SCENE 1 – The Tree Between Places
“Underground” wasn’t quite right.
The Ley-Wandering Tree had docked here—tonight—slipping through Sorrodell’s abandoned subway vaults like it was just passing through a dream. Its trunk curled sideways through cracked masonry, anchored in concrete as if time itself had softened to loam.
The bark looked fossilized: moon-ash and swamp cedar, knotted in a slow spiral of ghostly glyphs—centuries-old witch sigils now dimmed to ember threads. They pulsed faintly when disturbed, like they were breathing.
Midway up the trunk, a glass-black knot swelled outward. Like a bubble that looks wet and dry in a cohesive form, engulfed dark brittle bark. A scene of horror afar a silhouette of beauty in darkness.
Inside it: a man. Gaunt. Gray. Held in place by a living stake of heartwood grown straight through his chest like a verdict.
Corrin Voul adjusted his rimless glasses. Wiped the dust from his lenses. His expression was calm, but reverent.
“Found you,” he whispered. “My lord.”
Two operatives flanked him, clad in matte black. One—a red-haired woman—carried a velvet case. The younger swept his flood lamp across the glyph-streaked walls, pausing at sensors that flickered zero movement.
The silence said otherwise.
Corrin opened the case.
Inside: a bronze tool shaped like a crescent bite—its edge inlaid with deep-sunk glyphs only visible to the oathbound.
The Ancestral Sever. Forged for a single task. Woken only for this.
“On my mark,” he whispered.
He pressed the Sever against the stake.
Bronze met bark.
The tree flinched. Sigils chain-lit in a blaze of memory—desert glare, jungle mist, glacier blue—shimmering over each other like transparent echoes.
[FLASHBACK – WITCH AT SEA]
Salt in the wind. Lightning off the prow. A woman’s hair whips wild behind her as she leans in.
“You’d spare them?” she hisses, slamming the branch deeper. “Then rot with them.”
Her voice breaks. Her hand trembles as it cups his face.
Then the bark seals shut, and everything turns dark.
Back in the vault, a crack spiraled through the stake.
The vault seemed to inhale.
The man inside… moved.
⸻
SCENE 2 – Extraction
Steel struts locked the tree in place. Load braces hissed under tension.
Corrin pressed the Sever deeper. The glyph edge sank through the grain, curling splinters back like burned thorns. Heartwood unwound from rib, lung, sternum.
It released him.
He fell.
Corrin stepped in, arms outstretched, catching the weight.
The body was too light. Skin like crumpled parchment. Ribs pronounced. Fingernails blackened to claw tips more memory than weapon.
“Pulse?” the young operative croaked.
Corrin pressed two fingers to the man’s throat, then tapped the Sever’s spine with his signet. A low thump of pressure spilled outward like a heartbeat trying to restart.
The man convulsed, then hacked dry dust the color of dead leaves.
His eyes flared open.
Wolf-amber.
Then they dulled to clouded brown milk-filmed, dazed.
And then
The hand moved too fast for a corpse.
One arm locked around Corrin’s throat. The other clawed for his heart.
Corrin didn’t flinch. “Welcome back, Master Beolair.”
Recognition flickered.
The grip loosened.
The claws swiped sideways instead—cut a bright line across Corrin’s cheek.
Then the weight sagged.
Corrin staggered, palm over the cut.
“Bag the stake,” he rasped. “And do not touch the point.”
⸻
SCENE 3 – Coming Back Wrong
They laid him on a field cot under heat lamps, arcano-baffles humming above.
Standard bloodwork was useless—nothing modern matched. Corrin hung Quiet Protocol 3: buffered saline, mineral-rich carriers, ozone microbubbles, and low-temp nutrients designed for… classified unknowns.
The wound in his chest began sealing around nothing. Capillaries bloomed open, sluggishly hunting for flow.
Still gray.
Still half-dead.
Skin and cells relentlessly yearning to be one.
Beo’s breathing was ragged. Reflex jerks, predator twitches. Muscles responding to memories, not reality.
The twitch wasnt random. Somewhere beneath the gray, fragment of instinct lingered a memory of forms older than language he first breath. Dire. Dai’Wer-gen. In the shadow deep something greater lied, sealed far from reach, but its essence still felt, like a proclamation waiting to be declared
“Why’s he still gray?” the younger operative asked.
Corrin adjusted a dial. “Tree fed on him. Three hundred years. It barely left the spark.”
[FLASHBACK – WITCH BELOW]
A dark chamber. Her hands bloodied.
“You should have run with me,” she whispered. Then louder: “Stop me? You can’t.”
Her fingers framed his face like a permanent goodbye. The bark sealed between them.
On the cot, Beo’s fingers twitched toward a hand that wasn’t there.
⸻
SCENE 4 – Corrin’s Confession (Sort Of)
Forty minutes passed.
The pupils tracked light now. No focus—but instinct.
Corrin crouched closer.
“If you understand me, blink.”
One slow blink.
“Good.”
“I’m Corrin Vaul. Your steward. Sort of. You compelled my ancestor two hundred and ninety-one years ago. Tavern oath. The Quiet kept its promise.”
He ticked off fingers.
“Italian estate: intact. Sorrodell vault: secured. Third node: hidden until you’re sharper.”
Beo rasped low like gravel trying to speak.
Corrin smiled faintly. “I’ll take that as ‘we’re good.’”
The younger operative stared. “He’s serious?”
“Oh, always.” Corrin replied swiftly
⸻

SCENE 5 – Flashback: Father Steel
Ozone stung the air from the lab lamps. It triggered something.
[FLASHBACK – FATHER STEEL]
A yard of stone in the rain. Iron rods slicing through wind.
“Wind isn’t air,” a voice barked. Sol’Kai. Taller. Worn by fire and leadership.
“Wind is pressure choosing direction. You are the pressure.”
Sol’kai had not only been forging a soldier that he had been shaping the bones of a god-wolf. Every strike, every lesson, was meant to call forth deeper states of their kind: Dire wolf, and beyond, the hidden form of the Dai'Wer-gen, the half shape between mortal and divine. Even then, Beo didn't know these names. But his blood remembered and understood.
A rod screamed inward.
Young Beo flexed the air wrong—caught the strike across the ribs.
Sol’Kai’s nod: “Better.”
⸻
On the cot, Beo’s forearm jerked in reflex parrying a rod that wasn’t there.
Corrin steadied him. “Training’s alive inside. That’s good.”
⸻
SCENE 6 – Mobility Test
Eighty-six minutes post-extraction, Corrin risked upright posture.
Beo didn’t collapse.
Muscles spasmed. Ligaments stuttered. He leaned into a metal rail like it owed him something.
Corrin offered a hand.
Beo ignored it.
Took a step.
Missed.
The older operative lunged, but a glance from Beo stopped her.
“Still proud,” Corrin logged aloud. “Baseline attitude intact.”
Beo grunted once—low and bone-deep.
Then he took the rail anyway.
*SCENE 7 – The First Butler
The railing beneath Beo’s hand felt worn, rough in a familiar way.
It flipped something in him past the skin, past the pain.
A memory.
[FLASHBACK – FIRST BUTLER OATH]
A tavern reeking of salt and rum.
A human man knelt, sweat-soaked and trembling. Torn sailcloth over his shoulders.
Beo younger, sharper, storm-eyed grabbed the man’s jaw and leaned close.
“You serve. Your sons serve. Their sons.”
He pressed a thumb behind the ear—searing a compulsion sigil into flesh.
“Guard what’s mine. Hide it. Break oath and pray death finds you first before I.”
The man nodded like his life depended on it.
Because it did.
⸻
The memory bled away.
The rail returned.
Beo’s hand spasmed.
Corrin politely looked away giving some privacy to heal..
⸻
SCENE 8 – Sorrodell Night
The tunnels spat them into the warehouse sector.
City glow licked the cloudbase in sick blues and neon pinks. Sirens echoed down side alleys. The stink of fry oil and asphalt wrapped around distant ozone.
Beo stared upward.
“Ugly stars,” he croaked.
“City lights,” Corrin offered.
“Waste of fire.”
“Electricity.” Corrin assured.
Beo sniffed like it was a slur.
⸻
SCENE 9 – The Walkabout
Corrin wanted a gurney for Beo.
Beo refused.
So they compromised: stop, brace, shuffle. Street gusts slapped hard between alleyways. Subway grates exhaled steam under their feet.
Beo read the city like a broken map leaning into the pressure when it pushed, catching balance from instinct more than muscle.
He didn’t shape the wind anymore. Not yet. But the air noticed his returned presence..
After two hours: standing unaided.
After three: a limp that looked intentional.
“Car’s this way,” Corrin said, thumbing to a backlot sedan.
“Later,” Beo muttered. “Need… air.”
“You’re in air.”
“Old air.”
Corrin let him drift.
No drones. No trace tags. Quiet scrubs handled the cams.
Beo walked.
⸻
SCENE 10 – Skyline & the Quiet Wolf
A narrow footbridge arched over freight tracks and rain gutters.
Towers flickered light into low clouds.
Beo stopped mid-span, closed his eyes.
The air here tasted dirtier, realer. Carbon. Grease. River-chill.
Deep beneath the scar tissue, something stirred.
Not just at once but in layers his inner wolf and forms yearned. His dire form closest, feral, low-breathing with a pulse like heating lightning. And somewhere further the Daemon-kari the form whispered to belong only to gods and demons but submissive to neither. Beo was not ready yet to reach for it. But it remembered Beo fondly.
▸ low-signal / buried / loyal
A breath left him half laugh, half pain. “Still there.”
Corrin caught the sound.
“Wolves don’t leave,” he said quietly. “Signal just gets buried.”
Beo tried to smile.
Mouth still hurt trying.
⸻
SCENE 11 – Disturbance
Then the air snapped.
Not wind pressure.
Beo’s spine straightened.
▸ pain / silver-burn / wrong-pack
His head turned north.
Industrial park. Far edge of Sorrodell.
“What?” Corrin asked, voice tight.
“Wolf,” Beo said. “Not mine. Hurt. In fear. Being … chased?”
He moved before Corrin could react half-stumbling into a ragged trot.
His body still lagged, but he stole momentum from the air.
Each block brought pain. He didn’t stop.
Corrin cursed under his breath. “Shadow him,” he barked. “Patch all city cams.”
The operatives vanished on word.
⸻
*SCENE 12 – The Alley Fight (Round 1)
A shuttered storefront.
A loading yard behind it.
A gray wolf breathing hard pinned near a crate wall by two semi-armored figures.
White Knights.
Composite suits. Brace-pikes in hand. Each tip coated with wolfsbane mist and ultrasonic pulse heads.
Kōfu wolf, Beo, clocked instantly.
Eternal line. Too old to be wild, too big to be common. Bone density in the shoulders gave it away.
A teen girl with beaded cords on her wrist pulsing light of aurora, fingers glowing faint same color knelt at the wolf’s muzzle.
She was attempting to seal a wound.
“Back!” one Knight barked. “It’s infected!”
“It’s alive!” she shouted, aura claws flaring over her hands as such the the Eternal wolf retracted in size more pup now then wild monster.
One Knight jabbed his pike into the wolf’s flank.
Ultrasonic pulse. Gas hissed.
The wolf bucked, foamed.
Something sharp passed through Beo’s chest not pain, but the faint drumbeat of his Dire form inside. His body wasn't ready to transform, but he instinct brushed against the threshold, like a beckoning half-spoken but swallowed
Beo slid into the scene more of a stumble than glide.
“That yours?” he asked the girl.
She flinched, saw his eyes, then froze not in fear. But Calculation.
“Move,” the Knight ordered.
Beo looked at the pike. “That’s supposed to hurt?”
“It will.”
“Try.”
The Knight lunged.
Beo didn’t dodge.
The mist burned. Pulse rang his teeth. Rage surged.
He gripped the shaft mid-lunge, twisted. Metal creaked.
He yanked sideways let the Knight’s own weight do most of the damage.
Beo headbutted the visor. Armor rang like a bell.
Knight dropped.
So did Beo almost but reactively catching himself..
His shoulder seeped fresh blood. The sting of wolfsbane made his teeth grind.
“Science project,” he muttered.
⸻
SCENE 13 – The Alley Fight (Round 2)
Second Knight reacted faster.
Wrist-fired a smart-net—threaded with demon-forge filaments, sanctified steel dust, and neuro-gel.
Beo blinked.
Too close to dodge.
He flicked a short wind-pulse barely more than a breath.
The net clipped a crate, rebounded, and tangled the downed Knight instead. Both hit the pavement.
The move fuzzed his vision gray for a moment.
He powered through it.
Corrin arrived. “Sir—”
“Later,” Beo rasped.
He dropped to the wolf.
The girl stayed put, though her hands shook now. Sweat carved streaks through grime on her brow.
▸ weak / poisoned / holding
“Kōfu,” Beo said, sniffing past the mist. “Old craft. Who taught you?”
“My grandmother.” The girl notices him studying her wrist while she struggles. “It’s not enough.”
“You’re keeping him here. That’s more then something.”
He placed two fingers beside her aura seal.
No burst. Just a micro-pressure shift he adjusted tissue planes, opened toxin channels.
Precision hurt him more than force.
The wolf exhaled.
She stared. “You’re”
“Complicated.” Beo sighed.
Knight Two crawled toward his beacon.
Beo toed a plank under his boot.
Knight slipped. Slammed shoulder-first into the wall. Stayed down.
“Tell your order,” Beo growled. “Bring better toys.”
SCENE 14 – Terms
Sirens rose in distant grids.
“Name?” the girl asked, still keeping pressure on the wolf pup  wound.
“Later,” Beo echoed Corrin’s earlier dodge.
“Yours?”
She crossed her arms, breath shaky but firm. “Later.”
He almost smiled. Less painful this time.
“Fine. we must disperse”
They rigged a tarp into a makeshift sling. The wolf between them was heavy but breathing. Corrin mapped a dark-route through alley scrubs and old drainage.
Beo’s shoulder still bled, but the edge was already closing. A silver sheen began to web over it subdermal, steel-threaded fur twitching beneath the skin.
The girl; Kit, for now watched it happen.
“What are you?” she whispered.
Beo glanced toward the city’s neon skyline.
“Out of time,” he said. “And late for trouble.”
⸻
SCENE 15 – Green Belt Intake
They made it past the warehouse lights just before Sorrodell’s responder grid tightened.
The air shifted as the city gave way to greenbelt.
Fewer cameras. Less static in the ley flow. The scent of leaf and soil helped him steady.
Beo crouched. Set the wolf pup down gently. The weight was solid. Healing had started but throttled, slow.
▸ tired / healing / pack-safe
“Safe node’s two minutes,” Corrin said. “Don’t die on the way. Paperwork’s savage.”
⸻
SCENE 16 – Quiet Safe Node: Intake & Triage
The medical node looked like a city irrigation shed.
Corrin keyed a hidden glyph latch in a nearby wall that seemed to lead nowhere.
Steel iris opened downward, revealing a ramp lined in carbon mesh and anti-trace film.
Inside: clean white walls. Cedar oil. Antiseptic tang. A single med bay pulsed low light.
Corrin’s female operative stripped gloves, scanned the wolf.
“High wolfsbane load. Saturated along the spine.”
The girl didn’t release her seal until Beo nodded it deeming it safe to do so.
“You can set him there,” Corrin told her. “The table regulates heat.”
“I’m not leaving.” The girl insisted, planting herself as an anchor on ground.
“Didn’t ask you to. Just don’t fry the sensors.”
Beo crouched beside the table.
Palm hovered above the wolf’s ribs.
vitals: weak, but rising.
▸ steady / pack-hold-good
He exhaled. “He’ll stick.”
Corrin applied a wolfsbane-draw patch. The fluid wicked green and hissed. On the display, toxin markers fell.
“Better,” Corrin said. “Now let’s see what fried you.”
He rolled Beo’s sleeve back clotted wound, now hardening.
The silver fur beneath his skin flickered faintly in the light.
“You heal stupid fast,” Corrin muttered. “But your reserves are still empty. Don’t overdraw sir.”
“Noted,” Beo grunted.
⸻
SCENE 17 – First Names (Sort Of)
The scans ran.
The girl sat cross-legged on the floor beside her wolf. One hand stayed on his fur, even in sleep.
Silence stretched.
“You Kōfu bred or broken in?” Beo asked.
“Uhhh…Bred.” she replied almost insulted not truly grasping why.
“Clan?”
“Later.”
“You keep saying that.” Beo replied, trying to suppress his bewilderment in the human child. 
“You keep asking.”
He almost laughed while agreeing in the same breath. “Fair.”
Corrin flicked toxin data to a holowall. “They’ve upgraded,” he said, nodding to the White Knight pike samples. “That wasn’t scavenger work. That’s lab-grade demon-forged hybrid.”
“For wolves?” the girl asked.
Corrin shrugged. “For anything not them to be honest.”
Beo rolled his shoulder. The tissue clicked while bone knitting.
“They taste wrong,” he muttered. “Like tin peeled too thin.”
Corrin smiled crookedly. “Logging that as qualitative feedback sir.”
⸻
*SCENE 18 – Sleep Drift / Memory Sift
Beo slept in bursts.
Every time his eyes closed, the filtered air smelled like old oceans.
His body wouldn't allow more than a few moments of stillness before an echo of his past yanked back into a timeless loop.
[FLASHBACK – DECK STORM]
Salt wind in his lungs. Rigging shriek. A sail swinging fast, too fast.
Beo—young, cocky; laughed as the wind bent to his weight.
[FLASHBACK – FIRE PORT]
Smoke. Cries. A town in flames.
Him dragging a heavy chest through ash and screams.
Calling for someone, with no answer, a bail.
The wolf pulse beneath his thoughts grew clearer.
▸ rest / rebuild / stormfront-wait
Beo broke out of a cold sleep.
The gray in his skin was receding. Capillaries slowly threading red beneath.
The girl snored beside the cot. The Eternalwolf breathed in synchronized rhythm.
The node held them all.
For now.
⸻
SCENE 19 – Edges of Morning
Pre-dawn hue washed the greenbelt in soft blue.
Corrin poured something sharp-smelling and dark into two cups.
Beo took his, grimaced, but drank anyway.
“You’ve got time,” Corrin said. “We can keep you here until your color stops scaring civilians.”
“How long?” beo persisted.
Corrin shrugged. “Depends how much you fight me.”
“I need to see the city,” Beo muttered. “See what’s still standing.”
Corrin turned the screen.
Sorrodell glowed.
District overlays. Precinct maps. White Knight strongholds strung together like a spiderweb of red threads on a detective wall, every line wound connecting back to a point .
“Survived plenty,” Corrin responded. “Broken way more.”
The girl stirred. The eternal wolf blinked while feeding off her..
“If you go,” she said, rubbing her eyes, “I go too. He comes if he can walk.”
Beo watched her.
“You got a name yet?”
She hesitated.
“Call me Kit.”
 “Fine.” He tasted her lie in the air on his tongue, bitter as old smoke; digested before it even reached his ears.
⸻
SCENE 20 – Out Again / Hook
They emerged just past dawn. Mist hugged the grass.
The Eternal wolf limped, but walked. Beo moved better though still pale, but solid.
The air over the field felt cleaner.
Not new, but awake.
Then—
A flicker.
▸ cages / shock / fear
North.
Industrial band.
Beo tensed.
Corrin’s tablet chimed. White Knight patrol  flagged on a nearby cam grid.
“Knight patrols up ,” Corrin said. “If they backtrack that scene, we lose this medical node.”
Beo rolled his neck.
“Then we move first.”
Kit looked between them. Steady. Ready.
“Who is first on the chopping block?” she said eagerly.
Beo’s smile showed just enough fang.
“Out of time,” he said. “Right on trouble.”
He stepped into the wind.
SCENE 21 – Quiet Library: A Place Between
They didn’t go far just far enough to vanish from mundane eyes. Corrin led them through a narrow service tunnel that snaked under the medical node, spilling them into the backfield and lots, until the ground tilted upward then sank again into a pocket  of earth leading deeper underground. Nestled at the edge of Soredo; where it frayed into its neighboring sister Sorrodell. Half-forgotten stood a small quaint library that connected the sister cities. The libraries brick face scarred by time and the elements of weather, yet it stood stubborn, refusing to fall intact.
Corrin led them through backfields and scrub lots until the landscape curved into a cluster of sycamore and pine. Nestled beneath: a small library.
A sign barely hung by a chain: “Stillness Archive.”
Inside, it was all warm wood and old dust. No electricity. Just spell-lamps burning slow in glass orbs. Wolves slept in corners. One yawned, then vanished into mist.
Beo stopped in the archway. His hand went to the frame, where faint lines curled like roots—etchings carved in spirals, old glyphs.
▸ home-ish / rooted / mother-magic
He was ten.
Barefoot in the stone courtyard of the Flamehart stronghold, lungs burning from drills. Blood on his lip. His father’s voice still rang in his skull —
“Again. If the wind outruns you, you die choking on it.”
But then she found him.
His mother.
No crown. No guards. Just quiet steps and a cloth in her hand.
She didn’t scold him. Didn’t heal the bruise.
She simply pressed his palm against her chest, over the slow thrum of her heart.
“Ki’aire,” she said, “before you’re a weapon… you’re a man. Feel the difference. It might be the only thing that ever saves you—and binds you to what matters.”
▸ warmth / echo / wolf remembers
It passed — but something inside him stayed tethered to that heartbeat.
Something his wolf didn’t forget.
He blinked, throat tightening with a weight he couldn’t name.
Corrin watched him trace the wood.
These carvings… they say they were left by her,” Corrin murmured. “No one’s proven it. But the house reacts to bloodlines, or so the old stewards believed.”
“She thought I’d die,” Beo muttered.
Corrin half-smiled. “We all did.”
SCENE 22 – Quiet Things and Unquiet Bones
The library had no proper hearth. Just a hollow iron brazier filled with old rune stones. A dim aurora flickered inside it—ice, fire, and silence braided into a steady glow.
Rumi unpacked her pouch slowly.
Inside: beadwork charms, a bone-stitched prayer cloth, and a fang dyed black with ink.
“Sometimes I forget the stories,” she said softly. “So I carry pieces of them.”
Beo watched her from across the crooked table.
“You believe in stories?” he asked.
“I believe in the pieces that survive,” she said.
Beo’s eyes dipped to the fang.
He didn’t ask where it came from.
He already knew.
⸻
SCENE 23 – The False Chair
Corrin lit a deeper stair. Not hidden. Not grand. Just old.
“Most think this chamber collapsed,” he said. “We left it that way for a reason.”
Rumi hesitated. Beo didn’t.
The room below wasn’t large. Stone ribs curved inward like a cave. At the center: a single chair.
It looked regal at a glance—tall-backed, carved from blackroot, threaded with old gold. Runes faintly curled along its legs like frost on glass.
But it was a lie.
Beo felt it immediately.
Not power. Not warmth.
▸ hollow / echo / half-right
Corrin spoke cautiously. “One of our archivists thought it might’ve belonged to your mother. But there’s no record. Only myths.”
Rumi tilted her head. “It feels like something important happened here… but it’s missing its center.”
Beo approached the chair.
Not because he believed.
Because something in him wanted to disprove it.
⸻
*SCENE 24 – When Nothing Hums
His fingers touched the armrest.
Dry.
Not even dust. Just… stillness.
But the wrong kind.
Not the Stillness he barely remembered. Not the kind that held spells together or made breath feel sacred.
This was something else.
This was abandonment.
▸ stripped / empty / close-but-lost
He sat.
Nothing happened.
No hum. No glow. Not even resistance.
Just a faint, aching pressure in his chest, like grief that hadn’t figured out what it was mourning yet.
Rumi said nothing.
Corrin lowered his eyes.
Beo stared ahead.
“It’s not real,” he whispered.
“No,” Corrin said. “But something real once leaned near it.”
Beo stood up.
He didn’t feel wiser.
Just… watched.
⸻
SCENE 25 – A Scar Left Behind
Later, alone, Beo ran his thumb across a crack in the chair’s spine.
A small carving hid there. Worn deep by time. A symbol he didn’t fully recognize.
Part of it echoed something he’d never seen before etched in metal, maybe a pendant, maybe not.
The other half?
Familiar in a way that made his throat tighten.
▸ not-now / not-here / not-yet
He left the chamber without a word.
Behind him, the old relic pulsed—once. Faint. Like a leftover heartbeat still echoing through wood.
But no one noticed.
And no one understood.
Not yet.
  
*SCENE 26 – The Message in the Scar
Hours passed.
The fire had gone low. Corrin had retreated. Rumi had curled up beside the Eternal Wolf pup, now silent and still, its breath slow and rhythmic. In her lap lay the bone-stitched prayer cloth—worn and familiar. Her fingers moved across it absently, not weaving new patterns, just painting her own premeditated images of the old.
Beo stood outside. Shirtless in the wind, letting the moonlight find every line and scar on his skin.
His hand drifted to the old wound beneath his ribs—the mark the witch’s curse had funneled into him.
It no longer burned. But it didn’t fade either.
It pulsed now, in rhythm with something distant.
▸ watching / waiting / not done
He didn’t speak aloud.
Didn’t need to.
The wind carried understanding in the quiet.
His wolf—Thakari—was not speaking. But he felt it beside him in the air, in the weight of breath.
A presence.
A pressure.
An echo of “I am still here.”
⸻
SCENE 27 – Of Names and Not-Yet Truths
Morning cracked across the field in grey blue.
Rumi was the first to stir. Beo hadn’t moved.
She brought him a small bundle wrapped in dyed cloth—inside, a pressed food cake, dried fruit, a sprig of sweetroot.
“I never said thank you,” she said.
“I never asked for one.”
She smiled faintly.
“Where will you go?” she asked.
Beo stared out across the hills. The wind stirred his hair. His eyes flicked toward the horizon.
“I don’t know yet,” he said. “But something’s calling. Further than this.”
Rumi stepped closer, bold now.
“If you find out who you are—what you really are—come back.”
Beo blinked.
“And if I’m not someone worth coming back as?”
“Then come as the man who knows the difference.”
⸻
SCENE 28 – Echoes in the Wake
They left at dawn.
Corrin packed what few artifacts remained, each one wrapped in treated clothlike living history Rumi hummed softly to the eternal wolf, her hands moving instinctively along its fur while humming  sweet tunes of nothing into its ear.
Beo stayed behind a moment longer.
The chair—the false relic—still sat untouched beneath the archive lower bowels.
He didn’t sit again.
He did one thing instead:
He carved a small mark into the wall.
Not a full rune.
Not a spell.
Just a crescent, facing downward. And beside it: a second crescent, facing up.
Like mirrored halves of a broken moon.
▸ two sides / waiting to meet / future past
He left the chamber without a word. Behind him, the mark pulsed faintly, like an old memory that hadn't decided if it should wake.
Beo didn’t know where the road led next. Only that something ahead needed his name.
Or the names he tried to leave behind.
SCENE 29 – The Ley Between
They took the river path.
Not because it was fastest.
Because it whispered.
Beo could feel it now—the leyline underfoot, stretching like a buried serpent pulsing like a mental throbbing, tugging every step into resonance. Each step, each fault line beneath the soil made beo’s scar twitch; a pull, a reminder.
Rumi glanced sideways.
“You feel that too?”
Beo didn’t answer.
Not with words at least.
▸ pull / old / thread-bound
The wind around them changed. Less breeze, more direction. Not north. Not east. Not a compass path at all.
“The Whisper Market,” Corrin murmured absently. “If this trail’s pulling us, that might be where it leads. If it exists at all.”
An ancestral pull drawing them magnetically.
Leading them toward something unfinished and ever changing.
He didn’t need a map.
He had the weight in his bones.
⸻
SCENE 30 – The Tree that Shouldn’t Be
Near dusk, they found it.
A tree. Gnarled. Dry. Set like a wound in the middle of an open field that should have been empty.
Corrin stopped first.
“No record of this here, not in any of my data or maps; this shouldn't be.”
Rumi narrowed her eyes.
“It’s… wrong. But it feels like it's waiting for something”
It was.
The bark bore blackened scars, but no scent of fire. Its roots cracked the earth like veins coiled under weight of extreme pressure. At its base: metal stakes, long rusted, ancient but driven in deliberately hammered with purpose
Corrin stepped forward, speaking low: “ i believe this is what the witch summoned to bind you, sir. The sigil traces i studied … they match legends of a primordial tree. Not grown. Summoned. Pulled from outside not just or space but also time. Some myths” he hesitated. “ some lore depicts it being tied to the first temptation. The forbidden fruit.
Beo approached slowly.
▸ don’t / don’t / but do
Beo hesitant all the same. His inner wolf stirred not in fear, but something close to regret, like a tether pulling back on his chest.
He ignored the instinct.
Beo’s gaze sharpened “myths don't concern me. Whats real is enough; for I have been both in many lives.”
Corrin dipped his head."Indeed, sir.”
His fingers hovered near one of the iron stakes. Old glyphs burned in, not carved curled along their length. Not Daigen, not witchcraft. Something in-between. They twisted like they were meant to be read only by memory.
The bark looked like something he’d seen before in dreams, or fever, or somewhere in that ley-wandering sleep he’d been sealed into for so long.
beo touches it.
The wind collapsed around him the instant skin feels bark.
The wind folding into it self as a wild funnel.
And with it; The world snapped white.
⸻
SCENE 31 – The Scar That Spoke
Inside the white, just soundlessness.
Not silence.
Just… before sound.
Beo floated, not in air but in memory between space and time.
His body flickered between all his wolf states past the memory of his original Human form. Through Wolf (Dire), then werewolf (Dai’Wer-gen) and into the colossal shadow of his final shape (Tha’kari Daigen-Daemon). It was the form only the dual-blooded reincarnate wolf children of the eclipse gifted by valhara could summon. These names not mere titles but old archaic decrees, whispered into being when power demanded it true shape 
The leyline ran through his spine like a lightning rod.
And in that space, he saw her.
The witch.
Not her face. Just the shape of her shadow, standing at the base of that very tree. Hammer in one hand. Blood-soaked sigil in the other.
He heard himself scream.
But not aloud.
The pain was remembered.
The curse was awake.
And now…
So was he.
▸ finally / awake / unfinished
He gasped back into his body.
The others hadn’t moved. Or maybe time hadn’t.
He pulled back from the tree.
“Let’s go,” he said.
Corrin hesitated. “That’s it?”
Beo’s eyes flared silver with gold yellow, just once.
“No. That’s just the door.”
⸻
*SCENE 32 – The Market That Remembers (Revised)
The tree was gone.
They had passed through it—or through what it used to be—and now stood in a place that rewrote itself with every blink.
The air pulsed. Not quite music. More like the memory of drums rattling through old bones.
A thousand structures twisted upward and down again rope bridges that led nowhere, floating towers that blinked in and out of haze, staircases made of smoke and moss. The whole city trembled like it was breathing.
“This… isn’t real,” Rumi whispered.
Corrin half-grinned. “No. It’s the Whisper Market.”
They stood on a metal landing that hadn’t been there a second ago. A bridge folded into place beneath their feet.
Below: winding alleyways, flickering stalls, taverns made of shadow, and neon temples with shifting doorways. It felt like a party, a prison, and a graveyard—at the same time.
Beo didn’t speak. He smelled too much.
▸ ink / mint / bonepowder / wolfblood / sin
The Market didn’t ask questions. It simply opened itself in pieces just offering, not welcoming.
To Rumi: a passing dancer whose skin shimmered like rainbow fish-scales, wolf masks carved from frost quartz, a hawker yelling about moon-soaked potions.
To Corrin: a surgeon’s stall selling rune-dipped scalpel sets, velvetbound relic journals, and a blinking jar labeled Soul Thread (Untaxed).
To Beo—
A wall.
Half-scorched. Iron-veined. Familiar.
It hadn’t been there a moment ago. But it stood now. Silent. Waiting.
He stepped toward it.
Corrin noticed. “That a vault?”
“No,” Beo said. “That’s the door.”
The wall remained unmoved.
He lifted a palm toward it—slowly. Still nothing.
He muttered something under his breath.
A faint rumble. Then a thin metal panel peeled back like old skin. A slot opened and spat a charred token onto the ground.
The token clinked against his boot.
Rumi bent to pick it up before Beo could stop her.
Black metal. Smelled of burned wolf hair.
Words etched in biting script:
“YOU ARE FORGOTTEN. TRY BETTER.”
Rumi raised an eyebrow. “Wow. Even the walls are petty here.”
Corrin leaned in, intrigued. “That means it knows you. The Market’s selective like that. You must’ve—”
“I didn’t ask for a history lesson,” Beo muttered.
He stared at the wall again.
Then, without warning, the wall twitched. Not opened, twitched. Like it was laughing.
A row of sigils blinked across its surface, forming shapes in no language Rumi could read.
Then it snorted. Actually snorted.
The iron glimmered with the faint image of… a wolf, maybe? Wagging its tail once, mockingly, before fading.
Beo didn’t move.
But his hand trembled slightly.
▸ shame / scent / bruise in time
He touched the wall again flat palm, steady pressure.
The metal shivered under his skin.
And as so, the world shifted.
⸻


[bookmark: _ru1x8cgzb9gm]SCENE 33 — What the Market Gave Back (Final Revision)
The world tilted sideways.
Not just visually but spiritually. Like some deep gravity had shifted and pulled Beo through memory, myth, and mistake.
He stood alone now.
The vault wall was open before him.
But not in the present.
This was the first time.
The vault’s iron mouth yawned wide as Beo dragged a nobleman; gagged, bleeding, trembling by the throat. His cloak was soaked in crimson. His knuckles split and raw. Wolf-fur at his collar. His eyes dimming down like a former blaze of a campfire being put out after use. 
“Payment,” Beo had said, voice flat. “And proof.”
The vault had opened then. Slow. Hungry.
But behind him, unseen three children had watched from a broken cart, half-hidden in the alley. Starving. Blood on their shoes. One girl whispered his name.
Not in fear.
Not in amaze.
Something in-between like awe and a plea of hope tangled together.
“Storm Wolf…”
He paused.
For half a breath.
The vault slammed shut.
Its sound rang like a sword against a coffin.
Then the wall branded him. A sigil scorched into his chest not seen by eyes of faye or man, only felt.
 A reminder:
You chose blood. You left legacy.
The memory fractured 
And when it broke, the Market answered him.
A black duffel bag, stitched with strange silver thread, slid from the wall like it had been spat out of time itself. Inside lay his wolf artifacts his life, unvarnished:
· A pair of cracked storm gauntlets, his earliest attempt at wielding his power through forged steel.

· A folded black bandana the one he wore when he earned the name Windbane.

· A single white fang, size of an leg of an chair. His first kill.

· A pair of leather gloves with steel tips used once, to hold back a wolf he failed to save.

His fingers lingered on the bandana.
Not with regret. Not yet.
But with the understanding that taking this meant choosing who he wanted to become.
He gripped the duffel.
The Market pulsed in acknowledgment.
▸ toll paid / burden shared / path open
He came back to himself, standing before the wall.
Corrin and Rumi were watching.
Neither had moved, as if time had waited for him.
“It’s done,” he murmured.
But then
A scent hit him.
Rot. Moon-oil. Something wrong.
From the drifting stalls, a figure emerged hooded in bone-threaded red. Tattoos burned along the arms. A face marked in crescent blood.
Not a man.
A warning of to come.
A Blood Moon Shaman.
Beo’s wolf did not growl. It recoiled.
▸ unclean / infected / not one of us
The Shaman did not speak. He only watched.
Then vanished into red mist.
And in his place—falling gracefully—an old wanted scroll unfurled itself from smoke.
BLOOD INK LETTERING:
WANTED  
TAHU OF THE BLOOD MOON  
Rogue Shaman. Wolf-Skin Usurper.  
Cursed by moon and beast.  
Last seen desecrating burial grounds near the Dead Forest.  
REWARD: Whatever you dare to take.
Rumi blinked. “He seems welcoming….”
Corrin’s jaw tightened. “Perception is key, he's not just a fugitive. He’s a prophecy breaker.”
Beo didn’t flinch. He stared at the poster, silent. But his nose twitched. His pulse thumped.
The wolf in him whispered again:
▸ mutt / mongrel / enemy / unpure
And beneath that… something else.
A name he’d buried.
A feeling he’d tried to forget.

[bookmark: _rga3cj1l70oy]SCENE 34 — The Scent of a Storm (Final Revision)
The Market bent again.
The wall yawned open—not with gold or weapons, but with a corridor of memory.
The floor shimmered like it wasn’t solid.
Rumi reached forward, then jerked back. “It’s… moving.”
“It’s his,” Corrin said softly. “It’s all his.”
Beo stepped forward.
And the world caught fire.

Flashes:
A storm-soaked cliff. A boy—too young, but already hard-eyed—standing defiant before Sol’Kai’s throne.
“No,” he spat. “I won’t be your blade.”
Sol’Kai didn’t raise his voice. “You already are.”
Then,
Beo as the pirate-assassin. Dual blades. Blood-soaked coins. Witches whispering his name like a warning. A queen’s envoy begging for mercy. A wolf skull helm hanging from his belt.
And always,
The witch.
Eyes black. Hair like lightning. Her lips touched his once, then cursed him in silence.
Then;
Stillness.
A tree. Dead, breathing.
His reflection sealed inside a coffin of leywood and sorrow.
His name whispered. Not shouted.
Forgotten.

Back in the present—
Beo stepped out of the memory-floor vault, sweat slick across his skin.
The duffel bag weighed heavy now. Not from the artifacts—but from what they meant.
Corrin handed him a cloth. “You alright, sir?”
“No,” Beo murmured. “But I’m not broken.”
He closed the bag and slung it over his shoulder. The Market didn’t shift this time—it went still, as if acknowledging a debt paid.
The wind shifted through a crack in the Market’s bones. Just enough for Beo to notice. Not sound. Not even scent just weight. Like a presence was circling them, yet distant. Breathing at the edge of the veil of the whisper market.
Suddenly, somewhere deeper, a wolf howled.
Not Eternal. Not Daigen. Something tainted.
Rumi stepped beside him, whispering, “That guy Tahu. You knew him?”
“No,” Beo said slowly.
Then, after a pause: “But I know what he’s become.”
For a moment, he remembered his mother’s hand against his chest, her quiet reminder that the man must exist before the weapon ever does. He was this man. He felt that truth hum again in his bones, fragile but alive. This was the toll the Whisper Market took: not blood, but the willingness to face the man beneath the wolf.
And for the first time since waking
Beo wasn’t sure which unsettled him more:
The shadow of who he’d been.
Or the scent of what was coming.
.


[bookmark: _nusvj4psa0yu]*SCENE 35 — Not a God
The Market didn’t return to its usual pulse.
It… hesitated. As if sensing something it couldn’t name.
Rumi reached for Beo’s sleeve. “That howl. Was it one of your kind?”
“No,” Beo murmured. “Ours don’t sound like that.”
“You sure?”
“Very.”
Corrin’s tone shifted. “It’s not Daigen. And not from the Eternal Lines, either.”
A pause.
 The weight in Beo’s chest didn’t ease.
“Then what was it?” Rumi asked.
Corrin shook his head. “A rogue, maybe. Or something older and more dangerous.”
They kept walking. But Beo’s steps had changed.
 Not rushed—just aware. Tense. Prepared.
Then came the scent.
 Not death. Not life.
 Something else.
It crept along the floor, up the walls, through the seams of the Market like fog remembering how to bite.
It didn’t announce.
 It inhaled the space.
He didn’t speak it aloud, but every part of him bristled.
 His blood read the hum in the stone—vibratum, deep and tight.
 A divine wrongness disguised in scent and silence.
They turned into a narrower corridor—a rust-colored alley of crooked tent seams and breathing walls.
 The Market wasn’t leading anymore. It had gone still… as if waiting.
Rumi looked sideways at him. “If this thing’s following us, what if he’s hunting us?”
Beo smirked faintly. “Then he’s dumber than he smells.”
“You’re not worried?”
He paused, letting his Daigen pulse align with the rhythm beneath the stone.
“When you’ve fought gods,” he said, “mongrels like him barely scrape the list.”
Corrin stopped.
He turned back, face pale but composed.
Beo raised a brow.
“He’s not Daigen in any way,” Corrin said. “But he’s not fully a wolf either. He’s something… rare. Unstable. His name is old, but his trail leaves something behind.”
Beo tilted his head. “So he pretends to be a god among earth?”
Corrin didn’t answer immediately. “I don’t think he pretends. I think he just doesn’t care, sir.”
“And you’ve seen him?”
“No,” Corrin admitted. “But I’ve smelled the echoes. Once. Years ago. I thought it was rot… until I saw what the rot left behind.”
Beo looked away.
But the air had changed.
 He didn’t trust Corrin’s fear—he trusted his own marrow.
And something in it whispered:
This thing wasn’t new. Just unspoken.

[bookmark: _aqz2zxir1j0d]SCENE 36 — The Scar You Smell
The scent struck harder the deeper they went.
It wasn’t one thing. It was everything:
 Rot. Rain. Copper. Lightning. Fur.
It was a memory.
 A warning.
 A promise that what once devoured… still hunts.
Beo paused at the edge of a descending stair.
 Rumi bumped into him.
“Why’d you stop?”
“Because the wind shifted,” Beo said.
 “And the scent hit with it. Pressure in the air. He’s near, yet far.”
She looked around, wide-eyed. “I don’t see anything.”
“You wouldn’t,” Beo muttered. “He leaves pressure, not footprints.”
The Market flexed beneath their boots—like it, too, had smelled something wrong.
Beo narrowed his eyes. “There’s blood in the pressure… braided with ritual. He doesn’t just walk—he echoes.”
Corrin held up a relic that flared to his touch, trying to light the path.
 The flame flickered blue, then green, then went out.
“…No runes,” Corrin muttered. “Not this deep.”
Beo’s voice stayed low. “This is blood-scent territory now. His kind doesn’t need light.”
“His kind?” Rumi echoed. “So he’s a werewolf?”
Beo didn’t answer right away.
“No,” Corrin said. “Not really. The Blood Moon one isn’t like the others.”
He looked at Beo. “You smell it too?”
Beo’s breath slowed. “I smell a scar. One left by god-magic... but grown into something crueler.”
The corridor split—one with flickering red glyph-lamps, the other pitch black.
Beo turned down the dark.
“You’re walking into that?” Rumi hissed.
“I’ve faced worse.”
Corrin’s voice caught. “Then maybe don’t face this one. Not here. Not now.”
Beo slowed. A heartbeat passed.
“I’m not running,” he said quietly. “But I’m not chasing him either.”
He turned back around.
“The Market warned us. That’s enough for now.”
And beneath his feet, the Market seemed to agree.
[bookmark: _s4avx0f3lm6t]*SCENE 37 — The Price of Pressure (Final with Correction)
They emerged into a pocket atrium of light.
 It wasn’t warm—but it pulsed, softly, like the inside of a vault remembering a heartbeat.
Something lay in the center. Folded. Leather-wrapped.
Beo stepped toward it.
Rumi squinted. “What is it?”
Corrin blinked. “A strip of inked hide,” he murmured. “Glyph-bonded… old. Marked.”
Rumi crouched. “It’s vibrating.”
Beo crouched too.
It looked like tattooed skin, but it wasn’t human. Or wolf. Something in-between.
 The glyphs pulsed. Not alphabet. Not spellwork. But something older. A marking of acknowledgment.
The Market gave it freely.
 Like it knew what walked outside now.
Corrin spoke first. “It’s giving you another one.”
Beo ran a hand over the strip. It hummed under his palm.
“It’s not a map,” he muttered.
“No,” Corrin said. “It’s a memory.”
Rumi’s brow furrowed. “From the Market?”
“From it. Through it. Of something coming for him.”
Beo unrolled it, slowly.
 A faint sketch etched into the hide—a blurry outline of something upright… lupine… snarling.
 And underneath, scrawled in an old tongue:
"You do not own what hunts by hunger."
Rumi leaned back. “...That’s not a warning. That’s a promise.”
Beo stood.
Corrin didn’t. He was watching the walls.
 His eyes didn’t glow. No power stirred. But he saw the way the Market reacted—how the air pulled, twisted, braced.
“He’s near again,” Corrin whispered. “I can’t smell it. But the Market just flinched.”
Beo didn't speak.
The walls shifted.
And somewhere just outside the pocket the Market occupied in the real world—where the veil thinned and magic bled into rot—
Something smiled.
—
It wasn’t joy.
It wasn’t rage.
It was recognition.




SCENE 38 — Mirror Between the Veils
The world folded.
Not snapped. Not broken. Folded — like damp paper creased under breath.
The Market stilled. Even the whispering walls seemed to hold their tongue.
A pressure rose — not from above or below, but from some slant in-between.
Rumi stopped mid-step. Her beads shifted at her wrist, though no wind touched them.
 “Something’s pulling,” she whispered.
 Beo turned. “It’s not pulling you.”
 “But it knows me,” she said quietly. “Something in it… recognizes what I carry.”
The floor shimmered like oil over stone. Then split. Not open — inward.
 A soft crack bled light from the fracture.
 They didn’t fall.
 They were invited.
And on the other side, the world looked exactly the same — only not.
 Tents and shadows, crooked alleys, vendors without faces. But reversed.
 Colors dulled. Edges blurred.
 It was the Market’s mirror — not meant for mortals.
Corrin’s footing staggered.
 He winced and steadied himself against a shifting post. “I didn’t step wrong,” he said. “But something… stepped back through me.”
 His breath hitched. Not from pain. From some subtle slack in his spirit.
 Like his tether flickered.
 He blinked hard. “Did anyone else feel—?”
 “No,” Beo said. “But I did.”
And just ahead, in the mirrored dark, something moved.
It didn’t walk.
 It folded through the space.
 Like a ripple wearing a body.
Then it stood still.
Upright. Broad-shouldered. Not massive, but uncomfortably proportioned.
 Its head was wolf — but wrong.
 Too smooth. Too clean. As if the fur was inked on.
 And its eyes burned red—but not with rage.
With... interest.
Beo felt it hit his chest.
 Not a push. Not even aura.
 Something deeper.
Recognition.
 Not of name. Or power.
 Of species.
Of lineage.
—
His inner wolf shifted inside him. Not fully. Just a curl of awareness behind his ribs.
 Pressure coiled in the hollow of his jaw — the blood-memory tightening.
 Kaier’s voice echoed, faintly, somewhere far off in a sand-hollowed flash of memory:
"You don’t look at it to defeat it. You become what it can’t name."
Beo’s claws hadn’t grown. But his fingers ached.
He didn’t step forward.
 He breathed.
And the thing across the veil tilted its head.
Not Beo’s reflection.
 Not his opposite.
 His mirror. Cracked and bloodstained.
Rumi stepped beside him.
The beads on her wrists shimmered, catching a light that didn’t exist.
 No spell. No cast. No chant.
 Just a thrum from within — a protective heat that glowed through her skin, flickering around her aura.
The creature looked at her.
 Then back to Beo.
 Then smiled.
Beo didn’t smile back.
“You see it?” Corrin whispered.
“I see him,” Beo said.
—
They didn’t touch.
But in that space — where magic frayed and reality thinned — their spirits reached.
Like wolves circling without moving.
 Like gods waiting to name each other.
—
Beo felt disgust rise in him. Not from the smell — from the truth.
 Whatever this was… it wore wolf-skin like a costume.
 But inside, it was wrong.
 Powerful. Ancient. But twisted.
It wasn’t rage.
 It wasn’t awe.
 It was contamination.
But even as disgust flared, Beo felt it — the undeniable weight of what stood before him.
Not a Daigen.
 Not a cursed wolf.
Something else.
A myth that forgot it wasn’t supposed to live.
And then…
It moved. Not closer. But away. Into the shadow-fold of the mirror. Still smiling.
Not retreating. Just… pausing the hunt.
Beo didn’t follow.
 Not yet.
Rumi turned. “What the hell was that?”
Beo finally answered.
“A crack in the world.”
[bookmark: _viene8zgnu0u]SCENE 39 — Mouse and Moonlight
The Market trembled in silence.
Not collapsed. Not broken. But… watching.
As if unsure whether it had witnessed a prophecy or a prelude.
Beo stepped back from the mirrorwall—breath shallow, eyes bright with stormlight that wasn’t his own. Not yet.
Rumi hadn’t moved. Her beads clung to her skin like dew to a web, humming faint, protective pulses. The air smelled of her—salt, sage, and fear she refused to name.
Corrin blinked fast. His right hand twitched.
“Essence flop,” he muttered. “Just a flicker.”
Beo turned to him. “From what?”
Corrin didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.
The air still bent toward something that wasn’t in the room anymore—but had left its shape.
“He looked at me,” Rumi said softly.
Beo looked at her.
“He didn’t just… watch. He looked. Like I was a scent. A name. A note from a hymn he forgot how to sing.”
Beo swallowed. “You weren’t the one he was hunting.”
“No.” She touched her beads. “But I wasn’t nothing either.”
The walls behind them rippled—then stilled.
The Market was sealing again. The breach was closing.
But not forgotten.
Not forgiven.
And in Beo’s chest, something pressed against the cage of his ribs—his inner wolf, not fully woken… but stirred. Its breath dragged across his bones like a whetstone.
Recognition.
From one predator to another.

[bookmark: _by8ongfe91rh]
[bookmark: _wzi8ha90gahw]
[bookmark: _p3spx4m8tf8u]SCENE 40 — The Weight of a Name (Final with Inserts & Canon Alignment)
The Market thinned at the edges, walls shivering as if bracing for something it didn’t want to name. Air coiled and recoiled in the same breath.
Beo stood very still.
Rumi touched his shoulder, hesitant. “Do you feel that?”
Corrin didn’t answer. He was looking up. “The Market’s pulling back.”
And then they heard it—not sound, but pressure. Something walking just outside the world’s ribs. No footsteps. No breath. Just presence.
Beo’s claws flicked without his asking.
He didn’t know the shape. But his father had warned him of things that hunted without scent—creatures too old or twisted for names. Not beasts. Not gods. Something in-between.
Rumi stared into the blur beyond the veil. “That smell… like rotted silver.”
Beo narrowed his eyes. “That’s not silver.”
Corrin’s voice was low. “That’s meat turned into memory.”
They weren’t alone anymore.
A flicker passed the edge of the Market wall—distorted like a reflection in broken glass. Not in this world, but close enough to press against it.
Rumi stepped forward—too far.
Beo caught her wrist. “Stay behind me.”
She started to protest. Then she saw his eyes.
They weren’t glowing. But they were remembering.
A flash burned behind them—something Kaier had once said when they were still in the sanctum beneath the storms:
“Not everything that hunts wears teeth you can see. Some things you recognize because your bones remember dying from them… before you were even born.”
Beo had never seen one. But once, in a storm-trapped port, a dying whisperer spoke of a wolf-rot—a blood-plague twisting legacies into something cursed. Kaier dismissed it as myth. But even myths had teeth in their time.
Now, the thing beyond the veil smiled.
Beo didn’t smile back.
He hadn’t seen the face. But the pressure of it—how it bent the Market—was familiar. Like the echo of a curse passed down in blood.
Rumi whispered, “Is it him?”
Beo’s claws twitched. His voice was even. “It’s not him I recognize. It’s what he’s wrapped in. That scent… it’s a memory of a memory. From before the fall.”
The silhouette passed again.
Rumi stepped closer, studying its outline—upright but wrong. A bipedal wolf, not quite werewolf, not quite Daigen. Everything in aura screamed imbalance.
“The shape—it shouldn’t move like that,” Rumi murmured, eyes flaring. “Not unless it’s...”
Beo nodded. “Cursed lineage. But not our kind. This thing’s deeper. Feral. As if the Eternal Wolf was dragged backward through rot.”
Corrin took a sharp breath—not through fear, but instinct.
Something slipped in him. His essence flopped—not broken, but momentarily drowned. Like a dog smelling something it’s not meant to remember.
Beo felt it too.
But unlike Corrin, it wasn’t confusion. It was the breath of a predator breathing in another.
It wasn’t fear.
 It wasn’t challenge.
 It was recognition—of the wrong kind.




[bookmark: _kz4dtddei1ne]SCENE 41 — Echo of a Name (Flashback Fragment)
The fog deepened, curling against the floor like regret.
And somewhere behind Beo’s sternum, the glyph-strip burned warm.
A memory pressed through him—unbidden, but not unwelcome.
Not his.
Not fully.
⸻
Flash.
A younger Beo. Or not quite Beo. A version still raw with Sol’Kai’s shadow. Still biting his own name to keep it from echoing in places it didn’t belong.
He stood in a shrine of half-ruined bone. A blade at his back. A voice ahead.
“You fear gods too much,” the voice said. “They are not songs. They are cages.”
Beo said nothing.
The voice came closer. Not a man. Not quite a woman. Something in-between.
It was Kaier.
Wreathed in wind and old blood.
“You carry too much silence, wolf-child. You forget your kind was not made to kneel.”
Beo looked up.
“Then what were we made to do?”
Kaier smiled, sad and wild.
“To remember.”
⸻
Flash.
Corrin was calling his name.
Beo staggered slightly. The vision faded like breath on glass.
“You okay?” Rumi asked.
Beo nodded, slow. “I just remembered something I was never told.”
Corrin gave him a look. “Is that normal?”
Beo didn’t answer.
Instead, he reached down, touched the glyph strip again.
It didn’t hum this time.
It sighed.
And far ahead, deeper in the Market’s unknowable bowels—
A path opened.
Not of stone. Not of light.
But of pressure.
Like a heartbeat choosing to be heard.
—
End of Chapter.


[bookmark: _u9k279234ps0]SCENE 42 — What the Market Keeps
The path wasn’t built for feet.
It sloped downward, then inward—like a breath the world hadn’t exhaled in centuries. The fog didn’t thin. It changed. Took on weight, shape. Memory.
They moved slower now. Not out of fear.
Respect.
This was no longer a Market. It was a tomb wearing the mask of one.
Beo led, though he didn’t remember choosing to.
The glyph strip in his pocket pulsed. Not light. Not sound. Just pressure. Like a drum behind the ribs.
“This feels…” Corrin didn’t finish.
“Old,” Rumi whispered. “Older than old.”
Beo nodded. “Deeper than we should be.”
The path leveled out into a chamber with no ceiling. Just sky. Black and gold and wrong.
It wasn’t the outside sky.
This was the Market’s heart.
And in its center floated a single item.
Not guarded.
Not cursed.
Waiting.
Beo stepped forward—
The glyph strip burned.
A voice echoed. Not aloud. Not in the room.
 Inside him.
 Like Kaier’s whisper, years ago. Like blood remembering who taught it to run.
“You do not own what hunts by hunger.
 But you may ask for what remembers.”
Beo reached out.
The item dropped into his hand.
Not heavy. But unbearable.
He didn’t look at it yet.

[bookmark: _r1n359x6lkfi]SCENE 43 — Teeth Beneath the Floor
Corrin exhaled sharply. “Beo—”
The chamber floor cracked.
Rumi backed up, beads blazing like a second skin.
The Market moved again.
But this time, it wasn’t the walls or the wind or the weird.
It was teeth.
Carved into the base of the stone—thousands of runes, unlit until now—each shaped like a fang. Each humming with a single word:
“REM1EMBER.”
Rumi stumbled. “What is this?”
Beo gritted his jaw. “A feeding ground.”
Corrin’s face paled. “For what?”
The floor opened, only slightly—like a mouth testing the scent.
Not enough to swallow.
Just enough to taste.
Beo clutched the item tighter. It didn’t scream. It didn’t glow. But it called something up from deep inside his wolf.
A sound escaped his throat. Low. Almost a growl. But not violent.
Warning.
The Market hesitated.
The fangs, still.
The door behind them—the way back—clicked open.
Beo turned. “Let’s go. Now.”

[bookmark: _o96ed5pnvvj6]SCENE 44 — Trade Has Memory
They ran.
Not fast. Not panicked. But with intention.
The Market did not chase.
But  watched.
At the final arch—where they'd first entered, hours ago or lifetimes before—they stopped.
The arch was closed. Covered in ink that hadn’t been there before.
New glyphs.
Corrin frowned. “It’s asking for tribute.”
Beo raised the item he took.
“No,” Rumi said. “That’s not the tribute. That’s the trade.”
“What does it want then?” Corrin asked.
Rumi’s beads pulsed. Her mouth opened before she knew what she was saying.
“My fear.”
Beo turned. “What?”
“It wants… what it showed me. What it made me feel. The scent he left on me. I have to give it up. Or it won’t let us go.”
Corrin blinked. “That’s not fair.”
Beo said nothing.
Rumi stepped forward, lifted her beads, and whispered a single word into them, something she knew not herself but still she uttered like it had always been hidden within.
They flashed white.
And the glyphs peeled back.
The arch opened.
But Rumi looked different.
Hollow. Not broken.
Cleansed.

[bookmark: _84uufvuo38ao]
[bookmark: _i385dajnctu8]SCENE 45 — Exit Wound
Outside the Market, the world felt thinner.
Not cleaner. Not realer. Just… less.
Corrin staggered. “I don’t like this air.”
“It’s real,” Beo said. “That’s why.”
Rumi exhaled. “Do you smell that?”
Beo tilted his head.
Yes.
Not magic.
Not blood.
Not beast.
Metal.
Corrin cursed.
“White Knights.”

[bookmark: _cmfrhrq28zby]SCENE 46 — Fog of the Woken
Beo crouched.
The item in his hand warmed again—but it wasn’t warning this time.
It was permission.
From inside his ribs, the wolf stirred more fully. Not rising. Not breaking. But watching with him.
He tucked the item into his coat.
“I’m not ready,” Rumi whispered.
“You don’t have to be,” Beo said. “You just have to be real.”
Corrin loaded his weapon—though he hated guns.
“I thought we weren’t a target yet.”
“We weren’t,” Beo said. “We are now.”

[bookmark: _ya28j0asvoos]SCENE 47 — Silence Cracks Like Ice
The first shot didn’t hit.
But it wasn’t meant to.
It cracked the sky, not flesh.
White Knights dropped from gliders above—shrouded in armor made from cursed bone and burnished tech.
They didn’t speak.
But their weapons did.
Beo didn’t shift.
He didn’t roar.
He didn’t need to.
He took one breath.
And the wind answered.
It curled up around his feet—light, sharp, silver like on wind dancing like paper in the wind.
The wolf in his bones blinked awake.
And it remembered pain.

[bookmark: _mx6i79aby4py]SCENE 48 — The Hunt Resumes
They didn’t win.
Not today.
Not fully.
But they didn’t fall either.
When it was done—eight White Knights on the ground, two fled, one burning from within—Beo stood at the edge of the battlefield.
Rumi beside him.
Corrin bleeding, but alive.
They weren’t out of the woods.
But they were out of the Market.
And Beo held something that didn’t have a name yet—but would.
Because soon, everything would need a name.
Even the things that hunted without one.
Even the storm they just woke.


[bookmark: _ayrkd3h0aq4r]SCENE 49 — Name the Storm
The Market was gone.
Not destroyed—just… closed.
Folded into itself like breath sucked back into a dead throat.
Behind them, the air smelled of copper and ozone.
In front—pine, soil, and the faint metallic hum of a world catching up.
Corrin limped forward, beads of dried blood streaking his temple.
“They didn’t follow.”
Beo didn’t answer.
The wind was listening now.
It curled tight around his ankles, then pulled—up, out, wide—as if mapping the air for what came next.
He let it.
Rumi tightened her grip on the beads at her neck. Not casting. Not summoning.
Just listening too.
There was something old in the woods now.
Not the Market.
Not the Knights.
Not even Tahu.
Something watching. Naming.
Beo turned to her. “What did they call it?”
Rumi didn’t pretend not to understand.
She looked down at the ground instead.
“They didn’t. Not out loud. Just… the breath before.”
Corrin frowned. “Before what?”
Beo answered for her.
“Before the scream.”
The air thickened.
Above, wind twisted the treetops—not angry, not loud—just… certain.
He didn’t shift.
Didn’t grow claws or glow or howl.
But his aura stepped forward.
And the forest bent.
It wasn’t about strength. Not anymore.
It was about memory.
And the wolves that carried it in their bones.
Rumi stepped to his side. “That Knight—the one who didn’t bleed—he called you something.”
Beo nodded. “They always do.”
Corrin’s voice was hoarse. “What was it?”
Beo watched the wind scatter pine needles across the soil.
“…Stormborn.”
Rumi blinked.
But he wasn’t done.
He glanced at her—then at Corrin—and finally, at the trees.
“No.”
He exhaled once. Soft. Final.
“They’ll call me the one who remembers.”
——
They didn’t speak after that. Not for a long time.
The woods weren’t quiet—but they weren’t loud either.
The wind moved like it was thinking.
Corrin sat with his back to a tree, patching what he could with cloth and teeth.
Rumi stepped into the clearing, scanning the space not for threats—but for stillness.
Beo stayed where he was.
The wind did not leave him.
It wrapped around his shoulders now—not like a cloak, but a skin remembering itself.
And somewhere beneath that, something deeper stirred.
Not his wolf.
Not even the storm.
Something older.
The part of him that never forgot the sound of Sol’Kai’s voice.
The taste of fire behind his teeth.
The scream of the witch who sealed him.
It all moved through the trees like echoes he hadn’t earned yet.
Not until he did something more.
Not until he named what came next.
—
He didn’t look at them when he finally spoke.
But they still turned to him anyway.
“Whatever’s coming,” he said, “it’s not done hunting.”
Corrin wiped blood from his lip. “You mean the Knights?”
Beo shook his head.
“No.”
He lifted his hand, fingers open to the sky.
The wind answered again—curving once, then settling flat.
“It’s not just them. It’s… something deeper.”
Rumi stepped forward, beads in hand, eyes low.
“A storm?”
He nodded slowly.
“No. Not a storm.”
Then he turned—and for the first time since the Market vanished, he smiled.
“A war.”
Huh

[bookmark: _xq2f2zcacq77]SCENE 50 — Echoes Don’t Always Fade
They didn’t land.
They were returned.
No portal. No grand flare. Just a fold in the moment—and then the Market was gone.
Stone became soil. Scent became pine. And the sky above was open again—bruised with late-afternoon light.
Corrin collapsed first, coughing ash from his lungs. Rumi dropped beside him, her aura flickering as if it had been starched too thin across two worlds. Beo stood. Shaking. Half-aware.
The wind pressed its cheek against his jaw, like it was trying to remind him: You’re here now. Breathe.
But it didn’t feel like home.
It felt… tracked.
Rumi’s eyes darted skyward. “Where are we?”
Beo closed his hand—and felt grass.
“Near the estate,” he said. “Not on it. South slope.”
“How—?”
“The Market glitched. Tahu broke something in its belly. It spat us out… not to save us. Just… to reset the board.”
He didn’t say what he felt inside the Market. That something had moved. That something had watched. That something had let him go.
A faint rumble pulsed through the dirt.
Not thunder.
Boots.
Then gliders. Sleek, too silent, too fast.
Then… light.
Six white-armored figures dropped like blades from the sky—metal-sharp and magnet-still.
Not the same Knights.
Not the sloppy ones from before.
These wore a different mark. A circle etched into an angular cross—glowing white on silver, pulsing with what could only be described as filtered moonlight.
Beo recognized it.
And for the first time in hours, he growled.
“They upgraded.”
Rumi exhaled slow. “That emblem—what is it?”
Beo didn’t answer. His claws answered for him.
The Knights didn’t posture.
They didn’t negotiate.
Their mission was stitched into their armor:
If it moves, clip it.
And Beo… was moving.

[bookmark: _lnz270nyml09]Scene 51 – “Anomaly Confirmed”
(Whisper Market breach aftermath, outer quadrant—urban ridge brush zone near the ley-fault crack)
They weren’t ready for him.
They moved like soldiers, spoke like hunters, and scanned like machines—but they weren’t ready.
The three White Knights in silver-threaded gear dropped onto the clearing like myth. Their armor didn’t clang—it hummed, runes stifled beneath synthetic mesh, edges faintly aglow with alchemical signals. One pressed fingers to his chest plate. A soft, triangular glyph flared blue.
“Anomaly confirmed. Proximity: under 100 meters. Moving on foot.”
Beo didn’t hide. He emerged from the treeline like he was walking home from battle. Clothes half-torn, claws crusted red—not blood, but residue. Old energy.
They raised weapons.
“Down. Now,” one barked, voice thick with metallic amplification.
Beo stopped walking. Didn’t crouch. Didn’t threaten. Just stared—head tilted slightly, storm eyes narrowing.
“He doesn’t match the signature,” said the one in back. “Pulse is too high. Aura density… this isn’t a rogue wolf. This is something else.”
“He’s not in the database.”
“Then we send the body.”
The first Knight lunged forward—blade drawn. Not a gun, not a taser. Something else. Something alive.
Beo sighed.
His claws didn’t flash—they whispered.
He moved once—an aura burst collapsed the air between them, flattening grass in a spiraled ring. The lead Knight’s armor buckled inward like a can kicked by god. He fell, choking on air.
The second got closer.
He shouldn’t have.
Beo’s hand hit his helmet—not a punch, but a grip. The air shimmered, and the Knight’s boots left the ground. His aura pulsed—blue, flickering, desperate.
“You’re not hunters,” Beo said quietly. “You’re scouts.”
He dropped him. Hard.
The third raised his weapon—but hesitated.
“I know what you are,” Beo said, turning his head. “But you don’t know what I am.”
His eyes flashed—stormlight. Inner wolf pulsed but didn’t rise. He didn’t need it.
They did.
The third ran. Beo let him.
A message had been delivered.

[bookmark: _da8laaao01ur]Scene 52 – “The Apex Breaks the Frame”
(40 miles away, edge of Soridal’s ley-seared orchard ruins)
They thought he was a shadow. They were wrong.
Tahu didn’t approach like a beast. He glided like memory through the trees—there, then not. His body flexed through narrow veins of light, his limbs refracted by moonless heatwaves.
The Knights here were sharper. Better trained. More afraid.
They didn’t know why.
Their suits hummed a different tone—newer tech, sleeker frames. One had an emitter spike crackling faintly at his wrist. Another whispered to the squad captain:
“If this is the same anomaly as earlier, we need containment, not confrontation.”
Tahu stood in their midst before they finished the sentence.
Not a sound.
No shift.
No snarl.
Just stillness—and eyes like carved obsidian etched with a faint red crescent.
The one with the spike twitched first.
Tahu moved once.
The air screamed.
Limbs crumpled. Trees bowed backward. Static fried their vocal mics. One tried to blink, but his visor had already filled with blood. Not his.
The last one reached for a retreat glyph—but it melted. Literally. The sigil curled into itself on his arm.
“Please…” he started to say.
Tahu tilted his head. Curious.
Then his fingers clenched, and the world folded around the Knight’s chest—a sudden implosion of noise, bone, and breath.
Silence returned. Not the kind you feel.
The kind that tastes like ending.
Tahu sniffed the air.
The wind had a name.
“Ki’aire,” he whispered.
And he walked.

[bookmark: _klishylgejz0]Scene 53 – “Stillness After Collision”
(Wilderness interior—forest miles outside estate border; protective runes fading)
They didn’t go far—but far enough to forget the Market for a moment.
Corrin’s shoulders were hunched. His coat had picked up leaves, and his hands glowed softly—sigils flickering like dying embers around the edges of a small stone disk.
Rumi walked beside him, keeping pace. She didn’t ask if he was okay. She watched his breathing—shorter than normal. Slower, like something unseen was still behind him.
Beo walked alone.
Not ahead.
Not behind.
Just… alone.
His steps made no noise in the moss. His claws hadn’t retracted. His skin hadn’t healed right.
He looked like a warrior between battles—and a ghost between lives.
Rumi stepped closer.
“You didn’t shift,” she said, gently. “Not fully.”
He didn’t answer.
She reached for his hand, but didn’t take it. She let her fingers hover just above.
“I felt it,” she said. “When you looked at them. You didn’t see enemies. You saw… something you’ve been waiting to hit.”
His lip twitched. It might’ve been a smile. Might’ve been pain.
A howl rose then. Sharp. Wrong.
Corrin froze.
“That’s not you,” Rumi whispered.
Beo didn’t move.
“No,” he said.
He turned his head west. Toward the breath he didn’t want to name.
“Tahu.”
[bookmark: _kss3y5x80z5s]SCENE 54 — Blood in the Pines
They didn’t speak much on the way down.
The forest didn’t allow for it.
The air felt… slanted. Like it was leaning toward something. Every birdcall came clipped. Every branch snapped wrong. The ground wasn’t just dirt—it pulsed.
Beo walked ahead, one eye closed, letting the wind do most of the seeing.
Corrin limped, slower now. The cut along his leg had stopped bleeding, but it throbbed with the ache of something deeper.
Rumi stopped.
Her hand hovered over the bark of a tree—its surface etched not by age, but by force. Claw marks. Deep. Fresh.
“They’re not Knight,” she whispered.
Beo didn’t look back. “No.”
“Not wolf, either.”
“No.”
Corrin knelt beside a smear in the dirt. Burnt. Twisted like rope. “What the hell did this?”
A sound answered him.
Not a roar. Not a voice.
Just… breath.
Heavy. Wet. Behind them.
Beo turned without shifting. His aura leaned forward before he did.
Something crouched in the shadows—a shape caught between beast and myth. But not Daigen. And not cursed wolf, either.
Rumi’s voice trembled. “That’s not him, right?”
Beo squinted, sensing.
“No. But it’s what he leaves behind.”
The beast lunged.
But this time, Beo didn’t block.
Corrin did.
His knife hissed through the air, laced with whatever relic-born charge he’d tucked in his coat. The blade stuck deep, and the creature wailed—not in pain, but in confusion. It didn’t die. It just collapsed… and dissolved.
Smoke. Bone dust. Gone.
“Shadow spawn,” Beo muttered. “He’s close.”
Corrin wiped the blood off his blade, shaking. “Close like—how close?”
Beo tilted his head, listening to the wind spiral back.
“…Fifteen minutes. Maybe less.”
They didn’t need to say it.
He was hunting again.
And this time, he wasn’t alone.
SCENE 55 — Quiet Doesn’t Mean Safe
(Extended Scene – Aftermath of the Tri-Hunt / Tahu Strike)

The wind had calmed, but the air was still listening.
Beo stood at the edge of a clearing carved in battle. Not by him. Not by White Knights.
By something older.
Something meaner.
Tahu.
The last of the rogue wolves had limped into the forest like ghosts—broken but alive. The ground where they fell was still stained, and the trees leaned back from it. As if bark could flinch. As if the forest itself feared memory.
Corrin crouched near a fallen trunk, cleaning a shallow cut above his brow. His hands shook only slightly now—barely enough to betray how close they’d come. His voice was low, careful.
“That wasn’t a purge. That was a signature.”
Beo didn’t answer.
He crouched in the blood-soaked soil, fingers pressed into the earth—not searching for answers, just… pressure. Anything that felt solid. His claws were half-drawn. Aura thin as silk. He hadn’t shifted, but something inside him had turned.
Rumi sat cross-legged nearby, tracing invisible shapes in the dirt. Her aura shimmered faintly, like breath fogging a window.
“Is it always like this?” she asked quietly.
Beo didn’t turn. “No.”
She glanced up.
“Worse?”
He stood. “Closer.”
—
The estate was within reach. Less than a day’s walk. But none of them moved.
Because something else had arrived.
A scent.
Not Tahu. Not wolf. Not man.
A strange, sterile magic drifted across the ridge—like old metal and cauterized sin. It burned the nose without burning the skin. Beo turned, gaze narrowing toward the east tree line.
Corrin stepped beside him.
“They followed the noise. The Knights. Or the next layer of them. I don’t think they’re here to clean up.”
Rumi braced herself against a rock, eyes closing for a second too long.
“How many layers do they have?”
Corrin didn’t answer. He looked at Beo.
“Can we make it to the ridge?”
Beo listened—not with ears, but the other way.
“The ridge is listening back.”
[bookmark: _o9d810cjb1i]SCENE 56 — Echoes in the Ridge
(Outer perimeter — treeline bordering the ley-fault basin; aura drift still lingering from Tri-Hunt)
They didn’t speak for a while.
The kind of quiet that forms after impact—not from peace, but from survival. The ground was still warm beneath their feet. Not from sunlight. From what had bled into it.
Corrin walked with a slight limp now. Not from pain, but memory.
Rumi walked ahead this time, one hand tracing her beads like a compass. Not casting, just… aligning.
Beo remained in the back, watching the treeline.
Twice, he paused.
Not for fear. But because the air tugged at him—like something unfinished was pulling threads through the wind. A smell. Not wolf. Not blood. But something cold and observational.
Then—
“I see it,” Rumi whispered, halting.
The ridge sloped downward in a jagged line, like the land had been bitten by something large, hungry, and godless. Along the scarred edge, sigils flickered—faint blue, then yellow, then gone.
Corrin crouched, squinting.
“Knight tech,” he muttered. “Early diagnostics. They were scanning the ley-fault.”
“For what?” Rumi asked.
“Anything that shouldn’t be here.”
Beo didn’t move closer. He already knew.
“They weren’t here to scan,” he said. “They were here to trap.”
Rumi turned. “You mean—?”
He nodded. “Me. Or Tahu. Whichever came first.”
The sky above dimmed—not from clouds, but from weight. The forest bent slightly inward, like the trees were trying to listen.
Then—
A sound.
Soft. Clicking. Metallic and wrong.
From the basin below, three silver-touched Knights emerged—different ones. Taller. Their suits bore the same symbol—but now, the emblem glowed steady violet. No runes. Just pure arc-skin mesh.
Corrin’s hand twitched toward his coat.
“Don’t,” Beo said.
Rumi whispered, “Are they here for us?”
“No,” Beo said, eyes sharpening.
“They’re here for what’s waking up beneath the ridge.”

[bookmark: _u3p1rx72yllk]SCENE 57 — Something Beneath the Skin
(Basin breach chamber — ley-fault shell cracking open)
The ground cracked—not loudly, but like bone under wet cloth.
The three Knights didn’t blink. Their helmets shimmered with internal light, but none raised weapons. They were looking down now—toward the split earth, not at the trio watching them.
Beo stepped forward once. The wind coiled around his shoulders, like armor sensing war.
Then—light.
A pale, greenish aura spilled from the crack in the soil. It didn’t pulse. It breathed.
Rumi gasped, her beads flaring faintly.
“Is that… Daigen?”
“No,” Beo said, but not with certainty.
The light twisted once—then shattered upward. Not energy. A being.
It didn’t have a face. It didn’t need one. Its outline was vaguely wolfish—quadruped, clawed, tail arcing like mist—but it was built of memory and rage, not flesh.
The Knights lunged.
They moved faster this time—synchronized, practiced.
But it wasn’t enough.
The creature moved through their strikes like water that had already learned their dance. One Knight tried to anchor a sigil—he vanished into the ground. No scream. Just unmade.
Corrin backed up two steps, knife drawn but shaking.
Beo didn’t move.
He was watching—not the creature, but the way it watched him back.
Like it knew.
Like it had seen a mirror in him—and chose to survive another way.
Rumi whispered, “What is that?”
Beo whispered back.
“A fragment. A scar.”
And the thing lunged.

[bookmark: _ox8vnzoe0jl1]SCENE 58 — When Wolves Don’t Sleep
(Post-basin eruption — fallback route toward estate; scars trailing behind)
They didn’t run.
But they didn’t stay.
The woods thinned, and moonlight spilled in like water from a cracked bowl.
Beo walked first now. Not because he wanted to—but because the path needed choosing. Every step felt heavier, like the land itself remembered what had just unfolded.
Corrin walked beside Rumi, who was paler than before. Not from fear.
From recognition.
She looked at Beo’s back, then at the broken ridge behind them.
“That thing,” she said. “It didn’t want to kill you.”
Beo nodded once.
Corrin narrowed his eyes. “Then what the hell did it want?”
Beo stopped.
Turned. Slowly.
“It wanted to warn me.”
Silence.
“But it didn’t get the chance.”
Behind them, the forest exhaled. Trees snapped—not by hand, not by force—but by presence.
Another hunter had entered the range.
Tahu.
And he was no longer curious.
He was coming.
[bookmark: _2nv6gyh2246u]SCENE 59 — Ghost Teeth in the Sky
(Mid-trek; moonlight broken; the chase begins in fragments)
The first sound wasn’t footsteps.
It was echoes.
Reflected breath. A growl split in half by distance.
Something dragging not its body—but its intent—across the air.
Beo tensed.
Not from fear. From clarity.
Corrin heard it next. His hand slipped to the knife at his hip—too small, too dull.
Rumi pulled her hood tighter, whispering something under her breath that wasn’t a prayer. It was a memory.
Beo’s eyes glinted stormsilver.
“He’s not tracking us.”
Corrin frowned. “What?”
“He’s herding us.”
There was a break in the trees ahead. A path not carved, but cleared—wide enough for a wolf, too tight for a squad.
Beo didn’t hesitate.
He ran.
Not with panic. With precision.
He moved like something remembering how to be wild.
Rumi followed, beads lighting faintly with a whisper of warding sigils—not enough to block, just enough to warn.
Corrin grunted and limped into the trees behind them.
Above—
A howl.
Not a call.
A command.

[bookmark: _oy1zl959o22m]SCENE 60 — The Runed Hollow
(Hollow beneath collapsed shrine tree; hidden sigil cavern; momentary refuge)
They didn’t find it.
It found them.
A root-shattered tree, cracked by time and storm, bent into a crescent shape over a sinkhole. The bark glowed faintly—not magic, but memory-stained.
Beo slid into the hollow first, eyes scanning.
The inside was cooler. Not just in temperature. In tone.
The sigils etched along the walls weren’t Lunaric. They weren’t Knight-born, either.
Old wolf marks.
Kofu-born.
Spoken in claw and blood and mourning.
Rumi traced one with her finger, eyes wide. “These are prayers.”
Corrin sank to the ground, winded. “To who?”
Beo answered quietly.
“To those who didn’t survive the first purges.”
They sat in silence for a moment.
Then—
Beo whispered, “He’s near. But he won’t enter here.”
Corrin raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”
Beo’s expression didn’t change. “Because this hollow remembers what the Knights erased. And he knows it.”
He closed his eyes.
Let the air swirl.
Tahu was circling now.
But even he… paused at the threshold.

[bookmark: _5wvqby95usvp]SCENE 61 — What Cannot Be Hunted
(Sacred hollow edge; psychic conversation through scent and wind)
The wind stopped moving.
It wasn’t silence—it was respect.
Outside, just beyond the crescent opening, something larger than body crouched in the dark.
Tahu didn’t enter.
He didn’t need to.
Beo stepped to the edge. Not armed. Not glowing. Just… steady.
Their eyes didn’t meet. They didn’t have to.
The aura between them shimmered—two predators. Two relics.
Rumi watched, hands trembling over her beads.
Corrin said nothing. He knew this wasn’t his to speak on.
Then—
Beo inhaled once.
Deep. Centered. Wind pulled around his shoulders.
Tahu exhaled.
Not a growl. Not a snarl.
Just understanding.
Beo didn’t smile.
But he nodded.
“I see you.”
Tahu tilted his head. Not in answer. In warning.
Then, just like a ghost with a name too heavy to speak, he faded.
Not gone.
Just waiting.
Beo stood there a moment longer.
“I’m not the same cub you buried,” he whispered to the wind.
The forest didn’t reply.
But it didn’t deny him either.

[bookmark: _kvy34v9wqq9s]Scene 62 – “The House That Remembers”
(Interior: Estate. Night. Post-TriHunt. The quiet after a storm.)
Corrin had barely spoken since they’d returned.
The estate stood in its usual silence — three floors of shadow and warding runes that only whispered when blood was spilled. Tonight, they hummed low, like wind through a blade left too long in the rain.
Beo sat in the main hall, stripped down to a sleeveless tunic. His steel fur had receded, but the weight of what he’d done — and not done — remained heavy in his bones.
“You’re not gonna sleep, are you?” Rumi asked gently from the stairwell.
He didn’t look at her. “Didn’t plan to.”
She walked closer, each step deliberate, until she leaned against the wall across from him. The hall smelled faintly of lemongrass, woodsmoke, and something older — the kind of scent memory clings to without explanation.
“You saved Corrin,” she said softly.
Beo didn’t flinch. “Barely.”
“Still saved him.”
He turned, finally, eyes rimmed with exhaustion but not weakness. “I wasn’t fast enough.”
“That’s not the same as failing.”
He said nothing.
After a long moment, she added, “He still thinks your father was a myth.”
Beo blinked.
“Corrin,” she clarified. “He was mumbling something in the infirmary. Said, ‘Myths don’t bleed like that.’ I think he meant Sol’Kai.”
Beo looked away.
Rumi waited.
And then, finally, Beo spoke — not loud, not proud. Just… real.
“My father wasn’t a myth. He was a storm pretending to be a man. And when he died, he made sure people remembered the lightning but forgot the thunder.”
Rumi crossed her arms, quiet for a beat. “You think you’re the thunder?”
“No,” he said. “I’m the wind that came after. The part that never settles.”
Silence.
Then, softly: “Do you hate him?”
He didn’t answer for a long time.
Finally: “No. I just hate what he made necessary.”

[bookmark: _vdutpla7cy71]Scene 63 – “A Name Meant for Legends”
(Same estate. Different wing. Midnight. Corrin regaining strength.)
Corrin stood at the edge of the estate’s rear balcony, a thick blanket draped over his shoulders. The moon hung heavy and low, half-veiled in clouds. He could feel the pulse of magic beneath his bare feet — faint but steady.
Rumi stepped beside him, her beads glinting in the low light. She didn’t speak at first.
“You good?” she asked finally.
“I will be,” Corrin murmured. “That tri-tech burn nearly cooked my bones. Thought I was done for.”
“You weren’t.”
He offered a slight smile. “Not with you two around.”
A beat.
Then: “You believe him now?”
Corrin tilted his head. “About Sol’Kai?”
She nodded.
He didn’t answer right away. The wind carried distant howls — not threatening, but ancient.
“I believe something,” he said. “I don’t know if Sol’Kai was a god or a madman. But I know Beo’s not lying. And I know whatever legacy he carries… it’s heavy.”
Rumi looked out at the trees. “You think he’ll break?”
Corrin exhaled. “No. I think he’ll bend. And I think one day, someone’s gonna mistake that for weakness — and they’re gonna learn the wrong way.”
They stood in silence.
Corrin finally asked, “You ever wonder why he hasn’t turned full wolf yet?”
Rumi smiled faintly. “Because he’s not just a wolf.”
Corrin raised an eyebrow.
She turned to him, voice low, reverent: “He’s memory given teeth.”
Scene 63.5 – “The Quiet Between Teeth”
Location: Forest trail near the estate. Early dawn. Fog curling low. Air: sharp, expectant.
Beo didn’t leave a note.
He just left.
He moved through the forest the way memory moves through a dream — not fast, not loud… but inevitable.
The world hadn’t settled since the TriHunt. If anything, the land felt more alive now — or less asleep.
A branch cracked behind him.
“I wasn’t trying to follow you,” Rumi said, stepping into view. “I just… didn’t want you to disappear again.”
He didn’t turn. Just kept walking.
She matched his pace.
“You said something, back there,” she murmured. “About being the wind after the storm.”
Beo gave a half-nod.
“What comes after the wind?”
He slowed. Just enough.
“…The silence,” he said.
“And what comes after that?”
This time, he did look at her.
His eyes — clearer than they’d been in hours — carried something old. Resolved. Ready.
“The next storm.”
A low growl shuddered through the fog.
Then another.
And another.
From the ridge ahead, figures emerged — not quite in formation, but moving like a pack. Leather. Fur. Arcane burns. Tattoos that pulsed faintly in dawnlight.
Wolfgang.
One of them stepped forward. He had braided locks, a bite-scar on his neck, and the kind of smile you wear when you’ve been in too many fights and still want one more.
“You’re late, Alpha.”
Beo narrowed his eyes.
“I’m not your Alpha.”
The man chuckled. “Not yet.”
Beo flexed his hands once. The wind answered — a ripple in the fog. “You sure you want to test me right now?”
Another Wolfgang member laughed. “We’re not here to test you. We’re here to claim you.”
Beo didn’t smile.
But he did step forward.
And the fog pulled tight around him like teeth.


[bookmark: _9gmommuj9x9]Scene 64 — “The Ones Who Stayed Too Wild”
(Exterior, southern ridge near the estate. Dense brush, carved paths, wolves waiting.)
They were waiting for him.
The ones who never left. The ones who chose fang over memory, rage over bloodlines. Not werewolves. Not Daigen. Something in-between and less than both.
They called themselves the Wolfgang now. And they had teeth.
Beo stepped out of the tree line, blood still faintly crusted in his nails, aura low but alive — and the wind carried his name before his voice ever did.
“Alpha,” someone growled.
He hated the word.
The speaker stepped forward — a lean, tall wolf-man with long scars over his ribs, wearing a half-shredded Kofu guard cloak like it was still holy. His ears flicked forward, nose twitching. “We heard the Knights were hunting. And we saw what you left behind.”
Others shifted behind him. Six, maybe seven. All half-shifted. Some with paws, others with fangs too long for their mouths. These weren’t wolves who changed. These were wolves who never changed back.
“You tracked me,” Beo said flatly.
“We followed your wake.” Another stepped forward — this one younger, maybe twenty in human years. His voice trembled slightly under the weight of the moment. “You left claw marks in the world again. We… we thought it was time.”
“Time for what?”
The older wolf bared his fangs in a smile that never reached his eyes. “Time you came home.”
Beo’s aura flickered once — like wind catching a blade mid-air.
“I don’t have a home,” he said.
The younger one’s ears lowered. “We remember what you did. What you were. What you still are. We’ve kept the line waiting for you.”
Beo stepped forward.
The air thinned.
“I’m not your line,” he said. “I’m not your myth. I’m not your leash.”
They flinched — all but one.
The scarred one stepped close enough to smell the memory on Beo’s skin.
“You may have walked away, Ki’aire, but we never forgot. You trained us. You made us. You lit the bones of the first trials and told us how to survive. You can’t run from that.”
Beo’s eyes narrowed. His claws flexed, slow.
“I didn’t train you to worship me,” he growled. “I trained you to protect what mattered.”
“And it still matters!” the scarred wolf barked. “Look around you — the Knights, the market breaches, the shadowborn — something’s coming, and you’re still the strongest.”
Beo looked down at his hands — blood from earlier still staining his palm, aura vibrating low beneath the flesh.
“You don’t want an alpha,” he said. “You want a weapon.”
And then, the growl slipped from his throat — low, ancient, full of refusal and warning.
The young one stepped back. The scarred one stepped forward — too close.
“You owe us—”
Beo didn’t strike.
He didn’t have to.
He dropped his aura like a hammer.
The entire ridge shook — dust rippled off pine bark, birds scattered in stunned silence, and every half-wolf in the circle dropped to one knee from sheer pressure.
“I don’t owe anything to a pack that forgot how to think,” Beo whispered, his voice low and cutting.
But then—
Another pressure.
Not his.
Something red. Old. Violent. Like smoke, but hotter.
The tree line twisted behind them — warped as if breathing.
And the whisper came through the trees like a curse—
“Found you.”
They turned just in time to see Tahu step into the clearing.
He didn’t speak.
He didn’t snarl.
He just moved.
And the first wolf’s ribs cracked open like a drum.

[bookmark: _dqcemjqipry3]SCENE 66 — “Second Skin”
Tahu didn’t move.
Didn’t need to.
His presence thickened the air, pressing into the forest like an old scar aching before a storm.
Beo rolled his shoulder once. The joint popped back into place.
“You knew I’d be here,” he said flatly.
Tahu gave a slight grin. “I was hoping.”
The Wolfgang were already gone. Scattered like smoke. Cowards with sharp teeth.
Beo let the wind wrap around him, tugging at his arms and throat like an old friend checking for damage.
The silver strand still lay in the dirt. A single thread of his Coat—severed.
He stepped forward.
“Dire.”
The word passed through him like a pulse.
His fur bloomed across muscle and skin, but not violently. It whispered in—like breath drawn from memory. His claws curved. His back widened. And still, his eyes held steady.
No rage.
No noise.
Only wind.
Tahu’s flesh answered with something older—ritual marks split and stretched as his form shifted. His bones cracked outward with intention. This wasn’t just a werewolf—this was a Shaman-Wolf. Cloaked in meaning. In blood rites. In ancestral wrath.
They stood.
Beasts in skin.

[bookmark: _bxb2dr6by1yk]SCENE 67 — “Hunt the Hunter”
They struck without warning.
The first blow shattered bark. The second ripped moss clean from stone. No wasted motion—just two predators testing the limit of each other’s breath.
Tahu lunged with a backhanded claw. Beo ducked, pivoted low, and shoulder-checked him into a broken stump.
Tahu recovered before he hit the ground.
This time he howled—not loud, but sharp.
It pierced.
The forest twisted with it. Not from sound, but from meaning.
A spiritual howl.
A curse.
Beo staggered. Not in body—but in mind.
For a flash, he saw Sol’Kai again.
The cold of that throne. The heat of shame under his skin.
Then Tahu was on him.
Claws raked Beo’s side. They didn’t pierce—but they stung. Not physically. Tactically. Each strike pressed a fault line.
Beo gritted his teeth.
The wind coiled.
He spun—claws slashing a crescent—then leapt, jaws wide.
He didn’t go for the throat.
He bit the shoulder. Hard.
Tahu growled, louder this time.
But smiled through it.
“You’re waking up.”
Beo said nothing.
Just breathed harder.
They circled again.
Reading. Anticipating.
Not just a fight.
A language.
And Beo was fluent.

[bookmark: _ols13xi0v5mt]SCENE 68 — “The Snap and the Silence”
Beo moved differently now.
Not faster—tighter.
His weight dropped. His footing shifted. His aura stilled.
Then—he struck.
Elbow first. Center mass. His full frame behind it.
Something gave.
Tahu buckled.
He hit the dirt with a snarl—more shock than pain.
Beo didn’t let up.
He pinned.
Steel Coat fur thickened at the arms, pressing down harder.
Tahu’s fingers twitched. His leg spasmed. The edge of his jaw trembled.
Beo pressed his claws to Tahu’s throat.
“You thought you broke me,” he whispered.
Tahu spat blood. “You needed something to break.”
Beo’s breath hitched.
Then a snap.
Not bone.
Not fur.
Just one, single, silver strand—curling free from Beo’s arm.
Another thread undone.
He froze.
That one thread felt louder than the battle. Louder than Tahu’s snarls. Louder than the forest.
Rumi’s voice cut through it all.
“Beo—enough.”
He didn’t move.
Corrin’s voice joined from beyond the smoke.
“It’s not time yet.”
Beo’s claw hovered.
He could end it.
Tahu didn’t flinch.
Didn’t plead.
He just waited.
Beo growled once—soft, but deep—and stepped back.
Tahu rose, slow. Shaking.
He met Beo’s eyes.
“Next time,” he said.
Beo turned away.
“Next time,” he echoed.
SCENE 69 – The Crack in the Wild
The clearing held its breath.
Broken branches twitched underfoot. The last of the Wolfgang—a snarl of torn leather, iron piercings, and shaken pride—limped backward, eyes wide with something beyond pain.
Fear.
Beo hadn’t moved since he’d knocked their self-declared leader into a crooked pine, leaving a dent in both bark and ego. His claws hadn’t extended. He hadn’t shifted.
But the wind behind him had changed.
It circled his frame like a shield one second, a blade the next. Every leaf that dared to fall midair veered away. The world understood now: it wasn’t invited to touch him.
He spat blood onto the soil.
“I said no,” Beo muttered, voice flat as stone.
The last Wolfgang member—a lanky girl with twin silver fangs tattooed across her collarbones—half-laughed. “You’d rather stand alone?”
Beo didn’t answer.
Rumi stood behind him, hands hovering near her beads, though she hadn’t touched them once. She didn’t need to.
This wasn’t her fight.
But she stayed.
Corrin was still at the estate. That made her the only tether between Beo and something softer than the fury humming under his skin.
Then—
A change.
Not a breeze.
Not a gust.
But a shift.
The trees stiffened. Pine needles rose like fur. Wolves howled far in the distance—then choked the sound back into silence.
One of the Wolfgang stumbled forward, eyes wide, lips trembling. “He’s… it’s not…”
“No,” Rumi whispered.
The air snapped. Clean. Sharp. Final.
Tahu arrived.
He didn’t appear—he unfolded. Like heat through muscle. Like pressure behind the eyes. His steps made no sound, but the silence felt heavier with each one.
He was tall. Taller than Beo by a hair. Broad-chested. Bare arms coiled in ritual markings and old, claw-etched scars. His hair was tied back, black streaked with ash-gray. A bone charm hung from one ear. Barefoot.
The moment his foot touched the edge of the clearing, three of the Wolfgang dropped to one knee without command.
He didn’t look at them.
Only at Beo.
A faint crack split the air.
Not a branch.
Not the ground.
Beo’s Steel Coat.
One hair. Snapped. Burned at the edge like it had touched lightning.
His eyes widened.
The wolf inside him stirred—no, growled—for the first time in days.
Tahu rolled his neck. “You cracked.”
Beo took a slow breath. “You’re not supposed to be able to do that.”
“Suppose,” Tahu echoed, stepping closer. “Supposition is for priests. And corpses.”
Beo shifted his stance. His aura dropped—not into silence, but into readiness. The kind that came before war drums.
“You came for them?” he asked, nodding toward the half-broken Wolfgang behind him.
Tahu smirked. “I came for you.”
He didn’t attack.
Not yet.
But every wolf in the trees behind him bowed their heads—except one. A dark, gray-eyed beast with three scars down its face.
Rumi shivered. “That’s his second.”
“Second?” Beo asked, not looking away from Tahu.
“His favored. The only one he lets live at his side.”
A heartbeat passed.
Then another.
Tahu smiled. “You’re not alpha.”
“I’m not yours,” Beo replied.
“No,” Tahu said.
Then—
He moved.
Fast.
Not faster than Beo—but heavy, sharp, deliberate. Like a blade being pulled from centuries of stone. He didn’t shift. Not yet.
But his nails lengthened. His spine arched. And the growl that came from his chest cracked bark.
Claws clashed.
Wind buckled.
And the forest forgot it ever knew peace.
—
Absolutely. Here’s the continuation from Scene 70 to Scene 74, keeping the pacing, mythic tone, and buildup toward a climactic yet emotionally charged fight between Beo and Tahu. These scenes maintain the Harry Potter / Mortal Instruments pacing—layered, rich, immersive—and also include the evolving metaphor of Beo’s honor breaking alongside his Steel Coat, while still holding enough restraint to show they’re not at their final forms yet.

[bookmark: _xotergvd3bfs]SCENE 70 – Stormskin
They didn’t circle.
They didn’t growl.
They collided.
Claw met claw—then wrist, then bone. No theatrics. No buildup.
Just war.
Beo’s knuckles cracked against Tahu’s shoulder. The impact rang like tempered steel. Tahu didn’t flinch—he pivoted and elbowed Beo in the ribs, only to be thrown back by a gust so dense it left his braid swinging like a war banner.
The trees screamed.
Not from damage.
From memory.
Beo’s coat shimmered mid-strike, the air singing along each strand. The single broken hair glowed faintly, as if mocking the rest.
“You feel it?” Tahu growled between strikes.
Beo didn’t answer.
Tahu ducked a swipe, then kicked off a boulder, launching himself toward Beo’s neck—only to be caught midair and thrown.
Not with magic.
Not with power.
Just with weight.
With will.
“I feel you,” Beo muttered.
Tahu landed, low-slung like a panther. He smiled.
“Then say my name.”
“No.”
Another strike.
This one dented the air.
The Wolfgang didn’t move. They couldn’t. The fight was beyond them now. Not even Rumi dared speak. She simply watched—beads still clutched, but silent.
This was a battle of legacy.
And something older than either of them watched, too.

[bookmark: _84mr1ni0zo6t]SCENE 71 – Blood and Bone
Tahu was smiling now.
His teeth were slightly too long.
His eyes had taken on a deep, pulsing red.
Not full shift.
Just more.
Beo’s coat responded in kind, stiffening along the arms, turning a shade darker—denser. His breath no longer misted the air. It moved the leaves.
A wolf’s breath.
Tahu feinted left—then vanished.
No sound.
Only pressure.
Beo flared his aura to catch it—too slow.
Tahu struck behind the ear. Not hard, but deliberate. It jarred Beo’s stance.
“You’re slow,” Tahu said calmly.
“You’re annoying,” Beo replied, sweeping low and catching Tahu’s ankle.
But Tahu twisted, slammed a palm into Beo’s shoulder—then another—
CRACK.
Another strand of the Steel Coat split.
This one didn’t glow.
It bled.
Just a drop. Just enough to stain Beo’s collarbone.
He froze.
The forest held its breath.
Tahu watched him. Waiting.
Beo didn’t roar.
Didn’t howl.
He blinked.
Then whispered something Rumi couldn’t hear.
Wind rose.
Not gusts.
Not blades.
Not sonic bursts.
Memory.
Every broken strand remembered the first scar his father gave him.
Every breath of air remembered the way the wolves fell that night.
Every step he took now echoed with who he was before the seal.
The wolf stepped forward.
Not fully formed. Not a shift.
Just a second form—werewolf.
Fangs. Height. Pressure.
Stormskin.
Steel.
“This is what you wanted?” Beo growled—his voice now overlaid with something else.
The forest whimpered.
Tahu bared his own fangs.
“Now we begin.”

[bookmark: _r3b0c9wclyx4]SCENE 72 – Fang Against Flame
They both charged.
Beo’s werewolf form didn’t shimmer. It howled with every step. Lightning didn’t trail him—but wind bowed to him, trailing in ribbons behind each claw.
Tahu didn’t shift.
But his body burned.
Not with fire—heat. Rage. Pressure. Shaman’s flame.
Old and dry like scorched desert bones.
He punched. Beo blocked with a steel-coated forearm.
The resulting clash shattered three nearby trees and peeled bark in a radius.
Tahu spat blood and laughed. “You were hiding.”
“I was waiting,” Beo muttered.
“Waiting for what?”
“You to bleed first.”
Tahu smirked—and struck low, clawing Beo’s thigh. Beo retaliated with a backhand that echoed like a bomb, cracking Tahu’s lip.
The Wolfgang began backing away.
Rumi stayed rooted.
She watched them trade blows—each one heavier, closer to the soul than the body.
Then—
Tahu faltered.
He stepped back. Just one step.
“Enough,” he said, voice still even. But his hand trembled.
“You running?” Beo asked, voice deeper now.
Tahu wiped his mouth. “No. I’m deciding.”
“Deciding what?”
Tahu’s eyes narrowed. “If I’m going to finish this fight… or start the next one.”
Then he turned.
And walked away.
No one stopped him.
Not even Beo.

[bookmark: _dds9qxshchwn]SCENE 73 – Yielding the Dust
Silence.
The forest hissed, settling again.
Rumi exhaled.
Beo dropped to one knee—not from pain, but from stillness. His breath returned. Slow. Deep.
The Steel Coat shed the broken hairs, leaving faint strands glimmering on the soil like fallen feathers.
The Wolfgang still hadn’t moved.
Beo looked at them.
“All of you.”
They straightened. Some flinched.
“I’m not your alpha.”
A pause.
“I’m your warning.”
He didn’t shout it.
He meant it.
One by one, the Wolfgang lowered their eyes. Not in worship.
In understanding.
Beo stood fully, wiping blood from his jaw.
Rumi stepped beside him. “You okay?”
“I will be.”
“You sure?”
“No.”
She nodded. That was enough.

[bookmark: _olesnweekp08]SCENE 74 – The Broken Hair
Later.
Night.
The forest had let them go.
They reached the edge of the estate, pine trees giving way to sacred soil. Corrin waited at the edge, leaning on a cane he didn’t need but liked to use when feeling dramatic.
“You look like hell,” he said flatly.
Beo smiled—tired, but alive.
Corrin’s eyes caught something behind Beo’s shoulder. “That your… fan club?”
“They left.”
“Smart.”
Rumi walked ahead into the estate, mumbling something about tea.
Corrin hesitated. “You lost something out there.”
Beo looked down.
One of the broken hairs from the Steel Coat clung to his palm.
Not glowing now.
Just dull.
Heavy.
“I didn’t lose it,” he said finally.
“I let it break.”
Corrin didn’t argue.
Instead, he pointed toward the inner sanctum. “Then you’d better find out what else is waiting to crack.”
Beo nodded.
And stepped back onto holy ground.
[bookmark: _t6yv9sc195a]SCENE 75 — The Ones Who Stayed
The wind died as they crested the ridge.
No more blood on the horizon. No more scent trails curling like smoke behind them. Just pine. Just hush. Just breath. Beo slowed his gait, letting his heel dig into the moss-carved slope until he stopped altogether.
Below—half-shrouded by ferns and low fog—stood them.
Seven wolves.
Not Daigen. Not cursed.
Just wolves.
But not just wolves either.
They stood in loose formation, not afraid, not territorial. Watching. Eyes like lit quartz—reflective, intelligent. One stepped forward—massive, with grey-streaked fur and a jagged scar running from jaw to flank. Old, but unbowed.
Beo didn’t move.
The elder wolf dropped its head low, not in submission, but something older. Recognition. Then came a sound Beo hadn’t heard in centuries—deep and resonant, not bark, not growl.
A howl.
Not loud. Not warning.
But welcome.
Beo blinked. He wasn’t sure if it came from his ears—or the marrow.
Behind him, Rumi caught her breath. “What… what are they?”
Corrin, quieter than usual, answered before Beo could.
“Eternals.”
Beo’s chest tightened. His throat moved, but no words followed.
The Eternal Wolves—the ones his father whispered about only after two bottles of fire-wine and the wrong full moon. Not guardians. Not beasts. Not warriors. Something between. Witnesses.
The ones who never turned.
The ones who never left.
They hadn’t vanished.
They’d waited.
Beo stepped down the incline. Moss softened under each step as if it knew he was coming.
The largest wolf didn’t move, didn’t flinch as Beo neared. Their noses brushed—not quite a greeting, not quite a challenge. Just confirmation.
And then—
Beo knelt.
Not from reverence.
From exhaustion.
His hand trembled as it hovered over the wolf’s chest. He felt it again—that pull. Not imprint. Not command. Not even memory.
Kin.
“I thought you were legend,” he whispered.
The wolf’s ear flicked, and then, with a movement almost too precise for a creature of fur and fang, it pressed its forehead to his.
Beo exhaled. He didn’t realize he’d been holding his breath since the TriHunt.
Another wolf stepped forward—sleeker, auburn-furred, with one blind eye clouded like moon milk. She padded around him in a slow half-circle and paused, lowering her head to the ground.
A scarred rune—weathered but not dead—was carved in the soil beneath her paw. Beo frowned.
It was ancient Kofu.
Corrin saw it too.
“…That’s a binding mark,” he muttered.
Rumi moved beside him. “No. That’s not a binding rune.”
They both looked at her.
She touched the ground, fingers tracing the symbol like a remembered hymn. “It’s a… release.”
Beo’s eyes narrowed.
The wolves weren’t trapped.
They were choosing now.
The largest turned away, padding into the trees, but not without a glance back. An invitation. Maybe a challenge.
And Beo understood.
He was the last of the bloodline who had once called them forth—not as a master, but as one of them. He was no alpha. Not to them.
He was proof.
The wolves began to move—fading back into the trees in pairs, some brushing Beo with their fur as they passed. The air left in their wake hummed—not with magic, but with old truth.
Rumi crouched beside him. “Why didn’t they attack us?”
Beo didn’t answer right away. His eyes traced the trail of pawprints as they vanished into fog.
“Because they remember what we forgot,” he said at last.
Corrin frowned. “Which is?”
Beo stood slowly. “That wolves don’t follow kings. They follow belief.”
And for the first time in weeks, he didn’t feel the weight of being a prince.
Just the ache of being worthy.
Rumi stepped away from the ridge, the others’ voices fading behind her like the hush after a wave crashes.
She didn’t go far.
Just enough.
Enough to hear herself think. Enough to let the pulse in her ears settle. Enough to feel her fingers again—still curled from clutching her beads too tight.
The trees whispered above.
She sat at the root of an old pine, knees drawn to her chest. Her beads hung loose now, draped between thumb and wrist. They no longer burned when she held them.
That had started a few days ago—somewhere between the Whisper Market and the battle at the estate. The tingle. The soft warmth. The way her thoughts sometimes bent the air before her mouth did.
She used to think the beads needed her.
Now… she wasn’t sure what was listening when she prayed.
The forest around her thrummed. No animals. No leaves falling. Just that strange kind of stillness that meant something knew you were there.
She didn’t feel afraid.
Not exactly.
Just… seen.
“Beads still talking?” a voice asked, low and light.
Corrin stepped out from the ferns, brushing a twig from his shoulder. Rumi hadn’t even heard him approach.
She shrugged, trying for casual. “They’re quieter now.”
He tilted his head. “Quieter’s not always worse.”
Rumi frowned. “Is it normal? For them to… change like this?”
Corrin crouched across from her. “Depends. If your power’s from an object, a spirit, or your own soul.”
She didn’t answer.
Corrin tapped a finger against the soil. “Yours isn’t coming from the beads anymore.”
“I thought they were sacred.”
“They are,” he said. “But maybe… they’re just a key. The door was always you.”
She looked at him sharply.
He didn’t smile. Just met her gaze and let it stay.
And something in her loosened.
“I don’t want to be like the others,” she whispered. “Blind followers. Or… cursed wolves chained to some blood oath.”
“You’re not.”
“But I’m in it now. All of it. The wolves. The Quiet. The fights. Tahu.” Her voice faltered. “Even Beo. I can feel him pulling further and further into that thing he’s becoming.”
Corrin sighed. “Then stand close. Be his compass, not his leash.”
Rumi turned the beads slowly in her hand.
“I think… something’s changing in me. And I don’t know if it’s holy, cursed, or just… human.”
Corrin rose.
“You’ll figure it out.”
She didn’t look up.
“I don’t want to be left behind.”
He paused—then reached into his coat and tossed something to her.
A small, wolf-shaped talisman. Metal. Old.
Found in the Whisper Market, once upon a forgotten trade.
“Then run beside him,” he said.
And then he was gone again, leaving only footprints in the moss.
Rumi sat alone for a moment longer. Then she stood.
The beads shimmered faintly.
And she tucked the wolf charm into her coat without a word.
SCENE 77 — The Sound Before the Snare
Somewhere near the Forgotten Pines, between the world they left and the one he once lost…
The trees whispered wrong.
Not danger—at least not the kind that shouted. This was quieter. Cunning.
Beo stilled mid-stride.
Rumi, a step behind, slowed. “What is it?”
He didn’t speak.
Didn’t have to.
The scent hit next—burned metal and bone sap. Something old trying to be clever.
He crouched low and pointed. Through the brush, a clearing opened around a shallow basin of stone and mud. Trapped at its center were three wolves—Eternal, judging by the markings across their shoulders and the light in their eyes.
Snare-lines wrapped their legs, shoulders, and throats—sigils glowing faint, dull blue. But they weren’t holding.
They were… learning.
The magic was adjusting. Rewriting itself with each pulse.
“Runes… coded to evolve,” Corrin said quietly from behind them. “Not ours. Not White Knight. Something newer.”
One wolf lifted its head. Yellow eyes locked to Beo’s like recognition struck a match in its chest.
Then it howled.
The sigils flared to life, panicked by the rise in energy.
Beo moved.
He didn’t need a full shift. Just his momentum—and the weight behind it.
One bound. Then another.
He dropped into the basin like a stone.
The ground answered him—wind curling around his feet, stealing the air from the sigils before they could finish cycling.
Claws scraped dirt.
Steel coat flickered.
He dragged his hand along the snare line and whispered low—not words, but instinct, guttural and cold.
The sigils cracked.
Another wolf—smaller—snarled in fear and confusion. Beo didn’t snarl back.
He pressed his forehead to its own for a split breath. That was enough.
One line loosened. Then the others.
Rumi descended beside him, hands steady, eyes scanning. “We’re not alone.”
He knew.
Corrin had already turned toward the tree line—blade at the ready.
But nothing came.
Just the air shifting.
Then settling.
The wolves—freed now—circled Beo once. Not as submission. Not even as thanks.
Just memory. Ancient, feral memory.
Rumi touched his shoulder. “They’re not pack.”
Beo’s eyes narrowed.
“They’re remnants.”
She was right.
They bore no sigils, no bindings. No tribe scent. Just blood. And instinct.
And something buried deeper than name.
Still, they didn’t run.
They waited.
Beo stood slowly, coat brushing his ankles. “They felt the pull.”
Corrin lowered his blade. “Then where were they heading?”
Beo looked past the trees, toward the ridge that cradled the eastern wind.
And smiled—not joy, not rage.
Recognition.
“There.”
He pointed.
“The sanctuary’s that way.”
SCENE 78 — The Bones That Waited
The path wasn’t marked.
Not with signs, nor trails, nor the usual broken twigs or scent markers wolves left when claiming territory.
It was made of memory.
Of steps taken by paws long buried and breaths stolen by time.
Beo felt it—not in his nose, but in his ribs. Like a hum from the marrow outward.
Corrin caught it too, adjusting his gait without realizing. Rumi walked differently now—quiet, reverent. Like she’d crossed into a place churches forgot how to name.
The Eternal Wolves led them.
No glances back. No gestures. Just trust. As if Beo had called them with something older than his voice.
And still—no words.
They reached the base of a crescent-shaped ravine, where smooth black stone curved up like the hull of a ship turned to earth. Moss clung to the walls in silver-veined patches. Wind scraped the edges, howling faintly between ridges carved by talons and claws.
“This used to be a fight ring,” Corrin murmured.
“No,” Beo said, stepping forward. “It still is.”
A half-collapsed arch opened into darkness. Not a tomb. A chamber. Carved. Claimed.
They entered.
The light from outside dimmed, but didn’t vanish—held, somehow, by the strange resonance of the stone. Like the rock remembered sunlight and echoed it gently.
Along the walls: sigils. Not etched by blade or spell. Worn in. Like pawprints into clay, hardened by time.
Beo paused in front of one that resembled a fang curled inward around a flame.
Rumi traced it with her fingers, whispering, “That’s your father’s.”
Beo didn’t flinch. “No.”
She turned to him.
“That’s what they say it is. That’s not what it was.”
Corrin stepped closer, brow furrowed. “Then what was it?”
Beo tilted his head slightly. “A warning.”
Above them, the stone vibrated—barely audible. But present. Like a heartbeat behind rock.
And the wolves—those who led them in—sat at the far end of the sanctuary, still as statues.
Watching.
Waiting.
Rumi stepped forward, then paused. “They think this is where he left something.”
“He did,” Beo said. “But not for them.”
“For you?” Corrin asked.
Beo crouched beside the central platform—a wide slab of stone half-covered in claw scratches and what looked like dried blood from decades ago.
“No.”
He stood slowly.
“For whoever could remember what we were before we bled for the moon.”
A silence bloomed—thick and wide.
Even the wind stayed out of it.
Beo looked to the far wall. Another set of sigils—this time less clear. Worn by time, warped by heat.
But the final one shimmered faintly, as if stirred by his presence.
Steel.
A single coil of it. Not drawn, but raised.
Forged.
Corrin stepped forward, mouth parting. “That’s…”
Beo touched it.
The room pulsed.
Rumi gasped, beads rattling.
Beo didn’t speak.
Didn’t need to.
His Steel Coat thickened.
Not visually.
Essence deepened. Compressed. Anchored.
Another strand locked in.
Another law remembered.
Another name lost, then recovered.
The wolves howled once—low, unified, echoing off stone and spirit.
The sanctuary had chosen.
Beo turned to Rumi, quiet. “Now it’s ready.”
She nodded once. “For what?”
Beo answered without hesitation.
“For the war we haven’t named yet.”
SCENE 79 — Rooftop, Half-Past the Pulse
They reached the city just past dusk.
Not fully dark—just that golden in-between when the streets softened, shadows stretched long, and the edges of things forgot to hold still.
Corrin stayed behind.
Not at the sanctuary, but at the estate’s outer wing, organizing what little remained of the fractured network—the maps, the open reports, the relic codes. He needed order. Something Beo didn’t ask for, but allowed.
So now it was just him and Rumi.
Two stories above the street, Beo crouched low on the roof of a weather-battered townhouse. One hand against the tile, the other lightly pressed to the ground as if listening for something more than footsteps.
He felt it.
A ripple.
Not air. Not magic.
Presence.
Below, the city moved—tired taxis, late shouts, glowing signs in languages older than laws.
Rumi adjusted the strap of her sling bag. “You felt it too?”
Beo didn’t nod. He just stood.
Eyes to the skyline.
And then he saw her.
Far across the city—rooftop to rooftop—a silhouette.
Still.
Draped in white and silver, light-struck from behind. Like snow refusing to melt. Her coat caught the breeze. The mask didn’t hide her presence.
Iyala.
No sound. No words.
But a charge across the space between them.
Not recognition.
Not threat.
Just… resonance.
Like two keys pressed at once—discordant, but harmonic.
Rumi whispered, “Who is that?”
Beo blinked once.
“Not yet sure.”
And then she was gone.
Just… stepped back. Into shadow. As if she were never there.
But the wind curved where she stood.
The tile beneath his foot cracked slightly—not from pressure.
From anticipation.
Beo turned to Rumi.
“Let’s move.”
She glanced back at the rooftop.
“She felt like snow.”
Beo’s jaw twitched. “She’s something older than winter.”
And they disappeared into the pulse of the city.
SCENE 80 — Stillness, Before the Second Howl
The streets blurred behind them.
Neon washed out by mist. The chatter of evening vendors reduced to memory. Even the cracked rhythm of their footfalls began to fade.
They stopped at the mouth of a narrow alley. Not out of fear—out of instinct.
Here, the air was thick. Not hostile. Not sacred.
Just still.
Rumi leaned against the rusted edge of a stairwell. Her beads were warm tonight—too warm. She hadn’t used them. Hadn’t even whispered a name. But they were pulsing like something waiting to wake.
Beo stood silent.
He didn’t shift. Didn’t summon. Didn’t speak.
But his presence filled the space.
Wind curled once around his shoulders and was gone.
“I don’t know what comes next,” Rumi said.
Her voice was honest. No power behind it. No pretense.
Beo didn’t answer right away.
Instead, he moved to the side of the alley where an old payphone still hung, its buttons scratched by time and teeth. He pressed one—just one.
No ring. No sound.
But something clicked inside the wall. A mechanism maybe. Or memory.
Then he turned to her.
“We find what was lost,” he said. “Or we bury it right this time.”
Rumi tilted her head. “The wolves?”
He met her gaze.
“No. The truth.”
Silence again.
Then, high above the skyline, a low rumble cracked the stillness.
Not thunder.
Not storm.
Just… a howl.
Distant. Not of this block. Not even this borough.
But it carried something.
Not pain. Not power.
A call.
Beo looked up, eyes narrowing.
The howl came again.
Closer this time.
And something ancient stirred behind his ribs.
Not his wolf.
Something older.
Something that remembered.
Rumi didn’t flinch. She just stepped beside him.
One step. No fanfare.
Equal.
And together, they moved toward the sound.
Not running.
Not hiding.
Just walking.
Into the second howl.



