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Chapter 1:  The Scent of Fate
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The cuff of Dahlia’s blouse dug into her wrist, stiff and unyielding, as if it had absorbed the tension crackling in the air. The boardroom was suffocating, thick with warmth, each breath a battle against the oppressive stillness. And then—his scent. Musk and power, threaded with something darker, something that curled through her senses and coiled deep in her chest. It wasn’t just awareness; it was a pull, raw and undeniable. Remus Wolfe. CEO. Alpha. A force of nature wrapped in sharp suits and quiet authority—standing far too close. Too close for a woman who knew better. Too close for a woman who should resist.

Outside, the storm raged, wind howling as rain lashed against the floor-to-ceiling windows. Lightning forked through the sky, illuminating the city in ghostly flashes. She should have left hours ago—but work kept her here. Work. That was the excuse.

The deep timbre of Remus’s voice sliced through the silence. “You’re still here.” A hint of a growl rumbled beneath his words.

Dahlia forced her focus on the papers spread before her, keeping her expression neutral. “Just finishing up.”

His footsteps were slow, deliberate, as he crossed the room. She felt him before she saw him. Felt the shift in energy, the pulse of something unspoken.

"You should go home," he said, quieter now—but there was an edge to it, something firm, something more. Outside, the wind howled, rattling the windows, the rain turning to sheets, lashing against the glass. The storm was worsening, closing in, pressing urgency into the space between them.

She looked up—just as lightning illuminated his face.

And for the first time, she saw it. Gold flickering in his gaze.

A flash of heat rolled through her—not fear, but something unsettlingly close to recognition. The color in his eyes was unfamiliar, yet it stirred something in her chest. A whisper of déjà vu. A pull toward something she couldn’t name.

She barely had time to process it before the power went out.

Darkness swallowed the room.

The storm outside swelled, thunder cracking so loud that the windows trembled. Dahlia inhaled sharply, but she wasn’t afraid of the storm. It was the silence between her and Remus that sent her pulse into a reckless rhythm.

Somewhere in the shadows, he exhaled. The faintest sound.

And Dahlia knew, without seeing him, that he was still watching her.

Dahlia's pulse pounded in her ears. The storm outside had swallowed the city in darkness, leaving only the rhythmic flashes of lightning to illuminate the world in fractured glimpses.

She should step back. Should, but she didn’t.

But then, movement—a shift in the air, and suddenly, Remus was closer.

The breath she drew was sharp, involuntary. Her skin hummed, an awareness settling deep in her bones. Then, before she could second-guess the insanity of it, her hand brushed against his.

Heat.

It struck like a live wire—sharp, undeniable. Dahlia’s fingers curled instinctively around his, and in that instant, she felt it.

Recognition.

Not of Remus Wolfe, her CEO. Not the man she’d spent two years avoiding looking at for too long.

Something older. Something ancient.

A breath—his—sharp and startled.

Thunder cracked, rattling the boardroom windows. She barely registered it before she moved closer to him.

No hesitation. No logic.

She kissed him.

For one wild, reckless second, Remus didn’t react.

Then—heat.

His grip tightened, the space between them vanishing as the storm outside howled, mirroring the chaos unraveling between them.

Dahlia didn’t know why she’d done it.

She only knew she wasn’t sorry.

The kiss was fire—quick, consuming, impossible.

For a heartbeat, he was lost in it.

Her scent wrapped around him, warm, intoxicating. His grip tightened—just for a second—before he forced himself to let go.

But his wolf wouldn’t.

Mate.

The word hit like a thunderclap—primal, certain, absolute.

No hesitation. No doubt.

Remus stiffened. No.

Not now. Not her. Not this.

Dahlia was breathing fast, her lips parted in stunned silence, and he knew—she had felt something, too. The way her pulse pounded, the way she looked at him as if she were just beginning to see something beyond the man she thought she knew.

But she didn’t know. She couldn’t.

Remus stepped back, his muscles coiled tight, as if holding himself in check required sheer force of will. His expression hardened, but it was a fragile shield, one that did little to quiet the instincts clawing at him from within. The storm outside howled, rattling the windows, a perfect reflection of the war raging in his head.

“Go home, Dahlia.”

His voice came rough—too raw, too uneven—but he couldn’t afford softness. He couldn’t afford the way she looked at him, her gaze flickering with something dangerously close to understanding.

She hesitated, the air between them thick with unspoken words, unshed emotions. “Remus—”

He closed his eyes just for a second. Too long. A mistake.

“Go.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a lifeline. A warning. A plea.

Dahlia hesitated, fingers fumbling in the darkness as she grabbed her things, feeling the weight of his presence even when she couldn’t see him clearly. And as she turned toward the door, Remus exhaled—too sharp, too uneven—the breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

His wolf was still raging inside him.

Mate.

And Remus did the only thing he could.

He refused to listen.

Dahlia froze at his sharp tone, irritation flaring beneath the lingering haze of what had just happened. Heat still curled in her veins, her skin tingling from where their hands had touched. And now, just like that, he was pushing her away.

Her jaw tightened. “Oh, I’d be thrilled to leave, Remus. Except for one minor inconvenience—” She gestured at the absolute pitch-black room around them. “I can’t see in the dark.”

Silence.

She swore she heard the faintest exhale—maybe amusement, maybe frustration—but she couldn’t see his expression to be sure.

The storm outside crashed, rattling the windows, making the air feel heavy, charged. And then, before she could demand a response, she felt it again—movement.

Closer.

Her breath hitched.

“I can see,” Remus murmured.

His voice was different now—not commanding, not dismissive. Something lower, threaded with an edge she couldn’t quite place.

Her pulse quickened. “Fantastic. I’ll be sure to take notes. Oh, wait—I can’t. Because I can’t see.”

Another quiet beat passed, and then—the sharp flick of his lighter. A tiny flame leapt to life, casting wavering shadows between them, distorting the edges of his face in the dim glow.

And in that fragile light, Dahlia saw him.

Still composed. Still unreadable.

But his eyes— golden, flickering like embers on the verge of dying out, unreadable, untouchable.

She swallowed hard, pulse kicking against her ribs. “Well? Are you going to guide me out, or just stand there pretending that didn’t happen?”

Remus didn’t answer right away. The silence stretched, thick, weighted.

But she saw it—a flicker. Barely there, but enough.

And somehow, she knew—he wasn’t pretending at all.

He inhaled slowly, controlled. A pointless effort. Control was slipping, fraying at the edges.

Get her out of here, he thought to himself.

That was the logical thing to do. The only thing to do.

He needed distance. Needed the heavy scent of her—warm, intoxicating—to fade from the air. Needed the heat in his blood to cool, to stop responding to her like she was already his.

Mate.

The word coiled around his ribs, tightening like a snare. His wolf raged against his restraint, demanding he close the space between them, demanding he claim what was already decided.

But Remus did the only thing he could.

He refused to listen.

But logic felt miles away when Dahlia was still standing there, illuminated only by the flickering flame of his lighter. The storm outside raged on, casting fractured shadows, and in the silence between each rumble of thunder, he could hear her heartbeat. Too fast. Too uneven.

Not just hers. His, too.

He exhaled. “Come on.”

Dahlia huffed. “Finally.”

She took a hesitant step forward—then halted. The firelight flickered weakly, its reach barely enough to carve out their silhouettes from the surrounding dark. Beyond its fragile glow, the shadows stretched, deep and unknowable.

“I still can’t see anything beyond your tiny little firelight.”

Remus hesitated only a second before reaching out, his fingers grazing the curve of her wrist.

Heat.

His wolf lunged at the sensation, snarling inside his mind.

Mate. Touch her. Hold her. Claim her.

Remus gritted his teeth. He wasn’t listening.

But he couldn’t ignore the way she responded.

The second his skin brushed hers, Dahlia inhaled sharply—not in surprise, but in something else. That flicker of recognition again. Something buried deep in her that had no name yet.

His grip tightened just slightly, guiding her forward. The warmth of her skin seeped into his, and he cursed the way it made every restraint inside him strain to breaking.

Another step.

Another brush of his fingers at the small of her back.

Another internal war.

Dahlia didn’t speak, didn’t pull away. Maybe she could feel something shifting between them, but she didn’t know what it was. Not yet.

She is yours. She always was.

Remus refused the thought.

He forced himself to move faster, leading her out, ignoring the way his heart thundered just as violently as the storm outside.

But deep down, he knew—this was only the beginning.

The silence between them stretched as they moved through the darkened office, Dahlia’s awareness of Remus sharper than ever. Every time his hand brushed against her—brief, controlled—heat coiled through her, impossible to ignore.

And she knew he felt it too.

She could sense it in the tension in his grip, in the careful way he kept his touches fleeting. In the way his breathing had shifted—slower, heavier. Like he was fighting something.

They reached the hallway, where the emergency lights cast dim, ghostly glows. Dahlia could finally see him again—see the tight set of his jaw, the restraint locked in his posture.

He hadn’t spoken since telling her to leave.

And something inside her refused to let that go.

“You’re acting weird,” she said, stopping just before the exit.

Remus exhaled through his nose, expression unreadable. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, please.” Dahlia turned toward him fully now, her pulse still hammering, still too aware of what had just happened in the dark. “One second, you’re standing there, all broody and intense. Then I kiss you, and suddenly, what? You go all silent alpha mode?”

Remus’s jaw ticked. He wasn’t looking at her now.

Her frustration bubbled higher, tangled with the remnants of heat still curling beneath her skin. “You felt something. I know you did.”

The words landed between them like a spark to dry kindling.

His gaze snapped to hers, sharper than before, but there was something else now—something fraying at the edges of his restraint. “I don’t have time for this.” His voice was rough, gritted, like the words scraped against his throat. He reached for the door handle.

But Dahlia wasn’t done.

She stepped forward, closing the space between them before she could think better of it. “Why won’t you just admit it?”

Remus stilled.

A crack in his armor—barely visible but there.

And then, something flickered across his face—too quick, too raw.

A fraction of a second.

Gold flashed in his eyes again.

Dahlia’s breath caught. That color—it wasn’t just a trick of the light. It wasn’t just a reflection.

She had seen it before. Somewhere. Somehow.

A chill ran through her, curling deep in her chest, twisting tight.

Remus’s words—“It was nothing”—hung in the air, brittle and empty.

She wasn’t buying it. Not for a second.

She wasn’t some naive intern dazzled by the commanding CEO. She knew avoidance when she saw it. Knew when someone was dodging the truth because it was too close.

And right now, that was exactly what he was doing.

The storm outside swelled, wind howling, rain hammering against the city. But inside the room, everything was too still. Too charged.

Remus stood at the door, already halfway gone.

But Dahlia didn’t move.

Didn’t let him escape so easily.

She tilted her head, watching him. Calculating.

"You’re lying," she said, voice steady.

Remus didn’t flinch.

Didn’t react.

But something had shifted again.

But the muscle in his jaw ticked.

A subtle giveaway, barely there, but Dahlia caught it.

She should push further, should demand an answer—except something told her that whatever she was pressing against was bigger than just workplace tension.

She wasn’t about to play that game without knowing the rules.

So instead, she exhaled, slow, measured—then stepped past him, straight into the storm.

“Fine,” she huffed.

She glanced back, her voice edged with something just a little too knowing. “We’ll pretend it was nothing...For now.”

She didn’t wait for his response.

She just walked away—into the rain, into the night—but with the undeniable feeling that whatever had just happened between them?

It wasn’t over.

Not even close.
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Chapter 2:  Shadowed Instincts
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Remus hadn’t planned on shifting.

He told himself that walking away from Dahlia was enough—that ignoring his wolf’s demands would keep him in control.

But then he saw her step into the storm, her body tense, her thoughts too loud, even from a distance.

And suddenly, he couldn’t stay away.

Lightning slashed across the sky as he slipped into the shadows of the city. The second he was out of sight, he let go—let the heat rush through him, bones stretching, muscles snapping, his body twisting into something primal.

The shift was fast. Too fast.

A sign of his own unraveling.

His paws hit the wet pavement, his senses sharpening instantly. The scent of rain filled the air, but beneath it was her—Dahlia.

His wolf rumbled inside him, satisfied.

She walked briskly, her arms crossed against the cold, oblivious to the fact that he was watching. Following.

She wouldn’t know—not unless he wanted her to.

But what was supposed to be a simple instinct-driven need to observe quickly turned into something worse.

Mate. Stay close. Protect.

Remus knew it wasn’t necessary. She wasn’t in danger.

And yet—when she paused at the crosswalk, pulling her coat tighter around herself, hesitating as another crash of thunder rolled overhead—he felt it again.

The urge to go to her.

To step forward, to make sure she was safe.

She took a slow breath, then shook her head, muttering something under her breath.

And even from here, even in his wolf form, he could hear her words.

“This is ridiculous,” Dahlia whispered to herself. “He’s hiding something.”

Remus stilled.

Dahlia wasn’t letting this go.

She wasn’t forgetting how it felt when they touched, or how he had reacted when she challenged him.

She knew something was off.

And suddenly, Remus wasn’t just watching her anymore.

He was realizing that sooner or later—she was going to figure it out.

Dahlia took a deep breath, forcing herself to shake off the tension curling in her chest.

The storm had swallowed the skyline.

Dahlia stepped onto the sidewalk, pulling her coat tighter as the wind howled through the streets. The usual hum of city life—streetlamps glowing, neon signs flickering—was gone.

The blackout stretched as far as she could see.

Only the flashes of lightning offered glimpses—brief, jagged bursts of light splitting through the night, illuminating the drenched pavement, the towering buildings, the empty streets.

And then—one of those flashes revealed something else.

A shape.

Large. Still. Watching.

Dahlia’s breath hitched.

For a fraction of a second, she swore she saw the outline of a wolf standing in the shadows between two buildings.

The light disappeared.

Darkness swallowed the street again.

She blinked hard, staring into the void, waiting for the next lightning strike—but when it came, the wolf was gone.

Her pulse hammered.

Had she imagined it? Had the storm warped the shadows, tricking her into seeing something that wasn’t there?

She let out a slow breath, shaking her head. It was nothing.

It had to be.

Turning on her heel, she kept walking, refusing to dwell on the strange, lingering unease curling in her chest.

But even as she disappeared into the blackout, Remus remained hidden. Watching. Knowing.

Remus didn’t move.

Even as Dahlia disappeared down the street, even as the storm raged, even as his wolf continued to snarl inside him—he stayed rooted in place, staring at the spot where she had almost seen him.

It had been close. Too close.

The second her gaze had flicked toward him, the sharp inhale, the way she had tensed—he had known.

For that fleeting moment, she had seen something.

And the worst part?

She hadn't been afraid.

His wolf had caught it in her scent, in the way her pulse had spiked—not with fear, but recognition. Not full, not conscious, but something deep. Something buried.

And Remus hated that it rattled him.

She isn’t supposed to know yet.

He exhaled, shaking off the urge to follow her any further. He had already stepped too far over the line—letting his instincts dictate his actions, staying close when he should have walked away.

But Dahlia had always been different.

And tonight, had proven it more than ever.

Thunder cracked overhead, and Remus took a slow step back, retreating into the shadows, letting the darkness swallow him whole.

But even as he shifted back, even as he forced himself to move on—one thought remained, clawing at his mind like a curse.

She felt something.

And sooner or later, she’s going to figure out why.

Dahlia couldn’t shake it.

The moment at the crosswalk—the flicker of lightning, the shape in the shadows, the feeling that something had been there—stuck with her, threading through her thoughts like an echo she couldn’t silence.

The rain clung to her coat, dripping from her hair as she hurried toward her apartment, but the cold wasn’t what made her shiver.

It was the feeling.

The gnawing, unrelenting sense that she had seen something.

That she had felt something.

Her pulse was still uneven, her skin still humming from earlier—from Remus’s touch, his gaze, the lie she knew he had told her.

She pressed forward, ignoring the storm, ignoring the tightness in her chest.

She was being ridiculous.

Wasn’t she?

She’d had a long day, an exhausting night, and Remus was a complicated man. Maybe she was reading into things—the tension, the way his hands lingered for just a second too long, the strange glint in his eyes, the wolf in the darkness that had vanished too fast.

A normal person would shake it off. Move on.

But something inside her whispered that she wasn’t normal.

That she had never been.

She climbed the steps to her apartment, unlocking the door and stepping inside, sighing as warmth replaced the cold biting at her skin.

Maybe she needed sleep.

Maybe she needed to forget tonight ever happened.

Or maybe—just maybe—she had stepped onto a path she wasn’t meant to turn back from.

And for the first time in her life, Dahlia wondered if she was about to learn something about herself that she wasn’t ready to know.
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Chapter 3: Whispers in the Dark
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Sleep came quickly, but it wasn’t peaceful.

The moment Dahlia drifted off, the storm followed her—twisting into something else, something deeper.

She stood in an open field, the grass rippling beneath a sky that pulsed with gold and silver light. The air was alive, humming with energy she couldn’t name.

Then—shadows.

Figures moved at the edge of her vision. Tall. Silent. Watching.

Their presence didn’t feel threatening. If anything, it felt familiar. Like she was supposed to know them.

Dahlia tried to speak, but her voice wouldn’t come.

Then one of them stepped forward.

A woman—cloaked in silver-gray, her hair dark, her eyes burning with gold. The same flicker she had seen in Remus’s gaze.

“Who are you?” Dahlia tried to ask.

But the woman only stared. And then she spoke—without moving her lips, without sound, yet Dahlia heard it as clearly as her own thoughts.

You are not lost. You are waiting to awaken.

Dahlia’s pulse hammered. She took a step forward—but the ground shifted beneath her, the world trembling, breaking apart like mist.

She gasped—falling, falling—

And then—she woke up.

Heart racing. Breath uneven.

The storm outside was gone. The city was silent again.

But inside her chest—something had changed.

Dahlia woke with a start.

Her breath was uneven, her skin damp with lingering heat from the dream that still clung to the edges of her mind.

She pressed a hand to her chest, feeling the steady rhythm of her heart—but something about it felt off. Too fast. Too alive.

The apartment was silent, the city outside eerily still. No storm. No chaos. Just the soft hum of distant traffic and the faint flicker of candlelight from where she had left one burning after the blackout.

And yet—she couldn’t shake it.

The dream.

The woman with golden eyes. The words she hadn’t heard but somehow understood.

You are not lost. You are waiting to awaken.

Dahlia swallowed hard, pushing the sheets off as she sat up, rubbing her temples.

None of this made sense. She wasn’t the kind of person who believed in fate, or visions, or whatever this was. But tonight, something had shifted.

And her gut told her—it wasn’t going to stop.

She stood, padding barefoot toward the window, staring out at the darkened skyline. The storm had passed, but she felt like she was still standing in the eye of something brewing.

Something big.

Something waiting.
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