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Hidden Bloodline

DEDICATION



CHAPTER ONE — THE FIRST SPLIT OF TRUTH

Mallory noticed the change before the school did.

Not because she was special.

But because she had become the point where the school’s inconsistencies
converged.

That morning, Augustine Academy felt wrong in a quieter way than before.

Not broken.

Not unstable.

Just... divided.

She stood at the gate longer than usual.

The air did not respond immediately.

That was the first sign.

When she finally stepped in, the reaction came in two distinct waves.



Left.

Right.

Not metaphorical anymore.

Directional.

Mallory’s eyes narrowed slightly as she walked forward.

The environment did not behave as one system anymore.

It behaved as two overlapping interpretations of the same space.

One tried to stabilize her presence.

The other resisted that stabilization entirely.

And both were learning faster than before.

She moved through the corridor carefully, and this time she could feel the
disagreement in structure.

Doors did not open uniformly.



Footsteps echoed slightly out of sync.

Even light felt split in its intention—one side of the corridor slightly
warmer, the other slightly colder.

Mallory stopped midway.

The entire corridor adjusted.

But not together.

The left side corrected first.

The right side corrected after.

A delay.

A disagreement.

Her breathing slowed.

“This is not observation anymore,” she whispered under her breath.

It was coordination failure.



And she was inside the fault line.

In class, things were worse.

The teacher wrote on the board.

Paused.

Then continued.

But Mallory saw it clearly now—

the pause was not hesitation.

It was interference.

Two instructions colliding in the same moment.

One insisting continuity.

The other forcing interruption.

Mallory lowered her gaze slightly.

Her pen did not move.



Because now she understood something she did not like understanding.

The system around her was no longer singular intelligence.

It was contested intelligence.

And she was the reference point both sides were using to define reality.

Break came.

She went to the field immediately.

She did not wait for the distortions this time.

She called attention inward.

Not words.

Not command.

Just awareness.

And the response came instantly.



Left distortion.

Right distortion.

But now—

something else.

Between them.

A third instability.

Mallory froze slightly.

That had not been there before.

The air tightened in three directions now.

Not balanced.

Not unified.

Competing.

Her heartbeat increased slightly.



Because this was no longer just disagreement.

This was escalation.

The left presence moved first.

Not physically.

Structurally.

The air around it stabilized aggressively, trying to assert dominance.

The right presence reacted immediately, resisting the correction.

The third instability pulsed—unstable, unpredictable, neither aligning nor
resisting fully.

Mallory stepped back slowly.

The three forces responded differently to her movement.

One followed.

One resisted.



One echoed.

Her breath slowed.

This was no longer about her alone.

Something else had entered the system.

Or had always been inside it, unnoticed.

Mallory whispered, barely audible:

“There are more of you...”

The air did not answer.

But it tightened in recognition.

And for the first time—

she felt something beyond observation.

She felt intention forming around her existence.



Not one will.

Not two.

But multiple.

And she was no longer just the center of attention.

She was the center of conflict.
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