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Book 44: Taken by the Grendel
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The air hung heavy with the scent of rot as Nira stepped into the hall, her boots echoing on the cracked stone floor. Sunlight, filtered through grime-coated windows, cast long, distorted shadows that seemed to writhe like living things. The place smelled of death and forgotten secrets, but Nira’s gaze remained steady, her steps purposeful. She had come for answers, and the decayed grandeur of this place whispered that they were here, buried beneath layers of dust and time. Her hand brushed the hilt of the dagger at her belt, a comforting weight against the chill that crept up her spine. The silence was oppressive, broken only by the distant drip of water and the faint, unsettling rustle of something unseen. The shadows shifted, not from any breeze, but as if they had a life of their own, reaching out to caress the crumbling walls.

Nira’s heart quickened as a low growl, deep and primal, echoed through the hall. It wasn’t a sound born of this world, but something older, wilder. Her hand tightened on the dagger, but her feet didn’t falter. She had faced worse than shadows and growls in her travels. From the darkness at the far end of the hall, a figure emerged. It was Kaelgrim, his form a grotesque mockery of humanity. His skin, a patchwork of scales and rough, leathery hide, stretched taut over a frame that was both impossibly muscular and unnaturally elongated. His eyes, glowing with an otherworldly light, fixed on her, burning with a hunger that sent a shiver down her spine. It was a hunger that went beyond mere predation, a desperation that clawed at her, promising violence and oblivion.

Nira’s breath hitched, but she didn’t run. She had seen creatures like him before, beasts cloaked in flesh, their appetites as voracious as their forms were terrifying. But there was something different about Kaelgrim. Beneath the monstrous exterior, she sensed a restraint, a flicker of something akin to shame. It was a fleeting glimpse, easily missed, but Nira’s instincts, honed by years of dealing with the unnatural, caught it.
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