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Chapter 26 Mind readers

Days melted into nights and my memory only stores all of it as a haze of walking,
arguing, and more walking.

The forest was getting thicker, the trees and vines blocking our path— it’s not even a
path actually, just a zig-zag go through. So | guess it’s our fault for doing this, not theirs.

“Goddess, this is infuriating,” | grumble as | push vines out of my view and stagger
behind Luke

How the hell can he walk through here?

“Stop grumbling and focus,” He calls back “The roots are protruding out of the ground.”
“What's next? Apes throwing rocks at us?”

‘I doubt it. The forest was cleared of most animals for the Hunt.”

| roll my eyes but don’t say anything, as | do so, my gaze lands on a bright red feather
ball on one of the lower branches of a tree.

“‘Aww, just look at that adorable— eeek!”

My foot catches in something and | lose my balance, falling towards the earth, | clench
my eyes to brace myself for the fall but before that could happen, something pulls me
back upright.

Luke doesn’t let go of my arms even when I've straightened, causing a tingly feeling
where his skin touches mine.

Does he feel that too? Am | being hormonal? Is it the air?

“I told you to be careful,” He says, nodding his chin towards the ground where a root
was protruding out

“| got distracted,” | pull away from him, unable to bear the tingles

But when | attempt to do that, a sharp pain up my ankle causes me to stop with a hiss. |
lift my foot and to my horror, see a bruise winking at me.

Luke steadies me again, furrowing his eyebrows he stares at my ankle that’s already
starting to swell “Do you think you can walk?”




| give him a look “I'm going to pretend you didn’t say that.”
“But we can stop here,” he looks at our surroundings

“Oh yes, | can float in the air.”

“Hazel, let me think.”

“No really, just watch,” | close my eyes and strike a yoga pose by connecting my
thumbs and forefingers “Oom—

work damn thing— oom.”

With a sigh, Luke lets go of me, | wobble and lean against a tree. He simply turns his
back at me before crouching down.

“Are you...” | stare at his back in disbelief “Are you going to give me a back ride?”
“If you're done processing that, hurry up,” he says, his voice irked

| bite my bottom lip not to grin like an idiot. Who knew I'd see the day Alpha Luke
Winters gives me a back ride?

But like the decent little girl I am, | simply climb on and don’t tease him. See?
Generosity.

Luke stands up, with a slight squeal of surprise, | put my arms around his neck, my legs
already wrapped around his waist.

“‘Goddess, are you trying to choke me?” Luke says “And what do you eat?”

For a moment | think of tightening my arms around his neck. | don’t weigh that much!
What would he do if he had a

male companion?

‘| eat whatever the hell you eat,” | huff “And it's not much.”

“Thankfully,”
| really should strangle him.

Luke starts walking, all four bags held in his hands. The man is made of steel, I'm telling
you.

ADVERTISEMENT




Or cursed.

| shake those thoughts out of my head and focus on the scenery. With a jolt, | realize
how high | am. Everything looks so different from up here. Like the sunlight is a little
closer, the lower boughs of trees are within reach. The uneven earth is far below.

Thankfully, we reach a clearer area so the tree vines aren’t slapping our faces anymore.

This is so much better than walking. Luke might complain but he doesn’t seem tired. A
mischievous giggle escapes

my mouth.

*kk

“What are you up t0?” Luke asks sus***iously

“Luke, if | sprain my ankle every day, will you carry me all the time?” | ask cheekily
“‘No, I'd make you crawl.”

“Better savor this then,” mindlessly | lower my chin

My skin brushes against his hair and my eyes widen.

“Oh my moon,” | straighten instantly “How the hell is your hair so soft?”

“‘Better genes,”

| ignore his remark “It's probably softer than mine!”

| unwrap one arm from around his neck and brush my fingers through his hair. Oh
moon, | need to know what

conditioner this man uses.

“What are you doing?” Luke snaps, his shoulders stiffen and he comes to halt
“What?” | ask in confusion

“Stop being distracting, Hazel.”

“I'm afraid | can’t do that.”

“Then I'm afraid | can’t carry you anymore.”

| fake gasp “You wouldn'’t,”




Luke turns his head just the slightest bit, barely enough to let me have a glimpse of his
dark blue eyes.

“Is that a challenge?”

Somehow | know it'll be really bad if | say yes. So | simply gesture to zip my mouth.
The barest smirk crosses his face “That’s what | thought.”

| huff silently. Arrogant a**hole.

Though my back aches, | keep myself straight, avoiding any more physical contact than
necessary. Then | feel a little sting on my neck.

“Ouch,” | say under my breath

My hand reaches towards my neck, prepared to ward off a mosquito but brushes
against something else.

| pluck it out and stare wide-eyed at the needle that comes into my view. More like the
trone of a wild plant.

“‘Luke,” | say, feeling my head starting to spin

“l told you not to disturb me, Hazel.”

| wave the needle in front of his eyes, he stops.

“What the...” Luke takes it from my hand
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“It struck me,” | blink several times, Luke’s several heads come in and out of focus
“What?” Luke unwraps my arms from around his neck and | step down on one leg
| sway on my feet— or foot, holding onto him for support “| don’t feel so good.”

“Hazel, what do you mean it struck you?” Luke asks

| open my mouth but only a big yawn comes out. Before | could speak again, three
similar needles strike Luke in the neck and arm.

“Just like that,” | mumble

And | pa** out.




Muffled voices reach my ears, not making sense. My eyes feel like they’re weighted
down by tons of sand. With a herculean effort, | pry my eyes open. My blurry view clears
the outline of the roof above my head and it comes into focus.

Wait, roof?

Though my limbs feel sluggish, | turn my head to take in my surroundings. A bare room
with no window. | try to move my hands but feel them tied at my back. Goddess, not this
again.

It takes me a moment to realize the worst part of this situation.

Where’s Luke?!

Panic settles in my stomach and | force my legs to work and stand up. with a hiss, |
realize my ankle is still swollen.

It means it hasn’t been long.
| limp towards the door and press my ear to it. | don’t hear anything but muffled voices.
Should | call out? Is Luke even here? Who else is?

Don’t be dumb, Elise. If you make any sound whoever your captors will know you’re up.
what are you going to do then?

| worry my bottom lip, raking my head for any idea to get the hell out.

My captors are mind readers since the next moment, the door clicks open, | stumble
away from it.

Two hooded figures stride in and grab me by the arms.

“Whoa, hey,” | say as they start dragging me out “Into manhandling much?”

They don’t answer me. | squint my eyes to fight the bright light as we go outside. My
eyes adjust to the brightness and | realize we’re in a small hall, dark hooded figures all
around.

“Are you going to sacrifice me now?” my eyes become the size of the moon “Trust me
that’'s a bad idea. | haven'’t been a very pious soul. And I’'m a wolf. You should try a goat
or something.”

“Well, well,” a feminine voice reaches my ears “Isn’t she a chatty one?”




My eyes snap towards a figure with a blood-red cloak, sticking out like a sour thumb in
the parade of black.

With a manicured, pale hand, the woman tugs off the hood, and | stare at her in
disbelief. That’s probably the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen in my life.

Coming from someone as straight as a pole, that's something.

“A little girl,” the woman c***s her head, her rippling black hair follows the movement
“I’'m surprised. | thought this was a men’s game.”

“What can | say,” | try to ignore the bad vibe coming from her “I'm a feminist.”

The woman turns to the hooded figure to her left “Where’s the other one?”

“My apologies, my Lady,” the man bows so deep | think he’s going to topple off “He was
being... problematic. And you forbade us to use magic on them. He’s still in the

containing room.”

With a rush of relief, | realize they’re talking about Luke. If he’s being difficult, it means
he’s okay.
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“‘Hmm,” the woman taps a finger to her sharp chin “Very well. I'll deal with him.”

She gestures at the hooded figures holding me before she starts walking and they drag
me after her, my ankle throbbing painfully.

Soon enough, we reach one of the other doors in the hallway, the thick metal door
dented as if someone’s been hitting

it with a hammer from the inside.

A loud metallic bang! reaches my ears and another dent forms on the metal. | cringe.
No, not a hammer.

“Settle down!” one of the hooded figures yells “Our leader wants to talk to you!”

A moment of silence pa**es, hesitantly, the man unlocks the thick metal door. The
woman in red strides inside and

I’'m shoved in as well.

It takes me a moment to take in the sight in front of me.




Luke is sitting on a chair, arms crossed across his chest, booted feet on the table in
front of him. As if he’s not a prisoner here but a gang leader who has come to collect his
share of the scrub.

The moment his gaze meets mine, he stands up, eyeing the two figures holding me.

The woman in red walks up to him, her grey eyes go up and down his frame
appreciatively. She c***s her head thoughtfully.

“I hear you were being a handful for my guards, Alpha.” She says

Luke keeps his eyes on her for a moment. Then his lips curve up in a slow charming
smirk.

“I'm not used to obeying,” he swiftly takes her hand in his and presses a kiss to her
knuckles “But if you had come, | think things would’ve been smoother.”

| stare at him, mouth hanging open as the woman laughs in a soft, highbrow way.
“Quite the charmer, aren’t you?” She arches a perfect brow

“‘Alpha Luke Winters at your service,” Luke’s smirk turns into a smile “You must be
Rebecca Everette.”

Wait, he knows her?!
“You've heard of me?” Rebecca asks, mildly surprised

“Of course,” Luke shrugs modestly “| knew that if | come across a devilishly beautiful
woman on this Hunt, it'll be you.”

Rebecca pulls her hand away and gives him a playful shove “You don’t look so bad
either Alpha.”

“‘Miss Everette, Rebecca if | may?” Luke asks politely “If we are going to talk, I'd prefer it
somewhere where my companion is not tied and the room is bright enough to illuminate
your features perfectly.”

“‘Hmm,” Rebecca’s eyes slid across his face and come to mine. She looks at Luke again
and smiles “Of course.”

“Lead the way,” Luke gestures towards the door

Rebecca walks past me towards the door and Luke follows, ignoring me like | don’t
exist. That bloody b******,




My guards help me limp outside as well. Someone had brought our bags into the hall. |
breathe a sigh of relief. Whoever these people are, | think they’re letting us go.

“Let me take care of that for you,” Rebecca pulls out a stick from her cloak, grey quartz
gleaming at the base, and waves it

Our luggage catches fire and before my very eyes, reduces to nothing.

My wide eyes meet Luke’s. His face is unreadable, but | notice the tension in his
shoulders.

Rebecca slides her arms around his “Now we can talk without worrying about you
leaving.”

She smiles at him, like a tigress baring her teeth prettily. What she says next tells me
they do not mind readers after all.

“Welcome to the witch’s den.”
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| glare at the two people sitting on the sofa in front of me.

Rebecca laughs again as if Luke just said the funniest thing in the world, while all he
said is;
“So you were planning to kill us?”

“It's part of the Hunt,” She waves a dismissive hand “But I've changed my mind now.”

She runs a single finger through his hair and Luke smiles at her. The b****** smiled! He
was snapping at me all the damn time!

| huff and cross my arms. My eyes run over the lounge we’'re sitting in an attempt to

ignore them. A calendar hangs from the high roof, the furniture is a charade of white,
gold, and red. The cookies that were put on the table in front of us are gone, leaving
only the crums as a sign that they were ever there.

The spectacular work was due to yours truly, since Luke was busy charming Rebecca
and she was busy pretending to not be interested while her hands seemed to think
otherwise.

See who the b**** is here?




“‘Even Darcie was better than you,” | mutter to myself

“Come, I'll show you to your room,” Rebecca takes Luke’s hand and stands up “You
must be exhausted.”

With a nod, he stands up and lets her guide him towards the spiral stairs. Both ignoring
me. If | could grow! right now,

| would. Gritting my teeth, | quickly follow after them. The only thing | appreciate about
being here is that they healed my ankle.

Rebecca is the leader of the witch coven that lives in this part of the forest and they’re
paid by the Alpha

Supreme to help in making the Hunt all the more bloody. Isn’t he a kind guy?

We reach a brightly lit hallway on the second floor. The witches and warlocks give way
as Rebecca pa**es through.

It's the sort of respect Lycanthropes give to their Alphas.
Why the hell are all the leaders so s***ty?
She stops by a room at the far left.

‘I hope you’ll be comfortable.” Rebecca bats her dark lashes at Luke “If you want
anything, my room is just to the right.”

“I'll be sure to keep that in mind.” Luke winks

Luke Winters just winked at her. No, that’s just crazy, impossible! Maybe there was
something in his eye?

Then why is he bloody smirking?

| clear my throat loudly, causing the two love birds to finally acknowledge my existence.
| cross my arms, shifting my weight on one foot.

“And where is my room?” | raise an eyebrow

“Oh,” Rebecca looks taken aback “I'm sorry, but the other guest rooms are being
repainted. Maybe we can adjust you somewhere in the lounge?”

“‘Don’t worry yourself on her behalf,” Luke says “She can share a room with me.”

Rebecca suddenly realizes she has made a mistake and quickly tries to make amends.




“‘Now that | think of it,” she says as though trying to remember “Maybe we do have a
room on the third floor. Come on...”

She trails off and stares at me, | offer her a sarcastic smile “Elise.”

She nods before she gestures me to follow. My eyes meet Luke’s once, waiting for
some sort of explanation but all he says is;

“Stay alert.” Before he disappears into his room
| stay rooted to my spot as the door closes, feeling a little twist in my heart.

That’s it? no explanation, no apology? Shaking my head, | try to swallow the lump in my
throat and turn to jog after

Rebecca who’s already at the next staircase.
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We walk silent and soon enough we reach the third floor but Rebecca doesn’t stop there
and turns to the next staircase. Furrowing my brows in confusion, | follow behind. We

stop when the stairs end at a door in the roof.

Rebecca opens it and climbs inside.

When | peek my head up, | realize where we are. The attic.

“‘Hmm, you could adjust here.” Rebecca says “I'll tell someone to put a mattress here.”

| stare at her, fighting the urge to bash her head against the wall. Cool it, Elise, this
woman is in charge here. Just breathe.

So | try my best to smile even though | know it'll probably only be a grimace as | say;
“Thank you.”

“Always welcome to help those less blessed than me,” She tosses her mane of black
hair over her shoulders

She walks past me and starts climbing down when something hits my head.
“Wait!” She looks over her shoulder, almost bored “What about the bathroom?”

“The third floor is for the servants, anyone would be glad to let you borrow.” She walks
awa




B.r.e.a.t. h. e.

“Why are you getting so worked up?” | mumble to myself, rubbing my temple “You've
endured worst. Stop being such a brat.”

Though my sour mood doesn’t subside much, | try to focus on the bright side as | push
away all the stuff in the attic towards a corner. The big circular window on the east looks
over the whole forest from such height, it looks tiny. My

the head doesn’t bump against the roof despite its slant due to my short frame.

| find a broom and quickly dust off the floor when someone knocks on the door on the
floor.

| open it to come face to face with a boy about my age. His big violet eyes stare at me,
curiosity obvious on his features.

“Yes?” | inquire

“Are you Elise?” he blinks animatedly

My lips tug upward “That’s me.”

“Ms. Everette asked to drop off a mattress here for you,” he says

The only problem we face, it that the door is too small for the mattress. So we do the
obvious.

“A little more,” | wheeze out, throwing my whole weight trying to squeeze the mattress

The boy, Filipe, squeezes it from his side and gives it a shove upward. | fall on my
behind from the impact of it flipping to its original shape as it pops up.

“We did it!” | grin, breathing heavily

“Thank Merlin,” Filipe comes up and lays flat on his back, an arm over his eyes
“Why can’t you use magic in here again?” | ask

“Ms. Everette has forbidden it unless necessary.” He says, sitting up

His violet eyes roam the attic before meeting my gaze, he smiles, a surprisingly
charming dimple on his left cheek.

“You cleaned up nice,” Filipe says




“Nothing an omega couldn’t pull off,” | get up and dust my clothes, | nod towards the
mattress “Help me put in in place?”

Filipe gets up as well “Of course.”
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He helps me lay it near the window. | observe the tainted gla**, mindlessly brushing my
fingers on it when | feel someone’s gaze on me. | look back and catch Filipe’s stare. His

cheeks turn pink.

“l didn’t mean to stare,” he holds up his hands in universal surrender “It just, I've never
met a werewolf who wasn’t,

you know, dead or trying to kill us.”
| shrug with a small smile “That’s fine. I've never met a warlock before either.”

“So,” Filipe rocks on the heels of his feet “You want to look around and maybe answer a
few questions | have?”

“Why the hell not?” | grin brightly

We spend the next two hours going around the coven mansion and the area around it.

First, we stay at the mansion as | answer all of Filipe’s quires wholeheartedly, laughing
at how ridiculous most were.

“Do you hate vegetarians?”

‘Do werewolves shed hair in wolf form?”

“Do you hear a voice in your head?”

‘Do mated werewolves make out all the time?”

“Do you die single if you don’t find your mate?”

After sating his curiosity, we go out of the mansion. There were a few houses here and
there, meant to accommodate some of the more powerful witches or warlocks. |
observe the place keenly, keeping in mind every detail Filipe tells me when | spot a

small warehouse-type building beside the meeting hall we were kept in.

“What's in there?” | ask




“Mostly random stuff,” Filipe shrugs “Some stuff from the other compet**ors we
captured.”

“Others?” my throat goes dry

Filipe shifts uncomfortable on his feet “Look Elise, nothing personal. It’s just how this
thing goes.”

| shake my head “It’s fine. | think your leader won'’t hurt us.”

“Tell you what,” Filipe looks sideways as if making sure no one’s near, then he leans
forward to whisper “Ms.

Everette is a little werewolf crazy.”
“What do you mean?” | furrow my brows

“She adores how loyal and possessive they are towards loved ones.” Filipe shakes his
head like a disappointed doctor

“Then why didn’t she keep alive the werewolves she caught before us?” | ask

“They weren’t too good looking,” Filipe says “Besides, your partner is quite the
charmer.”

| wanted to snort. Charming? Please.

When we go back inside, | see the ‘charming’ Luke still charming Rebecca. | narrow my
eyes at them, laughing and smiling in the lounge-like they have nothing better to do. |
turn my face away and make my way toward the kitchens.

Goddess, I'm famished.

In the kitchen | see a woman humming to herself, waving a wad with a bright ruby at the
base. Things float in the air.

| stare open-mouthed as a whisk mixes something in a bowl, a frying pan sizzles
something that smells mouthwatering, the dishes arrange on a trolley.

As if sensing my presence, the woman looks over her shoulder, her bright amber eyes
settle on me. She lowers her

wand and everything settle down gently, she smiles.
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“Hello, dear,” she says “Do you need something?”

| find myself returning her smile “Just wondering if | can get something to eat.”
“Of course, come in,” she ushers me inside “What would you like?”

“‘Anything really,” | exhale a laugh

She walks towards the fridge and fishes through it while | seat myself on the kitchen
island. The plump woman with amber eyes hands me a tub of ice cream.

| look at it like it's a gorgeous male model.
“Thank you!” | say as | take the tub of half-full mint and chocolate chip ice cream

“No need,” the woman gives me a sp*** “It’s rare to find anyone in the kitchen but
myself.”

“I'm Elise, by the way.” | smile at her

“Nice to meet you,” she says as she waves her wand again, | notice a tiny thread of
sliver slip out of it, holding everything up and making them move “My name is Martha
Johns, head of the kitchen department.”

“Is there anything | can help with?” | ask, swallowing a mouthful of icecream

‘I can handle it,” Martha says with a chuckle

As | watch her work, | can’t help the wave of homesickness that crashes over me.
Sitting on the kitchen island as

Mom and Morgan made food since I'd always end up breaking something.
| suddenly feel less hungry.

| hear someone laughing, | look up at Rebecca as she enters, Luke following behind
her.

“Martha, is everything ready?” She asks, underlying authority in her voice

“Everything is ready, My Lady,” Martha says, looking at the food trolley for any sign of
imperfection

“Good,” Rebecca says “Luke and | will have dinner in my room.”

“Very well, My Lady,” Martha bows her head in a nod




| feel my grip on the ice cream tub tighten, my eyes narrow as Luke doesn’t spare me a
glance before leaving with her.

A familiar ache in my chest makes me curse under my breath.

Why am | feeling so, so... rejected? It's not like Luke, or any other guy for that matter,
ever paid special attention to me other than when they want something. | know not to
expect anyone to be kind or good to me for no motive but somehow, for some soon
forsaken reason, this hurts.

“You like him.”

My eyes snap towards Martha. She’s giving me a knowing smile, her eyes crinkled. |
feel blood rush to my face.

“Werewolves have soul mates,” | mumble “We’re not supposed to like others.”
“Werewolves have hearts too, don’t they?”

‘I don’t like Luke.” | shake my head “I'm just worried about getting out of here.”
Martha offers me a small shrug “As you say dear, but my eyes see something else.”
She takes the trolley out, leaving me alone in the kitchen with my pestering thoughts.
| look hard at the ice cream tub in my hands.

| do not like anyone. Especially not Luke Winters.
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| always hated being a light sleeper. The slightest sound can shake my slumber. But
you see I’'m stubborn and so, | try to ignore the sounds and sleep again.

| shuffle in the sheets, ignoring the creaking of the wooden floor under someone’s feet.
Wait....

| open my eyes just a little, there’s no one in my line of sight. When my eyes move away
a bit, they widen. | scramble away from the dark figure looming over me. | open my
mouth to scream the whole mansion down but a hand closes around it, the feel of it is

oddly familiar.

| smell him before | can make out his features. The scent of coffee and pine trees.




“‘Don’t scream,” Luke crouches down so we're on eye level

| shove his hand away and glare at him.

“You almost gave me a heart attack!” | say in a furious whisper

My eyes adjust to the dark and | see Luke raising an eyebrow. For some reason, his
being here is bothering me. After ignoring me the whole day, he thinks he can just come
to me in the dark of the night? When no one can see him talking to me?

“What do you want?” | cross my arms

For a moment Luke stares at me, face unreadable and eyes thoughtful, then he settles
down on the mattress, forming a dip in it.

“Well?” | narrow my eyes

“Everette said they didn’t burn the luggage of every team they captured,” he says “That
means there’s still a map here somewhere. If we ever want to get out, we need the

map.

| raise my brows at him. Everette, huh? Not ‘Oh my beautiful love’? and he does want to
get out of here. Interesting,

| thought he’d found himself a home.

| decide to be professional and think of what he just told me. Something clicks in my
head.

“The warehouse,” | snap my fingers, “Filipe told me that’'s where they’re keeping stuff
they took from other compet**ors.”

Luke nods, but the sudden hardness of his features doesn’t go unnoticed by me.
“And who is Filipe?”

Just as he says that the devil himself comes to me and whispers in my ear; ‘Time for
payback.’

| smile shyly and lower my face, making a great show of tracing my finger along with the
sheets.

“He helped me settle up here,” | say like the demure maiden | am “And he also gave me
a tour around the mansion and the perimeter.”

| look up at Luke’s constipated face with innocent, big eyes and a smile.




“He’s nice to me,” | say
Briskly, Luke stands from his seat “Good to know you find admirers everywhere.”

He walks towards the door on the floor “You'll have to search the warehouse, I'll keep
Everette distracted. Tell me if you find the map.”
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“What about everything else?” | ask “Food? Weapons?”

“I'll take care of that,” Luke opens the door but doesn’t go down
“‘What is it?” | move out of bed and walk towards him

When | peek down, | realize what exactly it is. Two people in the hallway are practically
devouring each other.

Goddess, at least get a room you two.
“If they saw me, we're damned.” Luke closes the door

“Maybe they won’t notice?” | offer

Luke gives me a look. | spread out my hands and shrug, partial apology, partial
confusion.

“You can just wait until they’re gone,” | say

“Everette said she’d come to ‘collect’ me for breakfast.” Luke gets up and goes towards
the window “It's almost dawn.”

He opens the tainted gla** and | shudder a bit as the cold air whips inside.
“You can’t possibly jump from here, can you?” | glance down at the earth far below
“Can’t I?” Luke says, his face calculating

“Well, even if you manage to have all of your limbs intact, what are you going to say to
the guards near the front door?” | ask

“I'll make something up,” Luke rolls his shoulders

| look away from him “Maybe you can say you went for a morning jog while they dozed
off?”




From the corner of my eyes, | see a faint smile touch his lips “Not a bad idea.”
Something warm presses against my cheek, making breath hitch in my throat.
“Stay safe,” Luke’s lips brush against my skin

| dare to blink and he’s gone. | stick my head out of the window and stare down. Luke’s
dusting off his clothes,

perfectly fine. | let out a breath of relief.

My cheek still tingles when | close the window, my face too warm for my liking. Stay
safe, he said.

| shake my head. Get a grip, Elise! That’s all the things he says! Stay focused, stay
alert, stay safe. It's nothing to overthink!

| eat breakfast in the kitchen with Martha and afterward head towards the warehouse.
Unluckily, there are too many people outside so | head back to the mansion. | don’t
want to risk sus***ion.

The day pa**es as blur of talking to Filipe, trying to ignore just how much Luke and
Rebecca flirt and helping

Martha is in the kitchen.

Thank moon I’'m not going to be near when Luke finds his mate. | can’t bear people
flirting so openly.
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People? Or just—

| cut off my train of thought. Nope. Not going to think stupid stuff.

Nearly at sunset, | head outside again, telling the guards | only want to take a walk
around.

| casually walk towards the warehouse and take a moment to make sure no one is near.
| push the big wooden door,

thanking the moon it’s open. | close it behind me as | enter.
The warehouse resembles an old barn. Broken furniture, dry gra**, and dust covering

everything and barrels of something | suspect to be grain. I look through the objects,
narrowing my eyes to see better in the dim light.




| spot something in the farthest corner, behind an old settee with protruding springs. A
few bags.

| hurriedly make my way towards them and start shuffling through. Men’s clothes, food
that’s gone bad, and sleeping bags. No weapons. No map.

‘Damn it,” | shove back the shirt | had lifted
Something brushes against my hand as | do that. Something with a slight edge.

| pick it up again and fumble with the pocket, a tightly folded piece of paper comes in my
hand. | quickly unfold it and a wave of relief crashes over me. A map.

| fold it again and shove it in the pocket of my shorts. When | stand up, ready to leave,
the door opens. Biting my tongue not to curse, | crouch behind the settee again.

“Are you sure My Lady?” a male voice reaches me “Keeping the wolves here can cause
us trouble with the Alpha

Supreme.”

“‘He won’t mind,” a very familiar feminine voice says “He just needs them not to win, he’s
getting that.”

“You know best, My Lady but,” there’s a moment of hesitation “Why keep them here
anyway?”

A moment of thick silence pa**es before a deadly low, a poisonously soft voice says;

“Hector, are you here to question me?”
“N-No, My Lady.”

“Luke is my guest,” Rebecca says “And after tonight, he’d be spellbound to be my guest
forever.”

“What about the girl?”
“Once Luke is wrapped around my finger, we can get rid of her.”

| swallow hard. Spellbound? Is she planning on bewitching him? But magic doesn’t work
on Luke. Will her spell work?

“Burn whatever we’d picked from the others,” Rebecca’s voice snaps me out of my
thoughts “I don’t want any slip




“Yes, My Lady”

The sound of heels th****** on the earth progressively becomes quieter before it
vanishes completely.

A sigh reaches my ears “Merlin, give than women some brains.”
ADVERTISEMENT

| feel you, Hector.

Footsteps reach me again and | realize he’s coming here. To get rid of this stuff.
| swallow thickly. And maybe me too.

| look around, finding no way of escape in the tightly packed corner. The footsteps
become louder. Okay, Elise, it's now or never.

Instead of waiting for him to find me, | shoot to my feet and jump over the settee,
coming face to face with a middle-aged man with bright red hair and equally red eyes.

“Hi,” | smile at his shocked face

And | punch him square in the jaw. Hector stumbles back, his wand flying out of his
hand.

“What the hell are you—

What he was about to say, I'll never know because the next moment | pick up the
broken leg of a chair and bring it down on his head. His eyes roll back and he sinks to
the floor. | wince.

“Sorry,” | mumble to his unconscious form “It was nothing personal.”

For a moment, | consider simply leaving but then glance at Hector. He’s bound to wake
up sooner or later and if he told Rebecca what | did, which he definitely will, I'm dead
meat.

| take out the clothes from the bags | was going through a few minutes ago and shred
them to bind and gag him.

Goddess, forgive me. This Hunt is making me do stuff | don’t want to.

“Sorry again,” | whisper as | turn around and go out the door, closing it behind




| quickly make my way towards the mansion and just as | enter the lounge, | see
Rebecca lying atop Luke on the couch. His eyes meet mine and | give a minute nod
before heading for the kitchen, ignoring the sour taste in my mouth.

A few moments later, Luke comes into the empty kitchen.

“Did you find it?” he asks in a hushed voice

“Yes,” | nod, watching his eyes gain a sparkle “But a man saw me. He’s temporarily...
occupied. But we need to hurry.”

Luke nods “you’re room, tonight.”

“Luke, | think Rebecca—

Speak of the devil, she waltzes inside just then. Her eyes flicked from me to Luke.
“Dinner’s in our room,” She says, sliding her hand in his

Our room? Our room?!

Luke gives her a charming smile before he nods and they both walk out. But before she
leaves, Rebecca turns around and smirks at me. It makes a cold feeling settled in my

stomach.

After tonight, he’d be spellbound to be my guest forever.
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Chapter 29 Better a bitch than a whore

< Luke’s POV <
Everette leads me to her room and after dinner, she excuses herself to go and change.

| sit on the bed, calculating if everything’s ready. Only a few hours from now, Hazel and
| will be out of their territory and on our way.

The bathroom door clicks open, and | have to refrain from raising my brows at the sight
in front of me.

This is one desperate woman. That is my first thought when | see her in lingerie. The
second is that | need to get out of here.

She walks towards me, or maybe stalk would be a better word. Her manicured hands
come down on my neck as she settles her behind on my lap, batting her lashes at me.




“I'm just so tired,” Trust me, | am as well.

| make my lips tug upward and c*** my head to a side “For someone very tired, you look
ravishing.”

Rebecca drags a hand through my hair and smiles at me. Unbidden, the memory of
someone else’s hand in my hair forces its way into my mind.

Hazel's hand had been smaller, gentler but it made me feel as if someone had set up a
small shock machine on my head. | had dismissed it, thinking it's because | haven't let
any woman touch me like that. But this doesn’t make me

feel anything, simply five fingers moving through my hair.

‘I want an escape,” She leans forward, lips hovering over mine

“I'm sure anyone with eyes will do anything for you,” | say

The corner of her mouth lifts “You know any?”

“I've heard many men from your coven would die to have a moment with you,” | say
smoothly

My hands slide up her back towards her shoulder blades, searching for the pressure
points to numb her arms. If she can’t use her wand, we can slip away easily.

“Like this Filipe I've heard of,” | say, leaning in just a little

She laughs at that “I know a lot of them to have a soft spot for me, but Filipe isn’t one of
them. He doesn’t swing that way.”

Good.

“‘Don’t talk about others,” she says softly “Tell me what you would do for me?”

The faintest sound of the door opening makes my shoulders tense. A familiar scent
hovers towards me, | have to force myself not to break eyes contact with Rebecca.
From my peripheral, | see someone take silent, determined steps forward and—

A loud metallic bang! rings in the air as a frying pan slam on Rebecca’s head.

Rebecca falls off my lap with a yelp of pain. Her grey eyes narrow at the short female
holding a frying pan like a lethal weapon.

“You b****1” Rebecca shoots to her feet




“Better a b**** than a w****,” Hazel slams the frying pan straight on her face

Rebecca’s eyes roll to the back of her head, her nose bleeding profusely as she
collapses on the ground.

| watch wide-eyed with my mouth hanging open, mind blank with shock.

“Oh my moon,” Hazel turns to me, brows furrowed in concern “Luke, can you hear me?
Are you alright?”

She touches my cheek and | feel a jolt in my spine. My mind snaps back to reality.

“What have you done?” | stand up, gesturing at the unconscious witch on the floor
“‘Everyone must’ve heard that sound.”

Hazel blinks at me, her golden eyes confused “You... You're not under a spell?”
“What?” | raise an eyebrow

“When | was in the warehouse, she was saying to someone that you're going to be
spellbound by her...” She trails

off, her eyes fall on Rebecca’s attire “Oh.”
ADVERTISEMENT

| don’t know if | should laugh at her innocence or slam my head against the wall.

“Yes, dimwit,” | narrow my eyes “You just announced to the whole house that
something’s going on.”

“Wait,” Hazel narrows her own eyes at me “So you weren’t under a spell, and still you—
that is so gross!”

My back straightens, the note of accusation in her voice doesn’t go unnoticed “If you've
forgotten, I'm a gentleman.”

She scoffs, waving the frying pan in the witch’s direction “Doesn’t look like it.”
“I was going to disable her, we would’ve left after that.”

She glances at the unconscious witch, then her eyes flicker to me, sus***ion evident in
them.

“Luke?” she makes a face




| feel a muscle in my jaw jump “Get your mind of the gutter, will you?”

“l didn’t say anything.”

| open my mouth to give her a piece of mind when the door knocks. Oh f***,
“Ah-oh,” Hazel glances at the door and then at me

| pull my shirt over my hand and ruffle my hair. | hold out the shirt towards Hazel, who
mindlessly takes it, red tainting her face.

If the situation was different, | would’ve smirked.

| open the door just slightly, the girl outside quickly averts her eyes.

“Err, sorry to disturbed you sir but we heard a sound,” she says awkwardly
“Try to ignore the sounds, will ya?” | say in a raspy voice

“Of course, Sir.” She quickly turns around and walks away

With a silent breath of relief, | close the door and turn around only to have my shirt
thrown straight into my face.

“Try to ignore the sounds, will ya?” Hazel mocks me

“Shut up,” | give her a look “Go to my room, you'll find a duffle bag there. Throw it down
the window.”

Giving me one final glare, she walks past me and out of the room. | let out a breath |
didn’t even know | was holding.

Looking down at the shirt in my hands, | can’t help the upward tug of my lips.
Now, do you know what it was like for me at the lodge?

Quickly pulling the shirt back on, | open the window in Everette’s room and neatly jump
down. Soon enough, a bag hits my head. Still haven’t taken out your anger, Hazel?

| put the bag on the ground and direct my eyes towards my room’s window.
“Jump down,” | say as quietly as possible

Even from here, | can see the hesitation on her face “Cant we go through the door?”

“The guards, remember?”




Hazel bits her bottom lips hard. Goddess, | need her to stop doing that before she tears
off the skin.

“What are you waiting for?” | say

“l, I can’t jump from here,” Hazel says, | can guess what it must be costing her to admit
there’s something she cants do

“Hazel, | will catch you,” | open my arms and take a few steps forward “Just trust me.”
ADVERTISEMENT

“l,” she looks back at the room she’s in, then at me, a hint of fear on her features

“For the love of the moon, Hazel,” | roll my eyes “Just jump—

Something lands in my arms. Instinctively, | hold on to it as two arms wrap around my
neck. Wide golden eyes stare back at me, | can almost hear Hazel’s fast heartbeat, feel
her short breaths on my face.

“Luke,” don’t say my name like that

Despite myself, | lean forward “Yes?”

In three little words, she snaps my mind back in place.

“Put me down.”

Briskly, | put her to her feet and grab the bag.

“The map?” | ask her, silently she reaches into her pocket and hands me a thickly folded
paper

The spotless paper that comes in front of my eyes is almost an insult to this Hunt.
Regardless, it's a map.

“We’ll have to get out of their territory before they have a chance to find us,” | tell her
“Once we’re out, they cant follow.”

Hazel nods, focusing on her steps for once, rather than talking. | don’t know if it's
because she doesn’t want to sprain her ankle again or if she just doesn’t want to talk to
me.

What is wrong with you, Winters? Stop acting like a teenager.




We keep walking and moving until finally, Hazel breaks her vow of silence and | hear
the too familiar words.

“When will we stop?”

Why do | have this ridiculous urge to smile?

| look at my watch, it's about two hours in the morning, one more mile to go before we're
out of their territory. | turn my eyes to Hazel, at her tired features. As if on cue, her
mouth opens in a perfect O to yawn.

When Everette wakes up, if she hasn’t already, she wouldn’t let this insult go easily.
“We have one more mile to go, then we can stop,” | say

“Oh come on,” Hazel puffs up her cheeks “What difference would one little mile make?”

“It's going to ensure our survival.” And your safety

| take her hand in mine, ignoring the tingles that erupt across my skin, and start walking,
almost dragging her along.

If I have to choose between comfort and safety, the choice would be pretty obvious.
Comfort won’t matter to you if you’re dead.

We walk on silently, her hand clasped in mine, fingers interlocked. Finally, we cross the
boundary of their territory,

Hazel bumps in my back before stumbling away and attempting to straighten herself,
her expression one of supreme sleepiness.

“Are you dead yet?” she yawns again “Because | feel dead.”

“Yes, it’s time to lay in the grave.”

“By all means, let’s not waste any more time.”

I'd managed to gather some food, two guns, a box of ammunition, some medical

supplies, and a blanket. Though the limited supplies are bound to cause problems later,
I’m too tired to worry about them right now.

When | pull the blanket out and turn to where Hazel was standing, | find myself staring
into the air. my eyes dart around and a moment later, | spot her curled up against a tree.
Goddess, this girl wouldn’t wait for anything when it comes to sleep.

“Hazel,” | crouch down and shake her shoulder




“Fo away,” she mumbles her version of what | suppose was meant to be ‘Go away’

“You're going to catch a cold,” | say, shaking her again “Or get s***ed dry by
mosquitoes.”

ADVERTISEMENT

Grumbling, she opens her eyes and pushes herself just enough to let me dr*** the
blanket around her.

“And you?” she raises a sleepy brow

“I'm going to keep watch,” | stand up again

| turn around but before | could take a step forward, something closes around my hand,
electricity cackles through me. | whip my head back, hooded golden eyes stare back at
me.

“Stay.”

My heart should not be beating so hard. Let go of her hand, a part of my mind yells at
me. Hold it tighter, some

forbidden part of me argues.
“Who’s going to keep guard?” | ask

“We've just crossed their territory,” she tugs at my hand “There won’t be any traps in
such a condensed space.”

She has a point. | look around, focusing if | can hear anything. The perimeter should be
safe for another few kilometers.

Another tug on my hand.

Without giving it a second thought, | settle down beside her. Hazel flops a part of the
blanket towards me, before | could tell her it's not necessary, she slides closer and
leans her head against my shoulder.

Words evaporate on my tongue, everything in my mind goes haywire.

“Just relax,” A soft voice whispers to me “I didn’t know a proud Alpha can’t handle
sharing a blanket.”




More from the challenge than from being vexed, | slide my arm around her shoulders
and pull her closer so her head rests against my chest. The scent of Gardenia flowers
and rain cascades over to me, her frame small against mine.

“I think you’'ve seen enough proof of what | can handle,” | say, my voice quiet in the
fragile silence

Her shoulders tense, just a little and if we weren’t so close, | doubt | would’ve noticed it.
“Were you interested in her?” she asks quietly

| turn my head the slightest bit so | can take a look at her face, the soft sweep of her
jaw, the pouty shape of her lips, doe eyes closed and long lashes brushing against her
cheeks. Her features are slack from exhaustion, somehow beautiful still, a crease
between her golden-brown eyebrows. | want to brush it away with my fingers.

| straighten my neck “I've seen better.”

“So you’ve had relations with other women?”

(INo.”

“You're saving yourself for your mate?”

This time | openly turn my face towards her, Hazel lifts her head from my chest, her
eyes meet mine. Like big, golden mirrors— bright, clear with the slightest flecks of
darker brown. Both of us have flirted with others, both of us have done it for our
reasons.

“Are you?” | ask, raising an eyebrow

“Yes.” She doesn’t hesitate before answering

“You didn’t find him. What if you never do?”

Hazel puts her head back against my chest, eyes closed, breaths even. She could
probably hear my heart beating.

“Then maybe | will find someone else.” She said softly

The silence that follows tells me she’s already asleep. Against my better judgment, |
rest my cheek on her head and close my eyes, her words still echoing in my mind.

And after a long, long time, | find something | thought I'll never have again;

Peaceful sleep.




Alpha's Hunt by Starlight Chapter 30
Chapter 30 Crazy Ex
We're cursed with rain the next morning.

Luke doesn’t surrender to nature this time and since it’s not raining cats and dogs, we
continue walking.

“Tell me again why we have to keep going?” | say, steadying myself against a tree
before | slip on the muddy ground

“We're still closer to the witch territory than I'd like us to be,” Luke says “Our food
supplies are limited and so are weapons. We have to hurry.”

Oh, and did | mention that the only clothes we are wearing are the only ones we have?
Yay witches.

‘Damn that witch,” | mutter “Did she have to burn all that? One of my favorite shirts was
in there!”

“Maybe it would sting less if you weren’t so jealous of Everette.”

| pause while taking a step forward, my head snaps upward “What?”

Luke gives me a cool glance over his shoulder “You were reeking of jealously, Hazel.”

“I'm not jealous of anyone!” | snap at him, both of us have stopped walking “And the
only thing that reeked was her crappy perfume.”

“Just admit it, you were jealous.”

| open my mouth to fire another sharp reply but then close my mouth. | shrug with an
indifferent face.

“Fine,” | say calmly “I'm as jealous of her as you are of Ethan.”

In a flash, Luke’s cool demeanor is wiped off from his face and onto mine. His jaw
tightens and his eyes narrow a fraction.

‘I am not jealous of anyone,” he says “Especially not that pup.”
“‘Pup?” | raise an eyebrow “What are you? Fifty-five?”

“Twenty-three,” Luke gives me a measured look “Parks is barely older than you.”




| let out a dreamy sigh “And yet he’s been handling a pack for so many years.”

| do an internal happy dance when a muscle in Luke’s jaw twitches. Take that! Only a
moment later, he wipes away his expression and takes a deep breath.

“With continual support from us,” Luke looks down at me from under his nose “Most of
the defense plans sent to

Parks were made by me.”
My expression falters “Oh.”

“And if you're done making a**umptions, let's go.” Luke glances at the darkening sky
before starting to walk again

“You started it,” | mutter under my breath before following him
We keep up a fast pace and though | wanted to complain, | didn’t. Ever since Luke told
me the real reason why he’s hell-bent on winning no matter what, I've made it my

business to be as cooperative as possible.

Besides, the little detail that | will be free of my damn pack doesn’t hurt either.

Rain starts getting heavier and | feel my boots being swallowed by the moist earth, our
pace slows down— patrtially due to the darkness, partially due to the earth.

“We’ll have to stop,” Luke says with an irritated sigh

“‘Here?” | look around the muddy forest “I'm pretty sure | don’t want to be covered in
leeches.”

“We can climb,” Luke takes into consideration the tall trees

“Alright,” | squint my eyes to see the trees ahead “But something bigger than these, |
don’t want to hear you yelping

if your branch breaks.”
“I'm not the clumsy one here.”

| walk past him, keeping my eyes on one big tree a few feet away, it should provide
enough shelter and stability for the night.

‘I hope that blanket isn’t wet because if it isn’t, I'm taking—




My scream interrupts my next words as ground slips from under my feet but unlike what
| had expected, | don'’t fall on the earth, rather it swallows me.

In a distance, | hear someone shout my name. a moment later, | fall on the wet earth
bed.

ADVERTISEMENT
“‘Bloody hell?” | push myself up with one hand, rubbing my cheek with the other

Something crashes on me, knocking out the breath from my lungs. Over the haze of
pain, the scent of coffee and pine

trees waves over to me.
“Goddess, are you alright?” Luke quickly gets off me and helps me up

“A six-foot-something man just squashed me into the earth, but I'm perfectly fine.” | give
him a shaky grin

| look up at the opening from where raindrops fall, a patch of dark sky visibly.
“What is this?” | look around the small cave we’d landed in

‘I have no idea,” Luke says “Nor do | care to find out.”

“Too bad, Winters.” A perfectly feminine voice purrs from above

A moment later, Rebecca looks down the rabbit hole, wearing the same red cloak I'd
seen her in days ago.

“You might want to know where you spent your last moments.” She grins, the
expression causes my stomach to roil

“Goodbye.”

With a wave of her wand, the opening starts to close before my eyes.

“‘No!” | leap forward but a moment later, I'm tugged back as rocks start to fall through
the Earth, blocking any path that was left

“Luke, let go!” | trash against him
“Calm down, will you?” Luke finally lets me go when the rocks stop coming

He walks over to where the entrance was, his face calculating.




“Let’s see,” Luke rolls his shoulders, | see his fingers turn to claws

Calm down, Elise. | will my heart to stop beating so fast. The walls are not closing in on
you, got it? everything is going to be okay. You’re not alone here, Luke is with you. You
two can figure this out.

Luke pushes aside boulder after boulder, | stay quiet, air harsh against my dry throat.
Finally, | see the path clear a bit, a silver of hope enters my heart.

Only to come crashing down with another wave of boulders. | hadn’t even screamed
when Luke already moved out of the way.

Panting, he staggers back so we're standing side by side. The silence in the cave
thickens and stretches. Finally,

Luke’s gaze meets mine and for the first time, | see something in them that scares me.
Uncertainty.
| swallow “Maybe she’s still out there, keeping up the spell.”

After a moment, Luke nods “The spell will wear out eventually. We'll just have to wait a
while.”

A while later, he tries again. And again. And again. For hours, Luke— and me as well,
try to prey the boulders away from the entrance. Panting, both of us slide down against
the earthen wall of the cave. I'm not sure if my clothes are

still wet from rain or sweat.

“‘Okay,” Luke huffs out “Either she’s still out there, or this spell is supposed to be this

way.

“That’s one crazy ex,” | crack a smile, breathing heavily

The corner of his mouth tugs up “To think we weren’t together.”

| feel a breathy giggle bubbling up to my mouth “Darcie would’ve done the same.”

“What can | say?” This time Luke smiles openly “| have a way of making women go
mad.”

Ignoring the aching muscles, parched throats, and the looming certainty of death, we
both laugh.

“They’re mad, to begin with,” | say with a lighthearted smile




“So are all the guys infatuated with you,” Luke says

| huff “No one’s infatuated with me. They’re all just lustful morons.”

Luke stares at me for a moment longer than necessary “Are you so sure?”
ADVERTISEMENT

| pull my legs to my chest and wrap my arms around them, for a moment words seem
lost to me.

“You know, in high school,” | don’'t know why | say what | say, the words just seem to
wretch themselves out of my mouth “Guys from our pack used to make bets about me.
Who would fool the difficult omega first?”

| lean my head back, small cynical smile tugs at my lips.

“I was young then, dumb and idiotic. Thinking | can be like others, like well-respected
people. Important.” | say, reminiscence clouding my head

“Carlos told me about the bets before my first date,” | shake my head at my past
stupidity. Naivety. “| cried my eyes out, but | didn’t go. Maybe that’'s when we became
best friends.”

| turn my face to Luke again and shrug “Slowly, surely, I've tested every guy who’s been
nice to me. And no one was ever truly interested.”

Luke watched me with his stormy blue gaze, as if seeing me for the first time, but he
doesn’t say anything. A part of me was disappointed, but every other part of me was
glad he didn’t try to offer sympathy.

“I'm glad though,” | say genuinely “It would’ve been fruitless when our mates would get
involved.”

“You always talk about your mate, a man you have no idea about.” Luke says “What if
he isn’t the way you want him to? What if he has had relations with a lot of others?”

“I can only hope he isn’t like that,” | say, though a string of uncomfortableness coils
around my heart. Then | grin at him “Even if he is, I'm going to change his player ways.”

For a moment we hold each others’ gazes, | feel my face starting to warm up. Goddess,
what am | doing? I’'m telling

Luke, of all the people, about my past and my future hopes. This Hunt is getting to my
head.




“What about you?” | perk up “Don’t you want to find your mate?”

The comfortable air vanishes in an instant, Luke straightens, his features turn into taut
blankness.

“No.”

My eyes widen “Why?”

Luke turns his face away from me “Somewhere in this world, a girl might be thinking
about her mate the way you are. | doubt she’s hoping him to be a half-monster, on the

path of becoming a full one.”

| stare at him blankly, unsure of what to do. Lay a comforting hand on his arm? Tell him
she wouldn’t think that?

Instead, | do what I can do.

“You're not a monster,” | say, Luke, snorts disbelievingly. | press on “And you’re not
going to be one. We are going to win this Hunt, and you’re going to leash the beast
back and everything will be better.”

“‘How can you think like that?” Luke shakes his head

“With my brain?”

“‘How can you hope for all that when we’re stuck in a hole, out of options?” he gestures
at the boulders

“Hope is the only thing that has kept me going,” | say ‘I believe it will even now.”

In the dark, moist, uncomfortably small space of the cave, | feel the air shifting around
us, weighed down by something | can’t quite understand. Luke leans closer to me, | feel
his warm breath on my face, causing my throat to parch in a very new way.

“I hope you're right, Hazel.” He brushes his fingers across my cheek

The tip of his nose touches mine and | feel my eyes flutter shut.

“Me too,” | whisper “Because | didn’t survive everything else only to die in a watery
ditch.”

Suddenly, the warm hand against my cheek and the breath on my face is gone. | open
my eyes and blink.

Luke has pulled away from me, staring wide-eyed at somewhere in oblivion.




“Watery ditch,” he murmurs
“‘Umm, Luke?” | ask hesitantly “Are you okay?”

“Of course!” he s*****es up our bag and starts rummaging through it “Why didn’t | think
of it before?”

He pulls out our slightly drenched map and lays it on the earth. | squint my eyes to see
properly.

“We were here,” Luke points out our location at the map “And only a few feet away,
there’s supposed to be a lake.”

My eyes widen, the realization hits me hard “We must be close to it!”

“And if we dig in that direction, we can get out.” Luke says, a dazzling grin on his face
“You’re a genius Hazel, a bloody genius.”

ADVERTISEMENT
“This genius wants to get the hell out,” | quickly get to my feet

Luke walks towards the other side of our one-room large cave and puts his ear to the

wall, probably trying to hear the water. Soon, he stops at one place and points directly
above it.

“We need to dig there,” He says “I'm guessing we’re almost under the edge.”
“But you can’t reach it, neither can I,” | say, my brows furrowed

‘I might have an idea.”

“Hold still!”

| balance my feet on Luke’s shoulders, my palms flat against the cool earth above me.
‘I am holding still,” Luke snaps “Hurry up!”

Right. I hold the gun with the muzzle in my hand and slam its b*** at the earth. The
moist earth offers little resistance, but even though I've already dug a hole, | can’t be

sure if we’re close. Soon enough, I've dug a hole so high | can barely reach it anymore.

“Are you sure?” | ask Luke yet again




“Yes,” he says “Keep digging.”
‘I can’t reach it,” | huff out “It's too high.”

“Try, Hazel.” Luke says, a hint of urgency leaks in his voice “You can do it. or rather,
you have no other choice.”

| try to reach It but curse my short height, | cant!

| suppress the scream of frustration that builds in my throat. | raise the gun again but
stop. An idea hits my head.

Click!

“Hazel, what are you—

Bang! Bang!

A heavy spray of water makes me fall off Luke’s shoulders and land roughly on my
back, but when | sit back up, | don’t care about the pain. A wide grin comes on my face
as the water streams down the hole, already pooling at our feet.

“We did it!” | squeal as Luke pulls me upright

“‘Almost,” Luke slings the bag across his neck and shoulder “Hold on,”

The water carries us up and up. Luke meets my gaze and | nod, already moving
towards the water gushing out of the drain | made.

| plunge upwards, fighting the heavy current. My eyes clench themselves shut and
though the hole isn’t too big, | manage to shove myself up, breath already limited in my
lungs.

| open my eyes a little, searching the dark waters for Luke, but then the dreadful
realization hits me.

The hole is too small for him.
Reaching towards the vacuum, my arms look around blindly and then | feel it, the warm

tingly feeling | get whenever our skin contact. | pull him up, probably detaching his arm,
and pull again.

Water tries to rush into my mouth, my lungs beg for anything to put inside. Then the
me upward.




When we break through the surface, an uproar of sounds reaches me, my hungry lungs
steal all the air they can.

Luke and | swim to the bank and flop on our backs, breathing heavily. The clouds have
disappeared, leaving a chunk of the moon in the clear sky.

Finally, our breaths even out. | turn my face toward Luke at the same time as he does
toward me.

“We’re alive,” | say “We’re bloody alive!”

“Come on,” Luke pushes himself up “I don’t want to be anywhere near water.”

| take his offered hand and get up.

“Let’s get the hell away from here.”




