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Chapter 1
Several days had passed since the confrontation that had shaken the village church. The air of 

tension that once gripped the villagers had dissipated, replaced by a gentle calm that flowed through 
the town like a cleansing breeze. Our friends, Eve, Ashina, and their companions, had found refuge 
in the humble yet cozy inn generously offered by the grateful villagers. The inn, with its weathered 
wooden beams and hearth perpetually crackling with warmth, provided more than just shelter—it gave 
them a sense of belonging they had seldom encountered. Here, they were more than strangers; they 
were accepted, embraced by the quiet understanding of people 
who had seen their share of strange events and learned not to 
fear the unusual. 

Ashina, with her silver wolf ears twitching in the early 
morning light, no longer felt the need to hide. Her companions, 
each marked by their own supernatural traits, had also begun 
to let go of the careful restraint they had adopted in the outside 
world. In this village, surrounded by people whose kindness 
was not hindered by prejudice, they could exist as they truly 
were. Ashina would sometimes catch her reflection in the inn’s 
tarnished mirror, marveling at how it felt to see herself, entirely 
unhidden, without the usual undercurrent of anxiety. She smiled 
more easily, her guarded eyes now softened by relief, and her 
posture, once tense and ready for confrontation, had relaxed.

Every morning, the rays of the sun slipped through the 
curtains of the inn, bringing a soft golden light that danced on 
the stone walls. Ashina would rise early, her senses lulled by the 
peaceful rhythms of the village. The cobblestone streets echoed 
with the laughter of children playing with wooden toys, their 
carefree joy a balm to the weariness still clinging to her. Villagers, 
carrying baskets of fresh bread or guiding carts of vegetables, 
greeted Ashina and her companions with knowing smiles, as if they had always belonged here. The 
market square, a bustling hub of activity, was filled with the scents of fresh herbs, roasted meats, and 
the sound of merchants haggling good-naturedly with their neighbors. It was a harmony the group 
hadn’t known they needed until now.

For the first time in what felt like an eternity, Ashina and her companions felt at peace, knowing 
that in this small, unassuming village, they had found a sanctuary—not just from their enemies, but 
from the world’s prejudices. Here, they were not feared for their differences but accepted for them. 
This was a home they hadn’t known they were searching for, a place where they could, at last, breathe 
freely.

Valeria had taken young Lillith, a fledgling who had never been schooled in the ways of vampires, 
under her wing with a patient yet firm hand. From the moment they met, Valeria saw in Lillith the 
untamed hunger and confusion that had once plagued her own early years. Now, as her mentor, Valeria 
guided her through the codes and customs of the night, showing her that their existence was more 
than just survival—it was about balance, discipline, and understanding the power within. Each evening, 
they would walk side by side through the shadowy woods and the quiet village, their footsteps muffled 
by the soft forest floor, the air thick with the scent of pine and earth. Under the moon’s watchful eye, 
Valeria whispered ancestral secrets, ancient rituals, and stories of the bloodlines that shaped their 
world. Lillith, wide-eyed and eager, absorbed every word, finding solace in these teachings, as they 
helped her tame the wild darkness that often threatened to consume her.

Valeria, though stern at times, was also gentle, allowing moments of tenderness to break 
through the structured lessons. Sometimes, they would pause in the heart of the woods, where the 



world seemed to hold its breath, and simply talk—about fears, desires, and the strange camaraderie 
they were forging. They weren’t just master and apprentice; they were beginning to feel like sisters 
bound by the night. The trust between them grew with each passing evening, cemented by shared 
experiences and the mutual understanding of their unique burdens. 

Meanwhile, as Valeria and Lillith embraced the mysteries of the night, Emma had thrown herself 
into a different kind of teaching, dedicating her days to the children of the village. Every morning, just 
as the first light of dawn kissed the horizon, she would gather the youngest of the village under the 
ancient oak tree, its gnarled roots sprawling like an old protector. The children, with wide eyes and 
eager smiles, sat cross-legged at her feet, their attention unwavering as Emma spun her stories and 
taught lessons that mingled herstory with a touch of magic. Her voice, warm and melodic, was like a 
lullaby, soothing their restless spirits and filling their minds with wonder. She had an uncanny ability 
to weave wisdom into every tale, teaching the children not only about the world around them but also 
about the importance of kindness, bravery, and curiosity.

To the village, Emma had become much more than just a teacher. She was a maternal figure 
for many, her presence a source of comfort and security. She knew each child’s name, their fears, 
and their dreams, and made them feel seen in a way few adults ever did. Her stories often lingered 
with them long after the lessons were over, sparking their imaginations and filling the village with the 
innocent chatter of young minds inspired by her words.

During the day, the Crestwood Inn echoed with the sounds of life. Children’s laughter rang 
through the halls, mixing with the animated conversations of villagers as they gathered around tables 
to share meals or discuss the events of the day. By noon, the inn would swell with warmth, its walls 
alive with the rhythm of community and companionship. Valeria and Lillith, after their nocturnal 
excursions, would retreat here at dawn, weary but content, finding comfort in the heavy curtains that 
blocked out the sunlight. The smell of warm bread and wood smoke greeted them, a reminder that 
they, too, had found a place within this village’s rhythm. 

As Valeria and Lillith sought refuge in the safety of the inn’s quiet shadows, Emma brought light 
to the village with her teachings, her lessons like seeds of knowledge 
sown in the hearts of the children. In their own ways, all three women 
contributed to the lifeblood of the village—each of them bringing 
something vital to its survival, whether it be the secrets of the night, 
the joy of learning, or the unspoken wisdom that united them all.

The sun’s rays gently caressed Eve and Ashina’s skin, warming 
their bare bodies as they lounged atop the roof of the inn one 
peaceful afternoon. The world stretched out beneath them, the village 
in full view, yet they remained unseen. The inn, the tallest building 
for miles, afforded them complete privacy, a secluded sanctuary 
where they could bask in the sunlight without the weight of prying 
eyes or judgment. Above them, the azure sky seemed endless, dotted 
with soft, cotton-like clouds that drifted lazily across the horizon, 
offering the perfect, serene backdrop to their moment of repose. A 
light breeze stirred the air, carrying with it a whisper of coolness that 
balanced the sun’s steady warmth, creating an idyllic harmony that 
surrounded them.

Eve lay stretched out on her stomach, her arms folded beneath 
her chin as she closed her eyes, surrendering to the sun’s embrace. 
Its warmth radiated through her, seeping into her muscles, melting 
away any lingering tension. For the first time in what felt like an 
eternity, she could feel the sun’s full power against her skin without 
fear or pain. Her solar immunity, hard-won and newly realized, had 
granted her a freedom she was only just beginning to understand. 



She smiled faintly, feeling the sunlight kiss her back and legs, a gentle and constant touch that filled 
her with a profound sense of well-being. Her skin, once pale from avoiding daylight, had taken on a 
vibrant, healthy glow. The sunlight highlighted the natural hues of her body, the golden undertones in 
her skin reflecting the light in soft, luminous waves. 

Her long hair, dark as the night she used to live in, floated lightly in the breeze, strands dancing 
around her face and shoulders. It added an effortless grace to her relaxed posture, like the touch of 
the wind itself was a part of her beauty. There was a quiet joy in this moment, the kind that didn’t need 
words, just the simple pleasure of feeling alive in a way she hadn’t before. Her mind wandered as she 
felt the sun continue to work its gentle magic on her body, the warmth like a protective blanket draped 
over her, the breeze offering just enough coolness to keep her from slipping into drowsiness.

Ashina lay next to Eve, her body stretched out in complete ease, the sun’s warmth radiating over 
her bare stomach and arms. Her hands rested gently by her sides, her chest rising and falling in a slow, 
rhythmic pattern that matched the tranquility of the moment. Her eyes were closed, her face soft with 
contentment, as if she had surrendered entirely to the simple pleasure of lying beneath the open sky, 
letting herself be carried by the sun’s gentle heat and the wind’s tender caress. The faint sounds of 
the village below felt distant, like the murmurs of another world, leaving her in a peaceful cocoon of 
stillness and sunlight.

Eve, basking in her own quiet serenity, turned her head to gaze 
at Ashina. Her friend, her companion, looked as though she were 
sleeping, utterly at peace with the world around her. A soft smile 
tugged at the corners of Eve’s lips. There was something magnetic 
about Ashina in this state—vulnerable yet powerful, like the calm 
before a storm. Without thinking, Eve let her left hand glide up along 
Ashina’s body, her fingertips barely grazing the smooth skin of her 
side. It was a delicate, almost reverent touch, tracing the contours of 
Ashina’s form as though she were memorizing each curve.

When her hand reached Ashina’s chest, Eve’s fingers 
paused, then gently began to caress her breasts. The soft, sensual 
movement sent a ripple through Ashina’s body; her wolf ears 
twitched, a subtle but unmistakable response to the growing 
excitement that stirred in her heart. A warmth deeper than the sun’s 
embrace blossomed within her, spreading from her chest to her 
fingertips. Ashina’s breath hitched slightly, her serene expression 
shifting into something more alive, more aware. She reached out, 
her hand finding Eve’s, entwining their fingers together in a gesture 
that was both intimate and commanding. 

With a gentle but insistent pull, Ashina brought Eve onto 
her, their bodies aligning as they pressed together. The warmth of 
skin on skin, the soft press of Eve’s chest against her own, ignited 
something between them—a quiet fire that smoldered beneath the 
surface of their relaxed poses. Their faces were close now, breaths 
mingling in the still air, and then, without hesitation, Eve leaned in 
and kissed her. 

The kiss was slow at first, tentative, as if testing the boundaries of this moment, but it deepened 
quickly, becoming more passionate with each passing second. Their lips moved in sync, a tender yet 
fervent exchange that left no need for words. The sun, still high in the azure sky, was the only witness 
to their embrace, its golden light wrapping around them like a cloak of approval, bathing them in 
a warmth that felt eternal. Ashina’s hands slid up Eve’s back, pulling her closer, as if trying to meld 
their bodies into one. The world outside of this rooftop, the village, the people—they all faded into the 
background, leaving only the two of them locked in this intimate moment, a shared heartbeat beneath 



the sun’s watchful gaze.
Time seemed to stretch, becoming something fluid and formless as they held each other, their 

embrace filled with unspoken affection and desire. The soft breeze continued to drift over their bodies, 
cooling the heat of their skin but not the fire that burned between them. It was as if the rooftop had 
become their own private world, an oasis of calm and connection, with only the sun as a silent, golden 
witness to the love and longing that pulsed between them. For now, there was nothing else—just Eve, 
Ashina, and the warmth of the day enveloping them in a quiet, shared bliss.

Meanwhile, under the bright midday sun, Emma’s classes had just ended, and she felt a sense 
of fulfillment as she walked back toward the inn. Her steps were light, her heart buoyed by the 
laughter and joy of the children who had filled her morning. The village of Crestwood, peaceful and 
sun-drenched, seemed to hum with quiet contentment. The cobblestone streets, warm beneath her 
feet, were lined with villagers engaged in their daily tasks—mending roofs, hanging laundry, tending 
gardens. All was as it should be. The sun hung high, its benevolent 
rays casting long, golden shadows over the village, and Emma, feeling 
the warmth on her skin, hummed a soft tune as she skipped towards 
the inn, the home and heart of their small, close-knit community.

As she reached the threshold of the inn, ready to push open 
the worn wooden door, the tranquility was shattered by the sound 
of hurried footsteps. A woman, her face drawn with panic, rushed 
toward Emma. Her eyes were wide, brimming with fear, and her 
hands trembled as she grasped the young teacher by the arm. 
“Where are my children, Lady Emma?” the woman cried, her voice 
breaking with desperation. “They haven’t come home!”

The suddenness of it made Emma’s heart skip, her joyful 
mood replaced by a sharp sense of alarm. She took a deep breath, 
steadying herself, trying not to let the mother’s panic overwhelm her. 
“Who didn’t come this morning?” Emma asked gently, her voice calm 
but firm, trying to bring clarity to the unfolding situation. Her mind 
began to race through the list of names of the children she had taught 
earlier that day, replaying their faces in her head. 

The woman’s face grew pale, her words tumbling out in a rush. 
“All of them—Lena, Finn, and little Grace. They always come straight 
home after your lessons!” Her voice wavered, and without waiting for 
Emma’s response, the mother turned toward the street and began 
shouting their names, her voice ringing out in the still air. The village, 
once serene, was now thrumming with the sharp edge of fear, the 
woman’s cries cutting through the calm like a knife. 

In seconds, the peaceful hum of the village was replaced with a rising tension. Doors creaked 
open, heads turned, and villagers began to emerge from their homes, their expressions quickly shifting 
from curiosity to concern. Whispers spread like wildfire, and soon, groups of neighbors were huddled 
together, murmuring about the missing children. The quiet rhythm of Crestwood was disrupted, 
replaced with a palpable sense of worry as more and more people gathered in the village square. 

Emma, watching the crowd grow, felt a knot tighten in her chest. She had always prided herself 
on being a protector of the village’s youngest, not just their teacher but a watchful guardian of their 
innocence and well-being. Now, faced with the disappearance of three of her students, she couldn’t 
shake the feeling of responsibility weighing down on her. She placed a comforting hand on the 
mother’s shoulder, steadying her trembling form. “We’ll find them,” Emma said softly, though the gravity 
of the situation tugged at her. “They’re strong, and they know the village. They can’t have gone far.”

As the mother continued calling out her children’s names, villagers sprang into action. Older men, 
still strong from years of farming, grabbed lanterns and walking sticks, preparing to search the woods 



surrounding the village. The younger villagers spread out through the narrow streets, peeking into 
alleys, barns, and any small corners where children might hide or play. Women gathered in clusters, 
comforting one another, their eyes scanning the village in search of any sign of the missing children. 

Emma, taking a deep breath, stood at the center of it all, her mind racing through the possibilities. 
The children had seemed fine during class—happy, laughing, as they always were. There had been no 
sign of anything amiss. She pressed her fingers to her temples, thinking. Could they have wandered off 
together, perhaps on some innocent adventure? Or was there something more sinister at play?

The village, once bathed in the warmth of the midday sun, now felt like it was holding its breath. 
A deep unease settled over Crestwood as worry spread like a ripple through the crowd. Emma 
caught the eye of Valeria, who had just emerged from the inn with Lillith at her side. The two women 
exchanged a glance of understanding, their faces set with quiet determination. This was no longer just 
the task of a panicked mother or a distressed teacher—this was now the concern of the entire village.

The search was underway. Eyes met across the square, filled with worry but also with solidarity. 
No one in Crestwood would rest until the children were found.

Chapter 2
On the roof of the inn, Ashina and Eve were lost in playful banter, their laughter light and carefree, 

carried away by the gentle breeze that danced through the crisp, crystal-clear air. The sun above 
bathed them in warmth, and for a moment, the world seemed to consist only of the two of them, 

wrapped in their private joy. Ashina’s 
sharp, wolf-like ears, always attuned 
to the slightest disturbance, suddenly 
twitched as she picked up fragments of 
a conversation below. Voices drifted up, 
muted yet urgent, and her playful smile 
faded. Something was wrong.

Without saying a word, Ashina 
gave Eve a gentle nudge, signaling 
her to stand. The mood between them 
shifted as their laughter died, replaced 
by the silent understanding that passed 
between them with ease. Eve, still 

cradled in Ashina’s embrace, sighed softly as she slowly straightened up. Her legs remained on either 
side of Ashina’s hips, straddling her, while her hands rested delicately on Ashina’s chest, feeling the 
steady rise and fall of her breathing. For a moment, they remained like that, the world slowing to a 
quiet pause. A look passed between them, filled with tenderness, the kind of quiet intimacy that spoke 
of trust, love, and the unspoken connection that had been growing between them.

Eve’s eyes, soft and shining with affection, met Ashina’s golden gaze. It was a moment suspended 
in time, where nothing else mattered but the warmth of their bond. Eve’s fingertips brushed Ashina’s 
skin, her touch light and reverent, as if she wanted to hold onto the magic of this closeness for just a 
little longer. But despite the desire to stay, to remain entangled in this serene, stolen moment atop the 
inn, Eve knew deep down that they couldn’t ignore the weight of responsibility hanging in the air.

Ashina’s ears twitched again, a reminder of what lay beyond their shared bubble of warmth 
and tenderness. The faint cries from the villagers below were growing more frantic, more pressing. A 
mother’s voice, tinged with fear, sent a shiver through the air. Eve heard it too now, her sharp senses 
catching on to the distress that was spreading through the village like a creeping shadow. She didn’t 
need Ashina to explain. She understood.

Though the heat between them still lingered, unspoken, Eve knew that Ashina had to go. The 
children of Crestwood were missing, and Ashina, with her keen tracking abilities and heightened 
senses, was the village’s best hope of finding them. This mission, this call to action, was more 



important than anything they might wish to prolong. Eve swallowed her desire, pushing it down 
beneath the surface, though her eyes lingered on Ashina’s face, memorizing every line, every curve of 
her features.

Ashina’s strong hands found their way to Eve’s waist, holding her firmly as she shifted her weight, 
preparing to move. There was a mutual understanding between them—a silent agreement. Eve, despite 
the ache of wanting to stay wrapped in the warmth of Ashina’s embrace, slid gracefully off her, planting 
her feet on the solid surface of the roof. Her fingers lingered on Ashina’s arm for just a moment longer 
before letting go, giving her the space to rise.

Ashina stood with a graceful, animal-like fluidity, her senses fully alert now. Her ears twitched 
again, listening, piecing together the fragments of conversation from the panicked villagers below. 
Eve watched her, admiring the strength and focus that had replaced the softness of moments before. 
Ashina was more than just a lover; she was a protector, a warrior, someone who took her duty to the 
village to heart.

Ashina slipped into the leather clothes, carefully crafted by the 
villagers, feeling the supple fabric mold to her body as she moved. 
The leather, soft yet durable, hugged her frame, its natural warmth 
a reminder of the community’s generosity. As she fastened the last 
strap, a glimmer of gratitude flickered in her eyes. The villagers 
had given her more than clothing—they had offered her a symbol 
of trust and belonging. She turned to Eve, who stood watching her, 
their bond unspoken but powerful, and leaned in for a tender kiss, 
their lips brushing together softly, as if sealing a silent promise. 

“Wait for me, I’ll be back soon,” Ashina whispered, her breath 
warm against Eve’s skin, her words filled with quiet resolve. The 
kiss lingered in the air between them, a bittersweet reminder of the 
connection they shared even when duty called them apart. 

Eve nodded, her expression a mix of love and concern. 
“Be careful, my dear,” she whispered back, her voice laced with 
affection, her fingertips brushing Ashina’s arm in a fleeting touch 
of reassurance. Her heart swelled with pride and worry at once, 
knowing Ashina’s mission was both necessary and dangerous. 
Their gazes locked for a moment longer, the silence between 
them thick with emotion. It was as if, in that brief exchange, they 

conveyed everything they needed to—love, hope, and the unshakable belief that Ashina would return.
With a final nod, Ashina turned and approached the edge of the roof. The sun bathed the village 

in golden light, casting long shadows over the square below. Ashina paused for a moment, taking in 
a deep breath as the crisp air filled her lungs. Then, with a swift, graceful leap, she jumped down into 
the village square, her landing as light as a feather, barely disturbing the dirt beneath her feet. Her 
movement was fluid, controlled, and in an instant, all eyes were on her.

The worried mother stood nearby, her face etched with anxiety, her eyes darting around as if 
searching for some sign of her lost children. When her gaze met Ashina’s, the woman’s shoulders 
seemed to sag with relief. Ashina stepped forward, her voice calm yet filled with strength. “Go inside,” 
she said, her words steady and confident. “I’ll get them.”

The mother, her face pale but her heart clearly uplifted by the reassurance, nodded quickly. 
“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice breaking with emotion. Her hands trembled as she pressed 
them to her chest, offering Ashina one final, desperate look before retreating inside, placing her faith in 
the wolf-woman who now stood as the village’s protector.

Ashina wasted no time. With a determined stride, she made her way toward the village’s 
outskirts, her senses sharp, her mind focused. The village streets blurred behind her as she passed, 
the comforting familiarity of Crestwood fading into the background. The sun was high above, its light 



filtering through the trees as Ashina moved toward the dense woods beyond the village. She could feel 
the earth under her feet, the energy of the land pulsing in rhythm with her own resolve.

Once she reached the seclusion of the forest’s edge, Ashina paused. Here, in the silence of the 
woods, she allowed herself to shift. She crouched down, her hands moving to unfasten the leather 
clothing, her movements quick and practiced. She shed the garments, leaving them folded in the 
hollow of a tree, a safe place for when she would return. Then, taking a deep breath, she let her true 
form take over.

Her bones shifted and elongated, her muscles rippling beneath her skin as she transformed. Her 
figure stretched and morphed, becoming sleek and agile, and her skin gave way to a thick, lustrous 
coat of silver fur. Within moments, she stood on four legs, a majestic wolf, her body built for speed, 
strength, and the hunt. Her silver fur gleamed under the sunlight, shimmering like moonlight captured 
in the daylight hours. Her piercing golden eyes, now sharper and more focused, scanned the horizon, 
filled with an unwavering determination.

In her wolf form, Ashina was a force of nature—sleek, powerful, and attuned to the world around 
her in ways that transcended her human senses. The scents of the forest came alive, each one telling a 
story of movement, of life, of danger and safety. Her ears twitched, catching the faintest rustle of leaves 
in the distance, the subtle shift of the wind through the trees. The trail of the missing children wasn’t 
far.

With a low growl, Ashina lowered her nose to the ground, picking up the faint traces of their 
scent—innocence mixed with the distinct musk of the woods. Her heart beat faster, the urgency of the 
mission propelling her forward. She took off at a run, her paws barely touching the forest floor as she 
moved, swift and silent, her form a blur of silver as she weaved through the trees.

The sun above continued to shine, its rays piercing through the canopy, but Ashina’s mind was 
already deep in the shadows of the forest. She was ready, every fiber of her being focused on one goal: 
finding the children and bringing them back safely. And she would not rest until she did.

The children’s scent was strong—fresh, innocent, and easy to follow. Ashina’s sharp senses locked 
onto it immediately, her wolf instincts guiding her swiftly along their trail. Her paws barely touched the 
earth as she moved, darting through the forest with the speed and grace of a predator in its element. 
The urgency in her chest quickened with each passing second. She had to find them—had to make 
sure they were safe. The children, unaware of the dangers lurking beyond the village, were far too 
vulnerable. 

Meanwhile, by the shimmering lake nestled deep within the forest, the three children were 
blissfully unaware of the storm brewing around them. Lena, Finn, and little Grace skipped stones 
across the water’s surface, their laughter mingling with the soft ripple of the lake. “We should head 
back,” Finn muttered, squinting up at the sky. “The sun’s really high now. We’ve been gone too long.”

Lena, always the cautious one, nodded. 
“Yeah, we don’t want to make Mama worry.”

They began to gather their scattered 
belongings, preparing to return to the village 
when a low, menacing growl froze them in 
place. Turning slowly, Finn found himself 
face-to-face with a massive grizzly bear, 
its dark eyes locked on the small group. 
The children’s hearts dropped. The beast, 
towering and heavy with muscle, was unlike 
anything they had ever seen up close. 

Thise was no escape. They were too far 
from the village, the trees too dense to run 
through. Death seemed to loom before them 



as the grizzly took a step forward, its growl vibrating through the air like distant thunder. The children 
pressed their backs against a tree, their tiny hands trembling as tears streamed down their faces.

The bear advanced, slow and deliberate, each step a terrifying promise. Grace, the youngest, 
clung to Lena, sobbing softly, while Finn whispered, “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” over and over. Just as the 
bear prepared to charge, a sudden, powerful howl pierced the air, echoing through the trees with an 
intensity that made the ground seem to tremble.

The children’s eyes widened in recognition. “ASHINA! HELP!” they screamed in unison, their 
voices a desperate cry for their protector.

Ashina was already there, running faster than the wind itself, her silver fur flashing in the sun as 
she sprinted toward the scene. In moments, she placed herself between the children and the massive 
bear, her chest heaving with determination. Her eyes locked onto the grizzly, and for a brief second, 
the two predators sized each other up. Ashina, though formidable in her wolf form, was no match for 
the sheer size and power of the bear. It was three times her size, a mountain of muscle and rage. The 
grizzly had no fear of the wolf.

Ashina’s mind raced. She knew her current form wouldn’t be enough. The bear would tear 
through her before she had a chance to protect the children. She could feel their terrified eyes on her 
back, and she had no choice. Even if it frightened them, even if it meant revealing the darker, more 
fearsome side of herself, she had to protect them. She had to transform.

The bear was only two steps away from her now, its massive claws scraping the earth with every 
step. Without hesitation, Ashina let out a fierce growl, and her body began to shift. Her muscles bulged, 
bones cracking and reforming, her fur thickening and growing as her form stretched and twisted. In a 
matter of seconds, the wolf was gone, and in her place stood a towering werewolf—an apex predator of 

monstrous power. Her claws gleamed under the sun, sharp as blades, 
and her snarling maw was filled with jagged teeth that could tear 
through anything in her path.

The grizzly roared in response, lunging at her with all its might. 
But Ashina, now in her werewolf form, met the beast head-on with 
raw strength. The two collided with a force that shook the ground, but 
Ashina’s newfound power was overwhelming. She slashed at the bear 
with her claws, dodging its powerful strikes with ease. The fight was 
brutal but swift. With one final blow, Ashina brought the grizzly down, 
its massive body collapsing into the dirt with a heavy thud.

Panting heavily, the she-wolf stood over the fallen bear, her eyes 
still glowing with the adrenaline of the fight. Slowly, she turned to the 
children, unsure of what to expect. Would they be afraid of her now? 
Would they run from the monster she had become to save them?

But instead, the children rushed toward her, tears streaming down 
their faces—not from fear, but from gratitude. “Thank you, Ashina! 
You’re the best!” they cried, their small hands reaching out to cling to 
her powerful, fur-covered paws. Their trust in her had not wavered, not 
even in the face of her terrifying transformation.

Little Grace, her voice quivering, looked up at the towering 
werewolf with wide, tear-filled eyes. “Ashina… are you hurt?”

Ashina, unable to speak in this form, felt a warmth blossom in 
her chest. She knelt down slowly, her massive frame towering over the 
children, and gently nuzzled them with her nose, assuring them she 

was unharmed. But the moment of peace reminded her she needed to shift back. The children had 
seen enough of the beast; now they needed to see her—the protector they knew.

With a deep breath, Ashina began to change once more, her massive form shrinking, her fur 
receding until she stood before them again, human.  She knelt beside the children, pulling them into a 



soft embrace. “It’s alright now,” she whispered, her voice warm and soothing. “You’re safe.” 
The children clung to her, their tears drying, comforted by the return of the Ashina they knew—

their protector, their hero.
Ashina stood over the children, her expression softening as they clung to her. But then, with a 

sudden firmness, she straightened up, hands on her hips. “What are you doing here?” she asked, her 
tone gentle but with a hint of the authority she carried as their protector.

The children shuffled nervously, glancing at one another before Finn spoke up. “Ashina, we don’t 
understand Lady Emma’s lessons. We have too much to catch up on!” Her words were filled with 
frustration, a sentiment quickly mirrored by the others.

Ashina’s gaze softened. “You know, Lady Emma can help you catch up,” she replied, crouching 
down to meet them at eye level. “All you have to do is ask her. She’d be more than happy to help you 
after class, and you’re always welcome to stay for extra lessons.”

The children exchanged uncertain looks, as if they hadn’t considered the possibility of simply 
asking for help. But then Lena, her brow furrowed, shook her head. “We would... but there’s the 
monster near you.”

Ashina’s ears twitched at the word “monster.” She felt a flicker of concern but quickly understood 
who they meant. “Lillith?” she asked gently, piecing it together. “You know, Lillith is kind of in the 
same situation as you. She’s also behind in her learning. But she’s trying—just like you can. Give her a 
chance, and you’ll see.”

But the youngest, Grace, tugged at Ashina’s arm, her voice quivering. “Ashina, no. The monster—
she’s never stopped!”

Ashina frowned. “What are you talking about?” she asked, her confusion deepening. She knelt 
down, her golden eyes searching Grace’s face for more answers.

Grace’s small voice trembled as she spoke, her words stumbling out. “Before sunrise... a monster 
goes to the villagers’ houses alone. We hear screams... but just for a few moments. It’s been happening 
a lot, and we don’t know why.”

Ashina’s eyes widened slightly, and her heart skipped a beat. Screams? A chill crept up her spine, 
but she kept her expression calm for the children’s sake. “Thise haven’t been any deaths,” she said, 
more to herself than to the children, trying to make sense of it.

Lena nodded gravely, her voice hushed. “But Ashina, the monster—she’s already been to 
the house behind ours three times. The lady that lives there… she’s still alive, but she seems lost. 
Whenever we say hello, it’s like she doesn’t remember us.”

Ashina felt a deep unease settle in her gut. This was no small thing. If the children were telling 
the truth—and they had no reason to lie—
something darker was at work here. She ran 
a hand through her hair, her mind racing. “I’ll 
sort this out,” she said after a long pause, her 
voice firm. “But if you see or hear anything 
else, come to me or go to Eve immediately. 
Understood?”

The children nodded in unison, clearly 
relieved that Ashina would handle the 
situation. 

Ashina glanced at the lifeless body 
of the grizzly beside her, its massive form 
sprawled across the forest floor. “Well,” she 
said, a wry smile crossing her face despite 
the tension in the air. “We’re not going to let 
all this meat go to waste, are we?” She patted 
the grizzly’s side, its fur still warm under 



her touch. “Go on, children. Head back to the village. there’s no more danger now. I’ll bring the grizzly 
back.”

The children hesitated for a moment, still shaken by the events, but eventually, they nodded 
and began making their way back toward the village, casting grateful glances over their shoulders at 
Ashina.

Once they were gone, Ashina crouched by the grizzly, her mind still spinning from the children’s 
story. A monster visiting houses before dawn? Screams? The strange behavior of the villagers 
afterward? It didn’t add up. Her first instinct was to think of Lillith, but Lillith had been trying so hard to 
control herself. No… this was something different, something deeper.

Ashina grabbed the grizzly by its thick fur, lifting it with ease. She could feel the weight of the 
beast in her arms, but her mind was elsewhere, piecing together the strange puzzle the children had 
laid before her. Whoever—or whatever—was causing those screams had to be dealt with. And soon.

As she began her trek back to the village, the sun overhead began to dip slightly, casting long 
shadows through the trees. Ashina moved with purpose, her mind already formulating a plan. The 
village was peaceful now, but something dark lingered on its outskirts, something that only she could 
confront.

For now, though, she would bring back the grizzly, return to Eve, and prepare for whatever came 
next. The children had been spared this time, but Ashina knew she needed to uncover the truth before 
the monster—whatever it was—struck again.

The children sprinted back toward the village, their small figures disappearing into the trees as 
Ashina remained by the lake. For a moment, the forest felt still, the echoes of the children’s voices 
fading into the distance. Ashina stared at the shimmering surface of the water, her mind drifting to a 
memory—one of the quiet afternoons she had spent here with Eve. The two of them, wrapped in the 
warmth of the sun, laughing as they skipped stones and shared whispered words. It was a place that 

held something sacred for them, a sanctuary from the chaos of the world. 
“I’ll come back here with her,” Ashina murmured softly to herself, her golden eyes reflecting the 

calm of the lake.
With a determined stride, Ashina made her way back to the village, the grizzly’s weight almost 

negligible in her powerful arms. As she reached the village square, the small crowd of villagers that 
had gathered gasped in awe at the sight of her—a towering werewolf, silver fur gleaming in the 



sunlight, and the massive bear slung over her shoulder. She threw the grizzly down with a loud thud in 
the center of the square, the force of its landing stirring dust into the air.

The children, their mother, and several other villagers stood waiting, eyes wide with excitement. 
The children had already told the tale of how Ashina had saved them from certain death, and the 
villagers were buzzing with gratitude and admiration. A woman stepped forward, her voice full of 
respect. “Lady Ashina, do you want us to prepare a meal for you?” she asked, eyeing the fresh kill.

Ashina, still in her werewolf form, could only grunt in acknowledgment, her inability to speak 
clearly in this shape frustrating her. Before she could figure out how to respond, Eve emerged from the 
shadows near the inn, a playful smile tugging at her lips. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she took 
in Ashina’s impressive form.

“She’s definitely hungry,” Eve said with a teasing grin. “But give her a couple of minutes. If 
she shifts back now, she’ll be standing here naked.” She raised her eyebrows suggestively, and the 
villagers, suddenly realizing the predicament, flushed and stammered awkward apologies.

“Of course! Sorry, Lady Ashina!” they mumbled, bowing their heads in embarrassment as they 
shuffled back.

Ashina snorted softly at Eve’s playful tone and didn’t waste any time. She turned on her heel and 
sprinted out of the village, heading toward the spot where she had left her clothes earlier. The shift 
back to her human form would leave her vulnerable without them. But as she approached the small 
hollow where she had neatly stowed her garments, her eyes widened in confusion. The spot was 
empty.

Chapter 3
“I’m sure I put my outfit here…” 

she muttered under her breath, 
frowning.

Before she could investigate 
furthers, a familiar laugh came 
from behind her. Eve, moving with 
her signature stealth, emerged 
from the mist of the forest, holding 
Ashina’s clothes at arm’s length, a 
mischievous glint in her eyes. 

“Honey, is this what you’re 
looking for?” Eve’s voice was 
playful, her smile wide. She dangled 
the clothes just out of reach, her 
laughter bright and teasing. “If you 
want them, you’ll have to catch me 
first.”

Without waiting for a reply, Eve darted into the forest, her laugh echoing through the trees as she 
took off. Ashina blinked, caught off guard, but the challenge was impossible to resist. With a low growl, 
she bolted after her.

The chase was on. Eve was quick, her lithe form weaving effortlessly through the trees, but 
Ashina was faster. The thrill of the hunt pulsed in her veins, her werewolf instincts coming alive as she 
closed the gap between them. Eve glanced back over her shoulder, her heart racing with exhilaration 
as she saw how close Ashina was. She laughed again, turning her head to look forward—only to realize 
Ashina was gone.

She slowed her pace, her breath coming in short gasps, eyes scanning the forest. “Ashina?” she 
called, glancing around. A moment of silence passed, and then—out of nowhere—the sleek, silver form 
of the wolf leaped from above. With an agile pounce, Ashina pinned Eve to the forest floor, her strong 



hands holding Eve’s wrists firmly against the earth.
Their chests pressed together, and for a moment, all was still. Eve’s breath hitched, the rapid 

beating of her heart thrumming against Ashina’s. A grin spread across Eve’s face as she looked up at 
her.

“You don’t feel anything?” Eve asked, her voice a playful challenge, her eyes glinting with 
amusement.

Ashina tilted her head, her expression puzzled. “Apart from the beautiful prey under my hands? 
No,” she replied, her tone teasing as her grip tightened slightly on Eve’s wrists.

Eve laughed softly, shaking her head in disbelief. “Squeeze a little harder. You really don’t feel 
anything?”

Ashina’s brow furrowed, glancing down at Eve’s chest pressed against hers, the warmth of their 
skin in contact. “No… What am I supposed to be feeling?” she asked, genuinely confused.

Eve’s smile turned sly as she whispered, “Don’t you notice how fast my heart is beating? I’m out of 
breath, Ashina.” She leaned closer, her lips brushing Ashina’s ear as she added, “It’s because of you.”

Ashina blinked, her eyes widening slightly in realization. She had been so focused on the chase, 
on the thrill of the hunt, that she hadn’t noticed the more subtle signals. Eve’s heartbeat, the rise and 
fall of her chest, the soft flush of excitement on her skin—it had all been there, just beneath the surface.

A slow smile spread across Ashina’s face, and she leaned down, her lips hovering just above 
Eve’s. “I think I’m starting to understand now,” she whispered.

And with that, their lips met, the forest around them fading into nothing as the connection 
between them burned brighter than ever.

Eve, my love,” Ashina murmured, her voice soft as a whisper but filled with a deep knowing. “Your 
heart has been beating like this since the inn… since the evening you were overwhelmed by the fear of 
losing me.”

Eve blinked in surprise, her breath catching for a moment. She looked up into Ashina’s golden 
eyes, confused. “It doesn’t seem to surprise you,” she said, her brow furrowing slightly.

Ashina smiled, her expression tender yet certain. “My love, we’re no longer bound by what we 
were—vampires, werewolves… we’ve passed that 
stage. Think about it. Vampires can’t create fire, can 
they? Or tan in the sun beneath an open sky. And 
werewolves? We’ve never been able to choose our 
transformations without the moon, or take on multiple 
forms as I can now.” She paused, brushing a strand 
of hair away from Eve’s face. “Valeria told me once… 
that no life is sealed, that we’re capable of evolving, of 
becoming more than what we once were. And that’s 
what’s happened to us, Eve. Our hearts, our souls… 
they’re linked.”

Eve, still lying beneath Ashina, felt an electric 
thrill run through her at those words. Her pulse 
quickened, her breath hitching as her body reacted 
to the closeness of Ashina. Overcome with a rush of 
emotion, she instinctively wrapped her legs around 
Ashina’s waist, locking her in place. Ashina took Eve’s 
hands, bringing them together and pressing them 
to the earth, holding her there. Their bodies moved 
in sync, as if every touch was guided by something 
beyond them—a force neither could name but both 
could feel.



And in that sacred moment, they let their love express itself fully.
The night passed in a haze of passion and tenderness, the world outside forgotten as the two 

lovers lost themselves in each other’s embrace, beneath the canopy of stars. As dawn began to hint 
at the edges of the sky, Ashina, now lying beside Eve, stared at her with a quiet intensity, her mind 
returning to the troubling words the children had shared about Lillith. The joy of the night lingered, but 
it was shadowed by concern.

“Eve,” Ashina began, her voice serious now, “the children told me something… something I can’t 
ignore. They said Lillith has been sneaking out before sunrise—screams are heard in the village, and 
one of the women, the one near the children’s home, seems... changed. They think Lillith is attacking 
villagers.”

Eve sat up sharply, her expression one of shock. “What?” she whispered, her voice thick with 
disbelief. “Lillith? But Valeria would never let that happen. She’s been mentoring her, guiding her…there 
has to be some kind of explanation.”

Ashina’s eyes softened, though the worry in them didn’t fade. “I don’t know, but I saw their fear 
with my own eyes. We need to figure this out, Eve. And soon.”

Later that morning, as the sun crept over the horizon, Eve and Ashina returned to the village and 
settled on the roof of the inn, keeping watch over Crestwood as the village awoke. The streets below 
were quiet, but they both knew something was stirring in the shadows. 

Just as the first light of dawn began to break, Valeria and Lillith emerged from the inn, returning 
from their night. The two women looked tired but calm—until Lillith suddenly broke away, her eyes 
distant, her body moving on its own as she headed straight for one of the village homes.

Eve stood to stop her, a sense of urgency washing over her. “Ashina, I have to—”
Ashina grabbed her arm gently but firmly, holding her back. “No. You can’t, Eve. She’s in 

withdrawal. If you stop her now, she’ll turn on you—and there will be victims. We’re in the open here. 
The damage will be less if we let her go, just for now.”

Eve bit her lip, her hands shaking with the weight of wanting to protect her friend. But after a 
moment, she nodded, trusting Ashina’s judgment. “You’re right,” she whispered, her voice trembling. 
“But we need to fix this.”

With that decision made, they both went to find Valeria. They found her resting by the inn, the 
shadows of the night still lingering in her eyes. When Ashina and Eve explained what had been 
happening—how Lillith had been sneaking out just before sunrise to avoid the sun’s rays, how the 
screams were heard, and how the villagers were growing fearful—Valeria’s face darkened with 
realization.

“She’s struggling with the bloodlust,” Valeria said, her voice weary. “I’ve kept it under control, but 
it’s worse now. We have to take her away from the village, away from the scent of blood, to purge her.”

Ashina thought for a moment, then her eyes lit up with 
an idea. “The cave,” she said. “The one where I fought for the 
first time.”

Valeria’s expression softened with agreement. “That 
could work.”

Eve, standing by Ashina’s side, suddenly felt tears 
well up in her eyes. “We’ll be separated, won’t we?” she 
whispered, her voice breaking. “You can’t come with us, 
Ashina… your blood… it’ll only make things worse.”

Ashina cupped Eve’s face gently, wiping away a stray 
tear. “It’ll be quick, my love. I’ll come for you as soon as it’s 
safe. I promise.”

Eve nodded, swallowing hard, and together they agreed 
on the plan. Emma was informed, and the women spent 
the rest of the day together, cherishing the hours before the 



nightfall, before they’d have to act.
Unbeknownst to them, high in a tree at the edge of 

the village, someone else had been watching. A figure 
cloaked in light, her radiant beauty a stark contrast to the 
shadowed forest around her. Sylvia, a chosen monster 
hunter, had been observing Ashina ever since she first 
saw her transform and carry the grizzly. Sylvia’s keen eyes 
followed Ashina’s every move, her mind racing. How could 
a werewolf transform in broad daylight?

Sylvia adjusted her belt, where two silver daggers 
and a wooden stake hung, along with her bow and a 
quiver of various arrows strapped to her back. She had 
been tracking a pack of werewolves for days, picking them 
off one by one until a storm caused her to lose their trail. 
Now, here she was, watching Ashina with suspicion. Was 
this she-wolf part of the pack she’d been hunting?

Her eyes narrowed. Crestwood seemed peaceful on 
the surface, but Sylvia could feel something darker lurking beneath the tranquility. She would watch. 
And if the time came, she would strike.

Night had fallen, casting a thick veil of darkness over the village. Inside the inn, the flickering glow 
of candlelight reflected off the wooden walls, creating an intimate, almost somber atmosphere. Lillith 
and Valeria were preparing to leave for their nightly walk, their steps already pointed toward the door 
when Ashina’s voice called them back.

“Come share a drink with us,” Ashina said from her seat at the bar, her tone casual yet firm. Eve, 
standing behind the counter, was already pouring drinks—pig’s blood for Valeria and Lillith, a glass of 
orange juice for Ashina. The three women shared a glance before Lillith sighed and sat down next to 
Ashina, feeling the weight of an unspoken conversation between them.

Eve handed them their glasses, and for a moment, a light conversation began—small talk about 
the village, about the people they protected, about the world outside. But Ashina’s amber eyes kept 
drifting toward Lillith, their gaze sharp and discerning, like she could see through the surface of things. 
Finally, Ashina leaned toward Lillith, her voice soft but unwavering.

“It’s for your own good, Lillith,” Ashina said, her words hanging in the air like a warning. “I don’t 
want Eve to be forced to cry over your death one day.”

Lillith froze, her blood-red drink halfway to her lips, her body going rigid at the weight of Ashina’s 
words. In that instant, she knew. Ashina was aware of what she had been doing—sneaking out in the 
dead of night, feeding on the villagers despite Valeria’s guidance. Lillith’s eyes widened, but before she 
could even defend herself, Ashina stood up.

In a blur of movement, Ashina’s arm transformed, shifting into its most powerful werewolf form. 
In a split second, she delivered a devastating punch to Lillith’s stomach with all the strength she could 
muster. The impact sent Lillith crashing to the floor, unconscious before she even hit the ground. The 
sound echoed through the inn like a thunderclap.

Eve gasped, running to Ashina’s side. Her arms wrapped around Ashina’s waist, pulling her close 
in an effort to soothe the tension that still rippled through her. “Come with me to the lake in two days,” 
Eve whispered, her voice filled with longing and sadness, knowing they would be separated for a while. 
Her words were a promise, a way of saying that things would be okay again, that they’d have their time. 
Valeria, meanwhile, knelt by Lillith, checking her pulse. 

Valeria stood, her expression grim but resolved. “We have a long journey ahead of us,” she said, 
her voice tight with determination. The road to the cave would be long, and purging Lillith of her 
bloodlust would take every ounce of strength they had.

Ashina and Emma stood outside the village gates, watching as Valeria, Eve, and Lillith 



disappeared into the night. Ashina’s heart felt heavy, an ache spreading through her chest as she 
watched Eve, the love of her life, grow smaller in the distance. She couldn’t hold back the tears, the 
sharp pain of separation cutting deeper than she expected. Eve was her everything, and watching her 
walk away, even for a short time, felt like losing a part of herself.

Emma, sensing the deep sadness in her friend, stepped closer. “She’ll be back,” she said, her 
voice gentle but filled with conviction. “You’re not losing her.”

Ashina nodded, though her heart felt hollow. Emma tried her best to console her, but Ashina was 
too lost in her own grief. She could hardly listen as Emma spoke of her own past love, someone she 
had left behind to pursue her own journey, the pain of it still fresh despite the passing of time.

Hours passed. Ashina sat on the steps of the inn, unmoving, her mind replaying the moments she 
and Eve had shared, and the emptiness she felt in her absence gnawed at her. The night drifted into 
morning, and still Ashina remained, staring into the distance like a lost soul waiting for something—
anything—to bring her back to life.

The next day, Emma found Ashina still sitting there, looking as though she hadn’t moved at all. 
Her eyes were tired, distant, like she was stuck in some far-off place that Emma couldn’t reach. 

“Hey,” Emma said softly, sitting down next to her. “How did you meet Eve? You’ve never really told 
me.”

But Ashina, too deep in her sorrow, shook her head. She wasn’t ready to talk about those 
memories—not while Eve was away and the ache of missing her felt like an open wound.

Emma frowned, feeling helpless as she watched her friend suffer. “Come with me to see the 
children,” she offered, hoping to distract Ashina from her sadness. “It might help to take your mind off 
things.”

But Ashina only shook her head again, her eyes fixed on the horizon, her heart too heavy to even 
think of anything else. She felt like a ghost of herself, a hollow being without Eve there to fill the void.

Meanwhile, in the cave, Valeria and Eve were doing everything they could to guide Lillith through 
the purge. The darkness of the cave pressed in around them, but it was the safest place, far from the 

scent of blood and temptation. 
Lillith, still weak from the struggle inside her, looked 

up at her friends, her voice trembling with gratitude. “Thank 
you,” she whispered, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. 
“For doing this for me… I know it’s not going to be easy.”

Eve knelt beside her, placing a hand on Lillith’s 
shoulder. “We’ll get through this,” she said softly, though the 
distance from Ashina weighed on her heart as well.

Two days later, Ashina’s heart lifted as the time finally 
came to reunite with Eve. She set out toward the lake where 
they had first met Valeria, her thoughts consumed with the 
joy of seeing her love again. She moved quickly through the 
forest, her mind so full of anticipation that she didn’t notice 
the danger lurking around her.

Sylvia waited, hidden in the trees, her body still as she 
watched Ashina approach. The silver dagger at her side 
gleamed faintly, but it was the arrow she was preparing that 
would do the most damage. She had been tracking Ashina, 
convinced she was part of the pack she had been hunting 
down, and now, seeing her alone and vulnerable, she was 
ready to strike.

As Ashina passed beneath her, Sylvia loosed the 
arrow. It cut through the air with deadly precision, striking 



Ashina from the top of her back and piercing through to her stomach. 
The pain was instant and overwhelming. Ashina looked down in disbelief, her hands instinctively 

moving to the wound, where blood was already pouring out, staining her clothes and fingers. The 
arrowhead gleamed silver—its touch burning into her flesh, preventing her from healing. With a 
strangled gasp, Ashina collapsed to the ground, her hands slick with blood.

At the same time, miles away in the cave, Eve suddenly collapsed to her knees, clutching her 
stomach. A sharp pain radiated through her, and blood dripped from the corners of her mouth. 

Chapter 4
“Lillith! Valeria!” Eve gasped, her voice barely a whisper. “Something’s wrong… Ashina…”
Valeria and Lillith rushed to her side, panic flashing across their faces as Eve’s body trembled, her 

hands gripping the earth beneath her. 
“Eve, what’s happening?” Valeria asked, her voice tight with fear.
Eve’s eyes were wide, filled with pain and dread as she choked out the words that cut through the 

air like a knife. 
“Ashina… no…”
Valeria’s eyes widened with sudden understanding. Ashina was hurt—or worse. The connection 

between Eve and Ashina was too strong for Eve to feel such pain otherwise. Without wasting another 
second, Eve rose to her feet, trembling with desperation. She turned to Valeria and Lillith, her voice 
steady but strained. “You need to continue. Please, Lillith… control your thirst. I need you strong in 
case something happens.”

Lillith, though still battling her urges, gave a solemn nod. She understood the gravity of the 
situation. “Go,” Valeria urged Eve, her voice filled with both urgency and reassurance. “We’ll take care 
of things here.”

Eve didn’t wait for more words. In a blink, she disappeared into the forest, moving at an 
impossible speed, her heart pounding as she raced toward the village. She could feel Ashina’s pain like 
a knife in her chest, driving her faster, her feet barely touching the ground as trees blurred past her. 

Sylvia had found an old, abandoned house on the outskirts of the village. The structure was 
decrepit, the roof caving in, the windows cracked and smeared 
with dust. It had clearly been untouched for years, and that suited 
her purposes just fine. She dragged Ashina’s limp body into the 
cellar, the wolf’s blood leaving a dark trail on the ground behind 
them. Ashina was fading fast, her life draining from the silver 
wound in her back. 

Sylvia wasted no time. She shackled Ashina to the walls, 
using heavy iron chains to spread her arms wide, forcing her to 
remain kneeling. Ashina’s unconscious form swayed slightly, but 
the chains prevented her from collapsing fully to the floor. Around 
her neck, Sylvia placed a necklace adorned with sharp silver 
spikes—if Ashina tried to transform, the necklace would tighten 
and impale her, killing her instantly.

Satisfied, Sylvia grabbed a bucket of cold water and threw 
it over Ashina’s face, causing the wolf to wake with a scream, her 
body convulsing in pain. Her eyes shot open, wild and disoriented, 
the sharp agony in her stomach overwhelming her senses. She 

gasped, trying to focus, trying to understand where she was.
Meanwhile, Eve arrived breathless at the inn, bursting through the door, her eyes frantic. Emma 

was there, sitting by the hearth, looking surprised to see her. “Eve? What are you—”
“Where’s Ashina?” Eve demanded, panic breaking through her usually calm exterior. “Did she 

come back here?”



Emma frowned, confused. “She was headed to the lake, wasn’t she?”
Eve shook her head, explaining in hurried, breathless sentences what had happened—how 

Ashina had been wounded, how she could feel her pain. Emma’s face grew pale, and together they 
rushed out of the inn, beginning their frantic search through the village and the surrounding woods.

Ashina’s vision blurred as she tried to focus on her surroundings. The cellar was dimly lit, 
cobwebs hanging thick in the corners, the air damp and cold. Her body ached everywhere, and the 
sharp spikes against her neck prevented her from moving even slightly without the fear of impalement. 
Across the room, Sylvia stood, her eyes cold and calculating.

“Who are you?” Ashina rasped, her voice weak from pain.
Sylvia’s answer was swift—a brutal punch to Ashina’s ribs that knocked the wind from her lungs. 

“I’m the one asking the questions!” she snapped, her voice hard. “How many of you are there? Where’s 
the rest of your pack?”

Ashina coughed, gasping for air. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she managed through 
gritted teeth. 

Sylvia’s expression twisted with anger. Grabbing 
the arrow still lodged in Ashina’s stomach, she twisted it 
sharply, causing Ashina to scream in agony. Blood poured 
from the wound, and the pain was blinding, every nerve in 
her body burning. 

“You can die quickly and painlessly,” Sylvia said coldly, 
her face inches from Ashina’s, “or I can make you bleed 
out slowly, suffering every second until the end. Either way, 
you’ll die. Your choice.”

Ashina’s heart pounded in her chest, but she knew 
one thing for certain—if she died, Eve would die too. They 
were bound in a way that neither of them fully understood, 
but Ashina could feel it. She could feel the connection 
between them like a thread tying their lives together. 

“Please… don’t kill me,” Ashina whispered, her voice 
breaking. “Do what you want, but don’t kill me.”

Sylvia’s eyes narrowed, her suspicion deepening. 
“Begging won’t save you.”

And so, the torture continued. Sylvia relentlessly 
twisted the arrow and delivered blows to Ashina’s body, 
drawing out every ounce of suffering she could. Blood 
dripped steadily to the ground, pooling beneath Ashina’s 
knees. Hours passed, the pain becoming a constant, 
suffocating presence.

Eve and Emma searched the village with growing 
desperation. They combed through every corner, every alley, but found no sign of Ashina. As the sun 
began to dip low on the horizon, Emma, exhausted, suggested they start over from the inn. “We’ve 
missed something, I know it,” she said, her voice heavy with frustration and worry.

They returned to the inn, and Eve, too overwhelmed with emotion, retreated to her room. As soon 
as she entered, the sight of Ashina’s empty pillow hit her like a tidal wave. She collapsed onto the bed, 
clutching the pillow to her chest, and let the tears fall freely. The tightness in her chest was unbearable, 
and the feeling of helplessness clawed at her. She had left Ashina, and now she was suffering because 
of it.

The pillow was soon soaked with her tears as she cried, her body shaking. But as she lay there, 
the world around her began to blur. In the depths of her grief, something strange happened. Eve closed 
her eyes and for a brief second, she saw something else—a vision, faint but unmistakable. 



She saw a room. Dark, musty, filled with cobwebs and shadows. A cellar.
Eve gasped, sitting up straight, her heart racing. She closed her eyes again, focusing harder, 

trying to bring the vision back. It returned, this time clearer. She saw the room again, the dim light, the 
heavy chains… and then she heard it.

“Eve, I’m sorry,” came a voice, faint but filled with pain.
And then the vision cut off.
Eve’s heart stopped. She knew now. Ashina was in a cellar, somewhere nearby, suffering. And she 

had to find her—before it was too late.
Sylvia’s cold eyes narrowed as she watched Ashina, bound and bloodied. “Who are you talking 

to?” she asked. “Or are you finally going to answer my questions?”
Ashina coughed, blood trickling from the corner of her mouth. Her voice was hoarse, weak from 

the agony. “I don’t know anything about what you’re asking me,” she managed, gasping for breath. 
“But… I can’t die.”

Sylvia’s lips curled into a cruel smile. “You *will* die. Quickly, if you’re lucky. Slowly, if I have my 
way. A monster is still a monster.” Her voice was laced with contempt, the word “monster” spat out like 
venom.

Ashina’s eyes, though clouded with pain, sharpened. “The monster… isn’t always who you think it 
is,” she muttered before Sylvia’s fist crashed into her face, snapping 
her head to the side. Blood spilled from her mouth as she groaned in 
pain, her vision swimming.

Meanwhile, in the inn, Eve rushed downstairs, her face pale, her 
heart racing. She had just had the vision—the vivid image of Ashina 
in chains, suffering at the hands of a woman she didn’t recognize. 
The horror of it had left her shaking. “Emma!” she cried. “Something’s 
happened! I saw Ashina… she’s being tortured! I *felt* it—”

Emma looked at her friend with wide eyes. “You experienced a 
transposition,” she explained, her voice low and serious. “It’s a rare 
form of magic—extremely high-level. It allows you to see and feel 
through someone else’s eyes, but only if there’s a deep connection. 
The fact that you’ve done it means your bond with Ashina is… 
beyond anything I’ve seen.”

“How do I do it again?” Eve demanded, her voice frantic, her 
body trembling with both fear and desperation.

Emma took a deep breath and placed her hand on Eve’s 
shoulder. “I can amplify the spell. But it’s dangerous, Eve. Our magic 
will resonate together, and if we’re not careful, it could overwhelm us 
both. You could lose yourself in the vision.”

“I don’t care,” Eve said without hesitation. “I need to see her.”
Emma nodded grimly, then closed her eyes, summoning her 

magic. A soft glow surrounded her hands as she touched Eve’s 
forehead, amplifying the magical connection between Eve and 
Ashina. A rush of power surged between them, and Eve’s vision 

blurred, the inn around her dissolving into darkness. When her sight cleared, she found herself *inside* 
Ashina’s body once again—feeling her pain, her exhaustion, her every strained breath.

Through Ashina’s eyes, Eve saw the woman—Sylvia—hitting Ashina repeatedly, her fists landing 
with brutal force. Every punch felt like fire, and Eve’s heart broke knowing how much her love was 
suffering.

But then, something strange happened.

Chapter 5



Ashina’s head slowly lifted, her amber eyes glowing 
with something unnatural, something *otherworldly*. When 
she spoke, the voice wasn’t hers—it was something deeper, 
darker, a voice that resonated with power. “Stop,” the voice 
commanded, low and dangerous. “I’m going to find you, … 
and I’m going to kill you.”

Sylvia recoiled, startled by the sudden change. 
“What…?” she whispered, her confusion clear. But 
before she could react further, Ashina’s head fell back, 
unconscious once again, the brief surge of power fading as 
quickly as it had come.

Back in the inn, Eve and Emma were suddenly thrown 
backward, the magical influx too much for them to handle. 
They crashed to the floor, gasping for air as the spell 
broke. Eve’s body shook with the force of the vision, tears 
streaming down her face.

“She’s… she’s suffering so much, Emma,” Eve sobbed, 
her voice trembling with anguish. “I could feel it. She’s in 
chains. There’s a woman, —she’s torturing her. I don’t know 
how much longer Ashina can last.”

Emma knelt beside her, trying to steady her breathing, 
though she was clearly shaken by the intensity of the magic. 
“We’ll find her, Eve,” she said, her voice soft but determined. 
“I promise. We’ll find her.”

At daybreak, Emma went into the village square and 
cried out for help. “Please! We need your help!” she shouted, gathering as many people as she could. 
The villagers, moved by the urgency in her voice, quickly gathered around, listening intently as Emma 
explained the situation—how Ashina, their protector, had been taken and was in mortal danger.

The village erupted into action. People split into groups, determined to search every inch of 
Crestwood and the surrounding forest. The children that Ashina had saved from the grizzly, still filled 
with gratitude for their protector, joined the search, their small faces set with determination.

It wasn’t long before the children noticed something—the faint trail of blood leading away from 
the village. They followed it cautiously, their hearts pounding, until the trail led them to an old, decrepit 
house at the edge of the woods. The door hung loosely on its hinges, and the air was thick with 
silence, but the children didn’t hesitate. They followed the blood into the house, their steps careful but 
steady.

Inside, they found the cellar. And there, slumped against the wall, was Ashina. Her once-strong 
form was battered and broken, a pool of blood surrounding her knees as her body hung limply in the 
chains. 

“Lady Ashina!” the children cried out, their voices trembling as they ran to her. “Lady Ashina, 
wake up!”

Ashina’s eyes fluttered open, her vision hazy. She saw the children through the haze of pain and 
horror. “What… are you doing here?” she croaked, her voice barely a whisper. “You… you have to get 
out. It’s too dangerous.”

The children shook their heads, tears in their eyes. “No, Lady Ashina! We’re not leaving without 
you!” they insisted. One of the boys began fumbling with the chains, desperate to free her.

Ashina groaned in pain. “Try… try to find a way… I can’t… I can’t move…”
The smallest child, seeing that the others were struggling, said, “I’m going to get Eve!” Without 

waiting for a response, he darted out of the house, running as fast as her legs would carry him back to 
the village.



The other child, determined not to leave Ashina, continued trying to free her. By some stroke of 
luck, he found a key hanging from the wall and quickly worked to unlock the chains. Slowly, Ashina fell 
forward, collapsing to the ground. The boy, though small, did everything he could to pull her toward the 
cellar door, her little hands gripping her arms tightly.

“Come on, Lady Ashina,” the boy urged, her voice shaking with effort as he dragged her heavy, 
bleeding form toward the exit. They managed to get her halfway out of the house, Ashina’s breath 
coming in ragged gasps.

But just as they reached the doorway, Ashina’s body stiffened. She raised her head, her amber 
eyes wide with fear. “Wait,” she gasped. “We… we have to go back…”

The boy looked at her, confused. “But we’re almost out—”
Ashina collapsed to the ground with a heavy thud, her body giving out completely from the blood 

loss. Upstairs, the noise alerted Sylvia, who had been watching from above.
With cold determination, Sylvia descended the stairs, her eyes locking onto Ashina’s barely 

conscious form and the child trying desperately to save her.
Sylvia descended the creaking stairs, her eyes narrowing as she 

spotted Ashina collapsed on the ground with the young child beside 
her. Ashina’s once powerful form was broken, blood pooling beneath 
her, her breathing ragged and shallow. Sylvia’s lips parted in surprise, 
her gaze shifting from Ashina to the boy, who now stood protectively 
in front of the fallen werewolf, her small frame trembling but defiant.

“What are you doing here?” Sylvia demanded, her voice filled 
with confusion and disbelief. She had never expected anyone else to 
be involved, let alone a child.

The boy clenched her fists and took a step forward, her voice 
shaking with emotion but filled with determination. “I won’t let you 
hurt Lady Ashina anymore!” he shouted, her small body quivering 
with fear but standing tall in the face of danger.

Sylvia was about to respond, to tell the boy to leave, when 
Ashina’s weak, broken voice cut through the tension. “Take the little 
one... and save yourself,” she croaked, barely audible, her head lifting 
just enough to meet Sylvia’s eyes.

Both Sylvia and the child stared at Ashina in confusion. “What?” 
Sylvia muttered, her brow furrowing. “What are you saying?”

Ashina’s chest rose and fell with labored breaths, her voice 
barely a whisper, “For the love of God… save yourself. Save the child.”

Sylvia blinked, struggling to comprehend. Why would this 
creature—this werewolf—beg her to save the child when she herself 
was so close to death? Nothing made sense anymore. She turned 
toward the window and yanked the dusty curtain aside. Her heart lurched in her chest.

On the hill, a large group people stood silhouetted against the rising sun. They were advancing, 
slowly but surely, their eyes glowing with an unnatural light. From this distance, they looked like 
shadows, but Sylvia’s trained eyes knew better. These weren’t ordinary villagers.

“Who are all these people?” Sylvia asked, her voice low, her heart thundering in her chest.
Ashina coughed, spitting blood onto the floor, her body shaking from the effort of speaking. 

“They’re werewolves,” she rasped, her vision blurring. “I can feel it from here. They’ve come for me… 
but not as friends. You need to run. You need to save the child and go.”

Sylvia’s mind reeled, unable to process what was happening. “Why… why are you trying to protect 
me?” she asked, her voice rising with disbelief. “Aren’t they your friends?”

Ashina shook her head weakly, every breath a struggle. “No. I’m… a lone wolf. I live in the village… 



the same village as this little one. They’re not here for me... they’re here for blood. And if you don’t leave 
now, they’ll tear you apart.”

Sylvia’s eyes widened as she finally understood the terrible mistake she had made. Ashina wasn’t 
part of the pack she had been hunting. She had tortured the wrong woman, nearly killed someone who 
wasn’t her enemy at all. But the realization came too late. Ashina’s life was slipping away, the seconds 
ticking down like a countdown to death.

At that moment, the door to the old house creaked open from the back. Eve and Emma had 
arrived. Eve, her movements fluid like mist, glided into the room, her eyes locked on Sylvia with a 
murderous intent that chilled the air. The rage that burned in her heart was palpable, her connection to 
Ashina fueling every step as she moved toward the woman who had caused her so much pain.

Sylvia, desperate and panicked, grabbed one of her silver stakes and lunged at Eve, aiming for her 
heart. But Eve was faster. Before the stake could drive deeper than a few centimeters, Eve’s hand shot 
forward, piercing Sylvia’s stomach with brutal precision, her fingers sinking into the flesh like claws. 
Sylvia gasped, her body shaking with shock as the life drained from her. The force behind Eve’s strike 
was beyond human, beyond anything Sylvia had ever encountered. Her eyes widened as she collapsed 
to the floor, her last thoughts filled with disbelief at Eve’s sheer power. She hadn’t stood a chance.

Eve, her chest barely scratched by the weak blow, knelt beside Ashina, who was barely clinging 
to life. Tears brimmed in Eve’s eyes as she lifted Ashina’s blood-soaked body into her arms, holding her 
close. The child beside them sobbed, her small hand reaching for Ashina’s. “She’s dead!” he cried, her 
voice breaking.

“No,” Eve whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. “I won’t allow it.” 
Eve’s hands moved quickly, tearing off the silver necklace that had been keeping Ashina from 

transforming, ripping away the bloodstained clothes that covered her chest. Her fingers wrapped 
around the shaft of the arrow still lodged in Ashina’s stomach, and with a swift pull, she yanked it free, 
the silver blade slick with blood.

Ashina groaned, her head rolling to the side, her life slipping away faster by the second. But Eve 
wasn’t finished.

Without hesitation, Eve drew a sharp breath, her eyes burning with desperation as she  bit down 
on her own wrist. Eve tore through her own skin, her blood—rich and thick—pouring from the wound 
The pain was sharp but insignificant compared to the fear that gripped her heart. Dark crimson blood 
trickled from the wound, warm and thick, falling into Ashina’s open mouth. The sight was jarring—
Ashina’s once fierce and lively body lay still, lifeless. Eve whispered urgently, her voice trembling, 

“Come on, Ashina... please, take it. I need you to come 
back to me.”

She watched, heart hammering against her ribs, 
hoping for even the slightest response. But there was 
nothing—no twitch of movement, no flutter of her wolf 
ears. Ashina remained eerily still. Panic swelled inside 
Eve’s chest, a rising tide threatening to drown her in 
despair. This can’t be happening, she thought, her 
mind racing. She can’t be gone.

Tears stung her eyes as Eve’s gaze fell on 
Ashina’s chest. The realization hit her like a punch to 
the gut—Ashina’s heart, the very core of her being, 
wasn’t pumping. A sob escaped Eve’s throat as she 
turned to Sylvia, her voice barely holding together. 
“Give me your dagger. Now.”

Sylvia, wide-eyed and hesitant, fumbled with her 
belt before handing over the blade. “Eve... what are 
you—”



Before Sylvia could finish, Eve had already pressed the dagger to Ashina’s chest. With a sickening 
sound, she cut deep into her lover’s skin, the once unthinkable act now driven by sheer instinct and 
desperation. Blood seeped from the wound, dark and unmoving—just like Ashina.

“No... no...” Eve’s voice broke as she slashed her own hand, blood dripping over her fingers. 
With shaking hands, she plunged her fingers into the wound she had made, her own blood mingling 
with Ashina’s as she reached for her heart. The warmth of Ashina’s body was fading fast, but Eve’s 
determination only grew fiercer.

Chapter 6
Her fingers found the still heart, cold and unresponsive beneath her touch. Eve gritted her teeth, 

pushing back a sob, and began to manually pump Ashina’s heart, her movements frantic and filled 
with raw emotion. “Come on, Ashina! Fight, damn it!” she cried, her voice thick with grief and anger. 
Each pump was deliberate, forceful—her entire being was focused on bringing her love back from the 
brink of death.

With every beat her hands forced, she whispered in a cracked voice, “Please... don’t leave me... I 
need you... I love you.”

Moments dragged on, each one heavier than the last, as Eve continued to pump Ashina’s heart 
with her bare hand, her blood mixing with Ashina’s. The world around them seemed to blur, the only 
sound in Eve’s ears being the frantic pounding of her own heart and the deafening silence from 
Ashina’s.

Just when the last vestiges of hope began to slip away, there was the faintest flicker beneath Eve’s 
palm—a slight movement, the smallest of twitches. Eve’s breath caught in her throat as she stilled, her 
eyes widening. “Ashina...?”

A faint, weak thump responded. Then another.
The heartbeat was slow, fragile, but it was there. Eve let out a broken laugh, tears spilling freely 

down her face as the rhythm grew steadier, 
stronger. She withdrew her trembling hand, 
her bloodied fingers lingering for a moment on 
Ashina’s skin as if she couldn’t believe what had 
just happened.

Ashina’s chest rose—barely, but it rose. A 
ragged breath escaped her lips, her wolf ears 
flicking ever so slightly. Eve collapsed beside 
her, a sob of relief escaping her as she cradled 
Ashina’s head, her forehead resting against 
Ashina’s. “You’re back... you’re back...” she 
whispered, voice hoarse from emotion.

--
Ashina’s eyes fluttered, barely registering 

the taste of blood on her tongue. Eve’s mind raced, remembering what Ashina had said before—that 
they were no longer just vampires or werewolves. They had become something else. Something that 
transcended both.

Eve continued to let her blood flow into Ashina’s mouth, willing her love to return to her. “Come 
back to me,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “You have to come back to me.”

Eve let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding, tears streaming down her face as she 
cradled Ashina’s head in her lap. “That’s it,” she whispered. “That’s it, my love.”

The child looked up, her eyes wide with hope. “Is she going to be okay?”
Eve nodded, her hands still shaking, her heart still heavy with fear. “I think so,” she said softly. “But 

we need to get her out of here.”
Emma stood frozen for a moment, watching the chaos unfold. Her hands trembled as she stepped 



toward Sylvia, who lay crumpled on the floor. Blood still seeped 
from the wound Eve had inflicted, but Emma’s eyes were wide 
with disbelief, terror written on her face. Kneeling next to Sylvia, 
she placed her hands over the gaping hole in her stomach, 
trying to focus her healing energy. Her voice shook as she 
muttered, “Sylvia… no, no, no… not that. Please, not that.”

Sylvia groaned, barely conscious, her skin cold and clammy 
under Emma’s touch. “Emma…” Sylvia whispered weakly, 
confusion clouding her gaze. “I didn’t know…”

Eve barely registered the conversation. She was too 
focused on Ashina. As Eve held Ashina in her arms, she 
suddenly felt a sharp, instinctual pull. Ashina’s hand grasped 
her arm tightly, her grip like iron. Eve gasped, realizing Ashina 
was no longer just drinking her blood—she was feeding with 
the intensity of a vampire, her lips pressed against Eve’s 
skin, drawing more and more. But it wasn’t just a simple bite. 
Something deeper was happening, something powerful. Their 
blood mingled, merging more completely than it ever had 
before, and Eve could feel their connection strengthening, 
becoming something unbreakable.

At the same time, Emma finally managed to heal Sylvia’s 
wound, her magic pulsing through her hands, stitching Sylvia’s 
torn flesh back together. Sylvia gasped, feeling her strength 
return, but as soon as she recovered, Emma slapped her hard 
across the face. “What did you do?!” Emma shouted, her voice 
trembling with a mix of rage and desperation. “Why did you 
attack a Guardian?”

Sylvia’s eyes widened in shock, still reeling from everything 
that had happened. “a Guardian? You’re telling me I tortured a * 

Guardian *?” Her voice cracked, her face pale as the realization of her mistake crashed down on her.

Eve, her eyes still burning with fury, glared at Sylvia, the promise she had made hanging heavy in 
the air. “I told you I’d kill you,” Eve said, her voice low and deadly. “And nothing will stop me.”

Emma stepped forward, placing a hand on Eve’s arm, trying to calm her down. “Eve, please…”
But Eve didn’t look away from Sylvia, her rage unwavering. “Even you won’t stop me, Emma.” Eve’s 

words were final. She wouldn’t forgive this, no matter what.
Ashina, regaining her senses as the blood between them fused, stood up shakily, pulling Eve into 

a tight embrace. She could feel Eve’s anger, the raw pain that fueled her. But now wasn’t the time for 
vengeance.

Turning toward Sylvia and Emma, Ashina’s voice was calm, but urgent. “Take the child,” she said. 
“They’re coming.”

“What are you talking about?” Eve asked, still caught in her storm of emotions.
“We don’t have time to hide in the cellar now,” Ashina replied, her eyes glowing with the 

awareness of the approaching danger. She shifted into her werewolf form in an instant, her body 
swelling with power, while Eve’s solar energy burst to life, illuminating the dim room with radiant light.

Before they could prepare further, the windows shattered, and a flood of werewolves poured into 
the house, snarling and clawing. Sylvia, having pulled Emma and the child toward the cellar, now stood 
at the doorway, ready to defend them. She gripped a silver dagger tightly, bracing herself as the first 
wave of werewolves attacked.

Ashina and Eve fought side by side, repelling the attackers with every ounce of strength they had. 



Claws slashed through the air, tearing through Ashina’s fur and 
skin, while Eve unleashed bursts of fiery light, burning the wolves 
that came too close. The two of them were like a tempest, a force 
of nature, but the onslaught was relentless. With each wolf they 
felled, more seemed to take their place, their glowing eyes filled 
with bloodlust.

Sylvia, defending the cellar door as best she could, found 
herself grappling with two werewolves at once. She slashed at 
them with her dagger, but their overwhelming strength threw her 
to the ground. One of the wolves sank its teeth into her shoulder, 
tearing through flesh and bone. Sylvia screamed, unable to 
free herself, when suddenly the weight of the wolves was 
lifted. Ashina, with incredible force, had thrown the two wolves 
across the room. One crashed through a wall, disappearing 
into the night, while the other slumped against a broken table, 
motionless.

Sylvia, gasping for breath, barely had time to thank Ashina 
before she saw something that chilled her to her core—Ashina, 
now covered in blood, was being swarmed by four wolves at 
once. Their teeth and claws ripped into her, and Sylvia could see 
the deep gashes across Ashina’s body, her fur matted with blood. 
Even Ashina’s incredible strength wasn’t enough to hold them off 

for long.
Eve, fighting her own battle at the front of the house, set the entrance ablaze with her solar 

powers, but the wolves kept coming. Their claws tore through her clothes and skin, leaving deep 
wounds that burned with each passing moment. She and Ashina exchanged a glance through the 
chaos, both knowing the truth: they wouldn’t survive this. No matter how many wolves they killed, 
more were coming. The ground was already soaked in blood, the bodies piling up around them, but it 
wouldn’t be enough.

Ashina stumbled, weakened from blood loss and exhaustion. She fell to one knee, her breathing 
labored, just as Eve rushed to her side, trying to help her up. But before Eve could reach her, a 
werewolf lunged from the shadows, aiming directly for Ashina’s exposed throat.

Blood sprayed through the air, covering Eve’s face. For a horrifying second, Eve thought it was 
Ashina’s. She screamed, “No, no, no!” her heart breaking as she regained her vision. But then she saw 
Sylvia standing over Ashina, her body torn apart, her back ripped to shreds by the werewolf’s attack. 
Sylvia had thrown herself in front of Ashina, taking the killing blow.

Her clothes hung in tatters, and her skin was marred with deep, gruesome wounds. But she stood 
firm, her breath ragged as she faced Ashina. The wolf, with the last of her strength, reached up and 
decapitated the attacking werewolf with a single, brutal swipe of her hand. Then, as the severed head 
rolled across the floor, Ashina collapsed, barely conscious.

Eve knelt beside her, trembling. “Why did you do that?” she asked, her voice breaking, looking at 
Sylvia’s bloodied form.

Sylvia, her face pale and weak, managed a small, painful smile. “Because I was wrong,” she 
whispered, her voice hoarse. “I tortured the wrong person. You’re not my enemy… and I couldn’t let you 
die.”

Ashina groaned, her body still trembling with pain. She looked at Eve, her voice weak. “Help me 
up,” she muttered, trying to stay conscious. “We’re not finished yet.”

But even as they prepared for another wave of attacks, Eve and Ashina both knew they were 
reaching their limit. The house was burning, their bodies torn and bleeding, and outside, the howls of 
more wolves filled the night.



The fight was far from over.

Chapter 7
Sylvia, bloodied and battered, looked at Ashina and Eve, her breath shallow and ragged. Her 

voice, barely above a whisper, carried the weight of despair. “We’re going to die... this is it... it’s really 
happening...” she muttered, the realization of their inevitable 
fate sinking in. 

Outside, the remaining werewolves, shaken by the sight 
of their fallen comrades and unsure of the true strength of 
their opponents, began to retreat. They didn’t know that the 
three heroines were at their absolute limit—Ashina could 
no longer heal, her wounds deep and relentless; Sylvia was 
barely able to move; and Eve, drained of her solar energy, was 
struggling just to stay upright. 

In the cellar, Emma stood with the child, hearing the 
desperate battle raging above. She banged on the door, trying 
to open it. “Let us out!” she screamed, her heart pounding 
with fear and frustration. 

Then, suddenly, a voice echoed inside her head—
powerful, ancient, and commanding. “EMMA! YOU ARE THE 
PROTECTOR! WHAT ARE YOU DOING? TRIGGER YOUR 
POWERS! IT’S NOW OR EVERYTHING WILL BE LOST. 
YOUR POWERS ARE GREAT, LET YOURSELF BE FILLED 
WITH THEM!”

The voice was so overwhelming, so absolute, that 
Emma’s heart seized. She knew what she had to do. She 
closed her eyes, focusing with every ounce of her being. Her 
body began to tremble, and her eyes shifted to an unnatural, 
smooth blue glow. She felt something stirring inside her—
something vast and ancient. Slowly, her feet lifted off the 
ground, and she hovered in midair as if guided by invisible 
hands. 

With a wave of her hand, the cellar door vanished into 
thin air, dissolving like mist. Emma floated into the room 
above, her presence radiating an ethereal power. The scene 
before her was horrific—Ashina, Eve, and Sylvia were on the 
verge of death, the room soaked in blood and chaos. But as soon as they saw Emma, everything stilled.

Emma began to recite an incantation in an ancient, unknown language, her voice resonating with 
a celestial, angelic tone. Her very words seemed to bend the air around her. She first touched Sylvia, 
whose wounds disappeared instantly, her strength returning like a flood. Sylvia stared in awe, unable 
to comprehend the power Emma now possessed.

Emma moved to Ashina and Eve, her voice soft but commanding. “Share your blood,” she said, 
her blue eyes glowing intensely. “Do not argue—just do it.”

Without hesitation, Eve sank her fangs into Ashina’s fur, piercing her flesh. At the same time, 
Ashina bit into Eve’s neck, their blood mingling more deeply than ever before. As their blood flowed 
together, something extraordinary began to happen. Emma continued to speak in her secret language, 
her blue aura glowing brighter as a strange energy enveloped both Ashina and Eve.

The two women could feel the very essence of their beings fusing together, their blood no longer 
liquid but something more—something beyond their understanding. A sensation like no other rippled 
through them. Eve’s clothes began to shift, moving as if alive. A black, organic form grew from her 



skin, tearing away her old clothes and wrapping itself around her like armor, sleek and dangerous. The 
organic form connected to Ashina as well, sensing her wounds, healing her from the inside out. The 
two women were now encased in a shimmering, pulsating bubble of pure energy.

Inside the bubble, Ashina, in her werewolf form, turned to Eve, her eyes wide with a mixture 
of awe and fear. “What is this fear that pierces me?” Ashina asked, her voice trembling, not with 
weakness but with a deeper emotion.

Eve, feeling the same sensation coursing through her, responded quietly. “It’s the cave. When I 
thought of your death... this is what I felt. The terror of losing you.”

Ashina, her heart pounding, admitted, “I felt it too... when she told me I was going to die, I was 
willing to do anything to stay alive. Not for myself, but for you. I couldn’t let you die either.”

Their emotions, their fears, their love, everything they had ever shared, fused together in that 
moment. It was as though their souls had intertwined, their connection deepened beyond blood and 
body. And as the bubble of light around them faded, they were transformed.

Ashina’s silver fur had turned a radiant, pure white, her wounds completely healed. A glowing 
sphere pulsed at her heart, a symbol of her connection to Eve. Eve herself was now clad in a sleek, 
living armor, her arm covered in a gauntlet that glowed with power, a similar sphere embedded in her 
chest.

Emma, drained from the spell, collapsed to the ground. Sylvia, now fully healed, rushed to her 
side. “Emma!” she cried, shaking her, but Emma was merely unconscious, her body overwhelmed by 
the magic.

The howls of the retreating werewolves echoed through the night, signaling the end of their 
retreat—but not the end of the battle. As the wolves regrouped, more began to charge toward the 
house, their numbers overwhelming. They attacked with a ferocity and violence even greater than 
before, their rage fueled by the loss of their brothers.

But Ashina and Eve were no longer vulnerable. The two women moved in perfect synchronization, 
their every movement fluid and precise. They fought as 
though they were one being, one mind, able to see and 
respond to each other’s movements effortlessly.

Two werewolves lunged at Eve from behind, but 
before they could reach her, Ashina struck with blinding 
speed, her fangs sinking into one, her claws tearing 
through the other. Eve bent gracefully, dodging attacks 
with ease, while Ashina’s powerful body shielded her. The 
wolves fell one by one, their attacks repelled with brutal 
efficiency.

As the wolves outside heard the howls of pain from 
their brothers, they began to falter. But inside the house, 
Ashina and Eve stood untouchable, a storm of claws, 
fangs, and light.

Finally, when the last of the wolves had fled, Ashina 
walked out to the entrance of the house. Her white 
fur gleamed in the moonlight, and as she stood at the 
threshold, she let out a powerful, commanding howl. The 
remaining pureblood werewolves, still scattered across 
the forest, froze in their tracks. They turned toward her 
and, as if compelled by some ancient force, knelt before 
her, heads bowed low in submission.

The half-blood wolves, trembling with fear, cowered 
behind the purebloods. They knew their place, and they 
knew Ashina’s power.



Ashina’s voice boomed through the night, regal and commanding. “Beginning now, am your 
queen. No attack on humans will ever be tolerated again. From this moment forward, we will live in 
harmony, or you will face my wrath.”

Sylvia, still standing in the doorway with Emma in her arms, felt a fear she had never known. It 
wasn’t fear of death—but fear of the sheer nobility and power radiating from Ashina. She wasn’t just a 
werewolf anymore. She was something more, something greater.

Upon hearing Ashina’s announcement, a couple of half-blood werewolves pounced at Ashina.  
Eve was already in motion beside Ashina. In a fluid and almost effortless gesture, Eve extended 
her arm, and from her skin, two dark, whip-like tendrils erupted, slashing through the air with lethal 
precision. The air was filled with the sickening sound of flesh being torn as the werewolves charging 
toward Ashina were sliced cleanly in two, their bodies crumpling to the ground in grotesque heaps. 
Ashina hadn’t even moved.

Eve, breathing heavily but unwavering, stood tall. Her gaze burned with fierce intensity, her eyes 
aflame with a mix of rage and cold purpose. She raised her hand again, the remnants of the blood-
soaked whips retracting back into her skin like serpents returning to their den. Her voice cut through 
the silence like a knife. “Come closer if you want to die,” she declared, her voice low and deadly. “I am 
in no mood to leave any survivors.”

The fury in her voice echoed across the battlefield, a chilling promise that none would escape 
her wrath. Eve’s posture was aggressive, her entire being vibrating with barely contained violence. Her 
gaze, wild and relentless, locked onto the remaining werewolves, daring them to challenge her. In that 
moment, she was more than just a warrior—she was an unstoppable force, and her enemies could see 
it. The fear in their eyes was unmistakable.

Two large, sleek black wolves—Ava and Ada—stepped forward with purpose, their yellow eyes 
gleaming with loyalty and fierce determination. Silently, they flanked Ashina, their backs to her as they 
took up a protective stance. The other werewolves, recognizing the strength and authority of the she-
wolf standing before them, hesitated. Slowly, they followed Ava and Ada’s lead, positioning themselves 

in deference to Ashina’s power. They were warriors, yes, but they 
were also bound by the deep-seated laws of their kind.

Ashina stepped forward, her powerful form exuding both grace 
and dominance as she approached a tall, imposing black werewolf 
with gleaming red eyes. He had terrorized the region for too long, 
spreading violence and death wherever he went, corrupting other 
werewolves with his lust for chaos. The air was thick with tension 
as he regarded Ashina, her eyes betraying her recognition of her 
superiority. There was no challenge in her gaze—only resignation. He 
knew he was standing before a force greater than himself.

“What will be my punishment?” he rasped, his voice rough as he 
attempted to keep his dignity. “Exile, as our ancestral laws decree?” 
His words dripped with a final hope, a plea for mercy.

But Ashina’s voice was cold and unforgiving. “No,” she said, her 
words slicing through the air like a blade. “Death.”

Before he could react, Ashina’s hand moved with lightning 
speed. Her powerful paw gripped his throat, and with a brutal, swift 
motion, she tore his head from his body. Blood sprayed across the 
ground, and his lifeless form crumpled at her feet. The silence that 
followed was deafening. The other werewolves, frozen in place, 
watched in awe and fear as Ashina, their queen, stood unshaken by 
the brutality of her act. Her chest rose and fell steadily, her eyes never 
wavering from the fallen body.



In that solemn moment, Ashina asserted her absolute authority. She turned to face the gathered 
wolves, her gaze hard as iron. “If you respect life,” she growled, her voice carrying across the field, 
“be my emissaries. Otherwise, choose death now.” The weight of her words hung in the air like an 
executioner’s blade.

A chorus of howls erupted from the werewolves, an act of submission and loyalty. They 
acknowledged their new queen, their voices blending together in a primal symphony of obedience 
and fear. Slowly, they began to melt into the shadows, disappearing into the forest. Only Ava and Ada 
remained, silent and vigilant at Ashina’s side.

As the dark atmosphere of tension began to dissipate, the small group of Ashina, Eve, Sylvia, 
Emma, and the boy remained. A heavy, suffocating silence settled among them, broken only by the 
faint rustle of the wind through the trees. 

Eve’s face was set with grim determination, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of battle. 
Without a word, she began to march toward Sylvia, her movements 
slow but deliberate, her eyes locked onto the woman who had 
wronged her. Sylvia, sensing the deadly intent in Eve’s posture, 
stiffened, her body tensing in preparation for the inevitable.

Emma, her face pale and tear-streaked, ran forward, her voice 
cracking with fear and desperation. “Please, Eve,” she begged, her 
voice trembling. “Sylvia is my love... I cannot bear this. Please, spare 
her!” Her words were weak, barely a whisper, as she collapsed to 
her knees, her body shaking with sobs.

But Eve was unmoved. Her gaze remained focused on Sylvia, 
each step drawing her closer to carrying out her revenge. The fire in 
her eyes showed no sign of softening. Emma’s cries fell on deaf ears.

Just as Eve was within striking distance, Ashina stepped 
forward, placing a firm hand on Eve’s shoulder. With a gentle but 
commanding force, she turned Eve around, her eyes filled with 
understanding and resolve. Ashina shifted back into her human 
form, her hand sliding down to cradle Eve’s face tenderly.

“Enough,” Ashina whispered, her voice soft but firm. She pulled 
Eve into a gentle embrace, her body pressing against Eve’s, offering 
comfort and grounding her in the midst of her turmoil. The organic 
armor that covered Eve’s body slowly began to retract, dissolving 
into her body as her fury ebbed away. Ashina pressed her lips 
tenderly against Eve’s forehead, and with that simple kiss, the storm 
within Eve quieted.

The two women sank to the ground together, exhausted and 
overwhelmed by the events of the night. They held each other in 
silence, their bodies still trembling with the adrenaline of battle, but there was peace in their shared 
closeness. 

Emma, still trembling from her encounter with Eve’s wrath, let out a sigh of relief. She approached 
cautiously; her voice shaky but filled with gratitude. “Thank you... thank you for your mercy, Eve.” 

But Eve, her face weary and still marked with pain, shook her head. “No,” she murmured. “Do not 
thank me. You owe Sylvia’s life to Ashina, not me. I cannot forgive what Sylvia has done... and I will 
never forget.”

Emma’s eyes widened, tears brimming once again, but she nodded, understanding the weight of 
Eve’s words. Ashina had been the savior, the one who had stayed Eve’s hand when all seemed lost.

Emma volunteered to return to the village with the children in tow, her heart still racing from the 
chaotic events of the night. As she glanced back, the sight before her brought a flush to her cheeks—
Eve and Ashina were completely naked, their bodies marked with the scars of battle, while Sylvia clung 



to the last remnants of her torn pants. The raw vulnerability of the scene was striking, and Emma felt a 
pang of worry for her companions.

Just as she turned to leave, Ashina stopped her with a subtle but commanding gesture. “Wait,” 
Ashina said softly, her voice calm but firm, despite the exhaustion that weighed heavily on her. “We 
need you to perform a healing spell... just something minimal, enough to help us recover.”

Emma paused, puzzled by the request, but she nodded. Her own body ached with fatigue, but 
she understood the gravity of the situation. These weren’t just wounds; they had endured trials that 
went beyond physical pain. As she prepared to cast the spell, Ashina, without hesitation, used one of 
her sharp claws to make a deliberate cut across Eve’s chest, right over her heart. Blood welled up from 
the wound, dark and thick. Emma gasped softly as Ashina repeated the act on herself, creating an 
identical cut on her own breast. The sight was unnerving, but the determination in Ashina’s eyes held 
her steady.

Emma took a deep breath, focusing her energy. Despite the weariness that tugged at her limbs, 
she summoned the last reserves of her magic, feeling the familiar warmth of the spell stir within her. 
With a quiet incantation, she released the healing magic. A soft, soothing glow enveloped Eve and 
Ashina, wrapping around their wounds like a gentle balm. The light shimmered briefly, its warmth 
providing a much-needed reprieve from the torment they had endured.

Ashina exhaled, a sigh of relief escaping her lips as the pain ebbed away. She turned to Eve, 
her eyes soft with tenderness and something deeper pride. “Do you feel it?” she asked, her voice 
heavy with emotion. “The magic Emma works now flows through both of us.” She paused, her voice 
thickening. “We have merged—our souls, our bodies, our blood. I am now both a werewolf and a 
vampire... and you, Eve, are both vampire and werewolf.”

Eve’s eyes widened, her breath hitching as the weight of Ashina’s words sank in. “We are hybrids,” 
Ashina continued, her voice swelling with awe and certainty. “Unique... unheard of in the herstory of 
the Earth. No one knows how far we can go—what destiny lies ahead for us. It’s a future unlike any 
we’ve ever known.”

Eve’s chest tightened with a swirl of emotions—fear, exhilaration, and above all, love. She stepped 
closer to Ashina, her heart pounding not just with the knowledge of what they had become, but with 
the depth of their connection. Gently, she cupped Ashina’s face in her hands, her fingers trembling 
slightly. “I don’t care what I am,” she murmured softly, her voice filled with raw emotion. “As long as 
you’re with me.”



With that, she leaned in and kissed Ashina deeply, passionately, pouring every ounce of her love 
and relief into that kiss. The world seemed to melt away around them, and for a brief moment, there 
was nothing but the two of them, bound together by fate, blood, and a love stronger than had ever 
imagined.

Meanwhile, Sylvia stood off to the side, her body tense with the weight of guilt that pressed down 
on her chest like an anchor. She had failed Emma—abandoned her when she needed her most. The 
memory of that day haunted her, and as she glanced at Emma, now focused and determined despite 
her exhaustion, the remorse swelled inside her until she could no longer keep it in.

“Emma...” Sylvia’s voice was barely a whisper at first, but as Emma turned toward her, Sylvia found 
her strength. “I’m sorry.” The word hung in the air, thick with emotion. Sylvia’s voice trembled, filled with 
regret and a desperate plea for forgiveness. “I’m so sorry... for everything.”

Emma looked back at Sylvia, her expression softening. Though her heart was heavy, there was a 
flicker of understanding in her eyes. She gave Sylvia a small, tired nod before turning back to the child, 
knowing there were other pressing matters to attend to.

As Emma began to make her way toward the village with the boy, she had barely gone twenty 
meters when two black wolves emerged from the shadows, their silent forms moving like shadows 
beside her. Ava and Ada. The air around them seemed to hum with a quiet strength as they flanked 
Emma, their presence protective but unobtrusive.

Emma cast a glance at them, her lips curving into a small smile despite her exhaustion. “These 
warriors...” she thought to herself, “they’re different from the others. There’s a peace about them... 
something harmonious.” She felt a quiet comfort in their presence, a sense that they were watching 
over her, guiding her through the dark night.

When Emma and the children finally reached the village, they were greeted by curious villagers, 
their eyes filled with worry. The tension was palpable, but Emma remained calm, her confidence 
steady. She offered them a reassuring smile, her voice gentle but firm. “Everything is fine,” she said, 
carefully hiding the horrors of the night behind her composed demeanor. The villagers, trusting her 
word, began to relax, though curiosity still lingered in their eyes.

Chapter 8
Back at the inn, Emma busied herself with finding clothes for Eve, Ashina, and Sylvia. As she 

sifted through the garments, she couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. Glancing outside, she 
saw Ava and Ada still standing vigil, their forms silhouetted against the dim moonlight. Intrigued by 
their unwavering presence, Emma wondered if there was more to their silent guardianship than met 
the eye.

Determined to uncover 
the mystery, Emma cast a soft 
communication spell, her voice reaching 
out to the two wolves. “Why did you 
choose to stay with me?” she asked, her 
voice gentle but curious.

One of the wolves—Ava, she 
believed—responded, her voice 
unexpectedly filled with wisdom. “We 
made the choice to follow Ashina. Her 
courage, her determination, and her 
quest for justice resonate within us.”

Emma listened, her curiosity 
growing. As she studied the two wolves, 
she couldn’t help but feel drawn to the 
depth of their bond. After a moment’s 



hesitation, she asked the question that had been gnawing at the back of her mind. “Are you sisters?”

Ava and Ada exchanged a glance, a long silence stretching between them. Finally, Ada spoke, her 
voice filled with mystery and emotion. “We do not know. We have always been together, for as long as 
we can remember. Our bond goes beyond blood... beyond family as you understand it.”

Emma nodded, impressed by the depth of their connection. She understood that some bonds 
transcended the ordinary, reaching into something deeper and more profound. With a quiet smile, she 
turned and resumed her journey toward the inn. Ava and Ada followed her in silence, their presence 
steady and unwavering, their devotion unspoken but felt in every step they took beside her.

Emma felt an immense wave of relief wash over her as she finally laid eyes on Sylvia. In that 
moment, a resolution hardened in her heart—she would never let Sylvia go again. The very thought of 
losing her once more was unbearable, a pain too sharp to imagine. Emma silently vowed to protect her 
love with every ounce of strength she had, her heart brimming with a renewed sense of purpose. She 
wouldn’t allow Sylvia to slip away ever again.

Inside the house, the scene before her was unexpected, yet surprisingly intimate. Ashina sat 
cross-legged on the floor, her powerful body relaxed as Eve nestled between her legs. Ashina’s head 

rested tenderly on Eve’s left shoulder, their closeness creating 
a visible bond of love and protection between them. The two 
women were physically entwined, but despite the warmth 
of Ashina’s embrace, Eve’s eyes darted toward Sylvia, her 
expression tight with barely concealed disdain. Tension 
hummed in the air, thick and heavy.

Sylvia, sensing the unspoken animosity, took a deep, 
steadying breath. She knew what had to be said, even if it 
wouldn’t be enough to undo the damage. “I know I can never 
make up for what I’ve done,” Sylvia began, her voice quiet but 
sincere. “But I—”

Eve cut her off sharply, her voice laced with venom. 
“Silence!” she snapped, her body stiffening as anger flared 
within her. Her gaze burned into Sylvia, unrelenting. “If Ashina 
wasn’t here, you can’t even begin to imagine what I would do 
to you.”

The words hung in the air like a blade, ready to strike. 
Sylvia winced, but before she could respond, Ashina, sensing 
the rising tension, intervened. She leaned closer to Eve, 
nibbling gently on her earlobe, her voice soft and soothing as 
she whispered, “Stop, my love... I beg you.”

Ashina’s tender gesture had an immediate effect. Eve’s 
rigid posture softened as the warmth of Ashina’s words 
calmed the storm brewing inside her. Her hands, once tense, 

began to trace soothing patterns on Ashina’s legs, her anger slowly dissipating.
In a protective and loving gesture, Ashina wrapped her strong arms around Eve’s body, pulling 

her closer. Her hands rested on Eve’s belly, her touch gentle, filled with infinite tenderness. The 
intimacy of their embrace spoke volumes, a silent expression of the deep love and mutual support they 
shared, a bond unbreakable by anger or fear.

Just then, Emma crossed the threshold, feeling the palpable tension still lingering in the room. 
Despite the charged atmosphere, something about Eve’s presence radiated power—an aura that made 
Emma acutely aware of her importance in the group. She placed the clothes gently on the floor and 
took a deep breath, her mind racing with the weight of the situation. She knew she had to speak from 
her heart, or risk losing everything she cared about.



“Eve, Ashina,” Emma began, her voice steady but thick with emotion, “I know what my mission 
is. I know I’m here to help you, to support you.” She hesitated, her gaze shifting momentarily to Sylvia 
before continuing. “I’m aware of what Sylvia has done, but I refuse to make a choice that would tear 
my heart apart. I couldn’t bear to lose her... please, don’t ask me to make such a sacrifice, because my 
heart couldn’t take it.”

Sylvia, her eyes clouded with tears, was overwhelmed with emotion. Without thinking, she rushed 
toward Emma, wrapping her arms around her, pulling her close. The kiss she placed on Emma’s lips 
was tender and filled with the weight of her remorse. Emma, caught off guard by the unexpected 
display, leaned into the embrace, her heart swelling with love and relief.

Ashina, witnessing the scene, placed a reassuring hand on Sylvia’s shoulder, her voice kind as 
she spoke. “Welcome to the team, Sylvia.” The simple words carried the weight of forgiveness, a mark 
of reconciliation that signaled the beginning of a new dynamic within the group.

Emma let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. A new sense of unity began to 
settle over the group, the wounds of the past slowly beginning to heal, even if the scars remained.

As they continued to explore the house, Emma’s heart sank as they stumbled upon a grim 
discovery. Fifty corpses lay scattered across the floor, the stench of death thick in the air. Blood pooled 
beneath the bodies, creating a macabre and haunting scene. Emma’s stomach twisted in disgust, but 
before she could speak, Eve stepped forward, her face hard as stone.

“Let’s leave this place,” Eve said in a low, commanding voice. Her words were clipped, her disgust 
evident as she turned toward the door. The others followed her lead, their footsteps echoing in the 
eerily silent house. 

Once outside, Eve paused, her back to the group. Without turning, she raised her hand, and 
with a swift flick of her wrist, summoned a flame that leaped from her palm with intense heat. The fire 
engulfed the house in seconds, consuming the horror within and reducing it to nothing but smoldering 
ash. The flames roared behind them as they walked away, a tangible reminder of the immeasurable 
power that flowed through the Guardians.

As they moved forward, Emma and Sylvia 
fell behind the group, their voices low as they 
exchanged words. Sylvia, her brow furrowed 
in thought, spoke quietly. “Have you ever seen 
magic like this?” she asked, her voice tinged with 
awe.

Emma thought for a moment, her mind 
racing back over everything they had witnessed. 
Finally, she replied, “It’s their love... their bond. It’s 
what has allowed such power to grow.”

Ahead of them, Eve came to an abrupt stop, 
turning to face the group. “Emma, Sylvia,” she 
said, her voice sharp with urgency. “We need to 
go to the cave. Lilith and Valeria are waiting for 
us.”

Emma nodded in agreement, her heart 
steady. “Of course, no problem,” she said, a small 
smile playing on her lips as she gestured to the 
silent black wolves, Ava and Ada, standing just a 
few paces behind. “Besides, we’re not alone.”

Ava and Ada stood vigilant, their dark forms like shadows in the night. Their presence, silent but 
powerful, reinforced the growing trust and solidarity within the group. The black wolves symbolized 
unity, their watchful eyes ensuring that nothing would harm the band of warriors they had chosen to 



protect.
Without warning, Ashina and Eve vanished into thin air, leaving Sylvia and Emma standing in the 

empty space they had once occupied. The sudden disappearance left the two women baffled. Sylvia’s 
brow furrowed, her lips parting in confusion as she whispered, “I didn’t see anything.” Her voice held 
a note of disbelief, as if she couldn’t fully comprehend what had just happened. The room felt colder, 
emptier, and an eerie void lingered in the air where the two powerful women had stood only moments 
before.

Emma and Sylvia exchanged a glance, their eyes searching each other’s for an explanation, but 
finding none. The silence between them was heavy, charged with unanswered questions. Without 
speaking, they turned toward the inn, their footsteps echoing softly on the path. When they arrived, 
Emma headed directly for the kitchen, her mind occupied with the task of finding something simple—
some fruit, perhaps—to ground herself after the strange events.

Sylvia, however, couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. The sudden absence of Eve 
and Ashina weighed heavily on her heart, stirring memories of past separations and the uncertainty 
that always accompanied them. There was something unsettling about the way they had disappeared, 
and it gnawed at Sylvia’s mind. Time felt fleeting, too precious to waste. She hesitated only briefly 
before following Emma into the kitchen, determined not to let her out of her sight.

Inside the kitchen, Emma moved with purpose, her hands busy gathering the fruit. But when she 
turned around, she found herself face to face with Sylvia, and suddenly, the air between them shifted. 
The room, once filled with the simple act of gathering food, was now charged with tension—thick, 
palpable, and electric. Emma’s breath caught in her throat as she stared into Sylvia’s eyes, their gazes 
locked in an unspoken conversation.

The world around them seemed to slow, the weight of their past and their emotions crashing into 
the present moment. Sylvia’s hands moved gently, almost tentatively, as they came to rest on Emma’s 
hips, sending a ripple of sensation through her body. Emma gasped softly at the contact, her skin 
tingling with anticipation. The warmth of Sylvia’s touch spread like wildfire, igniting something deep 
within her. 

The soft brush of Sylvia’s fingers against Emma’s bare skin made her shiver, her body responding 
instinctively to the gentle, yet insistent caress. Sylvia’s hands slid beneath Emma’s clothes with expert 
precision, the touch both comforting and thrilling. Emma felt a wave of delicious sensations wash over 
her, her body surrendering to the intimacy between them. She closed her eyes, letting herself be swept 
away by the intoxicating sweetness of Sylvia’s touch, their passion building in a slow, sensual dance.

Amid their heated moment, Emma couldn’t help but laugh softly, her voice breaking the spell for a 
brief second. “I was just thinking about Eve and Ashina,” she murmured, her lips curving into a playful 
smile. “We’re going to have to work hard to move the walls the way they do.”

Sylvia pulled back slightly, her brow knitting in confusion. “What?” she asked, uncertain of what 
Emma meant.

Emma chuckled, shaking 
her head. “You’ll understand 
soon enough,” she replied, a 
teasing smile lingering on her 
lips. Sylvia blushed faintly, but 
couldn’t help smiling back, her 
heart lighter despite the weight 
of the evening’s events.

Meanwhile, Ashina and 
Eve approached the entrance of 
a dark cave, where Valeria and 
Lilith were said to be. The silence 
of the night surrounded them as 



they stepped inside, their footsteps barely making a sound on the stone floor. As Eve ventured deeper 
into the cave, the flickering light revealed the two women—Valeria and Lilith—lying entwined, their 
naked bodies bathed in the dim glow of moonlight seeping through cracks in the cave walls. 

The soft sound of Ashina’s footsteps roused Lilith from her slumber, and with a start, she turned 
toward Eve. “Are you alive?” Lilith asked breathlessly, her eyes wide with disbelief as she rushed 
toward Eve, her fingers reaching out to touch her as if she needed to confirm that Eve was indeed 
there, breathing, heart beating.

Valeria stirred beside her, awakened by Lilith’s movement. She rose slowly, her body fully 
exposed, her expression unreadable. Her gaze fell on Eve, and with a reverent bow, she declared, 
“Now, you are the queen of the vampires.”

Eve stood tall, the weight of Valeria’s words settling on her like a crown. Lilith, too, could sense the 
change in Eve—her aura radiated strength, an unmistakable vibrancy that hadn’t been there before. 
Even Ashina’s presence behind Eve seemed different, though Valeria struggled to comprehend it. 
The instinctual fear that vampires felt toward werewolves was absent. Instead, there was something 
new—an undeniable bond that seemed to have formed between the two of them, something that 
transcended the ancient animosity between their species.

Eve’s eyes flicked toward Lilith, her voice calm but curious. “How is Lilith’s blood addiction?” she 
asked Valeria, her tone filled with concern.

Valeria stepped forward, her voice steady. “It should be fixed,” she replied, though a hint of 
uncertainty lingered. “But Lilith still struggles with pig’s blood. A solution has been found, though...”

Eve raised an eyebrow. “What solution?” she asked, her curiosity piqued.
Valeria glanced at Lilith before answering. “She has a connection with me,” she explained, her 

words measured. “I turned you, and you turned Lilith. She can drink my blood, which has created a... 
carnal desire between us.”

Lilith, who had been silent, now looked at Valeria with a mixture of love and vulnerability. For the 
first time, Lilith truly felt the depth of her connection with Valeria, and Valeria, in turn, was learning to 
live in Lilith’s love.

As night fell and the moon rose high in the sky, the group—Eve, Ashina, Valeria, and Lilith—made 
their way back toward the inn. The bond between them, though complex and tinged with both love 
and power, was undeniable. They were a team now, united by fate and strengthened by their shared 
experiences, heading toward whatever awaited them next.
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