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Chapter 1: The Red Sky Howls 

The first howl came at twilight. 

Not from the forests, nor from the mountains where wolves sometimes roamed in winter—this cry rang from the sky itself, shrill and bone-deep, like wind tearing through the world’s very soul. It echoed over the rooftops of Hallowfen, a quiet village nestled between the crags of the Grayfang Mountains, where time moved slow and suspicion moved quicker. The howl carried through the cold air with an unnatural force, vibrating through the very ground beneath Kaelen’s boots, sending a tremor down his spine. It was no ordinary howl. It was a call—an ancient summons that made the hairs on his neck prickle. 

That night, the clouds split like torn cloth, as if some unseen hand had slashed at the heavens themselves. The moon rose red—not pink, not rust, but crimson like spilled blood on snow. Its light bled across the frostbitten earth, painting fields and cottages in hues of war, of bloodshed, of something forgotten yet deeply familiar. The village, once a place of quiet peace, now felt like a battleground—a place marked by something beyond the mortal world’s understanding. No one spoke of it at first, but every man, woman, and child felt the same thing gnawing at their chest: dread. It was a tangible thing, like a heavy weight pressing down on their hearts, tightening with each breath. Even the wind, once a gentle whisper in the trees, had grown still, as if holding its breath in anticipation. 

Kaelen stood outside the smithy, hammer still in his calloused hand, sweat steaming from his brow despite the chill in the air. His muscles were sore from hours of labor, but the discomfort was forgotten in the face of the strange, creeping sensation that had taken root deep in his gut. He looked up, eyes drawn against his will to the moon, now hanging in the sky like a harbinger of doom. Above it, where no bird should dare to fly, there was a shadow—a shape so faint it might have been a trick of the light, yet unmistakable in its form. A wolf, or something shaped like one. Its figure was enormous, its limbs stretching out as if made of the very shadows themselves. The light of the blood moon caught the glint of its eyes, which shone with an unnatural glimmer, distant yet piercing. It felt as though those eyes were not just observing from afar, but searching for something—someone—below. 

The village bells began to ring, uncertain and frantic, their tones higher than usual, as if they too were filled with fear. They struck in wild succession, discordant and erratic, as though trying to wake the gods themselves, to rattle the heavens and ask why this omen had come. The sound reverberated through the village, cutting through the night with an urgency that made Kaelen’s heart pound in his chest. 

Around him, murmurs began to rise, hushed at first, but soon swelling as more people joined the growing crowd in the main square. Granny Elda, frail and bent from age, muttered something unintelligible, her voice quivering as she clutched at her shawl. Her eyes were wide, filled with a mixture of fear and recognition. “It’s the Iron Curse,” she whispered, her voice carrying in the thickening tension. The words made the air feel heavier, thicker, like the village itself had been wrapped in a shadow it could not escape. “I’ve seen it before, I know it. It’s come to claim us all.” 

No one paid her much heed. She was known for her wild stories, particularly when she had a little too much herbwine in her. But even the skeptical folk who scoffed at her words couldn’t ignore the unease creeping up their spines. They gathered in clusters, casting nervous glances at one another, as if expecting the world to fall apart around them. 

Others recalled the old rhyme, the one carved into the archway of the village gate—the one no child had dared forget, but no adult had ever truly believed. The rhyme had been passed down through generations, whispered like a bedtime story that everyone half-fearfully enjoyed. It was meant to be a warning, or perhaps, a prophecy that had long been ignored: 

When blood paints sky and wolves do fly, 

 The Iron Beast will rise and cry. 

 Its hunger sown, its rage unbound, 

 Until its shadow leaves the ground. 

The younger folk laughed nervously, not wanting to appear fearful in front of their peers. “Superstition,” they muttered, shrugging off the rising dread. “Storms in the highlands, nothing more.” 

But Kaelen couldn’t shake the image of the wolf—the way it loomed in the sky, its massive form both terrifying and majestic in its presence. Nor could he dismiss the feeling that the creature had turned its head toward him, its eyes locking onto his with an unnerving awareness. There was something about it—something ancient, something that made Kaelen’s pulse race and his breath catch in his throat. 

He had heard the stories, of course, but they were just that—stories. Folklore passed down from elders, tales shared around fires to entertain children on long winter nights. Or so he had believed. But now, as he stood beneath the red moon, something inside him stirred—something deep and primal. He didn’t know how he knew, but he understood that the creature in the sky was not just a figment of imagination. It was real. And it was waiting. 

The village seemed to be holding its breath along with him, the silence thick and suffocating. No one dared speak, not even the most hardened men or the bravest women. Every eye was trained on the heavens, the shadow of the wolf now more distinct than ever, as though it was drawing closer with each passing moment. It wasn’t just a shadow anymore. It was something that was moving, something that was about to descend upon them. 

Kaelen’s hand clenched around the handle of his hammer, the familiar weight of it grounding him in the midst of his rising panic. But even the sturdy tool offered him little comfort against the strange, wild energy that had invaded the village. The howl came again, and this time, it was closer. It tore through the air, a banshee’s wail that rattled the bones, setting the trees swaying in unnatural directions. It was a sound that belonged to the beast and to the night itself, a sound that promised death, destruction, and—perhaps—something far older than any of them could comprehend. 

And in the distance, Kaelen could hear it—the unmistakable sound of the earth itself trembling beneath his feet. It was no longer just the howl of a wolf—it was the herald of something far worse. The world was shifting, and the village of Hallowfen was caught in its path. 

As the moon bled across the sky, Kaelen felt the weight of his fate closing in around him, and for the first time in his life, he understood that the village’s forgotten legends were not just stories. They were warnings. 

Warnings that had been ignored for far too long. 

Later, as night swallowed the village whole, Kaelen found himself drawn to the edge of the woods. The moon seemed closer there, pulsing like a second heart in the sky. The trees stood silent, watching. 

Then it happened again. 

A second howl. 

This one lower. Closer. 

Kaelen dropped to a knee, pressing his palm to the ground. The earth thrummed, as if something massive stalked just beneath it. A cold breath licked the back of his neck. 

He turned. 

Nothing. 

Only the wind—and yet, something lingered. A coppery taste on his tongue. The faint scent of ash and fur. He stumbled back toward the village, heart pounding, breath fogging with panic. 

In the dark, behind the creaking trees, a pair of silver eyes blinked open. 




Chapter 2: The Wolfborn 

The morning after the blood moon, Kaelen woke with a scream caught in his throat and sweat soaked into his sheets. His chest heaved like he’d been sprinting for hours, lungs ragged, heart hammering. His dreams had been filled with metal—twisting gears and rusted fangs, glowing eyes and the relentless pounding of claws on iron ground. And over it all, a howl that shook the dream-world apart. 

He sat up, blinking in the half-light of dawn. Something was wrong. 

The quiet that usually accompanied the early hours of the morning felt heavier today, like the very air had thickened in his lungs. Kaelen paused, struggling to clear the fog of sleep from his mind, but it wasn’t just grogginess weighing on him. There was something in the atmosphere, something faintly unsettling. 

The familiar scents of the smithy—coal, ash, oil—were suddenly sharper, crisper, like each breath filled his lungs with a clarity he hadn’t known before. He could almost taste the burnt metal on the air, the sharp tang of iron from the forge, the earthy bitterness of the soot that coated the walls. The smell was no longer just a part of his daily routine; it was a presence, as though the very air itself was alive, breathing with him, in rhythm with the pulse of his heart. Each inhale seemed to stir something deep within him, as though he was attuning himself to something ancient and untapped. The sounds, too, were exaggerated. The thud of the village baker kneading dough half a street away rang out with such clarity that it felt like he was standing in the same room. The low hum of conversation from the market square, the faraway chatter of children playing near the fountain, all seemed to merge into a symphony of life, each note vibrating through his bones. Every creak of wood, every bird’s flutter in the trees, reverberated through his mind, louder and more detailed than ever before. It was overwhelming, a cacophony that threatened to drown him in its intensity, yet it also felt… right, as if the world was finally in focus, in tune with something deeper than his own awareness. 

The steady drip of water from the leaky faucet in the corner of his room was a steady rhythm, almost maddening, echoing in his ears as though it were a drumbeat. The sound repeated, insistent, punctuating the silence between the other noises, a reminder that his perception had shifted. He could hear the way the droplets splashed against the basin, the way they shifted from plink to plunk as the pace quickened, creating an almost hypnotic pattern in his mind. Each drip seemed to carry with it a weight, a message he couldn’t understand but could feel in the pit of his stomach. The sound took on a different quality, the way a distant bell might toll, drawing his attention to it in a way that no normal drip ever had. 

And his stomach. It growled, but not in the way it had before. This hunger was a ravenous, insatiable thing, gnawing at his insides with a force that left him breathless. He had been hungry after a long shift at the forge, yes, but nothing like this. This was the hunger of something primal—wild—something deeper than just the need for food. It was a gnawing, aching emptiness that stretched further than the need to fill his stomach, an urge to consume, to devour, as though his very body demanded more than sustenance—it demanded release, power, purpose. It felt as though his bones themselves were hungry, as though his muscles were crying out for something they had never known before, a thirst that no amount of water or food could quench. His mind raced with questions. What was this? Was it the forge’s heat still clinging to him, or was it something else—something more dangerous and far beyond what he could understand? 

He stumbled to the washbasin, his legs shaky, each step feeling like a new weight pressing against him. His muscles trembled with each movement, his body unwilling to obey his mind as if he were carrying an invisible burden, one that dragged at him with the force of a storm. His heart beat erratically, thumping in his chest as if it were trying to break free, as if it were out of sync with everything else. He braced himself against the counter, struggling to steady his breath, and splashed cold water across his face, hoping the shock would bring him back to his senses. The coldness hit him like a jolt, its briskness doing little to calm the chaos rising inside him, though it did manage to clear his head for a fleeting moment. The water ran down his face, dripping off his chin, its coolness refreshing in its own way, but it did nothing to quiet the unsettling power gathering inside him. 

His hands trembled as he wiped the water from his skin, the sensation so strange, so foreign. He glanced at his reflection in the tarnished mirror hanging on the wall. The glass, clouded with age, distorted his image slightly, but as he caught sight of himself, he froze. Something wasn’t right. His eyes, once dark brown and steady, now gleamed with an intensity he hadn’t seen before. They were different—wilder, fiercer—no longer just a reflection of the man he had been but of something deeper, something ancient, something untamed. The pupils were no longer round but slitted, like the gaze of a predator, a creature that hunted and stalked in the shadows. His breath caught in his throat as he stared at the reflection, the clarity of his vision allowing him to see the changes more sharply than ever. It was as though the mirror was showing him not just his appearance but the very essence of what he was becoming. 

He leaned in closer, his heart pounding in his chest. His breath fogged the glass slightly, but his eyes remained locked on his own. “What have I become?” he whispered, the words foreign on his tongue, as if they didn’t belong to him, as if they belonged to someone—or something—else entirely. The hunger inside him shifted again, gnawing with greater urgency. It was no longer a question of whether he could fight it—it was now a question of who he would become in the process. 

Still the same storm-gray that had always been his, but there was something there now, something in the depth of them that made his breath catch in his throat. A faint glow lingered in the dark, like embers left too long in a fire, still smoldering even after the flames had died down. His eyes shimmered, the edges almost blurry as though the light within them was just beneath the surface, threatening to break free. He blinked rapidly, but it didn’t fade. In fact, it grew brighter, pulsing faintly as though it was part of him now—something that had always been there but was only now revealing itself. 

And then there was the pain. 

At first, it was a dull throb, a subtle ache deep in his back that he could ignore, but it quickly spiraled into something far worse. The pain began as a tightness in his shoulders, creeping slowly down his spine, as though the bones were bending, stretching. It flared sharply, and he gasped, dropping his hand to his back as the sensation of hot nails crawling beneath his skin made him stagger. His breath came faster, erratic, as the pain grew stronger, shooting down the length of his spine, curling around his ribs like a vice. His legs buckled, and he had to brace himself against the wooden railing outside the smithy, trembling as waves of agony washed over him. 

His muscles twitched uncontrollably, and he felt an energy building inside him—a strange, restless force that pulsed like a living thing, pushing against his skin, desperate to break free. He shook his hands, trying to calm the trembling, but it only made it worse. It was as though his body was no longer his own. It was changing, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. 

Kaelen forced himself to stand, his movements stiff, slow, as though his body had forgotten how to move. He dressed quickly, but the fabric of his shirt felt tight against his skin, like the threads were pulling at him, restricting him. His hands were unsteady as he fastened the buttons of his pants, the tremors running through him not entirely from the pain. It was the feeling of being too small for his own skin, like something inside him was stretching and pushing, threatening to tear free. 

The village was quiet when he stepped out into the square, and yet it felt anything but. The air seemed to hum with an energy he couldn’t explain, like the world itself was holding its breath. He took a step, then another, and as he walked, the villagers watched him differently. They didn’t speak, but their eyes followed him, and there was something in their gaze—something unfamiliar. 

They stepped just slightly out of his path, their movements more cautious, less assured. Kaelen could feel their eyes on him, like they were trying to read him, trying to make sense of something that wasn’t quite right. He could hear the murmur of voices—low and uncertain—as he passed, but no one greeted him. No friendly calls or waves, only tight-lipped nods. Children peeked from behind their mothers’ skirts, their curious eyes wide and uncertain. They sensed it too—the strange shift in the air, in Kaelen himself. 

Even Master Orric, the village blacksmith, whom Kaelen had worked beside for years, looked at him with a wariness Kaelen had never seen before. The old man stood at the door of the forge, his hands resting on the iron frame, a frown tugging at his lips. He made no attempt to ask why Kaelen had arrived late. Instead, he simply eyed him, his gaze sharp, searching for something he couldn’t quite place. 

Kaelen felt it. He felt their eyes like heat against his skin. And for the first time, he realized that they weren’t just noticing the strange energy in the air—they were noticing it in him. The hunger. The change. Whatever it was inside him that was growing stronger by the minute. 

The village, once a place of comfort and routine, now felt like a place where he no longer belonged. His body was betraying him, his senses overwhelmed by things he couldn’t control, and the people he had known all his life were now distant, as if he were something foreign. 

And Kaelen couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever was happening to him, whatever had begun the night before beneath the blood-red moon, was only just the beginning. 

“Yer pale,” Orric muttered, setting down his hammer. “Too much moonlight get into your bones?” 

Kaelen tried to shrug it off. “Just didn’t sleep well.” His voice was rough, an attempt to convince himself as much as anyone else. But the words felt hollow, as though they were slipping through his grasp even as he spoke them. The unease gnawed at him from the inside, a constant buzz beneath his skin. Something had shifted. Something had broken loose, and it wasn’t going away. 

But sleep would not come easily that night, nor the next. Each time he closed his eyes, the same haunting visions crept into his mind, louder, more vivid, more insistent. He saw the enormous wolf, plated in blackened iron, its great paws leaving scorch marks on the earth as it stalked through a forest ablaze with flame. The smoke curled in thick, choking tendrils, and the crackle of burning wood was like a distant war drum, shaking the ground beneath him. The wolf’s breath hissed, a sound like steam escaping from a broken pipe, a noise that seemed to reverberate inside Kaelen’s bones. He could feel the heat of the flames, the press of the iron against his own skin, the pull of something dark and powerful deep within him. 

As the wolf approached, Kaelen heard a whisper. It was a low, guttural sound, as though the words were spoken directly into the marrow of his bones. 

You are mine. 

You are forged, not born. 

You are the Wolfborn. 

The words echoed through him, stirring something in the depths of his soul. His heart hammered in his chest, and the world around him seemed to close in, suffocating him. The wolf’s eyes glowed with an unnatural fire, twin moons of molten silver that burned into Kaelen’s very being. 

He woke gasping, his body slick with sweat, sheets tangled around his limbs, as though he’d been fighting something in his sleep. His hands were clenched so tightly that his nails had dug into his palms, leaving marks like the remnants of a desperate struggle. He blinked in the dark, his breath coming in ragged gasps, trying to ground himself, but the remnants of the dream clung to him like a second skin. His nails were longer now. Not quite claws… but close. His teeth ached, sharp and raw, as though they had been ground down into something predatory. 

It wasn’t just the dreams. It wasn’t just the hunger gnawing at him, the ever-present ache of something inside him, growing stronger, wilder. It was more than that. Something was changing, and it wasn’t something he could control. 

Desperate for clarity, Kaelen left his bed behind, the darkness of the night pressing in on him as he climbed the crag that overlooked Hallowfen. The moon was smaller now, its glow softer, but still tinged with rust at the edges, like a wound that wouldn’t quite heal. He stood under it, chest bare, the cool night air biting at his skin, hoping that the chill would calm the fire inside him. But it only seemed to fan the flames, stirring the primal force within him, the force that had awoken and was now clawing at his soul. 

The wind shifted, sharp and biting, carrying with it the scent of pine and damp earth. It whispered to him, urging him forward, toward something he could not name. But just as the moonlight bathed him in its silvery glow, he heard it—the sound of footsteps. Fast. Heavy. Closing in. 

Too late to turn, Kaelen felt a surge of panic, a sudden awareness that he was no longer alone. He barely had time to react before he was struck from behind, the force of the blow sending him sprawling against a jagged rock. The impact knocked the wind from his lungs, and he tasted blood in his mouth, the metallic tang sharp against his tongue. His head spun, vision blurred, but through the haze, he saw a figure—tall and imposing, cloaked in a patchwork of animal hides. Their face was hidden behind a bone mask, shaped like a wolf’s snout, the hollow eyes staring out like an embodiment of the very creature from his dreams. 

The figure moved with an unnatural speed, a blur of motion, too fast for Kaelen to track. He barely registered the danger before the attacker leapt again, closing the distance between them in an instant. Kaelen reached for the hunting knife at his belt, his fingers slick with sweat as he fumbled to draw it. He barely managed to raise it in time before the figure was upon him. The clash of steel against claw rang out in the night, sharp and brutal. 

Kaelen’s body screamed in protest, every muscle in his limbs burning with exhaustion, yet he moved. Instinctively. Reflexively. The wolf inside him, the power that had been slumbering, surged to life, guiding his movements, giving him strength he shouldn’t have had. The blade sang through the air, guided by something primal, something beyond his understanding. 

In that moment, he should’ve died. Should’ve been torn apart by the fierce, relentless assault of his attacker. But instead, he found himself moving with a fluidity he had never known before. Each strike he made was deliberate, controlled, like a dance he had only just learned. His body was responding to something deep within him, something that was no longer just the echo of the wolf’s spirit. It was him. It was his. And for the first time, Kaelen understood what it truly meant to be the Wolfborn. 

The fight was a blur—a whirl of motion, of sparks flying from the knife against the bone mask, of grunts and snarls filling the air. Kaelen’s heart pounded in his chest, and his breath came in ragged gasps, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. The wolf inside him was awake, and it would not be denied. 

Instinct took over. He twisted mid-air, dodged the strike, slammed his fist into the figure’s ribs with a force that shocked them both. The masked attacker hissed and retreated into the woods. 

Kaelen stood there, panting, arm trembling from the blow. It had been like something ancient and wild had taken the reins. His body was no longer just his. It was changing. 

He looked at his reflection in a shard of rock. The moonlight caught the silver glow in his eyes again, brighter now. 

The Iron Wolf had marked him. 

And Kaelen, whether he liked it or not, was no longer just a boy from Hallowfen. 

He was Wolfborn. 




Chapter 3: The Elders Speak 

The next morning broke under a heavy sky—gray and close, as if the heavens themselves were holding their breath. The air was thick, pregnant with the scent of rain, but the clouds above hung oppressive, stubborn, withholding. There was no release, no cleansing of the sky—just that taut, suffocating stillness. The village seemed to sense it, too, as though the very land was bracing for something, its breath held in anticipation. 

Kaelen awoke with a dull ache in his ribs, a lingering reminder of the night’s violence. His head throbbed with a relentless, sharp pounding that made him wince with each breath. He could barely recall the events of the previous evening—everything had happened so fast, so violently. His thoughts were clouded with fragments: the shape of the shadow in the sky, the horrible, bone-deep howl that had torn through the air, the sense of something ancient stirring deep within him. He had barely spoken of the attack, burying it beneath a thick cloak of silence. It felt safer that way, to keep it locked away. But he couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed. Something ancient and unrelenting had been stirred inside him, something that had lain dormant for years, centuries perhaps. He had seen it in the wolf’s eyes. And he knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that whatever it was… it wasn’t done yet. 

Word spread quickly in Hallowfen, as it always did. The gossip, the rumors—they moved faster than the wind, carried by the tongues of the villagers. By midday, the whispers had already reached the village square, carried by the farmers, the shopkeepers, and even the children. Kaelen’s encounter with the wolf, the shadow in the sky, the howl that had echoed through the land—it was all anyone could talk about. And as the sun began to dip lower in the sky, casting long, stretching shadows over the village, Kaelen found himself summoned to the Hall of Stones. 

The Hall of Stones was an ancient place, hidden away beneath layers of moss and ivy, as much a part of the land as the mountains themselves. It was older than the village, older than the stories of Hallowfen—an edifice built long before Kaelen’s ancestors had first set foot in these craggy hills. The building seemed to crouch in the earth like some ancient creature, its weathered stones worn smooth by time and the weight of history. Few ever entered, for the Hall was the seat of the Circle of Elders, the guardians of the village’s oldest and most secret knowledge. And even fewer emerged with answers. To enter the Hall of Stones was to step into the unknown, where things were not always as they seemed, and questions often yielded more questions. 

Kaelen approached the entrance slowly, his heart beating heavier with each step. The air inside the Hall was cold and damp, the chill seeping into his bones. Lanterns made of iron hung from the walls, their flickering flames casting eerie, quivering shadows that seemed to dance along the stone. Despite the stillness of the air, the flames would not steady. They wavered and trembled as though they, too, were anticipating something—a presence, a revelation, an end. 

The Circle of Elders sat around a low table of carved obsidian, their figures cloaked in flowing robes of deep black. The robes were embroidered with lunar glyphs, ancient symbols that seemed to pulse with their own hidden rhythm, each one telling a story, a secret passed down through the generations. Kaelen couldn’t help but shiver as his eyes scanned the figures before him, each of them a living embodiment of the old power that had shaped the village for as long as anyone could remember. The weight of their gaze fell on him as he entered, and though no words were spoken, he felt the unspoken questions hanging in the air like a storm waiting to break. 

At the center of the table sat Elder Veska, the oldest and most feared of the Elders. Her frail form seemed to tremble in the dim light, a soft shiver running through her thin frame with every subtle movement. But there was nothing weak about the force she commanded. Despite her age, her presence was undeniable—sharp, like a blade that had been honed over centuries of wisdom and silence. Her skin, thin and pale as parchment, draped over her bones like the remnants of some ancient being. Yet, those eyes of hers—cloudy with cataracts and milky with age—remained as piercing as ever. They were the color of pale stone, their hue so light they almost seemed translucent, but there was no mistaking the sharpness that lay hidden behind them. 

It was as if her eyes could see beyond the boundaries of the physical world, as though she could peer through walls, through time, through the very fabric of existence itself. In those moments when her gaze settled upon you, it felt like she was looking into the deepest parts of your soul, seeing everything you had hidden, everything you feared, everything you could become. Kaelen could feel the weight of it now—her gaze fixed upon him with an intensity that seemed to strip him bare. It was as though she already knew everything about him: the things he had seen, the things he had felt, and perhaps even the transformation that was taking place inside him, something he wasn’t yet fully ready to acknowledge. 

The rest of the Circle sat in silence, their faces hidden in shadow, watching, waiting. Their presence loomed like a heavy cloud in the room. Each one of them, seasoned and shrouded in their own mysteries, held their own power, their own wisdom. But none were as commanding as Veska. She was the keeper of the old secrets, the guardian of things long forgotten by most. She spoke little, but when she did, her words carried the weight of a thousand unspoken truths—truths that were etched deep into the land, into the bloodlines, into the very fabric of the world they had sworn to protect. 

Kaelen stood before them, his hands clenched tightly at his sides, his heart thundering in his chest. Every instinct in him screamed to turn away, to flee, but he could not. He was frozen, rooted to the spot, his every thought consumed by the suffocating weight of their eyes upon him. It was as if each one of them could see inside him, could trace every crack in his soul, every hidden fear, every moment of weakness. It made him want to shrink away, to hide the strange things that had been happening to him—the hunger, the dreams, the strange power that stirred within him like a beast just waiting to break free. 

But there was something else inside him now, too. Something stronger. The wolf, the curse, the raw power—it pulsed beneath his skin, thrumming with a life of its own. It refused to let him falter. Kaelen could feel its call deep within him, pushing him forward, demanding that he stand tall, that he face what was coming. The air in the room seemed to close in around him, heavy with expectation, but still, he held his ground. He was no longer the boy who had walked into this room unsure of himself. He was something more now. Whether he liked it or not, the change was here. And he could no longer deny it. 
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