3 knife, a tanglble weight hanging heavily in the air
between us. Axel, Damon, and Zane sat across from me,
all equally formidable in their posture yet visibly different
in their expressions. Their faces were etched with a mix
of anticipation and trepidation as if each was bracing for
an impending storm. The walls of the office, usually an
epitome of clinical professionalism, seemed to close in
on us, drawing the focus to the emotional vortex at its
center—me

Damon was the first to break the silence His jaw
clenched as he took in a deep breath, and then he locked

his gray eyes onto mine, as though trying to search for

something only he knew.

‘Phera, we've owed you an explanation for a long time,
and today, here and now, you're going to get it. And | hope
you'll allow us this moment to speak freely, without
interruption.”

His words carried a tone of vulnerability | had never

associated with him, an earnestness that seemed to
_belong to someone else. He glanced at Axel, wt\p'
: -_mlrrored his own emotional turbulence A




against us. lt was paramount that we made sure you
weren't targeted.” 1

Every word felt like an echo in a cavernous void, each
syllable resonating with years of pent-up questions and
heartbreak. Damon picked up where Axel left off, his
voice tinged with an emotion | couldn't quite place—was
it regret? Remorse?

“"When our parents died, we were left steering a ship in
stormy waters. Our pack was fractious, broken, and ripe
for rebellion. By cutting you out, as painful as it was, we
believed we were sparing you from becoming collateral
damage in a power struggle we were fighting tooth and
nail to contain.

Silence reigned for a moment, a brief interlude that
allowed the weight of their words to sink in. Then Zane
finally spoke, his voice laced with a sorrow so palpable it
nearly shattered me.

‘Signing those papers, cutting ties, disappearing from your
life—it was all a self-imposed exile. Not for our sake, but
for yours," 1

Zane confessed, his eyes clouded with a mix of sadne
and an indescribable complexity. :




~ me, but Damon's initial plea for uninterrupted list
kept my lips sealed, for now.

Finally, Damon looked at his brothers, a silent exchange
passing between them, before settling his gaze back on
me.

‘As for that night we kissed Newmara..." His voice
faltered for a moment, as if weighed down by the gravity
of the revelation to come. "We thought that the only way
10 ensure you'd stay away from this chaotic life we were
thrust into was to make you despise us. So, we did the
unthinkable. We staged that scene with your sister to turn
your love into loathing. It was a cruel, desperate act, one
we ve regretted every single day since.”

Each word was a hammer strike, demolishing the wall I'd
built around myself, turning my carefully constructed
emotional defenses into rubble. The room went dead
silent again. Each brother seemed lost in his own
churning sea of emotions—guilt, sorrow, regret—all laid
bare in their eyes. Yet, they sat in suspended animation as
if waiting for the axe to fall.

And there | was, at the center of it all, feeling like an
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' pounded so hard it was as if a drum i
_ omg in my chest, each beat synchronized wntﬁ'a.s irge
‘of emotion too vast and tumultuous to name. It felt
being on the edge of a precipice, staring down into an

abyss filled with uncertainty, regret, and revelations th‘a’f 3 :

were as difficult to digest as they were to hear. My eyes
flickered between the three of them—Axel, Damon, and
Zane—each face mirroring an emotion that churned inside
of me. Drawing a shaky breath, | finally found my voice,
though it trembled with the waves of feelings crashing
against my mental shore.

You say you did all this to protect me, but did any of you
ever think how your actions would affect me emotionally?
How they'd make me feel?" My eyes moistened,
threatening to spill aver. "You cut ties, you made me
watch as you kissed my sister, and you let me believe |
was forgotten. Do you have any idea what that did to me?"

Before any of them could respond, my emotions spilled
over

"And what about the missing years? The birthdays? The
milestones | went through thinking | was utterly and

irrevocably alone? Was protecting me really worth erasmg
yourselves from my life entirely?" 1 "

Just when | thought | had made my point Da




happiness or lack thereof —was delivered dlre‘Cffy'f-" 0
We were... always there, in spirit if not in form.” 1

Zane leaned in, the intensity of his gaze making it difficult
to maintain eye contact.

"It destroyed us to be away from you, Phera. We may not
have been there in person, but every fiber of our being
longed to be with you. Our wolves howled in agony every
single night because they were separated from their true
mate

The rawness in their confessions made my throat tighten
further, my vision getting cloudier by the second. My
heart, still thudding like a war drum in a battlefield,
seemed to be pulled in multiple directions. On the one
hand, | was struggling to come to terms with the enormity
of their sacrifices, the layers of complex motives, and
their unquestionable love for me. On the other hand, there
was a part of me —perhaps the damaged part—that still
questioned whether love could ever justify years of
imposed isolation and emotional turmoil. 2

For a moment, everything stood still—the room, thew L. e

outside, even my own thoughts—as if pausing
recognize the gravity of what had juﬁ Lran:
we were, four souls bound by desﬁ i ye




room with a static energy. The atmosphere felt charge
like the sky right before a storm, brimming with the
promise of an impending deluge.

‘We're asking for another chance, Phera," Damon broke
the silence

His voice imbued with a quiet desperation that set my
nerves on edge.

‘The situation has stabilized now. You don't have to stay
away any longer. Come back to the Red Moon Pack.
Come back home.

Axel picked up where Damon left off, his words tinged
with a raw vulnerability that rendered his usually confident
demeanour unrecognizable.

“Your friends are there, your family. You belong with us." 1

Zane added softly,

“You belong with your pack, with
with us, Phera.”




"What's the point in asking? Even if | say no, you'd make
sure | get fired from ADZ Corp. No other werewolf
company would hire me because of your influence. So,
what choice do | truly have?”

My voice wavered, not with defeat, but with a newfound
awareness of the invisible strings that had been
maneuvering my life all along.

"You've already made most of my life choices for me,” |
continued, locking eyes with each of them in turn,

"So don't you think | deserve the chance to think things
over, to weigh my options before | decide? If you truly
love me as you claim, you'd give me that much. My
consent, my choice—it should matter.’

Their eyes met mine, and for the first time, | saw a
glimmer of understanding in those bottomless grey pools.
As if they finally grasped the complex tapestry of
emotions and needs that | was trying to communicate.

"We never wanted to strip you of your agency, Phera,” Axel
finally responded, his voice tinged with a regret so
palpable it almost hurt to hear it. *If we did, it v
lignorance, and for that, we're sorry. Yo :

your own choices. We'll wait fo

l‘




, we might be on the precipice ofo
‘only new but also profoundly healing. '
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