

    
        
          In Bed With My Ex's Brother-in-Law 1

        

        
        
          In Bed With My Ex's Brother-in-Law, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Ady Daniels

        

        
          Published by BestNovel, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      IN BED WITH MY EX'S BROTHER-IN-LAW 1

    

    
      First edition. March 31, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ady Daniels.

    

    
    
      Written by Ady Daniels.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


  Chapter 1 Sacked And Kicked Out

Elena's POV

Someone pounded on my door, yanking me from unconsciousness. I peeled myself from the bed sheets, every muscle screaming after back-to-back nights at the office left me completely drained.

Moving toward the entrance while still half-asleep, I finally had a day off and couldn't wait to rest. When I opened the door, a uniformed security officer stood waiting outside.

"Miss Elena?" He spoke without emotion, stating facts.

Still groggy, I rubbed my face. "Yeah? What's going on?"

"Officer Ken. Mr. Dalton sent me. You need to leave this apartment right away."

His words made no sense. Mr. Dalton—Mark—my boyfriend.

I let out a shaky laugh. "Is this some kind of prank? Because it's not funny."

"No prank, ma'am." A document appeared in his hand, thrust toward my face. Official orders bearing Mark Dalton's signature. Everything inside me went cold.

"Wait… this can't be happening," I managed, my throat tight. "Mark's my boyfriend. Everything's fine between us. He wouldn't do something like this..."

"Your position at Thompson Crest Enterprise has been terminated, according to him."

Terminated. The corporate jargon cut deep. "Excuse me?"

He just stood there, offering nothing more. Frozen in my doorway, confusion twisted into hot fury as I held his gaze.

"Someone made a mistake!" My voice climbed higher. "I'm calling Mark. Right now."

Without waiting, I rushed back inside, snatched my phone, and dialed the number burned into my memory. Straight to voicemail—automated and impersonal.

Panic flooded over the anger. Racing back to the door, my confidence collapsed. "I have to talk to Mark! This is insane. Where am I even supposed to go?"

Officer Ken checked his watch deliberately. "Ten minutes to collect your belongings, ma'am."

"Are you actually serious right now?" Fear sharpened my words. "Where is he? I need to see him!"

"Mr. Dalton isn't available today," he replied, maddeningly calm while I fell apart. Then he dropped the real bomb: "He's busy with his wedding."

The floor disappeared beneath me. My lungs forgot how to work.

Something flickered in his expression—sympathy? amusement? "You really didn't know? Everyone's been talking about it for weeks."

My hands started shaking uncontrollably. Weeks? I'd been drowning in work, surviving on caffeine and deadlines. Mark kept praising how dedicated I was, his voice full of what I'd stupidly thought was real affection.

"You're amazing, Elena. This proposal is brilliant. Just get through these last few days. I've got something special planned for you."

Last night, his text promised a "surprise" after all my effort. Today he delivered a "Surprise Bomb" all right.

I pushed past Ken into the hallway. Across the street, the huge digital billboard that usually showed luxury advertisements was broadcasting something live.

"Thompson-Dalton Union: The Wedding of the Decade!"

Gold letters sparkled across the screen.

Mark Dalton—my lover, my boss—was today promising his life to another woman.

***

Inside the taxi, I frantically scrolled through social media feeds I never had time to check. Each swipe felt like a knife wound.

Hashtags trending worldwide: #PowerCouple and #FairytaleWedding. I consumed every article desperately, piecing together a picture of calculated betrayal that took my breath away.

My boyfriend—ex-boyfriend—was marrying another woman while the entire planet celebrated.

Then I saw her. Bella Thompson. Her profile showed someone almost otherworldly beautiful, but what really knocked the air from my chest was her background.

Sister to Eric Thompson, the most powerful Alpha in the Northeast, leading the prestigious Silver Crest pack.

Understanding hit like a freight train. Obviously. This wasn't about love; it was a business transaction.

She came with everything—connections, influence, a legacy woven into elite werewolf society itself.

What could my late nights, my carefully prepared presentations, possibly compete with an entire empire?

Tears threatened, but something hotter burned underneath—pure, justified rage.

So what if I'm human? So what if I started with nothing? Even if this involved some fated mate thing I'd heard them whisper about, how could he betray me like this?

Two years. Two years of loving him, supporting him, being everything he needed. My reward? An eviction notice from a stranger and watching him marry someone else as my goodbye gift.

I needed answers. Not corporate speak, not polite rejection. I needed to confront him face-to-face.

The cab stopped. Silver Crown Estate rose before me—dramatic Gothic architecture with soaring towers, windows catching light like ice, and gardens that belonged in magazines.

Pain twisted inside my chest. I'd once doodled "Elena Dalton" during boring meetings, imagining this kind of day for us. The irony physically hurt.

Scanning the entrance, I spotted perfectly dressed wolf-shifter guards standing watch, radiating complete authority. A human girl with swollen eyes and broken dreams had zero chance of getting past them. Then I noticed something—a catering van parked at the service entrance, back doors hanging open while workers unloaded champagne crates. A slim opportunity.

Pulse racing, I moved quickly. During the chaos of deliveries, I slipped into the van's dark cargo area, flattening myself between cold metal shelves just as the doors slammed shut. The engine started.

When the van stopped inside the estate grounds, I waited until the drivers walked away before climbing out. My plain dress stood out badly among the staff's uniforms, but I tried acting as if I belonged, heading toward the main hall while my mind spun.

"Excuse me, you can't just wander around," someone said sharply.

Looking up, I found a stern woman holding a clipboard and wearing a headset. Her nametag read: Event Coordinator - G. Pierce.

"Sorry, I..." Quickly wiping my eyes, I forced a wobbly smile. "I'm with the groom's family. Just got here from out of town. Kind of lost. Could you tell me where he is? I have something to give him before the ceremony."

She studied me, noticing my lack of any guest pass. But mentioning "family" combined with the desperate hope in my expression seemed enough. She pointed impatiently toward a separate wing of the estate.

"Groom's preparation suite. Past the courtyard, the building covered in ivy. Room 25. Hurry though, the procession starts in twenty minutes."

"Thank you," I whispered, barely hearing myself over my pounding heart.

I'll admit some grim satisfaction in my ability to sneak around. Getting past distracted guards and into the groom's suite felt like one last desperate act—a ghost haunting its former life.

And there he stood.

Mark admired himself in a full-length mirror, looking absolutely perfect in formal black tails—exactly how I'd once pictured him on our wedding day. His eyes caught mine in the reflection. Brief surprise crossed his face, quickly replaced by that familiar, lazy smirk that now felt like it was burning me.

"You actually found your way here?" he said casually, not fully turning around. "I wondered how long before you figured things out."

My fingers gripped my purse strap until the leather cut into my skin.

"What is this, Mark?" My voice came out tight, ready to break.

He finally pivoted, his gaze sweeping over me from my disheveled hair to my off-the-rack dress—a look that lingered with palpable distaste. Then, with a casual wave of his hand, he gestured to the opulent suite, the waiting bouquet of calla lilies, the glittering cufflinks on the velvet tray.

"Isn't it pretty clear? I'm getting married." His tone was completely flat, showing zero guilt.

My heart sank, but I forced the words out. "Why, Mark? We were—"

"There is no 'we' anymore," he interrupted sharply, adjusting his already perfect tie. "I'm marrying Bella. I can't be connected to... distractions from before. Some girl from nowhere, with nothing."

I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, trying to counter the humiliation flooding through me. "You said none of that mattered to you..."

He laughed coldly, mockingly. "Elena, please. Don't tell me you actually believed what men say to get what they want?"

Shaking his head in condescension, he continued. "You were entertaining. Convenient, admiring, always available. But honestly, you held back like we were living in some Victorian novel. Frankly, you should thank me for keeping you around this long."

Tears came then, hot and unstoppable, each one burning proof of how naive I'd been. This wasn't just heartbreak; it was complete destruction of every memory, every promise I'd treasured.

Mark's expression stayed frozen. He turned back to the mirror, dismissing me completely. "Leave, Elena. You're embarrassing yourself. You served your purpose. I'm done with you."

White-hot rage exploded inside me, burning away the pain. My eyes landed on a champagne flute sitting nearby—probably for his pre-ceremony toast.

I didn't think. I simply acted.

Grabbing the glass, I threw the contents straight at him. Golden liquid flew through the air, catching the light before splashing across his perfectly styled hair and pristine jacket.

"Have you completely lost your mind, you crazy girl?!" he screamed, jumping back as champagne dripped everywhere, destroying his perfect image. Brutal satisfaction cut through my fury.

"Did you expect me to just watch you throw me away and wish you happiness?" My voice came out low, shaking with wild, liberated madness.

I caught his horrified reflection in the mirror.

"Look at yourself now. Your perfect hair is destroyed. Think you'll make it to the ceremony on time? Or maybe I should visit your bride first? I have so many stories about the real Mark Dalton."

Terror and rage fought across his face. He grabbed for a towel, frantically wiping at the sticky mess, his composure completely shattered.

"Guards!" he yelled, his voice cracking as he rushed toward the door and yanked it open. "Get this crazy woman out of here! Now! Throw her out!"

Strong hands seized my arm, another guard ripping my purse away. My screams were raw and ragged, disappearing into the fancy hallway as they dragged me—fighting and scratching—toward the elevator. With one final, disgusted shove, they threw me inside. My purse landed beside me as the doors closed, sealing me in this silent metal tomb dropping downward.

I collapsed onto the cold floor, tremors wracking my body—a volatile cocktail of shattered heartbreak and unspent fury. Drawing my knees to my chest, I clutched my bag like a lifeline. Hot, silent tears carved paths through the remnants of my dignity.

Everything hurt. My pride, my heart, the entire future I'd foolishly built in my mind. Even the will to stand up had abandoned me. What was the point?

The elevator chimed, a soft, polite sound absurdly at odds with my internal ruin. The doors slid open. I didn't look up. I couldn't.

Until a pair of impeccably polished black Oxfords stepped into the periphery of my blurred vision, halting directly before me.

The air in the small cabin shifted, grew heavier, charged with a presence that was impossible to ignore.

"Elena Grey?"

I froze. My breathing stopped. Slowly, painfully, I raised my eyes.

Standing before me was, without question, the most devastatingly handsome man I'd ever encountered.

Tall, with a build that spoke of controlled power rather than brute bulk, he was elegance personified in a tailored charcoal suit that likely cost more than my annual salary.

Dark hair swept back from a commanding brow, and his eyes… His eyes were a penetrating, storm-cloud grey, holding an intensity that seemed to see right through the wreckage I presented.

This was Alpha Eric Thompson.

CEO of Thompson Crest Enterprises.

Most powerful Alpha of the Silver Crest pack.

And he was staring down at me with a look that wasn't pity or contempt, but something darker—smoldering, carnal heat.

My heart didn't just skip a beat; it stuttered to a dead halt before galloping against my ribs like a trapped bird.

Why him? Why now?


  Chapter 2 Molested And Rescued

Elena's POV

His gaze locked onto me without wavering. Meeting it sent a jolt through my system—something intense, primal, almost confrontational in its ferocity. Suddenly, I felt stripped bare, as if his stare alone could peel away every layer I'd wrapped around myself.

And yet, I couldn't look away. Wouldn't.

Our gazes tangled in a wordless battle, the world beyond the elevator's mirrored walls dissolving into irrelevance. As his eyes traced a slow path over my tear-streaked face, my rumpled dress, heat flooded my veins while my heartbeat hammered against my ribs.

Some traitorous part of me—some deep, animal instinct I didn't know I possessed—screamed to launch myself into his arms, to demand he finish with his mouth what he'd started with those devastating eyes.

The thought jolted me back to reality like ice water down my spine.

What the hell are you doing, Elena?

I mentally slapped myself, hard. This man was Eric Thompson. Billionaire Alpha. The most powerful wolf in the Eastern Seaboard.

And—the cruelest cut of all—the future brother-in-law to Mark!

People at their level never look twice at women like me—not for anything real, anyway. Mark had taught me that lesson in the most brutal way possible. I wouldn't—couldn't—be that foolish again.

I scrambled to my feet, wiping furiously at my cheeks with the back of my hand. I clutched my purse to my chest like a shield.

I made to step around him, toward the open doors and blessed escape.

He didn't move.

A wall of muscle and power in an exquisite suit, he remained planted in the doorway, his broad shoulders filling the frame. One eyebrow lifted a fraction of an inch.

"You cannot walk out like that." His voice was ice as he stared down at me, those penetrating eyes raking over me with an intensity that felt like a physical brand.

"Like what?" I snapped, following his gaze downward.

Oh, God.

My breath caught as I finally saw it—the bodice of my dress was torn, gaping open to expose far too much of my chest. Heat flooded my cheeks. The guards. The struggle. They must have ripped it during that brutal drag to the elevator. I fumbled to gather the torn fabric, pressing it closed with one shaking hand pressed against my sternum.

But why did he sound so possessive about it? As if I belonged to him? I couldn't recall ever being this close to him before, never having exchanged a single word. I masked my mortification, lifting my chin in defiance.

"What I wear is my choice," I said firmly, attempting to step around him.

His arm shot out, wrapping around my waist, and he hauled me back against him with breathtaking ease.

I couldn't tolerate this—this casual assumption of authority over my body. I pushed against his chest, struggling to break free. But the moment my palms made contact with the heat of him through that fine suit, a jolt of raw desire shot through my fingers, arcing straight to my core. I trembled. Our eyes met, and I watched his darken, the storm clouds gathering into something thunderous.

"Don't even think about it," he bit out, the words dripping with arrogant disdain. "I will not allow anyone to appear at my sister's wedding looking so indecent, so disgraceful."

That did it. That smug, sanctimonious tone ignited something feral in me.

I dropped my purse to the floor with a satisfying thud. Before I could think, before I could question my own sanity, I grabbed the ruined, dangling bodice and yanked.

The fabric tore away completely, the sound loud in the charged silence. What remained was a tight, sleeveless micro-dress that barely skimmed my thighs.

"Now are you satisfied?!" I spat, my chest heaving, my eyes blazing into his.

He went utterly still.

Then a low sound—almost a growl—escaped him. In one motion he grabbed me and pressed me against the wall, his body crowding mine dangerously close. His earthy scent surrounded me, overwhelming my senses while my pulse went wild and my legs threatened to give out.

"What the hell are you playing at?" he growled near my neck, his breath hot against my skin, eyes darker than before. "Is this your game? Parading yourself to lure men?"

"What shit are you talking about?" I scolded and pushed hard against his chest. "I'm trapped in an elevator with a torn dress—what exactly was I supposed to do? What would YOU have done?"

His jaw tightened to granite. He said nothing.

Without another word, he yanked off his jacket and threw it around my shoulders. Before I could process what happened, he hit the button. The doors slid open, and he strode out, leaving me standing there shaken, wrapped in fabric that smelled like him.

I stepped out wearing his jacket as the elevator doors shut coldly behind me.

Humiliation burned through me like wildfire, his accusations echoing in my skull—those cruel, cutting words implying I was some kind of wanton creature, flaunting myself for male attention. Rage lodged in my throat, thick and suffocating.

And yet.

I pulled his jacket tighter. That wild, masculine scent wrapped around me, sinking into my skin, making my legs weak, stirring something I desperately tried to suppress, something I refused to acknowledge.

I hated it. Hated that my body responded this way. Hated that it was HIM—of all people.

Eric Thompson—brother to the woman who'd stolen Mark away from me. The absolute last man I should feel anything for——

"Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in."

The mocking voice stopped me cold as I hurried toward the exit, desperate to escape this nightmare. I looked up.

Selene. Mark's sister.

I kept walking. I had no energy for her games.

But she stepped directly into my path, blocking my escape.

"What are you doing here, Elena?" Her tone dripped with contempt. "Hoping to trap my brother again?"

Before I could respond, two of her friends joined her. Their eyes dragged over me with open disgust, their lips curled in mockery.

"Trap your brother again?" I scoffed. "Please. I wouldn't touch that gold-digging, smooth-talking traitor with a ten-foot pole."

"Listen to who's talking!" Selene's voice pitched higher, and her friends erupted in sycophantic laughter. "If you're not interested, then why are you here? To cry and beg him to take you back? Don't you have any shame, showing your face here?"

"What I do here is none of your business—or your snake of a brother's, Selene." I matched her venom with my own.

Her eyes hardened. "Deny it all you want, but we won't have trash like you hanging around to ruin this big day. Get out."

"Oh, please." I stood my ground, not budging an inch. "Whatever sordid little drama you people have going on here has nothing to do with me. I dumped your pathetic brother long before any of this happened."

My defiance only fueled her rage. She snapped her fingers, shrieking, "Security! Over here! Get this piece of garbage out of my sight!"

I didn't move.

The two guards approached—then stopped dead. Their eyes fell on the jacket draped over my shoulders. Their nostrils flared as they caught the scent radiating from it: the unmistakable, overpowering signature of an Alpha.

They hesitated.

Selene followed their gaze. When she registered the jacket—and the wild, dominant pheromones clinging to it—her face contorted with ugly recognition.

"Whore," she spat, the word dripping with poison. "That's all you're good for, isn't it? Spreading your legs for anyone with power."

Something inside me snapped.

My hand moved before my brain could intervene.

Crack.

The slap echoed through the corridor, my palm connecting with her cheek in a satisfying explosion of impact.

She gasped, clutching her face, too stunned to retaliate.

"Miss Elena." One of the guards spoke stiffly, carefully avoiding my eyes. "Please leave the premises."

I was already walking, my spine rigid, my pulse roaring in my ears. I didn't look back. No one dared stop me. The guards kept their distance, their gazes flickering nervously to the jacket still draped across my shoulders.

***

Outside, the weather changed suddenly and rain began to pour down without mercy. Within seconds, I was soaked and shivering. Panic tightened my chest as I thought of the jacket. I couldn't let it be ruined. I hurried into a dark corner beside the building where there was some shelter, pressing my back to the wall and praying the rain would ease.

That was when I sensed it.

Low voices. Rough laughter. And heavy footsteps drawing closer.

I looked up, and my stomach dropped.

Three men emerged from the shadows, their eyes crawling over me with slow, deliberate intent.

"God..." The whisper escaped my lips, barely audible over the drumming rain. "Someone—anyone—get me out of this."


  Chapter 3 Rescued And Tempted

Elena's POV

The rain hammered down harder, drumming against the shelter as if it knew I was trapped.

The three men spread out slowly around me, blocking the light and the air. Their eyes moved over me with mischief, and my heart pounded hard.

Oh God, I need help! I prayed.

"Well now, what do we have here?" one drawled without any trace of kindness in his smile. "All by yourself in this little hideaway."

The second chuckled, a low, ugly sound. "And dressed like that. A bit obvious, don't you think?"

My fingers clenched around the jacket as I pressed myself harder against the concrete wall.

"Stay back," I warned, forcing steel into my voice despite the tremor threatening to betray me. "I don't want any trouble."

They exchanged glances, amusement flickering in their eyes.

"Trouble?" The first one scoffed. "Who said anything about trouble? We're just here to keep you company."

My heart kept pounding so loud I was sure they could hear it. I glanced around, searching for an opening, any way out. There was none. Yet I decided to push through.

The moment I tried to run past them, one of them stepped in front of me, fast and effortless. "Not so quick," he said.

I turned the other way but was locked again. My breath came in sharp gasps as panic set in. Then a pair of hands grabbed the jacket.

"Let go!" I shrieked, but they yanked it away, the fabric slipping from my grasp. Cold air hit my rain-soaked skin. The sleeveless dress clung to me like a second skin, translucent and obscenely revealing.

"Damn," the first man breathed, his gaze raking over me with naked hunger. "Look at you. Playing hard to get in that?"

The second laughed outright, his eyes crawling over every curve. "Wandering around dressed like a wet dream, and you expect us to believe you're innocent?"

Shame scalded me, hotter than any fear. I wrapped my arms around myself, trembling violently. "It's not what you think!" I snapped. "Stay away from me!"

They didn't stay away. They advanced.

I swung wildly, trying to connect with anything—a face, a throat, anything to fight back. But I was human, and they were wolves. I never stood a chance.

One caught my wrist, twisting it behind my back with brutal efficiency. Pain shot through my shoulder.

"Let me go!" I screamed, thrashing.

The second stepped in, grabbing my waist, his fingers digging into my skin. "Relax," he murmured against my ear. "We're just having a little fun."

I kicked. I fought. I threw everything I had into breaking free. It was useless. I was shaking, soaked, weak.

"Help!" I screamed again, my voice cracking with terror. "Someone help me!"

Their laughter echoed. "Who's listening?" one mocked. "Everyone's at that big wedding ceremony."

Tears streamed down my face, mixing with the rain. Fear crushed my chest, making it impossible to breathe. I squeezed my eyes shut, praying—begging—for something, anyone to save me.

One of them reached for my thigh.

Then—

"Get your hands off her. Now."

The next few moments blurred into chaos.

One rogue was hurled aside as if he weighed nothing. Another screamed as he hit the ground with a sickening crunch. The third didn't even have time to flee. Eric moved with lethal precision—no wasted motion, no mercy—only raw, devastating power. When it was over, the rogues groaned and scrambled away, crawling into the rain like the vermin they were.

Then he turned to me.

The fury in his eyes banked slightly as they found mine.

And my legs gave out.

Strong arms caught me before I hit the ground, pulling me against a solid chest. I clutched his coat without thinking, my fingers digging in as my body shook.

"I've got you," he said quietly.

I couldn't stop trembling. The cold had seeped into my bones, and my head felt light. His hand brushed my forehead, his touch suddenly urgent.

"You're burning up," he muttered. "Damn it."

He lifted me easily, holding me close as if I weighed nothing at all.

I buried my face against his chest, drawing in his warmth. His scent surrounded me and made everything else fade away.

"Keep your eyes open, Elena," he said with quiet force.

I managed a weak nod, holding onto him like he was my only lifeline. He carried me toward the car with steady strides.

"Closest hospital," he told the driver. "Move fast."

The door slammed shut, sealing out the storm. I was still shaking—violently, uncontrollably. Ice ran through my veins while my head throbbed with feverish heat.

"Stop moving," he instructed.

I tried to obey, I really did. But my body had its own agenda. My fingers found him again, fisting in the fabric of his shirt, pulling myself closer to the furnace of his body.

"I'm so cold…" The whisper escaped me, pathetic and small.

His breath caught. Then he was stripping off his jacket, draping it over me, his hands lingering a heartbeat longer than necessary as he tucked it around my shoulders.

"There," he breathed. "That'll warm you."

But the jacket wasn't enough. It only made me want to burrow deeper, closer. My grip on his shirt tightened, and I pressed myself against him, seeking more of that heat.

His jaw clenched. "You're not helping matters."

For reasons I couldn't begin to explain, his scent wrapped around me like an incantation, a spell I had no power to break. Eric's jacket had chased away the cold, but it had done something far more dangerous—it had scrambled my senses entirely. I craved more warmth. More of him.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was moving closer, climbing into his lap, straddling him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. As if my body recognized something my mind refused to accept.

"Elena." His voice was a warning—low, rough, strained to breaking. "Don't."

I barely heard him. The world had shrunk to the rhythm of his breathing, the thunder of his heart beneath my palm, the overwhelming presence of him filling every corner of my consciousness.

When my lips found his, something snapped.

He cursed—a raw, guttural sound—and then the privacy divider was sliding up, sealing us in a cocoon of darkness and heat. His pheromones flooded the space, thick and intoxicating, making my head spin and my bones ache with a sweet, unfamiliar longing. My kiss was clumsy, desperate, but it triggered something primal in him.

Every last thread of his control unraveled.

He hauled me closer, devouring my mouth with a hunger that spoke of years of restraint finally shattered. A moan escaped me—shameful, wanton—and my body responded in ways I'd never experienced. Pleasure rippled through me, sharp and overwhelming. Even with Mark, I'd never felt this—never this wild, this consuming, this utterly lost in another person.

I arched against him, grinding down, drunk on the heat building between us.

Eric matched my fervor, deepening the kiss as his hands explored, finding every place that made me weak, made me ache. His fingers slid between my thighs, parting me, finding the evidence of my arousal through the impossibly thin scrap of fabric that passed for underwear. A low growl rumbled in his chest as he hooked a finger beneath the delicate material, tugging—

The car stopped.

"Sir." The driver's voice filtered through, oblivious. "We've arrived."

The spell shattered.

Eric went rigid beneath me, every muscle locking as if doused in ice water. Then he was pulling back, his expression shuttering so completely it was as if a door had slammed shut between us.

"That should not have happened," he said, his voice rough gravel.

I wanted to ask why. I wanted to understand how we'd gone from that—from fire—to this frozen distance in the span of a heartbeat.

But the world was tilting, my vision blurring at the edges...

And then everything went dark.


  Chapter 4 A Revenge Plan

Elena's POV

I woke up to the steady beep of a machine and the sharp sting of antiseptic in the air. My head throbbed as I tried to move.

"Elena! You're awake!"

A voice broke through the haze. I turned to see May, my best friend. She was right beside my bed, eyes red and tears sliding freely down her cheeks.

"That bastard," she snapped, gripping my hand tightly. "How could Mark do this to you? Cheating on you like that, then going ahead with that shameless wedding. If I see him, I swear…"

"May…"My throat felt dry. "What…how did you know?"

She gave me an incredulous look. "Are you serious? It's plastered everywhere. The wedding coverage, all that Thompson family money and influence...I knew seeing it would destroy you."

Flashes came back—pouring rain, rogue wolves circling, that kiss inside Eric's expensive car, and his scent still haunting my memory. Heat crept into my face unbidden.

"I'm okay," I mumbled. "But how did you even know where I was?"

"The hospital called me." She sniffed, wiping her face. "You listed me as your emergency contact. Thank God you did. When they said you collapsed, I almost lost my mind."

I nodded slowly. She didn't mention anyone else. No Alpha. No man with electrifying eyes and a voice that still echoed in my head.

I looked away and told myself not to be foolish. Eric was Bella's brother and part of Mark's family now. He was a powerful Alpha. Someone far above my world.

Whatever happened before I blacked out meant nothing and shouldn't have happened, like he said.

May's voice pulled me out of my thoughts.

"I swear, Elena, I won't let this go," she said, her fists clenched. "Mark thinks he can humiliate you and walk away? We should plan a revenge he'll never see coming. I already have a few ideas—he'd be completely ruined."

"Don't," I cut in quietly.

She blinked at me. "Why not?"

I looked at her, then turned away. "I don't have the time or energy to plot revenge on Mark," I said quietly. "It won't change anything."

"That's not true," she snapped. "People can't just treat you like trash and go scot-free."

"They can," I said calmly. "Especially people like him."

May frowned. "What do you mean?"

"Mark isn't just Mark anymore," I said. "He's married into the Thompson family now. He has power. Money. Connections. What am I? A human girl from nowhere. I can't fight someone like that."

She opened her mouth. Closed it.

"And even if I tried," I continued, "what would I gain? More trouble? A record? I need my severance. I need a new job. I need to survive."

She stared at me as if seeing me for the first time. "Are you... are you okay?"

I let out a hollow laugh. "Do I look okay?"

"No," she admitted quietly. "But this isn't you, Elena. You're acting like it didn't hurt."

"Of course it hurt," I said. "But I can't afford to fall apart."

Her expression softened. "Elena..."

"I'm not some rich girl who can lock herself in her room and cry for months," I continued. "I have bills. Rent. My grandmother needs money for her treatment."

May swallowed hard. "Your grandmother..."

"I send money home every month," I said. "That doesn't stop just because Mark turned out to be a monster."

She shook her head slowly. "You're too strong for your own good."

"Not strong," I corrected. "Just realistic."

I leaned back against the pillow. "If anything, I should be grateful."

"Grateful?" she echoed, incredulous.

"Yeah." A sad smile touched my lips. "At least I found out who he really was before I gave him more of myself. Before I wasted more years."

I managed a small, wry smile. "Small mercies, right?"

May looked like she wanted to argue, to offer comfort or rage or reckless plans. But before she could, the door opened.

A doctor walked in, clipboard in hand.

"Time for a quick checkup," he said.

May fell silent, but her gaze remained fixed on me, heavy with unspoken concern.

"Good morning, Elena," the doctor greeted, his tone professionally pleasant. "How are you feeling?"

"Better," I managed, though my head still felt stuffed with cotton. "When can I leave?"

"Soon," he assured me with a nod. "You arrived with a high fever and severe shock, but you've responded remarkably well to treatment."

As he spoke, my eyes wandered around the room—taking in the expansive windows, the plush furniture, the private bathroom tucked neatly in the corner. A knot of dread tightened in my stomach.

"Doctor," I ventured carefully, "this room... it's rather nice."

He smiled benignly. "You're in one of our VIP suites."

My heart stuttered. "VIP suite?" I struggled to sit up straighter. "There must be some mistake. I can't possibly afford this."

"Don't worry about that," he said smoothly. "All expenses have been prepaid."

I went still. "Prepaid? By whom?"

The doctor glanced at his tablet. "Alpha Eric Thompson. He's covering everything—the room, all medications, any follow-up care you might need."

A strange warmth flooded the room. "Oh," I breathed, the sound small and inadequate.

He nodded politely. "Rest well." And then he was gone.

Silence crashed down in his wake.

May stared at me, her jaw hanging somewhere near her collarbone. "Wait. Eric Thompson? As in... Bella's brother?"

I dropped my gaze to my hands. "Yes."

Her eyes were saucers. "Elena, you never said you knew someone like that."

"I don't, really," I said quickly—too quickly. "Not like that. He just... helped. After the rogues attacked. He intervened."

I tried to sound casual, matter-of-fact. But it wasn't that simple, and I knew it. There was something between Eric and me—even if it existed only in my fevered imagination.

Still, a hollow ache settled in my chest. He hadn't come. He hadn't even visited. May would have told me if he had. That alone told me everything I needed to know about where I stood. So why pay for everything?

Guilt, maybe. For what almost happened in his car. Hush money to ensure I stayed quiet. Or compensation—because his sister had married the man who shattered me.

I closed my eyes, my thoughts spinning.

Whatever this was, I couldn't afford to read into it. Men like Eric Thompson didn't do anything without calculation.

And somehow, that thought hurt more than if he had.


  Chapter 5 Disgraced At The Office

Elena's POV

I moved in with May as soon as I was discharged. Her apartment was small and nothing like the spacious apartment Mark once provided for me, but it was enough for now.

"Elena, I'm telling you," May said, leaning against the doorframe with the air of someone repeating herself for the hundredth time, "Alpha Eric Thompson is interested. I can smell it from here."

I shook my head as I smoothed out a wrinkled blouse. "You're reading too much into it. He felt guilty, that's all. His sister stole my boyfriend, remember? He probably just wanted to even the score somehow."

"Uh-huh." May's laugh was knowing. "Men like Eric Thompson don't do guilt. They don't do favors for fun, either. They either want something, or they don't bother."

I said nothing.

But images flickered through my mind—the dark intensity in his eyes in the elevator, the way he'd looked at me as if he could devour me without touching me. That had felt like wanting. Like interest. But I refused to dwell on it. I wouldn't fool myself again.

"Look," May continued, a wicked glint in her eye, "even if it is guilt, use it. Thank him. Seduce him, if you have to. Make Mark choke on his own regret."

I spun around. "No. Absolutely not."

She blinked. "Why not?"

"Because I'm done." My voice was firm, final. "I'm not playing revenge games. I want my life back—a job, stability. I don't want Eric's charity. I'll pay him back... every cent... once I'm on my feet."

May snorted. "You're either naive or stupidly noble. Do you have any idea how long it'll take to repay someone like Eric Thompson?"

"However long it takes," I said flatly, meeting her eyes. "I'm done catering to powerful men. Done being someone's convenient entertainment. I want something real this time. Real people. Real life."

May sighed, finally backing down. "You're impossible."

She dropped it after that, but I could see it in her expression—she thought I was throwing away something valuable.

I turned back to unpacking, keeping my hands busy so I wouldn't think about him. About the way Eric smelled, the warmth of his touch, how his voice lingered in my head no matter how hard I tried to forget.

***

Two days later, I walked into Thompson Enterprises like I still belonged there. Four years I'd given this company—weekends, holidays, sleepless nights. I wasn't coming back to grovel. I just wanted what I'd earned.

I approached the HR desk and spoke clearly. "I need to process my severance package."

The woman behind the desk glanced up briefly, then started typing. She frowned at her screen, clicked a few more times, and frowned again. Finally, she looked at me. "Elena, you said?"

"Yes. Elena Grey. I reported to Mark—"

She held up one hand. "No need to explain. Just give me a second to locate your file."

Something in her tone made my stomach clench. She turned her monitor slightly toward herself, squinting at it. "This is odd."

"What's odd?" I asked, leaning forward slightly.

She sat back in her chair. "Your name isn't showing up anywhere in the employee database."

I let out a confused laugh. "That's not possible. I worked here for four years."

She typed again, slower now, more deliberate. "No employment contract. No payroll history. No benefits enrollment under your name."

My smile disappeared. "Then how did I get paid?"

She looked at me directly now. "According to this, all payments associated with your name came through Mark's personal accounts."

The air left my lungs. "Wait. What does that mean?"

She crossed her arms. "It means you were never officially employed by this company. Legally speaking, you weren't our employee."

My voice came out quiet, almost disbelieving. "So you're saying I don't exist in your system?"

She shrugged. "Correct."

Heat flooded my face. "Mark was my supervisor," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Her lips curled into something cruel. "Sounds more like he was your keeper."

Rage propelled me forward until I was braced against her desk. "I'm not here begging. I'm here for my severance. I earned it."

Her gaze traveled over me, slow and assessing. "Miss Grey, from the company's perspective, you weren't fired. You were... released from a private arrangement."

"A private arrangement?" I echoed.

She nodded. "And now you're demanding compensation you're not entitled to."

The meaning sank in—ugly and humiliating. I gripped the edge of her desk. "So you're telling me four years of work means nothing?"

Her eyes turned cold. "I'd say you have some nerve, coming here like this."

The room shrank. The air thickened. I finally understood—this wasn't a mistake. It was a calculated humiliation.

She leaned forward, lowering her voice. "Every proposal you touched had Mark's name first," she said. "Profit sharing, credit, approvals—all his."

"That doesn't erase my work!" I shot back. "I drafted those proposals. I ran those projects. Ask anyone on the floor."

A thin smile. "And how would we verify that?"

"Check the records," I said. "Emails. Meeting minutes. Performance reports."

She shook her head. "System access has been revoked. You're locked out."

My heart hammered. "Then pull the security footage!" I insisted. "You'll see me here every day. Early mornings. Late nights. Four years of my life isn't something I imagined!"

Her expression hardened. "Security footage is confidential."

"And stealing someone's labor isn't?" I snapped.

Her lips pressed together. "Be careful, Miss Grey."

"Careful?" A bitter laugh escaped me. "Careful about what? That I gave four years to this company and I'm nothing but... what? Mark's shadow?"

She didn't answer immediately. Then, in a voice cold and precise, she said, "Perhaps your... contributions... weren't limited to the professional realm."

Silence crashed down. I stared at her. "What does that mean?"

A tilt of her head. "Mark was first on every project. Who's to say what you truly brought to the table?"

My hands shook. "Say it," I demanded.

She met my eyes without flinching. "People might assume your influence came from... elsewhere."

The insult landed like a blow. "You're accusing me of sleeping my way through four years of work?" I whispered.

"I'm saying," she replied calmly, "that from the company's perspective, Mark Dalton was the asset. Not you."

Something inside me snapped. "I'm taking this public," I said. "Right now."

She pressed a button on her desk. "Security," she spoke into the intercom. "HR, please."

Two guards appeared in the doorway moments later.

"This woman is no longer employed here," she said, rising. "Escort her out."

I stepped back. "You can't do this."

She met my gaze. "We already have."

The guards advanced. I didn't fight. Couldn't. As they steered me out, heads turned, whispers followed.

Four years. Erased. And I was being dragged out like an intruder, like I'd never belonged at all.

The moment I was shoved out of the office, I stumbled straight into a solid chest.

Warm. Familiar. Hard.

I froze. I didn't need to look up. The scent—deep, earthy, laced with something dangerous—wrapped around me like a net. My breath caught before I could stop it.

And then his voice rolled over me, low and unmistakable.

"Why is it that every time I run into you... You look like the world just finished chewing you up and spitting you out?"


  Chapter 6 The Price of Dignity

Elena's POV

I didn't know whether to curse my luck or thank it. Why was it that every time I hit rock bottom, Eric Thompson happened to be standing right there? Did he have some kind of humiliation GPS installed on me?

The moment I found my footing, I stepped back—away from his heat, his scent, his overwhelming presence—and murmured, "Thank you."

Something flickered in his eyes. A frown, barely there, as if he disapproved of the distance I'd put between us.

"What are you doing here this early?" His voice was low, controlled. "Is it the hospital—"

Before I could respond, the HR manager appeared in the doorway. The moment she saw him, she snapped to attention, her spine stiffening. "Sir. Apologies. We were just... handling a situation."

"I'm not a situation," I cut in, my voice quiet but steady.

"We were just escorting her out," the manager added, shooting me a nervous glance. "She caused a scene, but it's being resolved."

I ignored her entirely, focusing every ounce of my attention on Eric. He was the real authority here. The only chance I had. And I seized it.

"Sir." I met his storm-gray eyes directly. "I came for my severance. She's telling me I don't exist in this company."

"There are no employment records for any Elena Grey at Thompson Crest Enterprises," the manager interjected sharply, clearly expecting this revelation to devastate me.

My chest tightened. "But I worked here for four years. I was on projects. I collaborated with teams. I got paid every month. How can I just... not exist?"

"Sir, there's simply no—" The manager's words faltered under Eric's gaze.

Those gray eyes pinned her where she stood, sharp and cold, as if he could peel back the layers of her lies with sheer force of will. She swallowed hard.

"Mr. Dalton hired her personally," she finally admitted. "All her paperwork went through him. I don't know where he kept it."

Rage simmered in my chest. Mark hadn't just betrayed me—he'd tried to erase me.

Eric's voice cut through the tension, calm but final. "If your direct supervisor hired you personally and terminated you personally, I can't overrule that. I made a promise to my sister—I won't undermine Mark's authority here."

My stomach knotted, but I refused to crumble. Of course. He was Mark's brother-in-law now. Why would he side with me?

He glanced at his watch, already moving on, and pulled out his phone.

Moments later, his PA appeared.

"Give her a blank check." Eric's voice was flat, disinterested. He gestured vaguely in my direction, not quite looking at me. "Let her fill in whatever she thinks she's owed. I have a meeting."

He didn't wait for a response. He stepped into the elevator, and the doors slid shut behind him.

I stood there, empty-handed, reeling. The HR manager stared at me with helpless, flustered eyes.

When his assistant handed me the blank check, I looked down at the paper in my palm—feeling nothing but a strange, hollow ache. Relief, maybe. Or humiliation. I couldn't tell anymore.

***

Back at May's apartment, I collapsed onto the couch, the day's chaos still reverberating through my skull. "You won't believe what happened," I murmured, spilling everything.

May shook her head, her expression soft with concern. "Elena... I can't believe Mark did that to you. Erased you. Like you never existed." She exhaled slowly. "I'm so sorry. That's just... it's vile."

I shrugged, clinging to what little dignity I had left. "It's over. I just need to move on."

Her eyes drifted to the envelope in my hand—the blank check Eric's assistant had given me.

A wicked grin tugged at her lips. "So... let me get this straight. You could fill this out for any amount, and Mr. Big Shot Alpha wouldn't even notice? He's got more money than God. This is your chance to actually live, Elena. On your terms."

I hesitated. For a moment, I let myself imagine it. A number. Any number. Enough to pay off my grandmother's medical bills. Enough for a real apartment. Enough to breathe.

But then I remembered the way Eric had looked at me in that HR office—sharp, assessing, as if he could see right through me. A shiver ran down my spine.

I shook my head, clutching the envelope tighter. "No. That's not who I am. I'll take what I'm owed. And I'll deduct the hospital bills he paid. I'm not going to let him think I'm some kind of gold-digger. Or a con artist."

May sighed, leaning back with a mixture of exasperation and admiration. "You're impossibly stubborn, you know that? And ridiculously principled." She shook her head. "Mark has no idea what he threw away."

I pressed the envelope to my chest, the strange mix of relief and humiliation still churning inside me.

"No, May. You don't get it. Nothing in life is free. Every gift comes with a price tag—whether you see it or not. And I'd rather sleep soundly with what's mine than toss and turn over what isn't."

The next morning, I stood in May's cramped apartment, my suitcase half-packed, guilt coiling in my stomach. "I really can't stay here any longer, May. I need to stand on my own," I said, zipping the bag with finality.

May frowned, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Elena... you've been through enough. Are you sure? Why the rush? I mean, this place is a shoebox, but—"

"I know." I softened, reaching for her hand. "And I'm grateful, May. More than you know. I wouldn't have survived these past weeks without you. Your love... your care... it's the only thing that kept me from falling apart completely."

Her eyes glistened, and then she pulled me into a quick, fierce hug. "Just promise me one thing: take care of yourself, okay? And don't let anyone—Mark, Eric, or anyone else—walk all over you again."

"I promise," I whispered, pulling back with a shaky smile. "I just... need to try."

***

The next few weeks blurred into a relentless grind.

After sending money home to cover family debts and my grandmother's medical expenses, I used what little remained to rent a tiny studio—barely larger than a closet, but mine. Then I threw myself into the job market with everything I had.

Dozens of resumes. Customized cover letters for every position. Interview prep until my eyes burned.

My phone became a graveyard of rejection emails:

"Thank you for your interest in Edward & Co. Unfortunately, we have decided to pursue other candidates..."

"We appreciate your time, but the position has been filled..."

"After careful consideration, we regret to inform you..."

On and on they came. Each one stung—a small, sharp ache I forced myself to swallow. Temporary, I reminded myself. This is temporary. I'll find something.

One rainy afternoon, after a disastrous interview at a mid-sized marketing firm, I lingered near the lobby to make a phone call. But a sinking feeling stopped me cold.

"Yes, Jeniffer?" The receptionist's voice drifted through a glass partition, her conversation unmistakable. "...Yes, I understand... No, we can't hire her... I've spoken with Mr. Dalton already... Yes, he's firm on this. She's not a fit. No exceptions."

My stomach plummeted.

I pressed my hand to my mouth, listening as my future was dismantled by someone who didn't even know me. Someone Mark had spoken to. Someone he'd convinced I was unfit. unqualified. unworthy.

Rage ignited in my chest.

Mark. Mark was sabotaging me.

I dialed his number before I could think better of it. The line clicked.

"Elena?" His voice—familiar, infuriating, smug—came through.

"Mark!" I hissed, my voice trembling despite my best efforts. "What the hell are you doing? Are you seriously trying to destroy my life? Sabotaging every job I apply for?"

A pause. Then that lazy, condescending drawl I knew too well. "Elena... I think you're overreacting. It's not as serious as you're making it out to be."

"Not serious?" My voice dropped, ice-cold. "There's nothing left between us, Mark. You got your Bella. You got your shiny new life. So why are you trying to erase me? Why are you trying to ruin my future? What gives you the right?!"

"Calm down." His tone was placating, the kind you'd use on a hysterical child. "Look... I'm willing to talk about this. Meet me. Bluebird Café. Three o'clock."

"Bluebird Café?" I echoed, disbelief sharpening my voice. "You want me to meet you at Bluebird Café? Are you serious right now?"

"Just hear me out, Elena." And then he was gone, the line dead in my hand.

I stood there in the rain-soaked lobby, my phone clutched so tight my knuckles went white. Every instinct screamed at me to refuse. To hang up. To walk away and never look back.

But I needed answers. I needed to understand how the man I'd loved had become someone capable of such calculated cruelty.

So I went.


  Chapter 7 Striving For Survival

Elena's POV

The bell above the door chimed softly as I stepped into Bluebird Café, and for a moment, I couldn't breathe.

Nothing had changed.

The warm lighting. The low music. That familiar scent of roasted coffee and vanilla—it all wrapped around me like a ghost, pulling me back to a time I'd rather forget.

My eyes found the window table automatically. Our table. Where it all began. But I didn't go there. Instead, I chose a seat near the counter, tucked behind a tall ficus where I could watch the door without being watched myself. Sitting at that table would feel like accepting something I no longer believed in.

Why did Mark choose this place? After everything he'd done, how dare he?

Fine. Let it end here. Where it started.

I ordered orange juice and kept my hands folded in my lap, checking my phone every few seconds. No messages. Typical.

Despite myself, the café's strange magic worked on me. The barista still hummed while working, just like before. The same unhurried rhythm animated the staff. Memories I didn't want surfaced unbidden.

Mark's face across the table—relaxed, confident, effortlessly charming. His hand reaching for mine, his fingers warm and solid as they wrapped around my knuckles.

"I've never loved anyone the way I love you, Elena."

I remembered how my cheeks had burned. How my heart had stuttered at his touch.

"A position at Thompson Crest is waiting for you," he'd said smoothly. "An apartment too. You'll never have to struggle again. I'll take care of everything."

He'd kissed my knuckles then, his eyes locked on mine with all the sincerity in the world.

A bitter laugh escaped me now. How stupid I'd been. How blind.

I forced the memories away, focusing instead on the condensation sliding down my glass. Counting droplets. Watching them disappear.

Minutes passed. Then more.

I was about to leave—convinced he'd stood me up, again—when the bell jingled.

Mark strolled in like he owned the place. Like he wasn't twenty minutes late. Like making me wait was his God-given right.

Then I saw them—the dark marks on his neck. Fresh. Obvious. Carelessly displayed.

My chest tightened, but I held my composure. Whatever this meeting was about, I wouldn't let him see how deeply he could still wound me.

He slid into the chair across from me, one leg crossing lazily over the other. Leaning back, draping an arm along the booth's curved back, radiating that infuriating arrogance I'd once found so attractive. A smirk tugged at his lips.

"You kept me waiting," I said, my voice steady despite the pounding in my chest. "What's this about, Mark? What do you want? I'm out of your life. Why are you sabotaging my interviews? Blacklisting me from every job I apply for?"

He chuckled. "Elena... I just wanted you to see something." He tilted his head. "I wanted you to see what happens when you try to survive without me. You think you're independent? You're not. Without me, you're nothing."

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to stay calm. "And? What do you expect? That I'll fall at your feet and beg you to let me live?"

"Exactly." He spread his hands, as if this explained everything. "I invested so much in you—every paycheck I approved, every apartment I arranged, every luxury you enjoyed. And what did I get in return? Nothing. You didn't take care of me, Elena. No gratitude. Not even a single massage. Worst return on investment I've ever made."

My stomach churned. "You're calling using me an investment?" I snapped, my voice trembling with fury. "I earned everything I had. I don't owe you anything!"

His eyes darkened, something predatory flickering in their depths. He leaned forward. "You do owe me, Elena. But we can settle it. One last night with me—give me something sweet to remember—and we're even. After that... you can have your life."

Something inside me detonated.

My fingers found my glass before I could think. The orange juice flew from my hand, arcing through the air, splashing across his face in a golden explosion. It dripped from his chin, soaked his collar, ran in rivulets down his expensive shirt.

"You disgusting creature!" I was on my feet, my chair scraping violently against the floor. "You think money and power make you untouchable? I trusted you! I loved you! And this—" my hand shook as I pointed at him, years of hurt and rage pouring out, "—this is who you really are? You're pathetic!"

The café went absolutely silent.

For one glorious moment, Mark just sat there, frozen, orange juice dripping from his perfect hair, his tailored shirt ruined.

Then he was half out of his chair, sputtering, his face purple with rage. "You'll pay for this, Elena!"

I didn't stay to hear the rest.

I walked out of Bluebird Café with my head high and my heart pounding, leaving Mark behind—soaked, humiliated, and utterly dismantled by a girl who refused to be anyone's property.

***

The month that followed my confrontation at Bluebird Café taught me a brutal truth: Mark's words, his arrogance, his reach—none of it had been bluffing.

Every application I submitted hit a wall. Offers were rescinded without explanation. Interviews ended abruptly, prematurely. I could feel his invisible hand pressing down on every opportunity, squeezing until nothing remained. My grandmother's mounting medical bills loomed like a storm cloud I couldn't escape. Eventually, a bartending job became my only option.

So I ended up at The Moonlight Lounge—the highest-paying night shift in the neighborhood.

The uniform was... humiliating. A skintight, ridiculously revealing "catwoman" ensemble that covered almost nothing. I tugged at the fabric as I tied my apron, trying to salvage what little dignity remained.

"First night?" A coworker sidled up to me, amusement glinting in her eyes. "Don't psych yourself out. Just smile, serve drinks, and survive the shift. That's the motto."

I nodded silently, forcing myself to focus. The lounge hummed with noise—clinking glasses, low music, the buzz of too many people in too small a space. I wove between tables, keeping my hands steady and my mind blank, suppressing the anxiety coiling in my chest.

The first customers were fine—tipsy office workers, college kids—until they walked in.

A pack of men with hungry eyes spotted me immediately. Before I could escape, they'd cornered me near the service station. One of them laughed, shoving a drink toward my chest. "Come on, sweetheart. Have one with us."

"I'm working." I forced the words out. "Please. Leave me alone."

That only encouraged them. Their grins turned cruel. One hand found my waist, pulling me closer. My heart hammered—not again, please not again—

"Loosen up," another taunted, pressing the glass to my lips.

I tried to pull away, but they tightened around me, blocking every exit. Panic clawed at my throat.

A shadow fell over them.

"Take your hands off her. Now."

Every head turned. Even the men harassing me froze mid-motion. That voice—I knew that voice.

Alpha Eric Thompson stood there, tall and radiating pure, lethal authority. The very air seemed to shift around him, charged and electric.

No. Not now. Humiliation burned through me as my heart stuttered in my chest.


  Chapter 8 A miracle Remedy

Eric's POV

This was my bar. My sanctuary. The one place I came to unwind after days that stretched too long and nights that offered no peace. The Moonlight Lounge existed in a careful equilibrium—wolves and humans sharing space, neither side daring to disrupt the fragile peace I'd brokered.

I never expected to see her here.

Certainly not as a server. And absolutely not in that absurd, provocative catsuit that left almost nothing to the imagination.

Elena Grey.

Every time I encountered that woman, she was in the middle of some fresh disaster.

I'd intended to stay out of it. I could see clearly enough that she despised charity and wore her pride like armor. And there were other considerations—less noble, more complicated.

Mark Dalton might be beneath my respect, but he was Bella's husband now. My brother-in-law in name if nothing else. Entangling myself with his ex-lover was hardly dignified.

Then I saw the rogues surrounding her.

My vision tunneled.

They had her cornered near the service station—four of them, wolves with no pack, no honor, nothing but base appetites. Elena's body was rigid with terror, her eyes darting wildly as their hands crawled over her. One of them pressed a glass to her lips, forcing her to drink. She made a small, broken sound of protest, twisting away—

"Take your hands off her. Now."

The words tore from me before I could leash them. Two strides and I was there, pulling her against me. The rogues stumbled backward, shock flattening their features. The entire room went silent—deathly, absolute silence—as every wolf in the bar felt the weight of my dominance crash down on them.

No one moved.

The rogues crumpled almost in unison, dropping to their knees beneath the force of my power. "Alpha... please!" one of them stammered.

"We didn't know she was yours!" another babbled, his voice cracking with fear.

My jaw locked. Yours. The word should have meant nothing. Instead, it fed something primal in my chest, something that had no interest in dignity or distance or political considerations.

Elena squirmed against me, clutching at my shirt. Her fingers wandered—restless, aimless—trailing across my chest with no awareness of what she was doing. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. Her breath came in short, uneven gasps.

Something was wrong.

I pulled her closer, inhaling deeply past the alcohol on her skin. There—beneath the whiskey and cheap perfume—a sharp, chemical tang. Different. Wrong.

My arms tightened around her. "You drugged her."

The words dropped like stones into still water.

The rogue who'd held the glass shook his head frantically. "It was just... to loosen her up, Alpha. We meant no harm—"

I didn't let him finish.

A growl rolled from my chest—low, lethal, vibrating with the promise of violence. Every instinct in my body screamed for blood. But Elena was trembling in my arms, her condition worsening by the second. She needed a hospital. Now.

I glanced over my shoulder. "Annon."

My Beta materialized at my side, his expression dark as he took in the scene.

"Handle them." My voice was flat, absolute. "Make sure they never touch another woman again."

A vicious smile curled Annon's lips. "Understood, Alpha."

I didn't stay to watch.

Elena writhed against me, her movements languid and sinuous, her body forgetting every rule of decency she'd ever known. The catsuit clung to her like a second skin, and even through the fabric, I could feel the heat radiating off her—feverish, desperate, wrong.

When I lifted her, carrying her toward my car, her breath caught—a small, broken sound that did something dangerous to my composure.

Hospital. That was the plan. Get her to a hospital, let the doctors do their work, and walk away like none of this had happened.

But the drug was faster than I'd anticipated.

By the time we reached the car, her pupils had blown wide, swallowing the color of her eyes until only a thin ring remained. Her skin burned against mine, and the chemical tang in her scent had intensified, sharp and urgent. She wouldn't make it. Whatever they'd given her was already in her bloodstream, racing through her veins, beyond the reach of ordinary medicine.

What she needed now wasn't a doctor.

It was release.

The decision was reckless. I knew it even as I made it. But I took her to the one place that was both quiet and utterly secure—my penthouse.

No woman had ever crossed this threshold. I'd made certain of that. But desperate times demanded desperate measures. Here, there would be no clinical lights, no prying eyes, no humiliating questions she'd have to answer when the fog cleared. Here, she could simply... be. Without judgment. Without exposure.

The moment I settled her on the sofa, I tried to pull away—to draw a bath, to cool the fever burning through her—but her fingers locked in my shirt.

