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​CHAPTER 1 – The Tall One
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The dream had left a weight in Orion’s chest that no alarm clock could shake. Not exactly a nightmare, but a sense of something waiting—patient, inevitable, and cold. He swung his long legs over the side of the bed, scraping the ceiling with the top of his head, and muttered, “Another day, another ceiling.”

At sixteen, he still didn’t know if he’d stopped growing. Seven feet nine inches was only the beginning, and the world didn’t make itself for people his size. Every doorframe a test, every step a negotiation. He rubbed the back of his neck, muscles stiff from sleep. The quiet in the house pressed down on him, heavy and unnatural, like it was hiding something.

From downstairs came the gentle hiss of the kettle. Ordinary. Safe. A tether to normal. Orion let himself hope it meant today would be just another mundane morning.

He padded down the stairs, ducking under the low doorway as usual. The kitchen smelled like toast and coffee, and his parents sat at the table. His mother, Elena, with her sharp eyes that missed nothing, glanced up from her tablet. His father, Marcus, poured coffee with a calm he could only envy.

“Morning, Tall One,” Marcus said, smiling faintly. That smile should have comforted him, but it didn’t. Not fully.

“Morning,” Orion said, brushing a hand along the wall to steady himself. His fingers trembled just slightly—not from fear, but anticipation.

“You sleep okay?” Elena asked, gaze sharp, as if reading every muscle in his face.

“Mostly,” he lied. Mostly meant the dream. Mostly meant the gnawing feeling he couldn’t name.

He grabbed a plate of eggs and toast, eating quickly. Every bite was punctuated by the subtle hum of tension beneath his ribs. The forest behind the house, dark and sprawling, seemed to watch him with silent patience. The trees were just trees—or at least, that’s what he kept telling himself.

“Dad, do you think...” Orion began, but Marcus’s hand lifted slightly.

“Not now. After school,” Marcus said lightly. Yet the tension in his shoulders betrayed him.

Orion’s stomach tightened. Something’s coming.

He stepped outside, boots crunching against the frost-hardened earth. The air smelled crisp, untouched, but with an undercurrent that made his skin prickle—like static before a storm. He moved toward the fence line, hauling branches and fallen trees with ease. His size and strength made him almost unstoppable, but they also reminded him every second that he didn’t belong. Ordinary people weren’t built like him, and ordinary problems weren’t enough to contain what was coming.

Then the smell hit. Smoke. Sharp, acrid, wrong.

Orion froze. The haze was thick, burning at the back of his throat. Too close. Too much.

He sprinted toward the house.

Flames curled against the siding, reaching higher, greedy, hungry. Windows glowed orange, casting ghostly light across the yard. Panic clawed at his chest.

“Mom! Dad!” he shouted, voice raw.

The front door swung open at a touch. He slammed into it with his shoulder. Wood splintered. Smoke clawed at his lungs, curling in thick, suffocating waves. His head spun. Something moved inside the living room—golden eyes glinting, impossibly fast. Not human.

A growl rolled through the air, deep and deliberate. Predatory. Certain.

Orion didn’t think. He reacted.

The first creature lunged. He caught it midair, muscles screaming, and threw it across the room. Another growl. He barreled forward, senses on fire. Every instinct, honed by years of feeling “different,” took over.

A beam cracked overhead. Dust fell in shimmering motes through the smoke. The living room was unrecognizable. Furniture splintered, walls clawed as though some unseen force had raked through them. Charred wood and coppery metal hung in the air, thick and choking.

Then he saw it.

A mark burned into the floor. A wolf’s head, eyes glowing molten red. Not painted. Not drawn. Branded.

His stomach turned.

A howl split the morning air—from the trees behind the house. Low, long, hungry. The hair on the back of Orion’s neck stood.

Three figures emerged from the smoke. Massive, furred, eyes molten silver. Not wolves. Not men. Something between, something ancient. Muscles rippled unnaturally beneath fur, limbs bending in ways he knew no human could.

One sniffed the air. Then it spoke.

“The Tall One has arrived.”

The words didn’t echo—they reverberated deep inside him, as if the forest itself had spoken.

Orion’s breath hitched. He ran.

Branches cracked underfoot, snow and frost crunching with every enormous stride. He leapt logs, rolled under fallen trees, each motion instinctive and terrifying in its power. Fear coiled around his spine, but it was controlled. He could feel it, harness it, let it sharpen him.

The ground vanished beneath him. A pit.

He hit hard, rolling to absorb the impact. Pain lanced through his back, but he scrambled to his feet.

From the shadows, a figure emerged—tactical black suit, mirrored glasses reflecting nothing. Rifle raised, calm and deadly.

“Stay down,” she hissed.

Orion’s heart hammered. Who are you? What are you?

“DSB,” she said. “Department of Supernatural Behavior. And you... just became our top priority.”

Before he could respond, a new growl split the treetops.

She fired. Tranquilizer darts, electrified nets, silver-tipped rounds. Creatures fell, snarling, retreating.

Orion’s body moved on instinct. Muscles surged, veins thrumming with adrenaline he barely understood. He caught and redirected attacks without thought, amazed at his own precision.

When it was over, she turned to him.

“Name?”

“Orion. Orion Titanblood,” he said, chest heaving.

She tapped a communicator. “Control, target acquired. Alive—and tall, as promised.”

Orion stared at her. “What... what’s happening?”

Vega—she was called Vega—handed him a glowing badge. Metal warm in his palm, humming faintly with energy.

“To war,” she said. “And maybe... to ending it.”

Orion looked back at the forest, at the smoke, at the chaos that had once been his home. Something inside him stirred—a latent power, a promise of danger and responsibility.

And for the first time, he understood something fundamental: whatever came next, there was no going back.

Not ever.

Orion looked back at the forest, at the smoke, at the chaos that had once been his home. Something inside him stirred—a latent power, a promise of danger and responsibility. The firelight reflected in his eyes, and for a moment, he saw something he had never seen before: a flicker of gold, almost like molten sunlight under his skin. It wasn’t his reflection—it was something deeper, something ancient pulsing in his veins.

He clenched his fists, feeling the raw energy coil in his muscles, waiting to be unleashed. This isn’t just about survival, he realized. It’s about what I was made to do. And though the thought sent a shiver down his spine, it also filled him with a strange clarity. Fear had never been stronger, but neither had his determination.

The smell of smoke lingered, sharp and choking, but Orion barely noticed it anymore. His mind was already running through possibilities, plans forming with the efficiency of instinct. The creatures in the trees, the mark on the floor, the whisper in his chest—everything was a puzzle piece, and he had no choice but to fit them together.

He took a deep breath, the crisp morning air filling his lungs. Somewhere in the distance, the howls echoed again, and Orion felt a surge of defiance. He didn’t yet understand what the Tall One meant, or what he was capable of—but he knew this: the world had just changed, and he was no longer a boy who ducked under ceilings. He was something else. Something more.

And whatever came next... he would be ready.
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​CHAPTER 2 – Flight into the Unknown
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The forest was silent once more, the kind of heavy silence that pressed on Orion’s chest and made every muscle tense. He followed Vega through the undergrowth, each of her steps calculated, precise. Her mirrored glasses reflected nothing but the pale morning light, hiding her eyes, her thoughts, her intentions.

Orion’s mind raced. His home was gone. His family... taken. And now, some stranger in black tactical gear had appeared out of nowhere, saving him, shooting down creatures he didn’t even understand.

“This way,” Vega said, voice low, almost a whisper.

He followed. The world seemed distorted, every tree and shadow a potential threat. Orion’s height made him clumsy in the dense undergrowth, but it also gave him a strange advantage—he could see farther, anticipate danger.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“Somewhere safe,” she replied. Her tone brooked no argument.

Orion didn’t ask again. He was learning fast that questions had a way of slowing you down—sometimes fatally.

They emerged into a clearing, and the sound of rotors sliced through the quiet. A black helicopter hovered above, camouflaged against the trees. Orion’s stomach twisted. This is real. This is happening.

Vega motioned for him to climb aboard. Orion hesitated for a fraction of a second, then leapt, landing with barely a grunt on the skid. The helicopter cabin was cramped for most people, but he barely fit, knees pressed against the walls. He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself, but the adrenaline still thrummed like electricity through his veins.

Inside, a team of agents sat in silence. Each wore the same black tactical suit as Vega, faces grim, eyes scanning digital maps and monitors. Nothing moved without reason; every gesture was deliberate, measured. Orion felt like an intruder.

“Sit,” Vega said, pointing to a reinforced seat near the center. “And strap in.”

Orion obeyed, watching the monitors flicker with schematics and thermal imaging. His pulse raced. Every screen, every code, every line of glowing numbers spoke of things he barely understood—but the patterns made his blood stir. Something in him recognized it, like an instinct waiting to be awakened.

“Where are we going?” he asked again.

“DSB headquarters,” Vega replied. “A place where people like you... make a difference.”

Orion blinked. “People like me?”

“People who shouldn’t exist,” she said simply.

The words hit him harder than any punch. He flexed his fists under the seatbelt, feeling the tension coil through his muscles. The forest, the fire, the creatures—they were only the beginning. Whatever “DSB” was, whatever “people like him” meant, the world had just shifted.

The helicopter rose higher, clearing the tree line. Frost and snow glinted on the distant mountains. Orion stared out the window, heart hammering. The ruins of his home were gone, swallowed by smoke and memory. I can’t go back. I can’t stay behind.

Vega’s hand rested lightly on his shoulder. “You’re not alone, Titanblood,” she said. Her voice carried authority, reassurance, and a warning all at once.

Orion didn’t respond. He didn’t need to. Her presence was enough to steady him—for now.

The flight lasted less than an hour, but to Orion, it felt eternal. The helicopter banked over a hidden ridge, descending toward a structure that looked ordinary from above—an unremarkable mountain facility. But Orion’s instincts screamed otherwise.

They landed on a concealed rooftop. From there, a secure elevator took them deep below ground. Orion’s eyes widened as he caught glimpses of advanced laboratories, containment cells, and creatures that belonged in nightmares rather than reality.

“This is where your life really begins,” Vega said as the elevator doors opened.

Orion’s gaze roamed the underground complex. Holographic maps flickered across the walls, displaying supernatural activity, Lycan dens, and unknown anomalies. Agents moved with mechanical precision, some carrying weapons that hummed with energy, others interacting with devices that seemed more magical than technological.

He swallowed hard. The sheer scale of it made his head spin. For a moment, he felt small—almost human. But then he flexed his hands, and the latent power in his muscles hummed again, a quiet reminder that he was anything but ordinary.

They entered a briefing room, stark and functional. Screens displayed locations all over the globe. Vega guided him to a seat at the center of the room.

“Director Hark will see you now,” she said, stepping back.

The doors slid open. A man entered, tall and imposing, white beard contrasting with a cybernetic eye that glowed faint blue. Every step carried authority. Every glance weighed like a judgment.

“Orion Titanblood,” he said, voice like gravel scraping metal. “You’re here because you are important. Or dangerous. Sometimes both.”

Orion’s heart thumped. Dangerous? I... I just want my family.

Hark gestured to a large display. Orion’s image appeared, biometric data scrolling beside it. The phrase “Titan-Class Potential” glowed at the top. The room went quiet.

“You’re not just strong,” Hark continued. “You are... different. Exceptional. We don’t train recruits to survive—they train to win. To dominate situations they cannot anticipate. To fight monsters that shouldn’t exist.”

Orion’s fists clenched. His chest burned. Every instinct screamed that this was real, and that whatever he had been—normal, human, a boy—was gone.

Vega stepped forward. “We don’t have much time. Your family... your sisters... the Lycans have them. You are a key, Orion. Not just to their capture, but to stopping what they are trying to unleash.”

Orion’s stomach turned, but his resolve hardened. “Then we start now,” he said.

And for the first time, as the screens flickered with glowing red symbols and moving shadows, Orion felt the weight of what he was: not just a survivor, not just a son or brother—but something more. Something made to fight monsters, to stand against forces that had been hidden for centuries. Something called Titanblood.

Outside, the world remained oblivious. But inside him, something had awakened.

Orion sank into the chair, the reinforced metal biting into his back, but he didn’t care. He stared at the glowing maps, the holographic schematics, the screens that pulsed with life he couldn’t begin to understand. Every line of code, every moving dot, every indicator of supernatural activity resonated in him like a distant drumbeat—something he felt deep in his bones, something older than him, older than humanity.

He flexed his massive hands and felt the faint warmth of his own blood, the subtle pulse of power beneath his skin. Something stirred there, ancient and unfamiliar, yet natural, like it had been waiting for this exact moment his entire life. I’m... not normal, he thought. The words weren’t new, but their weight had changed. They were no longer a curiosity—they were a fact. He was something else. Something more. Something dangerous.

Vega’s presence was a quiet anchor. She moved with calm efficiency, issuing silent commands to other agents, coordinating the facility’s defenses even as she kept a watchful eye on him. Orion noticed the way the other agents gave her space, the way they respected her authority without question. And he realized, with a pang of both awe and unease, that he was entirely unprepared for this world.

Yet something inside him refused to feel small. He had survived fire, monsters, and betrayal. He had faced things no human should see and come out alive. That same defiance burned now, tempered by the understanding that survival alone would no longer be enough. He needed to become more. I need to become stronger. Faster. Smarter.

His gaze drifted to a screen showing the globe, red pulses flashing across continents. Every dot represented a threat, a mission, a potential disaster. One of those dots pulsed with a steady rhythm, and for a moment, Orion swore he could hear it—a faint resonance, as if it were calling to him. He felt it not with his ears, but in his chest, in the hollow of his ribcage, where the pulse of something greater seemed to thrum beneath the surface.

“What... is this?” he muttered, mostly to himself.

Vega’s mirrored glasses caught the light as she glanced at him. “You’ll understand soon,” she said. “This is only the beginning. The Titanblood gene isn’t just about strength. It’s about resonance, control, and purpose. And you—” she paused, her voice softer now, “—are the first in centuries to carry it fully.”

The words sank in slowly, each one heavier than the last. Orion’s chest tightened. First came disbelief, then anger, then a strange, almost elated clarity. He had always felt different. Taller, stronger, faster. Now he understood why. Not just a quirk of birth, not just the way he grew—but a design, a legacy, and a burden all rolled into one.

He clenched his fists again, flexing muscles that seemed to hum in response. I am not just a survivor. I am a weapon. I am a key. And I will not fail.

The thought of his family sharpened the focus. Lani and Aria—his twin sisters—were out there, somewhere, in the hands of creatures who had no regard for anything but power. His parents, gone from the world he had known, but alive in memory and in the fire that had made him run. Every heartbeat drove him forward, every pulse of adrenaline reminding him why he could not hesitate.

Orion stood, towering even in the cramped cabin, and took a slow, deliberate breath. The hum of the facility, the quiet chatter of agents, the flicker of screens—it all felt like the first step into a larger world, a dangerous world, a world he was meant to fight in.

He didn’t fully understand the rules yet. He didn’t fully understand the scope of the threats, or the creatures, or the organizations that moved in shadows. But he understood this: fear would not stop him. Doubt would not stop him. And no matter what, he would find his family, confront the monsters, and uncover the truth about what—and who—he really was.
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