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I put away the last books on my bed and close the box. I look around my room and now all I can see are blank walls. The bed is barely there, and the movers will be arriving soon to get it.

I've been packing my whole life away in boxes. I don't feel sad, nor happy. 

It's not like I had any say in this trip.

My mother has already done it for both of us; it's a good job and very well-paid. I don't have a father; my mother got pregnant very young, and he didn't want to take responsibility.

It doesn't hurt what you've never had, it would be worse to have had it in my life and then it was gone, so I guess this is just adapting to circumstances.

I've lived in Los Angeles my whole life, so I guess I'll miss the traffic and the crowds now. We moved to a small town in Alaska.

The worst of all will be the horrible cold I will have to endure there. Accustomed to this warm climate, I feel like I will freeze to death in that place.

I grab the last of my boxes and close the door to what has been my room until today.

I go downstairs and leave the box by the door. The moving truck will be right outside our door. We have several days of travel ahead of us. I don't understand why Mom didn't buy plane tickets and preferred us to take such a long trip by car.

I sit in the car and watch as the buildings and cars slowly begin to disappear.

At almost eighteen years old, I haven't had a single friend, and I don't know why, to be honest.

When I was little I was very shy and had a hard time talking to others.

When I grew up a little, one day I took a chance and started talking to some girls. I must have chosen poorly because not only did they ignore me at that very moment, but they made my life miserable throughout elementary school, and the only reason was that I didn't have a father. As if you could choose that...

So when I got to high school I didn't approach anyone, I went completely unnoticed so much so that no one approached me at all my high school years.

And now I found myself in my senior year, halfway through the school year. Not only changing cities, but also moving to another city hundreds of miles away.

A trip of three thousand five hundred miles, three days in this car if we didn't spend any more.

I grabbed my headphones and lost myself in my favorite music for a few hours.

We made our first stop at a roadside motel after dark.

I have to admit, they're not as dirty as I thought. Or maybe we were just lucky to find this place.

We spent the next two days in the same way, traveling the trail during the day and resting at night.

I never thought seeing a sign would make me so happy.

Simple but concise.

WELCOME TO ALASKA  

Mom continued driving for two more hours. Until we reached a town inside a large forest. Since we entered here, I haven't stopped seeing trees and more trees.

I can't deny that this is beautiful, but it does feel strange. I don't know if I'll be able to adapt, although this will be my last year and I'll be going to university next year.

—Abi, we're here. This will be our new home. My mother says, giving me a smile.

I nod and smile back.

Mom parked the car in front of a wooden house. It actually looks really big from the outside. At least this is better than our small apartment in Los Angeles.

As soon as I set foot on the ground, I feel the icy air freeze my bones.

I don't have a coat on hand so I'll have to endure the cold for a bit.

We walk to the entrance of the house and the door opens revealing a man in his forties.

He approaches Mom and leaves a kiss on her lips.

Mom quickly steps aside and introduces him to me.

—Kevin, this is my daughter Abigail, says Mom nervously.

"Abi's fine," I replied indifferently.

He asks Kevin to give us a moment alone. Why do I have a feeling I'm not going to like this very much?

—Abi would ask you to sit down, but the chairs haven't arrived yet... You know I told you I'd gotten a very well-paid job, because I got that job thanks to Kevin...

—Mom, it's okay. You don't have to explain anything to me. I think it's fine that you have a partner. Will he be staying with us?

"My clever girl, that's up to you," Mom replies, stroking my head.

—Mom, if it makes you happy, it makes me happy too.

My mother hugs me with a unique amount of warmth. Kevin comes over and joins our arms. I uncomfortably separate myself from them and explore the house. I ask my mother to show me which room is my own, and she says I can choose any one.

There are a total of three rooms on the second floor. But I feel like none of them suit me. I see a small staircase in a corner and a small door at the top.

I go up and discover it's the attic. It's completely empty, decorated only by a window at the end. It looks like something out of an old movie.

It's perfect, I want this to be my room.

Here I'll have privacy and won't see Mom and her new boyfriend showing affection to each other. It's not that I'm particularly thrilled about a man living with us, but I understand that Mom is thirty-five years old and has the right to be happy and find love.

I look out the window of my new room and all I can see are trees. It's a bit hard to explain, but it's like I feel like someone is watching me from a distance.

I push that stupid idea out of my mind and head down to the living room. There's a lot of unpacking to do, and I want to sleep in my bed before tomorrow.

I start to slowly load all the boxes. I didn't think I had so much stuff. But it turns out I do! When did I become an old lady who accumulates junk in her house?

I can't help but smile at the silly things I'm capable of thinking every day...
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WE'VE BEEN HERE FOR two days and I can't deny it, I feel out of place.

In Los Angeles, no one paid attention to me, but here everyone is paying attention. I think I know why everyone is paying attention.

Almost everyone here is dark-skinned with tanned skin and dark eyes. I, on the other hand, have red hair, snow-white skin, and green eyes.

So I guess they found it strange. And I wanted to fly under the radar. "Just a few more months," I remind myself, and then I'll be off to college.

And as if that weren't enough, my first day of school arrived. If it wasn't frustrating enough that everyone was already staring at you, now you have to add to the mix the fact that you're the new girl.

I thought I would have to travel to another town to study, but I was wrong, as there is a small high school here.

I take my class schedule and go to the first one, find the back row and sit there.

A girl comes up to me and asks if the seat next to me is taken.

I shook my head, and for the first time in a long time, someone smiled at me. I really am stupid. It seems I haven't learned anything in all this time.

—Yami called me, and you? You're new here, right?

—Abi, and we arrived three days ago. I respond cordially.

—So, your mother is the new nurse!

I nod and smile.

"I see you're not much of a talker, but it doesn't matter, I'll speak for you," Yami says again, still smiling.

She explains to me who the popular girls, the athletes, the nerds are...

I spend the morning by his side since it seems we coincide in every class.

I can't deny that it feels nice, it's the first time someone has approached me in a friendly way.

I've been able to notice throughout the morning that Yami isn't very popular, so to speak. Only three people have greeted her, and two of them haven't been exactly friendly to her.

I don't understand why they pick on her. It's true that she's not like the other girls; she's a little shorter than me and a little rounder. She also wears glasses, but I think they look pretty good on her.

It's not that I'm that big of a deal; I'm a little taller than her, but not much more; I don't think I'm more than five foot six. I don't have curves and I wear braces. Thank goodness there's only a year left until I get those damn braces off.

I hear some girls talking. They seem a bit upset, they're gesticulating a lot, and one of them seems to be about to cry.

harvest " will take place and they will come down from the mountains.

I'm unable to listen to anything else as my new friend—not to say my only and first friend—takes my arm and quickly leads me to the dining room.

I don't know what the rush is about, but she tells me that if we arrive first, we can get a spot where no one will bother us.

And so it is, we find ourselves at the end of the dining room, near a window and behind a column. Well, at least I like the location of the table, since we go completely unnoticed.

—What is this " collection "?

She chokes on her sandwich and I quickly open the water bottle and hand it to her.

—Did I say something wrong?

—No... she says trying to catch her breath.

She looks around until she's sure there's no one watching us, much less listening to us.

—It's complicated. And I don't think this will affect you since you're new in town.

You're not making anything clear to me and all you're doing is increasing my curiosity.

—And what kind of things are collected?—-

—Not things, people, more like women—-

My eyes widen, I can't believe the words he just said.

—Well, if I tell you, do you promise me you won't tell anyone?—-

—Yes... I answer, not too sure, I don't understand why there's so much secrecy.

—Once every ten years, the werewolves come down from the mountains. All women between the ages of fifteen and twenty-five must present themselves in the town square. They must put on a white dress and wait for them to arrive... I don't know what happens after that. I only know that some women stay and others disappear forever.

Well, no one believes that about wolves, but I'm not going to say anything about that subject.

—But then what happens to the families of the girls who disappear?

—Nothing, this has always existed here. I think it's done this way so they don't destroy the town. It's sort of an offering. Besides, the women who disappear aren't married, nor do they have children... Marriage is prohibited here until you're twenty-six.

Oh my God, Mom brought me to a crazy town.

—And when exactly will that happen?—-

—In two days, Yami answers calmly.

—I don't see you scared.

—Why aren't I? I doubt I'm one of the chosen ones. You just have to look at me, and if I am, I might even meet my sister.

—What! Your sister.

—If they took her away last time, I can't attend because I wasn't old enough yet. But Mom wasn't sad, she was happy. She always says my sister will have a better life than the one we can get here.

—Don't be offended, but I don't think what you're telling me is even remotely normal. It's unbelievable that your daughter is stolen and you think she'll be better off somewhere else than by your side.

—Well, Mom knows more about this than I do. I've never asked; it never caught my attention. I just know that it's absolutely mandatory and that it has to be done.

—One last question, has anyone ever refused to attend?

—Let me think... I think once a girl didn't go down to the square and hid under the bed, an angry wolf destroyed her house and killed her entire family.

—And what happened to the girl?

—Nothing, she disappeared along with the others.

I think it's time to stop asking, although Yami is very nice I think she's not right in the head.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​3. Collection



[image: ]




I come home and see those two kissing each other.

I cough to make them notice my presence, and when they hear me, they move away with rapid breathing.

There's really no need for you to eat each other alive in front of me.

"How was your day?" my mother asks, still holding Kevin's hand.

—Well, I've made a friend, her name is Yami, but I don't think she's quite right in the head. She told me something about the "harvest" and about some wolves that come down for the young girls every ten years... Don't you think it's funny, Mom?

My mother looks at Kevin seriously. I don't understand why they aren't laughing. It's something funny, like some wolves are going to come down the mountain and take a group of young girls.

—Well, don't worry, those traditions don't affect you, right Kevin!

I can't believe my mom is believing this. Being in love really destroys your brain cells.

"You're officially residents of Ketchikan, so she's part of the community, too," Kevin says, visibly nervous.

—When you told me that stupid story, I didn't think my daughter would have to be offered to those...

—But are you really listening to each other?

—Sit down, my mother says, patting the chair next to her.

He left the bottle of milk in the refrigerator and his backpack on the counter.

I sit next to her and wait for her to speak.

—There are things in this world that we don't know about. Sometimes what we think is fantasy isn't really fantasy, and there are certain beings that do exist in real life.

"Of course, and now you're telling me that vampires, werewolves, elves, and even goblins are real, right?" I respond sarcastically.

My mother seems absent at the moment so Kevin takes the floor for her.

—We're not lying to you, they exist, at least werewolves. Let me tell you the story of my people and then you'll be able to understand the " harvest " a little better.

I nod and wait for him to tell me the story. I don't really understand. I think there must be something in the air here that makes you lose your mind and imagine things.

—Many centuries ago, my people settled here. At first, everything was peaceful and happy. They lived off hunting and fishing, and little by little, they became a prosperous people. But they had some rather primitive neighbors, to put it mildly. They could go unnoticed as simple humans, but out of nowhere, they turned into wolves. Yes, I know it sounds strange, please don't interrupt me... Apparently, they weren't very numerous, and they believed in something like a destined mate, whom they could recognize by their scent. A few of those wolves, tired of waiting for a mate that never came, decided to venture into our lands and discovered that their destined mates lived there.

Not only did they take the women, but they also destroyed the village, and this continued successively over the years. Until one of the village leaders decided to make a treaty with them. Every ten years, women between certain ages would stand in the village square. If any of them were his companion, they could take her, but they could no longer destroy the village or kill anyone else.

—Let's see, because I think my head's going to explode. If that's true, which I have a hard time believing, why the hell did you bring me here, and right now, Mom?

—I, I... I didn't believe it was true and I still have a hard time believing it to be true.

—What if I don't show up at the plaza?

—Don't even suggest it, the oldest people say that once a girl didn't show up, an enraged wolf destroyed the whole house and killed her entire family.

He seems as convinced as Yami that this story is real. I don't know what they smoked here, but they're certainly convincing.

I leave the living room and go up to my bedroom, grab my computer, and start on the work the history teacher assigned us.

I never stop working, I only do it when I hear a howl outside the house.

I look out the window and can't see anything, the thickness of the forest obscures everything.

I think I'm going crazy, of course there are wolves in a forest, as well as bears, squirrels and other little animals.

I close my laptop and go downstairs for dinner. I don't say anything about the conversation, and neither do they. I don't think it's worth it; I might even forget everything by tomorrow.

....

—Where are we going, Mom?—-

—To buy your dress for tonight.

—You're still at it, I thought you were smarter, to be honest.

—Abi, I won't let you. I wish it was all a big lie and you didn't have to go through it tonight.

I don't need to continue since I know where this is all going to end, my mom crying and me feeling terrible for having disrespected her.

We bought a white dress. I chose the simplest one I could find; I don't see the need to spend so much money just for a moment alone. Plus, I'm not taking off my coat.

We're having hot chocolate in a cafe, and everyone we see seems pretty nervous. It's as if instead of being in a village, we're in a cult, and everyone is expecting the end of the world tonight.

After shopping and having hot chocolate, we return home. Today, Mom has taken the day off "just in case it's my last day here."

I've tried every way possible not to tell them they're crazy and that nothing they're saying will ever happen. So in the end, I decided to just go along with it.

After dinner I go up to my bedroom, grab my dress, and put it on.

I look in the mirror and I don't see myself well. Maybe if I had chosen a more fitted dress in the chest area, not something so straight, it would have looked better on me.

Anyway, I'll only be wearing it for a few hours, so I put my hair in a high ponytail and put on my coat.

"The hour of the wolf has arrived"
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" You can say goodbye to your family and friends and put miles of distance between you, but at the same time you carry them with you in your heart, in your mind, in your stomach, because you don't just live in a world, but a world lives in you." 

My mother and Kevin accompany me to the plaza. There I can see women of all kinds, all dressed in the same color: the white of purity. I doubt many of them are women anymore.

The older ones are overdressed, with elaborate hairstyles, elegant, low-cut dresses, and, above all, a lot of makeup.

The little ones look scared. I want to tell Kevin and my mom that this is the end of the foolishness of the year. But I see Yami arrive with a smile on her face.

—It's time, honey, we have to go, Mom says with tears in her eyes.

—Don't worry, what are the chances of me being one of the chosen ones? I wasn't born here and I don't have native blood. It's impossible, Mom, so don't worry. I'll be back home in a little while.

I don't know why I said that, since I don't even believe a single thing they've said to me. But since I don't want to make her suffer, this is the best way to make her feel better.

I approach Yami, and she gives me a smile. Little by little, all the townspeople leave us alone in the middle of the plaza.

I think we could be around thirty, at first I thought there should be more but well, that's more than fine with this.

Everything is fine until howls begin to be heard, and the youngest members of the group begin to cry.

They really prepare everything too well. In the end, my mind has realized that this is some kind of performance in which they include people as actors.

The howls are getting closer, Yami takes my hand and squeezes it tightly.

I see how everyone has their eyes closed, I stay still in my place and observe in silence.

The cold is starting to creep in, and even though I'm the only one wearing a coat, it also seems like I'm the only one who's cold. Why does none of the girls seem to be shivering like I am?

And no, it's not fear that overwhelms me, but rather a horrible cold.

I duck my head for a moment and close my eyes to take a breath. When I raise my head, I see we're surrounded by wolves—there must be at least twenty, if not more.

"This isn't real, this isn't real," I repeat in my mind like a mantra.

I watch as all the wolves step aside to let a larger wolf pass. It's not that they're small, since I don't think they're normal wolves; they're too big. "And if they're right in the end?"

What nonsense I really think, they'll have good hunting and be trained. Little by little the wolves approach the women, sniff them out, and bare their teeth. But first they let the big wolf pass in front of each of the women.

Two of the younger girls are taken by two wolves, who catch them and take them with them.

That shocks me so much that for a moment I think it's best to close my eyes and wait for it all to pass.

I'm brought back to reality when Yami's hand stops squeezing mine, I open my eyes and see a large grey wolf dragging her away from me.

I want to scream but my voice won't come out of my throat, the big black wolf that all the other wolves have let pass first is right in front of me.

Sniffing me and baring its teeth, it suddenly pounces on me and knocks me to the cold ground.

At that very moment my mind collapses, I'm going to be devoured by a wolf and all thanks to my mother who has given me up as bait.

Before I plunge into total darkness I can hear a growl and the word. " Mine "

....

I wake up in a room, which is not mine, of that I am absolutely sure.

The decor is too masculine for my taste, all the furniture is too dark and sober.

Also, the bed is huge; this doesn't feel like a hospital. I sit up and see more clearly.

A scream escapes my throat when I see a man sitting in an armchair staring at me.

—You finally wake up. I even thought you wouldn't. I still don't understand how the goddess has granted me a companion as weak as you, a simple human.

Just hearing his voice makes every hair on my body stand up.

I look around and see that there is no one else, so all those words are directed at me.

I can't see him very well, the room is dark but I know he's a very big man.

This can't be real. I refuse to believe it, but what other explanation could there be? I remember the wolves, and I remember how the biggest one lunged at me.

But now that I think about it, it may just be a dream, a bad dream.

And since I'm in a dream, I can say whatever I want because I'm going to wake up at any moment.

—I'm sorry I'm not what you expected, so I won't bother you with my presence anymore.

I get out of bed and try to reach the door, but I can't because out of nowhere he has me pinned against the wall.

—Just because you're not what I expected doesn't mean I'm going to let you go. You're mine and no one else's.

My head reaches the height of his chest so I must be standing next to a giant.

I notice how he sniffs my hair and even makes noises as if he were an animal.

I try to push him away from me but it's impossible, this man is a mass of muscles.
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When I get him to separate from me, I can see a very attractive man, his hair is dark and short and his eyes are light.

I could say they're blue, but other times they look like gold to me. I think he must be around two meters tall; he's an imposing man.

I move away from him a little, as he evokes several sensations in my body. But the most obvious is fear.

—Don't be afraid, I'm not going to hurt you.

His words seemed sincere but I still didn't quite trust him.

I go back to bed and sit down. He watches me from the doorway, which I can almost reach.

-What is your name?

—Abi, I answer, looking at the floor.

—I don't remember reading that name in the town census.

—Okay, my name is Abigail. I reply through gritted teeth.

"How old are you, Abi?" The sound of my name on your lips makes me shudder. What the hell is wrong with me? I must have hit my head because this isn't quite normal.

-Seventeen.

—Don't fuck with me! This can't be real, this can't be happening to me.

I see him so angry that for some stupid reason I turn to him again.

—In a month I'll be eighteen.

My words seem to calm him down a bit.

—I'm going to have to wait another month, another fucking month. I really hit the jackpot with you.

He leaves the room angrily and slams the door.

I get out of bed and pace around the room, because I'm not waking up, because I'm still in this horrible dream.

I looked out the window and saw small wooden houses in a large forest. Well, at least it seems I haven't left home. I have such a limited imagination. I could dream I was in Hawaii or Japan, but instead I dream I'm still in Alaska.

Hours pass, and I see the sun beginning to rise. I approach the door and open it. I step out into the hallway and see that I'm in a very large house. I reach the staircase and see that I'm on the top floor. There are two more below me, if I'm not mistaken.

I look at myself and see I'm still wearing that stupid dress. But I don't have any shoes or a coat.

I walk back to the bedroom and search everywhere for them. After a few minutes, I'm frustrated—neither my shoes nor my coat are here.

If I go out like this I'm sure I'll get sick, but on the other hand my house shouldn't be too far away.

I leave the room again and go down the stairs, I don't meet anyone at any time.

I reach the door and step out onto the street. The cold is... it's horrible. I don't like this weather at all. When I put my feet on the ground, I feel like I'm going to freeze to death.

I look around and don't recognize the place. I guess I must be on the other side of town.

I start walking and the town is completely silent. I don't know how long I walk, but I don't stop for a moment. I don't want the crazy guy from before to find me.

He came to a fortification, which is strange; it's the first time I've seen it. When I arrived here, I swore there wasn't even a wall separating the forest from the village.

I look for a small opening and step through. Seconds later, I start hearing a siren, and I stand still for a few more seconds.

I recall in my mind all the crime movies I've ever seen. What if the sirens are for me? Is this just like a hit-and-run, right? I run away and don't look back. My feet hurt like never before. I must have millions of splinters embedded in them, but I can't stop, not yet, it's not safe yet.

I just realized that this isn't a dream, in dreams there is no pain and I have moved to the highest level of the scale.

I hear howls very close by. This isn't good. I have to find somewhere to hide. Where they can't find me.

I spot a small cave and head towards it until a large black wolf stands in front of me.

He growls at me and bares his fangs. I think I've had enough. The big wolf approaches me and bites my arm. The pain I feel makes darkness fill my entire body.

....

I open my eyes and find myself back in the same room. I look at my arm and see that it's bandaged, as are my feet.

I try to sit up but I feel quite sore, but after a lot of effort I manage to do it.

I see him sitting there, this time I can see him properly and from his face I can tell he's very angry.

—Don't you have anything to say, Abigail?

—Well, the truth is no, I just wanted to go back home but it seems you're not going to let me.

"I see they haven't explained how this works to you, but you're right about one thing. I'm not going to let you go." He says, approaching me and taking my chin in one of his hands, getting me to look him directly in the eyes.

—You're not like them, you're not from the village, right?

—No, the truth is I got there four days ago.

—I'm grateful to whoever took you there, otherwise I would never have found you.

—Yay! I say quietly, but loud enough for him to hear and grunt.

—I'm going to explain something to you so you don't try to escape from me again, although I doubt you can because from today on there are locks and guards watching you around the clock. But in the hypothetical case that you manage to escape from me again, keep in mind that I would find you and hunt you down. There's no place in the world where I can't find you.

His words sound like a threat, and the truth is, he's managed to stir fear and anxiety in me. If that's what he was aiming for, he's more than achieved it.

He walks away from me, leaving me alone in the room. I hear a bolt click as he leaves. So I understand I'm locked in.

I get out of bed groaning, look at my feet and I can see that the bandages are wet, I really must have hurt them but good.

I walk over to the window and open it. I peer out a little and see that it's impossible to get out that way. It's at least seven meters to the ground, and if by some stroke of luck I didn't kill myself or break anything in the fall, I wouldn't be able to get very far with my feet in the state they're in.
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I'VE BEEN LOCKED UP here all day, no one has come and no one has brought me anything to eat.

The only thing I've been able to drink is water, and that's because there's a bathroom in the room.

I feel weak and tired. I'm not going to say how bored I am anymore, because that's the least of it.

I don't have any clothes here, so I've been wearing the same dress and underwear for several days, I don't know how many to be exact but I'm sure it's at least three.

I get back into bed and try to sleep. The water seems to soothe the pain in my stomach a bit, so I have to take advantage of these moments to get to sleep.

I wake up to the voices of some men, I can recognize the first voice but I don't know who the other one is.

I hear my captor tell the second man that my health is terrible because no one has treated me as I needed, they haven't treated my wounds, and they haven't fed me.

The tension is becoming more and more noticeable, the second man seems to be scared because his previously firm voice is now shaky.

—Go find the doctor right now!

I hear this clearly, and I have neither the strength nor the desire to open my eyes. So I opt to stay in the same position. I don't know when I fall asleep, but I wake up feeling pain in my feet and arm.

I scream, or several. I'm no longer sure of anything, tears begin to flow from my closed eyes. The pain doesn't stop. I still have to endure this for a while longer until they finally stop touching me.

They lift me up and carry me away. I open my eyes and see my captor carrying me in his arms. He sits down in an armchair and picks up a spoonful of broth.

He brings it up to my mouth and I open it. I haven't eaten anything for too long, and if he's going to poison me, let him do it right now. I don't need to suffer anymore.

He feeds me a bowl of broth and then puts me to bed. He gives me some medicine and tells me to go to sleep.

That becomes my routine for a week, or at least I think it is. I can feed myself now, but he likes to do it. And I don't have the strength to fight back.

I already have new clothes and even though I'm only wearing pajamas, they're better than the damn white dress.

I don't know who took my dress off and put me in my pajamas, but at this point, I don't care. If it was him, he'd seen me naked, but what did it matter when I was likely never going to be able to escape.

A week later, the doctor arrived and told me I could get up and take short walks. I asked my captor to please let me go outside.

He agreed and said we'd be down in a bit. I got out of bed and opened the closet. I grabbed some pants and a sweater.

I sat on the bed and took off my clothes.

—What are you doing? Don't you see I'm here?

My nakedness seemed to bother him, one more thing to add to the list if he already saw me as weak and also my body displeased him because he wouldn't let me go home.

"Sorry, I didn't think it would bother you, sir." I replied sarcastically, at least he hadn't taken that away from me.

"I can't see you like this yet. My willpower is limited, and you're not even eighteen yet. Another thing I don't like is when you call me sir, or at least when you do it."

He didn't seem to notice my tone, so I decided to let it be.

"Is it okay what you want me to call you?" I answered again, and the sarcasm returned. I really wanted to get into more trouble.

—My name is Alam, I'm going to avoid that tone of voice for once. If you want to go out, you'll have to behave yourself.

I nod and go to the bathroom to get dressed.

I get out of the bathroom and just need to put on my slippers. But my feet are still sensitive, so I have trouble putting them on.

I think he's realized I'm not well enough, I hope he'll still let me go outside for a bit.

—We can go out, sir, I mean Alam.

He frowns but still goes forward and opens the door.

I walk slowly since my feet still hurt, not enough to make me scream but enough to make my pace slow.

We went down the last few steps and I could now see the front door. I noticed two men standing in front of my bedroom door, and I also saw several girls wandering around the house.

None of them dared to look at me; they remained immersed in their tasks, so I imagine they were maids.

Alam opens the door and for the first time in days the cold air doesn't bother me, rather it feels pleasant.

We don't spend much time in the garden at home, but the little time we do, I enjoy it to the fullest.

Who knows when he'll let me out again.

When we go back inside the house I feel my heart tighten, I don't want to go back to that room, at least not for the moment.

I stand behind him and wait for him to notice I'm not moving forward. It doesn't take him more than a few seconds to do so. He turns and looks at me in surprise. At least I can't see any anger on his face.

—I was wondering if we could stay here for a while? I'm tired of being in the room. I promise I won't escape.

He starts laughing, walks towards my position and shows me the way I have to go.

We arrive at what appears to be a living room, with several armchairs, a bookcase, and a large television.

I sit down in one of the armchairs and ask permission to turn on the television.

He nods and keeps staring at me from across the room.

He heard a cell phone ring. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a state-of-the-art cell phone.

And I know it's the latest model, because I've spent the last few months asking my mom for it and I always heard the same words.

"I'm not going to spend a month's salary on a phone, Abi."

A treacherous tear runs down my cheek as I remember my mother. How is she feeling? I hope she's okay; at least she has Kevin by her side.
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After picking up the phone, he left me alone in the room, and the best part was that I didn't have any guards by my side.

I didn't think about escaping, for some strange reason I had gotten used to his presence and I didn't feel so bad.

I think I'm suffering from Stockholm syndrome. I'm identifying with my captor and I don't feel like escaping.

I've been through several channels and haven't seen any news where they were looking for me or the other girls.

Now that I think about it, Yami was also taken from the village by one of the wolves. Or so I think. I hope she's okay. Maybe I'll see her again someday.

I realize that I haven't been here as long as I thought, but rather in a couple of days it will be a month.

I guess I was unconscious longer than I thought.

I entertain myself by watching various movies and that makes me forget that I am captive in this house.

A girl comes up to me, never lifting her head from the ground. She can't be much older than me.

—Luna, do you want us to bring you something to eat?

—Abi, and yes, I would like a cola and a sandwich, please.

—As you wished, Luna.

—Abi, my name is Abi no Luna.

I don't think she heard me because when she comes back with my food she calls me Luna again.

After drinking the soda and the sandwich, I fall asleep on the couch.

The girl from before wakes me up and she seems embarrassed that she had to touch me.

—Luna, it's time for dinner. Do you want to do it here or should I ask him?

—Ask Alam, I don't want him to get upset.

She lowers her head and looks surprised. I don't know, maybe they just call him sir. I guess I think a lot of nonsense. What does it matter what they call him?

A few minutes later the same girl returns and tells me that the Alpha will not be able to accompany me because he has a lot of work and asks me to have dinner wherever I like.

—It's okay, I can have dinner here. Have you had dinner?

—No, Luna

—Well then you can have dinner with me.

—No, Luna, that's not correct.

—Well, don't have dinner if you don't want to, but you can stay with me while I do it and stop calling me Luna. I've told you more than ten times that my name is Abi.

—Yes, I can accompany you, Luna.

This time I don't correct her, I'm really tired of telling her things, I don't know if she's missing something or if she's just deaf.

I get up from the chair, a little numb, and walk over to the table. She's serving dinner and standing next to me.

—I know you can't eat with me, but at least sit down. I'm not comfortable eating with you standing there.

She takes a chair and sits next to me.

The truth is, being with her is like being alone. I don't know what to do to start a conversation. I've never done it before, well, only with Yami, but now she's not here, and I feel pretty lonely.

-What is your name?

—Ruby, my name is Ruby Luna.

Obviously Luna called me again, and since she answered my questions, why not ask her more?

—How long have you been here?

—Working, three years.

—Are you from the village too?

—No, I was born in the Pack

So this place is a Pack.

—And your parents?—-

—My mother is human and my father...

"Ruby, you can go. I'll stay." Alam says, interrupting my new best friend's response.

I watch as Ruby rushes out of the room but before leaving she bows to my captor.

—You're not going to punish her, are you?

—What do you think I should do?

—She stayed with me because I asked her to, she didn't tell me anything relevant and she didn't eat anything, so I don't think she broke any of your rules—-

I feel like telling you stupid rules, but I'm not going to play it safe. Today is being wonderful compared to the others, and I don't expect that to change.

—Okay, I won't punish her then.

I breathe a sigh of relief. He continues eating, and his gaze fixes on me.

—Aren't you planning on having dinner?

—I've already done it in the office.

—Doesn't it hurt?

—What? I ask, confused.

—The teeth.

Ahh, it's probably because of the braces.

—No, not anymore. After almost three years, they've become part of me. And in a year, the den..tis..t will take them away.

When I said that word, I realized I was locked in, and that maybe he'd never take me to a dentist, so maybe the braces would stay with me until I died.

—I've never met anyone with that on their teeth before, so I guess I'll have to call a dentist for a follow-up.

We continue talking while I eat dinner. He asks me questions and I answer them. I've discovered that if I behave, he lets me do more things, so I decide to keep it that way, at least for now.

After dinner, we sit on the couches to watch a movie. He sits in the one furthest from me. I don't ask if he wants to be there for me, great.

I see him start to nod off, so I deduce that the movie is getting too boring for him or he's tired of taking care of me for so many days.

—Alam, you can go to sleep if you're tired.

—No, I'm fine. I'll wait for you.

—You know I won't try to escape anymore, I've learned my lesson, I reply with sadness in my voice.

He doesn't answer, I just see him raise an eyebrow and look at the television.

When the movie ends a question fills my mind, I have nothing to lose so I decide to ask it.

—Alan, do you think you'll ever let me see Yami?

—I'm not sure I know who it is.

I give him a description of her and he promises that I will know tomorrow if she is here.

We go up to the bedroom, I grab my pajamas and go into the bathroom to change. When I come out, I find him sitting on the bed.

—You don't need to sleep here anymore, I'm fine, you don't have to take care of me, you can go back to your bedroom.

—I'm already in my bedroom.

Those words leave me rooted to the spot.

—Then you can tell me which bedroom is my own. I'm cured or almost cured.

—This is it. Did you think I would let my partner sleep anywhere other than next to me?

I nod and get into bed. Minutes later, he does the same. I close my eyes and fall asleep almost immediately.
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It's been a month since I arrived here and in a few days it will be my birthday.

Today Alam promised me Yami would be home. I'm so nervous I've barely slept. I wasn't hungry and didn't want to eat breakfast, but Alam warned me that if I didn't eat well, he wouldn't let me see her. So I ended up eating everything.

I can now wander around the house alone. Well, I'm not alone because the guards are nearby and the front door is still locked. But at least I'm not buried in the room anymore.

Ruby is the one who usually takes care of me. And little by little, I'm starting to develop a relationship with her. She's still trying to call me Luna, but I've decided that if she likes it, I don't care anymore.

I know we won't be friends since she's an employee and she's too scared of Alam to not do what I ask.

So maybe he doesn't like me, but he has to put up with me, and since I feel so alone, I don't think about it too much and I'm content with what I have.

There's a knock at the door, and I immediately want to get up. But I remind myself not to; if I do, they might think I'm trying to escape, and I don't want to be locked up again.

I'm waiting impatiently to see who it is, when my friend appears before me with a smile on her face.

This time if I get up and go straight to give her a hug, she seems quite uncomfortable and immediately moves away from me.

—Sorry, I thought you'd be excited to see me?

—And I am, but it's not appropriate for me to play.

-Why do you say that?

—I see they haven't explained it to you yet. I can't tell you, but I can tell you that I'm delighted to hear that you're okay.

—How are you, where do you live, how is your captor treating you?

—I'm fine, pretty fine you could say, I live a few doors down and he's not my captor, he's my partner.

—Was it difficult for you to come see me?

—No, not really. I can go out freely. My partner told me I should come, and that's what I did.
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