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Prologue
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In a room as white as snow, spectators from around the globe had gathered, occupying cushioned white couches across three tiers encircling a massive transparent dome. Above, on the ceiling’s right and left sides, two oversized televisions displayed a split view. To the right, the arena’s scene unfolded, and the other showed two columns of names, each with an associated number in rupiah.

Excitement filled the room as audience members focused on small devices similar to mobile phones in their hands, placing bets that caused the numbers on the screens to surge.

The digital clock neared 7:00 PM, signaling the start of the event. A capsule lift stationed outside the dome hissed open, triggering cheers. They chanted “Inyiak” as four tanned men dressed in traditional 1800s Jambi attire emerged.

Those men adorned with long-sleeved black shirts, loose pants cascading to their ankles, triangular cloth hats, and plaid-patterned sarongs cinched at their waists. Each of them carried a sparking-tipped two-meter-long spear. The quartet of Malay warriors moved in pairs, strategically positioning themselves along the outer pathways.

Before the excitement could subside, another group emerged from the same capsule. Fair-skinned and reminiscent of European ancestry, they sported an ancient Roman fashion sense, wearing helmets with red feathers, armor with iron skirts, and iron boots. They also held sparking-tipped spears as they positioned themselves along parallel pathways.

The European faction erupted in cheers, chanting “Lycan,” their enthusiastic cries echoing throughout the space. In response, Inyiak’s loyal supporters echoed their sentiments, enveloping the room in charged anticipation.

As excitement peaked, attention turned to an Asian man standing before the towering dome. Clearing his throat, his amplified voice projected through the miniature microphone affixed to his tuxedo lapel, capturing the crowd’s rapt attention.

The boisterous atmosphere fell hushed as the collective gaze of the audience focused on the speaker. With a charismatic smile and a dramatic pause, he began, “Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Are you ready to watch the extraordinary clash between Inyiak, the Indonesian tiger man, and Lycan, the Roman werewolf? Place your bets and brace yourselves for a historic spectacle!”

Enthusiastic cheers and spirited applause erupted. Illegal financial transactions through special links went to a single source.

The capsule lift stationed stage-right for Lycan slid open, revealing a robust figure with pale skin. Guided by four Roman guards stationed beyond the dome’s iron perimeter, the figure strolled forward casually. Standing at an imposing 1.9 meters, he wore a crisp white long-sleeve shirt and sharp black trousers. His most prominent feature, however, was the dense, inky-black bag enveloping his face while handcuffs were chaining both hands.

On the opposing side, a brown-skinned man called Inyiak, the tiger man, clad only in blue jeans, strode through the iron-enclosed passageway. Much like his counterpart, handcuffs were also bounding his hands. However, his face remained uncovered, revealing an Indonesian man with a clean-cut visage and neatly trimmed black hair.

Jeers and mocking gestures from the Caucasian man’s supporters briefly halted the progress of Inyiak, the brown-skinned man. A tense, silent standoff unfolded, with black eyes locking onto defiant gazes. As the moment played out, a tap on the Inyiak’s shoulder prompted him to turn. Another jab of the spear’s handle urged him onward. “Move!”

The Inyiak emitted a low, rumbling snarl, akin to a tiger’s warning snarl before a pounce. Nonetheless, he continued his barefoot advance, his controlled frustration palpable.

The two contenders entered the dome through opposing entrances, flanked by soldiers’ batons guiding their progress. The doors sealed behind them, isolating them from the outside world.

The dome’s interior transformed into a nighttime view of the jungle in the Kerinci region of West Sumatra, Indonesia. Simultaneously, the tiny red lights on the handcuffs blinked green before falling to the floor.

The European man removed the sack from his face and inhaled. His face displayed the features of an adult, with golden hair cascading to his shoulders and a short brown beard covering his chin and cheeks.

Inyiak observed his opponent cautiously. Their height difference was almost seven inches. A black collar also encircled the big man’s neck. Blue eyes met black ones as they locked gazes, ignoring the crowd’s cries for them to kill each other.

As the projector’s moonlight illusion caressed the white man’s skin, he gazed up at the moon with an adoring expression. His pupils narrowed as he cried out.

Inyiak wasted no time. He shapeshifted while the big man’s cry transformed into a howl. Inyiak’s muscles bulked up, his hands enlarged and covered in orange-striped black fur reminiscent of a tiger’s, extending over his hands and back.

The white man puffed his chest as his mouth elongated into a snout. His nails morphed into black claws. He tore his shirt as black fur sprouted, covering his skin. His body grew, shredding his trousers until he turned into a towering, two-and-a-half-meter-tall black tailless wolf.

The Lycan fixed its slobbering snout and a predatory glare on the Inyiak. The creature leaped to attack, but Inyiak dodged to the right and punched his opponent in the stomach.

Cheers erupted from Inyiak’s supporters, and the betting odds shifted to seven to three. The Lycan stepped back, growling and revealing a row of fangs to intimidate his opponent. Inyiak responded with a defiant roar. They circled each other, assessing for weaknesses.

“Fight already!” A VIP seat occupant, an overweight elderly European man, grew impatient. He tossed a used soda can against the dome’s outer wall, creating a clatter.

The Lycan charged toward the sound, crashing into the transparent wall with a roar. However, an electrifying jolt stiffened his body, and he trembled in pain, attempting to remove the collar around his neck.

“I’ll finish you with my hands if you don’t fight!” The fat man shouted angrily, showcasing his watch on his right wrist and mimicking pressing a button.

The Lycan caught his breath and shot a venomous gaze at his owner. Nevertheless, he dared not disobey.

As the cheers for the fight continued, the Lycan turned to face the other fighter, who stayed watchful and stood firmly in place.

“Fight now!” In response to his owner’s demand, the Lycan howled before lunging at his opponent.
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Chapter 1

[image: ]




The morning sun illuminated the trees in a restricted area of the zoo in Jakarta. A large fence with a warning sign prohibited visitors from entering that place. There was one paved road for vehicles while mown grass covered the rest. 

To the south, there were three meters in height and two meters wide iron cages. There were faucets installed in each corner and connected to a tiger exhibit.

All those cages were empty except for one. 

Several officers in green uniforms and black boots with tense expressions stood around to watch two Sumatran tigers standing face to face. Fear flashed in her yellow eyes as the larger of the two, a male, roared.

However, in the blink of an eye, one of the officers shouted with a pale expression, “The tiger is going berserk!”

Other officers turned four water faucets to the maximum before lifting hoses to spray high-pressure water into the giant metal cage in front of them while the male tiger attacked his mate.

Unfortunately, the male tiger ignored them, focusing on his partner. He lunged, causing the tigress to hit the cage’s side and collapse.

“It’s not enough! Increase the water pressure!” ordered the first man. He continued splashing the face of the male Sumatran tiger while the beast attempted to bite the neck of the female tiger.

“I can’t turn the faucet up any more than this!” replied the officer standing near the faucet.

The orange-black beast took a few steps back as water entered his nostrils. However, he dashed back to lunge when the female tiger tried to get up.

“Spray Bowo’s face!” shouted another as the officers attempted to separate the tigers.

The officers attempted to separate the tigers. Unaware of the presence of a slender woman dressed in a bright casual blouse and black trousers, they continued with their efforts. She rushed toward the cage, her short black ponytail wagging wildly.

Her youthful face appeared to be around twenty-nine or possibly even younger. Fearlessly, she aimed a stun gun between the iron bars and shot the male tiger, taking advantage of the distraction caused by the water spray.

Bowo roared in pain, his massive frame wobbling before collapsing near his mate. Undeterred, the woman fired another stun bullet, incapacitating the other tiger.

“Doctor Angelina!” the men cried out, their relief evident.

They lowered their hoses, making the stream of water drench the grassy ground and wet their shoes.

Angelina snorted with annoyance. She glared as she turned around to face the four officers in front of her with arms akimbo.

“I’ve been telling you, I yanked out Bowo’s teeth yesterday! He ain’t in the mood for no mating!”

“They seemed okay this morning, Doc. Bunga had been in heat since yesterday. Bowo also didn’t seem to—” Mukti’s words trailed off as Angelina shot him a look of disapproval, narrowing her pupils. “Sorry, Doc.”

Angelina grunted while examining the sedated tigers. “Did they already mate?”

“They did, Doc, but Bowo became aggressive after they finished,” Mukti explained.

The water from the hose that had soaked the black sneakers worn by Angelina ceased as one of the officers took the initiative to turn off the faucet. However, the doctor remained unaware, lost in her thoughts as she tried to calculate.

While pregnancy is possible, we can only reveal the outcome in several weeks. I hope Bunga will be fine.

Angelina sighed. Never mind, their intentions are good, just a bit hasty.

“Thank goodness I noticed Mr. Mukti’s tranquilizer gun on the chair over there. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have known how to separate them...,” Angelina muttered. She had been certified to shoot three years ago, her tone much more relaxed.

Angelina turned her body towards the long chair to get her brown backpack. She put down the stun gun before unzipping her bag to pull out a purple vet shirt.

“While they’re asleep, let me check Bowo’s teeth and treat Bunga’s wound.”

“But isn’t it Doctor Sandi’s turn now?”

“He had a patient scheduled for an operation at nine in the morning, so we switched schedules.”

As Angelina slipped her head through her T-shirt, covering her blouse, her voice muffled. She quickly redid her ponytail with a rubber band before she realized the others were watching her.

“Is something wrong?” Angelina glanced down, assessing her less-than-elegant appearance, but found nothing unusual.

The four men responded by shaking their heads and avoiding eye contact. Mukti, a portly man with a mustache, coughed and offered an awkward smile.

“Uh, no, Doc. I’ll fetch the medical supplies,” one of the officers offered.

Angelina furrowed her brow in confusion but chose not to pursue an explanation. She nodded, allowing the four officers to proceed with their tasks.

*****
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IT WAS ALMOST FOUR in the afternoon when Angelina walked with a tired expression to the parking lot to find her white 2012 Honda Jazz. She opened her back door and tossed her bag before yawning.

Doctor Sandi, the other doctor, was absent today because he was bitten on his thigh by a female Doberman, his patient, right before he sedated her. He made Angelina cover double shifts and deal with a situation where she had to manage a tug-of-war between Siti, a female gorilla, and Joko, the new gorilla handler. Joko now had visible blue bruises on his left hand and emotional strain from his close bond with the gorilla.

Angelina heard her stomach rumbling while she started the engine. She sighed in resignation.

I forgot to eat lunch.

Angelina turned on the tape. The familiar voice of a famous singer in 2016 flowed from there. Angelina fastened her seat belt before starting to drive. However, her cell phone rang.

She took it from the dashboard and smiled as she saw the contact “Paul, My Husband” flash on the screen. Without thinking, she answered the call with a cheerful expression. “I am on my way home. Do you want some fried chicken? I want to stop by Mrs. Ida’s stall first.”

Paul chuckled on the other end. “Hey, Angel, you should have said hi before quacking like a duck. I had lunch with a client earlier.”

Angelina felt her cheeks warm with embarrassment. They had been married for two months. However, a soft rebuke from Paul still made her heart beat faster.

“Which client?” Angelina asked, trying to calm her pounding heart as she drove the car to leave the zoo. She also smiled back at a guard who waved at her. “Is it the one who wants to renovate the house at Pondok Indah or the one aiming to build a house from scratch at Kemang?”

“The one in Kemang,” Paul’s voice sounded crisp and pleasant. Angelina’s eyes softened as she gazed at the simple gold ring on her finger while holding the steering wheel. Who would have thought that a wrong seat in a movie theater six months ago would have changed her status from spinster to Mrs. Paul Candra, wife of a handsome, up-and-coming contractor?

“So, where are you now?”

Angelina looked around. She had passed several buildings towards the Cilandak intersection. As usual, the traffic in Jakarta was crowded, especially during work hours.

Angelina thinned her lips when the traffic light turned red before she could turn left. An annoying motorcycle drove next to her at a slow pace and prevented her from taking the left lane.

Angelina pushed forward as something hit the car from behind. She hit the brakes while squealing in surprise.

“Angel, what’s wrong?” Paul asked.

Angelina turned her head and found an unknown big car parked too close behind her. “Looks like the car got hit. I’ll be right back.”

She placed her phone on the dashboard, pulled the handbrake, and went out. A brand-new black Fortuner kissed her bumper. However, the figure from that car caused Angelina’s eyes to bulge in surprise. The driver turned out to be a woman of her age. However, if Angelina looked rumpled with dirt on her shoes and some animal hair stuck to her hair and jeans, the stranger looked like a misplaced model.

Angelina was sure that her dark purple short hair resulted from hair dye, given her light brown skin color. Her gaze fell on the approaching woman.

Dark red lipstick adorned her lips. She styled her eyelashes to resemble those of a cockroach. She wore pearl earrings, each the size of a five hundred rupiah coin. A tight black blazer covered her upper body, paired with a mini skirt. Completing the ensemble were pink seven-centimeter heels. Is she an actress?

“S-sorry,” the pretty woman apologized, her reddish-brown eyes—no doubt the result of contact lenses—glancing at their cars before offering an awkward smile.

Angelina walked towards the back of her vehicle. She drew a sharp breath of realization as she noticed that the impact went beyond an affectionate peck. That Fortuner crushed her bumper.

“What’s the matter with you?! I could spend a fortune to repair—”

“I am sorry, sis. It was an accident,” the Fortuner driver interjected, her expression filled with remorse as she closed the distance and extended her apology. “I was also taken aback, just like you.”

Angelina inhaled a sweet aroma. It was so strong and made her sneeze. Great! This woman was also fond of bathing in perfume!

Angelina instinctively scanned her surroundings and gasped. The scene attracted the attention of the public. Pedestrians and motorcyclists gathered to witness the accident. However, she couldn’t spot any police officers nearby.

“What if I offer you a million and my ID as collateral? And if that’s not enough, I’ll throw in more. Hold on, let me grab my purse,” said the purple-haired woman, heading straight to her car without waiting for an answer.

Angelina had a headache. Surveying the damage to her car, she bit her bottom lip. She regretted not having insurance.

The red light turned green. The queue of vehicles behind them started honking.

“Come on, ma’am. You’re causing a traffic jam,” Angelina scolded the woman.

Angelina could see the woman’s slender legs dancing behind the Fortuner’s door. She guessed if that woman still had not found her purse.

“Ma’am, just pull over!” The motorcyclist’s exclamation agitated Angelina.

The purple-haired woman’s head popped out from behind the Fortuner door, and she met Angelina’s frantic gaze with a pale expression. “Sis, I forgot to bring my cell phone. I can’t do mobile banking. I only have thirty-four thousand in my wallet. Let’s head to the ATM first.”

“Gosh, how did you forget your cell phone?!” Angelina’s temper started to rise, her panicked expression turning sour. Is there an ATM nearby? Or do we have to go to the mall first?

“Please, Sis. I didn’t mean to.”

The Fortuner driver’s pleading tone, combined with the honking and shouts of the crowd, overwhelmed Angelina’s thoughts. Eventually, she relented, saying, “Lead the way.”

The artist’s face brightened. She got in and closed her vehicle’s door, prompting Angelina to hurry to her car and slam her door shut.

As Angelina began to drive, the green light turned yellow. She allowed the Fortuner that had collided with her car to pass.
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Chapter 2
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Hungry, tired, and upset!

Angelina wanted to roar like Bowo—the toothache Sumatran tiger. She followed the vehicle that had hit her with a high temper. They had just passed a mini market with the word ATM displayed on the wall. However, the Fortuner still drove on.

Angelina honked while opening the window as the Fortuner entered the entrance-free highway. Ignoring the onlookers, she shouted at the top of her lungs, “Hey! Stop!”

Angelina’s efforts had borne fruit as the driver rolled down the window of the Fortuner and shouted back at her.

“Oops, my bad, Sis! Let’s go straight to the repair shop. There’s a good and cheap one near my work. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of all the expenses.”

“Yo, which repair shop is still open?! It’s almost night—.”

However, before Angelina could finish her protest, the Fortuner driver rolled up the window and drove off to pay for the free highway ticket.

“Oh, you putty-makeup lizard!” Angelina screeched as she rolled up her window. She had only two choices: keep chasing the Makeup Lizard or go home and whine to Paul about paying for the vehicle repairs.

While she thought hard, an incoming message came to her cell phone. Angelina picked up the cell phone and read it.

You got this, Tigress! Go for it!

Angelina caught her breath. Her cheeks warmed as she felt embarrassed and honored. However, the honks from other vehicles made her realize.

Angelina bit her lower lip, her face full of determination. She stepped on the gas, following the Fortuner, which had now entered the expressway.

*****
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ANGELINA SPENT FIFTEEN minutes tailing the Fortuner. Her stomach rumbled as the sight of the busy highway was not helping her to improve her mood.

As she grumbled, the Fortuner flashed its left signal. A green rectangular sign on the road indicated they were leaving the expressway.

“Finally,” Angelina exclaimed with a relieved sigh, adjusting the steering wheel to catch up with the vehicle.

*****
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THEY DROVE PAST A NEW mall run by a Japanese company at a slow pace. Angelina smiled as she glanced at the three-story building. At that place, she met Paul for the first time, and it was also where Paul proposed to her.

Angelina smiled as she recalled the sweetest memory of her life. It was nighttime. Illuminated by the colorful lights in the park, Paul knelt while showing the golden ring in the red box and asked Angelina to be his wife.

However, Angelina stopped smiling when she realized they had entered an unfamiliar road. She could no longer see the high-rise buildings, as a road of empty fields dominated the view.

Angelina felt worse as she glanced at the darkening sky while biting her lip. Should I go home instead? I think no one cares about the dent anyway.

The row of newly paved street lamps lit up, indicating that it was six in the afternoon. Only three motorcycles passed them.

Angelina almost turned back to head homeward. However, the Fortuner flashed its left signal.

Angelina looked at their destination. They had arrived at a building covered with a very high parapet.

The Fortuner rolled down the window, and the driver poked her head out before exclaiming, “Sis, how about we get in first! I want to take my ATM card! We should head straight to the parking lot!”

Angelina wanted to refuse. However, the Makeup Lizard rolled up the window and drove away.

“You lizard,” Angelina grumbled. With a sour face, she followed the woman into the building.

*****
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ANGELINA FORGOT HER annoyance as she passed the inspection, during which three security officers checked the car’s interior, underside, and trunk.

“Is there a helicopter pad there?” Angelina whispered as she saw a black helicopter flying low toward the roof of the building, which had black windows dominating its appearance.

A giant gold Genma Hospital sign emblazoned near the garden fountain and on the wall of the building sparked her curiosity. She had never heard of the hospital.

Angelina dismissed her curiosity when they entered the parking lot at the back of the building. Her irritation reignited when the big black car with the dented muzzle kept going down to the basement area even though there were plenty of empty spaces for parking.

A few minutes had passed when the Fortuner stopped on a floor marked H-6 near a glass door that led to the elevator. Angelina parked beside a gigantic six-wheeled truck with Genma Hospital gold lettering. She turned off the engine, wearing a sour expression.

Darn Lizard! She drove an expensive car. Clad in branded clothes. Attitude like a celebrity. But she’s a pain in the ass!

*****
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ANGELINA OPENED THE car door and stepped out with determination. The purple-haired woman stood by the side of the Fortuner. The door flung wide open as she delved into an expensive-looking, bright red bag.

“Ma’am, it’s too late! Which repair shop would be open at this hour? You should consider paying—”

“Ah, here it is!” The woman’s voice rang out as she triumphantly retrieved a palm-sized, diamond-shaped glass bottle, her smile stretching wide.

“Is that perfume?” Angelina inquired, her brows furrowing in puzzlement. Is she trying to freshen up? Here and now?

The Fortuner driver’s pearl earrings caught the light as she straightened, directing the spray from the bottle toward Angelina’s face.

The pleasant aroma wafted into Angelina’s nostrils, making her quickly turn her head and cough in response to another spray that followed.

“It’s intended for just one spray,” the woman grumbled, shaking the half-filled bottle.
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