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Luna’s Perspective




I stood frozen in the doorway, captivated by the scene unfolding before me. A wave of sickness washed over me, leaving my face as pale as a ghost. The heartbreak I experienced in that moment was beyond words, and I thought it was merely a nightmare from which I needed to awaken.




However, the more they talked and moved, the more my mind shifted back to reality. They lay bare, their bodies glistening with sweat amidst the tangled sheets of my bed. I have to admit, I felt a strong urge to set the house ablaze with them in it. Yet, the last shred of reason within me insisted that risking my life for two snakes simply wasn’t worth it.




I pivoted and made my way from the room to the kitchen. I’m fairly certain they spoke to me as soon as I walked in, but I couldn’t quite make out any words. I’m not interested in excuses or apologies. I need them both to leave my house.




I hurriedly poured myself a smooth glass of whisky from the cabinet and downed it in one swift motion, feeling the fiery burn in my throat as the alcohol cascaded down into my stomach, igniting everything in its path. I gazed at the glass, a bittersweet smile gracing my lips. I dedicated countless hours to support him. Upon completing my degree in veterinary medicine and science, I secured a position at a veterinary clinic, dedicating all my earnings to him and our household. We were sharing a rental, and he wasn’t employed as he devoted all his time to studying for the bar exam.




I’ve come to the conclusion that all my efforts have been in vain. He took advantage of me to find joy with someone else. I found myself devoid of happiness.




I take responsibility for not noticing the warning signs, or perhaps I simply chose to overlook them, convincing myself that all the effort I put in would eventually lead to happiness and a fulfilling life at home.




I lifted my gaze to him in the kitchen, now dressed up, and shot him a look of pure disgust.




“I sincerely apologise, Fiona. It was a one-time mistake, and I assure you it won’t happen again.”




His words turned my stomach, and the sting of betrayal will linger in this life. I placed my complete trust in him, only to find myself losing this relationship.




“I need you to leave my home.”




My words were unmistakable and cutting. I never wanted to lay eyes on him again.




“You can’t just kick me out. We’re in this together.”




“Not anymore. Take your companion and leave.”




Her voice follows, igniting a frustration within me like nothing else. Lisa was now dressed, her puppy eyes glistening as she shed crocodile tears—an act I recognised all too well, one she often employed to get her way. That’s a thing of the past.




“Fiona, I take full responsibility for that.”




I turned away with a smirk, choosing to disregard her completely.




“You have ten minutes to leave, or I will have to call the police for trespassing. Liam, you’re not on my flat lease since you mentioned wanting to avoid debts until you finish school. Therefore, neither of you should be here. Please gather your things and go.”




I’m stating this without a doubt, and I can see Liam’s face turning pale as a ghost.




“You won’t get away with this. I will ensure you face the consequences for pushing me out.”




This was the true face he revealed. I discovered the true Liam I never knew was right beside me. With a smirk, he glances at me and takes her hand, leading her towards the door. My head throbbed with pain, while my heart ached with sorrow. However, I kept it all hidden from them. I refuse to let them come out on top.




“Pay for what? Based on the law you’re studying, your presence here is unauthorised, and I no longer grant you permission to stay. Perhaps if you had focused your time on your studies instead of pursuing Lisa, you’d be in a different situation. It’s time for both of you to leave.”




He storms out with her in tow, clearly seething at my words, and slams the door shut behind him.




I’m getting up from the table and securing the door as I pull my phone from my pocket.




First, I’m reaching out to a locksmith who will arrive in just ten minutes to change all my locks. Once that’s taken care of, I’ll be contacting the one person I trust above all others. Sofia, my closest companion. We first crossed paths years ago, working side by side in the same cafeteria when we were just sixteen. Following the loss of my dad to a drinking bender and my mom to a drug overdose, I found myself alone and began working at a young age. I juggled numerous jobs to stay above water, leaving no room for regrets.




“Hey there, gorgeous! How’s it going?”




Her voice brings me solace, yet I find it hard to breathe and speak.




“Would you mind coming over to my place?”




She took a moment, listening to the tremor in my voice.




“Absolutely, I’ll arrive as quickly as possible.”




She simply confirmed her attendance without any questions, and that brought me joy. As I waited for the locksmith, a wave of frustration washed over me, and I felt like I was on the verge of breaking down. The harsh truth is hitting me hard, and I can’t shake this feeling of nausea. I’ve let that unfeeling person place a ring on my finger and label me his future wife. I made a vow to myself: no one will ever have that power over me again. From now on, my love will be reserved solely for myself.




I pour myself another glass of whisky and down it in a single gulp. I sought a state of numbness. I longed to escape the pain and the whirlwind of emotions swirling in my mind. I aimed to avoid self-doubt in this situation, fully aware that I’ve given my all. Yet, here I am, feeling betrayed by the very person who was meant to safeguard and cherish me. I want to embrace every moment without looking back with regret. I simply sought a state of emptiness.
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Luna’s Perspective










The night concluded with anguish and sorrow. Once Sofia arrived and the locksmith finished changing my door locks, I found myself overwhelmed with tears and screams.




Sofia sensed the truth the instant she stepped through the door, wrapping her arms around me as tears flowed, for there was nothing else I could offer in that moment. She was my rock, my family—the only one I ever truly had.




The following morning, I awoke feeling queasy from the previous night’s indulgence, and it hit me—my life is about to change. I tossed the engagement ring into the trash and put on my game face for another day at work. I truly enjoyed my job. Caring for animals brings a level of satisfaction that surpasses the experience of caring for humans, who can sometimes be deceptive. Animals possess innate instincts that alert them to potential harm, allowing them to sense danger without the influence of external judgements.




It’s incredibly challenging right now as I need to get my finances in order. I’ve been covering that tuition, and if I stop, the government will pursue me, leading to even more debt and hardship.




“Are you certain you can make it to work? You don’t seem well at all.”




I’m wearing a bittersweet smile.




“I must take action. It’s essential for me to identify the legal basis to cease funding his education. However, I’m feeling overwhelmed and pressed for time. Yet, I am determined to find a solution.”




“That guy, I’m going to take him down.”




She said, and I can’t help but chuckle.




“Not worth it. Thank you for coming last night!”




“Hey, what are sisters for, right?”




She was absolutely correct. She may not have been my biological sister, but she was my destined sister. No one has been as supportive as she has been throughout these years. She had her reservations about Liam from the very beginning, but I was too captivated by his insincere gestures and feigned affection to heed her warnings.




“Are you working today?”




Her eye roll brought a smile to my face.




“Absolutely, I’ve got a gruelling fourteen-hour shift ahead of me today. Not exactly excited about it.”




“I apologise for keeping you up last night.”




“No worries, sis. I’ve been through this before, and the coffee will do its magic soon. Just take care of yourself at the clinic today, and I’ll be there tonight for dinner.”




“Let me whip up something special for you!”




Her smile radiated joy.




“I have to head out now. Just let me know when you’re leaving, and I can pick you up if our schedules align. If not, I’ll see you back here.”




Absolutely! Thank you!




I’m expressing my feelings and embracing her tightly.




“I’ll take you to the clinic. Let’s head out!”




With a warm smile, she spoke, and I found myself nodding in agreement. As a doctor at the renowned Hope Valley Hospital, the largest medical facility in the bustling Big Apple, she owned a car. My clinic was just a quick five-minute drive from the hospital, as the Pets for Life clinic is a remarkable place dedicated to the beloved pets that people cherish so dearly.




I didn’t own a car because, even with my licence, I prioritised my finances for rent, bills, food, leisure, and his school fees. As a result, a car wasn’t on my list, and I relied on public transportation for work and shopping. It’s time for me to start setting aside some funds for my own car.




Once she dropped me off, I walked into the clinic with my head held high, determined to push through my illness and sadness to perform my duties effectively.




I was surrounded by a fantastic team of talented individuals. I found immense joy in assisting these delicate creatures who, though unable to speak, communicated their suffering through growls, cries, chirps, and even through their instinctive reactions of attacking and biting. They may not realise the pain it causes us when they act that way, as their own hurt can cloud their perception. However, it’s a different experience when a person intentionally inflicts pain with purpose and meaning.




The twelve hours flew by as I tended to the pets, and now, as the last one left, I locked up the clinic behind me. I served as the veterinarian, but our team included various doctors, each specialising in different areas of animal care and treating a diverse range of pets. I specialised in wild and exotic animals, including birds, dogs, and medium-sized pets. I completed a standard school program focussing on both basic and larger pets. However, I made my choice of speciality afterward.




With Sofia at work, I decided to take a leisurely stroll back home. As always, I took my own route home, navigating through a shadowy alley for a quicker way. I typically walked for half an hour to get to work, but the back alley shortened that journey significantly. I embraced that journey without fear, for this year has allowed me to connect with the people around me. The homeless individuals who seek refuge in those shadowy streets have come to see me as a friend, and in their eyes, I found acceptance and camaraderie. Occasionally, I would provide them with a sandwich and water, or leave behind a few dollars to help them get through to the next day. As I walked by, I greeted everyone with a warm smile, and in return, they responded positively, creating a friendly atmosphere all around. Not all people are flawed; often, those with the least possess the most generous hearts. If I were to ask them for money for food right now, they would gladly provide it. Even though they won’t have anything to eat tomorrow.




The primary reason for choosing to walk through the seemingly dark and perilous alley at night was that it felt safer than the bustling main street. Tonight was unlike any other. A peculiar sensation washes over me as I step into the alley, the bright streetlights fading into the distance behind me.




The area was eerily silent, and the makeshift tents crafted from plastic and other discarded materials, which once provided shelter for the homeless from the rain and cold, vanished as if they had never existed. I couldn’t help but ponder why they departed; the space appears tidy now, yet it feels more perilous than when the less fortunate were residing here. A nagging sense of unease washed over me, though I couldn’t pinpoint the reason. Still, I pressed on, determined to reach the exit of that shortcut I had already ventured halfway through.




I’m pulling my headphones away from my ears, as a growl reverberates through me, sending a shiver through my chest. In the depths of that darkness, I flicked on my phone’s torch, eager for clarity ahead. I quickened my pace, but halted abruptly as my small beam illuminated something—or someone—unexpected.




I feel like a deer caught in headlights as my heart sinks. The figures before me take my breath away, slowing it to a whisper. I can spot what appears to be three large animals, likely wolves, but they are significantly larger than any species I’ve encountered in my studies. They towered at least eight feet tall, making me feel like a tiny ant standing before them. The gaping maws were lined with teeth like razor-sharp blades, and an instinctive sense of danger washed over me. They could have effortlessly torn me apart into tiny pieces. It seems I may not have been sufficient for one of them as a meal.




I didn’t hear any wild animals escaping from the zoo or anything of that sort, nor did I ever come across any monstrous beasts. The darkness enveloped me, obscuring the true colour of the animal’s fur, yet the proximity to death sent shivers racing through my body.




I observed them closely, and it’s clear that the growls they’re emitting serve as warnings to keep your distance. I took a step back, and in that instant, my light illuminated a patch of white fur lying on the floor, nestled between the legs of the other wolves. There was another one, and he appeared to be lying down. I brought my light in closer, and now the blood is visible. The injured white wolf was being shielded by the three of them, as I can only assume. Based on my understanding and medical knowledge, I recognise that wolves travel in packs and share a remarkably strong bond with one another. To my astonishment, they chose not to launch an attack on me. Perhaps they can read my body language, sensing that I share their fear and feel their pain for their friend.




I knew it was a long shot, but I couldn’t pull back from the run now. I might be putting myself in a vulnerable position by taking up running. I couldn’t simply overlook them since I didn’t notice anything at all. As a veterinarian, I seized the opportunity to get closer and offer my assistance to the white animal.




“Excuse me, everyone… I’m a veterinarian here. My focus is on helping animals. May I take a look at your friend?”




I may have appeared a bit eccentric while attempting to communicate with those towering eight-foot creatures, but a soothing voice often works wonders in gaining an animal’s trust. As I approached, one of them let out a deep growl, positioning itself protectively in front of me. I gaze into his eyes. His striking blue eyes were beautifully flecked with hints of rich chocolate. It was far more bizarre than anything I had ever encountered.




“I urge you, allow me to assist him. I am a veterinarian.”




I spoke with a calm demeanour, even as his sharp white teeth loomed close, poised like blades ready to slice through my skin. The other two appear more open to my approach, but the one directly in front of me remains resistant to my words and voice.




“If you won’t allow me, at least consider that he could perish. Do you really want to lose your friend?”




With my calm yet steady voice, he covers his teeth and shuts his large mouth. He gazed into my eyes as if searching for the depths of my soul, then nodded and stepped back. Turning to the other two, they exchanged silent glances before all three retreated, creating space for me to approach the white wolf.




I kneel, illuminating him with my phone, as blood streams down his thick coat. I searched for the source of the bleeding and discovered it by examining his abdomen. It appears he was assaulted by another creature, as three deep claw marks mar his belly, penetrating into his insides. This is not good at all. There I stood on the street, equipped only with my coat and my trusty backpack.




I found myself in need of assistance. I have the perfect person in mind to assist me right away.




“Sofi, could you swing by my usual shortcut home? Please bring along plenty of sterilised bandages, clamps, gloves, and a suture kit.”




“What on earth just occurred? I’m dispatching an ambulance your way!”




“No way, not at all. Don’t send anyone else. You must bring everything I mentioned. Please trust me and move quickly.”




“Alright, I’ll be there in just a few minutes!”




I hang up and remove my jacket, pressing it against his wounds to slow the bleeding as much as possible until she arrives. He maintained a steady breath, yet his pulse began to wane. He lost a significant amount of blood, as evidenced by the stains on the floor, but it didn’t appear to be the location of the attack, since there wasn’t enough blood beneath him to indicate that.




December brought with it a biting chill, making the weather exceptionally cold during this time of year. It hasn’t snowed yet, but the chill has been constant, with temperatures hovering between five and minus ten degrees. Tonight was one of the coldest nights, and I could feel the chill as I took off my jacket, leaving me in my short-sleeved uniform. Spending the day indoors didn’t call for heavy clothing, but who would have guessed I’d need my jacket to fend off a mysterious creature’s bleeding?




The chill in the air was palpable, my breath visible as it escaped in wisps. My arms trembled from the cold, yet the rush of adrenaline coursing through me dulled the bite of the frigid air that surrounded me.




The headlights pierce through the darkness as they approach the alley entrance, coming to a halt right before us. Through the car window, I catch a glimpse of her expression—shock etched across her face.




The growling snapped my attention, and I elevated my voice.




“No. Let her be. She’s with me, providing support. Just trust me!”




I assert myself with a clear, direct tone, and the three of them retreat, fully grasping every word I conveyed.




Sofia stepped out of the car, taking her time as the engine hummed and the headlights illuminated us.




“No worries. Come on over. Did you bring what I requested?”




Her eyes widened in shock as she gazed at the creatures on my back, a red duffle bag clutched in her hand.




“Sofia, I need you to concentrate on me. They won’t harm you. Come over here; I could really use your assistance.”




As I gently rouse her from her stupor, she sinks to her knees before me, her gaze fixed on the majestic white wolf.




“Luna, what on earth is going on here?”




“I must close his wound as quickly as possible. He has lost some blood, but he remains stable. Please hand me a sterile cloth and prepare a needle along with suture thread.”




I’m doing my best to clean the wound, but as I try to thread the suture string into the needle, my hands are shaking from the cold and adrenaline. It’s becoming increasingly frustrating. Prepare yourself for a lengthy evening ahead.
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Luna’s Perspective




In a shadowy alley, I found myself encircled by three unusual figures, while a fourth lay on the icy ground, bleeding and fighting for survival. It was freezing, and my thoughts were scattered, yet I remained steadfast in my support for him. As I gazed at his face, it was clear he was now awake, his large golden eyes tracking my every move. Sofia, still reeling from the situation, stepped up to assist me, handing over everything I needed to ensure I could suture his body effectively.


I filled a syringe with a painkiller as I heard one of the wolves growling, drawing nearer.


“This is simply a painkiller. It will alleviate the discomfort as I work on closing the wounds.”


As I gaze into his eyes, he retreats once more.


I’ve come to the realisation that they can comprehend me, perhaps even human language, which is both exhilarating and unsettling all at once. The more time I spent with them, the stronger the sense grew that they were not merely wolves; something deeper lay beneath the thick fur that cloaked them. Perhaps I was simply losing my mind. As I tended to his wound, his gaze locked onto mine, and a wave of warmth washed over me, easing my tension and steadying my hands.


Once I finished, I gathered the remaining bandages and glanced at my hands. I was drenched in blood, my warm breath escaping in visible puffs against the chill of the air. I found myself puzzled by how I had managed to assist him, and Sofia seemed to share a sense of relief for some reason.


“It’s complete. While it might not be perfect, we’ve effectively halted the bleeding and addressed the wound. Additional treatment may be necessary.”


One of the wolves lies down on his belly, resting on all fours, and shakes his head, directing attention to his back.


“Are you asking me to carry him on your back?”


I enquired, and he responded with a quick nod. I nodded, and with Sofia and the assistance of the second wolf, we successfully placed the white one on the back of the black one, ensuring I tucked my jacket underneath to cushion the space between his back and the white wolf’s belly.


“It’s time for us to head to the clinic and ..”


In an instant, the black wolf bolts forward, vanishing into the shadows and between the walls, swiftly carrying the injured one with it. A wolf approaches, drawing nearer to me. The grey one gazed into my eyes, lowering his head to brush my cheek with his large, damp nose.


“Are you expressing gratitude?”


At this point, I couldn’t help but feel amused as he nodded briefly and slipped away into the darkness, leaving us behind. I remained frozen in a gaze of confusion, wondering, “What have I done?” Sofia drapes her jacket over my shoulders, and in that moment, I suddenly become aware of the biting cold that has numbed my skin.


My hands dripped with blood as I gazed into the darkness, where the fading headlights flickered like distant stars, just as I was hit by a bolt of lightning.


“Are you alright, Luna? Let’s head home. You’re as cold as an iceberg!”


I’m nodding, unable to speak, as I make my way to the car with Sofia bouncing into the driver’s seat.


“What occurred in that situation? How did you discover those animals?”


“Honestly, I’m not quite sure. I was just out for a walk when I stumbled upon them. I can’t identify what kind of wolves they are; I’ve never encountered anything like this before, and it’s not something I learnt about in school.”


“Could there be undiscovered species out there? Or perhaps something…”


“You really think that’s supernatural? Come on, you know that’s not real. You’ve just read too many fantasy and fiction books.”


“It’s hard to pinpoint why they were so receptive and attentive, as if they truly understood your words.”


“Absolutely, I can’t quite put it into words, but I’m uncertain if I really want to find out. They frightened me to the point where I felt like I might not make it out alive.”


“It seems you’ve managed to persuade them of your harmlessness, allowing you to continue living, especially after saving a friend’s life.”


As I smiled, we finally arrived home. I indulged in a long, hot bath while Sofia expertly prepared dinner in the kitchen. I couldn’t shake the thoughts of what happened tonight, especially that striking white wolf that lingered in my mind. His golden eyes set him apart from the others. Each had its own hue, but his golden ones consistently reassured me as I sutured his wounds that everything would be alright. He offered me a warmth and a trust that transcended the ordinary, reaching depths far beyond what one might find in a typical human connection. It was quite unusual and allowed me to unwind, almost as if I was completely unaware of the challenging situation I was in at that moment.


After my bath, I strolled into the kitchen clad in a bear costume to ward off the chill. I took a seat at the table where Sofia presented a delightful spread of fish and veggies that had my mouth watering in anticipation. My hunger hit me like a goods train; I suddenly realised I hadn’t eaten all day, and after that adrenaline rush, my body was on the brink of surrender.


“This looks incredible, Sofi! Thank you for whipping this up. I can’t wait to return the favour and cook for you!”


“It’s alright, sweetheart. I’m definitely the better cook here,” she replied with a playful smirk, and I couldn’t help but laugh. She enjoyed playfully poking fun at my cooking, even though our culinary styles were remarkably similar. She joins me at the table, and we raise our glasses of wine in a cheerful toast before diving into our meal.


“What do you think will happen with the white wolf now? Do you believe it will survive?”


I’m nodding in agreement as I savour my meal.


“Absolutely, he should be okay as long as the suture holds up. At least, that’s what I’m hoping for.”


“Honestly, you’ve done an incredible job. I’m truly proud of you.”


Her words bring a smile to my face and fill me with joy. I found myself in a perilous situation, where I managed to rescue a wild animal, and emerged completely unharmed. She was the sole person who took pride in all my accomplishments.


Thank you so much for your swift assistance with everything I needed. I hope my request didn’t cause you any trouble.


“Haha, no way! That was my personal bag filled with backup equipment, just in case my hospital bag gets stolen or something goes missing. I’m smiling.” She is an exceptional doctor, typically working in the hospital, but she also responds to emergencies with ambulances whenever assistance is needed. She possesses exceptional expertise in her field.


“Sofia, you should be incredibly proud of yourself.”


With a sly smirk, she lifted her glass in my direction.


“For us, and for the wolf’s.”


I’m laughing as I clink my glass against hers.


“For us and the wolf’s.”


Several weeks





































































































