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The Sky That Bled

The sky bled obsidian as the elders of the Moon-Gazer pack dragged Nyxra toward the jagged peaks of the Crags. Her silver eyes wept with visions of a sightless King, while in the shadows, Alpha Kaelen waited, his hand outstretched to claim a gift that would bind their souls in a psychic cage of fire and darkness.

Wind tore across the mountain spine, carrying the scent of sulfur and sacrificial dread. The Crags rose before them like the ribcage of some ancient, slumbering god—black glass fused with bone, sharp enough to split the horizon.

Nyxra did not scream.

She had already seen the scream.

It echoed in her skull in a hundred fractured futures—the snap of bone, the hiss of tethered magic, the moment her pulse would no longer belong solely to her. The Moon-Gazers had always feared what she could see. They called her blessed. They called her cursed. Tonight, they called her payment.

“Walk,” Elder Thorne hissed, his grip bruising the pale skin of her arm. “The debt must be honored.”

Nyxra lifted her chin despite the tremor in her limbs. Silver light flickered in her irises like a dying star. The mountain was alive. It watched her approach. It breathed through fissures in the glass. And deep within its heart, something vast and ancient stirred.

Him.

In her mind, she saw him as she had seen him a thousand times before—broad-shouldered and scar-latticed, seated upon a throne carved from the bones of extinct titans. His eyes were milk-white voids, unseeing yet impossibly aware. Alpha Kaelen. The Devourer King. The Blind Wolf who ruled the Blackridge Crags.

But tonight, her visions shifted.

Tonight, he was not seated.

He was standing.

Waiting.

A pulse rippled through the air as they crossed the boundary stones. Nyxra staggered as something invisible latched onto her spirit like a hook through soft flesh. The tether had not yet formed, but it was searching for her—sniffing her out like a starving beast.

Her knees nearly buckled.

The elders did not notice.

They hauled her forward through the towering gates of volcanic glass. The Great Hall swallowed them whole. Torches guttered in iron brackets, their flames bending toward the throne as if bowing to an unseen gravity.

And there he was.

Alpha Kaelen did not wear a crown. He did not need one. Power radiated from him in suffocating waves, bending the air, thickening it. His chest was bare, carved by scars that told stories written in blood. His hands rested on the arms of his throne—hands that had crushed skulls, shattered rebellions, and ended rival alphas.

Slowly, he rose.

The hall fell silent.

Nyxra felt it before she saw it—his awareness locking onto her like a predator scenting prey. Though blind, his head tilted precisely in her direction. His nostrils flared.

Cold rain. Moonlight. Fear.

“Leave us,” Kaelen commanded.

The elders did not argue.

They retreated like ash caught in a draft, the massive doors slamming shut behind them with a reverberation that shook dust from the ceiling. Nyxra stood alone in the vast chamber, the weight of the mountain pressing against her lungs.

Kaelen stepped down from the throne.

Each footfall echoed with terrible patience.

“You see what others cannot,” he said, his voice a low, resonant tremor that vibrated in the marrow of her bones. “Tell me, little wolf… what do you see when you look at me?”

Nyxra swallowed.

Her visions surged.

She saw fire. She saw darkness. She saw herself kneeling—not in submission, but in shared fury. She saw his wolf prowling through the corridors of her mind. She saw glass shattering. Blood on obsidian. A shadow with no face.

And she saw something far more terrifying.

She saw herself reaching for him.

“You are alone,” she whispered, the words slipping free before she could cage them. “And you are afraid of what you cannot see.”

The air snapped tight.

In a blur of motion, Kaelen was before her.

His hand wrapped around her throat—not crushing, but claiming. Heat seared through her skin at the point of contact. The first spark of the tether flared alive, a jagged bolt of silver and violet that lanced through her skull.

Nyxra gasped as her vision fractured.

Suddenly she was looking at herself.

Through his darkness.

The world shifted into sound and vibration, into the rhythm of her racing pulse and the heat signature of her trembling body. She felt his hunger, his isolation, the century-long void that had carved hollows inside him. It wasn’t sight—it was absence screaming to be filled.

Kaelen inhaled sharply.

Light flooded him for the first time in a hundred years.

Through her.

The psychic bridge ignited fully, a burning cord stitching heart to heart, mind to mind. The torches in the hall extinguished in unison, plunging them into a darkness that no longer belonged solely to him.

In that abyss, something else stirred.

A ripple in the shadows.

A whisper like frost across bone.

Nyxra felt it brush the tether—a third presence, ancient and hungry.

Kaelen stiffened.

“You felt that,” he growled.

“Yes.”

The word trembled between them.

The tether tightened, sealing with a soundless crack of fate snapping into place.

“You were gifted to me,” Kaelen murmured, his forehead lowering to rest against hers. His voice was no longer merely commanding—it was reverent. Dangerous. “But you are not a sacrifice.”

The silver light in Nyxra’s eyes flared brighter.

“What am I?” she breathed.

His grip shifted, not loosening, but anchoring.

“You,” the sightless King said, as the mountain groaned around them, “are my reckoning.”

Outside, the sky bled deeper into night.

And somewhere in the unseen folds of the Crags, a shadow smiled.
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The Hand of the Devourer

Obsidian dust coated my tongue, tasting of ancient soot and the metallic tang of fear. My heels dragged through the volcanic grit, leaving jagged furrows in the dark earth as the elders of the Moon-Gazer pack hauled me toward the yawning maw of the Blackridge Crags. Wind howled through the ribs of the mountain—a fortress literally constructed from the calcified remains of prehistoric titans and fused obsidian glass. It didn’t just look like a tomb; it breathed like one.

“Walk, Nyxra,” Elder Thorne hissed, his grip bruising my bicep. “The King does not tolerate a sluggish sacrifice.”

“I am not a sacrifice,” I spat, though my voice cracked like parched leather. “I am a debt paid in blood and marrow.”

The air grew heavy, thick with the scent of ozone and sulfur. We crossed the threshold into the Great Hall, a cavernous space where the walls were so polished they reflected the flicker of the dying torches in infinite, distorted ribbons of orange. My silver eyes, usually a conduit for the flickering ghosts of the future, saw only the crushing reality of the present.

At the far end of the hall, perched upon a throne carved from the translucent femur of a dragon-shifter, sat Alpha Kaelen.

He didn’t move. He didn’t have to. The sheer gravity of his presence pulled the oxygen from the room. His eyes were the color of a storm-tossed sea gone blind—milky, opaque, and hauntingly fixed on a point somewhere behind my skull. He wore no crown, only the scars of a thousand battles etched into the corded muscle of his chest.

“Leave us,” Kaelen commanded. The vibration of his voice wasn’t just heard; it was felt in the marrow of my teeth.

The elders scrambled back, their footsteps echoing like the frantic heartbeat of a trapped rabbit. I stood alone in the center of the hall, the silence a physical weight pressing against my lungs.

Kaelen rose. He moved with the fluid, silent grace of a predator that had never needed sight to find its prey. He navigated the jagged terrain of the obsidian floor without a single stumble, his nostrils flaring as he caught my scent—cold rain and terrified moonlight.

“You smell of the moon’s rot, Nyxra,” he murmured, his voice a low rasp near my ear. He was suddenly there, a wall of heat and repressed violence.

“And you smell of the grave,” I countered, my hands trembling even as I held my chin high.

He reached out. His hand was a map of callouses and heat, his fingers grazing the line of my jaw with the terrifying precision of a butcher. He didn’t just touch me; he mapped the architecture of my fear. His thumb pressed against the pulse point in my neck, feeling the frantic skip-jump of my life force.

“They call you a Moon-Gazer,” he whispered, his sightless eyes boring into mine as if he could peel back the layers of my cornea to get to the visions beneath. “They say you see what the shadows hide. I have been in the dark for a century, little wolf. I am hungry for a glimpse of the sun.”

“I am not a window for you to peer through, Kaelen.”

“No,” he growled, his grip tightening just enough to spark a flash of heat behind my eyelids. “You are the key. And I am the Devourer. Now, open your mind, or I will be forced to break the door down.”

The air between us charged, the psychic pressure building until the torches extinguished simultaneously. In the absolute black, his hand moved from my neck to cup the back of my head, pulling me toward the abyss of his chest. The first spark of the tether ignited—a jagged bolt of silver lightning that tasted of copper and felt like drowning in molten glass.

My vision fractured. One moment I was staring into the terrifying void of Kaelen’s milky eyes, and the next, I was looking at myself.

The sensation was a violent theft. Through the psychic bridge he’d forced between us, I saw my own face—pale, wide-eyed, and rimmed with silver light—rendered in the brutal, grayscale clarity of his dormant power. It wasn’t just sight; it was the weight of his predatory hunger, the cold ache of his isolation, and the sheer, staggering force of a man who had survived a century in a sensory tomb.

“Stop,” I gasped, my knees buckling.

Kaelen didn’t let me fall. He hauled me flush against the heat of his torso, his arm a band of iron around my waist. “I cannot stop a landslide, Nyxra. You were gifted to the mountain. Now, the mountain claims its due.”

A sudden, oily chill slid down my spine—a presence that didn’t belong to either of us. In the corner of our shared vision, a shadow detached itself from the obsidian pillars. It had no face, only a void where features should be, and long, spindly fingers that trailed along the glass walls like frost.

Vane.

The Wraith didn’t speak, but a pulse of pure, unadulterated malice rippled through the tether, vibrating in my teeth. Kaelen stiffened, his head snapping toward the pillar. He couldn’t see the figure yet, but he felt the sudden spike of adrenaline flooding my system.

“What is it?” he demanded, his voice dropping to a guttural snarl. “What do you see in the dark, little wolf?”

I tried to scream, but the shadow-fingers of the Wraith seemed to wrap around my throat in the spirit realm, choking the sound. Vane leaned forward, the abyss of his hood mere inches from my silver eyes.

“Your King is a tomb,” a voice hissed inside my skull, sounding like dry leaves skittering over a grave. “And you are the torch I will use to burn it down.”

Kaelen’s grip tightened until I heard my ribs groan. His frustration boiled over into the link, a wave of scorching heat that collided with Vane’s icy touch. The clash of their energies sent a shockwave through the hall, shattering a nearby obsidian mirror into a thousand jagged diamonds.

“Tell me!” Kaelen roared, his fingers digging into my scalp.

“He’s here,” I choked out, my eyes rolling back as the vision intensified. “The one who eats the light. He’s standing right behind you.”

Kaelen spun, his movements a blur of lethal instinct, his claws extending with a metallic shing. He slashed through empty air, his blind strike missing the ethereal Wraith by a hair’s breadth. Vane vanished into a swirl of soot, but the mark he left on the psychic tether remained—a greasy, black stain that hummed with the promise of a coming storm.

Kaelen stood panting, his chest heaving against mine, the link between us raw and bleeding. For the first time, I felt a flicker of something other than dominance from him. It was a cold, sharp spark of fear.

“The hunt has found us before we could find it,” Kaelen whispered, his forehead dropping to rest against mine. “Look deep, Nyxra. Don’t blink. From this moment on, your eyes belong to the Crags.”

* * *

A Sightless King’s Command

Kaelen’s fingers locked onto the hinge of my jaw, his grip as unyielding as the volcanic bedrock beneath us. He tilted my head back until the tendons in my neck strained, forcing my silver gaze to meet the milky, dead expanses of his eyes. The air in the Great Hall began to hum, a low-frequency vibration that rattled the marrow in my bones and sent ripples through the pools of spilled wax on the floor.

“Focus, Nyxra,” he commanded, his breath smelling of bitter winter and old smoke. “Stop fighting the tide. Let the dark in, or it will tear you apart.”

“You ask me to drown,” I hissed through gritted teeth. I gripped his forearms, my nails digging into the hard, scarred leather of his skin. My heart hammered against my ribs like a panicked bird in a cage of bone.

Kaelen didn’t flinch. Instead, he leaned closer, his forehead pressing against mine with a jolt of static electricity. “I ask you to navigate. Now, look!”

He threw his head back and let out a low, guttural chant in a language that sounded like stones grinding together in a deep chasm. The floor of the fortress groaned. Dust and shards of obsidian rose from the ground, hovering in the air like black snow. A sudden, violent surge of power erupted from the point where our skin met—a white-hot spear of energy that pierced my skull and shot down my spine.

The walls of the Blackridge Crags shivered. A crack spider-webbed across the vaulted ceiling, dropping a shower of glass needles that shattered against the floor.

“I see… I see the veins of the world,” I gasped, my voice sounding distant, as if it were echoing up from a well.

My vision didn’t just expand; it shattered. Through the psychic bridge, I saw the heat rising from the magma chambers miles below our feet, glowing like the belly of a furnace. I saw the cold, spindly ghosts of the wind howling outside the fortress walls, and then, I saw the psychic tether itself. It was a jagged cord of violet and silver light, pulsing like a raw nerve, binding my heart directly to his.

Kaelen’s body arched, a jagged gasp escaping his throat. Through the link, I felt the staggering shock of his first taste of color in a century. It was a sensory riot. The orange of the dying torches burned into his mind like a branding iron; the silver of my eyes was a moon-shattered sea.

“By the gods,” he whispered, his voice trembling with a terrifying, raw hunger. His thumb traced the curve of my lower lip, his touch no longer just a command, but a desperate reach for salvation. “Is the world always this… loud?”

“It’s more than loud, Kaelen,” I managed to choke out, my hands tightening on his arms as the room began to spin. “It’s a storm. And you’re dragging me into the eye of it.”

The fortress gave a final, violent lurch, a deep boom echoing from the foundations as if the mountain itself had taken a single, shuddering breath. The violet light of the tether flared, illuminating every scar on Kaelen’s face, every tremble in my hands, before collapsing into a steady, thrumming glow.

He didn’t let go of my chin. He leaned in until his lips brushed my ear, his voice a dark promise that vibrated through the shared vision of our souls. “The ritual is sealed, little wolf. We are the storm now. Your eyes are the only light left in this grave.”

Beyond the hall, the shadows of the Crags seemed to lean in, drawn to the new, flickering flame of our bonded minds. I felt his wolf stir—a massive, predatory shadow within the link that sniffed at my thoughts with terrifying curiosity. The debt was no longer a piece of paper or a promise made by elders; it was a living, breathing creature of light and shadow that resided in the space between our heartbeats.
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 Shattered Boundaries

Nyxra

Gravity felt like a suggestion rather than a law as the tether solidified. My knees struck the obsidian floor with a hollow crack, but I didn’t feel the bite of the stone; instead, I felt the phantom sensation of Kaelen’s heavy boots pacing the perimeter of my consciousness. It was a violent intrusion, a mental breaching that smelled of ozone and ancient, frozen pine.

“Get out,” I wheezed, my fingers clawing at the air as if I could peel his presence off my psyche. “It’s too much. You’re… you’re everywhere.”

Kaelen didn’t retreat. He loomed over me in the physical world, but in the mental one, he was a torrential flood breaking through a rotted dam. I saw the Great Hall through my own eyes—dim, flickering, and sharp—but overlaid upon it was his sensory map. To Kaelen, the room was a symphony of vibrations. He heard the friction of my eyelashes against my cheek; he felt the heat signature of my blood rushing to my face.

“I cannot unbind what the mountain has stitched together,” Kaelen growled. He knelt, his shadow eclipsing me. His hand found the back of my neck, his thumb tracing the sensitive skin at the base of my skull.













