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Pained Memories 
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Elara      
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I GUESS WHEN IT COMES down to it, I only have myself to blame for the mess my life’s become—the danger that surrounds me like a suffocating cloud. Yeah, I made bad choices. Twelve months ago, I thought I had everything under control. Turns out, I was dead wrong.

Growing up, it wasn’t all bad. In fact, life was pretty good. Middle-class comfort, the best schools in Nightfall Ridge, and a twin sister to share it all with. My sister, Selene, and I had a future laid out before us, promising and bright—until everything spiraled out of control when we were seventeen. We were barely old enough to face the world on our own when our father got tangled up in some kind of business with the pack’s Alpha.

According to Selene, that’s when everything went wrong. To be honest, the details are blurry now, almost like my mind refuses to remember. Maybe it’s for the best, though. After all, who’d want to relive the day the Alpha walked into our home and ripped our lives apart? I don’t need to know why he did it, just that he did—murdering our parents right in front of us.

I’ll never forget the smell of blood. It clung to the air like a thick fog, mixing with the scent of fresh rain. Our father’s last words were drowned out by the Alpha’s growl—an endless echo in my nightmares. His eyes were cold, unforgiving, as if we were nothing more than a nuisance in his path. He shattered our world that night, tore our family apart.

After that, I couldn’t face the world. School didn’t matter anymore—nothing did. I was too broken to even pretend I could go back to normal. So, I ran. I found a new life, a life of escape.

For a while, being an escort gave me everything I thought I needed—power, admiration, and attention from the wealthiest men. They adored me, showered me in affection, made me feel something close to love. In return, I gave them everything they desired. The finer things—luxury, lust, the kind of attention that makes you forget your past, even if only for a while. But with all good things, there’s always a price, and mine came in the form of a man—a man who would ruin it all.

Malek.

A mogul with wealth, charm, and an aura that could make anyone’s knees buckle. We met at the hotel where I stayed. I’ll never forget the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing in the world worth having. I felt the pull instantly, even before he said a word. A few days later, he came knocking on my door. I had a choice to make right then, and my instincts screamed at me to refuse him. And I did, at first.

He backed off, but something shifted. His presence at the hotel faded, his late-night meetings with clients disappeared, and suddenly, my world began to crumble. The men I relied on, my clients, started pulling away. One by one, they turned me down. Excuses about their wives or business trips became my reality, and within a month, I was running out of money.

Then came the offer I couldn’t refuse.

I’ll never forget that day. I was out of options, with no way to pay for my stay. The hotel manager, in his quiet, almost pitying way, knocked on my door to deliver the news: I had to leave that night. There was no way around it. I packed everything I had, knowing I had no choice but to return to my sister, back to the house I hadn’t seen in two years, the place where our parents had died. I wasn’t ready to go back, but I had nowhere else to go. Selene would’ve done things differently—she always did. She stayed when I couldn’t. I wonder if she ever forgave me for that... but I never gave her the chance to say, did I?

As I waited for my taxi, there he was. Malek. Standing at my door, as if he knew I had nowhere else to turn. He wasn’t surprised by the packed bags or the fact that I was being thrown out. I should’ve shut the door on him right then. I should’ve known. But instead, I let him in.

“You were always meant for something more,” Malek said, his voice a dark whisper. “You can’t run from what’s inside you.”

I wanted to prove that I was still in control. That I could refuse him again. But that night... everything changed.

Malek wasn’t just any man. He wasn’t a typical client. He a dark sorcerer as used dark magic to bring out the wolf in me, forcing a shift I wasn’t ready for. I’ll never forget the feel of it—my body convulsing, my skin rippling as the wolf was pulled to the surface, wild and terrified. His words—an incantation—bound us together. My wolf snarled, confused. “This isn’t right,” she whimpered, but the magic twisted through us both, threading us to him. I felt the bond settle like chains locking around my heart.

My wolf was confused, manipulated into accepting him as our mate.

The air grew heavy, the temperature dropping like a cold hand on my skin. Shadows stretched unnaturally long across the room as Malek whispered the words that would change everything. He broke the laws of nature that night, and I’ve been paying the price ever since.

After Kidnapping

––––––––
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Elara 
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“YOU NEED TO EAT, ELARA. You haven’t been taking care of yourself, and that’s unhealthy.” Emilda’s soft voice cut through the fog of my despair as she laid the breakfast tray beside my bed. Her presence was a quiet force, her eyes pleading as she stood there, waiting for me to do something—anything—but my stomach churned at the sight of the food.

Nothing. I was hollow, starved not just for nourishment but for freedom and relief from the relentless coil of anxiety that had wrapped itself around me. For over a week now, I hadn’t been able to hold anything down. Not even water.

“Fine,” I muttered, forcing the words out through clenched teeth. “I’ll have the fruit and tea.”

The old woman’s face brightened momentarily as she busied herself with preparing the plate. I took the cup of warm tea and sipped slowly, hoping it might soothe the ache clawing at my insides. I could still hear the echoes of Malek’s harsh words, his threats lingering like shadows in my mind. “You’ll never leave this place. Not while you’re bound to me.” Those words had haunted me, a constant reminder of my cage.

This was my life now—trapped in a luxurious prison, bound to a man who wasn’t my true mate but who had ensnared me in a cursed bond with dark magic. Malek had whisked me away to this secluded mansion, a place so isolated that its very existence was a mystery to me. I had no idea where we were, and the walls of my room were the boundaries of my world. I wasn’t allowed to leave without a guard’s escort. My meals, my clothes, even the air I breathed—everything was controlled by him. And I hated it.

But what I hated more was the suffocating control, the constant surveillance, and the sinister spells Malek used to bend my will to his.

“Here you go, dear,” Emilda said, placing the plate of sliced fruit before me. Her smile was warm, but the shadow of sadness never left her eyes.

She was a prisoner too, though not in the same way. She had served Malek for years—his mother, but in this house, nothing more than a servant. She had endured more than I could ever imagine, yet somehow, she survived. And now, she was trying to help me do the same.

“Emilda...” I hesitated, glancing nervously at the door, half-expecting Malek to burst in at any moment. “Where are we?”

Her eyes flickered, a flash of amber warning me not to press further. But I was done with silence. I needed answers.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. “I need to know.”

Before she could respond, a wave of nausea rolled through me, sharp and sudden. I pushed the cup aside and dashed to the bathroom, barely making it in time. The sickness had been relentless, gnawing at me day after day. It wasn’t just the magic that had poisoned me—it was something more.

As I leaned over the sink, gasping for breath, Emilda’s soft footsteps approached. When I turned, her face was pale, her eyes wide with dread. She stood in the doorway, her hands trembling as she clutched the frame. Tears—real tears—glistened in her eyes, and I realized with a jolt of terror that she knew something I didn’t.

“You must leave. Now.” Her voice was urgent, trembling with an intensity I had never seen before. She moved to the closet, pulling out clothes—a pair of jeans, a simple t-shirt, and boots. “Put these on. Quickly.”

I stared at her, dumbfounded. “Why now? After all this time—why are you helping me?”

Emilda’s hands stilled, and she glanced over her shoulder, her eyes heavy with unspoken pain. “Malek and his men are away. This is your only chance. You must go before they return.”

My mind whirled, trying to piece together the sudden shift. “But why? Why now?” I demanded, even as I hastened to change into the clothes she had given me. My wolf stirred within me, sensing the urgency but also the glimmer of hope—a chance at freedom.

Emilda’s gaze softened with a mix of sorrow and resolve. “Because you’re with child, Elara.”

The world tilted, the air in the room seemed to vanish as her words sank in. “What? How is that possible? Malek isn’t my true mate. He used dark magic to force the bond.”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “But fate... fate has its own way of intervening.” She placed a hand on my belly, her eyes shimmering with a strange mix of sadness and hope. “This child is a gift, not a curse. You must believe that.”

“No,” I choked, my breath catching in my throat. “This is an abomination—a child born from evil magic. How can you expect me to raise it?”

Emilda’s hand shot out, and before I could react, she slapped me. The sharp sting jolted me, but it was her words that cut the deepest. “I raised Malek in this house, knowing full well what he would become. I watched as dark magic twisted him into the man he is today. But this child—your child—can be different. You can teach them our ways. The werewolf ways. Promise me.”

Tears stung my eyes as I stared at her. I didn’t want this. I didn’t ask for any of it. But what choice did I have? My freedom was tied to this impossible promise.

“I promise,” I whispered, the weight of the vow sinking into my soul.

“Then go. Before it’s too late.” Emilda’s voice was a mere breath as she led me to the door. I felt the magic crackle in the air, the invisible barrier that had kept me imprisoned for so long. My skin tingled as I neared the threshold, my heart racing.

“You need to focus, Elara. For the sake of your child—draw strength from your pup.”

I closed my eyes, reaching deep within myself, finding the bond with my wolf. Together, we pushed through the barrier, and suddenly, I was free. The cool air hit my face, and when I opened my eyes, I wasn’t in Malek’s house anymore. I was back at the hotel—my hotel, the one I had stayed in months ago.

But something was wrong. Emilda was still there, trapped on the other side of the door. “Emilda!” I cried, reaching for her, but she only shook her head.

“The house is spelled to trap mates, Elara. That’s why you couldn’t leave.”

“But Malek isn’t my true mate!” I protested, confusion swirling in my mind.

Her eyes were sad, resigned. “He is, Elara. He used dark magic to bind you, but the bond is real. That’s why you could never escape.”

The door shimmered, fading before my eyes, and with it, Emilda. I wanted to help her, to do something, but the magic was too strong, and I was too weak.

“Raise the child right,” she whispered before disappearing completely. And then, I was alone.

Escaping

––––––––
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Elara

––––––––
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I THOUGHT I WAS FINALLY free. Slipping out of the high-end hotel had felt like a small victory, a fleeting moment of triumph. The cool night air was a welcome change from the stifling luxury of my prison. I had been kidnapped, whisked away from everything familiar, and I couldn't even remember what month or year it was. But I still had one major hurdle to overcome: getting out of the hotel without being caught.

Dressed in a hastily donned service uniform and cap, I maneuvered past staff and security, my heart pounding with every step. My plan was simple: blend in, slip through the lobby, and head to the train station. I didn’t have money for a taxi, barely enough change for a phone call to Selene. But none of that mattered right now—I just needed to escape. The hotel's busy activity blurred around me, my focus entirely on my exit.

Relief washed over me as I made it through the service corridors and into the main lobby. But then, a firm hand grasped my shoulder. I froze, turning to face the hotel manager. His eyes were sharp, his expression stern.

“Hold on a moment,” he said, scanning me from head to toe. “We’re short-staffed tonight. Could you take this tray to table five? They’re waiting for their drinks.”

My heart sank. The last thing I needed was to be caught serving drinks, but I had no choice. I was in the uniform now, and my only option was to comply. I accepted the tray, my hands trembling as I balanced the drinks. I can do this, I told myself. Just deliver the drinks and walk away.

As I approached table five, I fought to keep my composure, though every nerve in my body was on high alert. The tray felt like an anchor, dragging me back into the nightmare I was trying to escape. But when I reached the table and looked up, my blood ran cold.

There, seated with an almost empty glass of champagne in hand, was Malek. Beside him was a sharply dressed man I didn’t recognize, his demeanor suggesting he was a business associate. Oh, God. This is where he’s been. Malek’s gaze locked on mine, and for a horrifying moment, time seemed to freeze. His scent—his scent—mixed with something darker, something magical, prickling my senses.

His eyes narrowed, studying me with an intensity that made my skin crawl. Could he sense me? My wolf? My heart raced, and I fought the urge to bolt. Malek leaned in to speak with his associate, his voice low and menacing, but his eyes never left me.

I set the drinks on the table, my hand trembling, careful to avoid any sudden movements. Malek’s gaze followed my every move, his expression unreadable. The air felt heavy, thick with the danger of being discovered. I fear this man, I thought, even though his mother swears he’s my true mate. How could I ever forget what he’s done?

“Thank you,” Malek said, his voice smooth but laced with an edge that made my heart stutter. He nodded at me, his eyes still sharp, as if weighing whether I was a threat or just another servant. Why hasn’t he sensed me? Could it be the pregnancy? I’d heard that being with child could mess with a female wolf’s scent, but I always thought that was a myth. Finding my mate, starting a family—it was never part of my plan.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. I took a step back, my pulse hammering, and turned quickly to leave. Every step away from the table felt like a small victory, a momentary reprieve from Malek’s scrutiny.

I moved with purpose, retracing my steps, but my mind raced. Malek’s presence here was a sharp reminder of the danger still lurking close by. I needed to get to the train station—my only shot at freedom.

As I walked, I debated calling Selene. How do I even begin to explain? Telling her that a madman—who also happens to be my mate—kidnapped me using dark magic seemed too impossible. I didn’t want to drag her into this mess.

Reaching the station, I quickly dismissed the idea of calling my sister. I had to disappear—far away, where Malek and his dark magic couldn’t find me. But fatigue was creeping in, and hunger gnawed at my insides. I fumbled in my pockets, hoping for a miracle, and when I felt something hard, I gasped. My credit card.

How? I pulled it out, staring at it in disbelief. How did this survive? Emilda had been frantic, rushing me out of that mansion. Did she slip this into my things?

I hurried to the nearest ATM, sliding the card in with trembling fingers. My heart nearly stopped when I saw the balance—thousands of dollars. Untouched. How? I remembered barely having enough to get by, let alone this. Was it possible Malek’s magic hadn’t affected my account?

I withdrew as much cash as I could and, stomach growling, headed to a nearby restaurant for a burger and fries to go.

At the ticket counter, my nerves frayed. I bought the last ticket for the night, not even bothering to check the destination. I just needed to get away from the city, far from Malek’s reach.

As the train pulled out of the station, the rhythmic clatter was both soothing and unsettling. I stared out the window, watching the city lights fade. I didn’t know where this train was taking me, but it didn’t matter. For now, I was moving forward, clinging to the hope that I could outrun the darkness, and maybe—just maybe—find a way to reclaim my life from Malek’s control.
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