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🌑 Chapter 1 – The Call of the Shadows

The Ashen Woods were never silent. Even when the night held its breath, Selene could hear them—whispers curling through the branches, rustling under her skin.

The villagers said the forest was cursed. She said nothing. Because sometimes, when the moonlight struck just right, she heard her own name in the trees.



🕯️ The Mark of the Moons

Selene had been born—or rather, found—beneath the twin moons of Caelora. At least, that was the story told by the midwife who had carried her half-dead from the edge of the Ashen Woods. She was no child of the village; no one claimed her, no one wanted her.

Yet she survived.

Her hair was as dark as the woods that had spat her out, and her eyes... her eyes shimmered silver when the moons were high. A curse, the villagers whispered. A blessing, others muttered. A reminder that she was not one of them.



👁️ The Unseen Watchers

That night, the air was heavy, as if the forest leaned closer to listen. Selene walked alone by the river, clutching her worn shawl. She wasn’t supposed to wander this far, but she had never listened to rules meant for other people.

The water rippled without wind. Shadows stretched unnaturally across its surface. She froze.

Selene.

Her name, spoken in a voice not her own. Not quite male. Not quite female. A voice that slid into her bones.

She spun, but no one was there. Only the forest, vast and watching.



📜 A Whispered Prophecy (bonus immersif)

From the hollow of an old oak, the wind tore free a scrap of parchment, brittle and stained. It fluttered to her feet.

Selene bent down, hands trembling, and smoothed it open. The ink was faded, but the words burned clear in the moonlight:

“One of silver eyes shall wear the crown.
Desire will bind her.
Destiny will break her.”
Her pulse quickened. She read it again, her lips forming the lines in silence, as if the words had been waiting for her.



🕯️ The Stranger in the Trees

A branch cracked.

Selene’s head snapped up. Across the river, a figure stood between the trees, cloaked in black. His hood shadowed his face, but the glint of silver eyes pierced the distance.

Her breath caught.

The figure lifted a hand—not in greeting, but in command. The shadows thickened around him, swallowing the moonlight, bending the world.

And then, just as suddenly, he was gone.



🌑 Cliffhanger Ending

Selene stumbled back, the prophecy clutched in her fist. The river had stilled, the forest hushed, but her heart thundered.

She whispered into the silence:
“Who are you?”
The trees answered in a thousand voices, overlapping, endless:

“Crown... Crown of Shadows...”
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👁️ Chapter 2 – The Stranger with Silver Eyes

The village never believed her. They never believed anything she said. But Selene couldn’t forget what she had seen by the river—the man cloaked in shadow, his eyes burning like mirrors.

She hadn’t slept. Each time she closed her eyes, the forest called. And always, those silver eyes stared back.



🕯️ The Festival of Moons

The morning came with celebration. Lanterns were strung across crooked streets, children ran with painted masks, and the bells of Caelora rang for the Festival of Moons.

It was supposed to be a day of joy. A day to honor the gods who blessed the kingdom.

But Selene couldn’t stop watching the crowd. Searching.

And then she saw him.

He moved like smoke through the market—too tall, too poised, too silent to belong.

The silver eyes.



🌑 The Market Encounter

Selene’s breath caught. She pushed through the crowd, her heart hammering. For a moment, he was gone. Then—there. At the edge of the square.

He stood before a stall of masks. His hand hovered over one carved from dark wood, split down the center with a silver crack.

Selene whispered, “You.”

As if he’d heard, his head snapped up. Their eyes locked.

Silver into silver.



📜 Words Not Meant for Her (bonus immersif)

He lifted the mask, placed it to his face, and spoke. Not to her—but to no one, to the air itself.

“The crown awakens. The Court will rise.”

The words chilled her blood.

Selene stepped forward, trembling. “What do you mean?”

But he turned away, disappearing once again into the sea of villagers.



🕯️ The Warning

An old woman grabbed Selene’s arm, her grip like iron. Her milky eyes glowed with something more than blindness.

“Child,” she rasped, “do not chase shadows. They will claim you.”

Selene tried to pull free. “Who was he?”

The woman leaned closer, her breath sour.

“He is the one they sent. The one who carries the mask of truth. Run, before he sees you again.”



🌑 Cliffhanger Ending

Selene stumbled back, but it was too late.

From across the market, the stranger turned once more. The mask now covered his face entirely, split by the silver crack.

And though no mouth was visible, she heard his voice in her bones:

“Selene.”
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🩸 Chapter 3 – Blood and Oaths

The name on his lips haunted her.
Selene.
He had spoken it as though it belonged to him, as though he had known it long before she did.



🕯️ The Silence After the Festival

By nightfall, the lanterns of the Festival of Moons still glowed across the streets, but Selene couldn’t enjoy them. The crowd had thinned, laughter fading into drunken songs.

She slipped away, restless. The mask of the stranger—the crack of silver across dark wood—burned in her mind.

The forest pulled at her. Always the forest.



🌑 The Ritual in the Woods

She found herself at the edge of the Ashen Woods, where moonlight barely reached. A circle of stones marked the clearing, older than the kingdom itself.

On one of the stones lay a dagger. Not rusted. Not forgotten. Waiting.

Selene’s breath caught. She should have run. Instead, her hand reached for it, cold metal stinging her skin.

“Blood remembers.”

The whisper came from nowhere. Or everywhere.



📜 The Oath (bonus immersif)

The dagger sliced her palm before she realized what she had done. Blood dripped onto the stone, soaking into its cracks.

And the words came, as though forced through her mouth:

“I bind myself to the Crown unseen.
I bind myself to desire.
I bind myself to destiny.”
Her body trembled. The stones glowed faintly, then faded, leaving only silence.



👁️ The Watcher Returns

Branches snapped. Selene spun, clutching her bleeding hand.

He was there. The stranger. The mask still on his face, silver eyes gleaming behind it.

“You shouldn’t have spoken the words,” he said. His voice was calm, too calm.

Selene’s knees weakened. “What... what did I do?”

He stepped closer, his presence filling the clearing.
“You made an oath. Blood and shadow both heard it. And once spoken, an oath cannot be undone.”



🕯️ The Choice

Selene’s heart pounded.
“I didn’t mean to—”
The stranger’s hand lifted, almost gently, as if to touch her.
“Meaning doesn’t matter. Only blood.”
Her palm throbbed, still dripping crimson.



🌑 Cliffhanger Ending

Before she could move, before she could scream, he whispered one final word—soft, dangerous, and final:

“Mine.”
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🎭 Chapter 4 – The Mask of the Court

The word echoed in her skull long after he had spoken it.
Mine.
Selene backed away, clutching her bleeding palm. But the masked stranger didn’t follow. He only watched, the silver crack of his mask gleaming like lightning.



🕯️ Whispers of the Court

The next day, the village buzzed with rumors. A caravan had passed through at dawn, carrying banners stitched with black silk and silver thread.

The Court of Shadows.

No one dared say the name too loudly. They were a myth and a terror—judges unseen, executioners masked.

Selene listened from the edge of the crowd, her pulse quickening. Had the stranger been one of them?



👁️ The Broken Seal

At dusk, Selene returned to the clearing. The dagger was gone. Only her blood stain remained on the stone.

She crouched, tracing the cracks with trembling fingers. And there—pressed into the earth—lay a seal, blackened wax cracked in half.

She lifted it carefully. The mark carved into it was unmistakable: a crown wrapped in serpents.

Her stomach twisted. She had seen that symbol once before, on a letter nailed to the church doors, warning that the Court had judged a noble family guilty. The next morning, their manor had burned.



📜 A Letter Unfolds (bonus immersif)

The seal crumbled in her hand, revealing a folded parchment inside. Words inked in hurried strokes:

“To speak the oath is to belong.
To wear the mask is to serve.
The Court does not forgive.
The Court does not forget.”
Her bloodied palm ached as if the words branded themselves into her skin.



🌑 The Stranger’s Return

She felt him before she saw him. The shadows thickened, the air colder.

He stepped from the trees, mask in place, silver eyes burning.

“You found it,” he said.

Selene’s voice shook. “What do you want from me?”

He tilted his head. “Not want. Duty.”

His cloak shifted, and for a brief moment she saw it—another mask hanging at his belt, smaller, carved of pale wood, waiting.

“For you,” he said simply.



🕯️ The Test

Selene’s breath caught. “I don’t want it.”

He stepped closer, and the shadows bent around his frame.
“Choice is an illusion. You swore the oath. Now the mask is yours. Refuse it, and the Court will take more than your face. They will take everything you love.”
Her blood roared in her ears. She had no family. No friends. Only herself.

And yet she knew—he was not lying.



🌑 Cliffhanger Ending

The stranger pressed the pale mask into her wounded palm. The wood was cold, impossibly heavy.

“Welcome to the Court of Shadows.”

Selene lifted her eyes, silver to silver, and whispered:

“I don’t belong to you.”

The mask burned in her hand.
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🩸 Chapter 5 – The First Betrayal

The mask still burned in her palm. Selene dropped it to the ground, but it did not fall—it clung to her skin, as if her blood bound it.

The stranger only watched. Silent. Unmoving. Waiting.



🕯️ A Village in Fear

By dawn, Selene staggered back into the village. Children stopped their games to stare at her. Women pulled their shawls tighter. Men muttered her name like a curse.

They had seen the mark: a faint imprint of the serpent crown etched into her wounded hand.

“The Court has claimed her,” one man whispered.
“She won’t live long,” another spat.
Selene turned away, heart pounding. Already, she was an outcast.



🌑 The Friend Who Turned

She went to the one place she thought she’d be safe: Maren’s cottage. Maren, who had given her bread when others refused. Who had once told her she was not a curse, but a miracle.

But when Selene entered, Maren’s face hardened.
“You swore it, didn’t you?”
Selene froze. “I didn’t mean to—”

Maren’s hand trembled as she pointed to the door.
“You brought them here. The Court. Do you know what they’ll do to us?”
Selene’s throat closed. “I’m still me, Maren.”

Maren shook her head, tears in her eyes.
“No. You’re theirs now.”



📜 The Branded Letter (bonus immersif)

That night, a letter was nailed to the village gates. Selene saw it before anyone else. The parchment glowed faintly, edges blackened.

In silver ink, the words gleamed:

“The girl with silver eyes has spoken the oath.
Her mask is chosen.
Her loyalty will be tested.
And if she fails... her village burns.”
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