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Chapter One: The Page That Wasn’t There
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🕯️ A Flicker in the Hollow

Zeyla awoke just before dawn.

The Hollow was quiet—eerily so. The normal chatter of wind in the leaves, the restless stirrings of wolves in sleep, even the soft breathing of Solren beside her... all had fallen still.

She sat up in bed and stared across the room to the pedestal where the Book of What Was rested, always aglow with a soft, memory-rich light.

But tonight... it was open.

“No one opened it,” she whispered aloud.

She hadn’t touched it in days. The last person who had been allowed near it was Nico, and that had been under strict protective wards.

But here it was, splayed wide—on a page that hadn’t existed before.

📖 The Unwritten Mark

THE PAGE WAS BLANK at first. Then—ink bled up from the fibers.

Not written.

Grown.

A spiral of glyphs began to form, etched in a silver so pale it shimmered like breath on glass. Zeyla’s breath caught as she recognized none of the symbols... yet they felt familiar.

The spiral widened, and in the center:

“The Fourth Path Remembers What Never Was.”

Zeyla reached for the page—and screamed.

🐺 A Cry in the Forest

KAELIA FELT IT BEFORE she heard it: a ripping sensation along her spine, like the world had gasped too fast.

She shifted mid-run, her wolf form bounding over the high cliffs toward the Hollow. The pack followed, fur bristling, teeth bared—not in attack, but in confusion.

When she reached the hilltop, she stopped cold.

Above the Hollow, the Spiral Moon had turned sideways.

Not full. Not crescent. Not waning.

Turned.

As if something had spun it in place—and it was watching.

🔥 The Book Burns Cold

ZEYLA COLLAPSED. SOLREN caught her just in time, shaking her gently.

“Zeyla. Zeyla, what happened?”

Her eyes fluttered open—but the light behind them was wrong.

“I saw... a room with no walls,” she whispered.
“A voice with no sound. A gate made of pages.”
“The Forgotten Gate?” Solren asked.

She nodded slowly, fingers trembling. The ink on the new page had faded again. Except for one thing:

A single symbol, etched in black beneath the spiral.

“That’s not from our world,” Solren muttered.

“Then where—?” Zeyla asked.

The wind answered for them—with a low, distant voice carried on the breeze:

“He is coming.”

🖤 A Stranger Without History

AT THE SOUTHERN BORDER of the Hollow, Thistle waited beside the old warding stones.

The trees had begun to bend away from something.

She felt it. An emptiness that wasn’t death, or shadow, or void. It was the absence of memory itself—like a shape the world had forgotten how to describe.

And then... he stepped through the trees.

Dark hair. Pale skin. Bare feet.

A man.

He wore no sigil, no clan mark. Just a strange pendant around his neck shaped like a half-closed eye. His voice, when he spoke, was dust and thunder:

“My name is Eiran... I think. But I don’t know who gave it to me.”

He looked at Thistle, eyes full of stars and storm.

“You have to help me remember who I was.
Because I think... I wrote the page.”

🌑 End of Chapter One

THE WORLD OF Blood & Moonlight had fought to reclaim memory.

Now, something older than memory stirs beneath it.

And the Gate is waking.
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Chapter Two: The Keyless Door
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🕯️ Whispers Beneath the Veil

The Hollow was stirring.

Even after the Devourer’s fall and the Book’s transformation, the land had never felt fully settled. Something had remained beneath the soil, like an echo trapped in glass. The old trees twitched without wind. Stones warmed under moonlight, though no sun had kissed them.

Kaelia paced the outer grove near the memory trees, eyes on the symbols carved into their bark.

“They’re changing,” she murmured.

The ancient memory carvings—wolf runes, vampire glyphs, fae sigils—were twisting. Not erasing, but evolving, curling inward toward a shape she didn’t understand.

A spiral. Again.

“Solren,” she muttered, turning on her heel. “You better be awake.”

📖 What the Book Refused

IN THE STONEWORK SANCTUARY where the Book of What Was was kept, Zeyla had locked herself in for the second day straight. The Book had not spoken since the mysterious page bled into existence and then faded.

But Zeyla felt it watching her. Or something beyond it.

Solren had joined her now, cross-legged beside her with parchment and quill. He was trying to sketch the forgotten glyph—the one that remained after the page vanished.

But no matter how many times he drew it, the spiral warped away from his hand.

“It’s like it doesn’t want to be known,” he grumbled.

“No,” Zeyla whispered. “It wants to be found.”

“Then why hide?”

“Because what’s behind it... isn’t supposed to exist.”

🖤 Eiran and the Nameless Memory

EIRAN STOOD BEFORE Thistle and the gathered Circle Council.

His presence unnerved the others. He had no blood trace, no House, no pack tie. And his aura—if it could be called that—was faint and fractured, like a mirror half-glued together.

He had remembered only one image since arriving: a door.

A massive, seamless stone gate, with no hinges or lock. Just that spiral, etched deep and glowing faintly.

“The Keyless Door,” he called it.

Zeyla gasped when she heard the name.

“That’s what I saw in the Book’s vision.”

Solren narrowed his eyes.

“A gate without a key is either broken... or it is the key.”

🌌 The Lantern-Bearer

THAT NIGHT, THE STARS above the Hollow flickered—as if something enormous had passed before them.

And through the thick mists of the Veilwood, a single light bobbed.

A girl stepped into view.

She was cloaked in gray and silver, her hood pulled low. In one hand, she carried a lantern—its flame a strange violet hue that cast no shadow and gave off no heat.

Kaelia met her halfway down the rise.

“Who are you?” she asked, already bristling.

“A guide,” the girl replied softly. “A warning.”

“Name?”

“Seren,” she said, lifting her head. Her eyes were pure white. Not blind—burned clean.

“What do you want?”

“To show you where the Fourth Path ends.
Because the Gate is not locked anymore.”

🕯️ End of Chapter Two

THE SPIRAL ISN’T JUST a symbol.

It’s a map.

And something is already walking its path from the other side.
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Chapter Three: Where Time Unfolds Backward
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🕯️ The Clock That Stopped at Dawn

The Hollow’s timekeepers were ancient—carved from stone and bone, tuned to the moon’s rise and fall. But when the third spiral appeared on the bark of the memory trees, every clock in the Hollow stopped at the same moment.

4:14 a.m.

Nico noticed first. He was cataloging spells in the lower library when he felt the pulse.

A ripple—not through the air, but through what had already happened.

“Something just stepped backward,” he said aloud, watching the dust swirl in a reversed dance.
“Like time flinched.”
He raced to Zeyla’s sanctuary with Lirael beside him, breathless and wild-eyed.

“Zeyla,” Nico gasped. “I think time bent.”

“No,” she whispered. “Not bent. Folded.”

📖 A Book That Wrote Itself

THE BOOK OF WHAT WAS trembled on its pedestal.

Solren stared as ink bled upward into the page once more. This time, however, the page formed an image instead of a phrase.

It was a door—massive, faceless—etched into stone in a spiral shape. Above it, a symbol Solren had only seen once before:

The Mark of the Voidborne.

“Seren,” he whispered.

Behind him, a voice answered:

“Yes?”

She stood just outside the light’s edge, her lantern now dimmed to a dull purple flicker.

“That’s where I’m from,” she said.
“That’s where I was born... or where I was buried.”

🔮 The Fourth Path

IN THE OLDEST TALES, there were three paths to power: Blood, Moonlight, and Memory.

But the Book now whispered of a fourth:

The Path of the Forgotten.

It did not follow time. It did not obey magic. It was not born of will or spirit, but of what was erased.

Kaelia listened as Seren recited the prophecy:

“There is a gate that was never built.
A place that was never seen.
A king who was never born...
But if remembered, will reign.”
“And Eiran?” Kaelia asked.

Seren turned toward the cliff’s edge where Eiran sat alone.

“He might be the king.
Or the door.
Or the lock that breaks it.”

🖤 Eiran’s Dream

THAT NIGHT, EIRAN DREAMED for the first time since waking in the Hollow.

He was standing before a spiral gate. On the other side was not light, not shadow, but absence—a void where all possibility collapsed inward.

A voice whispered, familiar and cruel.

“You were supposed to be forgotten.”

Eiran reached toward the gate.

But his hand passed through it—and he vanished from the dream.

🕯️ End of Chapter Three

THE FOURTH PATH LEADS backward.

And somewhere behind the veil of memory, something waits to be remembered... so it can return.
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Chapter Four: The King Who Was Never Born
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🖤 Eiran’s Shadow

Eiran sat on the edge of the Hollow, where the land dipped toward the old Vale, his back to the crescent horizon. The spiral moon hung unnaturally low, casting long, unnatural shadows across his body.

Except for one problem.

His shadow didn’t match his form.

Where his body sat still, his shadow moved—slowly, deliberately—reaching its arm outward as if touching something Eiran could not see.

“Why are you different?” he whispered.

The shadow tilted its head.

“Because I remember,” it said—though its mouth did not move.

🌌 The Return of the Gatekeeper

SEREN’S LANTERN BURNED violet-hot when she stepped into the Sanctuary with Zeyla, Nico, and Lirael. Its glow made the Book writhe, pages flipping as if caught in a wind that wasn’t there.

The image on the newly revealed page had changed again. The door had opened slightly, and black smoke curled out in twisting patterns that resembled eyes.

“The Gate isn’t closed anymore,” Seren murmured.

“You said it wasn’t locked,” Lirael reminded her.

“I lied,” Seren said without apology. “It was locked. But not from the outside.”

“Then who opened it?”

Seren pointed to the image of the gate.

A second figure had appeared beside it.

A crowned silhouette with no face.

🐺 Kaelia’s Warning

KAELIA STOOD AT THE summit of Howler’s Watch, the pack forming a wide ring around her. She had called every wolf from the northward reaches to the farthest eastern run.

“There’s something coming through,” she told them.
“It walks like one of us. It speaks like one of us. But it is not one of us.”
Thistle stepped forward, her voice low and haunted.

“I heard it again in my sleep,” she said. “The howling—not from the pack, but behind the pack.
A howl from before the First Moon.”
The wolves all grew still.

A sound like a cracking bone echoed from the woods.

And for the first time in Kaelia’s life... she smelled something older than death.

🔥 Solren’s Discovery

SOLREN STUDIED THE spiral symbol in the Book’s newest page, and as he rotated the image using enchanted light, he realized something.

“It’s not a spiral,” he muttered. “It’s a clock. A backward clock.”

The spiral was a perfect sequence—each curl aligning with a forgotten lunar cycle that no longer existed.

Nico joined him, pointing at one of the outer symbols.

“That’s an anti-sigil,” Nico said. “It's designed to reverse spell anchoring.”

“It’s not just time that’s reversing,” Solren whispered.
“History is unraveling.”

👑 The Crown That Never Was

THAT NIGHT, ZEYLA SAT alone with Eiran in the Memory Grove.

He stared at the moon, then at her, his voice hollow:

“I remember something. A crown made of ash.
It sat on a throne made of the bones of liars.”
“A dream?” she asked softly.

“No,” he replied. “A memory from before I was born.”

Zeyla reached for the Book, her fingers hovering over the spiral.

“There was a king who was never born,” she whispered.
“But someone still remembers him.”


🕯️ End of Chapter Four
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