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​​CHAPTER 1: The Unlikely Reunion
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Not peaceful—just still in a way that felt wrong. As if the village held its breath and never let it out.

Lysandra had lived there her whole life, yet the silence had never settled. It pressed against her, subtle but constant, like a question she couldn’t answer.

She stood at the edge of the narrow dirt path, arms folded against the chill. The sky above was pale, the kind of gray that swallowed time. Morning or afternoon—it hardly mattered here. Everything blurred into the same slow, uneventful rhythm.

Nothing ever changed.

Except... something had.

She felt it before she understood it. A shift. Small, but unmistakable. Like the moment before a storm breaks—when the air tightens and the world seems to wait.

Lysandra exhaled slowly, trying to shake the feeling.

“You’re imagining things,” she muttered.

But the words didn’t convince her.

A sound broke through the silence.

Footsteps.

Not the familiar shuffle of villagers. These were measured. Intentional. Drawing closer.

Lysandra straightened, her gaze snapping toward the path.

A figure emerged through the thin veil of mist.

Tall. Dark-haired. Moving with a quiet confidence that didn’t belong in Ravenhurst.

He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t slow. Just walked as if he already knew where he was going.

Toward her.

A flicker of unease curled in her chest.

Stranger.

That alone was enough to set her on edge. No one came to Ravenhurst unless they had to.

And no one arrived like this.

He stopped a few steps away.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Up close, he looked even more out of place. His clothes were too refined for the village, his posture too controlled. But it was his expression that unsettled her most—calm, steady, like he was seeing more than he should.

Like he recognized her.

“You’re Lysandra.”

It wasn’t a question.

Her guard went up instantly. “Who’s asking?”

A faint pause. Then—

“Sean.”

Nothing else.

No explanation. No reason.

Lysandra frowned. “And what do you want, Sean?”

His gaze didn’t waver. “You need to come with me.”

Just like that.

No hesitation. No buildup.

As if it were obvious.

Lysandra let out a short, incredulous breath. “That’s it? That’s all you’re going to say?”

“It’s enough.”

“No, it isn’t.” She took a step back, crossing her arms again—not from the cold this time. “You show up out of nowhere, act like you know me, and expect me to just... follow you?”

Sean studied her, quiet, unreadable.

“Not here,” he said finally.

Her eyes narrowed. “Not here what?”

“Not here to explain.”

“That’s not an explanation,” she snapped.

Silence stretched between them again.

But it wasn’t empty this time.

There was something beneath it. Something unspoken. Pressing.

Lysandra felt it again—that same shift from earlier. Stronger now. Closer.

“What do you want from me?” she asked, more quietly.

Sean didn’t answer immediately.

When he did, his voice was lower.

“The truth.”

A chill slipped down her spine.

“About what?”

“You.”

The word landed heavier than it should have.

Lysandra forced a scoff, though it came out thinner than she intended. “I think I know enough about myself.”

“No,” he said.

Not harsh. Not loud.

Just certain.

Something in her chest tightened.

Annoyance flared—quick, defensive. “Then say it. Whatever this is, just say it.”

Sean shook his head once. “I can’t. Not here.”

“There you go again.”

“Because it matters.”

His tone hadn’t changed—but something in it had weight now. Enough to make her hesitate.

Enough to make her listen.

Lysandra hated that.

“You’re asking me to leave with a stranger,” she said. “Without telling me why.”

“I’m telling you it’s important.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

Another pause.

Then, quieter—

“You’ve felt it, haven’t you?”

Her breath caught.

Just for a second.

“What?”

“That something isn’t right.” His eyes held hers. “That this place doesn’t fit you.”

She said nothing.

Didn’t need to.

The silence answered for her.

Sean took a step closer.

“You’ve always known.”

Her pulse quickened.

“No,” she said, sharper than she meant. “You don’t get to decide what I know.”

“I’m not deciding anything.” A beat. “I’m reminding you.”

That unsettled her more than anything else he’d said.

Because part of her—some quiet, buried part—reacted.

Recognized something.

And she didn’t like it.

Lysandra looked away, jaw tightening. “Even if I believed you,” she said, “why should I trust you?”

“You shouldn’t.”

Her head snapped back toward him.

That... wasn’t the answer she expected.

Sean met her gaze, steady.

“But you should come anyway.”

A strange mix of frustration and something else—something sharper—rose in her chest.

“You’re unbelievable.”

“Maybe.”

Another beat of silence.

The village behind her remained still. Unchanged. As if none of this was happening.

As if it didn’t matter.

Lysandra glanced back at it.

The narrow streets. The quiet houses. The life she’d always known.

It looked the same.

It always did.

And yet...

It had never felt smaller.

Her fingers curled slightly at her sides.

This was a mistake.

It had to be.

Every sensible thought told her to turn around. To walk away. To stay where things made sense—even if they never quite felt right.

But that feeling again—

That pull.

That quiet, persistent certainty that something was waiting just beyond her reach.

Lysandra exhaled slowly.

Then she stepped forward.

“Fine,” she said.

Sean didn’t react, but his attention sharpened.

“But I’m not doing this blindly.” Her gaze hardened. “You don’t get to drag me somewhere and keep me in the dark.”

A faint flicker—approval?—crossed his expression.

“Fair enough.”

She hesitated only a moment longer.

Then she moved past him.

Toward the path leading out of Ravenhurst.

Sean followed.

They walked in silence.

The village faded behind them with every step, swallowed by mist and distance. Lysandra didn’t look back at first.

Didn’t want to.

But something in her chest pulled.

Just once.

She turned.

Ravenhurst stood exactly as it always had.

Quiet. Still. Untouched.

Like it had already forgotten her.

Lysandra held the image for a moment longer—

then faced forward.

And kept walking.

She didn’t know where the path would lead.

Only that she had chosen it.

And there was no turning back.
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​​CHAPTER 2: The Shadows of the Past


[image: ]


The farther they walked, the quieter the world became.

Not the familiar quiet of Ravenhurst—but something heavier. Denser. Like the air itself had weight.

Lysandra noticed it gradually.

At first, it was the absence of sound. No distant voices. No wind through trees. Even their footsteps seemed muted, swallowed by the narrow path winding through the forest.

Then came the feeling.

That same one she had tried to ignore back in the village.

Only now, it wasn’t subtle.

It pressed against her ribs, steady and insistent.

She slowed.

Sean noticed immediately.

“You feel it,” he said.

Not a question.

Lysandra shot him a look. “You keep saying things like that.”

“Because you keep proving them right.”

She stopped walking.

“So explain it.”

Sean turned to face her, his expression unreadable as ever.

“I will,” he said. “Just not all at once.”

“That’s getting old.”

“And rushing it won’t help you.”

Her patience snapped a little. “You don’t get to decide that.”

“No,” he agreed calmly. “But I do get to decide how much I tell you before you’re ready.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“It will.”

Lysandra stared at him, searching for something—anything—in his expression that might give her a reason to trust him.

She found nothing.

That was the problem.

“You’re asking me to trust you,” she said, quieter now. “While giving me nothing.”

“I’m asking you to keep going,” he corrected.

“That’s not better.”

“No,” he said. “But it’s honest.”

For a moment, she considered turning back.

The thought came quickly—sharp, tempting.

She could still see Ravenhurst in her mind. The safety of it. The predictability.

Even if it had never quite felt like home.

Her jaw tightened.

“No,” she muttered under her breath.

Sean’s gaze flicked to her. “What?”

“Nothing.” She stepped forward again, brushing past him. “Let’s just go.”

A faint shift passed through his expression—but it was gone before she could read it.

They continued in silence.

The forest thickened as they moved deeper along the path.

Trees rose higher here, their branches twisting together overhead, blocking out what little light filtered through the gray sky. Shadows pooled between the trunks, stretching long and unnatural.

Lysandra kept her eyes forward.

But she felt it.

Something watching.

She glanced to the side.

Nothing.

Just trees.

Still, the feeling didn’t fade.

“Does this place... feel wrong to you?” she asked suddenly.

Sean didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

That answer unsettled her more than she expected.

“You say that like it’s normal.”

“It is.”

She stopped again, frustration flaring. “Can you stop doing that?”

“Doing what?”

“Acting like everything I’m feeling is just... obvious.”

Sean studied her for a moment.

Then, quieter—

“It’s not obvious to everyone.”

That made her pause.

“Then why me?”

A beat of silence.

“You already know the answer,” he said.

“No, I don’t.”

He didn’t respond.

Which, somehow, felt like confirmation.

Lysandra looked away, irritation and unease tangling together in her chest.

“Right,” she muttered. “Of course you’re not going to explain that either.”

Sean said nothing.

But he didn’t deny it.

They walked for what felt like hours.

Time stretched strangely here—too slow, then suddenly too fast. The path twisted and narrowed, leading them deeper into the forest until Ravenhurst felt like something distant. Unreal.

Lysandra’s steps slowed again.

This time, she didn’t stop because of the silence.

She stopped because of the sound.

A branch snapped somewhere off the path.

Sharp. Deliberate.

Her head turned instantly.

“Did you hear that?”

Sean had already gone still.

“Yes.”

The single word sent a chill down her spine.

“You’re not even going to pretend it’s nothing?”

“No.”

Lysandra’s pulse quickened. “That’s reassuring.”

Sean’s gaze shifted toward the trees, scanning.

“Stay close.”

The tone wasn’t loud—but it carried weight.

Commanding.

Lysandra hesitated for half a second.

Then moved closer anyway.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet.”

“That’s worse.”

Another sound.

Closer this time.

Not just movement—presence.

Something was there.

Watching.

Waiting.

Lysandra felt it clearly now. Not just unease.

Awareness.

Like whatever lingered in the shadows knew exactly where they stood.

“Sean—”

“I know.”

His voice had changed.

Still controlled—but sharper now. Focused.

Dangerous.

For the first time since meeting him, Lysandra saw something beneath the calm.

And it made her breath catch.

“Don
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