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A lump formed in my throat each time the word ‘
resonated in my mind. [ paused when [ was done
and assessed my new painting. Today, I had
chosen liquid painting, the art of capturing any
liquid in a painting. The liquid I had chosen to
paint came out better than I had anticipated—I

was rusty, after all.

But the liquid wasn't water or juice spilled onto
the floor. This liquid was of a peculiar kind, one
that hardened the lump in my throat the longer I

stared at it.

Light from an unknown source shone on the
viscous neon-green liquid on the surface. Like in
my nightmares, it looked alive on the paper a

my mind, and [ got up abruptly

-

' laps in my ches




total coincidence I had shifted into a Lycan on my
eighteenth birthday. It would mean that I was not
the ruin of the pack.

The statement had so many implications that
wrapping my mind around it brought on a
migraine.

Then my heart dropped again. What if the
nightmare hadn't just been a distant memory—
what if it had just been my imagination playing

tricks on me?

[ could still feel the prick of the needle as it was
embedded in my side. The sting turned into an
ebbing sensation as though I had just been

injected. The ebbing grew more insistent, more

impossible to ignore.




7.:,‘ e[t nothing. I moved my finger to another spc 1
~ Nothing.

My heart pounded as I pressed my trembling
finger to another spot on my side. This time, the
pain hit me like a shockwave, sharp and searing,
bursting across my skin like fire. I gasped, my
breath catching, and stumbled back, cradling the
spot. I could hardly believe it, but there was no
denying it. That same pain... the same cruel prick
I'd felt in my nightmares.

My vision blurred as I tried to make sense of it.

My mind fought against the memories—the
sensation of a needle piercing my skin, the flood

of that strange, venomous liquid. My skin burned
where I'd pressed, throbbing like an open wour vl




When I reached the mirror, I turned sideways
keeping my face out of view, unwilling to look

into my own eyes. I squeezed my eyes shut for a

moment, steeling myself, and then [ slowly peeled
my blouse higher, exposing my side. My breath
caught as I opened my eyes.

They were there.

Barely visible, but unmistakable—faint, tiny
marks, dotted along my skin in a line. Needle
pricks.

A chill swept over me, freezing me in place. My
stomach twisted, bile rising in my throat. A mix of
horror, confusion, and disbelief surged thro‘ug




ﬂash of memory brought with it a dlffer,

The prophecy is a lie

If there was even a single doubt that the
prophecy was a lie why had I been made to suffer
so much? The family that I knew should have held
on to any hope, any doubt that the prophecy was
a lie. They should have not resigned me to that
horrible fate. A fate that [ was still dealing with

it's aftermath. I always would.

Suddenly, my throat closed up, as if clamped by
invisible hands, my lungs refusing to fill. My chest
tightened unbearably, and | stumbled back,
gripping onto the edge of the dresser to keep |
myself steady. The words hammered inside my




‘my pulse racing faster, as if my hea
Tying to outrun the truth. I couldn't bre
- couldn't think. It had been a lie. All this time, 1
suffering had been rooted in a lie. It had to have
been.

A sharp, guttural sound tore from my throat—a
mix of a sob and a scream—as the weight of it all
crashed down on me. It wasn't just the memories
of the cold needles, the endless pain, or the dark,
clinical voices. It was the faces of those I'd
trusted, those who had looked on with
indifferent eyes, telling me that it was my fate, I
was the curse. That I was doomed by a prophecy
that now seemed so hollow, so utterly

meaningless. There had been chance...

If they'd had even an ounce of doubt... If there

had been any chance they could have saved 1 '




whole world crumbling, breaking down under t
unbearable weight of this revelation.

Betrayal, resentment, and despair tangled within
me, each emotion threatening to consume me
whole. I felt it all the second time since that night
five years ago. Tears pricked at my eyes, but I
couldn't let them fall. I was too angry, too
overwhelmed. My throat tightened further, my
breaths coming in shallow, uneven gasps. It was
as though my body itself was rebelling against
this revelation, the truth or what could be the

truth was too much to bear.

stop the spinning, the relentless torrent ()

memories and words, the feelin
apart from within. There was i

I




vision.

Then, suddenly, a hand clamped over my mo‘
startling me back into the present. The sharp i
smell of something chemical and cold hit my
senses as a damp cloth was pressed firmly

against my mouth and nose. My body froze as
panic clawed its way up my throat.

"Missed me, Mutt?" a harsh voice whispered
close to my ear, dripping with cruel amusement.
Recognition hit me like ice, cutting through my
fear. One of the twins. 3

A surge of terror coursed through me, and I

instinctively sucked in a breath, the sharp tar ‘




