

  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my loyal readers, the Coven.

      

    


​The Oracle's Shadowed Prophecy: A Destiny of Darkness

​Shadowlyn Drake

The Oracle's Shadowed Prophecy: 

A Destiny of Darkness

Copyright © 2025 by Shadowlyn Drake

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.

​This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
TABLE OF CONTENTS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


"Alira, hurry up!"

The call cut through the vibrant chaos of the carnival like a sharp ribbon of sound. It wasn't angry, not truly. It was sharp with the kind of practiced impatience only a mother who had managed a traveling troupe for twenty-three years could master—a command Alira had learned to anticipate with every fiber of her being. Alira heard it not with her ears alone, but with the subtle thrum that ran through the wooden floorboards of their caravan, a vibration that always preceded a demand from her mother. The caravan itself seemed to hold its breath, a painted beast of burden momentarily at rest.

From the small, circular window of her private nook, Alira watched the crowd. The caravan, a magnificent kaleidoscope of painted wood and rich tapestries, stood at the very heart of the bustling night market. Torches flickered on every stall, their flames casting a warm, dancing glow on the dozens of vibrant fabrics that hung from the caravan's eaves. The air was a heady mix of roasting spiced nuts, the sickeningly sweet scent of spun sugar, the pungent smoke of burning incense, and the earthy, almost metallic tang of the crowd's collective energy. She could taste their hope, their desperation, their fleeting joy and buried fears. It was a sensory overload she had learned to filter, to channel into her work.

At nineteen, Alira was a woman of two worlds, and she felt the weight of both on her shoulders. Within the caravan's worn, cozy walls, she was simply Alira—her mother’s daughter, a girl who helped mend the velvet cushions and brewed bitter tea for aching joints. She was a girl who dreamed of a life beyond the dust-choked roads and temporary homes, a life of stability and quiet. But outside, she was the Oracle of the Carnival, a title passed down through generations. She was the Seer, the fortune-teller who had read countless hands—hands weathered by brutal labor, hands soft with luxury, hands trembling with desperation and grief. She had told their futures, their triumphs, and their sorrows, her words weaving a fragile spell of comfort and belief. But the weight of her gift never lightened. It was a burden as much as it was a blessing, a deep well of energy that she drew from and, in turn, felt hollowed out by.

Taking a deep, centering breath, Alira closed her eyes. She felt the familiar rush of energy, a river of anticipation and fear, flowing through the crowd and pooling at the door of her mother's caravan. Tonight, the river felt different. There was a cold current in it, a dark eddy she couldn't quite place, a premonition that felt more like a warning than a curiosity. She took another, deeper breath, letting the anticipation settle in her bones, recognizing the familiar tingle of her power awakening. This was the moment she always dreaded, yet craved. The thrill of the unknown, the high of using her gift, always came at the cost of a piece of her soul.

She slipped from her small, curtained room into the main part of the caravan, where her mother was already bustling with purpose. "The travelers are eager for your insights!" she declared, her eyes twinkling with a mix of maternal pride and a sharp businesswoman's calculation. She adjusted a loose braid in Alira's long, dark hair, her touch quick and efficient. Alira saw the familiar glint of a new silver coin nestled in her mother's palm, a promise of a profitable night. Her mother’s face, etched with the lines of a hard life but still full of a fierce, protective love, was a sight that calmed Alira’s racing heart.

Alira took her place at the caravan's open door, the cool night air prickling her skin. The fire outside crackled merrily, its warmth a welcome contrast to the shiver that ran down her spine. A semi-circle of faces stared back at her, their expressions a mix of excitement and trepidation. They were the usual cast of characters—a young couple seeking to know their future, a weary merchant hoping for a change in his luck, and a few thrill-seekers simply looking for a good show. Alira offered a serene, practiced smile, a mask she wore for every stranger.

As the Oracle, she had grown accustomed to the rhythm of these encounters. Yet, tonight, something felt genuinely, fundamentally different. It wasn't the energy of the crowd, but rather the stark, unnatural absence of it in one particular spot. At the edge of the firelight, cloaked in the deepest shadows the flickering flames couldn't penetrate, a man waited. He was the eye of the storm, a pocket of silence in the deafening hum of the carnival.

He was a silhouette against the flickering light, his form long and lean. A hood obscured his face in such a way that it seemed to absorb all light, making it impossible to discern a single feature. But Alira could feel the weight of his stare, a peculiar intensity that seemed to hold the very air around him still, a vacuum of a gaze. It was a gaze that didn't just look at her; it saw her, stripping away the layers of her practiced composure, her masks, her carefully constructed defenses. He wasn't part of the bustling, vibrant tapestry of the carnival. He was an unraveling thread, dark and dangerous, threatening to pull the whole fabric apart.

The man stepped forward, the low murmur of the crowd dying down as he moved, a collective intake of breath. His presence was not intimidating in a brutish way, but in the way a predator’s silence can be more unnerving than its roar. The firelight seemed to shrink from him, casting longer, more distorted shadows. He extended a hand, and Alira's eyes were drawn to the silver coin resting in his palm. It was no ordinary piece of currency; it was larger, heavier, and etched with symbols she didn't recognize—a crescent moon bleeding into a star. The symbols pulsed with a faint, cold light that only she seemed to notice.

"Your time is precious, I know," he said, his voice a smooth, velvety rumble that seemed to wrap around them both, isolating them from the rest of the world. It was the voice of midnight, of old stone and ancient secrets. "But I assure you, my question is worth more than your usual fee."

Alira's heart, which had been racing in a steady rhythm of apprehension, now skipped a beat, a frantic, butterfly flutter against her ribs. This was not the desperate need of a weary merchant or the hopeful plea of a young lover. This was something else entirely. A challenge. A promise. She took the coin from his hand, the cool metal feeling strangely hot against her skin, almost burning her. The symbols seemed to pulse, a faint, rhythmic beat that echoed her own. "Speak," she said, her voice firm despite the frantic pulse in her throat. She had to project strength, to meet his gaze and not falter, to show him she was not an easy mark.

The man leaned closer, the shadows seeming to coalesce around them, thickening until the firelight was just a distant, flickering memory. His breath was cool on her cheek, carrying a faint scent of rain on dry earth and something else—something wild and ancient, like deep roots and forgotten tombs. His face was still a mystery, hidden in the depths of his hood, but she could feel the pull of his presence, a powerful, gravitational force.

"I seek a vision," he whispered, "not of what will be, but what could be."

Her mother's warnings, a litany of cautions passed down for generations, echoed in Alira's mind. Beware those who seek to bend fate. They believe in their own power, not in destiny's will. A voice of reason screamed at her to refuse, to send him away. Yet something about his urgency, the raw, undeniable hunger in his voice, resonated within her, a dark, dangerous melody she felt compelled to dance to. It was the siren song of a forgotten prophecy, and she was the only one who could hear it.

She closed her eyes and took his hand, the contact sparking a jolt that was part electric shock, part icy dread. His skin was smooth, his grip firm and possessive. She focused her energy, pushing past the veil of the present and reaching for the future. The images began to unfold before her, a tapestry of shimmering light and vibrant color—the future she was used to seeing. But then, as her energy entwined with his, the threads grew dark, twisting into a malevolent pattern she had never seen before. Her mind was plunged into a chasm of cold, formless terror.

A creature of shadow and malice loomed in the depths of her vision, a formless entity with eyes like dying embers. It was a hunger given shape, a creeping coldness that promised to devour everything in its path. Its touch on her mind was a violation that left her heart clenching in pure, unadulterated terror. The vision was not just a sight; it was a feeling, a prophecy so vile it made her soul ache. The future was not just dark—it was unmade.

When Alira opened her eyes, gasping for breath and shivering uncontrollably, she found the man watching her closely. The shadows had not dispersed. If anything, they seemed to deepen around him, like an extension of his very will. A knowing smile, one devoid of warmth, played on his lips. "You've seen it," he murmured, his voice now a low whisper that only she could hear, a sound that bypassed her ears and settled deep in her bones. "The prophecy."

Her hand trembled in his, her vision still echoing in her mind. The aftershocks of the malevolent entity were a physical ache in her chest, a phantom pressure that stole her breath. "What do you know of it?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper, a challenge born of pure defiance against her fear.

He stepped closer, their bodies almost touching. The shadows seemed to follow him like a loyal pet, an invisible cloak of darkness. "Everything," he said, the single word a heavy promise, a weight she felt settle on her shoulders. "And soon, so will you."

He released her hand, the sudden loss of contact leaving her feeling hollow and bereft
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