The metallic tang of the cage seems to seep into my
bones, each attempt to reach my wolf thwarted by the
lingering poison of wolfsbane in my veins. Fuck! I'm
supposed to be a strong warrior. I'm trapped, not just
within these iron bars but within my own body, a prisoner
twice over. The frustration is a living thing, clawing at my
insides, a constant reminder of my vulnerability.

I've always believed in the strength of my wolf, in the
unbreakable bond that ties me to my pack, to the triplets.
But now, isolated and weakened, doubts begin to cloud
my mind, whispers of fear that | struggle to silence. It's in
this moment of despair that the door creaks open,
heralding the entrance of a figure | never expected to see
here.

Josh.

He steps into the dim light, his features shadowed, yet
unmistakably his. But the man | see before me is a far cry
from the friend | once knew, the person | trusted. His face
is a mask of indifference, his eyes devoid of the warmth
and concern that used to comfort me. g




» What about you? Why are you here, in this plac
you part of this?" The questions tumble out, each one
laced with a growing sense of betrayal.

Josh's expression doesn't change, his stoicism a wall |
can't breach.

“It's complicated. You wouldn't understand.”

"Shit! Try me," | snap back, the bars of the cage feeling
more constricting with each passing second. "I thought
you were my friend, Josh. If you have any part of you that
still cares, tell me what's going on!"

In the dim light, Josh stands motionless, an unreadable
sentinel at the threshold of my cage. His silence is a
tangible force, filling the space between us with a tension
that is almost suffocating. | search his face for any sign of
the friend | once knew, but it's like looking at a stranger,
someone whose emotions and thoughts are locked away
behind an impenetrable barrier.

“Why are you here, Josh?" | repeat, my voice steadier than
| feel.

The confusion and betrayal swirling inside
answers, but he remains silent, his p




5 nge, though my heart races with the fear of being
left alone again, abandoned by someone | once trusted.

But Josh doesn't move. His eyes, once warm and familiar,
now seem like cold mirrors, reflecting nothing of his
thoughts or intentions.

"It's not that simple, Phera," he finally speaks, his voice a
ghost of the one | remember, devoid of warmth or
comfort.

"Make it simple for me then," | demand, frustration edging
my words. "Why are you part of this? Why are you doing
this?"

He shifts, the first sign of unease breaking through his
stoic facade.

"You're in danger, Phera. Fuck! It wasn't suppose to be like
this. More than you know. This... all of this,” he gestures
vaguely around, "it's bigger than you or me. It's bigger than
petty pack rivalries or past grievances.”

| shake my head, trying to stifle the growing sense of
dread.




The questions pour out, each one echoing my fear and th
growing realization that this web of deceit and darkness
is more extensive than | could have imagined. g

Josh's gaze returns to me, heavy with an unspoken
SOIToOw.

"Because you're not just Phera. You're not just a Luna.
You're a key, a piece in a puzzle that you don't even know
you're part of.”

His words are cryptic, yet they ignite a spark of
understanding, a piece of a larger, more terrifying picture
that I'm only beginning to see.

"A key to what, Josh? What am | missing?”

But he remains silent, his eyes holding mine, a silent plea,
or perhaps a warning, hidden within their depths. It's clear
he can't, or won't, say more. The realization that Josh, this
man who | thought was a friend, might now be an enemy,
or worse, a harbinger of a fate | can't begin to
comprehend, chills me to the bone.

The room feels colder, the air heavier, as i




| u stand there and act like you're n

Josh?" | shout, my voice echoing off the cold,
walls of my prison. "How can you do this to someone wk
considered you a friend?"

Josh's expression shifts, a flicker of something
indefinable crossing his features before he schools it
back into neutrality.

'Phera, please understand, I'm trying to keep you safe.”

"Safe?" | scoff, incredulous. "By locking me up, by siding
with my enemies? Tell me, Josh, where does my safety fit
into all this betrayal?"

He sighs, a sound so heavy with unspoken truths it's
almost tangible.

"It's not that simple. There are things at play here, forces
beyond our control. I'm doing what | think is best." 1

"Best for who?" | counter, the bars of the cage feeling
more suffocating with each passing second. "Because
from where I'm standing, it looks like you're only thinking
about yourself."

Josh's gaze drops, and when he speaks again, t

could explain everything,
yyalties that bind




Just as I'm about to hurl more accusations, to shatter the
fragile silence with the weight of my betrayal, he moves.
Not towards me, but to a table' set to one side, where
small, ominous vials lay.

"What are you doing?" My voice is sharp, a knife's edge of
panic cutting through the anger.

He holds up a vial, the liquid inside a sinister, familiar
shade.

‘| can't have you getting sick with all these emotions and
shouting,” he says, and there's a note in his voice,
something that might be regret or might be resignation.

"No, Josh, don't do this," | plead, the fight draining from
me, leaving a desperate, clawing fear. "Please, there has
to be another way."

But my words, my pleas, they don't reach him, or if they
do, they don't sway him. He approaches, and I'm left WIth
nothing but the cold realization that this is happening, th
there's no escape.

As he administers the drug, the pal'
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ed with an emotion | can't read, b
s claims me entirely.
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