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A heavy silence fell over the room as the implications sank in. Lyra felt as if the ground
had dropped out from beneath her feet. All their searching, all their struggles, had led to
this — the knowledge that saving the world would require one of them to die.

Fenris was the first to break the silence, his voice rough with emotion. “There has to be
another way. Something we’ve overlooked.”

Thorne shook his head sadly. “I’'m afraid not, my young friend. The text is quite clear on
this point. Only through the willing sacrifice of a pure soul can the breach be sealed and
balance restored.”

Lyra’s mind raced, trying to process this new information. “How long do we have? When
do these ‘celestial conditions’ align?”

The Archivarius consulted the scroll once more. “According to this, the optimal time for
the ritual will be during the next new moon. That gives you...” He paused, mental
calculations, “just over two weeks.”

Two weeks. Fourteen days to come to terms with the fact that one of them would have
to die to save the world. Lyra felt Fenris’s hand slip into hers, squeezing gently. She met
his eyes, seeing her own turmoil reflected there.

“We should go,” Fenris said softly. “We need time to... to think about this. To prepare.”

Thorne nodded in understanding. “Of course. Take the scroll with you — I'll make a copy
for our archives. And know that you have my deepest admiration and gratitude for the
burden you bear.”

As they prepared to leave the library, gathering their meager belongings and the
precious scroll, Lyra felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned to find Thorne holding out a
small, leather-bound book.

“What's this?” she asked, taking it gingerly.

The old man’s eyes were kind but serious. “A journal kept by one who faced a similar
choice long ago. It may provide some comfort... or at least perspective.... in the days to
come.”

Lyra nodded gratefully, tucking the book into her satchel alongside the scroll. As they
stepped out into the bright sunlight, the world seemed somehow changed. Colors were
more vivid, sounds more intense — as if knowing their time might be limited had
sharpened their senses.



They made their way in silence to the small inn where they had been staying. Once in
the privacy of their room, the full weight of what they had learned came crashing down.
Lyra sank onto the bed, her head in her hands.

“‘How are we supposed to make this choice?” she whispered, her voice choked with
emotion.

Fenris sat beside her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “Together,” he said
firmly. “Whatever happens, whatever we decide, we face it as one. Just as we always
have.”

Lyra leaned into his embrace, drawing strength from his presence. “l can’t lose you,”
she murmured. “The thought of going on without you by my side...”

“I know,” Fenris replied, his own voice thick with unshed tears. “| feel the same way. But
we have to think beyond ourselves. The fate of the entire world hangs in the balance.”
They spent the rest of the day in quiet contemplation, each lost in their own thoughts.
As night fell, Lyra found herself drawn to the journal Thorne had given her. She lit a
candle and began to read, hoping to find some guidance in its pages.

The journal belonged to a woman named Elara, who had lived centuries ago during
another time of great upheaval. She wrote of facing a choice similar to their own — the
chance to save the world at the cost of her own life. Her words were filled with fear,
doubt, and ultimately, a profound sense of purpose.

One passage, in particular, stood out to Lyra:
that my

“In the end, it is not the years of our life that matter, but the life in our years. To know
sacrifice will ensure countless others may live, love, and dream... there can be no
greater purpose. | go to my fate not with fear, but with hope — hope for the future | help
to secure, even if | will not live to see it.”

Lyra closed the book, her mind awash with conflicting emotions. Part of her admired
Elara’s courage and conviction. Another part railed against the unfairness of it all. They
had already given so much in their quest to save the world — was it right that even more
should be asked of them?

As dawn broke, casting golden light through the window, Lyra and Fenris sat together
on the bed. Neither had slept, both too consumed by the weight of the decision before
them.

“We don’t have to decide right now,” Fenris said softly, breaking the silence. “We have
two weeks. We should use that time to... to say our goodbyes. To make peace with
whatever choice we make.”



Lyra nodded, her throat tight with emotion. “You're right. And maybe... maybe in that
time, we'll find another way. Some solution we haven’t thought of yet.”

Fenris managed a small smile, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Always the
optimist. It's one of the things | love most about you.”

They spent the morning making preparations for their journey to the nexus point. As
they packed their bags and gathered supplies, a sense of grim determination settled
over them. Whatever lay ahead, they would face it together.

Just before leaving the inn, Lyra paused, her hand on the doorknob. “Fenris,” she said,
turning to face him. “I want you to know... whatever happens, whatever choice we
make... these years with you have been the best of my life. | wouldn’t trade them for
anything.”

Fenris pulled her into a fierce embrace, his voice rough with emotion. “Nor would I.
You’ve made me a better person, Lyra. A better man. If this is to be our last adventure
together, then I’'m grateful it's with you by my side.”

With one last, lingering look at each other, they stepped out into the bustling streets of
Thornhaven. The world around them continued on, oblivious to the momentous choice
that lay before the two travelers.

As they set out on the road that would lead them to their destiny, Lyra and Fenris
walked hand in hand. The future was uncertain, fraught with danger and the possibility
of heartbreaking loss. But they faced it together, their bond stronger than ever.

The final piece of the prophecy had been revealed, bringing with it a terrible burden. But
it had also brought clarity. Whatever choice they made in the days to come, it would be
made with love, courage, and the knowledge.
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The road stretched endlessly before Lyra and Fenris, winding through rolling hills and
dense forests. They had left Thornhaven three days ago, their packs heavy with

supplies and their hearts heavier still with the knowledge of what lay ahead. The nexus
point where they would perform the ritual was still a week’s journey away, and every
step brought them closer to an impossible choice.

As they made camp for the night in a small clearing, the tension between them was
palpable. They went about their usual routines — gathering firewood, setting up their
bedrolls, preparing a simple meal — but the easy camaraderie that had defined their
relationship for so long was noticeably absent.



Fenris was the first to break the silence as they sat by the flickering fire. “We can’t keep
avoiding this conversation, Lyra. We need to talk about what’s going to happen when
we reach the nexus.”

Lyra poked at the embers with a stick, not meeting his gaze. “What'’s there to talk
about? We both know what needs to be done.”

“Yes, but we haven'’t decided who__

“No,” Lyra cut him off sharply, finally looking up. Her eyes blazed with a mixture of fear
and determination. “We’re not having that discussion. Not yet.”

Fenris leaned forward, his voice gentle but insistent. “We can’t put it off forever. The
new moon is approaching, and we need to be prepared.”

“Prepared?” Lyra laughed bitterly. “How does one prepare to die, Fenris? Or to watch
the person they love sacrifice themselves?”

The words hung heavy in the air between them. Fenris reached out, taking Lyra’s hand
in his own. “I don’t know,” he admitted softly. “But | do know that facing it together is
better than trying to bear this burden alone.”

Lyra’s anger deflated, replaced by a bone-deep weariness. “| keep thinking about all the
people we’ve met on this journey. The lives we've touched, the ones we’ve saved. How
can we weigh one life against so many?”

“We can’t,” Fenris replied. “That’s what makes this choice so difficult. But also what
makes it necessary.”

They fell into silence once more, each lost in their own thoughts as the fire burned low.
When they finally retired to their bedrolls, sleep was long in coming.

The next few days passed in a blur of travel and tense silences. They encountered few

other travelers on the road, for which Lyra was grateful. She wasn’t sure she could bear
to interact with others, knowing that their fate hung in the balance of the choice she and
Fenris faced.

On the fifth day of their journey, they came upon a village that had been ravaged by the
growing chaos seeping into the world. Buildings lay in ruins, crops withered in the fields,
and the few survivors huddled in makeshift shelters, their eyes hollow with despair.

As they helped distribute what supplies they could spare, Lyra felt a renewed sense of
purpose. This was why they had embarked on this quest in the first place — to prevent
scenes like this from becoming commonplace across the land.



That night, as they made camp a short distance from the village, Fenris broached the

subject again. “Seeing those people today... it makes our task feel more real, doesn’t
it?”

Lyra nodded, her expression somber. “It does. But it also makes the cost feel that much
higher.”

“Lyra,” Fenris said, his voice filled with resolve, “| want you to know that I'm prepared to
make the sacrifice. To be the one who—"

“No,” Lyra interrupted fiercely. “Don’t you dare finish that sentence. If anyone is going to
do this, it should be me.”

Fenris’s eyes widened in surprise. “What? Lyra, no. | can’t let you do that.”

“‘Let me?” Lyra’s voice rose, anger flashing in her eyes. “This isn’t your decision to
make, Fenris. It's mine. I'm the one who started us on this path. I’'m the one who
deciphered the first part of the prophecy. It's my responsibility to see it through to the
end.”

Fenris shook his head vehemently. “Your responsibility? Lyra, we’ve been in this
together from the beginning. Every step of the way, every challenge we’ve faced —
we’ve done it as a team. You don’t get to shoulder this burden alone.”

“Why not?” Lyra demanded. “Why shouldn'’t | be the one to make this sacrifice? You
have so much to live for, Fenris. Your family, your clan — they need you.”

“And what about you?” Fenris countered. “You have just as much to live for. Your
knowledge, your skills — the world needs people like you to help rebuild after all this is
over.”

Their voices had risen to near-shouts, the argument echoing through the quiet night.
Lyra stood abruptly, pacing back and forth. “This is exactly why | didn’t want to have this
conversation. How are we supposed to decide something like this?”

Fenris rose as well, moving to stand in front of her. He placed his hands on her
shoulders, forcing her to meet his gaze. “We decide it together,” he said firmly. “We
weigh all the factors, consider every angle, and make the choice that will do the most
good for the most people.”

Lyra’s anger crumbled, replaced by a wave of anguish. She leaned forward, burying her
face in Fenris’s chest as sobs wracked her body. He held her close, his own tears falling
silently.

‘I can’t lose you,” Lyra whispered brokenly. “The thought of going on without you by my
side... it's unbearable.”
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Fenris stroked her hair gently. “I feel the same way about you. But we have to think
beyond ourselves. The fate of the entire world hangs in the balance.”

They stood like that for a long time, drawing comfort from each other’s presence. When
they finally separated, both felt drained but somehow lighter, as if the act of confronting
their fears had lessened their power.

The next morning, they resumed their journey with a renewed sense of purpose.
Though the specter of the coming sacrifice still loomed large, they found themselves
able to talk more openly about it. They shared memories of their adventures together,
laughed over past mishaps, and spoke of their hopes for the future even if one of them
wouldn’t be there to see it.

As they neared the nexus point, their discussions took on a more practical tone. They
went over the details of the ritual, making sure they understood every step. They also
began to consider the aftermath — how the survivor would explain what had happened,
and what they would do to help the world recover from the averted catastrophe.

On the eve of their arrival at the nexus, they made camp at the base of a towering cliff.
The air hummed with latent energy, a sign that they were nearing the convergence of
ley lines. As they sat by the fire, Lyra pulled out the journal that Archivarius Thorne had
given her in Thornhaven.

“I've been thinking about something Elara wrote,” she said, flipping to a dog-eared
page. “She said, ‘In choosing to give my life for the greater good, | feel more alive than |
ever have before. It is not the end of my story, but the culmination of everything I've
strived for.”

Fenris listened intently, his expression thoughtful. “She sounds like she had found
peace with her decision.”

Lyra nodded. “That’s what I've been struggling to find. Peace. Acceptance. The idea
that this sacrifice isn’t an ending, but a fulfillment of our quest.”

“And have you found it?” Fenris asked softly.
Lyra was quiet for a moment, considering. “I think... I’'m getting there. The thought of

leaving you still tears me apart. But when | think about all the people we’ll be saving, all
the lives that will go on because of what we do...” She trailed off, her eyes distant.



Fenris took her hand, squeezing it gently. “| understand. I've been grappling with the
same feelings. The enormity of it all is overwhelming, but there’s also a sense of... |
don’t know, rightness? Like this is what we were meant to do.”

They fell into a companionable silence, both lost in thought. As the fire burned low, Lyra
spoke again, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Fenris, | need you to promise me something.”

He turned to her, his expression serious. “Anything.”

“If... if 'm the one who makes the sacrifice,” she began, her voice catching slightly, “I
need you to promise that you'll live. Really live. Don’t spend the rest of your days
mourning what might have been. Go on adventures, fall in love again, make the world a
better place. Let my sacrifice mean something.”

Fenris’s eyes shimmered with unshed tears. “I promise,” he said solemnly. “But only if
you make the same vow to me. If I'm the one who goes through with the ritual, | need to
know that you’ll go on. That you’ll use that brilliant mind of yours to help rebuild and
create a better future.”

Lyra nodded, her own eyes wet. “| promise.”

They sealed their vows with a kiss, pouring all their love and sorrow and hope into the
embrace. When they parted, both felt a sense of calm settle over them. The decision of
who would make the ultimate sacrifice was still unmade, but they faced it now with clear
hearts and united purpose.

As dawn broke, painting the sky in hues of pink and gold, Lyra and Fenris packed up
their camp for the last time. The nexus point lay just beyond the ridge, their destiny
awaiting them.

Hand in hand, they began the final leg of their journey.

As they crested the ridge, the nexus point came into view a shimmering vortex of
energy at the center of a circle of standing stones. Lyra and Fenris paused, taking in the
sight of the place where one of them would make the ultimate sacrifice.

“Are you ready?” Fenris asked softly.

Lyra squeezed his hand, her voice steady as she replied, “As ready as I'll ever be.

Whatever happens, Fenris, know that | love you. Always.”

“And | love you,” he answered. “In this life and beyond.”



With a shared nod of determination, they descended toward their fate, the weight of
destiny heavy upon their shoulders but their hearts unified in purpose.
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The waning moon cast long shadows across the forest floor as Lyra and Fenris made
their way through the dense undergrowth. They had been traveling for days, their
bodies weary but their spirits buoyed by the knowledge that they were nearing their
destination. The nexus point lay just beyond the next ridge, and with it, the culmination
of their long and perilous journey.

As they set up camp for the night, Lyra couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being
watched. She glanced over at Fenris, who was busy gathering firewood, and wondered
if he sensed it too. His werewolf instincts were usually sharper than hers, but he
seemed relaxed, almost carefree.

“Fenris,” she called out softly, “do you smell anything... unusual?”

He paused, arms full of branches, and lifted his nose to the air. After a moment, he
shook his head. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Just the usual forest scents. Why do you
ask?”

Lyra shrugged, trying to dispel her unease. “It's probably nothing. Just a feeling, |
suppose.”

Fenris dropped the firewood and came to sit beside her, concern etched on his features.
“Your instincts have saved us more than once on this journey. If you sense something,
we should take it seriously.”

She leaned into him, drawing comfort from his solid presence. “You're right. | can’t put
my finger on it, but something feels... off. Like we’re not alone out here.”

No sooner had the words left her mouth than a twig snapped in the darkness beyond
their campsite. Both Lyra and Fenris were on their feet in an instant, weapons at the
ready.

“Who’s there?” Fenris called out, his voice a low growl. “Show yourself!”

For a long moment, only the sounds of the forest answered them. Then, with a rustle of
leaves, a figure emerged from the shadows. He was tall and lean, with shaggy dark hair
and piercing green eyes that seemed to glow in the moonlight. Like Fenris, he carried
himself with the fluid grace of a predator.



“Well, well,” the stranger said, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “Fenris
Moonhowler. It’s been a long time.”

Fenris stiffened, his hand tightening on the hilt of his sword. “Caden Shadowclaw. What
are you doing here?”

Lyra glanced between the two men, sensing the tension crackling in the air. “Fenris,
who is this?”

“An old... acquaintance,” Fenris replied, his tone guarded. “From my pack days. Before
| met you.”

Caden’s smirk widened into a grin, revealing sharp canines. “Acquaintance? Come now,
Fenris. Surely our relationship was a bit closer than that. Or have you forgotten our time
together in the Silverpelt Pack?”

Fenris’s jaw clenched, but he said nothing. Lyra stepped forward, her curiosity
overcoming her caution. “How do you two know each other?”

“Oh, Fenris and | go way back,” Caden said, his eyes never leaving Fenris’s face. “We
were rivals, you might say. Always competing to be top dog in the pack. Isn’t that right,
old friend?”

“That was a long time ago,” Fenris growled. “Things have changed. I've changed.”

Caden tilted his head, studying Fenris with an appraising eye. “Have you really? The
lone wolf, running with a human now? | never thought I'd see the day.”

Lyra bristled at his tone. “Fenris is more than just a werewolf. He’s a good man, and my
partner in every sense of the word.”

“Is that so?” Caden’s gaze shifted to Lyra, a predatory gleam in his eyes. “And what a
lovely partner he’s found. Tell me, my dear, has he told you about the ways of
werewolves? About our... instincts?”

Fenris stepped between them, his voice low and dangerous. “That’s enough, Caden.
Say what you came to say and be on your way. We have important business to attend

”

to.

Caden held up his hands in a placating gesture, though his smirk remained firmly in
place. “Peace, old friend. | mean no harm. In fact, I've come to offer my assistance.”
“Assistance?” Lyra echoed, skepticism clear in her voice. “What kind of assistance?”
“I've heard whispers of your quest,” Caden replied. “Of the great task you seek to
accomplish. | thought perhaps you could use an extra set of claws.”



Fenris shook his head firmly. “We don’t need your help, Caden. This is our burden to
bear.”

“Are you sure about that?” Caden’s voice took on a silky quality. “From what |
understand, the road ahead is fraught with danger. Wouldn't it be wise to have another
warrior at your side? Especially one with my... unique talents?”

Lyra glanced at Fenris, seeing the conflict in his eyes. She knew they could use all the
help they could get, but something about Caden set her on edge. There was a hunger in
his gaze when he looked at her, a possessiveness that made her skin crawl.

“We appreciate the offer,” she said carefully, “but | think we’ll be fine on our own. As
Fenris said, this is our quest to complete.”

Caden’s smile didn’t waver, but a dangerous glint appeared in his eyes. “| see. Well,
perhaps | could convince you to reconsider. After all, there are certain aspects of
werewolf culture that a human like yourself might not fully understand.”

Fenris growled, taking a step toward Caden. “Watch your tongue, Shadowclaw. You’re
treading on dangerous ground.”

“Am 1?” Caden’s voice dripped with false innocence. “I'm merely stating facts, Fenris.
Our kind have certain... needs. Instincts that can’t be denied. Are you sure you're
satisfying all of those needs with your human companion?”

Lyra felt her cheeks flush with anger and embarrassment. “Our relationship is none of
your business,” she snapped. “And | assure you, Fenris is more than satisfied.” Caden’s
laugh was low and mocking. “Oh, I’'m sure he tells you that. But deep down, don’t you
wonder? Don’t you worry that one day, his true nature will assert itself? That he’ll need
something you can’t provide?”
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Fenris lunged forward, grabbing Caden by the front of his shirt. “I said that’'s enough!”
he snarled, his eyes flashing with barely contained rage.

For a moment, the two werewolves stood nose to nose, tension crackling between them
like lightning. Then, slowly, Caden raised his hands in surrender. “My apologies,” he
said, though his tone held no real contrition. “I seem to have touched a nerve. Perhaps
it would be best if | took my leave.”

Fenris released him with a shove, his breathing heavy. “That would be wise.”



Caden straightened his shirt, his composure quickly returning. “Very well. But know this
— my offer still stands. When you realize you need me, and you will, you need only howl.
I'll be listening.”

With that, he melted back into the shadows of the forest, leaving Lyra and Fenris alone
in the clearing. For a long moment, neither spoke, the weight of Caden’s words hanging
heavily between them.

Finally, Lyra broke the silence. “Fenris,” she said softly, “what was that all about? Who
is he, really?”

Fenris sighed, running a hand through his hair. “It’s a long story. One I'm not proud of.”

“We've got time,” Lyra replied, gesturing to their half-set-up camp. “And | think | deserve
to know.”

He nodded, sinking down onto a fallen log. Lyra sat beside him, close enough to offer
comfort but giving him space to gather his thoughts.

“Caden and | grew up together in the Silverpelt Pack,” Fenris began, his voice low and
filled with old pain. “We were always competing, always trying to outdo each other. In
strength, in hunting, in everything. For a while, we were even friends, in our own way.
But as we grew older, things changed.”

“‘How so?” Lyra prompted gently.

Fenris’s eyes grew distant, lost in memories. “There was a girl. Aria. She was...
everything. Beautiful, strong, fierce. We both wanted her, and she... well, she couldn’t
decide between us. It tore the pack apart. Sides were taken, alliances formed and
broken. In the end, Aria left, unable to bear the strife she’d caused. And Caden and |I...
we became bitter enemies.”

Lyra reached out, taking Fenris’s hand in her own. “I'm so sorry, Fenris. That must have
been awful.”

He squeezed her hand, offering a sad smile. “It was. It's one of the reasons | left the
pack, struck out on my own. | couldn’t bear to stay, surrounded by those memories, by
the constant reminders of what I'd lost.”

“And now Caden’s here,” Lyra mused, “stirring up old rivalries.”
Fenris nodded, his expression hardening. “He’s always been manipulative, always

looking for an angle. | don'’t trust him, Lyra. Whatever his true motives are for being
here, | doubt they’re altruistic.”



Lyra was quiet for a moment, processing everything she’d learned. Then, hesitantly, she
asked the question that had been nagging at her since Caden’s appearance. “Fenris...
what he said about werewolf instincts... about needs that | can'’t fulfill... is there any
truth to that?”

Fenris turned to her, his eyes filled with a fierce intensity. “Lyra, listen to me. What we
have, what we’ve built together, it's more than enough. More than | ever dreamed
possible. Yes, there are aspects of being a werewolf that are... different. But | chose
this life, chose you, with my eyes wide open. You fulfill me in ways Caden could never
understand.”

Relief washed over Lyra, and she leaned in, pressing her forehead against Fenris’s. “I'm
glad to hear it. Because | don’t plan on sharing you with anyone, werewolf or otherwise.”

A low chuckle rumbled in Fenris’s chest. “Nor would | want you to. You’re stuck with me,
I’'m afraid.”

They stayed like that for a long moment, drawing strength and comfort from each
other’s presence. But as the night deepened around them, Lyra couldn’t shake the
feeling that this encounter with Caden was only the beginning of their troubles.

“Do you think he’ll be back?” she asked softly.

Fenris sighed, pulling back to meet her gaze. “Almost certainly. Caden’s not one to give
up easily, especially when his pride is at stake. We’ll need to be on our guard.”

Lyra nodded, her mind already racing with potential strategies. “We should take turns
keeping watch tonight. And tomorrow, we’ll need to pick up our pace. The sooner we
reach the nexus point, the better.”

“Agreed,” Fenris said, rising to his feet. “I'll take first watch. You get some rest.”

As Lyra settled into her bedroll, she watched Fenris move to the edge of their campsite,
his posture alert and watchful. Despite the turmoil of the evening, she felt a surge of
love and pride. Whatever challenges lay ahead, whatever tricks Caden might have up
his sleeve, she knew that she and Fenris would face them together.

With that comforting thought, she drifted off to sleep, the sounds of the forest and
Fenris’s steady breathing a lullaby in the night.
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The forest canopy thinned as Lyra and Fenris crested the final hill, revealing a vast
clearing bathed in the eerie glow of a waning moon. At the center stood a circle of



ancient standing stones, their weathered surfaces etched with symbols that seemed to
writhe in the flickering torchlight. A sense of foreboding washed over them as they took
in the scene below.

“We’'re too late,” Lyra whispered, her voice tight with dismay. “They’ve already begun.”

Fenris’s eyes narrowed as he scanned the clearing, his enhanced senses picking up
details invisible to human eyes. “Not quite,” he murmured. “The ritual hasn’t reached its
peak yet. We still have a chance to stop this.”

In the center of the stone circle, a group of robed figures moved in a slow, rhythmic
dance around a raised altar. Upon it lay a still form, though whether it was a person or
some kind of effigy, Lyra couldn’t tell from this distance. The air thrummed with an
unnatural energy, making the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

“What's the plan?” Lyra asked, her hand instinctively moving to the hilt of her sword.

Fenris’s expression was grim as he considered their options. “We need to disrupt the
ritual before they complete it. If we can scatter the participants or destroy their focus, it
should be enough to unravel whatever dark magic they’re weaving.”

Lyra nodded, her mind racing through possible strategies. “We could try to sneak in, use
the shadows to our advantage. Or make a direct assault, counting on the element of
surprise.”

Before Fenris could respond, a familiar voice spoke from behind them. “Or you could
accept some help from an old friend.”

They whirled to find Caden emerging from the shadows, a sardonic smile playing on his
lips. Fenris immediately tensed, a low growl rumbling in his chest. “What are you doing
here, Shadowclaw?”

Caden held up his hands in a placating gesture. “Easy, old friend. I'm here to lend a
hand, just as | offered before. It seems you could use all the help you can get.”

Lyra glanced between the two werewolves, feeling the tension crackle between them.
As much as she distrusted Caden, she had to admit they were outmatched. “He has a
point, Fenris,” she said reluctantly. “We’re outnumbered down there.”

Fenris’s jaw clenched, but after a moment, he gave a curt nod. “Fine. But know this,
Caden if you betray us, I'll tear you apart myself.”

Caden’s smile widened, revealing sharp canines. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Now, shall we
discuss how we’re going to crash this little party?”



The three of them huddled together, quickly outlining a plan of attack. As they spoke,
Lyra couldn’t help but notice the way Caden’s eyes kept darting to her, a hunger in his
gaze that had nothing to do with the impending battle. She pushed the discomfort aside,
focusing on the task at hand.

With their strategy decided, they began making their way down the hillside, using the
sparse cover of trees and boulders to mask their approach. As they drew closer to the
stone circle, the chanting of the robed figures grew louder, the words in a language Lyra
didn’t recognize but that sent shivers down her spine.

They paused at the edge of the clearing, hidden behind a fallen log. Fenris turned to
Lyra, his eyes filled with a mixture of determination and concern. “Are you ready for
this?”

She managed a small smile, reaching out to squeeze his hand. “As ready as I'll ever be.
Just... be careful out there, okay?”

He nodded, bringing her hand to his lips for a quick kiss. “You too. | love you.”
‘I love you too,” she whispered back.

Caden watched this exchange with poorly disguised disdain. “If you two are quite
finished, we have a ritual to stop.”

With a shared nod of determination, they sprang into action. Lyra darted to the left,
using her agility to weave between the outer stones undetected. Fenris and Caden, their
werewolf strength and speed giving them an advantage, charged straight into the fray
from opposite sides.

The robed figures, caught off guard by the sudden intrusion, scattered in confusion.
Lyra used the chaos to her advantage, making a beeline for the altar at the center. As
she drew closer, she could see that the form lying upon it was indeed a person — a
young woman, unconscious or perhaps drugged, her skin pale in the moonlight. Lyra
reached the altar just as one of the cultists lunged for her, a wicked-looking dagger in
hand. She ducked under his wild swing, her own blade flashing out to catch him across
the midsection. He fell with a cry, and Lyra turned her attention to the bound woman.

As she worked to undo the ropes, she heard the sounds of battle raging around her.
Fenris and Caden were tearing through the cultists with terrifying efficiency, their
partially transformed bodies a blur of claws and fangs. Despite their past animosity, they
moved together with a fluid grace born of their shared heritage.

Just as Lyra freed the last of the woman’s bonds, a piercing shriek cut through the air.
She looked up to see the leader of the cult, distinguishable by his more elaborate robes,
holding aloft a pulsing crystal. The very air seemed to warp around it, and Lyra felt a
wave of nausea wash over her.



“The ritual is nearing completion!” she shouted to Fenris and Caden. “We need to
destroy that crystal!”

Fenris, locked in combat with two cultists, couldn’t break free. But Caden, hearing Lyra’s
call, disengaged from his own fight and sprinted toward the leader. With a mighty leap,
he tackled the robed figure to the ground.

The crystal flew from the cultist’s grasp, arcing through the air. Time seemed to slow as
Lyra watched its trajectory, knowing that if it shattered upon the ground, the
consequences could be catastrophic.

Without thinking, she dove forward, her hands outstretched.
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She hit the ground hard, the breath knocked from her lungs, but the crystal was
clutched safely in her grasp. Its pulsing energy sent waves of pain shooting up her
arms, and she knew she couldn’t hold onto it for long.

“Fenris!” she cried out, her voice strained. “I need you!”

In an instant, he was at her side, having fought his way free of his attackers. His eyes
widened as he saw the crystal in her hands, understanding the danger it posed. “What
do we do with it?” he asked urgently.

Before Lyra could respond, Caden appeared beside them, his chest heaving from
exertion. “We need to get it away from here,” he said. “Its power is tied to this place. If
we can remove it from the stone circle, it should weaken.”

Lyra nodded, gritting her teeth against the pain. “Take it,” she said to Fenris. “You're
faster than me. Run as far as you can.”

Fenris hesitated, clearly reluctant to leave her behind. “What about you?”

“I'll be fine,” she assured him, even as another wave of cultists began to regroup
nearby. “Go!”

With a pained expression, Fenris took the crystal from her hands and sprinted toward
the edge of the clearing. Several cultists moved to intercept him, but Caden launched
himself into their midst, buying Fenris the time he needed to escape.

Lyra struggled to her feet, her body aching from the fall and the crystal’s energy. She
retrieved her sword, prepared to defend herself, but found an unexpected ally at her



side. Caden, his clothes torn and bloody but his eyes bright with the thrill of battle, gave
her a feral grin.

“Shall we show these fools what happens when they meddle with forces beyond their
comprehension?” he asked, his voice a low growl.

Despite her misgivings about Caden, Lyra found herself returning his smile. “Let’s.”

Together, they faced the remaining cultists, their blades flashing in the moonlight. Lyra
was impressed by Caden’s skill and found herself falling into an easy rhythm with him,
much as she did when fighting alongside Fenris. They moved as one, covering each
other’s blind spots and pressing their advantage.

As the last of the cultists fell or fled, Lyra heard a distant cry of triumph. Moments later,
Fenris emerged from the trees, his face flushed with exertion but wearing a victorious
smile. “It's done,” he announced. “The crystal shattered as soon as | crossed the
boundary of their ritual space. Whatever power they were trying to harness has been
dispersed.”

Lyra sagged with relief, the adrenaline of battle fading and leaving her exhausted.
Fenris was at her side in an instant, supporting her weight. “Are you alright?” he asked,
his voice thick with concern.

She nodded, managing a tired smile. “Just worn out. That crystal... it took a lot out of

”

me.

Caden approached, wiping blood from a cut above his eye. “You did well,” he said, his
tone begrudgingly respectful. “Both of you. | must admit, I'm impressed.”

Fenris’s arm tightened around Lyra’s waist, a subtle gesture of possessiveness that
didn’t go unnoticed. “We appreciate your help, Caden. But don’t think this changes
anything between us.”

A flash of something — hurt? disappointment? — crossed Caden’s face before his usual
smirk returned. “Of course not. | wouldn’t dream of coming between such a... devoted
couple.”

Lyra, sensing the rising tension, decided to change the subject. “We should check on
the woman they were going to sacrifice. And see if we can find out more about what this
ritual was meant to accomplish.”

The three of them made their way back to the altar, where the young woman was just
beginning to stir. As Lyra tended to her, Fenris and Caden searched the bodies of the
fallen cultists, looking for any clues to their identities or motivations.



“Nothing,” Fenris reported after a thorough search. “No identifying marks, no
documents. It's as if they appeared out of thin air.”

Caden nodded in agreement. “Whoever was behind this, they covered their tracks well.
But at least we stopped them before they could complete whatever dark design they
had in mind.”

As the first light of dawn began to paint the sky, they gathered their belongings and
prepared to leave. The young woman, still weak but able to walk, thanked them
profusely for her rescue. They decided to escort her to the nearest town, where she
could recover and hopefully find her way home.

As they set out, Lyra found herself walking between Fenris and Caden, acutely aware of
the unresolved tension between the two werewolves. She knew that their uneasy
alliance was likely to be short-lived, but for now, she was grateful for the added
protection it provided.

Their journey was far from over, and the events of the night had raised more questions
than answers. Who were the cultists? What power were they trying to harness? And
perhaps most pressingly, how would Caden’s continued presence affect her relationship
with Fenris?

As the stone circle faded into the distance behind them, Lyra couldn’t shake the feeling
that they had only scratched the surface of a much larger conspiracy. The forest path
stretched out before them, leading them toward an uncertain future.

But whatever challenges lay ahead, she knew that she and Fenris would face them
together. And perhaps, just perhaps, they had found an unlikely ally in Caden
Shadowclaw.

And for now, with the immediate threat neutralized and the warm light of a new day
chasing away the shadows of the night, Lyra allowed herself a moment of hope. They
had emerged victorious from this battle. Whatever came next, they would be ready.
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The moon hung low in the sky, a pale sentinel watching over the land as Lyra, Fenris,
and their unlikely ally Caden raced through the dense forest. Their breath came in
ragged gasps, feet pounding against the earth as they pushed themselves to their limits.
Time was running out, and they all knew the consequences of failure were too dire to
contemplate.

“How much farther?” Lyra called out, her voice strained from exertion.



Fenris, leading the charge with his enhanced werewolf senses, glanced back over his
shoulder. “Not far now. | can smell the incense they’re using for the ritual. We're close.”
Caden, keeping pace just behind them, let out a low growl. “We’d better be. If we don’t
stop this ceremony before midnight, the barrier between worlds will be torn asunder.”

The gravity of their mission weighed heavily on Lyra’s mind as they pressed on. Just
days ago, they had stumbled upon an ancient prophecy hidden in the ruins of a long-
forgotten temple. It spoke of a convergence of dark energies that would allow
malevolent forces to enter their world, bringing chaos and destruction in their wake. The
key to this catastrophe lay in a ritual that could only be performed on this night, when
the stars aligned in a specific configuration.

Their mad dash through the forest was the culmination of days of frantic research and
preparation. They had deciphered cryptic clues, battled guardians of forgotten lore, and
made unlikely alliances — all leading to this moment.

As they crested a small hill, the trees before them suddenly gave way to a vast clearing.
In the center stood a circle of standing stones, each easily twice the height of a man.
Dark-robed figures moved between the monoliths, their chanting carried on the night
breeze.

Lyra felt her heart sink as she took in the scene. “There must be at least two dozen of
them,” she whispered, instinctively crouching lower to avoid detection.

Fenris nodded grimly, his eyes scanning the area for any weakness in their defenses.
“More than we anticipated. This won'’t be easy.”

“Since when has anything worth doing ever been easy?” Caden quipped, though there
was a tension in his voice that belied his casual tone.

Lyra closed her eyes for a moment, centering herself and pushing away the fatigue that
threatened to overwhelm her. When she opened them again, her gaze was filled with
determination. “We need a plan. We can’t just charge in there blindly.”

Fenris nodded in agreement, his tactical mind already working through their options.
“The ritual seems to be focused on that central altar,” he said, pointing to a large stone
slab at the heart of the circle. “If we can disrupt whatever’s happening there, it might be
enough to unravel the entire ceremony.”

“Agreed,” Caden said, surprising both Lyra and Fenris with his quick acquiescence. “But
how do we get past all those guards? Even with our abilities, we’re outnumbered.”

Lyra’s eyes lit up as an idea began to form. “What if we don’t have to get past them?
What if we go over them instead?”



Both werewolves turned to her, curiosity evident in their expressions. Lyra quickly
outlined her plan, pointing out the tall trees that bordered the clearing and the low-
hanging branches that extended over the outer ring of cultists.

“If we can make our way through the canopy,” she explained, “we might be able to drop
down right in the center of the circle before they even know we’re here.”

Fenris’s eyes widened in understanding, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
“It's risky, but it just might work. What do you think, Caden?”

The other werewolf considered for a moment before nodding. “It's as good a plan as
any. But we'll need to move fast. The energy in the air is already building — we don’t
have much time left.”

With their strategy decided, the trio made their way to the edge of the clearing, using the
shadows of the trees for cover. As they prepared to ascend, Fenris pulled Lyra close,
his eyes searching hers.

“Be careful up there,” he murmured, concern evident in his voice. “I| know you're skilled,
but one wrong move...”

Lyra silenced him with a quick kiss. “I'll be fine. Just focus on getting to that altar. We
can do this, Fenris. Together.”

He nodded, giving her hand one last squeeze before they began their ascent. Lyra
marveled at the ease with which both Fenris and Caden scaled the massive tree trunks,
their werewolf strength and agility on full display. She was no slouch herself, years of
training and adventure having honed her body into a finely-tuned instrument, but she
couldn’t help feeling a twinge of envy at their supernatural abilities.

As they made their way through the canopy, inching along branches and leaping silently
from tree to tree, Lyra’s mind raced with possibilities and potential pitfalls. What if the
cultists detected their presence? What if the ritual was further along than they
anticipated? What if their interference somehow made things worse instead of better?
She pushed these doubts aside, focusing instead on the task at hand. Each step, each
carefully planned movement brought them closer to their goal. The chanting from below
grew louder, the air thick with the scent of burning herbs and the crackle of arcane
energy.

Finally, they reached their chosen position, perched on a thick branch directly above the
inner circle of the ritual space. Lyra’s breath caught in her throat as she took in the
scene below. A group of black-robed figures stood around the central altar, their arms
raised as they intoned words in a language she didn’t recognize. On the stone slab lay a
young woman, her wrists and ankles bound, her eyes wide with terror. “They’re going to
sacrifice her,” Lyra whispered, horror and anger warring within her. Fenris nodded
grimly. “Not if we have anything to say about it. Are you both ready?” Lyra and Caden



nodded in unison. With a silent count of three, they launched themselves from the
branch, plummeting toward the heart of the ritual circle.
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The next few moments were a blur of motion and chaos. Lyra hit the ground in a roll,
coming up with her sword already drawn. She heard twin roars as Fenris and Caden
partially transformed, their bodies elongating and bristling with fur as they tore into the
startled cultists.

Lyra wasted no time, sprinting for the altar. Two robed figures moved to intercept her,
but she was ready. She ducked under a wild swing from the first, her blade flashing out
to catch him across the midsection. The second managed to parry her initial strike, but a
quick feint followed by a devastating pommel strike to the temple sent him crumpling to
the ground.

As she reached the altar, Lyra could feel the air around her crackling with energy. The
lead cultist, distinguished by his more elaborate robes, held a wicked-looking dagger
aloft, its blade gleaming with an unnatural light. Time seemed to slow as he began to
bring it down toward the bound woman’s chest.

With a desperate lunge, Lyra threw herself forward, her sword intercepting the dagger’s
downward arc. The clash of metal on metal sent shockwaves through her arm, but she
held firm, pushing back against the cultist’s strength.

“You fool!” he snarled, his face contorted with rage. “Do you have any idea what you’re
interfering with? The power we’re about to unleash will reshape the world!”

Lyra gritted her teeth, holding her ground. “| know exactly what you're trying to do,” she
shot back. “And | won't let it happen. Not while | still draw breath.”

With a surge of strength born of desperation, she shoved the cultist back, following up
with a flurry of strikes that drove him away from the altar. As they dueled, Lyra was
vaguely aware of the battle raging around them. Fenris and Caden were tearing through
the cultists’ ranks, their superhuman strength and speed proving more than a match for
the dark sorcerers.

But even as they made progress, Lyra could feel the ritual’s power building. The air
hummed with energy, and strange, shifting shadows danced at the edges of her vision.
They were running out of time.

With a fierce cry, Lyra redoubled her efforts, pressing her advantage against the cult
leader. Her blade sang through the air, each strike precise and purposeful. The man



was skilled, but she could see the fear growing in his eyes as he realized he was
outmatched.

Finally, with a move she had practiced countless times but never used in real combat,
Lyra feinted high before dropping low, her sword sweeping the cultist’s legs out from
under him. He fell hard, the dagger clattering from his grasp.

Lyra wasted no time. She kicked the weapon away and pressed the tip of her sword to
the man’s throat. “Call off the ritual,” she demanded, her voice hard as steel. “Now.”

The cultist’s eyes darted around, taking in the scene of devastation around them. Most
of his followers lay dead or unconscious, with Fenris and Caden making short work of
the remaining few. His shoulders slumped in defeat.

“It's too late,” he said, a note of mad triumph in his voice. “The energies have been set
in motion. Even if you kill me, the barrier will still fall. Our dark masters will still come
through.”

A chill ran down Lyra’s spine at his words, but she refused to give in to despair. “There
has to be a way to stop it,” she insisted. “Tell me how, or | swear by all that’s holy, you'll
regret it.”

The man laughed, a harsh, grating sound. “The only way to halt the ritual now would be
to use the dagger to spill the blood of a willing sacrifice on the altar. But you’re too noble
for that, aren’t you? Too pure to stoop to our level.”

Lyra’s mind raced, considering their options. She glanced over at the altar, where Fenris
was helping the bound woman to her feet. Caden stood nearby, his chest heaving from
exertion but his eyes alert for any remaining threats.

Making a split-second decision, Lyra called out to them. “Fenris! Caden! We need to
complete the ritual ourselves. It's the only way to close the breach!”

Both werewolves looked at her in shock. “What are you talking about?” Fenris
demanded, hurrying to her side.

Lyra quickly explained what the cultist had told her, watching as understanding and then
horror dawned on their faces.

“No,” Fenris said firmly. “Absolutely not. We’'ll find another way.”

Caden, however, was already moving toward the fallen dagger. “There is no other way,”
he said, his voice uncharacteristically solemn. “And we’re out of time.”



As if to emphasize his point, the air around them began to shimmer and distort. In the
spaces between the standing stones, Lyra could see glimpses of another world a realm
of darkness and twisted shapes that sent shivers down her spine.

“‘He’s right,” she said softly, meeting Fenris’s anguished gaze. “Someone has to do this,
or everything we’ve fought for will be lost.”

Before either of them could react, Caden snatched up the dagger and strode
purposefully toward the altar. “It should be me,” he declared. “I've lived a life of
selfishness and rivalry. Let my final act be one of redemption.”

Lyra and Fenris stood frozen, watching as Caden climbed onto the stone slab. He
looked at them both, a sad smile playing on his lips. “Take care of each other,” he said.
“‘And remember me as | am in this moment, not as the fool I've been.”

With those words, he plunged the dagger into his own chest. A blinding light erupted
from the altar, forcing Lyra and Fenris to shield their eyes. They could hear Caden’s
pained gasp, followed by a deafening roar as the energy of the ritual was redirected.

When the light finally faded and they could see again, Caden’s body lay still on the altar.
The shimmering portals between the stones had vanished, and the oppressive energy
that had filled the air was gone.

Lyra moved to Caden’s side, tears stinging her eyes as she gently closed his lifeless
ones. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Fenris joined her, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder. “He died a hero,” he said
softly. “Whatever our differences in the past, | won'’t forget that.”

As the first light of dawn began to paint the sky, Lyra and Fenris stood together,
surveying the aftermath of their desperate battle. The threat had been averted, but at a
terrible cost. They had won, but the victory felt hollow in the face of Caden’s sacrifice.
“What do we do now?” Lyra asked, her voice heavy with exhaustion and sorrow. Fenris
pulled her close, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “We honor Caden’s memory,”
he said. “We make sure his sacrifice wasn’t in vain. And we keep fighting, because
there will always be those who seek to unleash darkness upon the world.”

Lyra nodded, drawing strength from Fenris’s embrace and his words. As they began the
somber task of tending to the dead and securing the ritual site, she knew that their
journey was far from over. But whatever challenges lay ahead, they would face them
together, carrying with them the memory of Caden’s final, heroic act.

The sun rose higher, chasing away the last shadows of the night. A new day had
dawned, bought with blood and sacrifice. And in its light, Lyra and Fenris stood ready to
face whatever the future might hold.
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The first rays of dawn crept over the horizon, painting the sky in hues of pink and gold.
Lyra stood at the edge of a cliff overlooking a vast forest, her eyes closed as she tried to
center herself. The events of the past few days had left her shaken, her mind and body
still reeling from the dark ritual they had narrowly prevented.

Fenris approached quietly, careful not to startle her. “How are you feeling?” he asked,
his voice gentle.

Lyra opened her eyes, turning to face him. The concern in his gaze made her heart
ache. “I'm not sure,” she admitted. “Everything feels... off-balance. Like I'm standing on
the edge of a precipice, about to fall.”

As if to punctuate her words, a sudden gust of wind whipped around them, far stronger
than the gentle breeze that had been blowing moments before. Lyra’s eyes widened in
alarm as she realized the wind was emanating from her, responding to her turbulent
emotions.

Fenris reached out to steady her, his hand warm and reassuring on her arm. “It's
alright,” he said calmly. “Just breathe. We’'ll figure this out together.”

Lyra nodded, taking a deep breath as she tried to rein in the surging power within her.
The wind died down, but she could still feel it churning just beneath the surface, waiting
to be unleashed.

“What's happening to me, Fenris?” she asked, unable to keep the fear from her voice.
“Ever since we stopped that ritual, it’s like... like I've tapped into something | can’t
control.”

Fenris’s brow furrowed in thought. “The energy from the ritual was immense. When
Caden sacrificed himself to close the breach, that power had to go somewhere. It's
possible that some of it was absorbed by you.”

The mention of Caden sent a fresh wave of grief through Lyra. Images of his final
moments flashed through her mind — his determined expression, the flash of the
dagger, the blinding light that followed. As the memories overwhelmed her, the air
around them began to crackle with energy.

Small objects — pebbles, twigs, leaves — started to lift off the ground, swirling around
them in a growing vortex. Lyra’s hair whipped around her face, her eyes wide with panic
as she realized she was the source of the disturbance.



“Fenris,” she gasped, reaching out to him. “I can’t stop it. | don’t know how to make it
stop!”

Without hesitation, Fenris pulled her into a tight embrace. “Focus on me,” he said firmly,
his voice cutting through the howling wind. “Feel my heartbeat, match your breathing to
mine. You’re stronger than this power, Lyra. You can control it.”

Lyra clung to him, burying her face in his chest as she struggled to follow his
instructions. She could feel the steady thump of his heart, the rise and fall of his chest.
Gradually, she managed to sync her own breathing to his rhythm.

As she calmed, the swirling vortex began to dissipate. The wind died down, and the
floating objects fell harmlessly to the ground. Lyra sagged against Fenris, exhausted by
the effort of reining in her newfound abilities.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice muffled against his shirt.
Fenris stroked her hair gently. “You did it yourself. | just gave you a focal point.”

They stood like that for a long moment, drawing comfort from each other’s presence.
When Lyra finally pulled back, her expression was one of determination tinged with fear.

“We need to figure out what's happening to me,” she said. “And fast. | can’t risk losing
control like that again. What if | hurt someone?”

Fenris nodded, his mind already working on potential solutions. “There’s an old hermit
who lives in these parts — a woman known for her wisdom and knowledge of arcane
matters. Perhaps she could help us understand what’s happening and how to manage
it.”

Hope bloomed in Lyra’s chest. “Do you think she’d be willing to see us?”

“There’s only one way to find out,” Fenris replied with a small smile. “Are you up for a
journey?”

Lyra squared her shoulders, pushing aside her fatigue. “Lead the way.”

As they made their way through the dense forest, Lyra focused on maintaining her
composure. Every snapping twig or rustling leaf made her jump, afraid that she might
inadvertently unleash her powers again. Fenris walked beside her, a steady presence
that helped keep her grounded.

“Tell me more about this hermit,” Lyra said, partly out of curiosity and partly to distract
herself from her swirling thoughts.



Fenris ducked under a low-hanging branch before responding. “Her name is Elowen.
She’s said to be centuries old, though no one knows for sure. Some say she was once
a powerful sorceress who grew disillusioned with the ways of the world and retreated

into solitude.”
“And you think she’ll be able to help me?”

“If anyone can, it's her,” Fenris said confidently. “Elowen has forgotten more about
magic than most will ever know in a lifetime.”

As they continued their trek, the forest around them began to change subtly. The trees
grew older, their trunks gnarled and twisted into fantastic shapes. Moss hung in thick
curtains from the branches, and the air became heavy with the scent of damp earth and
ancient growing things.

Lyra felt a prickling sensation on the back of her neck, as if they were being watched.
“Fenris,” she whispered, “do you feel that?”

He nodded, his posture alert but not alarmed. “We’re nearing Elowen’s domain. The
forest itself guards her privacy. Stay close to me and keep your mind focused. The trees
can play tricks on the unwary.”

No sooner had he spoken than the path before them seemed to shift and blur. Lyra
blinked, trying to clear her vision, but the effect only intensified. It was as if the very

fabric of reality was warping around them.

Panic began to rise in her chest, and with it, the now-familiar surge of uncontrolled
power. The leaves on nearby trees started to tremble, though there was no wind. “Lyra,”
Fenris said sharply, gripping her hand. “Remember what we practiced. Breathe.

Center yourself.”

She squeezed his hand tightly, using the physical contact as an anchor. Slowly,
deliberately, she drew in a deep breath and released it, visualizing her chaotic energy
settling like silt in a disturbed pond.

As she regained control, the forest around them solidified once more. The path ahead
was clear, leading to a small clearing where a humble cottage stood. Smoke curled from
its chimney, and a profusion of herbs and flowers grew in neat beds around its
perimeter.

Before they could approach, the door of the cottage swung open. A woman emerged



not the ancient crone Lyra had been expecting, but a striking figure who appeared to be
in the prime of life. Her hair was a cascade of silver that seemed to shimmer with its
own inner light, and her eyes held the wisdom of ages.

“I've been expecting you,” Elowen said, her voice rich and melodious. “Come inside. We
have much to discuss.”



