
You Rejected Me. Remember? 

“I, Miles Walter, the future alpha of dark howl pack reject you, 

Cassandra Williams as my Luna and mate.”  

He spat at me. I felt my heart shatter to a million pieces as my 

uncontrolled sobs got louder, echoing in the blocked room of the 

packhouse.  

“Accept that damned rejection and NEVER come in front of me 

again. You disgust me human! Your ‘parents’ should have just left 

you alone to die in the woods. Why did they save you? Perhaps I 

would have been gifted with another mate!" The amount of disgust 

he had towards me made my heart rip apart. 

I didn’t know what hurt the most. His rejection or the fact that he 

just said that it would have been better if I died. I clenched my 

blouse in my fist as I bent over with pain.  

Rejected. He rejected me. Never in my life had I thought that I 

actually would have to live through this. I may be a human, yet 

being rejected was just too painful to bear.  

“I said, accept that stupid rejection! Let me live my life. I want a 

strong Luna. Not a weak human like you!” he growled as he 

ruthlessly grabbed my hair and pulled it back. I screamed in pain. 

But that wouldn’t make any difference to him.  

“I...I accept....” I stuttered through my gasps of breath. 

“Not like that! BICH! Accept it properly!” his menacing growl 

echoed in the air.  

He had made sure that the entire pack was busy with the annual 

barbecue before he invited me inside so that no one would hear us. 

At first, I thought he was finally going to accept our bond. We had 

found out that we were mates a month ago, on his nineteenth 

birthday. I knew he was disappointed. But since he never rejected 

me I had always kept my hopes high. However, he never really 

accepted either. He kept avoiding me so I had never told anyone that 

we were mates.  



And today when he called me and asked if I could meet him 

separately, I was ecstatic, thinking that he finally wanted to accept 

me as his mate. But I was wrong. I was utterly wrong.  

I flinched as his grip tightened around my hair, making the pain 

intensify. I knew he would just hurt me more so I decided that it 

would be best if I accepted the rejection. 

“I... Cassandra Williams, accept your rejection.” I gasped and he let 

me go. 

“Good. Now leave before anyone sees you here. My parents might 

come back from the open ground. And by that time I want you 

gone.” He spoke through the gritted teeth and stomped out of the 

room. 

I felt ruined. This was worse than my fifteenth birthday. That was 

the day I realized that I was different from others in my pack. The 

day I found out that I was not the real child of my parents. That day, 

I discovered that I was nothing but a human.  

When my wolf didn’t surface, my parents decided to finally answer 

my questions. The questions I had been asking since childhood. 

Why did the other kids have a better sense of hearing and smell? 

Why could they run faster? Why were they way more active than I 

was? And why no matter how hard I tried, they seem to excel in 

sports and studies while I seem to lag.  

That day, my heart broke into a million pieces when they revealed 

that I was a child that they had found abandoned in the woods. I was 

wrapped in a pink blanket and put in a basket. They took me in and 

with the permission of alpha Sam, Miles' father, they looked after 

me as their own. I got accepted into the pack and blended in well. I 

made friends despite being worse at literally everything when 

compared to them.  

I had cried my heart out that day. If it hadn’t been for my besties, 

Sarah and Olga, I would have run away. And if it hadn’t been for 

Nolan, the one whom I saw as a brother, I would have succeeded in 

escaping. They had managed to make me understand that my 



parents would be heartbroken if I left. Besides they threatened to 

sniff me out and drag me back to the pack if I ever fled. So I stayed 

back. At least I had great friends and a loving family, though they 

weren’t related to me.  

I thought nothing could be worse than finding out that I was the odd 

one of the pack. But I was wrong. Being rejected by your mate is 

worse. It feels like your heart is ripped out of your chest and thrown 

down a cliff.  

I slowly got up and made my way out of the packhouse. It would be 

best that I leave. I don’t want to find out what Miles might do if he 

finds me here when he comes back. I knew the whole pack would be 

rejoicing and celebrating the full moon tonight. I also used to enjoy 

it with my family and friends every year. However, tonight I just 

need to be alone.  

I strolled into the woods, skilfully avoiding the low lying branches 

and fallen logs. The moonlight was enough for me to see through 

the not too dense part of the woods. Since I was just a human, I 

didn’t have the gift of night vision. So I had to fully rely on the 

moonlight. I walked until I reached the huge cliff that was a fifteen-

minute walk away. I stared at the breathtaking natural beauty. The 

soft breeze and the sound of gushing water from the waterfall 

nearby had always brought peace to my heart. 

Not this time though. My soulmate had rejected me. What could be 

worse than that? Who would want to live with a weak human? 

Perhaps I should leave this pack. They would be better off without 

me. I had seen numerous times my parents struggle to keep me safe 

during rogue attacks. My sniffles and sobs slowly got easier to 

control as I realised that they would find it easier to survive without 

me.  

Then, they would be stronger with me gone. When the weakling of 

the family is forever gone. 

Miles was right. I should have died. My parents should have left me 

to die instead of bringing me here to live in a pack. I turned around. 



I saw the orange light from the bonfire. I knew they would be 

rejoicing. I smiled. I was blessed to have experienced the love of a 

family and have great friends. This pack was very helpful and 

inclusive, except for the few bullies who chose to pick on me. I 

always had someone to stand up for me. Either my besties or Nolan, 

the real son of my parents, who is elder to me. 

Thank you mom and dad for all the love and care. Thank you Nolan 

for the brotherly love. Thank you, Sarah and Olga. You are the best 

friends I could have ever asked for. Thank you for standing by my 

side. And thank you all for the awesome memories. But now it’s 

time for me to leave. 

I sniffled and swallowed a gasp of breath in an attempt to be brave. 

They had done so much for me. And now, it is my turn to make their 

lives easier. My heart thudded in my chest as I took timid steps back 

until I finally started to fall off the cliff.  

I felt the cold night air all over my skin. The starry night sky was 

somehow smiling at me. I knew I would land in the cold water of 

the river. And perhaps this fall would be brutal enough to erase the 

problems of those who cared for me.  

Goodbye, everyone. Goodbye mate. 

2. It couldn't be ..... 

Miles pov. 

How pathetic it was that the weakling turned out to be my mate. 

Ever since I found out that she was a human four years ago, I had 

been hoping that she was not my mate. However, being the next 

alpha in line meant that I would have to treat all the members of the 

pack with equality. So I had treated her with respect, despite her 

being a human. 

I had successfully hidden my detest towards the lower ranked 

wolves. They didn’t cause me any trouble anyway. But I just didn’t 

like them. I would consider my entire school life a success. I had 

stayed away from flings and led a respectful life, just like dad 

wanted. He had always told me that being alpha not only meant 



immense power. It also meant a lot of responsibility. And he was 

not going to tolerate me being a man HOE.  

So no girls and I patiently had to wait for my mate. 

I didn’t have any problem with that. But when I realised that 

Cassandra was my mate, I just lost all hope. I had seen so many 

times, my mother fighting beside dad. She had been that powerful 

kick-ass Luna and I had always looked up to her. To me, she was 

the most suitable kind of Luna.  

I also had always hoped that I also would get a strong Luna. But fate 

had other plans for me. I was mated to none other than the only 

human in our pack. The one who couldn’t protect herself during a 

rogue attack. What could she do during the war?  

I had seen so many times her so-called family try to protect her, just 

to keep her safe. There were numerous times that the rogues seem to 

be interested in her. As if they just wanted to get rid of her and 

finish her off. And all of us would have to work together to keep 

them away from her, although we never really understood why they 

would want to kill a mere human. 

What was she? She wasn’t even worth any of that. I felt that it was 

such a waste of energy. It would have been so much better if she 

was not there at all. I just couldn’t understand why we had to work 

to keep someone who couldn’t do anything for us safe.  

However, no matter how much I hated her and loathed the fact that I 

was mated to her when she accepted the rejection, I felt the feeling 

of my heart being ripped. The pain of being rejected. Of course, she 

wouldn’t feel it. She was human for f*fuck's sake! How could she 

feel anything related to the sacred bond of matehood?  

I hate it. Why was it that only I had to feel it? I wanted her to feel 

the pain too. So I hurt her as much as I could with my words. 

Though I didn’t mean any of it, I did tell her that it would have been 

better if she died. I know it was just downright rude, and perhaps not 

what my dad wanted me to be. But I couldn’t care less. I was 

infuriated. This bond was just unacceptable.  



I kept taking heaving breaths as I stomped out of the packhouse, 

towards the garden. After spending some time controlling myself, I 

made my way towards the bonfire. I halted a few metres away so 

that I could mask my true emotions. After putting up a happy face, 

and stretching my lips in a fake smile, I joined my group of friends, 

among them, was Nolan, Cassandra’s ‘brother’. 

I felt a little bad that I had just made her cry. But I was upset. 

Wasn’t that a good enough reason? 

“Hey, man!” he greeted, giving me the brotherly hug we always 

greet each other.  

I patted his back a couple of times, but I was too overwhelmed by 

emotions to reply to him.  

“Hey, man, congratulations. Your dad is going to announce you as 

alpha.” Castor, one of our friends, congratulated me. 

“Really?” I exclaimed, slowly forgetting what I was worried about.  

“Yeah. He just announced that he would hold the alpha ceremony 

this weekend. You better find your mate dude!” Nolan chuckled, 

grinning mischievously at me. 

“Yeah. What is an alpha without his Luna?” Castor added, grinning 

like a Cheshire cat. 

“Yeah ...just be mindful about PDA.” Nolan wiggled his eyebrows.  

Both of them burst out in laughter as they high fived. I sat down 

beside them, silently, not knowing how to react to their playful 

exchange. Normally, I would have slapped their backs or given 

them a friendly shove.  

However, right now, I was just too shaken up. How would they react 

if they knew that I had found her? That she was Cassandra, the 

human girl. And how would Nolan feel, that I had hurt the girl 

whom he had seen and loved like a little sister? He most probably 

would never forgive me for rejecting her. And if he ever found out 

that I had told her that death would be better than her being alive, he 

would want to murder me.  



I managed to let out a nervous laugh as I sat down in response. The 

two exchanged confused glances. Of course, they would know any 

change in me. They were the best friends I had all my life since we 

were little pups.  

“You okay man?” Castor asked. I could sense both pairs of eyes on 

me, searching me for answers to their questions.  

“Yeah.....” I inhaled deeply.  

“Yeah. I’m just... overwhelmed. Being alpha is big.....” I trailed off.  

That was not the real reason. But I just couldn’t say it out loud. Not 

to them. Especially not where Nolan was. Perhaps not to anyone. I 

most probably would have to live with this weird feeling for the rest 

of my life. 

“Okay, man. If you say so.” Nolan paused for some time.  

“But we are always here for you. Okay?” He smiled and patted my 

back.  

Offering a forc*d smile, I nodded. My heart thudded in my chest 

like crazy. As if something was not quite right. I had this gut feeling 

that nothing was going the way it should. That everything just took 

the wrong turn.  

“Dude....you look white!” Castor sounded worried as he handed me 

a drink.  

“Here. Maybe this would help?” he said. 

“Thanks,” I muttered as I downed the entire shot in one go. 

It burnt my throat, but it didn’t bring any consolation to my frantic 

heart. But I tried my best to mask it from everyone. I must say cool. 

I told myself as I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees.  

“Nolan!”  

His mother sounded frantic.  

“Have you seen Cassy?”  

My head shot up at once when she asked about my mate... No, my 

ex-mate. However, my heart fluttered at the mention of her. I shook 

my head.  



No. I shouldn’t be excited about her. She was rejected and I don’t 

want her. Perhaps, I would get another mate instead. 

“No...why? I thought she went to get something from the 

packhouse...” Nolan looked at her, clearly worried about Cassandra. 

“You also came back from the packhouse right? Did you see her?” 

he asked and I felt as if I could just be swallowed by the earth.  

“N...no....I. I didn’t.” I stuttered. 

“Where could she be? She is not even in the packhouse now. And 

her scent is also very faint. She surely wouldn’t take two hours to go 

to the packhouse and come back.”  

Nolan’s mother was now on the verge of tears. Her voice quivered. 

Two hours? Two hours had passed since then? I sniffed the air, 

trying to catch the alluring scent of roses that my nose seemed to 

recognise her by. She was right. It was no longer there.  

But I blamed that on our broken bond. She must be somewhere 

close by. Perhaps hiding in the trees and crying. I thought.  

“Let’s go look for her?” I suggested.  

“Yes. We must.” Nolan agreed.  

Soon all three of us were rushing through the trees. His parents and 

Cassandra’s two friends also joined us in the search. They stopped 

now and then to sniff through the air. Our wolf senses had made it 

easy to trace anyone.  

I started to feel irritated once again. This human, why in the world 

did she have to be so sensitive? Such a joyous night is being ruined 

by her. Here we are, instead of rejoicing with the rest of the pack, 

we have to run around in the woods to look for her. Stupid human.  

“Her scent is leading towards the cliff.”  

Nolan’s father informed in urgency and soon all of us were dashing 

through the forest, towards the cliff. The scent of roses was faint in 

the air. I sniffed deeply, wanting to be sure of what I was smelling.  

Yes. That was her scent. I thought rejecting her would let me stop 

being affected by it, but I guess that was not the case. My alertness 

increased and I rushed towards the edge of the cliff. Frowning, I 



stared at the water below. The white waters of the gushing river 

shimmered in the moonlight.  

I froze on my spot. Did she...... 

“Look!” Olga said, picking something up from the dirt.  

“Her phone!” she exclaimed, furrowing her eyebrows, worried and 

concerned about her friend.  

“No!” Nolan gasped.  

“My Cassy!” his mother whispered, but soon her throat seemed to 

have blocked.  

“No. We are not thinking about anything bad. She is fine. Just... 

Let’s be positive.” His father wrapped his arms around his mate, 

who was trying her best to fight against her tears.  

“Nolan! Go and check.” He requested. 

Nodding, he rushed to check the waters of the river. Not being able 

to just stay there and do nothing, I too followed him with Castor 

right behind me. Olga and Sarah also followed us. Since we were all 

wolves, it didn’t take us much time to reach our destination.  

I scanned the area, trying to look for anything, secretly hoping that 

we wouldn’t find anything here. She couldn’t have jumped off that 

cliff. There was no way a human could survive that fall.  

“Guys?” Castor’s voice caught my attention. He was holding 

something that had washed onto the shore. 

It was a shoe. I gulped.  

“No! Cassy.” Nolan’s shaky voice made my heart sink. I looked at 

my friend’s broken face.  

I heard Olga and Sarah gasp when they saw the shoe. 

“Why?” he whispered shakily, holding on to the shoe and staring at 

it, as though it was the most valuable thing he had ever possessed.  

Oh no!  

3. Gone? 

Narrator 

“She....she must be still here. She might be in the water.” Nolan’s 

voice quivered as he spoke. 



“She....she might still make it.” 

It was obvious that he was heart broken. And though he uttered 

those words, there wasn’t much hope left in it. His eyes wandered 

around. Squinting in to the moonlit water, he hoped to catch a 

glimpse of Cassy. The one who he thought was his sister, even 

though they were not really related, to him she was his little sister. 

However, there was nothing except for the ripples that made the 

water shimmer under the starry sky and the silver light of the full 

moon. There wasn’t even the slightest sign that she was there. 

“Please.....” he whispered, slowly feeling his heart sink. His voice 

was hoarse and his heart was already mourning. Mourning for the 

loss of his dearest sister. 

It was obvious that there was no way that a human could possibly 

survive that fall. Even if she did land in water, the impact would 

have been bad enough to kill her. If only she was a wolf..... 

“Can you still smell her?” Castor asked. 

Swallowing the lump that had suddenly blocked his throat, he 

sniffed the air. No. Nothing. That could only mean that she most 

probably was submerged in the river water. Or worse. She could be 

at the bottom of the river. He painfully stared at the moonlit water, 

wishing for a miracle. Praying that she suddenly jumped out of the 

river and laugh at him for falling for her pranks, just like she used 

back at home. 

“Cassy!” He shouted, though he knew that she wouldn’t answer 

him. 

“Cassy.... please.” He sobbed. “Come back.” 

His pleas slowly reduced in to a mere whisper. Sarah and Olga were 

already fighting against their own tears. They held on to each other 

for support, as they tried their best to hold back their own sobs and 

sniffles. 

Miles too sniffed the air. She was his mate. Even though their bond 

was broken, he still could sense her. The chances of him sniffing her 

out was the highest, even though they were not aware of it. He was 



certain that her scent hung in the air faintly. However, it only 

seemed to get weaker and weaker. He walked along the river, 

thinking that it was where the scent lead him, until he too lost it. 

It was gone. The alluring scent of roses was no longer in the air. 

Miles froze on his spot. She was gone for real. A sensation of deep 

regret suddenly invaded his heart. Not because he rejected her and 

not because he denied their bond. 

But because he feared that if his father ever found out what he had 

done, he might denounce him as the next alpha in line. And there 

was no way he could let that happen. Not now. Not when his father 

was ready to hand over the pack to him. 

He scanned through the trees and once again looked carefully at the 

river. It was useless. He knew that she was no longer there. She was 

gone. And perhaps it was his fault. His heart raced at that thought. 

Little beads of sweat formed on his forehead which he quickly 

wiped away. 

No! He told himself. 

It was not his fault. It was just because she was unreasonably weak 

and pathetic. She didn’t have to jump off the cliff, just because he 

rejected her. She was human, how could she feel the excruciating 

pain of being rejected. She was just being too sensitive. Heaving in 

a deep breath, he swallowed his insecurities and nodded to himself. 

Yes. He reassured himself. It wasn’t his fault. It was only her. 

Miles slowly turned around to see his friend mourn at the loss of his 

sister. Still holding on to the shoe they had found, he sobbed 

silently. Castor kept patting on his back and giving him his 

condolences. Sarah and Olga now had their faces streaming with 

tears. 

Miles slowly made his way back to them. 

“Now what?” he asked, not knowing what else to say. 

There was an awkward silence with no words exchanged between 

them. The only sound that echoed in the atmosphere was the sound 



of the little gasps of breath that escaped their lips, as they tried their 

best not to cry. 

“I....” Nolan gulped, and once again stared in the river water, as if he 

held on to the false hope of finding her alive. That he still wished for 

a miracle to happen. He looked as though he wished that this was 

just one of her pranks. 

But no. This time she was truly gone. He stepped back without 

saying a word and shifted in to his dark brown wolf, not caring 

about ripping his clothes. Right now, he couldn’t care less about 

anything. When he fully shifted, he raised his head at the moon and 

let out a heartfelt howl. The howl of pain and agony. The howl that 

confirmed the loss of a loved one. 

Olga and Sarah also followed his suite. Soon their howls filled the 

atmosphere and it reached the ears of Nolan’s parents, who were 

waiting for any news on the cliff. His mother’s tear stricken face 

darkened with fear. Her eyes widened while she felt her heart break 

in half. Nolan’s father too knew what that meant. He too felt his 

heart sink in to a bottomless pit. He felt as though the earth had 

stopped revolving. 

She was gone. 

The group of youngsters soon returned with what they had found. 

Cassy’s shoe. Nolan, in his wolf form went straight home, not 

wanting to celebrate nor talk to anyone anymore. Olga and Sarah 

too went to their homes. That left Miles to give Cassy’s shoe to the 

parents. 

He watched how their faces contorted in pain when they saw it. He 

listened to her cries that echoed throughout the atmosphere, as she 

clutched on to the last piece of memory Cassy had left for them. It 

was agonising to see a mother mourn for the loss of her child. It was 

heart wrenching. 

That was not really her own child. Miles thought. But it was obvious 

they loved her like their own. 



“I’ll....take your leave....Mr. and Mrs. Williams. Umm....my father 

must be aware of what had happened...” Miles spoke in a soft 

manner, and kept his head lowered. 

It was hard for him to look at the mourning couple. Though he never 

wanted her as his mate, he never thought that this would be the 

outcome of his actions. 

“Yes. Please inform him young alpha.” Mr. Williams nodded in 

gratitude. 

Miles paused his lips in a thin line. 

“We must still try to look for.....” 

“Her body. I know.” Mr. Williams finished. 

“I am sorry.” Miles murmured and walked away, with Castor right 

behind him. 

“Man. I am not feeling too good. I think I’ll just go home.” Castor 

said as they walked side by side. 

“Me too man. Me too.” Miles sighed and walked away, leaving the 

grieving couple behind. 

After wallowing and crying for sometime, Mr. And Mrs. Williams 

too left the scenery to go back to their home. Even though they 

knew that this night, they wouldn’t be able to have any amount of 

sleep. 

Meanwhile, in the river, Cassy’s body drifted away from where she 

had fallen. Being submerged in the water had lessened her scent that 

lingered in the air, until enough time lapsed for it to be gone 

completely. Slowly, she drifted away and washed on the river bank 

a good distance away from the water fall near the cliff. 

She looked lifeless. She was motionless. Was she dead? 

Her scent slowly started to diffuse in the air, and mix with the smell 

of the dense forest, catching the attention of the lycan king who was 

strolling in the forest. It was a norm for him to walk alone in the 

forest every night after a fateful incident eighteen years ago. That 

was the night he lost his daughter. The fateful night he lost his only 

pup in the depth of this forest. And every night ever since, he 



wandered in the trees. Hoping to find her, but in vain. However, as 

time passed, he lost hope and it became a ritual for him to walk in 

the forest near the river and remember the night he lost his only 

child. 

When the smell hit his nose, he froze. That scent was way too 

familiar to him. Wild roses. How could he smell it here at this time 

of the night? That scent only belonged to the royal females. 

Bewildered, he followed the scent. It took him to the river bank and 

to his amazement, he found the lifeless body of a young girl. A girl 

who was soaked in the river water. The scent definitely belonged to 

her. 

His breathing hitched. Could it be? Gasping, and hysterical, he ran 

over to her and rolled her over to gaze in to her innocent face. She 

looked weak and pale. But she was certainly alive. He placed his 

arms underneath her and frantically ran through the trees, wanting to 

take her to the royal infirmary. 

One question kept nudging his mind. Could it be her? Could it be 

his long lost daughter? 

4. Birth parents 

Cassy pov 

I flinched. My head was throbbing painfully and I had no idea what 

was going on. The only thing I knew was, I was in pain and I didn’t 

like it. Slowly, incoherent voices caught my attention and I realised 

that I was not alone. What was going on?  

Groaning in pain, I turned my head to a side, hoping to reduce the 

pain I was in. But it was useless. However, as time passed by, the 

voices that I heard became clearer. 

“She is waking.” I heard a soft female voice, unfamiliar to me. 

“Yes.” Another voice, equally soft and soothing. 

Where was I? That was not my mom. Nor any of my besties. They 

sounded strange. Even their accent was foreign to me. They most 

certainly were not from our pack.  



Still groaning, I tried to open my eyes, despite the pounding 

headache. However, my eyelids felt too heavy for me and it was 

hard to open them.  

“Easy princess.” The voice cooed. “You have hit your head brutally. 

Perhaps that is why you have lost consciousness. “ she said, kindly 

caressing my arm.  

Huh? Hit my head? What had happened? I tried to scrutinize my 

memory, in an attempt to realise what was going on with me. I 

remember going to the annual bonfire with my family and friends. 

And then...... I met Miles...... my mate. And then he rejected me. I 

remembered the painful moment he screamed those unbearable 

words at me. I was so disheartened that I had walked over to the 

cliff and tried to end my life then and there. 

The fall!!! I must have hit my head while I fell! But...... doesn’t it 

mean that I should be dead? A weak human like me shouldn’t be 

alive after that. I was nearly a hundred per cent certain that I 

couldn’t have survived that fall.  

The throbbing in my head increased as I tried to think, making me 

groan. The memories of my last moments flooded back to me. It 

was as though I could still hear how he screamed at me.  

I felt my heart sink at those painful memories. He had rejected me. 

In addition to that, he was cruel enough to say that I was better off 

dead. And he was right. I was better off dead.  

I felt my tears filter through my eyelashes and roll from the corners 

of my eyes, dripping onto where I was laying. Slowly I gained 

enough strength to open my eyes, however, I quickly had to shut it 

because of the blinding bright light that forced me to squeeze my 

eyes shut. After letting my eyes adjust for some time, I looked 

around.  

Everything was white. The sheets, curtains.... everything. The floor 

was tiled in pure white with golden flowery patterns on them, while 

the walls were whitewashed. It looked so......pure and clean.  



Perhaps I was dead. Maybe I am waking up in heaven. Who knew? 

My eyes landed on a slim young woman who was dressed in pure 

white dress. I stared at her delicate beauty, dumbfounded. She had 

bright blue eyes and rosy cheeks. Her burgundy hair was tied up in a 

bun. But what perfected her beauty was the smile that decorated her 

soft pink lips. Another equally beautiful lady stood beside her, 

smiling just as brightly as her friend. What differentiated both of 

them was the facial features. Everything else was the same. With 

bright green eyes and light brown hair, she looked as though she 

was a runway model.  

Wow. They looked just like angels. I gulped. Were they angels? 

Wondering, I stared at them for some time, until I gathered enough 

courage to clear my throat and speak. 

“Am I dead?” I asked, in a shaky voice, wondering what I had done 

in my life to wake up in heaven.  

The blue-eyed lady giggled in her soft melodious voice. Wow. She 

even sounds like an angel. At least she didn’t seem to be from this 

world.  

“Princess. No. You are not dead. But we are so glad we found you.” 

She replied, confusing me.  

“Yes. You were lucky to be found at that time. If much time had 

passed we might have lost you, princess.” The green-eyed one 

added. 

Why were they calling me princess and why in the world am I not 

dead yet? I had jumped off of a freaking cliff. I must be dead by 

now.  

I wanted to ask so many questions, but the headache forbade me 

from doing so. Wincing in pain, I closed my eyes.  

“Princess, your parents will be here soon. They had gone a little 

while back to attend to some important matters of the kingdom. We 

will be here with you until he returns.” One of them said after 

pausing for some time. I was too disturbed by the headache that 

seemed to get worse to realise who had spoken at the moment, 



however, my eyes flung open. Okay. Now that is more than just 

weird. What kingdom? 

“What? Lady, do you know that you don’t make any sense..... At 

all?” I asked, trying to ignore the pounding headache to the best I 

could.  

They giggled.  

“I am sorry princess. I know I don’t sound believable right now. But 

it is true. Your parents will be back soon.” She repeated and the 

other agreed by nodding her head. 

I let out a sigh and scrunched my nose. I was exhausted and in too 

much pain to deal with this.  

“Fine. But let’s get one thing straight. Number one, stop calling me 

princess, I hate that. Number two, what kingdom? My father was 

just a normal.......wolf.” I blurted out.  

“And number three. I don’t have the energy to think right now. My 

head feels as if it might explode. So let me rest and then maybe we 

can talk.” I stated.  

Smiling like a heavenly angel, the green-eyed lady nodded and took 

something that looked like an injection.  

“What are you doing?” I asked.  

“Oh, this? This is some essence that would help you fall asleep for 

some time and accelerate your healing process.” She explained.  

Oh. That was fine I guess. But why was she speaking in a strange 

accent? She sounded like she belonged to a noble family or 

something like that.  

“Who are you?” I asked after some time.  

I held back a yawn, as I tried to look into her face when she replied, 

fighting against the drowsiness that kept overpowering me. DAM 

whatever that essence was, is DAM effective.  

“I am a royal healer, your highness.” She replied.  

“What?” I whisper shouted, the drowsiness now winning over me. 

Royal healer! Holy SHT! Didn’t they treat the royal lycans only? 



I wanted to ask a lot of questions, but I was now too drowsy to do 

anything else except sleep.  

Yes... sleep....my brain was shutting down.  

“DAM!” I managed to let out a weak whisper right before I 

succumbed to the effects of the essence she injected. 

Once again I woke up in the strange white room. And this time, the 

two white ladies weren’t anywhere to be seen. I noticed that the 

headache was now completely gone. I looked around and my heart 

skipped a beat when my eyes landed on a tall, buff man staring at 

me. Unlike the pure white robes the ladies wore, this man was 

wearing a black velvet coat over a white dress shirt. His jet black 

hair was neatly combed.  

His deep brown eyes lit up when he saw that I had woken up and a 

wide smile spread across his thick lips. Gasping a little in 

excitement, he hurried towards the exit. 

“Rita, hurry! Carina had woken up!” He called out, obviously 

exhilarated.  

My eyes widened as I stared at the entrance. What the efff...... 

Carina? Who the HEL was that? I kept staring at the doorway, 

silently watching who in the world was going to come through that 

door. Who was this Carina? And why were they so ecstatic to see 

me wake up?  

“I am coming!”  

I heard a female voice shout. Okay, so that must be Rita. Frowning, 

I kept my gaze fixed at the entrance and my mouth dropped open 

when a lady stumbled inside....who looked.....just.....like me. 

My confusion only increased. I was so stunned that I had forgotten 

how to form words. It was a good thing that I was lying on a bed, 

otherwise, I would have fallen in utter shock.  

“Carina! My baby! You are back!” she was crying as she ran over to 

me, and grabbed my hand, kissing it over and over again.  

What the HEL!!!!! 



Dumbfounded, and my mouth wide open, I looked at the man, who 

was now clearly fighting against his unshed tears. He slowly walked 

over to me and put his arm around the female who was now crying 

hysterically.  

“Hello, my dear daughter. I never thought that I would find you 

after all these years.” He whispered in a shaky voice.  

Still, speechless and shocked beyond words, I gazed from the man 

and the woman. They were my birth parents????? Oh. My. God!!!!! 

“Carina......say something.” The woman whispered through her 

tears.  

My mouth closed and opened a couple of times, however, my 

tongue refused to form words for a long while.  

“How.......” I was finally able to stutter. I shook my head and 

flinched, realising that my head was injured from that fall. But then, 

I gulped. I will have to face them, right? 

“How do you know that I am your daughter? My parents....... “ I 

trailed off, thinking about the ones who I had known to be my 

parents.  

But they were not my birth parents. I looked at the woman, who I 

felt that I was an exact carbon copy of, feeling that my question 

most probably was useless. With her fair complexion, emerald green 

eyes and white-blond hair, she looked like an older version of me.  

“We knew you would ask that question.” The man said. “We also 

needed proof. So we did the DNA testing.” 

“And?” my heart raced.  

“You are our daughter Princess Carina. The one that was stolen 

from us eighteen years ago.” He explained in a solemn voice, 

handing me a rolled-up sheet of paper.  

I took it from him and scanned through the results. 99% positive. 

They were my parents. With my heart hysteric and breathing 

heavily, I trembled as I glanced at the two, who were my real 

parents.  



Once again, I felt speechless. Tears gathered in my eyes, which I 

desperately tried to blink away. This was overwhelming. Holding 

back a sniffle, I gulped.  

“Why am I not dead? I jumped off the cliff.” I croaked, still fighting 

against my tears.  

They were taken aback by my revelation, however, they were quick 

to cover it.  

“You are a royal lycan honey. Why would you die that easily?” she 

whispered kindly, tucking away a loose strand of hair behind my 

ears.  

Lycan? I stared wide-eyed at them. The tears that gathered in my 

eyes now threatened to roll out at any moment. 

“But tell us, honey. Why would you jump off a cliff?” she asked, 

and then I no longer could hold back my tears. 

5. I accept 

Cassy pov 

Tears streamed down my eyes. Should I tell them about the 

rejection? It hurt like HEL. I wouldn’t wish that on my worst 

enemy, and hence, I just couldn’t understand why this would happen 

to me. Both of them stared at me with sympathy as I cried torrents.  

Sniffling and gasping for breath, I tried to hold back my sobs. This 

has got to stop. I cannot be crying over him forever. He rejected me, 

just because he thought I was a weak human. He didn’t want to give 

our bond a chance. He never thought that there must be a reason for 

me to be mated to the future alpha of the pack.  

“Hey.” My birth mother cooed and handed me a tissue. “Easy 

honey.”  

She caressed my hair when I accepted the tissue from her. She 

offered a sad smile. I could see from her eyes how bad she was 

feeling for me. I wiped away the snot and reached out for another 

tissue. When I was finally able to control my sobs and wipe away 

my tears, I took in a deep, shaky breath and cleared my throat.  

“I.....” I sighed.  



“I thought I was human......” I whispered feeling uncomfortable to 

talk about the real issue.  

“I thought I was an odd one in a werewolf pack. Everyone else was 

better at everything than me. Training, sports, studies.... practically 

everything. So.....” 

“You were bullied? Were you picked on?” My birth father asked, 

his jaw muscles clenched with the pressures he exerted. 

I shook my head.  

“No. I mean yeah there were some mean kids at school but there 

was always someone to help me around. My besties or my 

brother.....uh...the one I thought was my brother. And my parents..... 

I mean....the ones who found me in the woods, loved me like their 

own. They took good care of me.” I smiled and I saw that he visibly 

relaxed.  

“Good. Because if they didn’t, I would have to punish them because 

they had gone against my order. It is illegal to treat beings of other 

races and species in a lowly manner just because they are different. 

They are good then. I am glad.”  

“Richard.” My birth mother rolled her eyes. “ She just woke up. 

And you are talking about laws and punishments.” She started 

shaking her head. 

I smiled, feeling a little better already.  

“No. Actually...I want to know....rules? What are you? The leader?” 

I asked, feeling lost. I was told that I was a royal lycan. Even the 

healers addressed me as a princess. But I just wanted to hear from 

them. I wanted to eliminate any doubts. 

They chuckled at my innocent question.  

“Honey. We are the royals. I am the alpha king, alpha of all alphas 

in the werewolf world and you, Carina, is my only child, and my 

successor.” My birth father stated with pride and showed me the 

tattoo on his wrist- a howling wolf, the symbol of royalty.  

“Wow.” I gasped, completely awestruck.  



“And Carina, this beautiful lady here is my chosen mate and my 

beloved, your mother Rita.” He added, smirking in her direction.  

She gasped and hit playfully on his chest.  

“Richard!” she scolded, making me giggle.  

“See. Carina doesn’t mind. She is our daughter after all. She knows 

that we must have mated.....” 

“Richard! Stop it!” my mother was now blushing fifty shades of red.  

Shaking my head, I giggled some more. Oh, I like them already.  

“Chosen mate?” I asked, furrowing my eyebrows.  

“Oh yes. We lycans get to choose our mates. We are different from 

normal werewolves. They have fated mates, but we get to choose 

them.” Mother explained.  

“Oh,” I murmured. “But I had a mate......” I started feeling confused. 

I kept my eyes lowered, as my frown deepened as I thought about it. 

If that is so, why was I mated to him?  

“Well, there are rare cases where a lycan is mated to a werewolf. 

But that is very rare.” Mother informed me.  

I kept fiddling with the sheet that covered my body. So my case was 

a rare one, huh?  

“Where is this mate of yours then?” My father asked.  

“He rejected me,” I told them smugly. I could feel my throat 

tightening once again. 

“WHAT!!!” he roared, making the entire place rumble with the 

force of his roar.  

But I was already lost in my dilemma. I fought hard against my 

unshed tears as I forbade my sobs from escaping my lips. No! I was 

not going to cry over him anymore. He rejected me and that was his 

loss. That was what I wanted to believe.  

“Richard, calm down. Our baby needs us.” I heard the magical voice 

of my birth mother, which could soothe my aching heart. Well, at 

least I now had them in my life. 

I pouted, wishing that things turned out a little different for me. 

Perhaps it would have been better if I wasn’t mated to him. But 



then, I wouldn’t have found my birth parents. Or perhaps I would 

have been better off if I wasn’t kidnapped from them, as they had 

claimed just now.  

But then, I wouldn’t have known such an awesome family and great 

besties. Sighing, I accepted my fate. Whatever had happened must 

have happened for a reason. Once again, I conquered my fears and 

faced my parents. I will be stronger. I don’t need to cry over 

someone who disregarded my importance. I told myself.  

“Actually....how was I stolen from you?” I asked, wanting to deviate 

the subject.  

My father sighed and my mother smiled sadly.  

“We conceived after a long time. We had lost hope but when we 

found out that we were being blessed by the heavens, we were both 

over the moon. And let’s say that there was someone jealous about 

it. He wanted the throne for himself but with you in the picture, that 

wasn’t going to happen. So he.....”  

“Kidnapped me.....” I finished the sentence for him.  

He nodded. A lone tear slowly rolled out of his eye as he continued.  

“I swear I followed him. But he was too fast. When I caught up, he 

had already got rid of you and I was too late.....” he gulped, 

obviously finding it hard to continue.  

My mother too was crying silent tears. I felt my own eyes swell as I 

listened.  

“I...I was so angry that I beat him up and left him to die in the 

woods. I went to look for you but you weren’t there. And since you 

were just an infant, there was no way I could smell you out, we 

lycans are completely human before we turn.” He explained. 

Turn? Humans before that? Wow, that explained a lot of things. So 

that was why I was seen as a human my whole life.  

“Wow,” I whispered, as a lot of things slowly fell into place.  

“Turn? When do we turn?” I asked, now curious and eager to know 

more about it.  



“Well, once you turn eighteen, your turning process will be 

triggered. You will slowly start to release the scent of a royal. And 

that is when we start training our royals for the throne. But by the 

time you turn nineteen, your lycan will wake up and you can 

communicate with her in your mind. And then within that year, you 

will be able to shift. It is a slow process because lycans are majestic 

creatures. She must be hibernating right now, but when she wakes 

up she will be your best friend.” Mother explained.  

“Cool. Do you also communicate with your lycans?” I asked, unable 

to hide my curiosity.  

“Yes, dear.” She chuckled.  

“Wow. I want to meet your lycans.” I expressed my interest, finally 

able to find the courage to smile genuinely. 

“Not now honey. But we will. They too are eager to finally meet 

their pup.” Father informed me. “Right now, you need to rest. You 

have had a bad fall. Heal so we could focus on the future.” He 

stated.  

“Okay.” I smiled in contentment.  

“One more thing honey. By birth, you are the heir to the throne. Do 

you accept it?” Father asked, smiling kindly.  

I frowned and then smiled.  

“Do you think I can do it?” I inquired. 

“Of course honey. You are strong. That I can see.” Mother urged, 

making me smile. After giving it some thought, I nodded with 

determination.  

“I accept.”  

Their faces broke into wide grins. My mother continued to caress 

my hair, and my father kept looking at me with pride.  

"So when do we start?" I asked knowing that I had to learn a lot of 

things if I were to become the next leader.  

When they looked at me with confusion, I shrugged.  

"The training?"  



"As soon as you heal," he answered. His forehead wrinkled into a 

deep frown as he tapped his hand on his chin as though he was in 

deep thought. 

"Carina, where did the werewolves find you? The ones who brought 

you up? Do you know?" he asked eagerly.  

"Oh, I was told that they found me wrapped in a pink blanket in the 

woods. They thought I was an abandoned baby so they took me to 

their pack and asked the alpha for permission to look after me." I 

explained. 

He nodded in understanding. I could see a mixture of emotions on 

his face. He let out a deep sigh.  

"I wish I found you." chuckling, he responded.  

"I am here now, and won't leave your side," I promised.  

"Just one thing. If I ever meet the family that brought me up, let me 

honour them and please accept them as my adoptive family." I 

requested. Their eyes lit up.  

"Of course we would. We wouldn't be able to thank them enough 

for looking after our girl." Father nodded as my mother responded to 

my request.  

Smiling, I closed my eyes. Perhaps my life was finally turning in the 

right direction. 

6. Futile Search 

Miles pov. 

My heart pounded as I waited at the river bank for any news. Our 

divers were trying their best to find anything related to her. There 

were a million times that my conscience kept telling me that it was 

my fault that she jumped off the cliff. But I refuse to believe that.  

Maybe she didn’t jump. Maybe she fell off the cliff. Maybe she 

decided to get too close to the edge and fell. Yeah. Why should I 

think the worst? Honestly, I never wanted that to happen. I just 

didn’t want her to be connected to me in any way.  

So far, we have got her other shoe, and a red jacket, the one she was 

wearing that night. But nothing else. Gulping anxiously, I looked at 



the concerned face of her family. Mrs Williams had insisted that she 

come and watch the search. Her mate held her close, and both of 

them eagerly watched the foaming waters of the river. Nolan too 

didn't look away. All three pairs of eyes were glued to the river 

water, as our skilled team of divers tried their best to find anything 

related to Cassandra, the human girl. 

My father had a continuous frown pasted on his forehead. Though 

she was a mere human, he saw her as a normal pack member. He 

never discriminated against any other species regardless of them 

belonging to a weaker kind. And from what I had learnt recently, it 

was against the law to do that. Perhaps that was the reason why my 

father and Nolan’s father treated her like one of us.  

That didn’t matter anyway. I didn’t mind treating other species with 

respect. I just didn’t want a weak mate. Especially not a human, who 

would never have any special powers. Even the wizards would have 

the power to do something, even though they weren’t physically 

strong.  

Well, I guess I shouldn’t worry about being bound to her anymore. 

But....where is her body? If she drowned, her body must be around 

somewhere, right? Our divers had been trying their best for the past 

three hours with no success. A team of our warriors had gone 

searching along the river bank, to check if her body had washed on 

the shore anywhere. Another team led by her best friends had gone 

searching through the woods, just in case.  

But we had found nothing. I could see that our wolves were 

exhausting themselves. I mean, it had been three long hours, yet we 

had found nothing, except a shoe and a jacket. I looked at my father, 

wondering if I should suggest calling the search off. It was useless 

anyway. Our wolves had done their best already.  

“Dad?” I called, after some time.  

“Hmm?” he answered, not taking his eyes off the water.  



“Don’t you think they are getting tired?” I asked, pointing to a diver 

who had just walked up to the shore and slumped onto the sand 

back, apparently dead tired from the intense search in the water.  

He looked at the diver and then at those who were still in the water 

and let out a deep sigh.  

“They are....” he whispered sadly, his expression drastically 

changing from pure determination to utter despair. He looked as 

though he had accepted defeat.  

My heart pinched painfully. It was hurtful to see my father 

accepting failure. A strong, determined alpha, someone I had never 

seen accept defeat, had suddenly done exactly that. I gulped, feeling 

a little angry at that human girl.  

Why did she have to walk all the way to the cliff just because I 

rejected her? All of this is because of her weakness.  

“I guess I have to call the search off.” He murmured under his 

breath, looking at the setting sun. He walked over to the family who 

had looked after her as their own. Wanting to know what he was 

saying, I followed him. 

“Jonathan, I’m sorry......” my father trailed off. I guess he was 

finding it hard to say that he gave up.  

I saw how the already gloomy faces of Mr And Mrs Williams wilt. 

Deep sighs were heard. Silent tears rolled down. I saw how Mrs 

Williams trembled as she held on to her mate’s hand.  

“It is okay alpha. We understand.” Mr Williams answered in a 

hushed whisper, barely audible. “The sun has almost set. We have 

tried.” He added.  

“How I wish I could have stopped her.” Mrs Williams sobbed. Her 

voice quivering. “How I wish I .....” she sobbed.  

“I thought she wouldn’t do it. I wish she told us what hurt her so 

bad......” more tears wet her face.  

“Mom.” Nolan croaked. Obviously, he was completely heartbroken.  

Mrs Williams wrapped her arms around him and simply cried on his 

shoulders.  



“I also miss her....real bad.” He added, his eyes lowered. His eyes no 

longer had the mischievous sparkle they always had. Her death had 

completely changed him.  

“Don’t you ever leave me, Nolan?” Her mother whispered.  

Pausing my lips, I looked at dad. This was just too hard to watch. 

Why was losing someone, not even their relative so hard for them? 

It was a pity that this search was futile, but still....... 

“We are calling our search teams to prepare to go back to our pack,” 

Father stated, in a sympathetic, yet professional way.  

“Yes of course alpha. Honey, let’s go home.” Nolan’s father said, 

putting his hand on his mate’s shoulder.  

“Nolan?” she looked at him as if asking if he was coming with her.  

“I’ll go with Miles.” He replied and the two went on their way.  

We stood at the riverbank, side by side until father managed to 

gather all the wolves who had gone to search for her. He had sent 

them a mind link so that they would know that it is time for them to 

come back.  

“I wish I had gone with her.” Nolan suddenly stated, still staring 

into the water. I snapped my head at him. 

“Huh?”  

“I swear I had convinced her that we loved her and wanted her 

around when she tried to leave a few years back. I am DAM sure 

that something must have happened for her to suddenly jump off the 

cliff. I wonder what happened.” Nolan frowned as 
 


