to do?”

“Just go see how miserable my dear second brother is,” Amelia sneered. “Or would you prefer |
treat you the same way I treated Caleb? Don’t forget, next week’s antidote is still in my hands.”

With that, the phone was hung up directly.

Ethan gripped the phone tightly, his knuckles white from the force. That damn woman! But
thinking of the poison lurking in his body, he had to compromise.

He returned to the room and looked at his mother Livia guarding the bedside. He put on a
concerned expression and persuaded her.

“Mom, you’ve been watching all day. Go to the coffee shop downstairs to eat something and
rest. I’ll watch here.”

Livia was indeed exhausted. Under Ethan’s repeated persuasion, she finally got up and left the
room.

Just five minutes later, the room’s window was silently pushed open. Ethan watched in shock as
Amelia climbed in like an agile cat, her black windbreaker fluttering in the night wind.



“You...” Ethan was about to speak when Amelia walked directly to Caleb’s bed.

She pulled out what was actually a thin silver needle from her pocket. That was a tool that only
the top healers on this continent dared to use.

Under Ethan’s horrified gaze, Amelia unhesitatingly inserted the silver needle into Caleb’s head.

Ethan finally snapped out of his shock and rushed forward, lowering his voice to roar, “Amelia!
What did you just do to him!”
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(Amelia’s POV)

I climbed along the building’s outer structure and landed lightly on my room’s balcony. Then I
slipped back inside through the window.

Ethan’s terrified roar still echoed in my ears. But I had already escaped through the window
before he could react.

The moment my feet touched the ground, the hospital room door was pushed open violently. |
instinctively tensed my muscles and turned around in a defensive stance. My eyes flashed with
dangerous coldness.

But when | saw it was Theodore entering instead of Adrian or Livia, my tense nerves relaxed
instantly.

I slowly lay back on the hospital bed and adjusted to a comfortable position. Theodore controlled
his wheelchair and slid to the bedside. We naturally exchanged glances.

“Are you feeling uncomfortable anywhere?” Theodore asked.
I shook my head. “How’s your leg injury?”

*Ava purred with delight in my mind: “It’s our mate. He’s worried about us.““* I soothed the
enthusiastic wolf in my heart. The corner. of my mouth unconsciously curved upward.

Theodore gestured for Marcus to guard outside. Then he closed the door.

He turned his wheelchair around. His eyes carried a hint of playfulness as he asked directly, “Did
you sneak out again to ‘cause trouble‘?”



I admitted it openly. Not only did I feel no guilt, I even smiled and teased him about being too
perceptive.

Theodore chuckled softly. “If necessary, I’ll cooperate and play dumb,”

I looked at him and sighed. “Sometimes knowing too much isn’t a good thing.” Then I changed
my tone. My gaze became gentle. “But I prefer smart men.”

I mentioned Damien, my former mate who had rejected me. | admitted that Damien and | were
destined to fail from the beginning. Damien valued pack status and vanity. But | needed a
connection of souls.

Looking at Theodore before me, | realized I now treasured this Alpha who could fight alongside
me intellectually and strategically.

I lowered my voice and told Theodore I had just visited Caleb.

Theodore raised an eyebrow slightly. He knew the doctors had already determined Caleb might
never wake up.

A fierce gleam flashed in my eyes as | revealed the truth. I just used a silver needle to stimulate
Caleb’s cerebral cortex.”

“This won’t make him recover. Instead, it will trap him in a nightmare called ‘locked—in
syndrome.* His consciousness will be completely awake. His hearing and touch will be even

more sensitive than usual. But his body will be unable to move like stone.”

My voice was calm to a terrifying degree. “I want him to lie there and clearly hear how Ethan
and others betray him for profit. I want him to hear firsthand how cold his parents are.”

“Since he loves being used by Celine so much, he should bear the pain of being abandoned after
being used.”

Revenge wasn’t just physical destruction. It was mental torture.
The room fell into brief silence.

Theodore reached out and held my hand. His gaze was firm and deep. “Having you is enough for
me, Amelia.”

I raised an eyebrow and jokingly asked if he wasn’t afraid I’d stab him in the back too.
Theodore answered decisively that he trusted me completely.

I smiled and moved closer to Theodore. My fingers gently traced his well-defined jawline. |
whispered, “This face is truly too charming.”



Just as the distance between us shortened and my lips were about to touch his, the hospital room
door was suddenly pushed open.

Marcus peeked in somewhat frantically. Seeing this scene, he froze instantly.

I stopped my movement and sighed with regret. Theodore helplessly adjusted his collar and
pushed his wheelchair toward the door.

Marcus nodded apologetically to me before the door closed. Then he carefully retreated.
(Theodore’s POV)

I returned to my VIP hospital room. Marcus helped me move from the wheelchair back to the
hospital bed.

Theron and Ronan were already waiting inside. As soon as they saw me enter, Ronan, who had
been sitting, immediately stood up.

His attitude had completely changed one hundred eighty degrees. He lowered his head and
avoided my gaze. He exposed his neck — this was the werewolf gesture of submission.

He obediently called out, “Brother.”

At this moment he looked like a defeated dog with its tail between its legs. He had completely
lost his previous arrogant attitude.

Father Theron still maintained a stern face. He kept his elder’s dignity and coldly watched
everything.

I leaned against the headboard. My eyes coldly swept over these two people. | asked
indifferently, “How did yesterday’s assignments go?”

Ronan nodded vigorously. He eagerly tried to claim credit. “Everything’s done. All the core
members | drove away before have been invited back. The pack’s business projects have
restarted.”

The corner of my mouth curved into a smile without warmth. But my eyes were ice—cold.
*Logan growled with disdain in the depths of my consciousness: “Hypocritical submission.** |
warned coldly, “Remember this lesson, Ronan. Next time, don’t take it upon yourself to play
political games you can’t handle without my orders.”

“I understand,” Ronan said with his head lowered. His voice sounded fearful and anxious.

After a pause, he changed to a concerned tone. He said carefully, “This car accident was really
dangerous. It’s fortunate you’re safe and sound.”



I let out a sneer. That laugh was full of sarcasm. “Yes, fortunate. Otherwise, you and father
would probably be opening champagne to celebrate right now, wouldn’t you?”
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(Theodore’s POV)

Theron’s face darkened like the sky before a violent storm. Facing my accusation, this father
showed no guilt whatsoever. Instead, he flew into a rage.

“Your crippled legs have twisted your mind!” Theron snarled. “You’ve become suspicious and
paranoid!”

I sat in my wheelchair, completely calm. “Isla is an illegitimate daughter. That’s a fact.”

My tone was flat as | delivered my warning. “I won’t harm her just because of her bloodline. But
if I find proof she was involved in any plot against Amelia, I won’t show mercy because of some
supposed sibling bond.”

| turned my gaze to Ronan, who stood nearby. He immediately put on a flattering expression.

“Brother, the pack needs you,” Ronan said eagerly. “We just want you safe. Crimson Moon Pack
and the Northern Territories can’t survive without you.”

*Logan growled deep in my consciousness: “He’s lying. I smell his fear and greed.“*
| soothed my restless wolf and directly exposed Ronan’s act. “During your time as acting Alpha,
allied packs tore up treaties. Warriors who wouldn’t follow your orders got expelled. Territory

expansion ground to a halt.”

Ronan’s face went pale instantly. His eyes showed he finally realized who had been pulling the
strings behind all his failures.

“When I’m discharged, I’ll resume full control of pack affairs,” I announced coldly. “You’ll be
completely excluded from the inner circle of power.”

Hearing this decision, Theron completely exploded. “You’re too heartless! Even if you won’t
keep Ronan at headquarters, you should at least let him train with the warrior units!”

I remained unmoved. “Truth is always harsh for the incompetent.”

Theron’s facial muscles twitched with rage. “We came here out of concern to visit you, only to
face such humiliation!”



He turned toward the door. “We’re leaving immediately.”
Ronan maintained his gentle facade. “Brother, please rest well.”

After the door closed and those two figures disappeared, | turned to Marcus, who had been
silently standing guard.

“Go verify Ronan’s DNA immediately,” I ordered quietly.

Old doubts resurfaced. | no longer trusted the blood relatives around me. | needed to confirm
whether Ronan was truly my mother’s son, truly my brother.

(Caleb’s POV)

The hospital room was dead silent in the deep night, wrapped in that particular kind of quiet that
only existed in medical facilities during the small hours. Somewhere in the distance, | could hear
the soft wheeze of ventilators and the gentle beeping of heart monitors, but they seemed to come
from another world entirely. I lay on the narrow hospital bed, my consciousness unnaturally clear
and sharp, as if someone had turned up the brightness and contrast on my awareness. My hearing
and touch were amplified far beyond normal levels, making me hyperaware of every small sound
and sensation. But my body felt like it was filled with molten lead, heavy and unresponsive. |
couldn’t even manage to blink my eyelids, couldn’t move so much as a finger.

I was forced to stare at one particular corner of the ceiling, where a water stain had spread across
the acoustic tiles in a pattern that looked vaguely like a map of some unknown territory. My
vision was frustratingly limited, locked in place like a camera with a broken mechanism.

I heard the door open with its characteristic squeak. Then came Celine’s familiar footsteps the
precise click of her heels against the polished floor that | had heard countless times before.
Following behind was mother Livia’s tired shuffle, the sound of someone who had been carrying
too much weight for too long.

“Mom, you should go back and rest,” Celine said in her usual sweet tone, the voice that had
charmed teachers and pack members alike since she was small. “You’ve been here for hours. 1’11
stay here alone to watch over him. Someone needs to be here in case he wakes up.”

Livia was clearly exhausted, her movements slow and labored as she walked to the bedside. | felt
a hand grip mine — warm, slightly trembling, with the calluses that came from years of working
in the pack gardens. It was mother’s hand, and the familiar touch made something twist painfully
in my chest.

“That b***h Amelia will pay for this,” she cursed at my bedside, her voice thick with maternal
fury and grief. “I swear on the moon goddess herself, I’ll make her pay for what she’s done to
you. I’ll get revenge for you, my son. She won’t get away with destroying my family.”



I wanted desperately to open my mouth and tell mother the truth. To confess that | was the one
who had hurt Amelia, that her anger was misplaced, that the person she should be cursing was
lying right here in this bed. But I couldn’t make any sound, couldn’t even manage the smallest
whisper.

After what felt like an eternity, mother released my hand. Her footsteps gradually faded away,
growing fainter until the door closed behind her with a soft click.

Then I heard another sound that made my blood freeze — the distinctive “click” of the door lock
being turned. That small metallic sound was particularly sharp in the silent night, cutting through
the quiet like a knife. It filled me with an inexplicable panic that seemed to start in my chest and
spread outward like ice water in my veins.

Celine walked back to the bedside with measured steps. The sound of her heels hitting the floor
was no longer light and cheerful. Instead, it carried a cold, hard rhythm that seemed to count
down to something terrible. Each step was deliberate, calculated, like a predator approaching
cornered prey.

| felt the mattress dip slightly as she sat down beside the bed. Her face appeared in my limited
field of vision above me, and what | saw there made my soul recoil in horror. That face that
usually wore such a sweet, innocent smile was now completely expressionless. Her features
might as well have been carved from marble. But it was her eyes that truly terrified me they were
so cold they felt foreign, like looking into the eyes of a complete stranger wearing my sister’s
face.

“Second brother,” she said softly, her voice carrying an almost conversational tone that was
somehow more frightening than if she had been screaming. “Since you no longer trust me
unconditionally and actually sent people to investigate me behind my back, you’re probably
better off sleeping forever. It would be so much simpler for everyone involved.”

Celine’s voice remained soft and gentle, but underneath the familiar cadence, I could hear
something else — something that hissed and coiled like a venomous snake preparing to strike.

I watched in helpless horror as she pulled out what looked like an ordinary tube of lipstick from
her designer purse. But as she twisted the base, instead of cosmetic, a sharp needle emerged from
the tip. The metal gleamed under the harsh hospital lighting, and I could see a small drop of clear
liquid beading at the point.

The cold needle pierced the vein in my arm with practiced precision. A burning sensation
immediately spread through my blood vessels like liquid fire, racing through my circulatory
system with terrifying efficiency.

As Celine slowly pushed the mysterious liquid into my bloodstream, she leaned down until her
lips were almost touching my ear. Her breath was warm against my skin, a horrible contrast to



the ice—cold revelation she was about to deliver. When she spoke, her voice was barely above a
whisper, but each word hit me like a physical blow.

“Before Amelia returned to the pack, I paid a substantial amount of money to hire rogue wolves
to attack her,” she confessed with the casual tone someone might use to discuss the weather. “I
gave them very specific instructions. | told them to r**e her and take nude photographs. That
way I could control Amelia completely and keep my position secure in this family.”

She paused for a moment, and | could hear her breathing, slow and steady, as if she was savoring
the moment of revelation. When she continued, her voice carried a note of bitter disappointment
that chilled me to the bone.

“Too bad that useless excuse for a wolf couldn’t even manage such a simple task. I suppose good
help really is hard to find these days.”
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(Caleb’s POV)

The cold liquid pushed through my veins. A numbing sensation swept through my entire body
like countless icy snakes crawling through my blood vessels.

My wolf Finn, who had started gradually awakening yesterday, let out one final angry but
powerless roar from deep in my consciousness. Then some dark force forcibly suppressed him
back into dormancy.

I tried to struggle. I tried to scream. But my body had completely betrayed me. My muscles were
rigid as stone. My eyelids were too heavy to blink. I could only maintain the position from that
last moment.

But I didn’t lose consciousness. Instead, my hearing became even more acute.

I heard Celine throw the syringe into her designer bag. The sound of metal hitting leather was
clear.

Then Celine made a phone call. She pressed the speaker button and tossed her phone on the
bedside table to free her hands to smooth her wrinkled skirt.

“Remember to deal with that person investigating my background. Make it clean,” she said.

A middle—aged man’s crude and flattering.voice came through the speaker. “Daughter, don’t
worry.



The rogue I found this time is absolutely professional. Guaranteed success.”
That word “daughter” struck like thunder in my mind.

Celine immediately snapped in disgust. “Shut up! How many times have I told you not to call me
daughter!”

The man quickly corrected himself, humbly addressing her as “Miss Celine.”
Celine ordered impatiently, “Someone will transfer two hundred thousand to you tomorrow.”

After hanging up, Celine walked to the bedside. She looked down at me, unable to move. Her
fingers traced my cheek. Her nails were sharp like she was testing if her prey was dead.

She let out a contemptuous cold laugh. “You’re so useless. You couldn’t even handle that b***h
Amelia. Now I have to do it myself.”

I heard every word clearly. Rage burned in my blood but had nowhere to vent.

This sister | had cherished for twenty years. Even knowing she was a fake, | never despised her.
But what about her? She not only wanted to kill my real sister. She even wanted to poison me.

She was a terrible witch.

I swore to the Moon Goddess in my heart. If | could regain control of my body, | would never
spare this cuckoo who had occupied the nest.

(Amelia’s POV)

In my hospital room, | was preparing to rest. | habitually opened the remote monitoring system
for my room. | spoke softly into the microphone.

On the screen, my three little snakes poked their heads out from the shadows. They flicked their
tongues in response to their master’s call.

I told them through the audio that I couldn’t return tonight. I instructed them to hunt at the forest
edge on their own.

Watching my pets disappear into the night on the big screen, | turned off the monitoring.
Just then, my phone screen lit up on the bedside table. It was a message from Damien.

I frowned and clicked it open. The content was so absurd it made me feel sick.



“Amelia, it’s okay if you don’t want to have pups. I can still mark you. I don’t need you to bear
my offspring. As an Alpha, I’ll find other she—wolves outside to serve as breeding tools. But
only you will have the Luna title. Those women responsible for breeding don’t deserve it.”

I looked at the screen. A cold smile curved my lips.

*My wolf Ava snorted in disgust: “Does this arrogant fool think the Luna title is a crown he
bestows? He doesn’t even understand basic rules like a wild dog in the forest.**

I quickly typed back: “After returning to Blackwood Pack, was your brain poisoned by
wolfsbane?”

Damien replied almost instantly: “Are you concerned about me? I’m so happy!”
I rolled my eyes and patiently asked: “Why do you insist on pestering me?”

Damien replied: “Because when I was just a low—ranking warrior with nothing, you didn’t
despise me. Now I’ll never meet another woman like you.”

I typed coldly: “Even if the injured one had been a rogue, I would have saved them. This is just a
healer’s instinct. Don’t flatter yourself.”

After sending this message, | put my phone on silent and pulled up the covers to sleep.
(Amelia’s POV)

The next morning when I woke up, I saw Damien’s last message sent after I fell asleep: “I won’t
give up! That Theodore you’re marrying is a cripple. They say his wolf disappeared and he can’t
complete the sacred Mating Ceremony. Are you going to marry him and live as a widow?”

I felt this man had gone completely insane. | simply deleted the message.

Soon after, there was a gentle knock on the hospital room door. Jaxon and Seraphina walked in
with breakfast. The air filled with the aroma of hot coffee and fresh sandwiches.

Jaxon told me the doctor confirmed my injuries were healing remarkably well. I could be
discharged after two days of observation.

While drinking coffee, I asked about Caleb’s condition.

Jaxon frowned with a serious expression. “Caleb is still in a deep coma. All his indicators are
normal but he just won’t wake up. The cause is unknown.”

He lowered his voice to warn me. “Adrian and Livia will definitely cause trouble over Caleb’s
situation. Don’t pay attention to them. As.family elders, Seraphina and I will stand in front.”



Just as he finished speaking, the hospital room door was violently pushed open. It crashed
against the wall with a loud bang.

Livia burst in with disheveled hair and bloodshot eyes. She looked like a madwoman who had
lost all reason.

She rushed straight toward the bed, pointing at me and screaming: “You evil woman! Why did
you harm my son!”

Jaxon immediately put down his cup. He stood in front of me like an immovable mountain,

Livia cried and tried to get around Jaxon. “If it weren’t for you, how would Caleb almost die!
You harmed him!”

Jaxon responded coldly: “That was an accident. The surveillance footage already proved Caleb
cut the brake lines himself. Your screaming here won’t change the facts.”

Livia roared in fury, losing all the elegance and dignity she always maintained: “You never had

your own pups! You don’t understand a parent’s pain! Amelia is just jealous! She’s jealous of
Caleb and Celine’s relationship! She wanted to kill Caleb!”
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The hospital room door burst open again. Alaric and Adrian walked in, and the air instantly
became tense, like the calm before a storm.

Adrian’s sharp eyes locked onto Amelia lying in the hospital bed the moment he entered. His
gaze was filled with undisguised killing intent, as if he would tear his own biological daughter
apart if others weren’t present.

Celine and Ethan followed closely behind. Both their faces were terrifyingly dark.

Celine shouted, “It’s Amelia who harmed Caleb!” The hatred in her eyes was almost
overflowing.

Ethan knew the truth. Caleb had planned to harm Amelia but ended up hurting himself instead.
What worried Ethan more was the emergency treatment Amelia had performed on Caleb
yesterday. He wasn’t sure if this so—called “healer” had left any hidden dangers during that
process. This game was far from over.



*My wolf Ava sensed the killing intent from my father. She let out a low growl deep in my
consciousness: “Let him try. I’ll make him regret having such stupid thoughts.“*

Amelia slowly swallowed the last bite of her sandwich. She wiped the corners of her mouth with
a napkin and coldly surveyed everyone in the room. Except for Aunt Lyra, almost all the core
members were here.

Facing a room full of hostility, she showed no panic.

Alaric sat down on the sofa with Adrian’s support. His sharp gaze turned to Livia Stone and
questioned, “If Amelia really wanted to harm Caleb, why would she risk her own life? It doesn’t
make sense.”

Livia retorted excitedly, her voice shrill: “This is too much of a coincidence! My son is now
lying in bed, life and death uncertain. I must seek justice for him! If the Pack can’t handle this
fairly, I’ll go to the Alpha King. If that doesn’t work, I’1l call the police and let human cops
investigate!”

Adrian immediately agreed. He demanded that his father make a fair judgment and not favor
Jaxon’s family like in the past.

Alaric knew this incident was serious since it involved the life and death of direct bloodline.

He turned to look at Amelia in the hospital bed and commanded, “Amelia, in front of everyone,
explain clearly what you know about the situation.”

Amelia calmly met her grandfather’s gaze. Her tone was flat: “My car’s brakes suddenly failed. I
couldn’t slow down while driving at high speed. I could only force the car to stop by running out
of fuel.”

As soon as these words came out, Ethan’s face instantly turned pale. If the brake failure was real,
then the person who tampered with it was most likely Caleb himself. He began to feel panicked,
worried that traces left by Caleb would implicate him.

Celine also instantly realized that Caleb’s so—called “solving Amelia” meant sabotaging her car.

Livia couldn’t listen to any explanation. She screamed, “Then why was it Caleb’s car that got
hit? Why is only he suffering?”

Amelia coldly asked back, “Then you should ask your good son why someone tampered with my
brakes.”

This sentence exploded like a bomb in the hospital room.

Livia was furious. She pointed at Amelia and cursed, “You dare slander him while Caleb is
unconscious!”



Amelia let out a cold laugh: “What the truth really is, Caleb and Celine know best in their
hearts.”

Celine immediately jumped out. She brought up yesterday’s conflict at the restaurant again,
claiming Amelia had already threatened to destroy their family and was now just using this
opportunity to frame them.

Livia took the opportunity to pressure Alaric. If he didn’t severely punish Amelia, she would
never let it go.

Alaric suddenly struck the floor with his cane, stopping Livia’s tantrum: “Enough!”

He said in a deep voice that the butler had already obtained the vehicle inspection report and
road surveillance video. The report showed that the brake lines of Amelia’s car had indeed been
cut by someone. The driving video also confirmed that the vehicle showed no signs of slowing

down throughout, completely corroborating Amelia’s account.

Adrian began to feel uneasy. But he still stared at Amelia, trying to find signs of lying on her
face. However, her expression remained calm and composed.

Livia still wouldn’t give up. She shouted that this was a scheme Amelia had orchestrated herself.
Seraphina immediately retorted: “At that time, Amelia’s car was going much faster than Caleb’s.
If she had planned it, her own risk of death would be higher than anyone’s. No killer would make
such a suicidal plan.”

“You’re wrong,” Amelia said coldly.

Everyone turned to look at her.

“I never said I planned to kill myself to frame Caleb,” Amelia continued. “I said someone cut my
brake lines. That person wanted me dead.”

Adrian’s face darkened. “Are you saying Caleb tried to kill you?”
“The evidence speaks for itself,” Amelia replied calmly.
Livia shrieked, “You’re lying! My son would never do such a thing!”

“Then explain why my brakes were cut right before I was supposed to meet with him,” Amelia
said.

Celine stepped forward. “Maybe you cut them yourself! To frame us!”

Amelia looked at her with amusement. “And risk my own life? How does that benefit me?”



“Because you’re crazy!” Celine shouted. “’You’ve been jealous of us since the day you came
back!”

Ethan remained silent. His mind was racing. If Caleb had really tampered with Amelia’s car,
there might be evidence. Security cameras. Fingerprints. Witnesses.

He needed to think fast.

Adrian spoke up. “Father, we need a thorough investigation. If Amelia is telling the truth...”
“If I’m telling the truth, then your son tried to murder me,” Amelia finished. “And failed.”
The room fell silent.

Alaric’s voice cut through the tension: “The investigation will continue. But right now, we have
facts. Amelia’s brakes were cut. She nearly died. Caleb is unconscious after the collision.”

Livia started crying. “My poor boy! He’s innocent!”

“Is he?” Amelia asked quietly.

Watching the ugly behavior of this family, Amelia felt utterly disgusted. She spoke coldly, her
voice not loud but clearly reaching every corner: “I said I would destroy you all. I meant taking
back the position that rightfully belongs to me, making you lose the wealth and status you’re so
proud of. Not taking your lives.”

She contemptuously swept her gaze over Adrian and Livia. A mocking smile curved at the
corner of her mouth: “Killing people is easy for me, but it’s the most foolish method. Your lives

are worthless to me.”

*Ava coldly added in my mind: “That’s right. Watching them fall from the clouds into the mud,
struggling in despair — that’s the sweetest revenge.“*

Adrian’s face turned red with rage. “How dare you speak to us like that!”

“Like what? Honestly?” Amelia’s smile widened. “You want to know what I really think of
you?”

“Amelia,” Jaxon warned quietly.
But Amelia ignored him. She sat up straighter in bed, her blue eyes blazing.

“You’re pathetic,” she said to Adrian. “You favor a fake daughter over your real one. You're
weak. Easily manipulated. A poor excuse for an Alpha.”

Adrian lunged forward, but Jaxon blocked him.



Amelia turned to Livia. “And you. You're so desperate to protect your precious fake daughter
that you’ll sacrifice your real one. What kind of mother are you?”

“Stop!” Livia screamed.

“The truth hurts, doesn’t it?”” Amelia continued. “You both know Celine isn’t your blood. But
you keep pretending because it’s easier than admitting you were fooled for twenty years.”

Celine’s face went white. “Shut up!”
“Make me,” Amelia challenged.

The room erupted in chaos. Adrian was shouting. Livia was crying. Celine was screaming
denials.

But Amelia remained calm in the center of the storm. She had torn away the false mask of family
affection and officially declared the beginning of her counterattack against Adrian’s family.

Alaric struck his cane again. “SILENCE!”

Everyone stopped.

The old man’s eyes were cold as winter. “This ends now. The investigation will continue. Until
then, no one makes accusations. No one threatens anyone. And no one,” he looked directly at

Adrian, “lays a hand on family members.”

Amelia’s words had completely torn away the hypocritical veil of family affection, announcing
the official beginning of her counterattack against Adrian’s family.
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Livia’s face turned bright red with rage. Her chest heaved violently as she pointed an accusing
finger at me.

“Look what you’ve done! You’ve corrupted Seraphina!” she screamed. “She used to be so gentle
and obedient. Now she’s turned into this vicious woman because of your influence!”

I leaned back against my pillows, meeting her furious gaze with cold indifference. “I can’t
communicate with someone who refuses to listen to reason.”



My calm response only fueled Livia’s anger. She whirled around to face Seraphina, her voice
dripping with venom.

“You think you’re so clever now, don’t you?” Livia spat. “All these years, you’ve been nothing
but a barren she—wolf. No pups, no claim to the pack’s inheritance. You had no voice in this
family!”

Seraphina’s face went pale, but her eyes blazed with fury.

Livia continued her vicious attack. “But now you finally have your chance, don’t you? With this
so—called talented daughter, you think you can finally bare your fangs and fight for power!”

*My wolf Ava let out a disdainful snort deep in my consciousness: “This mad dog only knows
how to bark. She has no idea what real threat looks like.**

Seraphina stood up slowly, her voice steady despite the pain in her eyes. “Who was it that
humiliated me in this very room? Who called me a worthless she—wolf who couldn’t bear pups?”’

Her words cut through the air like a blade. “You stood right here, Livia, and told me I was
nothing because I couldn’t give this family children.”

Livia’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. She hadn’t expected Seraphina to fight
back so directly.

“You made sure everyone knew about my failures,” Seraphina continued. “You used my pain as
a weapon against me for years.”

Adrian quickly stepped between them, his voice sharp with authority. “Enough! Both of you,
stop this nonsense. The real issue here is Caleb’s injuries.”

Livia immediately switched tactics. Her face crumpled into a mask of maternal grief. Tears
streamed down her cheeks as she wailed.

“My poor son is lying in the ICU fighting for his life!”” she sobbed. “He might never wake up,
and you’re all here arguing about old grudges!”

She turned her tear—stained face toward me, her voice becoming shrill with desperation.
“Amelia, you must give us an explanation. If you don’t, I’ll make you pay with blood for blood!”

Jaxon’s voice cut through her theatrics like ice. “Caleb’s dress sabotage incident was already
handed over to Adrian for punishment. Now we have a police report confirming deliberate brake
tampering. This is attempted murder.”

I nodded thoughtfully, adding my own suggestion. “Perhaps we should send someone to
investigate the scene for surveillance footage. We might find evidence of Caleb tampering with
the brakes himself.”



Alaric struck his cane against the floor once. “Butler, go investigate immediately.”

I watched Adrian’s reaction carefully. He frowned but didn’t seem worried about what the
investigation might reveal. His confidence in Caleb’s methods was apparent.

“Fine!” Livia shrieked. “But if this investigation doesn’t prove Caleb’s innocence, I’ll go to the
police myself. I’ll expose every dirty secret this family has!”

Her threat hung in the air like a dark cloud. She grabbed Celine’s arm roughly.
“Come on, Celine. We’re leaving. These people have already made up their minds against us.”

Celine cast one last venomous look at me before following her adoptive mother out. Their
footsteps echoed angrily down the hallway.

Ethan started to follow them, but Alaric’s voice stopped him cold.
“Ethan. Stay.”

My brother froze mid—step. His shoulders tensed as he slowly turned back to face our
grandfather.

Adrian shifted uncomfortably. “Father, perhaps we should discuss this later-"
“You may go, Adrian,” Alaric said dismissively. “This doesn’t concern you.”

Adrian’s face darkened with humiliation, but he didn’t dare argue. He left the room with obvious
reluctance.

Seraphina looked nervously at Jaxon. He gently patted her hand, his touch reassuring and steady.
“Everything will be fine,” he murmured. “I’m here.”

Now only Jaxon’s family and Alaric remained in the room. The atmosphere grew heavy with
unspoken tension.

I settled back against my pillows, watching as my grandfather fixed his sharp gaze on Ethan. The
old man’s eyes held the weight of authority and disappointment.

Alaric got straight to the point. “The ‘Lily‘ you met — that was Amelia, wasn’t it?”

Under my amused stare, Ethan’s face turned an ugly shade of gray. His voice came out dry and
cracked.

“Yes,” he admitted reluctantly. “It was her.”



“Explain,” Alaric commanded.

Ethan swallowed hard. “I went there for the copyright deal. I had no idea it would be... her.
When I realized who Lily really was, I was shocked.”

He tried to justify his reaction. “Caleb thought it was too much of a coincidence. He believed
Amelia had set up an elaborate trap to humiliate our family.”

Alaric’s expression grew thunderous. “So rather than acknowledge your sister’s talent, you chose
to believe in conspiracies?”

Ethan’s mouth opened but no words came out.
“Let me understand this correctly,” Alaric continued, his voice rising. “Amelia grew up in a
remote place like Meadow Brook, yet she possesses extraordinary literary talent. Instead of being

proud of her achievements, you assume it’s all part of some elaborate scheme?”

The old man’s cane struck the floor again. “Her writing isn’t the only evidence of her abilities.
Her medical skills saved Caleb’s life yesterday. These talents can’t be faked or manufactured.”

I watched Ethan’s face cycle through shades of red and white. He looked both humiliated and
defiant, unable to accept the truth staring him in the face.

“Amelia’s books have sold millions of copies,” Alaric pressed on. “Her stories touch readers*
hearts across the country. This level of success requires genuine talent, not tricks.”

Ethan finally found his voice. “It’s just... the timing seemed suspicious. She returns to our
family and suddenly all these revelations come out.”

“Suspicious?” Alaric’s voice dripped with contempt. “Or perhaps you’re threatened by her
success?”

The accusation hit its mark. Ethan’s jaw clenched as he struggled to maintain his composure.
“I run Starlight Entertainment,” he said defensively. “I know talent when I see it.” “Do you?”
Alaric challenged. “Because from where I sit, you’ve completely failed to recognize the

extraordinary young woman sitting in this bed.”

I remained silent, letting my grandfather’s words sink in. Ethan’s discomfort was delicious to
watch.

“She’s not just talented,” Alaric continued. “She’s brilliant. Her medical knowledge, her writing
ability, her business acumen — these are gifts that would make any family proud.”

Ethan’s hands clenched into fists at his sides. “Grandfather, I never said she wasn’t talented-"



“You didn’t have to say it,” Alaric cut him off. “Your actions spoke louder than words. You
trusted Celine’s lies over your own sister’s truth.”

The old man’s disappointment was palpable. “Celine, who has no blood relation to this family.
Celine, who has proven herself to be manipulative and deceitful.”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, but his pride wouldn’t let him admit fault completely.

“Yet you show her unwavering loyalty,” Alaric pressed on. “While treating Amelia, your actual
sister, with suspicion and hostility.”

“I was protecting our family’s interests,” Ethan mumbled weakly.

“By attacking the most valuable member of this family?” Alaric’s voice rose. “By supporting
someone who isn’t even related to us?”

The silence that followed was deafening. Ethan stared at the floor, unable to meet anyone’s eyes.

“Your prejudice has blinded you,” Alaric said with finality. “You’ve chosen to believe in lies
rather than acknowledge the truth about your own flesh and blood.”
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I leaned back against my hospital bed, watching Ethan squirm under Alaric’s relentless gaze. My
brother tried to salvage what little dignity he had left.

“Grandfather, we never ignored Amelia’s talents,” Ethan said, his voice growing weaker with
each word. “We just... we needed to be cautious about sudden changes in the family.”

Alaric’s eyes narrowed to sharp slits. “Cautious? Or threatened?”

Ethan’s mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. No words came out.

“Let me tell you what I see,” Alaric continued, his voice cutting through the silence like a blade.
“You and your parents can’t accept that a child raised in Meadow Brook is more talented than
the heirs you carefully groomed.”

The old man’s words hit their mark. Ethan’s face turned an ugly shade of gray.

“Your Alpha pride is wounded,” Alaric pressed on. “You can’t stand the fact that someone you
considered beneath you has surpassed everything you’ve achieved.”



Ethan’s jaw clenched. His hands trembled slightly at his sides.
“That’s not-" he started to protest.

“Isn’t it?” Alaric interrupted. “Tell me, Ethan. What has Celine accomplished that makes her
more valuable to this family than Amelia?”

Silence stretched hetween them. Ethan stared at the floor, unable to answer.
Alaric turned his piercing gaze toward me. “Amelia, are you the author known as ‘Lily‘?”
I met his eyes calmly. “Yes, [ am.”

The admission hung in the air like a death sentence. | watched as the last spark of hope died in
Ethan’s eyes. His face went completely white.

He finally understood. His grand plan to buy Lily’s copyrights and save his inheritance was now
impossible. He’d been trying to purchase rights from his own sister.

*My wolf Ava stirred in my consciousness, her voice filled with dark satisfaction: “Look at him.
He looks like he’s seen a ghost.“*

Ethan’s legs seemed to give out slightly. He grabbed the back of a chair for support.
“How long have you been writing?”” Alaric asked me, his tone gentler now.

“Since I was fifteen,” I replied. “Robert encouraged me to pursue it when he saw my early
work.”

Alaric nodded approvingly. “And your medical knowledge?”
“Also from Robert. He taught me everything he knew about healing.”
“Remarkable,” Alaric murmured. “Truly remarkable.”

Ethan let out a strangled sound. All his plans, all his schemes to maintain control of Starlight
Entertainment, had just crumbled to dust.

Alaric’s attention snapped back to my brother. His voice became ice—cold.
“Ethan, you have until the end of this month.”
“What?” Ethan’s voice cracked.

“If Starlight Entertainment doesn’t meet its performance targets by month—end, management will
be transferred to Amelia immediately.”



The ultimatum hit Ethan like a physical blow. His entire body went rigid with shock.

“Grandfather, please,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper. “Give me more time. The
market conditions-”

“No excuses,” Alaric cut him off ruthlessly. “You’ve had years to prove yourself. This is your
final chance.”

Ethan’s face cycled through emotions — shock, desperation, anger, and finally resignation. He
looked like a man watching his own execution.

“Do you understand?”” Alaric demanded.

Ethan nodded mutely. His throat worked as if he were trying to swallow something bitter.

He turned toward the door, moving like a man in a trance. His shoulders sagged with defeat.
“Ethan,” I called out, my voice calm and mocking.

He froze at the doorway, not turning around.

“Give Celine a message for me,” I continued, enjoying every word. “Tell her that Rhys Calder is
the Alpha’s son of the Calder Pack. He’s the sole heir to the family that controls the most
advanced medical resources in the territory.”

Ethan’s shoulders tensed. He slowly turned to face me, his expression like he’d seen a ghost.

*Ava let out a pleased growl in my mind: “Look at that beaten dog expression. How
satisfying.*“*

“You... you knew?” Ethan stammered.

“I’ve always known,” I replied with a cold smile. “Unlike some people, I don’t judge others by
their current appearance.”

Ethan’s face went from white to green. The implications were sinking in. Celine had not only
lost her chance with a powerful heir, but she’d also insulted him in the process.

Without another word, Ethan stumbled out of the room. The door closed behind him with a soft
click.

The room fell silent. Alaric studied me for a long moment, his expression thoughtful.

“Amelia,” he said finally, his tone serious. “I understand you’ve been wronged. But when you
take your revenge, remember to consider the pack’s honor. Don’t go too far.”



I met his gaze steadily. “As long as no one provokes me first, [ never abuse my power.”
Alaric nodded approvingly. “Good. That’s the wisdom I expect from a true Stone.”

He paused, then asked, “Should I contact the Crimson Moon Pack to postpone the engagement
ceremony? Given your injuries-"

“No,” I interrupted firmly. “Everything proceeds as planned.”

“Are you certain? You need time to recover.”

“I’m fine,” I assured him. “A few bruises won’t stop me from fulfilling my obligations.”
Alaric studied my face, then nodded. “Very well. I’ll leave you to rest.”

After he left, Seraphina moved closer to my bed. Her face was creased with worry.

“Amelia, I’'m concerned about the investigation,” she said quietly. “What if they tamper with the
evidence?”

Jaxon took her hand in his, his touch reassuring. “I’ll arrange for additional security. No one will
interfere with the investigation.”

I looked at my adoptive parents, their concern touching something deep in my chest. These were
the people who truly cared about me.

“Don’t worry,” I said softly. “If Caleb really cut those brake lines himself, Pack Law will judge
him accordingly. We just need to wait for the results.”

Seraphina squeezed my hand. “I just can’t believe he would try to kill you.”
“Believe it,” I replied. “Some people will do anything when they feel cornered.”
(Celine’s POV)

In the rest room next door, | paced back and forth like a caged animal. My nerves were stretched
to the breaking point.

Livia sat in a chair, her voice rising with each curse she hurled at the absent Alaric. “That old
fool! He’s completely lost his mind, favoring that wild wolf over his own family!”

“Mother, please,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Your shouting won’t help anything.”

“Help?” Livia shrieked. “Nothing will help! That girl has bewitched everyone in this family!”



The door burst open and Ethan stumbled in. His face was pale as death, his eyes hollow and
empty.

I rushed to his side immediately. “Ethan! What happened? You look terrible.”
Adrian jumped up from his chair. “Son, what did the old man say?”

Ethan’s voice came out as a hoarse whisper. “If we don’t meet performance targets by month—
end, Starlight Entertainment goes to Amelia.”

The words hit the room like a bomb. Adrian’s face turned purple with rage.
“That’s impossible!” he roared. “The company belongs to our branch of the family!”
Livia wailed dramatically. “We’re ruined! That scheming girl has destroyed everything!”

| forced myself to stay calm, even as panic clawed at my chest. | had to think, had to find a
solution.

“Maybe we can still buy Lily’s copyrights,” I suggested, trying to sound rational. “If we get
those treatment notes, we can definitely meet the targets.”

Ethan looked at me with dead eyes. A bitter laugh escaped his throat.
“That’s impossible now,” he said, his voice hollow with despair.
“Why?” I demanded. “What’s changed?”

Ethan’s laugh grew more desperate. “Amelia is Lily. She’s been the famous author this whole
time.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. | staggered backward, my hand flying to my chest.
No. This couldn’t be happening.

If Amelia was Lily, then not only could we not get the copyrights, but she had also completely
surpassed me in talent. The girl I’d always looked down on was a literary genius.

My world tilted on its axis. Everything I’d believed about myself, about my superiority over
Amelia, crumbled in an instant.

“That’s... that’s impossible,” I whispered, but even as I said it, I knew it was true.

Ethan wasn’t finished destroying my world. He looked at me with those dead eyes and spoke
again.



“There’s more,” he said, his voice completely flat. “Amelia had a message for you.”

My blood turned to ice in my veins.“What message?” I forced myself to ask.
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| stared at Ethan, my heart pounding against my ribs. His dead eyes held something that made
my blood freeze.

“What message?”’ I forced myself to ask again.

Ethan’s voice was flat and emotionless. “Rhys Calder is the Alpha’s son of the Calder Pack. He’s
the sole heir to the family that controls the most advanced medical resources in the territory.”

The words hit me like lightning. My vision blurred and the room spun around me.
No. This couldn’t be real.
My legs gave out completely. I collapsed onto the sofa, my body trembling uncontrollably.

Rhys. The quiet, humble boy I’d mocked and dismissed. The one I’d called a “country bumpkin”
and “worthless peasant.”

He was the heir to one of the most powerful packs in existence.

The Calder Pack controlled the finest pharmaceutical technology in the werewolf world. They
owned rare herb cultivation bases that other packs could only dream of accessing. They were one
of the oldest werewolf families, second only to the Alpha King himself.

And | had insulted him. Humiliated him. Thrown his feelings back in his face like garbage.

“No,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “This can’t be happening.”

Adrian’s shock lasted only seconds. Then his eyes lit up with a greedy fire that made my
stomach turn.

“Celine,” he said, his voice low and threatening. “Do you understand what you’ve done?”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.



“For years,” Adrian continued, his tone growing more dangerous, “Stone River Botanicals has
tried to establish connections with the Calder Pack. We’ve begged for partnerships. Pleaded for
access to their resources.”

His hands clenched into fists. “And you. You stupid, shallow girl. You had their heir in your
palm and you threw him away.”

“I didn’t know,” I gasped. “How could I have known?”’

“You didn’t want to know!” Adrian roared. “You judged him by his clothes and his quiet
manner. You couldn’t see past your own arrogance!”

Livia grabbed my arm roughly. “Fix this,” she hissed. “Whatever it takes, you fix this right
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now.

Adrian’s voice dropped to a deadly whisper. “You will contact Rhys immediately. You will
apologize for every cruel word, every dismissive look, every moment of disrespect.”

“But he won’t-”

“He will,” Adrian cut me off. “Because you’re going to grovel. You’re going to beg. And you’re
going to convince him to forgive this family.”

His eyes bored into mine. “If you succeed, I’ll give you shares in the company. Real power in
this family.”

“And if I fail?” I whispered.

“Then you’ll have nothing,” he said simply. “No inheritance. No place in this pack. Nothing.”
The threat hung in the air like a blade. | nodded weakly, my mind spinning with panic.

How could I face Rhys after what I’d said? How could I possibly make this right?

“I’ll try,” I managed to say.

“You’ll succeed,” Adrian corrected coldly. “Failure isn’t an option.”

I stood on shaking legs. “I need to call him. And check on Caleb.”

It was a lie. | just needed to escape this suffocating room.

Adrian waved me away dismissively. “Go. And remember — everything depends on this.’

I stumbled toward the door, my vision still blurry with shock and tears.



As soon as I left, I could hear Adrian’s voice change behind the closed door. The warmth.
disappeared completely.

“Ethan,” he said, his tone ice—cold. “If we can’t change the old man’s mind, then we change the
game.”

“What do you mean?” Ethan asked.

“Before you hand over Starlight Entertainment, you destroy it,” Adrian said simply. “Leave
Amelia with nothing but ruins and debt.”

“I understand,” Ethan replied, his voice equally cold.

But Ethan had his own plans. As soon as he left the hospital, he pulled out a secure phone and
dialed a number he’d memorized years ago.

“It’s me,” he said when someone answered. “I need a job done tonight.”

“What kind of job?”

“There’s a white vial in a hospital room. I need it stolen.”

“Payment?”

“Double your usual rate.”

“Consider it done.”

Ethan ended the call and smiled coldly. If he was going down, he’d take everyone with him.
(Amelia’s POV)

A gentle knock interrupted my thoughts. The door opened and Rhys stepped in, carrying a
beautiful flower basket.

“Rhys!” I smiled, genuinely happy to see him.
Seraphina looked up curiously. I quickly made introductions.
“Seraphina, this is Rhys Calder. He was my neighbor and closest friend back in Meadow Brook.”

Seraphina’s eyes widened slightly. She’d heard the conversation about the Calder Pack heir just
minutes ago. Now she was looking at my friend with new understanding.

Her expression showed amazement at the connections I’d kept hidden. She studied Rhys with
fresh eyes, seeing past his modest appearance to the power he represented.



“It’s wonderful to meet you,” Seraphina said warmly. “Amelia has mentioned you often.”
“The pleasure is mine,” Rhys replied politely. “I hope you don’t mind me visiting.”

“Of course not,” Seraphina said quickly. “Actually, I should go get dinner for Amelia. Agnes is
preparing something special.”

She gave me a meaningful look. “I’ll be back later. You two catch up.”
After she left, Rhys pulled a chair closer to my bed. His expression was teasing but concerned.

“So,” he said, settling into the chair. “If I hadn’t seen the news, I never would have known you’d
landed yourself in the hospital.”

| shrugged casually. “Just some scratches and bruises. Nothing serious.”

“Amelia,” his tone grew serious. “What really happened? The reports are saying it was an
accident, but...”

“But you know me better than that,” I finished with a cold smile.

“Exactly.”

I leaned back against my pillows. “Caleb tampered with my brake lines. He wanted me dead.”
Rhys’s jaw tightened. “That bastard.”

“But I knew,” I continued. “I calculated the exact angle and speed needed to turn his trap against
him.”

“You’re insane,” Rhys said, shaking his head. “You could have been killed.”
“But [ wasn’t,” I pointed out. “And now Caleb’s the one in a coma.”
“Still. The risk-"

His phone buzzed loudly, interrupting our conversation. He glanced at the screen and his
expression immediately darkened.

The name flashing on the display made his lip curl with disgust: Celine.
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(Amelia’s POV)
I glanced at the phone screen, watching the name flash insistently. “Is that Celine calling?”
Rhys looked surprised at my accuracy. “How did you know?”

“Just a guess.” I smiled innocently. “Actually, I should confess something. I deliberately told
Celine about your real identity.”

Rhys stared at me for a moment, then let out a bitter laugh. “You’re deliberately making trouble
for me, aren’t you?”

“Hey, that’s not fair,” I protested. “Remember when Ethan wanted to contact me through you?
You agreed to help him. I even showed up as ‘Lily* for that meeting.”

“That was different.”

“The process had some bumps, but this counts as you paying back that favor.” I grinned.
“Besides, you’ll thank me later.”

Rhys shook his head, still smiling despite himself. “You’re impossible.”

The phone continued buzzing. Rhys glanced at it again, then at me. “Should I answer?”
“Absolutely. Put it on speaker too.”

He raised an eyebrow but did as I suggested. “This should be interesting.”

The call connected, and Celine’s sweet, gentle voice filled the room. “Rhys! Oh, thank goodness
you picked up.”

Her tone was sickeningly sweet, dripping with false intimacy.

Rhys’s voice turned cold and sarcastic. “Yesterday you believed Caleb’s lies. You were
convinced that Amelia and I were conspiring to deceive everyone.”

“I’m so sorry about that,” Celine said quickly. “I should have stopped Caleb. It was my fault for
not speaking up.”

Rhys let out a harsh laugh. “You always blame someone else, don’t you?”

There was silence on the other end for a moment. Then Celine’s voice returned, softer and more
pitiful.

“Rhys, you have to understand my position. I’'m just an adopted daughter. My status in this
family is awkward. I have to be careful about everything I do.”



Her voice grew more emotional. “Amelia has Alpha bloodline. She has the right to be proud and
confident. But me? I have to walk on eggshells every day just to survive.”

I continued eating my fruit, watching this performance with cold amusement.

Rhys wasn’t buying any of it. “Cut the act, Celine. What you can’t let go of is the privileged life
that comes with being the Alpha’s daughter.”

“That’s not true-”

“You credit Caleb’s affection to your obedience,” Rhys continued ruthlessly. “But you reduce
Amelia’s confidence to just her bloodline. Do you have any idea how disgusting that sounds?”

Celine fell silent again.

“You’re not apologizing because you’re sorry,” Rhys said. “You’re apologizing because you
found out I’m the Calder Pack heir.”

His voice grew colder. “I won’t have any more contact with you. We’re done.”
Without another word, he hung up.

I clapped slowly. “Wow. That was brutal.”

“Sometimes you have to be ruthless,” Rhys said seriously.

Then he paused, studying my face. “Wait. You didn’t tell Celine my identity just to make her
regret her choices, did you?”

“Smart man.” I smiled. “My real target is Adrian.”
Rhys’s eyes lit up with understanding. “Stone River Botanicals.”

“Exactly. Adrian has been trying to partner with the Calder Pack for years. Your family controls
the most advanced herbal cultivation technology in the territory.”

I set down my fruit bowl. “Now Adrian knows the partnership opportunity was right there, but
his precious adopted daughter ruined it. He must be furious.”

Rhys laughed coldly. “Celine is probably panicking right now. She might even take her
frustration out on poor unconscious Caleb.”

“That’s her problem.” I shrugged.



Rhys leaned back in his chair, connecting more dots. “Your ultimate plan is to seize control of
Stone River Botanicals, isn’t it? Then you’ll connect it with the Calder family’s rare herb supply
chain.”

“A powerful combination,” I confirmed.

“I have complete faith in your abilities,” Rhys said. “And honestly, Adrian’s family deserves to
lose everything. They abandoned their own flesh and blood.”

He paused. “When you’re ready to move forward, the Calder Pack will support you fully.”

“I appreciate that.”

We talked for another hour about business strategies and old memories from Meadow Brook.
The conversation felt natural and comfortable, like the old days when we were just two friends

sharing dreams.

As evening approached, the setting sun painted the hospital windows red. A gentle knock
interrupted our conversation.

Alaric entered the room, followed by his butler. The patriarch’s expression was grave but
determined.

“I’ve called Adrian and Livia,” he announced. “They should be here shortly.”

I nodded calmly. “Did you find what you were looking for at Moonlight Haven?”
“We did.” His voice was heavy. “The surveillance footage tells the whole story.”
Rhys squeezed my hand supportively. “Do you want me to stay?”

“Please,” I said. “I could use a friend here.”

Footsteps echoed in the hallway. Adrian appeared in the doorway, his face tense with barely
controlled anxiety.

Before Alaric could speak, Livia burst into the room like a hurricane.
“Is it true?”” she demanded loudly. “Did you find proof that my son is innocent?”

Her eyes blazed with righteous fury as she glared at me. “I told you this girl was lying! She’s
been trying to frame Caleb from the beginning!”

Livia stepped closer to my bed, her voice rising. “When you realize your mistake, I want her
handed over to us for proper punishment!”



Her gaze locked onto mine with pure hatred. The killing intent in her eyes was unmistakable.

“That woman wants to kill us,” Ava growled dangerously in my mind. “I should rip her throat
out right now.”
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(Amelia’s POV)
A deep, magnetic voice suddenly echoed from outside the hospital room door.

“As one of the victims of this accident, I have the right to know the results of the pack’s internal
investigation.”

Marcus appeared first, pushing Theodore’s wheelchair into the room. Theodore’s golden eyes
swept across everyone present with cold authority.

I watched Livia’s reaction carefully. The moment she saw Theodore, her aggressive demeanor
completely vanished. Her face went pale with fear as she glanced nervously at Adrian.

She was clearly terrified that the Alpha King’s heir had come to demand accountability.

Adrian frowned and gestured for his mate to stay calm. His jaw was tight with tension.

Alaric looked uncomfortable. He obviously didn’t want to air the family’s dirty laundry in front
of an outsider. But under Theodore’s overwhelming Alpha presence, he had no choice but to

allow him to listen.

Marcus positioned Theodore’s wheelchair right beside my bed. The butler stepped forward to
begin his report.

“The parking lot surveillance shows that all of your vehicles entered the area,” the butler began
formally. “However, the key camera that would have captured Miss Amelia’s car was
deliberately destroyed.”

Livia immediately seized on this information.

“See? This proves it was all staged!” she exclaimed loudly. “Amelia destroyed the surveillance
herself to frame my son!”

Her voice grew more shrill. “This is all an elaborate setup! She’s trying to make Caleb look
guilty!”



Theodore’s cold voice cut through her accusations like ice.

“I was in that car,” he said with deadly calm. “Are you suggesting that Amelia would risk the life
of her mate — the future Alpha King — just to frame Caleb?”

His golden eyes fixed on Livia with terrifying intensity. “Do you really think she would gamble
with my life for such a petty revenge?”

I nodded in agreement. “Exactly. I would never risk my mate’s life to get rid of someone like
Caleb.”

The logic was undeniable. Livia’s mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. Her face
turned an ugly shade of red as she struggled to find a response.

She had no argument against this reasoning.
The butler continued with his bombshell revelation.

“Although the public surveillance was destroyed, Moonlight Haven installed hidden cameras to
protect VIP privacy. These cameras captured everything.”

He held up a tablet computer. “The footage clearly shows Caleb sneaking around Miss Amelia’s
car and directing his bodyguards to sabotage the brake lines.”

The butler handed the tablet to Adrian and Livia. | watched their faces drain of all color as they
viewed the evidence.

Livia swayed on her feet, looking like she might collapse.
Theodore gestured to Marcus, who took the tablet and showed it to Jaxon and Seraphina.

After watching the video, Jaxon’s face turned iron—gray with rage. Seraphina’s eyes blazed with
fury.

“What do you have to say now?” Seraphina demanded, her voice shaking with anger.

She stepped closer to Livia. “Caleb getting hurt was his own fault. The fact that Amelia survived
is a blessing from the Moon Goddess.”

Jaxon’s voice was deadly quiet. “Now we need to settle this account.”
Despite looking guilty, Livia began to argue hysterically.

“Fine! Yes, Caleb tampered with the car!” she shrieked. “But look at Amelia now she’s perfectly
fine! Meanwhile, my son is unconscious and fighting for his life!”



Her voice grew more desperate. “You’re being unreasonable! You’re trying to destroy us when
we’re already suffering!”

She pointed an accusing finger at Seraphina and Jaxon. “How can you be so heartless? We’re
family!”

Seraphina’s face flushed with rage.

“If we didn’t have solid evidence, would you have shown Amelia any mercy?” she shot back.
“Since Caleb is unconscious, his parents must take responsibility for his actions!”

I quietly ate the fruit Seraphina had brought me, watching my adoptive parents fight fiercely to
protect me. Warmth spread through my chest at their unwavering support.

“Now this is what real family looks like,” Ava purred contentedly in my mind, her tail swishing
with satisfaction.

I looked coldly at Livia and Adrian’s greedy, desperate faces. They had been willing to kill me
for vanity and profit. They deserved whatever was coming.

Livia’s voice turned pleading and manipulative.

“What exactly do you want as compensation?” she cried. “Why are you so heartless? Why do
you have to push us to complete destruction?”

Tears streamed down her face in a pathetic display. “Haven’t we suffered enough?”
Theodore spoke up, his tone deceptively mild.
“I’m curious to hear how you plan to handle this situation,” he said to Alaric.

Though his voice was gentle, I could feel the irresistible authority behind his words. This wasn’t
a request — it was a command.

Alaric straightened his shoulders. “Adrian and Livia must accept punishment on behalf of their
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Adrian remained silent for a long moment, his fists clenched at his sides. Finally, he spoke
through gritted teeth.

“I accept the punishment.”
His voice was bitter with resentment, but he had no choice.

Jaxon stepped forward with his conditions.



“I won’t be unnecessarily harsh,” he said formally. “But | demand to officially take over
management of Stone River Botanicals. Additionally, Adrian must transfer 10% of his shares to
Amelia as compensation for her trauma.”

The moment those words left Jaxon’s mouth, Adrian exploded like a wolf whose tail had been
stepped on.

“Absolutely not!” he roared, jumping to his feet. “I will never agree to that!”

His face turned purple with rage. “You’re taking advantage of our weakness! Stone River
Botanicals is my life’s work! I’ve poured my blood, sweat, and tears into that company!”

He pointed an accusing finger at Jaxon. “It’s my core asset! The foundation of everything I’ve
built! I will not hand over control!”

Adrian’s voice grew more frantic. “This isn’t compensation — this is robbery! You’re using this
situation to steal my power!”

I watched Adrian’s furious tantrum with cold amusement. He was guilty and cornered, but still
fighting desperately to protect his precious company.

Perfect. This was exactly what Rhys and | had planned as our first move.



