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  DEDICATION


For the readers who swore they’d pace themselves, take breaks, act normal. Look at you now, sleep‑deprived, emotionally compromised, and absolutely feral about fictional wolves. 
I see you…
I respect you…
And I promise you this: it only gets more unhinged from here.
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  PROLOGUE


The mountains didn’t whisper in Briar’s Hollow. They watched. 
Ancient, unmoving, carved from the bones of the Appalachian borderlands where Tennessee met the oldest ridges on the continent. The town lay tucked in a valley so deep the sun arrived late and left early, its light filtered through a canopy of pines that had stood longer than any human memory.
People here lived slow. Spoke slower. Believed in things the rest of the world had forgotten, and they were right to, because the land remembered everything.
Asher Thornstein had chosen it for that reason.
Not for the beauty. Not for the quiet. Not even for the isolation, though that helped. He chose Briar’s Hollow because it was the only place that felt old enough to hold the weight he carried. Old enough to swallow the secrets he couldn’t afford to let surface. Old enough to hide a man who sometimes needed to disappear.
Thornstein Tech rose from the valley floor like a dark blade, all obsidian glass and steel angles, a structure that didn’t belong in a town where most roofs were tin and most signs were hand-painted. Locals called it the fortress. Outsiders called it eccentric. Asher called it necessary.
A place to work. A place to watch. A place to wait.
He stood on the top-floor balcony now, the night wind tugging at his shirt, carrying the scent of rain and pine sap. Storm clouds gathered above the ridge, heavy and electric, the kind of sky that made the hair on his arms rise. Thunder rumbled in the distance.
His callsign. His curse. His reminder.
He’d earned it long before he built an empire. Long before he learned to hide what he was. Long after the world took something from him that it had no right to touch.
A soul wasn’t supposed to be separated. Not like that. Not for this long.
He didn’t speak of it. Didn’t let it show. Not in the boardroom. Not in the shadows where Thornstein Tech’s real work happened. Not even in the quiet hours when the ache sharpened into something almost unbearable.
The mountains knew. They always knew.
The locals whispered about him sometimes. About the reclusive tech magnate who walked the woods at night, who stared at storms like he was waiting for them to speak, who carried a loneliness so old it felt like a haunting.
They didn’t know the truth. They didn’t know he was searching. That he had been searching for lifetimes. That he would keep searching until the universe gave back what it stole.
They had their own stories. Their own warnings.
The One Who Unthreads.
He’d heard the name murmured in the diner, on porches, in the low hum of gossip that moved through Briar’s Hollow like fog. A spirit, a curse, a creature that walked backward through time. One who unraveled fate. One who returned what was lost… or took what remained.
Asher didn’t believe in legends, but the name made something cold stir in his chest. As if the mountains were whispering that his past was closer than he thought. As if the storm rolling in wasn’t just weather.
As if something was coming…
Selene Whitlock didn’t believe in legends either.
She believed in breath. In blood. In the fragile miracle of birth. In the way new life could soften even the hardest corners of the world. As Briar’s Hollow’s only midwife, she’d seen more beginnings than endings, more hope than despair, but she also believed in instincts, and hers had been screaming for weeks.
Something was shifting in the ridge. The air felt charged, like the moment before lightning struck. The animals were restless. The nights were louder. The shadows moved differently, and she kept dreaming of a man she’d never met.
A man with storm-colored eyes and a voice she felt instead of heard. A man who stood in the dark with his hand outstretched, as if waiting for her to remember something she’d forgotten. A man whose presence felt like déjà vu wrapped in longing.
She woke every time with her heart racing and her palms warm, like she’d been holding someone’s hand.
She told herself it was stress. Exhaustion. Too many births in too few weeks, but the dreams kept coming, and the feeling kept growing.
Tonight, as she drove home along the winding mountain road, the storm clouds above the ridge pulsed with distant lightning. The radio crackled with static. The trees leaned in like they were listening.
Selene tightened her grip on the wheel.
Briar’s Hollow had always been strange, but this felt different. Like the beginning of something, or the return of something.
She didn’t know that Asher Thornstein stood on his balcony at that exact moment, staring into the same storm. She didn’t know that the ache in his chest had shifted, no longer pain, but something almost hopeful. She didn’t know that the universe had begun to pull threads taut, weaving paths that had once been severed.
She didn’t know the mountains had been waiting for her. That he had been waiting for her. That the storm wasn’t coming for the town.
It was coming for them.
Asher closed his eyes as the first crack of lightning split the sky. For the first time in a long, long while, the hollow ache inside him changed.
It didn’t hurt. It hummed. Alive. Awake. Reaching.
Somewhere in the valley below, a woman with steady healer’s hands felt the same hum ripple through her bones.
The mountains exhaled. The storm answered, and the legend of The One Who Unthreads stirred from its slumber. Because fate, once broken, had begun to stitch itself back together, and the soul he’d lost so long ago was finally, impossibly, coming home.






  
  CHAPTER 1


The storm had broken before dawn, leaving the world washed clean and humming with leftover electricity. Asher stood barefoot on the balcony of his private suite, the concrete cool beneath his feet, the air sharp with the scent of wet pine and ozone. 
Below him, Briar’s Hollow was waking up.
Lights flickered on in the valley. A truck engine coughed to life. Somewhere far off, a dog barked at nothing, or at something only animals sensed.
He rubbed the back of his neck, trying to shake the lingering echo of the night before. The hum in his chest hadn’t faded. If anything, it had grown stronger, settling beneath his ribs like a second heartbeat.
He didn’t like it. He didn’t trust it. He wanted it. That was the problem.
He turned away from the railing and stepped inside, the glass doors whispering shut behind him. His office was already awake. Screens glowing, servers humming, the quiet pulse of Thornstein Tech’s hidden machinery thrumming through the floor.
He didn’t need coffee. He needed answers.
“Asher.”
Rourke Maddox filled the doorway, tablet in hand. Broad-shouldered, steady-eyed, ex-military; he was the kind of man who didn’t rattle easily.
“You’re in early,” Rourke said.
“I didn’t sleep.”
Rourke didn’t comment. He never did. The man had been with him long enough to know better.
“We picked up unusual movement on the ridge last night,” Rourke said, tapping the tablet. “Thermal signatures. Not animals.”
Asher’s jaw tightened. “Human?”
“Possibly. But the patterns were… erratic.”
Erratic. Unpredictable. Unnatural.
The ridge had always been strange, but last night had felt different. The storm had carried something in with it. Something old, something restless.
“Keep monitoring,” Asher said. “Expand the perimeter scans.”
Rourke nodded once and left.
Asher moved to the central console, fingers flying across the interface. He pulled up the thermal footage, watching the flickering shapes move through the trees. They weren’t hunters. Not hikers. Not locals.
They moved like they were searching, or like they were being pulled.
A muscle ticked in his jaw. He knew the feeling. He’d lived with it for lifetimes. The ache in his chest pulsed again. Sharp, insistent, familiar in a way that made his breath catch.
He closed his eyes. No. Not possible. Not again.
He forced the thought down, burying it beneath logic and discipline and the cold steel of reality, but the mountains didn’t care about logic, and the storm had changed something. He could feel it.
Selene woke to the sound of rain dripping from the eaves and the faint ache in her palms. The same warmth she’d felt in her dreams.
She sat up slowly, rubbing her hands together as if she could shake the sensation loose. It didn’t work. It never did.
Her small cabin on the edge of Briar’s Hollow was quiet, the morning light soft and gray through the curtains. She’d lived here for three years, long enough to know the rhythms of the ridge. Long enough to know when something was off, and today, everything felt off.
She dressed quickly, jeans, boots, a soft sweater, and tied her blonde hair into a loose braid. Her phone buzzed on the counter.
Mara (6:12 AM):  

Contractions started. Not urgent yet. Can you come by mid-morning?


Selene smiled. Mara was on her third baby and handled labor like most people handled grocery shopping.
Selene (6:13 AM):  

Of course. I’ll bring tea.


She grabbed her bag, locked the cabin, and stepped into the cool morning air. The forest was still dripping from the storm, the ground soft beneath her boots. Mist curled low across the path, clinging to the underbrush like it didn’t want to let go.
She paused. The air felt… charged. Not dangerous. Not threatening. Just aware. Like the ridge was watching her.
She shook it off and started down the trail toward town. The walk was familiar, comforting, until it wasn’t.
Halfway down the path, she stopped again. Her heart thudded once, hard.
A hum rippled through her chest, warm and startling, like someone had plucked an invisible thread inside her. She pressed a hand to her sternum.
“What was that…”
The sensation wasn’t painful. It wasn’t frightening. It was recognition. But of what? Or who?
She looked around, expecting to see someone on the trail, but the woods were empty. Only the trees, the mist, and the faint echo of something she couldn’t name.
She exhaled slowly. The dreams. The hum. The storm. Something was shifting. She didn’t know what it meant, but she knew it wasn’t random.
By mid-morning, the hum in his chest had become impossible to ignore. He tried to work. He tried to focus. He tried to pretend he wasn’t feeling something he had no right to feel, but every time he inhaled, the air tasted different.
Every time he blinked, the world felt sharper. Every time he moved, something inside him pulled, subtle, insistent, like a compass needle trying to find true north.
He stood at the window overlooking the ridge.
The storm clouds had broken, sunlight spilling across the valley in fractured beams. The forest glistened. The air shimmered, and something, someone, was out there.
He didn’t know how he knew. He just did. The ache he’d carried for lifetimes wasn’t hollow today. It was reaching. Alive. Awake. Calling.
He gripped the windowsill until the metal groaned beneath his fingers.
“No,” he whispered. “Not unless it’s real.”
He couldn’t survive another false echo. Another phantom. Another almost, but the mountains didn’t lie, and the ridge had never hummed like this.
By the time she reached Mara’s house, the hum had faded to a soft throb beneath her ribs, still there, still warm, still impossible to ignore.
Mara greeted her at the door, already laughing between contractions.
“You look like you saw a ghost,” Mara teased.
Selene forced a smile. “Just a weird morning.”
“Weird how?”
Selene hesitated. How did she explain a feeling she didn’t understand? A pull toward something she couldn’t see? A warmth that felt like someone whispering her name without sound?
“Just… the ridge,” she said finally. “It feels different today.”
Mara snorted. “Everything feels different when you’re tired.”
Maybe. Maybe not.
Selene set her bag down and began her work, but her thoughts kept drifting back to the forest. To the hum. To the strange, impossible sense that something had shifted in the world. Something important. Something she wasn’t ready to name.
He didn’t leave the building. He didn’t need to. He could feel the shift from where he stood.
The ridge was waking up. The threads were tightening. The storm had opened something he’d thought was sealed forever.
He didn’t know her name. He didn’t know her face, but he knew the truth he’d spent lifetimes chasing: She was here. Somewhere in the valley. Somewhere in the trees. Somewhere close 
enough that the bond, broken, severed, stolen, was beginning to hum again. He closed his eyes.
“Selene,” he whispered, though he didn’t know why.
The name tasted right. Like remembering. Like returning. Like fate stitching itself back together.
As she helped Mara breathe through another contraction, a sudden warmth spread through her chest, gentle, steady, undeniable. She froze.
Mara frowned. “You okay?”
Selene swallowed hard. “Yeah. Just… a flutter.”
It wasn’t a flutter. It was a pull. A thread tightening. A whisper she didn’t understand. A name she didn’t know she knew.
“Asher,” she murmured under her breath, the word slipping out like a secret. 
She didn’t know who he was, but the mountains did, and the ridge had begun to stir.






  
  CHAPTER 2


By the time the sun climbed over the ridge, Asher felt like he was vibrating under his own skin. 
The hum from yesterday hadn’t faded. It had deepened, settled, become something with shape and direction. Not a sound. Not a sensation. More like… gravity. A pull.
He tried to ignore it. He tried to bury himself in work. He tried to pretend he wasn’t pacing the length of his office like a caged animal, but the ridge kept calling.
“Asher.”
Rourke Maddox stepped into the room, jaw tight. “We’ve got more anomalies.”
Asher didn’t turn. “What kind?”
“Acoustic distortions. Low-frequency. Not mechanical.”
Not mechanical. Not natural. Not random. The ridge was speaking.
“Show me,” Asher said.
Rourke handed him a tablet. The audio graph pulsed with irregular waves, too rhythmic to be noise, too chaotic to be human.
“It started around three a.m.,” Rourke said. “Same time as the thermal signatures last night.”
Asher’s pulse kicked.
Three a.m. The exact moment he’d jolted awake, chest burning, breath caught in his throat like he’d been yanked out of a dream he couldn’t remember.
He zoomed in on the waveform. The pattern wasn’t familiar, but the feeling was.
A tug beneath his ribs. A whisper in his bones. A memory he couldn’t reach.
Rourke watched him carefully. “You think it’s connected.”
Asher didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. The ridge had never lied to him, and it wasn’t lying now.
Something was out there. Someone, and the bond he’d lost was stirring like it had been waiting for this exact moment. He set the tablet down.
“Expand the scans,” he said. “And increase the perimeter patrols.”
Rourke nodded. “You expecting trouble?”
Asher stared out the window at the ridge, sunlight cutting through the mist like a blade.
“No,” he said quietly. “I’m expecting change.”
Selene didn’t remember falling asleep.
One moment she’d been sitting at Mara’s kitchen table, sipping tea between contractions. The next, she was somewhere else entirely.
A forest. Dark. Silent. Alive.
Mist curled around her ankles, cool and soft. The trees towered overhead, their branches woven so tightly they blocked out the sky. She wasn’t afraid. She should’ve been, but she wasn’t, because she wasn’t alone.
A figure stood ahead of her, tall, broad-shouldered, carved from shadow and storm light. She couldn’t see his face, but she felt him. Felt him. Like a memory. Like a promise. Like a name she’d forgotten how to say.
Her chest warmed, the same hum from the ridge pulsing through her veins.
She took a step toward him. He took a step toward her. The forest held its breath. Her heart thundered, and then…
“Selene!”
She gasped awake, nearly knocking over her tea. Mara stood over her, laughing through a contraction.
“Sorry,” Mara said. “Didn’t mean to scare you. Baby’s coming faster than expected.”
Selene pressed a hand to her chest, trying to steady her breathing. The dream clung to her like mist. The warmth lingered. The hum pulsed.
She forced herself to focus, slipping into the calm, practiced rhythm of her work. But every time she blinked, she saw him again, shadow and storm, reaching for her like he knew her. Like he’d always known her.
By the time the baby arrived, healthy, pink, perfect, Selene’s hands were steady, but her mind wasn’t.
The dream wasn’t just a dream. It was a message. A warning. A beginning.
By late afternoon, the pull had sharpened into something almost physical. He felt it when he walked. He felt it when he breathed. He felt it when he tried, unsuccessfully, to focus on anything else.
He stood in the center of his office, eyes closed, letting the sensation wash over him. It wasn’t pain. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t longing. It was recognition.
A thread tightening. A bond reawakening. A truth he’d buried because the alternative had been unbearable. He opened his eyes.
“Rourke,” he said, voice low. “Prep the rover.”
Rourke blinked. “You’re going out?”
“Yes.”
“Where?”
Asher looked toward the ridge.
“Wherever this leads.”
Rourke hesitated. “You haven’t left the perimeter in months.”
“I know.”
“And you don’t know what’s out there.”
“I know that too.”
Rourke studied him for a long moment, then nodded. “I’ll get it ready.”
Asher exhaled slowly. He wasn’t chasing a ghost. He wasn’t chasing a memory. He wasn’t chasing hope. He was following the pull, and for the first time in lifetimes, it wasn’t leading him into emptiness. It was leading him toward something real.
By evening, the dream still clung to her.
She walked home along the forest path, the air cool and damp, the ridge humming beneath the surface like a heartbeat she couldn’t hear but could feel.
Every step made the warmth in her chest grow stronger. Every breath made the world feel sharper. Every shift of wind felt like a whisper brushing her skin.
She paused halfway up the trail. The forest was quiet. Too quiet. The kind of quiet that wasn’t empty, just waiting.
She closed her eyes. The hum deepened. The warmth spread and a name rose to her lips like it had been carved into her bones long before she was born.
“Asher…”
The trees didn’t answer, but the ridge did.
A soft tremor beneath her feet. A pulse in the air. A whisper in her blood.
She opened her eyes. Something was coming. Something she couldn’t stop. Something she didn’t want to stop. Something that felt like destiny.
He stood at the edge of the ridge, the rover idling behind him, the forest stretching out in front of him like a living thing. The pull was stronger here. Almost overwhelming.
He inhaled deeply. Pine. Rain. Earth. And something else. Something warm. Something familiar.
Something he’d lost so long ago he’d stopped believing he’d ever feel it again.
He closed his eyes. “Selene,” he whispered.
The ridge answered with a low, rolling tremor. Not dangerous. Not threatening. Welcoming.
Calling.
He stepped forward. Not toward her. Not yet, but toward the place where their threads were beginning to weave again. Slowly. Inevitably. Beautifully.
The collision was coming, but not tonight. Tonight, the ridge simply watched and waited.
The deeper Asher moved into the ridge, the more the world shifted around him. It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even visible.
It was subtle, like the forest was adjusting itself, realigning its bones, making space for something it had been expecting for a long time.
He stepped over a fallen log, boots sinking into damp moss. The air was thick with the scent of cedar and rain-soaked earth. Sunlight filtered through the canopy in fractured beams, catching on drifting particles of mist.
He paused. The hum in his chest sharpened. Not painful. Not pleasant. Just… insistent. Like a hand pressing lightly against his sternum, urging him forward.
He exhaled slowly, letting the sensation settle. He’d felt echoes before—faint, fleeting, cruel reminders of what he’d lost. But this wasn’t an echo. This was a pull. A direction. A thread tightening.
He crouched beside a cluster of ferns, brushing his fingers across the damp soil. No tracks. No signs of movement. Nothing to explain why the ridge felt alive beneath his feet, but he didn’t need evidence.
He could feel her. Not her identity. Not her face. Not her voice. Just her presence, warm, steady, familiar in a way that made his throat tighten.
He stood again, scanning the trees.
“Where are you…” he murmured under his breath.
The forest didn’t answer, but the pull did. It tugged again, gentle, coaxing, like a whisper brushing the inside of his ribs.
He followed. Not because he trusted it. Not because he understood it, but because he couldn’t not.
The ridge had awakened something he’d buried so deeply he’d convinced himself it was gone. Hope. Dangerous. Fragile. Unwanted, but alive, and it terrified him more than anything else ever had.
Selene reached her cabin just as the sky began to shift, clouds gathering in slow, deliberate swirls above the ridge, as if the storm wasn’t finished with Briar’s Hollow after all.
She set her bag on the table and leaned against the counter, trying to steady her breathing. The dream still clung to her skin, warm and electric, like she’d stepped out of another world and hadn’t fully returned.
She closed her eyes. The forest. The mist. The figure.
She could still feel the heat of his presence, the way the air had thickened around them, the way her pulse had synced with something outside herself.
She pressed a hand to her chest. The hum was back, soft, steady, impossible to ignore.
“What is happening to me…” Her voice sounded small in the quiet cabin.
She moved to the window, pushing the curtain aside. The ridge loomed in the distance, dark and ancient, its silhouette jagged against the shifting sky.
She’d always loved the mountains. Always felt safe here. Always felt… held, but today, the ridge felt different. Not threatening. Not hostile. Just awake. Like it was watching her. Like it was waiting. She swallowed hard and stepped back from the window.
Her grandmother had warned her about the ridge when she was young, told her stories about the old spirits, the old curses, the old threads that tied people to the land in ways they didn’t always understand.
Selene had laughed then. She wasn’t laughing now.
She moved to the bookshelf, fingers trailing across the spines until she found the old leather-bound journal her grandmother had left her. She hadn’t opened it in years.
She hesitated. Then she opened it.
The pages smelled like cedar and dust. Her grandmother’s looping handwriting filled the margins, notes, warnings, stories passed down through generations. She flipped through until a phrase caught her eye.
The One Who Unthreads.
Her breath caught. She read.
The ridge grew darker as he climbed, clouds thickening overhead, shadows stretching long across the forest floor. The air felt charged, like the moment before lightning struck.
He stopped at the crest of a hill, chest rising and falling with controlled breaths. The pull was stronger here. Sharper. Almost… urgent.
He scanned the tree line, senses stretched thin. Nothing moved. Nothing breathed. Nothing stirred, but he wasn’t alone. He could feel it. A presence. A warmth. A thread brushing against his own.
He closed his eyes, letting the sensation wash over him.
It wasn’t just a pull anymore. It was a recognition. A memory without shape. A voice without sound. A heartbeat without a body. He inhaled deeply.
“Selene,” he whispered again, the name slipping out like a truth he’d always known.
The ridge answered with a low rumble, distant thunder rolling across the mountains.
He opened his eyes. The storm was returning, and so was something else. Something older.
Something dangerous. Something he never believed existed..
The One Who Unthreads.
He didn’t know how he knew. He just did. The legend wasn’t a story. It wasn’t a warning. It wasn’t a myth. It was real, and it was waking up.
Her grandmother’s handwriting blurred as she read, her pulse pounding in her ears.
The One Who Unthreads  
The spirit that walks backward through fate.  
The keeper of broken bonds.  
The devourer of threads that should not exist.
Selene’s throat tightened. She kept reading.
When a soul-thread is severed, the world becomes unbalanced.  
The One Who Unthreads comes to restore what was lost, or to erase what remains.  
It chooses based on the strength of the bond.  
If the bond is true it will not touch them. Fate will do its job.
If the bond is false or has reason to believe it is, it will unravel them completely. 
Her hands trembled. She turned the page. Signs of its stirring:  
Dreams of a shadowed figure  
A hum beneath the ribs  
Storms that arrive without warning  
A pull toward the ridge  
A name spoken without knowing why
Selene’s breath hitched. She pressed her fingers to her lips. She had dreamed. She had felt the hum. She had walked through a storm. She had felt the pull. She had spoken a name she didn’t know.
“Asher…”
The room felt suddenly too small. Too quiet. Too still. She closed the journal, pressing it to her chest.
If the legend was true, if he One Who Unthreads was stirring, then something in the ridge had shifted. Something in her had shifted, and somewhere out there, someone else was feeling it too.
He descended the hill slowly, every sense on high alert. The storm clouds thickened overhead, casting the forest in a muted gray light.
He reached a clearing he didn’t recognize. That alone was strange. He knew these woods. He’d walked them for years. He’d memorized every path, every ridge, every hollow. But this clearing… This wasn’t supposed to be here.
The trees formed a perfect circle around a patch of moss-covered earth. The air inside the ring felt different, warmer, heavier, charged with something ancient. He stepped inside. The hum in his chest surged. His breath caught.
The air shimmered, just for a moment, like heat rising off pavement. A faint whisper brushed his ear, too soft to understand but unmistakably real.
He turned sharply. No one was there. But the presence lingered. Warm. Familiar. Close.
He swallowed hard. He wasn’t imagining this. He wasn’t losing his mind. He wasn’t chasing ghosts. She was real, and she was near.
He exhaled slowly, letting the truth settle into his bones. The bond wasn’t dead. It had never been dead. It had been waiting. Waiting for her. Waiting for him. Waiting for the ridge to awaken. And now that it had…
Nothing would stop what came next. Not the storm. Not the ridge. Not even The One Who Unthreads.
Night fell quickly. Too quickly. The storm clouds swallowed the last of the daylight, plunging the ridge into early darkness. Selene lit a lantern, the warm glow casting flickering shadows across the cabin walls.
She sat at the table, the journal open in front of her, her fingers tracing the inked words again and again.
The One Who Unthreads comes when a bond is broken beyond mortal repair,
She swallowed. Her grandmother had always said the ridge chose who it remembered. Chose who it protected. Chose who it returned.
Selene had never understood what that meant. Now she did. The dreams weren’t dreams. The hum wasn’t random. The pull wasn’t coincidence. Something was coming for her. Or someone.
She closed the journal and stood, moving to the window. The forest was dark, the trees swaying gently in the rising wind.
She pressed her palm to the glass. A warmth spread through her chest, soft, steady, familiar.
She whispered the name again.
“Asher…”
The ridge answered with a distant rumble. Not thunder. Something older. Something deeper. Something alive.
She stepped back from the window, heart pounding. The legend wasn’t a story. It was a warning, and she was already caught in its threads.
He stood at the edge of the clearing, the storm wind tugging at his clothes, the air thick with the scent of rain and electricity.
He didn’t move. He didn’t breathe. He just listened. The ridge was speaking. Not in words. Not in sounds. In sensation. In pull. In thread.
He closed his eyes. The hum deepened. The warmth spread, and for the first time in lifetimes, he felt whole. Not complete. Not healed. But no longer alone. He opened his eyes.
“Selene,” he whispered.
The storm answered, and somewhere in the valley below, a woman whispered his name at the exact same moment.
The ridge felt it. The bond felt it. The One Who Unthreads felt it. And fate, once broken, began to tighten its grip.






  
  CHAPTER 3


By morning, the ridge felt wrong. Not dangerous. Not hostile. Just… on edge. 
Asher stood at the edge of the clearing he’d found the night before, the air cool against his skin, the forest unnervingly still. Even the birds were quiet, perched high in the branches like they were waiting for something to pass.
He exhaled slowly.
The pull in his chest hadn’t eased overnight. If anything, it had sharpened, no longer a hum, but a steady, rhythmic tug that made it hard to think about anything else.
He’d tried. He’d tried to bury himself in work. He’d tried to ignore the way the ridge seemed to lean toward him. He’d tried to pretend he wasn’t being drawn toward someone he hadn’t met, but the bond didn’t care about logic. It cared about proximity, and proximity was tightening. He pulled out his phone. He didn’t want to make this call. He didn’t want to say the words out loud. He didn’t want to admit what he already knew, but Logan would feel it eventually. He always did.
Asher hit the contact. The line rang once. Twice. Then…
“Asher?” Logan’s voice was rough with sleep. “It’s early. Whats mistaken?”
Asher swallowed. “She’s here.”
Silence. Not confusion. Not disbelief. Recognition.
“Asher,” Logan said slowly, “you’ve thought that before.”
“Not like this.”
Another pause. “What’s different?”
Asher looked at the ridge, at the way the mist curled low across the ground like fingers reaching for him.
“We’re being pulled,” he said. “Not one-sided. Not echoes. Not memories. It’s mutual.”
Logan inhaled sharply. “You’re sure.”
“Yes.”
“Where is she?”
“I don’t know yet.”
“But you feel her.”
Asher closed his eyes. “Every second.”
The line went quiet again. Then Logan said, “That shouldn’t be possible.”
“I know.”
“And if the bond is pulling both of you…”
“I know.”
Logan exhaled, the sound heavy. “The One Who Unthreads.”
Asher’s jaw tightened. “It’s stirring.”
“You’ve seen signs?”
“Not directly.” He paused. “But the ridge is shifting. The air feels… threaded. Like something is weaving through it.”
Logan cursed under his breath. “If it’s manifesting…”
“It means the bond is strong enough to draw its attention.”
“Or strong enough to threaten it.”
Asher didn’t respond. He didn’t need to. They both knew the legend. They both knew what it meant when the ridge grew restless. They both knew what happened when a severed soul-thread tried to reconnect.
The One Who Unthreads didn’t appear for weak bonds. Only the ones fate couldn’t kill.
“Asher,” Logan said quietly, “you need to be careful.”
“I’m not afraid of it.”
“You should be.”
Asher looked at the clearing again. The air shimmered faintly, just for a moment, like a ripple moving through the world.
“I don’t think it’s here to destroy anything.” Asher said.
“You don’t
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