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1. Night of the Mirror Moon


[image: ]


The academy had always seemed alive, but tonight Umbraethis felt different-almost sentient, watching, waiting. Every cobblestone in the courtyards seemed to hum under the silvery light of the rare lunar eclipse. The so-called Mirror Moon, a celestial event that occurred once every seventy-three years, bathed the academy in a haunting silver glow that flickered with hints of crimson.

Eryndor stood near the fountain at the heart of the courtyard, arms crossed, eyes tracing the shifting reflections in the water. Normally, he would see a clear, sharp reflection: a boy with dark hair and piercing eyes, the Shadowmark etched faintly across his wrist. But tonight, the reflection did not mirror him exactly.

It blinked too quickly. Its lips twitched in a mocking smile. Its eyes glimmered with a knowingness he had never seen before. Eryndor felt a chill run down his spine.

“Eryndor...” Lysara’s voice was low, trembling as she approached him. She placed a hand on his shoulder, her reflection shimmering beside her in the fountain-yet hers too moved differently, twisting in silent horror at something only it could see.

“I... I think the mirrors are... alive,” Eryndor whispered, pressing his hand against the cool stone of the fountain. The ripples spread unnaturally, distorting not just his reflection, but the shadows of the surrounding students. Tiny silvery figures seemed to dance across the surface, moving independently of their owners.

Around them, students were murmuring, pointing at hallways, windows, and doorways. Every polished surface-doorframes, candle mirrors, even silver trays in the courtyard-reflected not the present, but a shadowy version of it. Some reflections lagged behind their owners; others moved faster, twitching with an eerie autonomy.

Professor Halvren’s voice suddenly cut through the whispers, resonating with authority. “Students of Umbraethis, remain calm! The Mirror Moon awakens energies older than memory itself. Observe carefully. Do not panic.” His robes swirled in the wind that seemed to stir only around him, as though he was tethered to some unseen current of power.

But Eryndor could not feel calm. His Shadowmark throbbed, a familiar burning that crawled up his arm, sending sparks of shadowfire curling along his fingers. He had felt this sensation before, during the earliest days of his training-an omen that something dark had returned.

“I told you something’s coming,” Kieran whispered, his voice edged with both fear and awe. He was a second-year from House Nocturnyx, and Eryndor had never fully trusted him. But now, Kieran’s eyes reflected the same unease he felt. “These mirrors... they’re alive tonight. Don’t tell me you don’t feel it too.”

“I feel it,” Eryndor admitted. “And it’s stronger than before. Different.”

A soft tinkling noise echoed, high and metallic, like the sound of countless tiny bells. Eryndor’s head snapped toward the fountain. Silvered shadows-smaller versions of student reflections-were hopping across the surface, each one a twisted mimic of a hidden fear. One leapt toward Lysara, reaching with an impossibly long, thin arm.

She shrieked, and the shadow dissolved into the fountain with a hiss.

“Control yourselves!” Professor Halvren’s voice boomed again, more insistent this time. “These reflections are not your enemies-they are tests. They reveal what you fear, what you hide. Resist their control!”

Eryndor clenched his fists. He focused, feeling the familiar hum of Shadowfire along his skin. He sent a thin thread of shadow into the water, tracing the outline of the fleeing figure. The twisted reflection froze, quivering, before shattering into tiny shards of silver that melted into the fountain.

A ripple of relief spread across the courtyard, but it was brief. Something larger moved among the mirrors-tall, dark, and deliberate. A shadowy figure that did not belong to any student, drifting from mirror to mirror, watching, waiting.

“Look!” someone shouted. A student pointed toward the Great Hall. Every mirrored surface reflected a figure that was not there: tall, angular, eyes glinting with pale light. Eryndor’s heart thumped violently. He had seen shadows like this before, in the first days after the Shadowmark appeared, but never so deliberate, so aware.

The Mirror Moon reached its apex, casting the courtyard in deep crimson silver. For a heartbeat, Eryndor’s reflection split: one version knelt as if in prayer, the other laughed silently, twisting its face into something cruel and alien.

“Eryndor, what do we do?” Lysara whispered, clutching his arm, fear stark in her eyes.

He swallowed, tasting copper on his tongue, and forced his mind to focus. “We watch. We learn. And we prepare. Whatever this is... it’s only beginning.”

The wind whispered, carrying a faint metallic echo, like the voice of someone long gone. Shadows stretched unnaturally across walls and floors, bending around corners that should not exist. Even the trees outside the courtyard seemed to bend toward the academy as if drawn to the Mirror Moon’s power.

From across the courtyard, a student screamed-another reflection had lunged, this time at a group clustered near the fountain. Eryndor moved instinctively, sending threads of Shadowfire weaving through the silver light. Each thread struck a reflection, dispersing it into harmless sparks of light.

Lysara caught his sleeve. “You’re... you’re amazing. How are you doing that?”

He shook his head, not looking away from the encroaching shadows. “It’s not skill. Not yet. It’s instinct. Something inside... telling me what to do.”

And then, he felt it: a pull, like a cold hand against his soul. His Shadowmark burned hotter. One reflection-tall, formless, eyes glowing faintly-stared at him from the edge of the fountain. It wasn’t merely a reflection; it was alive, aware, a fragment of the Shadowborn itself.

Eryndor’s stomach tightened. This was no ordinary night. The Mirror Moon had awakened something ancient, something dangerous, something waiting for him.

He took a deep breath, feeling the thrumming energy in his veins. The Mirror Moon had begun its dance, and he was at its center.

Shadows shifted. Mirrors whispered. And somewhere deep within the twisting reflections of the courtyard, Eryndor caught the faintest trace of a smile-not his own, but one that promised that the coming nights would test everything he thought he knew about magic, mirrors, and the darkness within himself.

He looked at Lysara. “Stay close,” he said. “Because I don’t think this is going to end tonight.”

The Mirror Moon hung high above, indifferent, and the academy seemed to shiver in anticipation of the storm to come.
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1.1 Whispers Beneath The Dark Glass
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Drakonforge hadn’t rebuilt.

Not really.

The Ember Sky above the academy burned brighter than ever after the chaos of the Ember Gate collapse, but the halls-

the walls-

the shadows-

they remembered.

They always did.

Eryndor walked across the Academy’s East Bridge with the quiet step of someone who had lived through too many nights that ended in fire. The morning wind whipped at his cloak, carrying scents of ash, steel, and distant dragonfire.

He tightened his grip on the railing.

Everything should have felt normal again.

The dragon was silent.

The Gate was sealed.

Ryven was healing.

But something else had awakened.

Something cold.

Selene nearly ran into him.

“There you are-” she panted, clutching her books so tightly he feared they might snap. “You weren’t at the morning roll call.”

“I needed air,” Eryndor said.

Selene’s gaze softened.

“You feel it too.”

Eryndor nodded.

“How long?”

“Since dawn.” Selene swallowed. “Every mirror on campus fogged at the exact same moment. And not from heat or steam. From... something else.”

Eryndor felt a trickle of ice crawl up his spine.

The mirrors.

The first sign.

He turned toward the eastern courtyard. Most students were milling about the Frostgard Fountain, laughing, complaining, fighting-pretending life had returned to normal.

But they didn’t look closely.

Not like he did.

The shadows behind them bent slightly the wrong way.

Reflections shimmered half a second too slow.

And on the surface of the fountain pool-

he saw his reflection blink

before he did.

Selene’s breath hitched.

“You saw it too.”

Eryndor stared.

“It’s starting.”

A cold wind swept the courtyard.

But no clouds covered the Ember Sky.

THE FIRST PULSE

The mirrors hanging on the courtyard pillars rattled.

A vibration so soft no one would notice unless they were looking directly at them.

Eryndor was.

The glass darkened.

Then flickered.

Then-

something moved behind the reflections.

Not a person.

Not a creature.

A shape.

Fog-like.

Humanoid.

Drifting.

Selene grabbed his sleeve.

“Eryndor-don’t look at it directly-!”

Too late.

The reflection leaned closer.

Eryndor’s heart stuttered.

Because the reflected version of himself-

didn’t look back.

It looked past him.

Over his shoulder.

“What is that...?” Selene whispered.

Eryndor didn’t breathe.

Because the reflected figure lifted a finger-

slowly, shakily-

and pointed behind him.

Selene choked.

“Eryndor. Something’s-”

BOOM.

The Mirror Pulse hit.

Invisible, but violent.

Every reflective surface across the courtyard exploded with black light.

Mirrors.

Windows.

Polished armor.

Puddles on the ground.

Even the students’ eyes-

flashed with darkness.

Then-

silence.

Absolute silence.

The kind that swallowed breath.

Selene clutched her chest.

“What was that-?!”

Eryndor looked around desperately.

Students blinked, confused, but unharmed.

Most hadn’t even noticed anything.

A few rubbed their eyes.

One girl dropped her coffee.

But none had seen the shadow.

None had seen the reflection point.

None had felt the pulse.

Except-

“Eryndor.”

Selene’s voice shook.

He turned.

“What?”

“Your reflection...”

She pointed at the fountain.

He looked.

And froze.

His reflection wasn’t mimicking him anymore.

It stood still.

Completely still.

Right hand lifted-

as if pressing against the inside of the water.

As if trapped.

As if trying to push its way out.

Eryndor backed away.

Selene grabbed his hand.

“We have to leave. NOW.”

He didn’t argue.

They ran.

THE ARCHIVIST OF SILVER GLASS

They didn’t stop running until they entered the East Wing Library.

The moment they slammed the doors shut, the candles flickered to life-not orange, not ember-bright, but pale silver.

Selene exhaled shakily.

“He said this wing was safe.”

“Who?” Eryndor demanded.

“The new archivist.”

Eryndor frowned.

“We don’t have a new archivist.”

Selene hesitated.

“That’s what I thought too.”

She led him deeper into the library.

Past the regular shelves.

Past the forbidden section.

Into a narrow stairwell descending beneath the lower archive.

Eryndor had never been here.

“Selene-this place wasn’t here last term.”

“I know.”

They reached a chamber lined with rows of silver-framed mirrors-

none reflecting anything.

Eryndor stiffened.

Selene laid a hand on his arm.

“He said the mirrors down here can’t be touched by the Pulse. Not yet.”

“He?”

Eryndor repeated.

A quiet voice answered:

“Yes.”

They turned.

An old man stood in the doorway.

Tall. Thin. Hair falling in strands of shining white. His eyes were cloudy-

but not with blindness.

With reflection.

His irises mirrored the room perfectly.

He bowed slightly.

“I am Archivist Lorian. Keeper of the Third Well’s records. And watcher of the Mirrorborn.”

Eryndor tensed.

“You know about the Pulse.”

“I felt the Pulse,” Lorian corrected calmly. “As did the mirrors. And now... so do you.”

Selene stepped forward.

“What is happening to the reflections?”

Lorian traced a hand along one of the blank silver mirrors.

“They are waking.”

Eryndor swallowed.

“Waking... as in...”

Lorian finished:

“As in becoming aware.”

Selene’s eyes widened.

“That-should be impossible.”

Lorian gave a thin smile.

“Impossible is a word spoken often by those who have not lived long enough to see it disproven.”

Eryndor stepped closer.

“What do they want?”

Lorian’s face darkened.

“The same thing reflections always want.

To replace what stands before them.”

Selene trembled.

“Why now?”

Lorian turned.

And his eyes...

shifted.

For a moment, their reflective surfaces clouded with swirling dark fog.

Then cleared.

“It is the Mirror Moon,” he whispered.

“The moon will not remain whole much longer. And when it fractures... the Third Well will open.”

Eryndor felt the Mark tingle with cold.

“So what do we do?”

Lorian gave a thin, humorless laugh.

“You RUN.”

The candles flickered violently.

A mirror cracked.

Another shattered.

Another went black.

Selene gasped.

“The Pulse is coming back-!”

Lorian shoved them toward the exit.

“Go! NOW! You cannot be here when the reflections breach!”

Eryndor grabbed Selene’s hand.

“Come on-!”

As they reached the stairwell-

Eryndor glanced over his shoulder.

Just once.

And saw it.

In every silver mirror-

a hundred reflections stared back.

Not matching him.

Not mimicking him.

Not following him.

Just staring.

Watching him leave.

Hungry.

The Pulse hit.

All candles went out.

All mirrors went black.

And the Archivist’s voice echoed behind them:

“Eryndor Shadowfire-

they have seen you.”

THE WARNING

They reached the upper library hall, slamming the door behind them.

Selene pressed her back to the shelves, breathing hard.

“He knew your name.”

Eryndor nodded slowly.

“He knew everything.”

Selene looked at him with wide, trembling eyes.

“What does it mean if the reflections... want us?”

Eryndor swallowed hard.

“It means the Third Well isn’t just waking.”

He looked at the closed library door.

“It’s already watching.”
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2. The New Threat
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The morning after the Mirror Moon left the academy in an uneasy silence, Umbraethis felt different-warped, fragile, like a glass sculpture that might shatter at the slightest touch. Shadows clung to the corners of hallways, and mirrors everywhere seemed to hum softly, resonating with energies only the sensitive-or cursed-could feel.

Eryndor moved cautiously through the Grand Hall, his eyes scanning every reflective surface. Even the polished silver chandeliers overhead rippled faintly, like the water in the fountain the previous night. Lysara and Kieran flanked him, expressions tight with fear and anticipation.

“We should report this to the council,” Lysara whispered, her fingers brushing the edge of a mirror frame. She recoiled slightly when her own reflection shifted, smirking at her like an uninvited intruder.

Eryndor shook his head. “They won’t believe us-not yet. We need proof... and we need to understand what’s happening before it spreads.”

A faint pulse ran through his wrist, where the Shadowmark throbbed. He had learned in the past months to read its subtle shifts, and now it screamed of a lurking presence. A fragment of the Shadowborn had returned to the academy. Not one of the creatures they had fought before-something smaller, subtle, almost invisible-but its influence was spreading like ink in water.

Kieran’s eyes narrowed. “You mean... the Shadowborn are back? I thought the first Well had destroyed them completely.”

“That’s what everyone thinks,” Eryndor said. “But they never die. They only hide, and sometimes, they leave pieces of themselves behind. Pieces that feed, wait, and grow. We’ve been lucky until now.”

As if to punctuate his words, a distant scream echoed from the third-floor corridor. Shadows flickered along the walls, twisting unnaturally. Several students ran past them, pale-faced, pointing at a mirrored doorway where a student’s reflection had moved independently-raising a hand to strike its real-world counterpart.

“Not again,” Lysara muttered. “How can they-” Her words caught in her throat as she turned to see her own reflection stepping slightly ahead of her, smiling coldly.

Eryndor placed a steadying hand on her shoulder. “Focus. Remember what the professors taught us. Reflections mirror your intent. Control your mind, control your reflection.”

They approached the source of the disturbance: a student sprawled across the floor, eyes wide with terror, unable to move. His reflection stood upright, towering over him, blacker than night, mocking every twitch of his limbs.

Eryndor stepped forward, threads of Shadowfire crawling up his arms. He concentrated, sending a faint pulse into the reflection. The shadow stiffened, then collapsed into the floor like smoke dissipating in sunlight.

The student gasped, blinking rapidly. “Th-thank you...” he stammered, shaking. “I... I don’t know what happened. My reflection... it wasn’t me!”

Eryndor helped him to his feet. “It wasn’t you. Something else was controlling it-a fragment of the Shadowborn. And it’s here.”

From the corridor behind them, more students emerged, whispering about vanished reflections, strange images, and fleeting shadows. Panic was spreading, subtle but insistent. Rumors travel faster than magic in moments like these, and the academy’s fragile sense of order was beginning to crumble.

“Eryndor,” Kieran said, voice low. “We need to warn someone. Headmaster Fenrath-he’ll know what to do.”

Eryndor shook his head again. “If we go to the headmaster now, he’ll see panic. He’ll try to contain it-and containment won’t work. Not yet. We need answers first.”

They made their way to the library, weaving through hallways where mirrors reflected distorted versions of reality. In one, Eryndor caught sight of himself-eyes black as coal, teeth sharp like a predator’s, reaching toward Lysara. He flinched, shaking off the vision.

The library was quieter than usual, the faint smell of parchment and ink mingling with something colder, darker. Bookshelves stretched to the ceiling, some lined with mirrors themselves. And among them, an open tome sat alone on a reading desk. Its pages shimmered faintly, as if alive.

Eryndor’s fingers itched. He approached, the Shadowmark pulsing stronger with each step. Lysara hovered close, wary.

The book was ancient, bound in blackened leather, the title embossed in silver letters that seemed to flicker: “Fragments of Umbraethis: Records of the Shadowborn.”

He flipped the first page. Shadows crawled along the margins of the text, curling into shapes that resembled creatures he had only glimpsed in nightmares. The words themselves seemed to shimmer with life, recounting the story of the Shadowborn: a race of beings older than the Wells, feeding on fear and reflection, fragmented but never destroyed.

Eryndor’s eyes widened. “They’re not gone,” he murmured. “They never were. The Well of Shadows... it only destroyed the central forms. Pieces of them remained... in hiding.”

Kieran leaned over his shoulder, voice trembling. “So... some fragment-some piece-is here, in the academy? Right now?”

“Yes,” Eryndor said, closing the book with a snap. “And it’s influencing the mirrors. Feeding off fear. Testing the students. It’s learning... and it’s growing.”

From the upper balcony, a low whisper echoed, almost inaudible: “The shadow awakens... the shadow waits... the shadow sees you...”

Lysara grabbed Eryndor’s arm. “Did you hear that?”

He nodded, face grim. “Yes. That’s the fragment. And it’s speaking through the mirrors. It knows we’re here. We’re... next.”

The three of them exchanged a look, understanding without words. The academy’s mirrored halls were no longer just walls or reflective surfaces-they were active, intelligent, and dangerous.

Eryndor’s mind raced. They had survived the Shadowmark, battled minor fragments before, and faced strange anomalies in the past-but this was different. The Shadowborn influence was growing stronger, more deliberate, and it was already spreading into the student body.

“We need a plan,” he said finally. “And we need allies. The council won’t act until it’s too late. We’ll gather what information we can. Start tracking the mirrors. Start mapping the anomalies. We can’t let it grow unchecked.”

Kieran swallowed hard. “And if we fail?”

Eryndor’s jaw tightened. “Then the Shadowborn will take what’s left of this academy... and we won’t have a chance to stop the rest.”

The library door creaked shut behind them, the echoes of whispered shadows following. Somewhere deep in the mirrored halls, a presence moved, unseen but aware. It had been centuries since a fragment had awakened, yet it remembered every fear, every weakness, every student.

And tonight, the new threat had returned to Umbraethis.
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2.1 The Archivist Of Shadows
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The Shadow Archivum was not supposed to exist.

Eryndor knew every floor of Drakonforge, every hallway, every sealed chamber he wasn’t allowed into, every tapestry and stairwell and classroom-

at least, he thought he did.

What Lorian led them into now should not have been under the East Wing Library.

The air turned cold halfway down the stairwell.

But not normal cold.

A cold that felt aware.

Selene exhaled sharply, frost forming on her breath.

“This is below the academy boundary,” she whispered. “We’re not supposed to be able to get here.”

“We aren’t,” Lorian replied without turning.

“But the shadows are.”

A shiver crawled across Eryndor’s spine.

“Why bring us here?”

Lorian stopped.

He raised a hand-thin and bony and trembling with age.

He touched the wall.

The stone rippled.

Like water.

Eryndor stared.

Selene whispered:

“That’s... Mirror magic.”

“No,” Lorian said softly. “Shadow-mirror magic. The original form. From before the moon hardened.”

Before the moon hardened.

Before the Mirror Moon existed.

Pulling his cloak tighter, Eryndor followed Lorian through the rippling wall into-

a vast chamber.

Cold. Silent. Circular.

Walls made of black crystal that reflected nothing.

Not even their shadows.

Eryndor stepped inside cautiously.

Selene looked around, her breathing slow and shaky.

“What is this place?”

Lorian stood in the center, lit by a silver glow from some unseen source.

“This,” he said quietly, “is the Shadow Archivum. The oldest part of Drakonforge. Built long before the Academy stood here. Built by the first reflection-walkers.”

Selene frowned.

“Reflection-walkers... like Mirrorborn?”

Lorian studied her.

“They were the ancestors of the Mirrorborn. A dying order. But your blood... carries echoes of them.”

Selene stiffened visibly.

Eryndor stepped closer to her protectively.

“What does that mean?”

Lorian gave a humorless smile.

“It means she sees what others cannot.

It means she hears the Pulse.

It means the reflections will chase her first.”

Selene flinched.

Eryndor’s Mark pulsed sharply.

Lorian turned to him.

“And you... Shadowfire child... they fear you.”

Eryndor felt it-

the Mark tightening in his bones, painfully.

“Why?”

Lorian’s eyes-those glassy silver mirrors-looked deep into him.

“Because they know what you carry.

They remember what your shadow once belonged to.”

Selene whispered:

“His shadow?”

Lorian exhaled slowly.

“Eryndor’s shadow is not his own.”

Eryndor’s breath hitched.

“What does that mean?!”

Lorian gestured toward the black-crystal wall.

“Come.”

THE HISTORY OF THE THIRD WELL

As they approached, the crystal lit from within.

Not gold. Not ember. Not fire.

Silver.

Cold silver, like moonlight frozen into stone.

Images formed.

A city of mirrors.

Spirals of glass towers.

People walking through reflections like doorways.

A moon-whole, bright, perfect.

Selene gasped.

“The Mirror City... the ancestral home...”

Lorian nodded.

“Long before the current age, before the Wells awakened, before the dragon wars... the Mirror City thrived. A civilization built on reflection magic.”

The crystalline memory shifted.

The moon cracked.

Just a hairline fracture.

But that was enough.

The sky dimmed.

The people panicked.

And then-

shadows stepped out of their reflections.

Not copies.

Not mimics.

Opposites.

Their inversions.

Eryndor felt cold seep through his bones.

Lorian’s voice darkened.

“The Third Well did not simply awaken. It answer­ed a call. A cry from the moon as it fractured. The first Pulse hit the Mirror City-shattering the boundary between reflection... and real.”

The images flickered violently.

Screams.

Buildings collapsing.

Shadows replacing people.

Selene closed her eyes.

Eryndor felt nausea twist in his stomach.

“And what happened to the city?”

Lorian turned to him.

“It fell.

Not into ruin.

Not into the sea.

It fell into the Third Well.”

The room shook faintly, like a heartbeat beneath the floor.

Eryndor took a step back.

“You’re saying the entire Mirror City is still down there.”

“Yes,” Lorian whispered.

“Trapped. Echoing. Awakened only when the moon cracks again.”

Selene’s voice trembled.

“Which is soon.”

“Tonight,” Lorian said simply.

“Tonight begins the cycle. Tonight the cracks return. Tonight the reflections will seek their freedom.”

Eryndor’s Mark flared with heat-

but it wasn’t heat.

It was warning.

“It’s happening again,” he whispered.

Lorian nodded once.

“And this time, you two will stand at the center.”

THE REFLECTION THAT BREACHED

A faint, rhythmic tapping echoed through the Archivum.

Tap.

Tap.

Tap.

Selene grabbed Eryndor’s arm.

“Is that... from inside the walls?”

Lorian went pale.

“No.”

Tap.

Tap.

TAP.

The sound grew louder.

Closer.

Eryndor stepped in front of Selene.

“Is that a reflection?”







































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Wells of Eternlty

look Three of‘,

Vijay Baskaran





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





