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Erynd
  Vale hated birthdays.




  
Not
  because of candles or awkward singing, but because birthdays
  always
  carried expectations. Sixteen, everyone said, was supposed to
  mean
  something. Power. Change. Destiny. Erynd wanted none of it. He
  just
  wanted the day to pass like any other—quiet, forgettable,
  harmless.




  
The
  city didn’t agree.




  
Rain
  slicked the streets of Halcyon Row, neon lights bleeding into
  puddles
  that reflected a distorted version of the world. Erynd pulled his
  hood tighter as he walked home from the corner store, a paper bag
  tucked under his arm. Bread, milk, and the cheap chocolate his
  father
  pretended not to like but always ate anyway.




  
The
  wind shifted.




  
Erynd
  slowed.




  
Something
  felt… off.




  
Not
  dangerous. Not exactly. Just wrong—like a note played slightly
  out
  of tune. The air felt heavier, thicker, pressing against his
  chest.
  He stopped under a flickering streetlamp and glanced around. The
  street was empty, the usual sounds of traffic oddly muted.



“

  
Get
  a grip,” he muttered to himself.




  
That’s
  when the light shattered.




  
Glass
  exploded above him, raining shards that froze midair. Literally
  froze. Each fragment hovered, suspended as if time itself had
  forgotten how to move.




  
Erynd’s
  breath caught.



“

  
What…?”




  
The
  street twisted.




  
The
  world folded inward like paper collapsing into a tear. Right in
  front
  of him, space split open—no sound, no warning—just a jagged crack
  glowing with pulsing blue-violet light. Symbols flashed inside
  it,
  unfamiliar and alive, shifting faster than his eyes could
  follow.




  
His
  body screamed at him to run.




  
His
  feet didn’t move.




  
The
  rift pulsed.




  
Pain
  lanced through his skull, sharp and sudden, dragging memories he
  didn’t recognize to the surface. A woman’s voice. A hand slipping
  from his grasp. Firelight. Screaming.



“

  
No,”
  he whispered, clutching his head.




  
The
  rift widened.




  
From
  within it, something reached out—not a hand, not a creature, but
  a
  presence. A pressure. Like being stared at by the universe
  itself.




  
Erynd
  stumbled backward, heart hammering.




  
Then
  the voice came.




  

    
Erynd
    Vale.
  




  
Not
  aloud. Inside him.



“

  
Stop,”
  he said, though he wasn’t sure to whom.




  
The
  streetlamp burst, plunging the street into darkness. The rift’s
  glow intensified, casting long, warped shadows along the
  buildings.
  One of them moved independently of the rest.




  
A
  figure stepped forward.




  
Tall.
  Cloaked. Their face hidden beneath a hood etched with faint,
  glowing
  lines.



“

  
You
  shouldn’t be here,” the stranger said calmly.




  
Erynd’s
  mouth went dry. “Neither should… whatever that is.”




  
The
  figure glanced at the rift. “It found you faster than
  expected.”



“

  
Found
  me?” Erynd snapped. Fear twisted into anger. “I don’t even know
  what that thing is!”



“

  
That,”
  the figure said, raising a hand, “is a fracture. A mistake. And
  you’re standing in the middle of it.”




  
The
  air vibrated.




  
The
  rift surged, energy lashing outward like invisible flames. Erynd
  cried out as something ignited inside his chest—hot, wild,
  uncontrollable. Light burst from his hands, instinctive and
  violent,
  slamming into the pavement.




  
The
  ground cracked.




  
Both
  Erynd and the cloaked figure stared at the glowing fissure now
  carved
  into the street.




  
The
  figure went very still.



“…

  
You’ve
  awakened,” they said softly.



“

  
I
  didn’t do that on purpose!” Erynd shouted, panic rising. “I
  don’t know how—”




  
The
  rift roared.




  
A
  shadow surged from within, twisting into a shape that hurt to
  look
  at. The temperature plummeted. The figure cursed under their
  breath.



“

  
We’re
  out of time.”




  
They
  grabbed Erynd’s wrist.




  
He
  yanked back. “Don’t touch me!”




  
The
  shadow lunged.




  
The
  figure thrust their free hand forward, unleashing a blast of
  controlled energy—precise, disciplined, nothing like Erynd’s
  chaotic flare. The shadow recoiled but didn’t disappear.



“

  
Listen
  to me,” the figure said sharply. “If that thing anchors itself
  here, this entire block collapses. You included.”




  
Erynd
  swallowed hard. “Then tell me what to do!”




  
The
  figure hesitated.




  
Then,
  “Feel it,” they said. “The pressure in your chest. Don’t
  fight it. Shape it.”



“

  
That’s
  insane!”



“

  
So
  is surviving,” the figure snapped.




  
The
  shadow surged again.




  
Erynd
  closed his eyes.




  
He
  focused—not on the fear, not on the pain, but on the feeling
  beneath it. The strange heat inside him. The pull. The rhythm. It
  wasn’t chaos.




  
It
  was waiting.




  
He
  lifted his hands.




  
The
  energy responded instantly, flowing outward in a controlled arc.
  Light slammed into the rift, forcing it to contract. The symbols
  flickered wildly.




  
The
  shadow screamed.




  
With
  a final pulse, the rift snapped shut.




  
Silence
  fell.




  
Rain
  resumed, glass clattered to the ground, and time rushed back into
  place as if nothing had happened.




  
Erynd
  collapsed to his knees, gasping.




  
The
  cloaked figure stared at him with something dangerously close to
  awe.



“

  
You
  closed it,” they said.




  
Erynd
  looked up, shaking. “What… am I?”




  
The
  figure stepped back, lowering their hood just enough to reveal
  sharp
  eyes filled with concern.



“

  
Someone
  the world has been trying to forget,” they said. “And someone
  others will kill to control.”




  
Sirens
  wailed in the distance.




  
The
  figure turned away. “This was only the beginning, Erynd Vale.
  Your
  birthday just opened a door.”



“

  
Wait!”
  Erynd called. “You can’t just leave me with this!”




  
The
  figure paused.



“

  
We’ll
  meet again,” they said. “Sooner than you’d like.”




  
Then
  they vanished—no flash, no sound—just gone.




  
Erynd
  sat alone in the rain, staring at his trembling hands.




  
For
  the first time in his life, he understood one thing with
  terrifying
  clarity:




  
He
  would never have a normal birthday again.



 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






