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Chapter One: The Binding Moon
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Lady Evren had always known she was born under an ill-fated moon. The night of her birth, the twin moons of Valeris burned red, a harbinger of war and ruin. Whispers had followed her all her life—prophecies of a bond that would forge or shatter empires. And tonight, as she stood before the throne of the Fae King, she felt the weight of those whispers pressing against her ribs like an iron cage.

King Vaelir of the Obsidian Court sat draped in shadow, his presence as cold and unrelenting as the midnight sea. His piercing silver gaze met hers, measuring, dissecting. "Lady Evren of the Lunar Court," he intoned, his voice a smooth blade. "Do you understand what this pact entails?"

She lifted her chin, refusing to let him see her fear. "I understand that our marriage will unite our kingdoms against the coming war. I understand that my life is no longer my own."

Vaelir’s lips curled in something that was not quite a smile. "Good. Then let us seal it."

The Fae High Priest stepped forward, a ceremonial dagger in hand. The magic in the room crackled, ancient and binding. Evren swallowed hard as Vaelir extended his palm, unflinching as the blade sliced his skin. She followed suit, wincing as her blood mingled with his.

A spark ignited between them, a surge of raw energy curling around their joined hands. The magic of the Blood Pact roared to life, threading through her veins, weaving something unbreakable between them.

It was done.

And her fate was sealed.

_________________________________________
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Chapter Two: Shadows & Secrets
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The castle of the Obsidian Court was a labyrinth of dark stone and whispering hallways. Evren was given chambers within the eastern wing, far from Vaelir’s own. She told herself she did not care.

The marriage was political, nothing more. And yet, she could not shake the feeling that her husband was watching her even when he was not there.

On the third night, she found the library—an expansive chamber of towering shelves and forgotten knowledge. She traced her fingers along the spines of books older than empires, the scent of parchment and ink soothing her restless mind.

"You should not wander alone."

She spun, heart hammering. Vaelir stood in the doorway, arms crossed. He did not wear his crown, and without it, he looked less a king and more a man forged in moonlight and shadows.

"I did not think you would care," she said, schooling her features into impassivity.

His silver eyes darkened. "There are things in this castle that would love nothing more than to feast on the magic in your blood."

A chill ran through her. "Then tell me what you truly want, Vaelir. Because I do not believe you married me simply for politics."

For a moment, the great and terrible Fae King said nothing.

Then, he stepped closer, his voice a whisper of prophecy against her skin. "I married you because our bond was written in the stars before we ever took our first breaths. And if we do not unravel its meaning, it will be the end of us both."

_________________________________________
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Chapter Three: The Waking Dream
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The nightmares began the night of the Blood Pact.

Evren woke in a tangle of sheets, breathless, heart pounding. The images still burned behind her eyes—a throne of bones, a storm of silver fire, hands reaching for her from the darkness.

She stumbled to the mirror, half-expecting to see someone else staring back at her. But it was only her own reflection, the same storm-grey eyes, the same moonlit hair.

Except... the faintest trace of silver light pulsed at her collarbone, forming the delicate shape of a sigil she did not recognize.

Fear coiled in her stomach.

The door swung open. Vaelir stood there, disheveled, his own eyes haunted. "You saw it, didn’t you?"

She nodded, pressing a trembling hand to the sigil. "What is happening to me?"

Vaelir exhaled sharply, as if he had been holding a breath for centuries. "The prophecy is awakening, Evren. And we are running out of time."

_________________________________________
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Chapter Four: The Silver Flame
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Evren spent the next morning trying to ignore the sigil seared into her skin, but its glow pulsed with each breath she took. Every whisper of magic in the air seemed drawn to her, tendrils of unseen power brushing against her senses. It unsettled her.

Vaelir had disappeared without a word, leaving her with more questions than answers. She had hoped for a moment of respite, but the Obsidian Court had no such kindness to spare. Servants flitted around her chambers, their expressions carefully blank. Guards patrolled the halls, watchful and unreadable.

It wasn’t until midday that she ventured to the northern terrace, hoping to escape the suffocating castle walls. The sky stretched vast and endless, storm clouds churning in the distance.

"It calls to you, doesn’t it?"

She turned sharply. A woman stood at the edge of the terrace, her crimson cloak billowing in the wind. She was tall and severe, her dark eyes sharp with recognition. "The sigil marks you as one of the Chosen. But I wonder... do you know what that truly means?"

Evren’s pulse quickened. "Who are you?"

The woman stepped forward, each movement fluid and deliberate. "My name is Lysara, and I am here to help you survive what is coming."

_________________________________________
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Chapter Five: The Forgotten Oath

[image: image]


Evren hesitated, studying the woman before her. There was power in Lysara’s stance, a quiet strength that unnerved her. "What do you mean, ‘survive’?"

Lysara’s gaze flicked to the sigil at Evren’s collarbone. "The mark you bear is older than time itself. It is a beacon, calling forth forces that have slumbered for centuries. If you do not learn to wield its power, you will not live long enough to fulfill the prophecy."

Evren clenched her fists. "And what if I want nothing to do with the prophecy?"

Lysara sighed, stepping closer. "Then you will die. And so will everyone you love."

A gust of wind howled through the terrace, and for the first time, Evren felt the weight of her fate pressing down on her like a vice.

She had no choice but to listen.

Lysara led her through the castle’s winding corridors, deeper than Evren had ever dared to venture. They descended into the heart of the keep, where the air grew thick with ancient magic. At last, they reached an arched doorway carved with symbols that pulsed faintly in the dim torchlight.

"This is where your training begins," Lysara murmured. "What you do next will decide the fate of more than just yourself."

Evren’s breath hitched as she stepped forward, past the threshold, into the unknown.

_________________________________________
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