like I'd been run over by a truck.

She recovered, and we started our session,
carefully avoiding the topic of my recent
kidnapping and beating. It wasn't that she didn't
want to talk about it—it was me who didn't want
to discuss it. Especially because I would have to
confront feelings I wanted to ignore, feelings
stirred by what I'd learned from Felicia.

“So, about your dreams... what are they about?"
Lia asked.

I thought long and hard. "l barely remember
them, but I know they're nightmares. I wake up ”

screaming.

Lia continued to watch me though )

g you feel afterward?”




of the trauma that Ellen Valmont, the blessed
twin, would never have endured. Looking into
Lia's kind eyes, I realized I could never be truly
honest with her, no matter what.

It made me feel more alone. I sighed deeply and
clenched my fists. There was no point in speaking
about them when I had to lie at every turn.

So we continued, with me never fully disclosing
the truth. Lia's questions kept coming, each one
gentle yet probing, as if she could sense the
hesitation [ didn't want to admit. I offered
shallow answers, carefully choosing words that
hinted but never truly revealed anything beyond
what was safe to share. I told her about small,

manageable fears, avoiding the weightier
darkness that churned in my chest. :




il
‘ted whlspers that haunted me. It fe

though writing them down might give t
power, more reality than they deserved.

But the silence stretched between us, thick and
almost suffocating, until Lia finally spoke again.

“Ellen.” she said, leaning forward slightly, her tone
soft but steady. "I know you may feel alone in this,
but remember, you don't have to face it all by
yourself. I'm here to help you—no matter how

difficult it feels to share."

My heart jumped. It was like she was seeing
straight through me. I wondered what she

suspected.

Her words hit harder than I expected, striking;;at;"' il
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“Try journaling your dreams again,’ Lia urged as
we reached the door. "It might be hard at first,
but it will help you process everything, even if
you never share it with anyone.” Her voice was
gentle, reassuring, but there was a subtle
insistence in her tone, as if she sensed how deep

the roots of my silence went.

I managed a nod, though I knew the journal
would stay empty. The things I needed to
confront were too dangerous to face alone. The
trauma, the darkness—I knew that putting it all
on paper wouldn't bring the peace I craved. It

e

would only invite the memories back in sharper

detail.




saw me—not just Ellen Valmont, but the real me,
buried beneath the layers of lies and the weight '
of secrets. In his hatred, there was something
raw and honest, something that felt more

genuine than simple compassion.

I sank onto the settee, clutching my arms as if I
could hold myself together. My body ached with
bruises, but it was the emptiness inside that

hurt more. Hades had been a storm in my life,
tearing through all my walls, leaving me exposed
and vulnerable. Yet, in that destruction, there L

was a twisted comfort. I knew he wouldn't look |




longing would change that. My fists clenched a
fought the ache of wanting someone who saw.
as an enemy. He had his reasons, and my chest
ached at the truth.

Danielle.

But I couldn't help wondering: if he knew the

truth, if he saw me for who I really was, would he
still hate me? Or would he understand the

broken, fractured person beneath Ellen Valmont's
mask? Would he still call for the destruction of all
werewolves for my father's deception after he

had already taken his wife away?

The questions hung in the silence, unanswered
and painful. And as I sat alone in the empty roo

be the only thing that could sa

destroy me.
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1d turned on the light, th
casting a warm, steady light over the

so vivid I could almost hear the roar. Every

stroke was intricate, masterfully capturing the
swell and churn of the water, as though the storm
itself had been frozen in time. It was the kind of
art that took years of experience and a level of
devotion that bordered on obsession. Or love...

But what caught me wasn't just the scene’s
beauty—it was the lack of any protective glass
over the canvas. | found myself moving closer,
almost daring to reach out and feel the textures
under my fingers, as if I could touch the
tumultuous waters themselves. The absence of
protection seemed odd, given the obvious care |
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rage that mirrored the

fluttered like a butterfly was trapped within it.

I continued to stare at the masterpiece, my hand
itching to touch it. Finally, I gave in to the
temptation, rose to my tiptoes, and reached out

tentatively.

My fingers brushed lightly over the textured
waves, each stroke feeling as if it had been
etched by a restless spirit. I traced the lines
carefully, breathing in the faint scent of paint and
oil. Then, as my hand moved over the painted
moon, something unexpected happened—a slight
give beneath my fingertip, like a hidden button

embedded in the canvas.

A chill shot through me, and my heart began;wtoj

press down fully. A soft click so
the si ) ‘
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- the entrance, illuminating just enough to 1
out the edges of shelves and the glint of
something metallic. I held my breath, pulse
racing as I took a cautious step forward, the
thrill of discovery battling the warning bells
ringing in my mind. 2

I took another step into the shadowed space, my

senses on high alert.
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