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    In the haunted halls of the Lunar Keep, cursed immortal Vian meets Elara, a slave whose eyes remember lifetimes.Their love defies death — but the curse that binds them ensures it always ends in tragedy.
Some loves are too eternal to forget… even when they destroy you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Love does not die.It only waits for another name,another face,another chance to remember."— Joyce T.S.
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Prologue: Ashes of love Moon (Series 1: The Keep and the Chains)

(Approx. 800 years before the main events of Series 1)

The high priestess, Lysandra, stood above the sacrificial altar, her robes stained crimson. Before her knelt Vian, not yet the brooding lord, but a young prince, desperately trying to protect the woman he loved—a peasant named Leila.

"You defy the covenant of the Moon God, Prince," Lysandra hissed, her voice a dry rasp. "This mortal attachment is weakness. You shall be immortal, but only in suffering. Her soul and yours shall be tied together, but every time you meet, the love you feel will be the poison that takes her life. And you will watch, remember, and wait for her to be reborn, only to poison her again."

Vian screamed as a shard of cursed obsidian was driven into his chest, bonding his soul to an unending cycle of torment. Leila’s final, terrified gasp was the last sound he ever truly heard. He was immortal, master of the Lunar Keep, and forever the executioner of his own heart. The ashes of their first love scattered on the stone floor, an eternal promise of tragedy.
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Chapter I – The Arrival of Star-Eyes
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“I DREAM OF A MAN I cannot name. His tears fall like moonlight, and every drop burns through time.” — Elara’s dream fragment

The cart creaks through the valley of dusk. Mist curls over the ground like living breath, soft and silver, hiding the roots that twist from the earth. Elara clutches the rough side of the wagon and stares upward. There, on the cliff’s edge, the fortress waits. The Lunar Keep . Black stone rising against a blacker sky, its spires lit by torches that never seem to flicker. The moon above it is enormous, pale and pitiless, hanging so low she feels it might scrape the roof of the world. The air tastes of iron and rain.

They said no sunlight touches this valley. They said the lord of the Keep is older than time and colder than death. They said a hundred things, and Elara listened to none. Her wrists ache beneath the manacles, yet her eyes—strange eyes, blue like stormlight—see everything. The cart lurches to a halt before the iron gates. Chains groan as they open. A guard with a scarred face gestures impatiently.

“Out,” he says. Elara obeys. Mud seeps through the thin soles of her shoes. Behind her, others stumble down: men, women, a child with hollow cheeks. The guard counts them quickly, then leads them through the archway. Inside the walls, the courtyard lies silent except for the distant drip of water. The torches burn white, not orange; a witch-flame, Elara
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