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The wind howled fiercely, carrying with it the weight of a dark premonition. From the shadows of the forest, two figures rose, ancient tensions hanging in the air like an omen.

—"José Orestes, we must return to our lands immediately. Something is not right... This pack cannot be trusted. By all the gods, I don't understand how you can trust that gray wolf!"— growled Kael, his green eyes shining with a mixture of anger and concern.

But José, the imposing alpha of the Moon of Thorns Pack, remained unmoved. Arms crossed, his gaze lost in the infinite blackness before him. The wind played with his dark fur, caressing the scar that ran across his face like a reminder of past battles. His silence was more eloquent than any words.

—"Stop complaining, Kael"— he roared from the depths of his being, without needing to raise his voice.

—"These aren't complaints, they're warnings! The Council has condemned us, branded us traitors. And those idiots still believe in absurd legends. They don't want us!"— Kael slammed his fist against the side of the vehicle in fury, his frustration overflowing.

—"The day will come... and they will pay for what they have done"— José muttered in a grave voice, but an unexpected sound cut short his thought.

A heart-rending howl, full of pain, tore through the night.

Kael tensed, watching his leader. José, without hesitation, followed the trail of crying until he came upon a scene that chilled him to the bone: a wolf pup, white as pure snow, trapped in an iron cage. Its pristine fur was stained scarlet, its gray eyes, bright as the full moon, pleading for help.

Before I could react, an elderly man emerged from the trees, brandishing a stick with lethal intent.

—"We finally have him! The last of that unfortunate pack!"— spat the old man, raising the weapon.

But his coup never came.

A powerful hand stopped him in his tracks. José, with a gaze that could freeze fire, clenched his fist until he shattered the stick as if it were straw.

—"Get out... before I decide to break something other than your miserable tool"— he growled, his voice laden with a silent threat.

The man, gripped by terror, fled without looking back.

José carefully released the pup, feeling something strange as he looked into those gray eyes. They were like a mirror reflecting his own damnation. The Thorn Moon Pack had been exiled for decades, branded as traitors. The resentment toward humans and those who had betrayed them burned within him like an eternal flame.

But that white wolf... was different.

And without knowing why, José picked him up in his arms, determined to take him with him.

Miles away...

"You can't do this, Draven! She doesn't know that world!" Liora shouted, her tears glistening in the light of the setting sun.

Draven, his face etched with anguish, slammed the suitcase shut.

"Haven't you seen her, Liora? Kaida is wasting away here. Two attempts, woman! Twice we almost lost her!" Her voice broke, but her resolve didn't waver. "There, with my sister, she'll have a chance. Away from this fire."

Liora clung to his chest, sobbing.

—"You're handing it over to the wolf... And you can't even set foot on those lands."—

Draven looked at her with infinite sadness.

"She'll be safe. That's all that matters."

Kaida sat in the car, staring blankly at the landscape. A broken young woman, drowning in her own thoughts. The panic attacks, the sleepless nights, the unbearable weight of existence... It had all led her to this.

—"Mom... I love you"— she whispered, almost voiceless.

Liora, heartbroken, kissed his forehead.

—"Kaida, my child... I adore you. Please come back to me."—

But Kaida didn't know the truth. She didn't know the hidden past of the Leon clan. She didn't know that her destiny was about to become intertwined with that of an unfortunate pack, with a lone wolf... and with a misfortune that would change her life forever.
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𝓔𝓵 𝓜𝓾𝓻𝓶𝓾𝓻𝓸 𝓓𝓮𝓼𝓭𝓮 𝓛𝓸𝓼 𝓢𝓸𝓶𝓫𝓻𝓪𝓼

"They must all fall..."

"They will all fall."

—But... why?—

An invisible echo pierced the silence of her mind like an icy breath on the back of her neck. Kaida opened her eyes with a start that stole her breath, as if her soul were trying to flee her body. Confused, her gaze scanned the interior of the car: she was reclining in the back seat, her head lightly resting against the window fogged by her own breath. For a moment, she didn't know where she was or how she had gotten there. Then, like an avalanche of reality, she remembered everything.

She was traveling with her father. Where to? She didn't know for sure. The destination seemed as distant as her dreams, those that for years had been nothing more than nightmares shrouded in mystery. She hugged herself, her trembling hands trying to contain the chaos that consumed her from within. Her breath was a thread, faint, fragile.

From the age of eighteen, her dreams began to transform into something more. Fleeting images, unrecognizable figures, phrases that seemed not to belong to her. And above all, that voice: an ancient and alien voice, full of resentment and despair, which spoke louder and more frequently. Now, at twenty-three, these visions gave her no respite. Sometimes she would wake with a tightness in her chest, tears in her eyes, and the metallic taste of fear in her mouth. She felt strange, but the doctors insisted it was all “in her mind.”

And so began her pilgrimage through cold laboratories and impersonal waiting rooms. Tests, analyses, MRIs... and more silence. Everything was “normal,” they said. “There’s nothing wrong.” Nothing... except the pain that gnawed at her. So, they referred her to psychology. “Stress,” “anxiety,” “nervous breakdown.” They prescribed medications that promised rest, but offered her chains. The pills dragged her into a deep sleep, where the shadows of her unconscious danced freely. One night, the darkness was so intense, so absolute, that she thought she would never return.

She woke up on the kitchen floor, her body drenched in sweat and tears. Beside her lay a knife, clumsily dropped. She didn't remember picking it up. Her father found her there, as pale as marble, barely alive. She was rushed to the hospital. In her confusion, she only remembered distant voices, a silhouette at the end of a dark hallway, and raindrops falling on her skin as if the sky were weeping for her. Then, a blinding white light. The hospital.

Her father, Draven, then made a desperate decision. One that would change Kaida's life forever. A decision she knew nothing about. He wrapped her in sweet promises and half-truths, like a blanket over a corpse.

The journey they embarked upon took them to an unknown place. The train station where they arrived seemed to belong to another century: old, almost abandoned, shrouded in mist. It wasn't marked on any map she knew. As she boarded the train, Kaida felt herself drifting away not only from home, but from herself. As the train moved forward, the landscape changed. The green fields gave way to a dense forest, covered by a grayish mist that seemed to devour the light.

They spent the night in a small town, a remote corner of the world. His father assigned him a simple room in a modest inn. As he closed the door, he said to him in a calm but firm voice:

—Anything you need, I'll be in the next room. Don't hesitate to call me, Kaida. Anytime.

She just nodded.

Sitting on the bed, with no desire to sleep, she rummaged through her bag for her cell phone, which she only used to listen to music. It was her only refuge, her anchor to reality. For hours, soft notes and nonsensical lyrics accompanied her, until sleep overtook her.

Two hours later, her body began to tremble. Her breathing became irregular. An unnatural chill enveloped her, seeping into her bones as if Death herself were caressing her.

"They must all fall..."

The voice echoed within her with brutal intensity. She awoke abruptly, gasping, drenched in sweat. She sat up with effort and looked toward the window. The sun was beginning to rise on the horizon. Rest had become an enemy.

She decided she would never close her eyes again. She showered with automatic movements, as if her body were moving by inertia.

Later, his father knocked on the door.

"Did you sleep at all?" he asked, with the searching gaze of someone waiting for a white lie.

"A little... I'm fine," she replied with a weak smile. She had learned to pretend. It was better that way.

"We must leave. They're waiting for us outside," his father announced.

Are they waiting for us? Who?

As she left, she saw an elderly man driving a dark vehicle. Without a word, Kaida got in after her father. The journey was long, monotonous, and increasingly strange. The trees were turning black, as if the forest were sick. Something about the landscape was wrong. She felt like the trees were watching them.

Finally, the car stopped at a fork in the road.

"This is where my journey ends," the man said, his voice as dry as dust. He stepped down without another word.

Draven then took the wheel.

"Why aren't you staying with us?" Kaida asked, switching to the passenger seat.

"They say the Forest of Darkness begins further on," he replied with a forced smile. "But those things don't exist... right, Kaida?"

She did not answer.

He just stared at the path that lay before them, shrouded in shadows.

And deep within his chest... something, something very ancient, awoke.

Kaida didn't utter a word. She continued watching the forest as the shadows of the enormous trees lengthened, slowly swallowing the departing sunlight. She longed to tell her father that it was all madness, that they were wasting their time, but after what she had experienced in her dreams, the thin line between reality and unreality seemed to vanish, like a mirage dissolving in the wind.

They followed the path for more than three hours, until they reached an entrance that seemed straight out of a fairy tale, covered in a tangle of multicolored flowers and vines that shone brightly, as if the verdant landscape resisted the grayness of the outside world. When the gate opened, it seemed like a supernatural gesture, as if they were crossing the threshold into a new reality.

Inside, the landscape changed completely. Everything was teeming with life, vibrant with colors that overwhelmed the eye. Kaida couldn't help but feel awestruck. At the end of the path, a small house stood, warm and peaceful, as if waiting to be found. Her father parked the car, but before she could get out, he stopped her with a look full of sorrow.

"I know all this is unexpected, that you might not understand, but the woman you're about to meet is a good woman. She's your aunt. She was adopted by my father when she was very young, and although she's older than me, she's kept her distance from us for reasons that have nothing to do with love or trust. It's been necessary, and I know you'll have many questions, but... you must trust me," she said, her voice breaking, as if the words were costing her dearly.

Kaida stared at him, with a mixture of uncertainty and love. She took his hand, squeezing it gently.

“I trust you, Dad. I just want what’s best for everyone, for us,” she said, trying to convey all the certainty she still felt. He smiled at her, but it was a bitter smile, full of longing. Then he got out of the car, indicating that she should wait.

Draven entered the house, knocking gently, as if he didn't want to break the silence that enveloped the place. The house was decorated in a classic style, but the flowers still dominated, like a constant, almost magical presence. It was then that he heard a soft, warm voice that made him turn around.

"So many years have passed..." said a silver-haired woman, who looked at him with a genuine smile, but one full of secrets.

"Agatha, sister!" he exclaimed, running towards her, embracing her with a force that seemed to restore a life he had thought lost. "Forgive me," he thought, but the words wouldn't escape.

"Relax, I understand everything..." she replied, slowly pulling away to look him in the eyes, searching for something he couldn't quite grasp.

"I brought Kaida... she... everything..." he tried to speak, but his words were lost, trapped by a lump in his throat.

"Let her in, what are you waiting for?" said Agatha, changing the subject with a firm decision.

Draven went out to greet her. Agatha, with watchful eyes, observed Kaida enter. She remembered her as a baby, from those distant times. But seeing her now, the smile that had once graced her face vanished. She studied her closely, noticing the signs of weariness, the dark circles beneath those honey-colored eyes, dull, lifeless. Her skin was so pale it seemed translucent, as if the soul of that little girl had faded along with the light from her face. Her black hair, in a messy bun, was the last vestige of the young woman she once was. Before her, a broken woman, almost ethereal, seemed to plead for help with her gaze, as if her entire being cried out for a way out.

Kaida looked up, noticing the sadness in Agatha's eyes.

"Good afternoon," he greeted, with a bow full of respect.

"It's wonderful to see you again, Kaida," Agatha replied, approaching and embracing her with a warmth that contrasted sharply with the coldness of the place. "Your father told me you'll be spending some time here. I think that's wonderful. Let me show you your room, and have Draven bring your luggage," she said, looking at her brother with a gesture that commanded action.

He led her down the hallway to a room on the second floor. Although small, the room was cozy. The sky-blue walls, adorned with brightly colored flowers, gave her a sense of peace. The bed was perfectly aligned near the window, from where she could see the garden, overflowing with vegetation, like an oasis in a gray world. In the distance, a small white building and what looked like a plant nursery.

"It's beautiful," Kaida whispered, lost in the landscape.

"I'm glad you like it..." Agatha replied, her gaze fixed on her. "Now, make yourself comfortable. Draven, you can join her. I need to show you something before you leave..."

Draven nodded and left, leaving Kaida alone in the room. Agatha looked at him ironically, her expression leaving no doubt about what was about to happen.

Once outside the house, Agatha led Draven to the small room at the back, a place that looked more like a laboratory than a simple bedroom. She closed the door with a sharp sound and gestured for him to sit down.

"I know what you're going to say," Draven said, exhausted, slumping into a chair.

"Should I hang up on you, brother? How could you let this happen? You took so long... Don't you know what you've done to our family?" His voice trembled, filled with reproach.

"No, I thought it was best to get away from everything, I didn't think this would happen..." she said in a low voice.

"You didn't think this would happen... Misfortunes aren't a game, nor are promises made. By pushing Kaida away, you condemned everything she's going through now. Time is running out," Agatha said, taking a seat and looking at her brother with absolute seriousness.

"But you can do something for her, you're my last option," Draven said desperately, kneeling before his sister.

"I have my limits too. I can ease their pain, but I can't stop the inevitable..." she said, her voice low and hopeless.

"Don't say that, don't say I brought my daughter here to fall... It's my fault!" he shouted, breaking down in tears.

Agatha stroked her hair, in an attempt to comfort her, but the oppression she felt in her heart was irremediable.

"It's not your fault. Nobody knew this would happen, that the negative feeling would be stronger than everything else..." she whispered, as her brother's tears fell heavily.

And Draven, between sobs, muttered under his breath:

—The worst part is that I can't be with her.

The sun, like a bloodied golden disc, sank below the horizon, dragging with it the last light of day. The shadows lengthened like bony fingers, eager to envelop the earth.

"You must leave now," Agatha whispered, her voice a thread of warning amidst the sighs of the wind. "Darkness is advancing, and he will return soon. I will not allow Kaida to suffer more than necessary."

With a firm gesture, she lifted him from his prostration. Her eyes, like two burning embers, left no room for argument.

"Say your goodbyes and leave, brother. I'll take care of her... I'll do whatever it takes to keep her safe." The promise echoed in the air, laden with a weight that Draven dared not question.

He obeyed. Each step toward the car was like a knife plunged into his chest. The image of Kaida, small and fragile on the doorstep, was seared into his memory.

"Forgive me, Kaida..." he murmured over and over, as the engine roared and the road devoured miles beneath his wheels.

The Orphan and the Shadow

Kaida stood motionless in the doorway, her heart pounding like a caged bird. Her father's absence was a suffocating emptiness, but she muttered under her breath:

—I must be strong. This is for the best.

"You'll be fine here, little one. Don't be afraid," said Agatha, her voice mellifluous like poisoned honey.

"I'm not afraid," Kaida replied, though her hands were trembling. "Just... sadness."

The aunt watched her from the gloom of the living room, her eyes scrutinizing every crack in the young woman's shell.

"I know what you're going through. I know your nightmares, your night terrors..." A smile touched her lips as she felt the shiver run through Kaida. "And yet, I still want you here."

"Why?" The question blurted out. "If you know I'm a mess, why accept me? I'll only be a burden..."

"Because I promised to cure you," Agatha whispered, stroking her teacup with long, pale fingers. "And I will."

"Can I go out into the garden?" Kaida asked, wishing she could escape that piercing gaze.

"Of course, darling," Agatha replied. "But avoid the nursery. My plants are... delicate."

—Are you a doctor?

"Not exactly," she laughed, a sound that echoed off the walls. "They call me a healer... or a witch, depending on who's talking."

Kaida looked at her, intrigued.

—And that's why my father brought me here? So I could get better?

"Trust me, Kaida. And you should too." Her eyes glowed with an eerie light. "Even if it means drinking one of my... potions."

"I've tried everything. One more thing won't make a difference." With that, she went out into the garden, where the flowers whispered secrets to the wind.

Agatha smiled, satisfied. It was all the reassurance she needed.

The rain began to fall as Kaida heard the shouts. A burly man was pounding on the gate, his hoarse voice cutting through the night:

-Witch!

"What do you want?" Kaida asked, getting soaked as she ran towards him.

"An order from the Alpha," the man growled, throwing a trembling bundle at him. "Heal him."

Before she could react, the stranger disappeared into the trees. Kaida went inside with the small creature in her arms, only to discover, with a shudder, that it was no ordinary puppy.

"It's a wolf," he murmured.

Agatha took it gently, examining his gray eyes.

"The Alpha rules, I see..." he murmured. "Drink your tea, Kaida. I'll explain everything later."

The tea worked its magic. Kaida fell into a deep sleep, unaware of the figure lurking in the nursery.

"Forgive my intrusion," said a woman with blood-red hair, her fingers caressing a hidden flower. "But I needed to see you."

Agatha approached, her silhouette merging with the shadows.

—You're obsessing, Selene. Nothing has changed.

"Not yet," whispered the visitor, her eyes shining with an inhuman light. "But it will change."

And in the house, while the little wolf slept and Kaida dreamed of voices calling her from the forest, the flowers in the nursery whispered a name in the darkness...

The Alpha.

The rain fell relentlessly, carrying with it a sense of dark foreboding that no one dared ignore. Selene turned, her gaze distant, and her voice trembled as she broke the silence.

"It's becoming more and more filled with negative feelings. I feel like I'm losing him... more and more each day, Agatha." Her words were like knives tearing at her soul.

Agatha approached slowly, not daring to say anything, for words seemed to drown in the tense atmosphere. However, she couldn't help but notice the flower resting on the table, a flower that seemed like a symbol of everything that had been left behind, as if it could still hold hope amidst so much chaos.

"I know... I've heard about the encounters... the recent ones... so disastrous," Agatha said, her tone as grave as the wind before a storm.

Selene, unable to bear it any longer, collapsed into a chair, as if the weight of the world had settled on her shoulders.

"He's getting more and more lost... he's getting more and more lost..." Her words came out in fits and starts, as if a part of her was trying to escape reality.

Agatha looked at her with a mixture of sadness and concern. Finally, she broke the silence with a whisper.

—Kaida is here.

Selene looked at her, surprised, as if her heart had skipped a beat.

"Where? How? She..." Her voice quickened, and her words tumbled over each other, as if every second were an eternity.

Agatha calmly tried to control her.

"She knows nothing of this life, Selene. She doesn't know what awaits her... She's alone, lost. She needs help, and soon... she's being consumed."

Selene slumped back into the chair, her mind spiraling into confusion. It was as if fate were pushing her toward an abyss from which there was no escape.

"Death... Death is chasing us, isn't she? Because of the mistakes of the past..." she said, barely audible, as a feeling of hopelessness enveloped her.

A loud noise interrupted her thoughts, like thunder rumbling in the distance, heralding the approaching storm. Selene stood up quickly.

"I must return... before the roads become impassable." Her voice trailed off, and with a swift gesture, she stepped outside.

Agatha stared at the flower for a moment. That beautiful flower, a vibrant pink with violet undertones, trapped among the thorns that surrounded it, as if by an inevitable fate. She felt a pang of sorrow, remembering the decisions they had made, never imagining the consequences would be so terrible. The flower, like an indomitable spirit, seemed to resist the hardships, but it too was being slowly devoured by the thorns. She sighed deeply, closed the door that separated her from nature, and stepped outside.

The rain soaked her immediately, and she felt the earth tremble beneath her feet. It was the same familiar plea, the same ancient whisper of the sun and moon, ever since that fateful day Kaida arrived and everything changed. Everything she knew was beginning to crumble.

José had been silent for over an hour, among the trees of his territory. Since he had set foot on his land, something had changed, something he couldn't quite grasp. Unease enveloped him, like an invisible shadow. The deal with the gray wolf hadn't gone through, and that tormented him. The pack he belonged to, the Moon of Thorns Pack, was rejected by all the others, but José had made it the strongest, without needing alliances or compromises with anyone else. The only thing that mattered to him was his family: his mother, his sister, and his niece. No one else. The rest of the world could descend into chaos.

José was known for his ruthlessness, his heart of stone, and his implacable nature. A feared alpha, a despicable being. People feared the forest where he lived, considered it unlucky, and even called him the demonic alpha. But, to the pack, he was their protector, their leader.

His concentration was broken when he sensed Resal's presence approaching him. The woman hugged him from behind, but he immediately pushed her away.

"I wish I could know what's going through your mind..." Resal whispered, almost pleading.

José replied curtly:

—I don't grant wishes, if that's what you're expecting, Resal.

She wasn't discouraged. She knew she shouldn't cross boundaries with José, but she also knew her power over him. She was the alpha's lover, but she'd never achieved anything more than that. Their relationship was empty, pure animal passion, without promises or feelings beyond desire.

"You're worse today... Let me calm your anger, alpha," she said, pressing herself closer to him, seeking the closeness that always disarmed him.

José looked at her harshly and pushed her away.

—Don't insist. I don't want to see you. Disappear and leave me alone.

Resal, without saying a word, stepped aside. He knew he had to give in, that in his relationship with José, he always had the last word.

When José was alone in the room, he looked out the window and saw his mother arrive in one of the cars. He watched her get in quickly, and he couldn't help but think of the witch his mother had left with. That woman, so close to his mother but so unpleasant to him, disgusted him. Even though her services as a healer had been useful, José couldn't stand her presence.

He didn't bother to wait. He walked to the doorway and, seeing her shaking the water off her body, spoke harshly to her.

Did you go with her? You don't need to leave the house. If you need something, have someone bring it to you.

His mother looked at him, frowning.

"I'm an adult, José. I do what I please. You have no right to control me like you control others. And don't forget that I'm your mother."

These conversations were becoming more and more frequent, and they were taking a toll on both of them. José could no longer bear the weight of his family on his shoulders, but in the end, he always felt that it was he who had to take care of everyone.

"But in the end, it's me who takes care of you," he said, and with those words, he left the house.

The cold air and rain enveloped him as he ran through the trees, seeking to vent the rage that burned within him. His claws tore through the bark of a nearby tree, bringing it down in fury. His control over his emotions was crumbling, and the slightest provocation pushed him to the edge.

He stared at the tree he had felled. Tomorrow he would send his men to cut it down. He always found a use for everything, even what seemed useless.

He looked up at the sky and let the raindrops fall on his face. The heat inside him began to subside, as if the rain could soothe his inner fury. He closed his eyes, letting the sound of the storm envelop him, but when he opened them, he saw something strange: a silhouette in front of him, blurred by the increasingly heavy raindrops. Something or someone was watching him.

Kaida strode through the darkness, her heart pounding, the shadows of the trees seeming to stalk her, shifting with every step she took. The wind whispered secrets she didn't understand, and suddenly, a figure appeared before her
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