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Addie’s perspective




The darkness enveloped everything. Chilling and shadowy. It was a trivial detail to focus on, considering I had just been seized, blindfolded, and confined in some sort of enclosure. My hands were bound securely behind me, the restraints pressing uncomfortably into my skin. I concentrated on maintaining my breath and began to count instead.







I found myself in a vehicle that appeared to be cruising at a brisk pace. It felt like I was navigating an unpaved path as I jostled around in the box I was in. I meticulously counted each turn, concentrating on my escape route instead of the tears of fear threatening to spill over.




Make a left turn. 1. 2. Three… I took a deep breath as anxiety began to wash over me. Who had captured me and for what reason? Where were they leading me, and what awaited me upon arrival?




I felt a surge of frustration towards myself. I consistently remained vigilant whenever I ventured out alone at night. Their ability to catch me off guard remains a mystery. I observed. I paid attention. I have always been in the know. What led to this situation? What led to this occurrence?




The vehicle came to a halt, and I found myself holding my breath as the sound of doors opening and closing filled the air. A sudden jolt shook my box, and before I knew it, strong hands seized me and pulled me out. I struggled and attempted to cry out, but the gag they used muffled my voice.




“Be quiet,” a voice commanded just before I felt a blow land on my cheek.




I let out a soft whimper as they pulled me along the ground. A door swung open, and suddenly, I was no longer standing on dirt. The surface beneath was cool and sleek. How about concrete? They pulled me down more doors and then stairs. I did my best to stifle the whimpers, each step feeling like it was inflicting yet another bruise.




They came to a halt. A new door creaked open, but this time, the sound was distinct. I was propelled forward, crashing onto the ground. I pivoted swiftly to shield my front and connected with the ground beneath me. Absolutely. Solid and enduring. Where am I right now?




Consider, Addie, consider. Stay calm.




With the hood lifted, the world revealed itself in a paradox of brilliance and desolation. A menacing figure loomed above me. He appeared almost otherworldly. Slender. Light in colour. Eyes teetering on the edge of crimson. There was an unmistakable air of predation about him. Extremely perilous.




I resisted the urge to shrink away and instead raised my chin, locking eyes with him. His lips curled into a smile. A chilling grin. He removed the gag from my mouth and leaned in, his presence looming near.




“You’re quite the spirited one, aren’t you?” he purred, extending his hand towards my face.




He chuckled as I spat at his hand, then he seized my chin with a firm grip and leaned in closer.




“I can’t wait to show you the ropes,” he murmured.




A shiver coursed through me as I fought to break free from his hold.




“What do you want?” I enquired, striving to maintain a steady tone.




“You’ll discover the truth in due time,” he said, a sly smile creeping across his face as he stepped back from the cell.




That was the sound reminiscent of a door. A door to confinement. He cast one final look my way before he closed and secured the door. He strolled out, whispering to a companion as they exited the room, slamming the heavy metal door shut with a resounding thud.




As soon as they departed, I exhaled in a shaky breath, scanning my surroundings while a tightness gripped my chest, fuelling my rising panic. I needed to discover an escape from this situation. I put in the effort on the zipties, but I kept hitting roadblocks. I stopped for a moment and inhaled deeply. Fretting wasn’t the solution to my escape. I took a deep breath and focused, diligently working at the zipties until my hands were finally free. Thanks for the concern, Mom.




I made my way to the cell door, taking a quick look around. The room contained additional cells, yet it was devoid of any guards. I clutched the bars for support, my legs protesting after their ordeal down the stairs.




As I explored the perimeter of the cell, my fingers brushed against the keyhole, a glimmer of hope in the darkness. I surveyed my surroundings within the confines of my cell, but visibility was limited. I sank to my knees, searching the ground for anything I could find. A lone nail, abandoned and forgotten. A fastener. There had to be something here. I navigated the floor with precision, thoroughly inspecting every corner of my cell, yet uncovered nothing of significance. Once more, the panic began to seep in.




A low groan echoed, signalling that I was not alone in this place. I tensed and pivoted. A sound echoed from the cell beside me, though much of it remained cloaked in darkness. It seems that whoever it was is likely on the ground. With a low groan, he shifted, rolling to the edge of his cell, granting me a clearer view. He stood bare-chested, his trousers in tatters. His body was marked with numerous bruises and cuts, and he was gasping for breath.




I approached his cell with caution, my gaze sweeping the area to ensure I hadn’t overlooked anyone else present. He appeared to be the sole individual. With his eyes tightly shut, he gripped his stomach as best as he could, despite the chains binding his wrists. Crimson flowed down his arm from a jagged wound, while more of it marred his tousled dirty blonde hair.




I approached the bars that divided our cells and studied him intently. Could this be my destiny? I paused for a moment, inhaling deeply as I prepared to capture his attention.




“Hey,” I whispered gently.




He let out another groan, turning his head in my direction, his hand instinctively reaching to cover the wound on his arm. His eyes fluttered briefly before they finally opened wide. He blinked several times before turning his gaze towards me, his eyes growing wide with surprise.




“Luna,” he whispered softly.




Luna? Is that you, Luna?




What on earth?
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Xander’s perspective


“How,” I exclaimed, my fists crashing onto the table, causing Tess, my Gamma, to flinch, “is it possible that we still haven’t found him?” I continued, pacing around the table and smoothing out the map, leaning in closer to examine it. “We’re wolves, for the love of the Goddess. How is it possible that we can’t locate one of our own?”


“We’re giving it our all,” Tess stated with poise, crossing her arms confidently.


“Our best efforts simply aren’t sufficient. For all we know, he could be dead,” I snarled, marking the map for the sixth time.


“We would know if he was gone. We’ll track him down,” Tess reassured, placing a hand on my shoulder.


I straightened up and pinched the bridge of my nose. My beta was unaccounted for over the last two days. Other packs remained vigilant, doing their best to assist us, yet no one had uncovered a single clue.


“Xander,” Tess called, giving my shoulder a gentle tap.


“What?” I retorted, spinning to face her. “I apologise,” I said, shaking my head.


“What’s happening with you?” she asked, her brow furrowed.


“Kaden is missing. What do you think is happening with me?”


“It’s more than that,” she remarked, tilting her head to the side. “Your anxiety levels skyrocketed significantly a few hours back.”


“I’m simply concerned,” I replied, redirecting my focus to the map.


“Come on, it’s me,” she urged once more.


“I really don’t know, okay?” I exclaimed, slamming my hand on the table and sending a glass of water tumbling over.


It cascaded across the map, and I swiftly gathered it back up.


“Damn it!” I muttered.


Tess moved closer, her eyes locking onto mine as she took the map from my hands, a hint of worry etched across her face.


“Quit staring at me like that,” I retorted.


Her frown deepened as she parted her lips to speak, but just then, my phone rang. We both leaped for it, but she got there first, raising her finger to reveal the screen to me. Unfamiliar. She placed the phone down and answered the call, activating the speaker function.


“Gamma Tess here,” she stated with a composed demeanour, though the rhythmic tapping on her arm betrayed her underlying anxiety.


“I’m only here to talk to the Alpha,” the voice replied. I recognised one. Alister. Vampiric nuisance. “You have just five seconds to get him on the line before his precious Beta,” a whimper echoed through the phone.


Kaden. I was under the impression it was Kaden. It was difficult to discern. I surged ahead.


“This is Alpha Xander. Who is this?” I asked, my voice laced with irritation. I recognised his voice, but I wanted him to come clean about it.


Tess placed her hand gently on my arm and gestured for me to relax. I let out a deep sigh, running my fingers through my hair in a moment of contemplation.


“It would be wise to show a bit more kindness, Alpha Xander. After all, your Beta’s fate rests in my hands.”


“What do you want?” I asked, my voice tight with tension.


“It’s straightforward. I need you. I need you exclusively at the base of Knox Valley in two hours, or your Beta faces dire consequences.”


Tess shook her head vigorously and reached for the phone, but I halted her motion.


“How can I be sure Kaden will be safe if I go through with this? For all I know, you could harm him the instant we end this call, or he might already be gone,” I pressed.


A burst of laughter filled the air, and in that moment, my phone chimed with a video request. Tess shook her head once more, yet I went ahead and accepted. Initially, it was shrouded in darkness, but then the phone shifted, revealing Kaden. He lay on the ground, battered and bleeding, silver chains searing his wrists and ankles.


“Kaden,” I whispered softly.


“Allow me to illustrate,” Alister remarked, delivering a quick kick to Kaden, who let out a groan in reply. “Your options are limited. You can either meet me and discover what unfolds, or you can choose not to, and he will certainly perish. And it won’t stop there. I possess something else that belongs to you.”


Tess and I exchanged worried glances as the camera pulled back from Kaden, enveloped once more in shadows





















































































































































































