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Dedication

To my late parents, Sharon and Raymond.

You both fought battles no one should face and showed courage in the face of heartbreak. Though cancer took you from this world, your love, wisdom, and voices live on, etched into my soul, guiding me with every step.

Through grief and loss, I came to understand the brevity of life. That understanding lit a fire in me to finish something meaningful. Not for praise or profit, but to grow, to rise, to create.

This book, my first, is a promise kept. A chapter of healing. A tribute to you.

Thank you for everything.

I did it.
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Preface

Stories find us long before we put them into words. 

The SonaRift Saga began as a quiet spark, a question, a feeling, a place that refused to leave my mind. I didn’t know its name then, only that it pulled at me, asking to be explored.

These pages are the result of years of imagining, building, breaking, and rebuilding worlds. They came from late-night ideas, from sketches, from music, and from all the moments where reality and imagination blur just enough to let something new slip through.

This book is the first step into a universe I’ve carried for a long time, a universe of rifts, echoes, shadows, and choices. A universe where the smallest actions can shift entire realms.

Thank you for stepping into it with me.

Rowleic


		

Introduction

The world you’re about to enter was not built overnight. It grew in fragments, scenes, characters, pieces of lore, and questions that whispered at the back of my mind. Over time, those fragments began to connect: a rift that shouldn’t exist, a forgotten truth buried beneath centuries, and two worlds unknowingly intertwined.

This book is the first step into that universe.

You will meet people shaped by loss, loyalty, and fate. You’ll encounter shadows left by ancient choices and light sparked by new beginnings. The SonaRift Saga is not merely a tale of realms and rifts; it is a story of what lies on the edge between invention and destiny.

Thank you for choosing to take this journey. May it stay with you long after the final page.

Rowleic


		

Prologue

The SonaRift Saga: Book One: The Blood of the Forgotten

He didn’t set out to become a trespasser.

Orion was searching for a cure, a way to heal the human body from within, using sound, resonance, and frequency. Nothing more. A student, a scientist, a boy burdened with grief and a gift for the impossible. But in his search, he uncovered something buried beneath the layers of his own invention. A pulse, a doorway, a rift.

The Rift Controller was never meant to work. Not like this. It was a prototype held together with copper, tape and stubborn hope, never intended to pierce the veil between worlds. But yet, it did. So, Orion began to travel.

Not by choice. Not always. But guided by something just out of reach, a whisper, a pattern, a pull. He moved between worlds that bent physics and belief, slipping silently through realms of crystal sky and oceans of dust, never staying, never interfering. He followed his own rules: do not change them. Do not endanger the home. Stay hidden.

But something changed. Something cracked.

Orion fell.

He fell not into wonder, but into love and war. Into a world where blood holds power. Into the shadows of a forgotten empire, ruled by creatures who should never have known his name.

This is where we begin. Where the SonaRifts echo and grow loud.

Orion’s story becomes our own.


		

Chapter One: The Rift Opens


The sky above the forest shimmered like fractured glass, its colours pulsing between bruised purple and eerie aquamarine. The treetops, tall and ancient, swayed as if something unseen passed through them. High above a hill, where moss clung to jagged rocks and the wind whispered like an old voice, the air cracked open.

A rift tore itself into being, jagged, raw, humming with arcane power. Bright as lightning, sharp as glass, it opened wide.

Then he fell.

Orion burst through the rift like a star flung from the heavens. His coat flared like torn wings, flashing damaged parts of a strange device which sparked a crude, steampunk amalgamation of brass coils, flickering gauges, and crystal tubing. Orion’s Rift Controller was out of control.

He hit the earth hard.

Tumbling down the steep slope, thorns clawed at his arms, and mud smeared his face. The device sparked violently before slipping from his forearm, with a hiss of steam and a dying whine of gear-driven mechanics. A last tone of the frequency resonator sang as it faded into the darkness.

Orion rolled. A rock struck his ribs, then another. A sickening crack stole his breath.

Finally, his body slammed into a tree trunk with a dull, hollow thud. He slumped and slid the last few feet down into a shallow ravine, coming to rest beside a cold, burbling stream. The sky above settled, and the rift closed with a soft snap, as if reality had just exhaled.

He groaned. Every breath was agony. Blood welled in his mouth, the metallic taste blocking the breath he so needed.

Through blurred vision, something moved just beyond the treeline. A figure, cloaked in shadow, tall and still, as if the forest itself held its breath. Two glowing, violet eyes stared back at him. Calm. Curious. Ancient.


They looked hostile. But they felt safe. The figure stepped closer, soundless, weightless, impossibly graceful.

Orion’s vision dimmed. His fingers twitched weakly in the cold earth as darkness crept over him. The last thing he saw before the world faded were eyes, bright violet, shining over him.

Then, after a short time, Voices drifted in the dark, like echoes underwater.

Orion stirred. Pain surged through him, deep and jagged, coiling around his ribs, curling into his spine. Every breath was a struggle, like inhaling fire through shattered bone.

“Amaris, get the towels. Now,” came a voice, firm and practised. “And the sewing kit from the cabinet. Go on, I need my hands free.”

He heard footsteps scatter across creaking floorboards. A door thudded open. Bottles clinked.

“But, Mother, he’s… he’s not from here,” Amaris whispered from somewhere near the doorway.

“I don’t care where he’s from. He’s bleeding.”

Orion tried to move but failed. The pain rooted him down like a stone. 

He lay on a bed layered with patched quilts. Lanternlight danced across the low ceiling. His coat had been cut away. Bandages wrapped tightly around his arm, stained with red. A woman leaned over him, sleeves rolled to the elbow, hands stained with blood and iodine. She worked with swift, confident motions, stitching a long gash just beneath his ribs. “Broken bones and a torn flank,” she muttered, half to herself. “And what could of burned the forearm?” Her eyes flicked up. Dark and keen. She wasn’t just any healer; this was practised, instinctive. She’d seen worse and stitched it back together.

Orion’s vision swam again. He blinked, and in the corner of the room, he saw her.

Silent. Watching. Those violet eyes, softer now, uncertain. His lips parted. A deep breath sent pain all through his body.

The darkness pressed in like water, heavy and cold. His lungs dragged shallow breaths, his ribs screaming with every flicker of pain. His memory cut through, bright, raw, and impossible to silence. Reliving the past as real as the day it happened.


He stood again in the cemetery. A cold March morning, rain falling in sheets while drumming on umbrellas like muted applause. The world smelled of wet earth and lilies. A common ending. His mother’s coffin, lowered into the ground as his father gripped his shoulder. His fingers were digging in too tightly, both of them fighting not to shatter in front of the mourners.

“Stay strong, John,” his father had whispered, voice barely holding. But Johnathan felt anything but strong. Sharon Tayler. Beloved wife. Beloved mother. The words on the headstone seemed small and almost insulting, compared to the warmth she had carried in life.

He remembered the silence afterwards. No more humming from the kitchen. No more reminders to eat. The house felt like a tomb. At 17, he told himself that grief would fade, that when university started, he could bury himself in something bigger, something meaningful.

By autumn, he was sitting in lecture halls, his notebooks lined with neat handwriting, textbooks stacked like fortresses around him. Medicine. That was the plan. His mother’s voice echoed in his mind. A reminder to do something good, something that lasts. If he could become a doctor, he could heal, protect, and fight for loved ones. Not stand helplessly watching souls fade away.

But the loneliness gnawed at him. Endless hours of anatomy and biochemistry while memorising the names of bones and veins. He went through the motions, but part of him felt detached, like he was only performing a role. His fight was fading, with grief still niggly inside him.

That was when he noticed them. Three students who didn’t sit in the lecture theatre like everyone else. They claimed a table in the library basement. Buried in notebooks and coffee cups, always arguing about things that didn’t fit on the syllabus.

They called themselves The Kings. 

Jacob, with his unnerving calm. The kind of boy who looked at a clock and thought in centuries instead of seconds. The King of Time.

Jayson, restless, always sketching machines on napkins. Building in his head even when professors droned on. Alternate living conditions and city layouts. The King of Realms.

Jamie, razor-sharp wit, never-ending. Firing off biochemical theories like bullets, never content with the limits of the textbook. Focused on cloning with cell duplication of animals and humans alike. The king of Creation.

Johnathan stumbled on them by accident, overhearing their debate about frequency equations. He couldn’t help himself. He corrected Jacob’s maths. They stared at him like he’d just walked into their kingdom uninvited. Then Jamie laughed, Jayson smirked, and just like that, they pulled out a chair.

For the first time since his mother’s death, Johnathan felt something loosen in his chest. Belonging.

They became his orbit. Nights spent in the library trading ideas that bent the edges of reality. The Kings weren’t interested in grades; they wanted breakthroughs. Jacob toyed with patterns of time. Jayson designed living environments for extreme areas, even space. Jamie talked about rewriting the body itself. Orion listened, absorbed, and contributed. Being the youngest, almost a full year behind the others, it was exhilarating to be accepted. For a while, he forgot the empty dorm room he returned to at night.

Until six months in, when the ground gave way again.

His father, Ray, was diagnosed with the same cancer that had just stolen his mother, Sharon. Johnathan could still smell the antiseptic sting of the hospital room, hear the rhythm of machines that seemed louder than his father’s voice. Ray had smiled, even then, patting his son’s arm.

“You’ll do great things, John. Greater than I ever could. Don’t let this stop you.”

But Johnathan’s chest had hollowed out. All his textbooks, all his professors, with all his training – none of it could stop what was happening. Pills, scalpels and radiation chemotherapy. They had failed his mother, and now they were failing his father, too.

That night, staring at the ceiling of his dorm room, Johnathan made a decision. He wouldn’t just follow the already-carved medical path. He would go deeper. He turned to resonance, to sound, and the possibility that frequency could heal where blades and chemicals could not.

Obsession became survival. He tore through research papers. Bought equipment he couldn’t afford while soldering circuits with trembling hands. He felt alive again, even if it was killing his grades.
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The Kings noticed. Jamie slipped him notes on experimental cell regeneration. Jamie smuggled him into a workshop to test crude devices. Jacob spoke softly about patterns that bent not just sound, but the flow of reality itself.

Together, they fed the fire.

The device was ready. They turned it on. It failed to heal.

Johnathan held his dad’s hand as his life slipped away. His last words rang in his mind: “Complete your work, John, my boy.” 

From grief and desperation, the Rift Controller was born. Not planned, not polished, just wires, copper and hope clinging to every spark. The Rift opened in the basement. A doorway to other worlds. The Kings rejoiced and named John the King of Travel. John accepted their title but refused his own name. From now on, he went by Orion. A star-crossed traveller looking for healing technologies.

Pain surged through his chest now, dragging him out of the memory. His lungs fought for air. Lanternlight flickered at the edge of vision, and above him stood a girl with violet eyes.

Amaris.

The past dissolved into the present, and Orion clung to it because this was not the place he wanted to die.

The young lady stood just beyond the doorway. Fingers curled around the worn wood of the frame. The fire in the hearth snapped softly behind her mother, casting long shadows across the stranger’s face.

No, not a stranger. A creature. A creature in her bed.

He didn’t smell like other boys. His blood was thick, metallic and smelled sweet. He looked young. Barely more than her age. Pale, with a sharpness to his cheekbones that hadn’t come from malnourishment. He’d be beautiful if he weren’t so broken. His coat was torn with a strange design. It spoke of another place. His boots were made with an unusual craft. His skin had a slight glow in the firelight, like marble flushed with warmth.

But it was his mouth she kept looking at.

No fangs. No sign of The Change.

She tilted her head, puzzled. He must be Velari, but he wasn’t fully turned. Not yet. The transition was usually violent, messy, loud, and final. But this one… he still had softness to him. He must be a Nibbler.

“He’s not one of ours,” she whispered, as much to herself as to the room.

Her mother didn’t look up from her work. “Doesn’t matter. He’s alive. Or close enough.”

She took a slow step into the room, cautious but drawn in. Her heart was a steady drumbeat in her chest. There was something about him that disturbed her, but not in the way monsters usually did. It wasn’t fear. It was recognition.

He twitched in his sleep, a quiet gasp escaping his lips. She saw the pain drag across his face like a passing storm. And for just a moment, she saw past the blood and strangeness. He looked lost. Like something that had fallen through the world and didn’t know how to climb back out.

The girl’s mother goes downstairs, bloodied cloth and bowls in hand. She approaches her husband as she drops a blood-dripping, blackened, broken blade tip on the kitchen table. 

“That’s trouble we don’t need, Lyrisa,” her husband says. 

“Well, we can’t just let him die; we will get answers sooner rather than later, my dear.” Lyrisa wipes the broken blade, wraps it up, and hides it away.

As a man running his farm, Lyrisa’s husband knew that the best thing would be to put an injured wild animal down. But as a husband faced with a maternal wife and mother from a tortured past, he knows when to back down and leave the fight for another day. In Velari customs, Women are the house leaders. Lyrisa’s house is house Black Rose. Black being her family name and Rose being the adopted name which come with the farm estate.

As their daughter’s room was the closest at the time to help the boy, they couldn’t stop her from being with him. Curious and strangely drawn to his smell, she sat on her cushioned seat in the corner, keeping an eye, and studying him, trying to satisfy her own curiosity.

Tucked into the upper floor of the farmhouse beneath a sloping eave, Amaris’s room felt both intimate and timeless, shaped by centuries of tradition and a touch of feminine youth. The walls were panelled with dark, polished wood, smoothed by age but still bearing the subtle, swirling grain that caught candlelight in soft glimmers. One wall curved slightly inward with the roof, and a narrow dormer window opened to overlook the eastern field, where the sun never quite touched but the moon often hung heavy and close.

Her bed was low to the ground, its carved headboard depicting a twisted tree wrapped in flowering vines, an heirloom passed down through her mother’s side. A deep red quilt, hand-stitched with silken thread, lay upon the mattress, rumpled and softened from use. Beneath it, pale linen sheets carried the faint scent of lavender and sandalwood, Amaris’s preferred sleep blend.

One corner was devoted to a small writing desk, its surface cluttered with half-filled journals, inkpots, and rough parchment scrolls. A cracked mirror leaned against the wall, and though it reflected only dimly, the soft candlelight cast strange shadows when she wrote late into the night. A dried garland of wolfsbane hung above the desk for protection, a gift from her father.

Her bookshelves, handmade by her brother before he vanished into the wilds, sagged beneath the weight of old textbooks, histories, myths, combat manuals, and a few forbidden books bound in dark leather. Some were written in ancient tongue, others in the flowing script of the old Velari dialect. A leather-bound volume titled The Lost Bloodlines lay always near her pillow.

A wardrobe, slightly ajar, revealed a mix of utilitarian clothing and a few delicate pieces she kept hidden, gowns of forest green and midnight blue, not meant for farming or sparring. Her everyday boots rested alongside, muddied but polished.

Perched on a high shelf near her bed was a wooden box ornately carved and locked tight with an iron clasp. Inside were her most private possessions: a childhood ribbon, a pendant with her family’s crest, a small vial of moon water, and a sketch of someone she no longer remembered.


Soft animal pelts line the floor, gifts from her mother, warm and comforting, and a low-slung beam hung just overhead, perfect for her feline companion to nap upon and watch the room in silence.

There was a faint hum in the space, a quiet stillness that felt almost sacred. It was not a grand room, but it was deeply hers, a sanctuary of soft edges and sharp secrets, of stolen glances out the window and half-whispered dreams spoken to the night.

Amaris recorded in her diary about this stranger in her bed, just in case she woke, and it was all a dream:

There’s a boy in my bed. A real boy. Not a child from the village or a daydream carved from storybooks. A stranger, injured and unconscious, was brought in from the riverside like some misplaced creature of another world. His skin is warmer than mine. His features, not unfamiliar, but not quite right either. I keep glancing at the rise and fall of his chest, wondering if he’s going to wake up and scream. Or vanish. I gave him the blanket I stitched last winter. I don’t know why that felt important. Of course, I had to have a quick peek under the covers before tucking him in. Naughty, I know, but who will find out?

I haven’t left the room. Not because I’m afraid, but because I can’t stop looking. I’ve never had a boy in here before. I don’t know what he is, or where he’s from, or how he got through the outer woods. But I know this: I want answers. I want to know what kind of boy falls from the sky and lands in a girl’s farm, and why, even while asleep, he looks like he’s keeping secrets. I’ll keep him close. If he wakes. I’ll be right here. 


		

Chapter Two: Awakening


The world slowly came back to Orion in fragments. The distant creak of wood, the soft bleating of strange livestock outside. The scent of dried hay and cooking meat. His body ached, but the pain had dulled to a heavy throb instead of sharp agony.

He cracked open his eyes. The room around him was simple but cosy, with rough stone walls, wooden panels and wooden beams overhead. A small fire crackled in a stone hearth, casting dancing shadows across the room. He lay on a sturdy bed, a thick blanket tucked around him.

And sitting beside him, half-dozing in a chair, was the young girl from the woods.

Her silver hair fell like a waterfall over one shoulder, her pale skin glowing softly in the firelight. She stirred as he shifted, her violet eyes fluttering open. When she saw he was awake, her face lit with a warm, relieved smile, not ashamed to show her fangs.

“You’re awake,” she whispered, her voice still, that same soft melody. “You had me worried.”

Confused if the fangs were real or just a dream, Orion tried to sit up, groaning at the tightness in his side. Amaris was at his side in an instant, helping to prop him up with surprising strength for someone so slim.

“You mustn’t move too much yet,” she urged gently. “The wound is deep but already healing. You are stronger than you look.”

Before Orion could answer, the door creaked open. A tall, broad-shouldered man stepped inside, his hair black and tied back, his presence filling the room. Beside him came Lyrisa with the same long hair as Amaris but dark, her sharp eyes softened with warmth and curiosity.

“You’ve looked after him, Amaris?” the man said, his voice a low rumble.

“Yes, Father,” she said quickly. “He was hurt badly. I couldn’t leave him.”


Lyrisa approached, studying Orion with careful eyes. “Well, he doesn’t smell feral,” she murmured. “And he’s handsome enough. Poor boy looks half-starved.”

Orion managed a weak smile, unsure whether he should feel reassured or very worried; focused on her parents’ fangs, hoping they were not for his neck.

The man crossed his arms. “You’re lucky my daughter found you, lad. Strangers don’t survive long out there.”

“I’m grateful. I’m Orion,” he said, his voice hoarse but steady.

“I’m Galron. The lady who saved your life is my wife, Lyrisa, and the clever girl who found you is our daughter, Amaris.”

Lyrisa crouched slightly, inspecting his face with a keen gaze. “How old are you, boy?”

Orion hesitated, then answered honestly, “21.”

There was a beat of silence, and then Lyrisa and Galron both burst into warm, hearty laughter.

“Only 21!” Lyrisa exclaimed, wiping her eyes. “Bless the blood, he’s just a Nibbler!”

The man grinned, teeth flashing. “You can’t be, lad. You must be nearly Amaris’s age!”

Amaris ducked her head, cheeks colouring slightly, an oddly human gesture for someone who seemed so otherworldly.

“Mother, Father…” she mumbled, clearly embarrassed.

Lyrisa straightened, smiling fondly at her daughter. “Our Amaris has just passed her 29th year. She’s still fresh to adulthood, barely a woman grown.”

Orion blinked, doing quick maths. 30 years old? She barely looked older than he did – maybe 20 at most.

He tried to hide his shock, but Lyrisa caught it and chuckled. “You’re new to these lands, aren’t you, boy?”

“You could say that,” Orion said carefully.

Galron stepped forward and clapped a heavy hand on his shoulder, not unkindly but enough to make Orion wince. 

“You’ll heal under our roof. Rest first. Amaris will see to you.” He nodded at his daughter with a knowing smile, then turned and left with his wife, leaving the two young ones alone again.


Amaris fussed with the blanket, tucking it around Orion again. Her touch lingered just a moment longer than necessary.

“You’ll be safe here,” she promised, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll make sure of it.”

Orion watched her closely, his heart thudding unevenly in his chest. She truly believed he was one of them, just young, just waiting to awaken. If she knew the truth, would she still be so kind? Would her parents still offer him shelter?

For now, he had no choice but to play along and to survive long enough to find a way back home. But even as he told himself that, a small, treacherous part of him didn’t want to leave.

Not yet. A Strong feeling of safety overwhelmed him.

Two days had passed, and Orion’s stitches were holding. Time to move him to a more suitable place, they made the guest room in the attic ready and helped him climb the stairs. 

Screaming in pain, Orion made it to his room and settled, still trying to remember how he got hurt. He knew he had jumped, but had never had an uncontrolled one before. He remembered his last world, but how did this happen, controller, missing? At least he was alive. Just about. 

Amaris put a bag down beside his bed. 

“Here you go, Orion. Mother said that this was found by the stream where I found you.”

He smiled and grabbed the bag with pain, but was excited that he had his things again.

“Thank you so much, Amaris. It means a lot to have my stuff.”

“You’re welcome, Orion,” Amaris smiled softly. “When you’re more healed, I will show you the farm.” Amaris turned, flicking her hair. “I will see you a bit later when I bring you up some dinner.”

“I look forward to it, see you then.”

The door closed, and Orion looked through his bag. It was mostly all there: his diary, his binoculars, and his emergency pack. Rift Controller was missing, though. It must have fallen higher up the hill. He tried to remember how he got hurt and how the last jump was so rough. He had jumped worlds many times before. His memory failed him, and he gave up trying for now.


It had now been six days since Orion landed in the Black Rose Farm’s stream. A new morning sun started to rise. The sunlight was gentle that morning, casting gold across the dewy fields. Orion limped slightly, but it was nothing like the pain he remembered. His wounds, deep enough to kill most men, were healing fast. Too fast, for a human.

But he said nothing of it.

Amaris walked beside him, a light step ahead, her braid swinging behind her as she gestured toward the open pasture. The farmhouse behind them was barely a speck now, tucked into the trees like it was guarding secrets of its own.


[image: ]



“Come on,” she called over her shoulder with a grin. “Keep up, soldier.”

Orion smirked. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“Maybe just a little.” A little flirty smile lightened her face.

He was about to reply when he noticed the cattle. A dozen of them, broad-shouldered, dark-eyed creatures with slow, deliberate movements, following. Not Amaris, but him. They watched his every step, quiet and curious.

Orion glanced at her with a puzzled expression. “Do they… always stare like that?”

Amaris turned and slowed. She blinked at the animals, then tilted her head.

“No, actually. They don’t usually like strangers. They normally scatter or ignore new people.” Her gaze lingered on him a moment longer. “But you’re… different.”

Orion gave a small, uncertain laugh. “You have no idea.”

The tharn cattle, big, strange, heavy beasts, some dark skinned, some pale as ghosts. It was their eyes that drew Orion to them. Big soulful eyes, practically human. If you spliced together a cow, a gorilla and a human, the tharn would appear. 


They walked on in silence for a while, the cattle still trailing them at a distance. As they reached the old stone wall overlooking the lower fields, Amaris sat on the edge of it and patted the space beside her.

“This land,” she said, gazing over it, “was once part of the Rose estate. The original family. Gentle people, known for healing, not war, died in a fire almost 15 years ago.” She looked down, her voice softer now. “My family inherited it. We took their name to honour what was lost. So, we became the Black Rose family.”

Orion nodded slowly. “Black Rose,” he repeated. “A name with history.”

“A name with ghosts,” she murmured.

The breeze picked up, carrying the faint scent of hay and smoke.

“The people here,” she went on, “they’ve suffered. The emperor, Malrik, rules with absolute law. No technology. No love underage. And no disobedience.”

Orion turned to her, sensing the weight behind her words. “What happens if someone disobeys?”

Amaris didn’t answer right away. Her eyes stayed fixed on the horizon. “Then they vanish. Or they burn.”

The cattle, silent behind them, all raised their heads at once, ears twitching as if they’d heard something far away. Orion felt a chill settle just beneath his skin.

“Why would technology be outlawed? Surely it benefits life,” Orion urged.

Amaris, being cautious, whispered, “It was said that technology broke the moon and created evil. Though the stories change depending upon whom you speak to.”

Orion accepted Amaris’s answer, but it worried him so. If there were no technology, how could he get home?


		

Chapter Three: Connection


The next few days blurred together in a quiet, almost dreamlike rhythm.

Orion healed faster than he expected, faster than should have been possible, even by the standards of the technology he once knew. But it wasn’t machines that stitched him back together here; it was Amaris’s care, the strange herbal teas her mother prepared, and the quiet strength of the farmstead life.

Every morning, the golden-red sun would rise over endless fields of dark, sturdy crops. Livestock: strange, half-human creatures with dulled, docile eyes grazed in pens beyond the barn.

Orion stayed mostly indoors, helping where he could, trying to regain his strength. He learned quickly to stay away from the blood-harvest pens; the thick metallic scent turned his stomach.

Amaris was always nearby.

Sometimes they spoke. Cautious at first, but gradually longer, deeper conversations. She showed him how to weave leather armour and how to recognise the safe herbs from the deadly ones. Orion, in turn, told her stories. She listened with a quiet, growing fascination.

She spoke of the Velari, her people, who had ruled the lands for generations. She spoke of the emperors, the old bloodlines, the cities lost to myth where ancient magic once bloomed.

But most of all, she spoke of a prophecy whispered behind closed doors, feared by the old ones.

A Velari child would rise, ancient beyond reckoning, and the world would change once again. Peace and freedom within a golden age. Life advanced with technology and free will.

Amaris spoke of it lightly, almost teasingly, a fairy tale to her. But Orion saw the way her violet eyes darkened when she thought he wasn’t looking. She didn’t truly laugh at the story. Some part of her believed.

One afternoon, after the rains cleared, Amaris asked him to walk the fields with her. The crops there were dense and dark, almost violet under the setting sun. Strange vines twisted up from the earth, heavy with thick, bulbous fruits. Orion trudged alongside her, careful not to step in the muddy furrows. Beyond the fields, a neighbouring farmstead loomed smaller, rougher. He saw movement near the fenceline. A young man, wiry and sharp-eyed, was repairing a gate. His hair was a shaggy black, his clothes patched but well-worn.

Amaris raised her hand in greeting. “That’s Valrek,” she said with a small smile. “Family friend. Grew up together.”

Valrek waved back briefly, his gaze lingering a little too long on Amaris before flicking to Orion, studying him. Orion nodded stiffly. Something in the young man’s stare unsettled him, a glint of possessiveness, or perhaps suspicion.

They moved on.

“Valrek’s always been protective,” Amaris said quietly, once they were out of earshot. Thinks he needs to guard me from the world.” She laughed under her breath. “As if I can’t fight for myself.”

Orion smiled at that, the sound of her laughter warming something deep inside him.

As twilight deepened, they stopped under a leaning, ancient tree. Amaris rested against the trunk, her silver hair catching the last light like spun moonlight.

“Tell me a story,” Orion said, surprising himself.

Amaris tilted her head thoughtfully. “Have you ever heard of humans?” she asked, voice almost a whisper.

Orion’s heart thudded painfully, but he forced his face to stay neutral.

“Long ago,” she continued, “the ancients say there were creatures, frail, soft-skinned, short-lived, who once ruled the world. They built cities that touched the skies. They carved rivers into the earth and made machines sing to the stars.” She smiled, wistful and a little sad. “But they burned too brightly. In the end, they vanished. Some say they turned themselves into the tharn cattle. Others say we hunted them to extinction.” She shook her head. “No one really believes it. They’re just bedtime stories now. Ghosts.”

Orion swallowed hard. Ghosts. He sat beside her, the distance between them suddenly feeling vast. If she knew what he was, if they all knew, would they treat him as a curiosity?

Or a hunted animal? 


That evening, back at the farmhouse, the fire crackled warmly as they all gathered in the stone-warmed common room.

“You’ll need a place in the world soon, boy,” Galron said, studying him over the rim of his mug.

“You can’t hide in the farmhouse forever,” Lyrisa added. “Not with how the patrols have been growing.”

Orion set down his mug carefully. “I’ll… find a place,” he said, noncommittally.

Galron grunted. “You have the look of a late bloomer. It’s strange for one your size to still be unchanged.”

Orion smiled thinly. “It’ll come,” he said, lying with an ease that surprised him.

Amaris spoke up then, her voice shy but firm. “He could stay here. For a while. Until he’s ready.”

Both parents exchanged a glance, a silent, knowing look that made Orion’s stomach twist.

After a moment, Lyrisa smiled warmly. “So long as you help with the harvest, Orion, you’re welcome.”

Orion nodded, murmuring his thanks.

But as the fire burned low and Amaris leaned her head lightly against his shoulder, a single thought burned in his mind: they don’t know what I am.

And when they find out, what happens then?

Orion settled in is room. It took time to heal and now with his belongings back, he sat at the desk to record his thoughts. Not knowing how long he is in this realm.

Diary entry. Date unknown. Day 17

I don’t know what day it is anymore. Time here doesn’t feel the same. Maybe it’s the air, the sky, the quiet. It’s too clean. Too still. But it’s not the silence I’ll remember most. It’s her. Amaris.

There’s something ancient in her, something I don’t think even she fully understands. She moves like someone raised with strength but not permission, like she’s always holding a little back. She has this softness in her voice that makes it easy to forget how quickly she could shatter someone in a fight. I’ve seen her train; her father taught her well. She can disarm a man in seconds, but she bandaged my wounds like I was made of glass.

Her hair is silver, truly silver, not white, blonde like someone from my world. When the moonlight hits it, it glows like mist over water. Her skin is pale, almost grey, but beautiful in a way that reminds me of carved stone or frozen marble. She smells faintly of wild herbs and old pages. Her eyes… I’ve stopped trying to describe them. They’re not just a colour, they’re a story.

They call themselves Velari; we humans would call them vampires. They eat food but rely on blood harvested from cattle called tharn. They look half-human, half-ape, with no sign of intelligence, but eerily familiar, like emotional dogs.

Her family is… unexpected.

Her mother, Lyrisa, is kind but guarded. She smiles when Amaris isn’t looking, like she’s watching someone grow up too fast and isn’t sure how to stop it. She brews thick herbal teas that nearly knock me flat and keeps dried flowers in the corners of every room, some for beauty, some for protection, I think.

Her father, Galron, is harder to read. A mountain of a man with hands like iron, but when he speaks of Amaris, it’s with reverence. He trained her to fight, but there’s fear in his eyes now. Not of me, but of what she might become… and what I might awaken in her. He hasn’t said it, but I feel it. They don’t want us close. There’s a law, something unspoken but heavy in every room I enter.

And yet, when they laughed at my age, thinking I was near hers, it felt oddly… warm. Like for a second, I belonged.

I didn’t come here looking for a connection. I didn’t expect kindness or tension or… her.

But now that I’ve met them, I feel it something old, something breaking open beneath my skin. I know I’m stranded at the moment. I need to find the controller. I might not be able to travel again, but if I can find it and fix it, I must continue my mission. All I know is if I leave, I won’t be the same man who arrived.

Orion


		

Chapter Four: The Harvest Festival


The golden light of the setting sun stretched long across the vineyard fields behind the old farmhouse. Amaris sat on the wooden railing, absently picking at the bark while her mother, Lyrisa, tended to a bundle of drying herbs. The scent of lavender and smoked oak lingered in the air.

Lyrisa spoke softly, without looking up. “You’ve been restless since morning, little shadow. Is it the harvest festival coming, or something else stirring under your skin?”

Amaris glanced up, startled. “I’m not restless. Just… thinking. There’s a lot going on.”

Lyrisa turned to her now, a knowing smile playing at her lips. “Mm. And does this ‘lot’ have dark eyes and a curious mind? Perhaps a strange little charm that unsettles your breath?”

Amaris’s cheeks flushed, and she smirked. “Mother, please. Orion is just… different. He’s clever. He listens. He’s—”

“He’s what? Not of age? A wanderer you found in ruins? You think I don’t see the way you watch him, the way you smile when you think no one’s looking?”

Amaris calmed down and quietly answered, “He’s not like the others. He doesn’t ask for anything from me. He just… sees me.”

Lyrisa stood, looked at Amaris, and reached over, placing her hand on her daughter’s shoulder, slowly sliding it up to her cheek. She smiled. “Then invite him. To the festival.”

Amaris gently clasped her mother’s hand. “Invite him? He’s not of age. They wouldn’t even let him through the gate!”

Lyrisa gathered her last herbs. “There are ways. Besides, I’ve spoken to the stewards. As long as he stays near our table, no one will question it.”

Amaris’s excitement built; a huge smile grew. “You really think he would want to?”


Lyrisa looked up at her smiling daughter, absorbing the moment of her happiness. “I think he’ll want you to be happy, if only for a night. That’s all any of us want in life – happiness.”

Amaris, now bursting with excitement, said, “He’ll come. I know he will.”

Lyrisa and Amaris walked back to the farmhouse, Amaris almost skipping.

Lyrisa jolted with a sudden thought “We have been so focused on Orion Amaris; I nearly forgot to ask how Lilith was this morning?”

“She was radiant. Her eyes brighter, her voice even stronger. She’s proud but a little scared, too. The change hit her hard. She pretends it didn’t, but I know her heart. She’s not a girl anymore. Her fangs are sharp and bright.”

Lyrisa spoke softly. “You all grow up too fast.”

They continued the walk back to the farmhouse, enjoying each other’s company.

***

The days slipped by like soft threads weaving an unseen tapestry.

Orion quickly found himself a place among the rhythms of farm life, mending fences, herding the dull-eyed livestock, learning the strange pulse of a world utterly unlike his own. But it wasn’t the work that anchored him here. It was her. Amaris.

Every day, her presence wrapped around him more tightly, a laugh across the fields, a teasing glance over supper, the way her violet eyes softened when she thought he wasn’t looking. It terrified him and thrilled him in ways he had no words for.

One crisp afternoon, Amaris found him near the east field, hammering a stubborn post into place.

“You work too hard for someone not yet of age,” she teased, tossing him a waterskin.

Orion caught it with a grin. “Maybe I’m just trying to impress you.”

She laughed, the sound bright and clear. 

For a moment, their eyes met, and something charged passed between them, electric and undeniable.


Amaris tucked a strand of silver hair behind her ear, cheeks flushing faintly. “You should come with me to the harvest festival,” she said, her voice a little breathless. “It’s tomorrow night. Everyone from the nearby farms gather. There’s food, dancing, music.”

“And blood,” Orion guessed dryly.

Amaris smirked. “Naturally.”

He hesitated, but her hopeful look shattered any protests.

“I’d be honoured,” he said.

Later that evening, as the sun bled into the horizon, Amaris’s parents called her aside.

Lyrisa stood with her arms crossed, crimson eyes narrowing slightly. Her father, Galron, leaned heavily on his cane, his face carved with years of hard living.

Lyrisa spoke with a look and a tone that every child feared from their parents. “I know you’re fond of him, I even said invite him, but please remember his age.”
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