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    To my mother, Erica Obimpeh. Thank you for your endless love, your sacrifices, and for always being my greatest supporter. This book is for you.

      

    

My name is San Qi.
I was born the first prince of the Mystic Wolves—heir to a throne carved from blood, loyalty, and ancient law.
And I killed my own brother.

Not in a moment of rage.
Not in madness.
But because he poisoned me for five years, stole my throne, betrayed our bloodline, and sold our people to monsters wearing familiar faces.
They called me weak.
They called me dying.
They prepared my funeral while I was still breathing.
What they didn’t know was this—

I survived the poison.
I embraced the darkness they feared.
And when I returned, I was no longer a prince begging for justice.
I was the Alpha they created by betrayal.

This is not a story of forgiveness.
This is the story of what happens after mercy dies.
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Chapter 1
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San Qi lay half-buried in the shadows of his chamber, watching helplessly as the flickering torchlight carved long, trembling shapes across the cold stone walls. The room smelled of smoke, sweat, and sickness. His body—once hardened by years of battle and discipline—now lay weak beneath layers of silks soaked through with fever. Heat burned under his skin, yet chills racked him without warning. Every breath scraped his throat, shallow and uneven, as though even the air had turned against him.

A thin veil separated his bedchamber from the adjoining quarters. It was meant for privacy, for comfort. Tonight, it served only as a cruel reminder.

From beyond the curtain came laughter.

Soft at first. Familiar. A sound that once eased his mind after long councils and bloodied campaigns. His fiancée’s laugh.

Then another voice joined it—lower, steadier, filled with an ease that made San Qi’s chest tighten. San Lang. His younger brother.

Their shadows moved together behind the veil, close enough that their outlines merged. Intimate. Careless. Unforgivable.

San Qi’s jaw tightened as anger flared within him, sharp and blinding. But the fury had nowhere to go. His muscles refused to answer. His body trembled, not with rage, but with weakness. The sickness had stolen more than his strength—it had stripped him of dignity, authority, and hope.

He had been the firstborn son of the Mystic Wolves Clan. The chosen heir. Raised from childhood to command, to protect, to lead. Centuries of sacred bloodline power had flowed through him, binding him to the clan’s fate.

Now, he was hidden away like an embarrassment. A relic of a past the clan was eager to forget.

Another sound slipped through the veil—a soft, breathless cry. It shattered what little composure he had left. His eyes burned, tears gathering not from pain, but from humiliation so deep it hollowed him out.

He turned his face toward the wall, pressing his cheek against the cool stone as if it might absorb his shame.

But the cruelty did not end there.

San Lang’s voice rose, clear and deliberate, no longer bothering to keep its distance.

“Look at him now,” his brother said with a quiet sneer. “The mighty heir, reduced to a ghost under his own roof. And they still dare to call him the Alpha?”

A hushed giggle followed—light, indulgent, approving. His fiancée did not protest. She did not defend him.

San Qi’s fingers curled weakly into the sheets, nails scraping against damp fabric. His hands had once wielded blades that turned the tide of battles. Now they could barely grip cloth.

His mind drifted back to a time that felt impossibly distant. Five years ago, his presence alone could still a crowded hall. His voice carried weight. His steps inspired fear in enemies and loyalty in allies. The blood of the Mystic Wolves had burned hot and fierce in his veins.

Then came the changes.

At first, they were easy to ignore—fatigue after council meetings, restless nights, aches that lingered longer than they should. He told himself it was the burden of leadership. The price of wearing the crown.

But the weakness deepened. His strength faded. His senses dulled. Training left him exhausted. Battles became impossible. No healer could name the cause. No ritual brought relief.

By the time he understood that this was no ordinary illness—that something far darker had taken root within him—his position had already begun to crumble.

San Lang had stepped forward, smiling, offering help, whispering reassurances to the elders. Promises spoken softly. Lies spoken smoothly. And slowly, the clan turned its eyes away from San Qi.

Even the woman he loved no longer looked at him with concern—only disappointment, and then ambition.

Bitterness surged in his chest like a trapped storm, but his body remained still, useless, betraying him once again.

“Five years...” San Qi murmured, his voice barely more than breath against stone.
“And I still don’t know why.”
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San Qi searched his mind for answers, grasping at anything that might explain the slow, merciless decay of his body. Had he been cursed? Had someone invoked dark rites against him? Or had the spirits he once honored simply turned their backs, deeming him unworthy?

No matter how he turned the question, no answer came.

The soft creak of the chamber doors broke the silence.

A slender figure slipped inside, her movements quiet and precise, as though she feared even the air might betray her. It was Lian, his personal maid. She carried a porcelain bowl in both hands, steam rising gently from the dark liquid within. The bitter scent of herbs filled the room—familiar, nightly, unavoidable.

Her face remained composed, eyes lowered in the picture of practiced obedience. She approached the bedside and knelt, presenting the bowl with careful grace.

“Your medicine, Young Master,” she said softly.

Her voice held the same tenderness she had always shown him. Too steady. Too careful. As though she feared the sound of her own words.

San Qi opened his mouth to respond—

And another voice cut in.

“Ah, Lian,” San Lang said smoothly, pushing aside the veil without hesitation. His chest was bare, his posture relaxed, his smile shameless. “Still keeping up with our little plan?”

Lian stiffened.

San Qi’s heart faltered, skipping a beat.

“You haven’t missed a dose, I hope,” San Lang continued, amusement lacing every word as he stepped closer. He reached out, brushing his fingers slowly down Lian’s arm. “We wouldn’t want our dear brother recovering too soon, would we?”

Lian flinched at his touch—but she did not pull away.

She said nothing.

The silence was louder than any confession.

San Qi stared at her, his throat dry, his thoughts spiraling out of control. The porcelain bowl trembled in her hands now, the steam curling upward like a cruel mockery.

Poison.

It had never been illness.

It had been betrayal—slow, deliberate, administered night after night with quiet precision. Delivered by the very hands that once cooled his fever, adjusted his blankets, and swore loyalty with bowed head and gentle devotion.

Rage flickered deep in his chest, sharp and searing. His fingers twitched weakly against the sheets, instinct screaming for him to rise, to strike, to tear the truth from them both.

But his body did not obey.

The door creaked open again, and instinct took over. San Qi shut his eyes and let his muscles go slack, forcing his breathing into slow, shallow rhythm. He feigned the sleep that had so often claimed him against his will.

He heard her footsteps—light, hesitant—as Lian moved closer.

A quiet sigh escaped her lips.

“Still asleep,” she whispered, more to herself than anyone else.

The faint clink of porcelain echoed as she set the bowl aside. Then came the subtle tug of fabric as she rolled up his sleeve. A sharp, cold sting pierced his arm—the needle slipping beneath his skin with practiced ease.

So it was true.

There was no denying it now.

His heart thundered wildly, but outwardly he remained motionless. He wanted to seize her wrist, throw her back, demand answers—but the paralysis held him fast. His limbs felt impossibly heavy, as though carved from stone. Even his voice betrayed him, lodged uselessly in his throat.

Lian finished quickly, pressing a cloth to the puncture with almost maternal care. Then she hesitated.

She brushed a loose strand of hair from his face.

“Forgive me, Young Master,” she murmured, her voice barely a breath. “This is the only way... please understand.”

And then she turned and left, her figure disappearing into the dim corridor without another word.

San Qi’s mind screamed.

There had to be more—something she wasn’t saying. Fear. Coercion. A threat hanging over her head. What hold did San Lang have over her? What had driven her to this quiet treachery?

As the poison once again seeped through his veins, his fury began to change. It hardened, cooling into something sharp and controlled.

He couldn’t move now.

But he would.

And when he did, they would all pay.

Yet even as vengeance coiled tightly in his chest, San Qi understood the truth with bitter clarity: he was too weak to harm a fly, let alone take revenge.

His body, once honed into a weapon of instinct and precision, lay useless beneath him. His fingers refused to curl. His breaths came thin and shallow. Even lifting his head sent waves of dizziness crashing over him.

Revenge?

The word tasted hollow. What could he possibly do—trapped in this failing shell, watched by traitors, poisoned by those sworn to serve him?

Reality pressed down on him like stone.

If he were to act, it could not be through strength. That path was closed.

But strength was not the only weapon.

There were other ways—quieter ways. Sharper ways. Slower ways.

If his body could not fight, then his mind would. If he could not stand, he would listen. If he could not strike, he would plan. Every whispered conversation. Every careless glance. Every flicker of doubt in Lian’s eyes.

He would remember everything.

He would become something else.

A shadow within the shadow.

Elsewhere in the manor, laughter drifted through silk-draped corridors.

Mei Lin lay tangled in San Lang’s arms, her expression lazy and satisfied. She traced slow circles along his chest, her voice smooth, sweet, and threaded with ambition.

“They already look to you,” she murmured. “It won’t be long before the Elders name you Alpha. And when they do...”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear.

“I’ll be your Luna. The first and only.”

San Lang chuckled softly, amused by how easily she had shifted her loyalty, how quickly she had abandoned weakness for promise. To him, Mei Lin was nothing more than a tool—beautiful, pliant, and perfectly positioned. Her dreams of shared power entertained him. He had no intention of fulfilling them.

But she didn’t see the calculation behind his smile.

In her mind, the throne already belonged to them. San Qi was a fading memory, a tragic figure they would mourn publicly while feasting on his legacy.

She imagined the ceremony—the elders’ approval, the pack bowing low, the weight of admiration in their eyes. At last, she would be more than the daughter of a minor noble house.

She would be Queen to the new Alpha.
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Back in the dim silence of San Qi’s chamber, the walls seemed to close in around him, heavy with unspoken thoughts and long-held secrets. The torches burned low, their flames wavering as if weakened by the same unseen force that gnawed at his body. Shadows crept along the stone like living things, stretching and recoiling with each shallow breath he took.

His body lay unmoving upon the bed, frail and unresponsive, but his mind raged without restraint. Thoughts tore through him like a wild beast trapped in a cage, slamming against the bars again and again. Rage burned deep in his gut—hot, relentless—but it no longer stood alone. It twisted together with fear, humiliation, and a bitter sense of loss so sharp it threatened to suffocate him. Yet beneath it all, something new began to form. Something hard. Something steady.

Resolve.

He could not afford despair. Not now.

San Qi forced his thoughts inward, pushing past the screaming pain in his limbs, past the memory of Lian’s trembling hands and San Lang’s smug voice, past the slow poison that crawled through his veins night after night. He searched his memories with desperate focus, combing through years of lessons, warnings, and half-forgotten tales—anything that might offer him even the smallest chance to survive.

Time stretched thin as he searched.

Then, like a spark striking dry wood, a memory flared to life.

His grandfather.

He could almost see the old wolf now—broad-shouldered even in age, his fur silvered by time, his eyes sharp with knowledge the Elders pretended did not exist. They had spoken late one night, long before sickness had claimed San Qi, long before betrayal had sunk its claws into his life.

“There’s a ritual, boy,” his grandfather had said, his voice rough, heavy with secrets meant for no one else. “Not taught to cowards. Not meant for fools. A forbidden path—older than the Elders themselves, darker than a moonless night. Black Wolf magic.”

At the time, San Qi had laughed it off, dismissing the words as another grim tale meant to frighten him into obedience. Forbidden magic had no place in a future Alpha’s education—or so he had believed.

Now, lying broken and forgotten, that memory burned brighter than any torch in the chamber.

The Ritual of Reclamation.

A rite whispered of only in fragments, erased from records and outlawed generations ago. A ritual said to rebuild a body torn apart by ruin—to break flesh and spirit down to nothing, then stitch them back together into something stronger, something fearsome. The Elders had condemned it not only for its unnatural power, but for the terrible price it demanded.

The cost had always been the true horror.

The ingredients alone were enough to curdle the blood of any wolf who heard them spoken aloud.

Poison—to weaken the body and strip it bare.

Blood from the innocent—to bind the rite with stolen purity.

Fresh flesh—bone and muscle, taken willingly or ripped away by force.

And the final offering... the heart of the one who had betrayed you most.

Not symbolically. Literally.

It was madness. A curse masquerading as salvation. A ritual that promised rebirth at the edge of annihilation.

No wonder it had been forbidden.

San Qi’s chest rose and fell with a shallow breath. His heart pounded, not with fear now, but with grim understanding. Any other path had already been closed to him. The healers had failed. The Elders had turned away. His brother waited patiently for him to die.

What choice did he truly have?

The poison coursing through his veins—the very thing meant to erase him—might become the first offering. Fate, cruel as it was, had already placed the ritual’s opening requirement inside his body. If he could endure it... if he could learn to bend the venom instead of letting it consume him... then the rite could begin.

Pain would be unavoidable. Survival was not guaranteed.

But death already stood at his bedside.

A faint movement tugged at his lips. Not quite a smile, but something colder. Sharper.

“You fed me poison, brother,” he thought, his gaze fixed on the dark ceiling above him.
“Let’s see if I can make it power.”

—-
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Chapter 4

Chapter Title: “Reforged in Ash and Bone”
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San Qi’s eyes fluttered open to a world of dim light and drifting shadow.
The candles around him had burned low, their flames thin and unsteady, as though even fire hesitated to remain in this room.
For a long moment, he did nothing but breathe.

Each inhale scraped his lungs raw. Each exhale felt like surrender.
Yet beneath the weakness, beneath the poison crawling slowly through his veins, a quiet certainty settled inside him—cold, solid, undeniable.
Everything he needed... was already within him.

His ruined body was not a prison. It was a foundation.
The poison was not only death. It could become fuel.
Even his innocence—once something fragile and easily broken—now stood untouched by betrayal. Clean. Unclaimed. Waiting.
He was not merely the victim of sacrifice.

He was the offering and the blade.

His trembling fingers dragged across the dust-covered floor, tracing symbols older than memory.
His grandfather’s teachings returned not as gentle guidance, but as something heavier—like hands pressing firmly against his shoulders, refusing to let him fall.
The markings formed slowly, imperfect lines carved by shaking hands.
Still, they were enough.
When he began to chant, his voice was scarcely more than breath.

The forbidden words tasted wrong.
Like iron. Like smoke. Like something that had never been meant for a living tongue.
For a heartbeat, he nearly stopped.

Then the darkness inside him answered.

It stirred softly at first—an ancient presence waking from a sleep too deep to measure.
Cold spread along his spine, deliberate and patient, until even the air around him seemed to hold its breath.
The poison reacted immediately.

Fire flooded his veins.
Not heat alone, but change—twisting, searching, breaking him open from within.
Pain swallowed thought.
Still, he clenched his jaw and endured.
This was only the beginning.



The first fracture came without warning.

A sharp crack split the silence, echoing through the chamber like a branch snapping in a dead forest.
Then another. And another.
His bones were breaking.

Not randomly.
Not cruelly.
But with terrible precision—as if unseen hands were dismantling him piece by piece, studying how he had once been made.
Agony flooded every nerve.
His body convulsed violently, muscles tightening until breath became impossible.
Beneath his skin, fibers tore apart and rewove themselves, thicker, stronger, burning with a heat that felt almost alive.
His joints ground together with a sound that turned his stomach, reshaping under pressure no human body should survive.
He collapsed onto the cold floor, sweat pouring down his temples, soaking into the dust and symbols beneath him.

For a moment, darkness threatened to take him.

But the ritual was not finished.



The second step demanded flesh.

His veins darkened, thin lines of black spreading beneath pale skin like ink dropped into water.
Venom—older, deeper, more merciless than the poison already inside him—slipped into his bloodstream and fused with it.
The sensation was unbearable.

Nausea rolled through him in violent waves.
His stomach twisted.
His vision blurred at the edges.
Yet his heart refused to stop.

It pounded harder—faster—each beat striking like a war drum in an empty valley.
The rhythm forced the magic deeper, commanding his body to accept what it would never have chosen.
Somewhere between one heartbeat and the next, pain stopped feeling separate from him.

It became everything.

And strangely... his senses sharpened.

He could hear the faint hiss of candle wicks.
Smell the dust on the floor.
Feel the slow turning of power gathering in the air.
He was being destroyed.

But he was also becoming something else.



The third step reached where pain could not.

His mind.

A pressure closed around his thoughts, tightening like invisible chains.
The ritual demanded release—not of blood or bone, but of memory.
Images surfaced without mercy.

Laughter from a life that felt impossibly distant.
Trust given too easily.
The moment betrayal shattered everything he had believed unbreakable.
His brother’s face.

The loss struck harder than any broken bone.
For an instant, his resolve wavered.
The magic pressed closer, whispering a simple bargain:

Let go... and the pain will end.

But San Qi understood the truth hidden beneath the offer.
To surrender everything was not rebirth.
It was emptiness.

Through burning thoughts and splintering memories, he held onto one fragile certainty—

This suffering had meaning.

This torment had purpose.

And he would not abandon himself to escape it.

Something inside the ritual shifted.

Not broken.
But acknowledged.



Then came the final step.

Awakening.

The pain did not vanish.
It receded—slowly, reluctantly—like a tide pulling back from ruined shores.
In its place, heat gathered deep within his core.
Not destructive.
Not wild.
Focused.

Alive.

It spread outward through muscle and bone, filling the hollow spaces left behind by everything he had endured.
Strength followed quietly, settling into him as though it had always belonged there.
His breathing steadied.
The trembling eased.
For the first time since the ritual began, silence returned.

San Qi’s eyes opened.

Light caught in them strangely—too sharp, too clear, reflecting something that had not existed before this night.
Something older than pain.
Older than fear.
Beneath his skin, the presence of the wolf no longer felt distant or sleeping.

It ran with him.
Moved with him.
Waited with him.
He was still broken.
Still wounded.
Still far from whole.
But the boundary between what he had been...
and what he might become...
had already begun to disappear.

And in the quiet ashes of the chamber, where dust and blood and ancient symbols lay scattered together—

San Qi took his first breath
not as a victim of fate,
but as something slowly, inexorably,

being reborn.
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Chapter Title: “Awakening of the Dual Sigil”
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The chamber was drenched in the scent of iron and sweat, the flickering candlelight casting jagged shadows across walls etched with ancient runes. The floor, once still and sacred, now pulsed faintly with dark energy, absorbing the remnants of the ritual that had already begun to reshape San Qi. He lay sprawled on the stone, limbs trembling violently, his body a map of agony and transformation. Veins darkened with venom and power, weaving patterns beneath pale skin like living rivers. Yet the ritual was not finished. The final step remained: the awakening of the Wolf.

This was no ordinary magic. It was the soul of every Mystic Wolf condensed into one sacred rite—a bond most were granted in youth, yet for San Qi it had always been a sealed door, locked beneath years of training, expectation, and the suffocating weight of self-doubt. He had survived betrayal, poison, and near death without ever knowing the true ferocity lying dormant inside him. Now, the ritual demanded that he tear down that barrier.

He drew in a shuddering breath, claws metaphorically raking through the edges of his soul. Pain and memory intertwined, each fragment a thread of the boy he once was, tangled and frayed. For a moment, there was only emptiness. Cold. Silence. The world felt distant, unreal, as if suspended outside time itself.

Then—a tremor.

A low, resonant rumble, not from the stone beneath him, but from deep within his own being.

It was two presences, vast and ancient.

Frienor—the silver-eyed Watcher Beyond the Flame, embodiment of reason, wisdom, and silent judgment.
Amarok—the gold-eyed devourer of isolation, born from the fires of rage and despair, primal as the void before creation.
San Qi’s mind became their battleground. Voices rose, weaving through him, neither gentle nor kind.

"You are ours now...", Frienor whispered, like ice sliding across steel.
"You were always mine," Amarok growled, low and feral, vibrating the very marrow of his bones.
He screamed, not in fear but in release, as his body responded to their demand. Energy surged, lifting him slightly from the floor as though the stone itself had become irrelevant. Black sigils etched themselves over his heart—half-moon, half-claw—a convergence of order and chaos branded into flesh and spirit. Pain came again, but now it was purposeful, precise, a hammer forging him anew. Bones cracked, not randomly, but aligning into a framework of predatory grace. Muscles coiled, layered, and grew taut, vibrating with controlled power. His heart slowed, then restarted on a rhythm not entirely human—an Alpha’s pulse, resonant with the life of two ancient wolves fused as one.

When his eyes opened, they were no longer those of a man. The Wolf stared back.

It was a hybrid of Frienor’s icy clarity and Amarok’s feral instinct, a union of predator and sentinel. His breath came ragged but steady, filling the quiet chamber with the weight of one who had seen the end of himself and returned.
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