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Smoke and Blood 





Allie

The acrid scent clings to my nostrils—ozone and ash mingling in the air. I stumble through a battlefield bathed in silver light, the scorched ground cracked beneath my feet. Figures clash around me—tall, armor-clad beings with glowing weapons and wings of light. My bare feet slap against fractured stone. 

I don’t know where I’m going. Only that I’m running.

My arms glow with etched marks—lines pulsing with eerie blue light. They shimmer and burn, like something inside me is trying to break free. Through the smoke and chaos ahead, a figure waits.

A beast.

Golden eyes pierce the fog. Massive. Otherworldly. Its mane ripples like stardust. It watches me—silent, unmoving—as though it knows me. As though it’s always known me.

I stop. My heart pounds like a war drum. The air hums.

“Wake up,” the beast whispers—though its mouth never moves.

Then the world shatters.

I jolt upright in bed, breath ragged, tangled in sweat-soaked sheets. My pulse slams against my ribs like a caged animal.

“What the hell...”

The room is dark, save for a sliver of moonlight slicing across the worn wooden floor. Familiar. Earthly. I drag air into my lungs and run trembling fingers down my arms.

Smooth skin.

No marks. No battlefield.

Just me—in my T-shirt and flannel pajama pants, curled in the creaky bed of my Montana ranch house.

A dream. Just a dream.

But my body doesn’t believe it. Neither does the static buzz clinging to my skin. I shove the covers off and sit on the edge of the bed, rubbing my temples.

I can still see its eyes. Amber gold. Intelligent. Not a predator’s gaze—something older.

“God, Allie. Stop watching sci-fi before bed,” I mutter.

The floor creaks as I grab my hoodie from the chair. My fingers are shaking.

I don’t know why the dream hit so hard. I’ve had nightmares—usually storm-chaser ones, after wrangling cattle in a lightning storm.

But this one felt different.

It felt real.

Outside, the pasture glows under the moon. Horses graze quietly along the fence line. Everything looks normal. Peaceful.

But something’s wrong.

Something crawls under my skin.

I wrap my arms around myself and turn away from the glass, trying not to think about golden eyes or glowing arms.

Just a dream.

Right?

The coffee machine groans to life as I shove my mug beneath the drip. It’s barely past five, but sleep’s not coming back—and ranch work doesn’t wait for dream-haunted girls.

I throw on jeans and boots, tie my hair into a messy bun, and grab the feed buckets.

The morning air bites. Frost edges the fences. The horses stir.

I breathe in—pine, cold earth, manure. Grounding. Familiar. Exactly what I need.

But my boots crunch too loud on the gravel.

I stop. Listen.

Nothing.

Still, unease creeps down my spine. I scan the tree line.

Shadows move. Too slow for wind.

“You’re jumpy today,” I murmur.

The horses crowd the troughs. Bailey nudges me, her ears twitching toward the trees.

Then I hear it.

A click.

Metallic. Intentional.

My body locks. I turn slowly. Heart pounding.

A shimmer flickers between the trees—like heat rising off asphalt.

“Hello?” I call—and instantly regret it.

The shimmer vanishes.

Then pain. A sting at my neck. I slap the spot—wet.

The world tilts.

My legs buckle.

Three figures blur into view. Cloaked. Armored. Their suits bend the light. One speaks in a language I almost recognize. Almost.

“Not... real,” I whisper as the ground rushes up.

Darkness wraps around me like a weighted shroud.

I float, numb, caught between dreaming and dying. My body feels distant. Thoughts flicker—flashes of the beast, the battlefield, the sting.

Sound returns. Muffled. Distant. Voices—low, clipped. Not English. Familiar, but wrong. Like a lullaby I can’t quite remember.

One voice cuts through. Commanding.

My eyelids twitch.

Then sensation. A throb at the base of my skull. Cold metal against my spine. My wrists ache.

Bound.

Panic crackles.

I test the restraints. Chains clink. Limbs sluggish. A low hum vibrates through the floor. A vehicle.

The air smells sterile. Sharp. Electric.

They’re transporting me.

But where? And why?

“...the heir,” someone says.

My heart stutters.

“Prophecy,” another murmurs.

That word—I know.

What. The. Hell.

My pulse spikes. Not just fear now—something hotter. Rising. A warmth in my chest, like embers catching.

My fingertips buzz. Not pain. Not yet.

Something is waking up.

I grit my teeth. I’m not a pawn. I’m not cargo. Whoever they think I am—they’re wrong.

Or they’re going to wish they were.

The heat burns through my veins.

And for the first time since the dream, I feel something close to power.

The transport jolts. I roll, hitting metal. A shout. Another jolt. Worse.

The world twists.

Screams. Metal tears. We’re crashing.

I brace. We hit. My breath rips from my lungs. Sparks explode. My ears ring.

Fire licks through the wreckage.

I blink through smoke. Alive.

Still bound.

But the fire inside me surges.

My palms burn.

Snap.

The restraints melt.

"Holy crap," I breathe, staring at my hands. Skin unmarked. The metal—a slagged mess.

No time to wonder.

The hatch is blown. Figures lie still. I climb out, lungs heaving.

The landscape is wrong. Alien. Glowing moss. Twisted trees.

I run.

Branches slash my arms. Rocks tear my boots. But I move like I’ve done this before. Faster. Lighter.

I leap a log. Land clean. Duck branches. My eyes adjust in seconds.

Something in me has changed.

And it’s saving my life.

Shouts rise. They’re still coming.

A blast streaks past—sears the bark beside me. I scream. Stumble. Keep going.

I don’t know why they called me heir. Or what prophecy I’m supposedly part of.

But I know this:

I’m not going down without a fight.
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