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​Foreword
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Stories, like forests, grow best in silence.

Shadow of the Enchanted Wilds began as a whisper—an idea that bloomed slowly in the back of my mind, fed by dreams, myth, and the ache of longing. I wanted to write a story that didn’t just entertain but lingered like roots under the skin. A story where love was not just a prize, but a cost. Where magic was not power, but memory. Where a forest could live, breathe, and remember.

At its heart, this is a tale of two people—Serenya Valen and Dain Ravaryn—who are caught between ancient legacies and the fragile hopes of a dying world. She, a girl bound to the Wild by blood and song. He, a fugitive prince with flame in his veins and shadows in his past. Neither asked for their fates. Both are asked to sacrifice for something greater. Together, they must decide not only how to survive —but whether survival alone is enough.

This book is a romance, yes. But not the kind that promises only sweetness. It is a romance of thorns, of broken oaths and impossible choices, of hands held through fire. It’s about the kind of love that dares to hope in the face of ruin —and the kind of magic that demands you lose something to gain anything at all.

The Wild in this book is not just a place. It is a metaphor for memory, for legacy, for the parts of ourselves we try to silence. But like the forest, memory always finds a way to bloom again.

​If you are someone who has ever felt torn between the world’s expectations and your own truth... if you have ever loved something that the world told you not to... if you believe that even in the most twisted, broken paths, something beautiful can still grow—this book is for you. Thank you for stepping into the Wild. May it remember you kindly.

— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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​​​Chapter 1 – The Dream Beneath the Roots
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The scent of smoke clung to her skin, even in sleep. Serenya jolted awake, the taste of ash still caught on her tongue. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body slick with sweat despite the cold mist curling through the thatched roof above. For a moment, she didn’t know where she was—only that the fire had returned. Again.

She pressed a trembling hand to her chest. Her heartbeat thudded like a war drum, wild and unsteady. Outside, the wind howled low, as if mourning. The forest always knew when the dream came.

She sat up slowly on her pallet of moss and woven reed, pushing the damp blanket from her legs. The flickering light of a dying ember danced across the rough walls of her hut, shadows writhing like spirits trying to escape. In the dream, the world had burned.

Flames roared through trees older than names, tearing through the forest like a living hunger. And at the center— always at the center—stood a man. A stranger cloaked in black and silver, eyes pale as starlight, watching her as if he knew her down to the marrow. He never spoke. He only bled, fire pooling from a wound beneath his ribs. And always, Serenya screamed his name.

Even though she didn’t know it.

She rose without thought, bare feet whispering across the floor as she stepped outside. The forest lay in silence,

​draped in fog. The trees here breathed slowly, their limbs creaking with age and dream.

Serenya didn’t bother to wrap her cloak. She moved as one pulled by thread and fate, her body drawn past the edge of the glade where the shaman's wards flickered faintly like starlight in the underbrush. Past the boundary where no one was meant to walk at night.

Her magic stirred under her skin, curling like vines awakened by moonlight. Veil-magic. Faint and fragile still, but alive. And tonight, it hummed with warning.

She followed the pull. A whisper not in words, but in ache and instinct. It led her down into a hollow grove she had never dared to enter. The trees here were wrong—twisted, watching. She should have turned back. But she saw him.

Lying at the base of a shattered stone arch, barely visible through the mist, was the man from her dreams.

His silver eyes were closed now, but his presence hit her like a memory breaking through the surface of time. Blood darkened his side, and steam curled from his skin where it touched the ground—as if the forest itself didn’t know what to do with him.

She should have run. This was no accident. This was no myth.

But instead, Serenya dropped to her knees beside him, heart hammering as magic surged wild in her chest. His lips parted in a whisper, dry and broken.

​"You found me..."

His eyes fluttered open. They were not silver. They were moonlit steel, and they looked at her as though he’d spent a lifetime searching.

And just like in the dream, her voice trembled from somewhere beyond memory.

“I don’t even know your name...”
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​​Chapter 2 – Stranger at the Hollow Stone 
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The man from her dream was real.

Serenya knelt in the dew-wet moss, fingers trembling as she

hovered over his body. Blood soaked the side of his tunic—

thick, dark, and oddly luminescent. His skin was cold but

not lifeless. His breathing, shallow but present. Whatever

had brought him to the Hollow Stone, it hadn’t finished

him.

Yet.

The ancient stone arch loomed behind him, cracked and overgrown. She'd never dared come this far into the forest before. Myrren had warned her: There are places where the Wild still remembers, and it does not forgive. And yet her feet had carried her here as if pulled.

She should’ve left him. She should’ve run. But something older than fear kept her rooted.

His face—gods, it was just as she remembered from the dreams. And now, here he was. Real. Wounded. Dying.

She touched his shoulder. His skin sparked beneath her fingertips—her magic reacting instinctively. Not attacking, not recoiling... but recognizing. Her breath hitched. Veil-magic never responded to strangers.

He was dying again.

That was Dain’s first thought as consciousness dragged him from the cold, red dark.

​The pain in his side pulsed like a drum, but it was the

stillness that frightened him more—the strange quiet

beneath the agony. He’d grown used to death being loud.

Screams. Iron. Fire. His fire.

But this was different.

Soft earth cradled him. Not stone. Not marble floors of a royal tomb. The air was green—yes, green, like the scent of growing things and rain after drought. His body ached, but his magic... it curled inside him like a beast still sleeping. Where am I...?

Then—her.

A presence. He felt her before he saw her. Like a chord plucked somewhere deep in his blood.

She knelt beside him, voice trembling as if afraid the trees might overhear. The girl from the vision—not the dreams he'd had, but someone else's. Eyes like dark amber. A face that didn't belong in war.

“I shouldn’t have brought you here,” she whispered. “You’re a curse.”

Dain wanted to laugh. A curse? If only she knew.

His voice cracked like dry leaves.

“I’m already cursed.”

Her gasp was quiet, but it rippled through him like warmth. She recoiled—fear or wonder, he wasn’t sure. But she didn’t run.

He turned his head slowly, bones grinding. Her magic clung to his skin. Ancient. Wild. Feral.

​The kind his ancestors feared—and tried to burn out of the world.

And yet here it is again... wrapped in the hands of a girl who should have never found me.

He watched her struggle to speak. Her mouth opened.

Closed. Opened again.

“What’s your name?”

He hesitated.

Because saying it meant he still was that man. The exiled prince. The hunted flame. The last Ravaryn. But she deserved the truth.

“Dain.”

Dain Ravaryn.

He saw the way the name struck her. Like a blade to the ribs
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