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Elene

––––––––
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"Please, Halley, promise me you will stay at least a month after I’m gone,” she held onto my arm, with a surprising firmness for someone so ill. My godmother pleaded, her weary eyes a testament to her inevitable decline. The cancer had already taken its toll on Elene Lukeman, the woman who had selflessly raised me, leaving me with no one else to call family.

I met Elene when I had no one and thought I would end up in foster care. Then came this dazzling woman who made things happen for me—a good college degree, a stable home, and all the love that came with her being my mom.

“Of course, Elene. You do not need to worry about that. I will stay for a month,” I replied, tears streaming down my face. I would do anything this woman asked of me because I loved her dearly. Besides, what was so important back home anyway? There was nothing to return to in Edinburgh, a small town far east of where I had spent the first twenty years of my life. It was a place that once held fond memories but had become haunted by pain.

Edinburgh used to be home, a place where I dreamed of having a family of my own someday. But after the painful end of my relationship with Josh, I could not bear to stay there anymore. It had been a nasty separation that could have ended with a ring on my finger and a man I could call my husband. Instead, finding out about his affair with his secretary, Lucy, shattered me completely. The fact that neither of them denied it made it worse. I had to resign from his firm—the pain and disgrace were overwhelming.

After all those years, I was the other woman, unknowingly. I never questioned why he insisted on keeping our relationship a secret. I thought it was to avoid repercussions at work, but now I know it was just a cover for his cheating.

''Thank you, Hailey."

Elene managed a weak smile upon hearing my agreement to stay at Red Rock. As she drifted into sleep, I sought a moment of solitude.

Elene was a miracle in my life. She had single-handedly raised me after the tragic deaths of my parents. I did not have many memories of them; I was just two years old when they died in a car accident during a trip down south—or at least, that's the story I was told.

'Excuse me, nurse. My godmother has fallen asleep," I informed her nurse, stepping outside for much-needed privacy. If only I had known earlier about Elene's illness, which had shown no signs of improvement during her vacation at Red Rock. Those were the first words that flew out of my mouth when she finally informed me of her state. I had booked an immediate flight from Edinburgh and managed to catch a ride to see her.

I remember the tired look she gave me before passing out in a sleep. I had to stop sobbing because this wasn't the same woman I knew. After all, my Elene was really at the end of her rope, for sure. 

Taking a seat in the lounge, I reflected on my financial situation. I knew the medical bills would be excessive and costly, and a quick check of my bank statement confirmed my fears. I would wager that a sizable amount of my savings would be required to cover the cost. Right now, a true miracle is all I would welcome, except what I expected was not what I got.

"Hmmm, Miss Lukeman, right?" The dashing image of the man before me took my breath away. He was incredibly appealing, with emerald-green eyes as captivating as his charm. I had anticipated Elena's doctor to be much older, which made the situation uncomfortable. "No, it's Miss Chaplin.'' Could he stop staring already? I thought out loud to myself as I smiled as well. His flirtatious demeanor is sweet, but I'm not interested right now.

"Right, I am Doctor Jason Allister, Elena Lukeman's doctor. I was informed you wanted to speak with me."

"Yes, about that. Um, I felt foolish, unable to remember what I wanted to discuss with Doctor Jason," I said. "I am sorry about that." The smirk on Doctor Jason's face was priceless. "Hey, that's okay. If it makes you feel better, I am mated to my work." His response was confusing, raising a few personal questions I wanted to find out as well.

"Jason," a voice suddenly interrupted us as the other man approached. Strangely, I could feel his every step resonating with the beating of my heart, which felt foolish, but it was what happened, leaving me breathless. His scent of pine mixed with cedar emanated from him, accompanying the rhythm of his stride. There was a fascinating, naughty tingle awakening my hidden desires in my midsection.

This overwhelming sensation I was experiencing was terrifying, making it impossible for me to stay in Doctor Jason's company as his friend approached. I immediately excused myself.

I turned away quickly, retreating down the hallway before either of the men could call after me. My heart pounded in my chest, the sensation of that stranger's presence lingering with me like an intoxicating perfume. The way my body had responded to him was unnerving—beyond anything I’d ever felt, even in my most profound connection with Josh.

As I entered the dimly lit lounge, I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding. What was that? Though I was attempting to steady myself as I leaned against the wall, I could not shake the memory of that man's intense stare and unadulterated energy. I shook my head, trying to dismiss the thoughts. This was not the time for such distractions. Elene needed me.

I took a deep breath and gathered my composure, convincing myself that it was just the stress playing tricks on me. But as I made my way back to Elene’s room, a part of me couldn’t help but feel that something had shifted within me—something that wouldn’t be easily ignored.
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I called out, my voice trembling with uncertainty as I realized my godmother wasn't in her room. Panic surged through me as I tried to make sense of her absence. "Miss Chaplin," the nurse called, and every cell in my body screamed in horror, underscoring the depth of my grief as I collapsed to the ground, overwhelmed by the weight of my loss.

"Miss Chaplin, can you hear me? Open your eyes if you can," the subtle voice of Dr. Jason reached me through the haze of confusion. I struggled to piece together the events that led to me lying in the hospital bed when I should have been searching for Elene. "You fainted on the ground, Miss Chaplin," Dr. Jason replied, his worried expression etched into my consciousness. As I regained awareness, I tried sitting up, but his gentle command had me obey his request as he conducted his checks to ensure my well-being. It was rather embarrassing that I found myself in this situation when I should have been looking after my godmother.

"Elene, I have to be with her right now. She might require me," I tried to complain again after Dr. Jason finished his check, which I knew was routine. But honestly, I needed to leave, so I pushed rather.

"I believe I'm fine. It must be the stress of these past few days," I muttered, attempting to regain composure. But the tension in the room was palpable, the nurses unsettled by the unfolding events. "Miss Chaplin, do you remember what happened before you fainted?" I sighed as I racked my memory to recall the last couple of hours, which I clearly did remember—if only these people would allow me to leave from here.

"Yes, I went to see my godmother, but she wasn't..." The words caught in my throat as the reality of the situation dawned on me. She wasn't there; she had made her bed and the room cleared.

"I'm sorry to inform you about your godmother's passing," Dr. Jason's gentle voice broke the news, shattering the fragile semblance of calm I had mustered. "Look, Halley, if there's anyone you want us to reach out to right now, someone to lean on..." I didn't know what to say to that effect. I knew my godmother's cancer wasn't going to go away on its own, but I thought we had more time to say our goodbyes, but I guess not.

"No, there's no one," I choked out, unable to hold back the tears any longer. Turning away from Dr. Jason, I let the tears flow freely, seeking solace in the depths of my grief as consciousness threatened to consume me, momentarily easing the pain. My silent sobs weren't helping with the pain as clearly, I was dying of heartbreak.

Dr. Jason was right; I truly needed the rest, and just like a baby, I took the rest my body deserved. It felt like an eternity—rather than four hours—I was back on my feet. Sadly, I had to deal with the next stage after Elena's death.

The world outside the hospital felt a little more chilly as I stepped out into the harsh daylight. Every step felt hefty due to Elene's absence pressing down on me. I made my way to her house, each block reminding me of the memorable Her laughter, her knowledge, her comforting presence—now all just memories haunting the spaces where she once lived.

I unlocked the door and entered the quiet, empty apartment she rented while she was there for her treatment. The silence was deafening. Her favorite chair by the window sat vacant, the blanket she had been wrapping herself in still hanging over the back. I traced my fingers along the bookshelf, filled with novels she had recommended, and let the familiar scents of her perfume and old books wash over me. Two years—that was how long we'd lived apart, yet I had no idea she was sick. She never said a word about her illness. She kept entertaining me whenever I called. I remember how thrilled she was when I told her I found someone I loved. Sadly, it ended in disappointment, yet I couldn't tell her about it.

I moved through the house like a ghost, collecting mementos of Elene: the photo of us at the beach, the necklace she always wore, her handwritten letters and notes. Each item felt like a fragile piece of her, a part I needed to hold onto to keep her spirit alive within me.

I sank into her chair, clutching her necklace in my hand. The memories flooded back, and the tears came again, unbidden and unstoppable. I let them flow, embracing the pain and the love intertwined within my grief. The passing of Elene left a void that was beyond filling, a wound that time would only dull, not heal.

As the hours passed, I knew I had to honor Elene's legacy. She had been my guide, my rock, my inspiration. Her strength in facing her illness had been unwavering, and she had always encouraged me to live my life fully and to embrace every moment.

With a renewed drive, I began going through her belongings, deciding what to keep and which items to donate. Each decision was a small act of love, a way to honor her memory. I found solace in the thought that Elene would want me to move forward, pursue my path, and continue living, even without her—until I stumbled on a marriage certificate. I could have brushed my new-found mystery aside, but the date on the document caught my attention completely. It was new. How could it be that my godmother got married a year ago? And who is Ethan Grant?
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Halley

––––––––
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I promised myself I would not dwell on Elene's sudden marriage. It was all so unexpected, and the marriage certificate dated back only a year ago, in September. Since finding out, the news has robbed me of countless nights of sleep. While grappling with her demise and making arrangements for her burial, I could not help but wonder about the newest member of our family. Did he even know I existed? And why had he not visited his supposed wife on her deathbed?

The thought of finding this Ethan Grant and giving him a piece of my mind grew more appealing by the minute. How could he ignore the fact that his wife was dead, leaving me as her only living family?

Clenching my purse, I made my way back to the hospital after her death. Clad in black jeans and a simple top, I approached the cashier station with determination. I sighed as I fetched the check I had prepared to pay my bills. My finances were stretched thin, and with the pending expenses, barely any money remained in my account. Yet I held my chin high, ready to offer what remained of my life savings.

"Excuse me, Miss," the hospital cashier looked up as I laid my check alongside her hospital details on the counter. I had memorized them quickly on my first visit. Elene had not wanted me to worry about such things when I asked about the cost of her care. She assured me that all the payments had been settled in her system. Yet, I could not shake the feeling that she said that to ease my mind.

I paused while the cashier inputted the information. My thoughts drifted to what my next move would be. My depleted bank account had already decided what to do with her remains. Cremation was the only option. I planned to attend an evening mass service and take her urn home. I’d stay as promised for at least a month, after which I planned to leave this town and let the wind guide me.

A clearing throat snapped me back to the present. The cashier looked unsettled. "Miss, the bills have been sorted already," she said, her eyes avoiding mine.

"There must be a mistake. My godmother just passed, and I am her only living relative," I insisted. Her sudden shift in demeanor—mocking it yet trying to hide it—did not escape me. "Look, Miss, I have a negative balance right here." She typed on her keyboard a few times before looking up again, sympathy in her eyes.

"I wish I could help, but the system shows no bills. You might want to see the hospital administrator for assistance." Frustration boiled within me as I nodded politely at the cashier. How had the bills been paid without my consent? I pondered this as I left the front desk and headed to the administration office, hoping to resolve the mystery.

"Ah, Miss Chaplain, please have a seat." The administrator, Mr. Blake, greeted me as if he had been expecting me. He opened the door wider just before I could knock. I sat down, confusion clouding my mind. "The bills have been dismissed by management, Miss Chaplain," he said before I could respond.

"Thank you," I instinctively replied before addressing the next urgent problem. "I prefer cremation for my godmother."

Mr. Blake’s demeanor shifted, with a hint of a growl in his voice. "That is not feasible. A funeral has been scheduled. "

"Mr. Blake, I can not afford a funeral." "Mr. Blake, I can not afford a funeral." "Mr. Blake, I can not afford a funeral." " My voice was shaking with annoyance. It was not about the money; it revolved around the ties to this place. If she were to be buried here, I’d have to keep returning to visit I sighed, feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders. So many things have gone wrong since I arrived at this hospital.

"This is the last straw," I muttered, utterly defeated.

"Miss Chaplain, you need to speak with Mr. Grant. He is the only one with authority over your godmother, Mrs. Elene Grant.”
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Ethan

––––––––
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Everything was just as Elene would have wanted. The ceremony was a testament to her legacy—a Luna as well as being loved highly by them by the Red Rock Pack. Her life had been weaved into the very fabric of the pack, right from the day she was Luna to the day she left them. Now, the pack will mourn her as true werewolves would, with howls that would echo through the pack and extend into tonight and a reverence that spoke of unbreakable bonds. It was her final wish, and this was how it would be honored.

I always thought it was preposterous that my mother spent all her time with that human girl. What she did for that girl seemed unnecessary, but she did it anyway. She took care of the daughter of the man who killed her husband.

"Do you think she will show up?" Kent, my best friend, stood beside me as I received guests for my mother’s wake. Kent had been a royal pain since he stopped the famous Halley at the town square and hadn't stopped mentioning her in every conversation between us. He looked tenser than he should be as the beta of this pack while mourners arrived at the house.

"Our sincere condolences, Alpha Grant." I nodded solemnly as the Alpha from Pride Creek and his family, accompanied by their guards, expressed their heartfelt message. It was helpful that the Alpha didn’t dwell on talking much because I was in no mood to discuss pack business.

Instead, my thoughts centered on another matter. I turned to Kent, my voice firm with authority. "I don’t care what you think about Halley, Kent. Leave the task of speaking with the girl to me. Do not engage her in any conversation," I commanded, making it clear that no one was to interfere. I couldn’t risk any of my subjects getting to Halley before I did and spoiling the plans I had for us.

I was about to assert dominance further when I sensed my wolf stirring. He shifted to the surface for a closer look at our subject of contention. I couldn't blame the beast for stealing control to catch a glimpse of Halley before a proper introduction, but I quickly pushed my wolf out of my thoughts, composed myself, and straightened my stance as the atmosphere in the pack house shifted. I heard the sharp intake of breaths and whispers immediately starting.

I made myself and my clothes look presentable and waited for her to arrive, the woman who would eventually face my wrath. I spotted her wavy locks of hair cascading down to her waist. She was small compared to the other women in this pack, but it didn't stop me from grinning. My mother's protégé was undoubtedly a grown woman, with all the curves in the right places. My gaze traveled to her chest, and I almost growled aloud in protest at my dominance.

Then Jason nudged me in the arm, bringing me back to reality. I was grateful that my friend hadn’t listened to every piece of advice and had quickly cleared my throat.

"Deepest condolences, Mr. Grant," Halley said, her gaze meeting mine with a hint of sadness. Yet, I could sense the anger simmering beneath her composed exterior as she struggled to maintain her poise in the presence of all my guests.

I expected this fight, but I wasn't ready for the intensity of the hatred in her eyes. She was furious that I had beaten her to burying my mother, her godmother, but there was nothing to do about it. I wasn’t going to allow her to have Elene cremated, even if she begged me—though I would have loved to see her try.

A surge of desire shot through me at the thought of Halley on her hands and knees, her soft red lips and baby blue eyes pleading for what she wanted. The thought made me rock hard, but I quickly pushed it aside. I discreetly shifted to adjust my stance, trying to clear the tension building in my pants before it became embarrassingly obvious.

"Thank you," I replied, maintaining my composure as Jason stood beside me, fulfilling his duty as Beta. I held back, giving Miss Chaplain the personal space she needed, though the gesture frustrated me. I wanted her here with me, by my side, not as a mere guest, as it seemed. She quickly walked inside, likely searching for my mother’s remains in the casket. There was no need to alarm the humans about our ways, even though they knew how things worked at Red Rock.

Halley walked past some of my pack members, nearly missing their whispered comments as she headed toward Elene’s casket. I knew exactly where she was going because the hospital hadn’t failed to inform me of this morning’s events. But, of course, I was the one who had given the order to refuse her payment and deny her access to my mother’s remains. Whispers continued as Halley pushed through the crowd of mourners at the pack house. I caught snippets of the conversations as she moved—most people wondered who she might be, given that she was human and new in town, while others glared in her direction. Some had likely heard who she was and why she was here. I knew the majority resented her existence because of her parentage, and the minority quietly speculated about what would become of her now that my mother was gone, leaving her unprotected.

I chuckled, remembering that the decision about her existence now fell to me as Alpha. But sadly, she might be at the end of my mercy, and Kent’s concern about her leaving Red Rock was impossible because I’d ensured she wouldn’t go unless I instructed it.

And now, back to the business of receiving condolences.
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Halley

––––––––
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There was no way the man I had just spoken with was the one I was after. The Mr. Grant I was supposed to address was not supposed to be an arrogant ass. But where was the older man, the one who had been my godmother’s husband? He should be somewhere around here, but only if I could ask someone about the elder Grant. He was the only family she had left, yet I couldn’t fathom how his son knew so much about me and my existence in this town. It seemed he was not avoiding me after all.

Mr. Grant had sent an invitation to my godmother’s house this afternoon to inform me about the wake. Though the news angered me to the point of wanting to punch something, I had quickly abandoned my pizza delivery and rummaged through my suitcase, still unpacked and sitting at the foot of my bed since I had dropped it there from the airport. With limited options, I picked a simple black knee-length dress and left my hair loose, not in the mood to impress anyone—least of all my new godfather.

I was presentable, and now I am in his house for my godmother's wake. The man had already gone down in my book as a snob, and I hated him for his actions and the ones he continued to take without my consent.

I walked quickly through the crowd of mourners; everyone was chatting with someone, yet my presence as the newest member caught my attention. I moved swiftly, my eyes focused on the casket, hoping to speak with the older Mr. Grant, who surely should be here since this was his wife’s funeral.

My eyes teared up as I saw Elene lying peacefully in the casket. Memories of our shared life felt like they had happened just yesterday, and now she was gone—no more Elene to call every weekend to rant about my boyfriend's issues or celebrate my birthday. I could not help myself, and to hell with these people judging me. For the first time in my life, I broke down in painful sobs, allowing my emotions to spill out raw and unchecked. After a good cry, I wiped my face and sat down as people finally started filling the hall where the wake was held.

The service was short compared to what I was used to. There was a prayer led by a real priest, and then some remarks from people who knew my godmother. I had no idea how well she was known. Then the service was over. My tribute, which I had prepared on short notice, was disregarded as everyone quickly left the hall.

Feeling lost, I followed everyone outside to another hall, where lighter refreshments were provided by passing waitstaff. I felt out of place in this lavish four-story mansion that looked magnificent in stature. I gasped as my gaze beheld the chandelier of lights and the paintings that adorned the room. The portrait of the three wolves, painted individually, captured my gaze as I moved toward the image to inspect it further.

The paintings were magnificent. I was staring at them when I noticed the man I had met earlier, his son, was the same person I met at the hospital a few days ago. He was talking to some girls, but when I looked at him, he was close to turning around. "Is it possible for you to let Mr. Grant know that you need to talk to him? The guy looked taken aback but quickly asked me to follow him. He led me to an elevator, which took us upstairs to a study. He ushered me inside and asked me to wait.

The study was a sanctuary of elegance, reflecting a blend of traditional charm and modern sophistication. Large windows framed with rich mahogany wood let sunlight flood the room, casting a warm glow on the polished oak floors. The walls were lined with towering shelves bursting with an eclectic collection of leather-bound volumes and scholarly texts.

A grand, antique desk stood at the center, its surface meticulously organized with a vintage brass lamp, an inkwell, and neatly stacked papers. The high-backed leather chair behind it invited one to sit and delve into deep thought. I wondered what the senior Mr. Grant was like and if he was as intellectual as my godmother.

Art pieces and framed photographs adorned the walls. Unlike the hall where I saw the painting of the three wolves, this room told a different story altogether—a tale about a family. A couple with a young son about six years old. The next ones were just pictures of the man I greeted earlier, the younger Mr. Grant, with friends and a few of himself alone. I could not help myself as I walked towards the portrait of the man to admire him carefully. He is a striking figure in his late twenties, standing tall with a well-built, athletic frame. His deep green eyes, intense and captivating, seem to hold secrets and a hint of mischief as he poses for the camera. His dark hair was styled, complementing his chiseled jawline and muscular features. Ethan exudes a commanding presence with a confidence that is both alluring and intimidating. I wondered what the older Mr. Grant would look like, but anyway, here I was to speak with him.

I sighed after a while and made a silly comment: “We would have been a perfect pair together. How unfortunate that it wasn’t to be.”

I had no idea I wasn’t alone any longer, and when a voice responded, “Why not?” I nearly fainted.
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Ethan

––––––––
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Halley's emotional breakdown took its toll on me. The bond she shared with my mother, her pain, and her profound sense of loss deeply affected me. She was human, easily prone to pain, but her heartfelt tears touched everyone present in my home. The pack link buzzed with heartfelt sentiments from many who witnessed her grief. She had won the hearts of my people, as I could hear their mixed reactions through the pack link.

"And us as well," I hissed back at my wolf, Axiz. "That's not true, and we are not making this about me." I hated disconnecting our link, but I had to do it before Axiz ruined my plans for Halley further. Ah, Halley. She had no idea what she had done or how complicated her existence in my pack had become. She had convinced many of my pack members of her genuine sentiments and love for their Luna. That gesture had cemented her fate, maybe spared her life, but also placed her at my mercy.

Her emotions were why I felt trapped here, seeking solace in my bedroom, trying to find a moment to breathe before my next plan. I hated her for stirring such emotions inside me. It wasn’t just her grief; it was the memories that dragged her up. Memories of my mother's passing, of the people who betrayed me and took away my family, and of the enduring pain in my heart. The wound was still raw, and Halley’s presence was like salt.

I remembered the night my father died. The humans had shot at him even before he had managed to notice them and what they were doing on the east coast of our pack. My mother had been so devastated by the loss, barely a shadow of her existence. That was how hopeless her existence had been after the death of my father. Halley, knowingly or unknowingly, had stepped into a role that reopened those wounds, and I couldn’t allow myself to feel sympathy for her.

Halley had convinced many of my pack members of her genuine sentiments and love for their Luna. That gesture had cemented her fate, maybe spared her life, but also placed her at my mercy. I couldn't afford to let my guard down. My mother had always preached compassion, but I had seen where compassion led. As the pack's alpha, my primary duty was to protect my pack, even if it meant breaking Halley piece by piece to ensure she didn’t pose a threat.

Showing mercy was a sign of weakness, which an Alpha could never afford. If I let Halley go unpunished, it would be seen as a chink in my armor. The pack needed to see strength, decisiveness, and sometimes cruelty. Halley’s heartfelt tears and the sympathy she garnered were dangerous. They made me look weak. I couldn’t let her undo the years of strength and hatred I had built toward this moment. Breaking her was a requirement—a show of revenge and power to remind my pack who their leader was.

Disconnecting from Axiz, my wolf, was something I despised. But his insistence on compassion towards Halley was a distraction I couldn't afford. Axiz wanted us to see the good in her, to believe that a human could truly understand and respect our kind, and to accept the hand that fate had dealt to us. But I knew better. Humans were unpredictable, dangerous, and never to be trusted. They had the power to destroy us from within. Halley’s presence was a risk, and my wolf’s empathy was a weakness I needed to suppress. To protect my pack, I had to be ruthless, even if it meant silencing the part of me that longed for peace. '' For her''.

The pack watched my every move, scrutinizing my decisions. They had made it clear that allowing a human to remain on pack grounds was a gamble they weren't willing to take, especially one whose parent murdered their previous leader. Their trust in me was hanging by a thread. If I didn’t act decisively, they would question my leadership. Breaking Halley was not just about her; it was about proving to the pack that I was in control and wouldn’t let sentimentality cloud my judgment of punishment.

I was on my last sip of my second glass when I smelled my beta, Kent, at the door. I knew why he was skulking behind it; it needed to be done with the warning I had relayed earlier about Halley. It was no surprise that my best friend was fond of humans. Who wouldn't be? Have you seen her? It was as if fate decided to mock my family with the beauty they bestowed upon us as some twisted reconciliation for the past. Halley had the same features as my mother, which explained why my beta was smitten with her. She had been practically raised by the Luna they adored and cherished.

After a wait, there was finally a knock. Though it wasn't in Kent's nature to knock, he did this time with two abrupt taps before popping his head through the door. I sighed, remembering why he was here. It was time. I had a duty to perform as the son of Luna and the pack's leader. I had a pack burial to oversee. Unlike humans, we bury our dead immediately after their demise, but we delay for Halley's sake, honoring my mother's wish. The whole charade was over, and it was time for serious pack business and Miss Halley to come to terms with who we were.

There was a better way of exposing our kind to humans, a process managed by my team of guides. But I wasn't having that for Halley, so I had forbidden Kent to speak with her. The responsibility of revealing our truth to her was now mine to bear, and I proclaimed it to be at my mother's burial.

I set my glass down and almost stood up when I felt Kent's impatience. "Spit it out, old friend." I knew what his conversation would be about, given that Halley was still on pack grounds.

"Well, she came to me." Kent paused, worried about my reaction since I had forbidden him to talk to her. "And?"

"She is in your study, waiting to speak with you." Kent rushed through the last bit of information, eyeing me cautiously. "You're going to speak to her, right?" he asked, ready to pursue further discussions if I declined.

"Well, you brought her news; why wouldn't I? Although I'm pressed for time to fulfill my responsibilities as pack Alpha," I shrugged softly. "Of course I would, Kent. What do you think?"

I sighed deeply, contemplating what I should speak with Miss Chapline about first. Should I start by telling her that her godmother was going to be buried soon and that I would turn into a savage dog, digging with my paws and burying her deep in the ground while my pack members turned into wolves and howled into the night? That would surely scare her. Or maybe I should start with the truth that Ellen, her supposed godmother, was a werewolf and the Luna of this pack? Perhaps I should make it more personal and tell her she wasn't returning home after tonight. I pondered this and finally decided to let the night determine her fate.

"Okay, I will speak with her in my study." I could hear Kent inhale deeply, nodding in response, but I wasn't done with him yet. We were pressed for time to complete the burial, so I delivered my instructions and ordered him to proceed. I then walked toward my study, ready to shatter a young woman's dreams of ever leaving this town.
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Chapter 7
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Halley
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He was very much here in the flesh. I blinked to ensure that my vision was not playing tricks on me. After all, you can not blame a girl for being tired, considering everything I had gone through in just a few days—the loss of Ellen and the news of her marriage to this Grant fellow. Oh, sh*t, this guy was very much here in this office, as I could now comprehend.

He was staring right back at me, his gaze traveling as he soaked up my presence. I gasped for breath as the tension in the room heightened. The atmosphere shifted as I absorbed the man standing before me. He was not the person I was here to see, yet my body started experiencing unexpected heat. It radiated everywhere, and my throat felt parched. This gaze felt spellbinding, and I could not tear away from it.

Mr. Grant stood well over six feet tall, likely in his early to mid-thirties, with broad shoulders and a muscular build. His tailored suit did little to conceal his physique, which I couldn’t help but admire as I openly ogled him. His hair was neatly combed on both sides, styled to perfectly complement his striking features. Even when he wasn’t smiling, there was something captivating about his expression. And that gaze—was it truly darker, or was it just my imagination?

I suddenly felt an itch, an inexplicable urge that had me stepping further back, even though I stood ten feet away from Mr. Grant, who was still at the door. I shook my head to clear my thoughts, which by now were wondering what else this man could excite in my body. But that was never going to happen. His dad was now family, and that was why I was here. Yes, that was the reason.

Sorry about that."About that, Mr. Grant. I do not know what happened for me to assume such nonsense about us. Um, please accept my apology.” I was a rattled wheel spinning out of control as the words flowed out of my mouth, but the man in question said nothing. For a moment, I thought I heard a growl, or maybe that was just me assuming the worst from the man still at the door, now staring back.

"Umm, it's fine. Okay, if you say so, Miss Chaplin. Although I find nothing wrong with a little bit of hope,” He edged into the office, and his presence felt dominating. I was at the mercy of this man, who moved towards his desk with poise and confidence. He chuckled before asking, “I mean, you are not with anyone, are you?” He looked straight into my soul as his question sought an answer. I quickly averted my gaze and decided not to respond to his question, but that sparked another undeniable thought about my earlier confession of us not being a good pair. I did not want him to misunderstand what I said earlier.

“I’m not with anyone at the moment. I am not interested in dating right now.” I laughed sarcastically, my shame out in the open. Two years of dating, hoping to one day forge my own family, had finally come crashing down at my feet. I thought there was more this man would say about my celibacy, but he didn’t. Instead, he changed the subject entirely, asking why I wanted to speak with him as he sat with his arms folded across his chest.
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