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Chapter 1: The Ashes of Peace
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The wind howled through the skeletal remains of the once-great city, carrying with it the scent of ash and despair. Smoke curled into the sky like dark fingers clawing at a sun that no longer shone. Eira stood amid the ruins, her heart pounding, eyes scanning the horizon where the last vestiges of her home smoldered. The peace she had once dreamed of was nothing but a cruel memory, buried beneath layers of fire and betrayal.

She clenched her fists, knuckles white, as she forced herself to breathe in the acrid air. The world had changed overnight. The powerful had risen, their hunger insatiable, their cruelty unmatched. And her people—her family—had been crushed beneath their boots. Eira’s village was burned to cinders. Her parents—gone. Her friends—captured or dead.

A single tear traced a path down her cheek, but she wiped it away fiercely. Tears were a luxury the oppressed could no longer afford. Now, survival demanded steel, not sorrow.

The city had been a beacon once—a place where peace was whispered about like a forgotten lullaby. But peace was fragile, easily shattered by the greed and ambition of those who wielded power like a weapon. The ruling elite, known only as the Sovereigns, had no interest in harmony. Their rule was built on fear, their currency betrayal.

Eira had witnessed the betrayal firsthand. Trusted allies turning into enemies, neighbors selling each other out for scraps of favor. She had seen the darkness that power brought—how it devoured even the brightest souls, leaving behind hollow shells hungry only for more.

But in the depths of her despair, a flicker of defiance burned. They could take her home, her family, her peace. But they would never take her will.

She pulled her cloak tighter against the cold, the rough fabric a poor shield against the chill but a comforting reminder of who she was—a survivor. The Sovereigns thought they had broken her. They were wrong.

Eira’s thoughts were interrupted by a sudden noise—a faint rustle from the shattered alley nearby. She froze, every muscle taut, eyes narrowing to pierce the darkness. The shadows moved, and a figure emerged, cloaked and hooded.

“Eira,” the voice was a whisper, urgent and low.

She recognized it immediately. Kiran—her childhood friend, now a ghost in this shattered world.

“Kiran,” she breathed, relief and suspicion warring inside her. “Is it safe?”

“Safe?” He scoffed, glancing around nervously. “There’s no safety anymore. Only choices. And we don’t have much time.”

Eira stepped forward, heart hammering. “What have you found?”

Kiran’s eyes darted about before he lowered his voice even more. “The Sovereigns are preparing something—something big. A purge. They want to erase any trace of rebellion before it even starts.”

Her blood ran cold. The rumors had been swirling—whispers of a crackdown, of mass arrests and executions. The Sovereigns’ iron grip tightening across every corner of the land.

“We have to warn the others,” Eira said, her voice steady despite the storm inside.

Kiran shook his head. “The others are scattered. Broken. But there’s a way. A way to strike back. But it’s dangerous.”

Eira’s eyes flashed with determination. “Tell me.”

He pulled a small, folded piece of parchment from his cloak and handed it to her. “This is a map—a secret route into the Sovereigns’ stronghold. The heart of their power. If we can get inside, maybe we can stop this before it begins.”

Eira unfolded the paper, tracing the route with her finger. The stronghold was a fortress of steel and shadows, surrounded by walls as high as mountains and guarded by soldiers who answered only to the Sovereigns.

It seemed impossible. Insane.

But what choice did they have? Surrender meant death or slavery. Fight meant risking everything.

Eira looked up at Kiran, fire burning in her gaze. “Then we fight.”

Kiran nodded, a grim smile touching his lips. “You’re as stubborn as ever. I like that.”

The sun dipped below the horizon, bleeding red into the sky as night descended on the ruined city. Eira felt the weight of the world pressing down on her, but also the surge of something else—hope. A dangerous, reckless hope.

Because sometimes, from the ashes of peace, a revolution is born.

She slipped the map into her cloak and turned away from the ruins. The path ahead was dark, treacherous, and uncertain—but it was the only way forward.

As they disappeared into the gathering shadows, a single thought burned in Eira’s mind: this was only the beginning.
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Chapter 2: Chains of the Elite
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The city beyond the ruined outskirts glittered like a jewel—a cruel contrast to the desolation Eira had just left behind. Towering spires of glass and steel caught the dying light, shimmering with the wealth and power that was so out of reach for those below. The elite called this place the Citadel—a kingdom within a kingdom where luxury masked decay, and loyalty was bought and sold like a commodity.

Eira’s breath hitched as she crossed the threshold into the world she once despised but now had no choice but to inhabit. Her cloak felt heavier here, weighed down not by fabric but by the cold, calculating eyes that watched from every corner.

To survive, she would have to become one of them.

Her transformation had begun weeks ago—training in silence, learning their ways, memorizing the customs and secrets of the Sovereigns. The body she once knew was reshaped, hardened by endless hours of combat and discipline. The mind she once trusted was sharpened to a razor’s edge, ruthless and ready.

But nothing prepared her for the first night inside the Citadel.

The gates loomed high, wrought iron twisted into grotesque shapes that seemed to sneer at those who dared approach. Guards in polished armor, faces hidden behind cold masks, scrutinized every arrival. Eira’s forged papers bore a new name, a new identity: Elara D’Vann—a minor noblewoman with distant ties to one of the Sovereign families.

“Remember who you are,” whispered Kiran as they passed through the gates, his voice tight with tension. “And don’t forget what you’re here for.”

Eira nodded, heart hammering as the gates slammed shut behind them. The sound echoed like a death sentence.

Inside, the world was a dizzying maze of opulence and cruelty. Crystal chandeliers hung from soaring ceilings, illuminating halls where laughter and whispered schemes entwined. Servants moved like ghosts, attending to the whims of the powerful. Every surface gleamed, every corner held secrets.

She saw the elite—dressed in silks and jewels, faces painted with smiles that never reached their eyes. These were the masters of fate, wielding power that twisted reality. They were predators, and Eira was prey.

Her first test came quickly.

A gathering in the Grand Hall, a cavernous chamber filled with the Sovereigns and their closest allies. The air buzzed with tension and unspoken threats. Eira’s pulse quickened as she stepped forward, blending into the sea of masks and whispered alliances.

The Sovereigns were ruthless in their games—alliances formed only to be broken, favors granted with a knife hidden behind the back. Trust was the rarest currency, and betrayal the most common.

Eira met the gaze of Lord Varin, one of the highest-ranking Sovereigns. His eyes were sharp, calculating, as if peeling away every layer she wore. She forced a smile, hiding the storm raging beneath.

“Welcome, Lady D’Vann,” he said smoothly, voice silk over steel. “We rarely see new faces in these halls. I hope your arrival brings us... opportunity.”

Eira bowed her head slightly. “Only the greatest opportunities, my lord.”

His smile deepened, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Good. Because in this world, opportunity and danger are often one and the same.”

The warning was clear. One misstep, one whisper too loud, and her life would be forfeit.

As the evening wore on, Eira navigated conversations layered with hidden meaning. She learned to smile while listening for the sharp edges beneath the words. Every compliment was a test, every invitation a trap.

She found an unlikely ally in Selene, a woman whose beauty was matched only by her cunning. Selene moved through the court like a shadow, weaving alliances and gathering secrets. She approached Eira with a tilt of her head and a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“You’re new,” Selene said softly, leaning close. “But you carry yourself like someone who’s seen more than this gilded cage.”

Eira returned the smile carefully. “More than I let on.”

Selene’s eyes glittered with approval. “Be careful. The chains that bind us here are tighter than iron. But sometimes, the smallest key can unlock the heaviest door.”

That night, as Eira lay on a bed that felt more like a throne, her thoughts raced. The chains of the elite were everywhere—contracts signed in blood, debts that never ended, alliances as fragile as glass.

She wasn’t just a prisoner in their world; she was a player in



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SHADOW REIGN

THE RISE OF THE FORGOTTEN

L.J. STORM





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





