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Chapter 1:  Escape
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Surrounded by turmoil, my fingers trembled with frustration as I unwrapped yet another unwanted gift, accompanied by an ominous note. My father's harsh ultimatum, a marriage within a month, or forfeit my inheritance, loomed ominously over my life, a weighty responsibility to preserve our family's lineage. The continuous influx of suitors, sent by my father's influential connections, had transformed my existence into a relentless spectacle.

On this particular evening, amidst the chaos, a spark of determination ignited within me. As I methodically tore apart an enigmatic invitation, I whispered to myself, "No more." I was resolved to liberate myself from this predicament, and my course of action led me to reach out to my trusted agent, Silvia.

With every ring, Silvia's voice revealed her surprise at my abrupt call. "Hello, Meg. Is everything okay? You don't usually contact me like this," she noted. I patiently allowed her to finish before broaching the topic. "Silvia, I'm wondering if there are any professional opportunities that align with my schedule," I inquired.

Silvia, renowned for her meticulous organization, consulted her planner and responded with a touch of disappointment, "I'm sorry, Meg, but there are no immediate prospects. Your modeling career is driven by demand."

Pressing further, I asked, "Could there be a commercial or something similar?" A growing idea was taking shape in my mind. I couldn't help but recall a remote assignment that had lingered on the agency's list, seemingly unwanted.

"What about that remote assignment no one seemed willing to take?" I probed, eagerly awaiting her response.

Silvia's voice revealed her reluctance as she revealed, "It's in Alaska." My heart soared at the prospect. Alaska represented the perfect escape from the turmoil in my life, a chance for a fresh beginning.

With unwavering determination, I declared, "I accept, Silvia. I'll go to Alaska for the assignment. Please send me the job description and details, and I'll start preparing." Silvia, understandably perplexed, voiced her concerns. "What's going on, Meg? Why are you pursuing an assignment below your usual status? Is everything okay?"

This was the moment to craft a compelling narrative that would secure my escape. "I've recently been through a painful breakup, Silvia," I revealed, feigning vulnerability. "Lukas, my former fiancé, was unfaithful, and I can't bear to stay here any longer. My brother, who might have offered refuge, recently got married."

I acted with skillful tears and sorrow during our conversation, knowing Silvia's disdain for Lukas, her co-owner at the agency. I had parted ways with him six months ago due to his unfaithfulness, a fact known to the majority of my professional colleagues.

"I can't endure this, Silvia. I feel isolated, with no one to turn to," I lamented, maintaining my act. Silvia, one of the few genuinely compassionate figures in my career, eventually relented. "Alright, the assignment is yours. I'll send you the location and details, but keep in mind that the people overseeing this project are in Alaska, so you'll need to collaborate closely with them."

Grateful, I thanked Silvia, expressing my genuine appreciation while keeping up the facade of a broken heart. She hesitated briefly before offering a final piece of advice, "Just ensure your reasons are authentic, Meg. Don't rush into things. Take the time to heal before immersing yourself in work."

"I promise, Silvia. I will," I assured her, already plotting my approach to navigate this new scenario. As the call concluded, a wave of relief and excitement washed over me. Alaska offered the perfect escape from my father's demands and the relentless pursuit of those seeking access to my family's wealth.

With each step of preparation for the trip, a sense of liberation enveloped me. The unknown path in Alaska beckoned, a stark contrast to the stifling atmosphere I left behind.
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Chapter 2: Into The Wild
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Gazing out of the plane window, I was drawn into the untamed beauty of the Alaskan wilderness, with its jagged mountains, dense forests, and pristine lakes. The promise of adventure lingered in the crisp air, and as the wheels touched the ground, I eagerly hailed a cab.

The cab ride was a moving canvas, each passing mile fueling my excitement. The rugged landscape outside left me in awe, providing an escape from the relentless expectations that had shadowed me for months.

In my cozy hotel room, I picked up my phone and dialed my protective older brother, Logan. He answered with concern in his voice, questioning my abrupt departure.

"I can't endure it any longer, Logan," I confessed, frustration evident in my voice. "For six months, I've been relentlessly pursued for marriage and other selfish interests."

Logan, ever protective, pressed for details. "Do you think escaping to an unknown place will solve your problems? How long will you stay there?"

Honesty tinged my response. "I haven't decided yet. But the project I'm working on lasts for two weeks. I'll be back home after that."

A stern note entered Logan's tone. "Fine, but keep your cellphone with you at all times. You must call me every weekend, Meg, no exceptions. If you deviate from this, I'll have to tell Father your location in Alaska, Great Pride Hotel," he warned, catching me off guard.

Startled, I questioned, "How did you even know where I am?" His chuckle, with a hint of mischief, revealed his uncanny knowledge. "I'm always one step ahead, dear sister."

The mixed emotions of having my location revealed and feeling genuinely cared for by my brother lingered as I disconnected the call.

In the following days, I threw myself into the photography project for the Wayne Group. The landscapes challenged me, and I felt artistic fulfillment with each shot.

"That's a wrap for the day," the director called. The crew sighed in relief, and we had finally achieved the perfect shot for the company's brochure.

Approaching me, the director and the CEO praised my professionalism, and I blushed at their compliments. "Great job, Meg," they said in unison.

The gaze of a striking man met mine. In the world of modeling, a face like his was heart-stopping. I pondered what my best friend Silvia would think. He introduced himself as Beta, James Anderson, with a smirking smile that left me dumbfounded.

"Nice to meet you, Beta James Anderson," I replied, accepting his handshake. He excused himself, leaving me with curiosity about this intriguing man.

Watching him depart, I wondered about his personal life, a fleeting thought of him possibly helping with my predicament. There was an air of mystery about Beta James Anderson that piqued my interest.

Nicholas, the director, extended an invitation to a club that evening, a chance to unwind and socialize in this new environment. "Certainly, I'd love to," I responded with a smile, ready to embrace this opportunity.
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Chapter 3:  Mr Wayne
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I adjusted my attire—a black-striped dress that gracefully fell above my knees and matching heels. Satisfaction filled me as I surveyed my reflection, before leaving the hotel with anticipation for my night out with my friends in the city.

Entering the nightclub, the crowd's exuberance synced with the pulsating music. Nicolas, the director, gestured for me to join their table. "You look stunning," he exclaimed, making my cheeks flush as others chimed in. I settled into a seat as drinks arrived, choosing my Sunset on the Rock cocktail.

With two drinks down, I was ready to immerse myself in the revelry. "Time to hit the dance floor," I announced and swayed to the music, dancing alone for a while.

Returning to the bar, a tap on my shoulder caught my attention. It was James, and my delight was unmistakable. "Hello," I greeted warmly, contemplating my plan to make him my fake boyfriend.

"Hi, Meg," he replied with a warm smile. "Care to dance?" I nodded, accepting his invitation, and he proved to be a gentleman on the dance floor.

The atmosphere shattered with a thunderous growl, and all eyes turned to an enigmatic figure. A palpable fear filled the room. No one fled, but they made way for him.

His aura exuded authority, and his fiery gaze was fixed on me. "Mine," he declared, his voice reverberating through the space. James released me, and confusion filled me as the stranger's gaze stayed on me.

"My apologies, Alpha. I meant no disrespect. I didn't know she was your mate," James explained, and I stood between the two men, curious about this mysterious man and why was he claiming that I was his mate anyway.

"Retrieve her, James. We depart," the enigmatic figure commanded, and we followed him as James led me away from the dance floor, my mind racing with confusion and curiosity.
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Chapter 4: Pursuit
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My heart raced as I stood before the row of sleek SUVs parked at close to the club. An invisible hand seemed to push me towards one without a moment's hesitation. James had vanished into thin air as the vehicle pulled away, leaving the bustling club in the rearview mirror. Panic welled up inside me as the realization dawned that I might be in the clutches of strangers with unknown intentions.

Turning, I discovered James's enigmatic friend seated in the back next to me. His face was a canvas of hidden emotions, concealing his true purpose in this journey. Breaking the silence, he casually asked my name, as if this unusual turn of events was an everyday occurrence. Ready to confront him and demand answers, I met his gaze, and an inexplicable connection materialized between us. In the blink of an eye, he drew nearer, his breath warm on my neck, sending shivers through my body. But this moment was fleeting, snapping me out of the trance. Gasping in confusion, I realized that this man, referred to as "Alpha" by James, was unlike anyone I'd ever met.

"Stop the car," I whispered, tears streaming down my face, uncovering a courage I hadn't known existed. Gathering all my strength, I commanded the driver to halt, desperate to escape. I brandished a concealed pocket knife, pointing it at the Alpha. He looked back at me in astonishment, but it worked. The car screeched to a halt as he directed his driver to obey, and I quickly unlocked my door, ready to make a run for it. It seemed the abrupt stop had also alerted the others, as their vehicles came to a halt as well.
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