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POV: Rosalie Oscura

I stand before The Abyss, my breath a little too shallow, my heart a little too loud, like a drum that can’t be drowned. The prison looms before me, jagged and dark, a broken tooth in the mouth of the world. It’s the kind of place you only hear whispered about—if you’re brave enough to listen. Even the bravest of supernatural beings turn their heads, refuse to acknowledge it in public. As if naming it would summon its horrors. But here I am, standing at its gates, daring it to speak my name.




The walls are enormous, reaching into the night sky like a twisted tower, sharp and foreboding, casting long shadows over the land. The wind howls around me, cold and biting, as if even nature shudders at the prison’s existence. It’s surrounded by the relentless sea, the waves crashing against the shore like a constant reminder of its isolation. There’s no escape. I know that better than anyone. The ancient magic surrounding The Abyss ensures that. The magic that traps even the strongest beings within its walls, binding them to their fate.




And yet, I’m standing here, staring at the fortress, knowing that if I turn around and walk away, I’ll never forgive myself.




I clench my fists at my sides, my fingers digging into the leather of my gloves, my body fighting the chill seeping into my bones. Every muscle in me wants to turn and run, back to the safety of the clan, where power, ambition, and my father’s legacy await me. But that’s not why I’m here. My heart has always been pulled toward the impossible.




Inside those walls, behind the thick stone and cursed wards, is Eryx. The lion shifter. The one I loved when I was fourteen, the one who’s been locked away for years because of a crime he committed out of love for me. He’s the reason I stand here now. The one person who knows me—who understands me—better than anyone else. My mind races with the memories of him: his dark, amber eyes that seem to pierce through everything, his unwavering loyalty, the way he made me feel like I was the only thing that mattered. He’s my weakness, my vulnerability.




And yet, my clan—my family—still calls to me. The Oscura Clan needs me. My name, my blood, the criminal legacy my father left behind demands my attention. The clan’s power is fragile, its enemies too many. I’ve spent my life fighting to rise above what my father built, clawing my way to the top. But here I am, at this moment of my life, torn between my duty to the Oscura Clan and the need to rescue Eryx from this hellhole.




I swallow, my throat dry. The pressure of leadership weighs heavier than I’ve ever felt before. I have to be the alpha my family expects me to be. I have to secure the clan, lead them through the coming storm. But I can’t stop thinking about him. His face haunts me. The way he looked at me the last time I saw him, when they locked him away, when he whispered, “I’ll wait for you.”




It’s been years, and I’m still haunted by that moment. Still torn between the woman I’m meant to become and the girl I was who just wanted to run away with him, escape everything.




I close my eyes, fighting the sudden wave of emotion that crashes over me. I’ve been groomed to lead, to rule. The strength of my family flows through my veins, a legacy of power, fear, and bloodshed. But in my heart, I know I’ve never wanted any of it. Not really. I never asked for it. I wanted something else. Something simpler. Something real. I wanted him.




But now? Now, the Oscura Clan demands my full attention. Their survival is tied to my strength, my ambition. And my father’s shadow looms over me, a constant reminder of the price of power. The same price that has led me here—standing before this wretched place, about to risk everything to save him.




I look up at the towering walls again. I can hear the distant echo of the guards patrolling inside, feeling the oppressive magic that keeps everything locked down. The fear, the danger—it all pulses through the air, thick and suffocating. The Abyss doesn’t just imprison bodies. It cages souls. It twists them, warps them, leaving nothing behind but husks of what they once were. But I’m not turning back. I can’t.




This is the price of love, of power, of legacy.




I know I must go in alone. The clan doesn’t understand, and they never will. They’ll see my mission as a distraction, a weakness. They’ll question my choices, my loyalty. But none of them know what it’s like to love someone as fiercely as I love Eryx. They don’t understand the pull between duty and desire.




I take a deep breath and push my hair behind my ear, the cold wind biting at my face. There’s no turning back now. The gamble I’m about to make is dangerous, reckless. But it’s the only way. He’s in there, somewhere—broken, locked away for the crime he committed out of love for me. I can’t let him stay there, rotting. Not while I have the power to do something about it. Not while he’s the only person in this world who understands me completely.




“Rosalie,” I whisper to myself, the sound of my name carrying like a promise into the still night.




I turn and begin walking toward the massive gates of The Abyss, my steps slow but steady. Each one feels heavier than the last, as though the very weight of the world is pressing down on me. The walls loom higher, their jagged edges cutting into the sky like a jagged wound.




I think about the choice I’m making, about the risks and sacrifices that lie ahead. The clan will need me, but so will Eryx. I cannot save them both in the same way, and yet, I have to try.




And as I reach the gates, I know one thing for sure: this journey will either make me or break me. But there’s no turning back now. The only thing I can do is move forward.




I take a breath, feeling the cold sting of the air fill my lungs. My heart races, but my resolve is firm. I have a clan to lead. I have a man to save.




And the battle for both begins now.
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The Abyss

POV: Rosalie Oscura

I move through the corridors of The Abyss with a calculated silence, my every step deliberate and heavy in the thick, stagnant air. The walls here seem alive, twisted and jagged like the bones of some ancient beast, pressing in on me from every direction. The stone is cold against my fingertips as I brush past it, the faint, eerie light flickering from above just enough to reveal the stark emptiness of the place. It smells of damp stone and decay—like something long forgotten, left to rot in the dark. And the deeper I go, the more it feels like this prison has been here forever, waiting for me.




The corridors are narrow and winding, each turn feeling more suffocating than the last. Every breath feels too loud, too sharp in the silence of this place. I can almost hear the pulse of the magic that surrounds the prison, an ancient force pressing against me from all sides, tightening its grip with every step I take. The warding magic here is as palpable as the cold—the kind of magic that burrows beneath your skin, makes your heart race and your mind feel thick with fog. It’s a weight I wasn’t prepared for, and it sits heavily on my chest as I move forward, deeper into the heart of The Abyss.




I remind myself why I’m here. Eryx. I have to focus. He’s inside this hellhole. I can’t lose sight of that.




But as I move further into the belly of this prison, my nerves start to stretch thin. The guards—vampires and sorcerers with cruel eyes and sharp teeth—linger in the shadows, just out of sight, but I know they’re watching. The air is thick with their presence, as if they’re all waiting for me to slip up. I’ve trained myself to be silent, to be unseen, but here, every breath feels like an invitation for them to pounce.




I swallow hard, the bitter taste of fear in my mouth, but I push it down. There’s no room for fear here, no space for hesitation. I’ve come too far to let it break me now. I have a mission to complete. I have a man to free.




The deeper I go, the darker it gets. The walls seem to close in, the corridors winding and narrowing until I feel like I’m walking through the veins of the prison itself, each step pulling me further into the heart of the beast. The air feels thick now, charged with energy that’s barely contained, like the prison itself is alive. It’s suffocating, almost overwhelming, but I fight it, breathing slowly and deliberately, keeping my mind focused on one thing: Eryx.




I can hear whispers around me, soft, almost imperceptible, like the ghosts of the damned who’ve passed through these halls, their spirits trapped in the stone, their torment stretching through time. The hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I’m not alone.




Finally, I reach the section where Eryx is kept. The air grows colder here, the magic more oppressive. I feel the weight of the wards pressing down on me, as if they know what I’m about to do. But I can’t stop now. Not when I’m so close.




I reach the cell where he’s held, my heart tightening as I step into the cold stone room. It’s small—barely more than a cage—and the stench of dampness and decay hits me hard. I’ve never seen Eryx like this. He’s slumped in his chains, his once proud form reduced to a shadow of itself. His golden lion eyes are dim, distant, haunted by the years of imprisonment. His body is bruised, his skin pale, and the proud shifter who once stood strong and fierce is now a broken man, bound by chains both physical and magical.




The sight of him hits me like a punch to the gut, and I freeze for a moment, my breath catching in my throat. Eryx. The man who once held me close, who promised to protect me, is now nothing more than a shell of himself, caged in this hellish place. My heart aches for him, for what he’s endured.




I take a hesitant step forward, my breath shaky as I move closer to him. “Eryx,” I whisper, my voice cracking. My heart threatens to break in two at the sight of him like this. “I’m here. I’m going to get you out of here.”




His eyes flicker with the faintest glimmer of recognition, but it’s gone too quickly, leaving only the emptiness behind. “Rosalie…” His voice is hoarse, barely more than a rasp, and it makes me ache even more. “You shouldn’t be here.”




“I couldn’t leave you,” I say, my voice firm, though my insides feel like they’re being torn apart. “I’ll get you out, Eryx. I swear it.”




I reach for the chains, but the moment my fingers brush them, a sharp, tingling sensation runs up my arm, and I immediately pull back. The magical wards that hold him in place are stronger than I anticipated—impossible to break without the right spell, without more power than I currently have.




The reality of the situation hits me like a brick. Breaking him out won’t be easy, not with these wards in place. It’s worse than I thought.




I step back, looking at him, my mind racing. The desire to take him in my arms and run, to carry him out of this place and never look back, almost overwhelms me. But I can’t do it alone. I need allies.




The thought comes to me like a jolt of electricity, but it brings with it a sense of dread. The prisoners here aren’t people I can easily trust. Kaelen, Torin, Zarek, Fenix—they’re all dangerous in their own ways, and even more so in this prison. The more I think about it, the more the idea of trusting them terrifies me. But without them, without their strength, I have no chance of getting Eryx out.




I turn away from Eryx’s cell, my chest tightening as I look back at him one last time. I will free him. I have to. But to do that, I need to unite the fractured alphas. I need their cooperation.




But how can I trust them?




The walls of The Abyss seem to pulse around me, as if it senses my hesitation. The pressure builds, thickening the air around me, making it harder to think. I need a plan. I need more than just my desire to free Eryx. I need to be strategic.




But my heart? My heart aches, torn between the woman I’m supposed to be and the woman who loves him.




The prison feels like it’s closing in around me, its magic curling like smoke in my veins. I don’t know how long I have before the guards notice me, before everything unravels, but I can’t stay here much longer.




“Hold on, Eryx,” I whisper one last time, my voice trembling. “I’ll be back. I’ll make this right.” I turn away from him, the weight of the decision settling on me like a storm. I’m stepping into a game I’m not sure I can win.
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 Bonds of the Past

POV: Eryx

The cold, oppressive silence of The Abyss presses down on me like a weight I can’t shake. I’ve grown accustomed to it over the years—this hollow quiet that only amplifies the guilt gnawing at my insides. The stone walls are a constant reminder of where I am, where I’ve fallen, where I failed. I can feel the shadows closing in, the suffocating grip of isolation squeezing the air from my lungs. There’s nothing here but the lingering stench of decay, the lingering echo of things I can’t undo.




My chains rattle as I shift, the cold iron biting into my wrists. The weight of them is as much a part of me now as my skin, each link a reminder of my failure. A failure so deep that it could never be repaired. Every night, I lie in the same dank cell, my back pressed against the cold stone, staring at the faint flicker of light that seeps through the cracks in the walls. I used to be proud. Proud of the man I was, proud of the strength I had, the lion inside me that would never let anyone hurt those I loved. But now? I’m nothing. Just a shell of who I once was.




I used to protect her. I used to be the one who would stand between her and the world. The world that wanted to tear her apart. But I failed. I failed the one person who needed me the most.




My heart twists at the thought of Rosalie. I’ve thought of her every day, every moment of every second that passed in this hell. She’s always in my mind, haunting me like a ghost that won’t let me rest. She was the light in my world—the only reason I ever fought. Her laughter, her fire, her stubborn determination. She deserved someone better than the broken man I’ve become. She deserves someone who can protect her, who can keep her safe. Not someone who’s been locked away in this forsaken place for years, too weak to do a damn thing.




I close my eyes, but the memory of that day—the day I couldn’t protect her—replays in my mind like a twisted, endless loop. The sound of the blade slashing through the air. The look of horror on her face as I couldn’t get to her in time. I saw her fall. I saw the blood, her blood. I couldn’t save her. I couldn’t protect her. And now here I am, broken, chained, trapped in this hellhole, and she’s out there—probably risking everything to come for me.




I feel a surge of anger, hot and bitter. How could she do that? How could she come after me, knowing the danger? The only thing I want is for her to be safe, to be far away from this place, to live her life without the shadow of my failure hanging over her. She’s too good for this. Too good for me.













