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Chapter 1 – A Shadow Arrives
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Paris in the winter of 1636 was a city of filth and grandeur, beauty and cruelty. By day, the streets were choked with merchants hawking their wares, priests warning of divine wrath, and nobles parading in silks that shimmered even in the weak winter sun. The air carried the scent of fresh bread, horse dung, and woodsmoke, mingling in the damp chill.

By night, the city became something else entirely.

Fog rolled in from the Seine, curling through the narrow alleyways, swallowing the streets in an eerie embrace. The torches flickered dimly, casting long, jagged shadows against the weathered stone walls of medieval buildings. Thieves, assassins, and men with too many sins to confess prowled the dark corners of the Faubourg Saint-Germain and the Île de la Cité.

It was not a city for the weak.

And yet, few knew what truly moved in the night.

Among them, something older, deadlier, and far more patient than mortal criminals slipped through the streets like a silent whisper.

A shadow among shadows.

A man with eyes that had seen centuries.

Shiin Hakai.

The journey to Paris had been long and brutal.

Shiin had escaped Japan with blood on his hands, the ghosts of his past trailing him like a phantom wind. The war between the rivaling factions of Tokugawa and Toyotomi had left the land soaked in blood, and in that chaos, Shiin had become something beyond human.

His origins were whispered among the samurai as legend. A shinobi who could not be killed. A warrior who walked unseen.

But the truth was simpler.

He had been turned.

By what, he did not fully understand. Some ancient curse. A price paid for the atrocities he had committed in the name of duty.

What mattered now was survival.

From Nagasaki, he had hidden aboard a Portuguese carrack, trading his skills for passage. From there, he traveled through Lisbon, Madrid, and Marseille, a ghost slipping through the cracks of the world. Europe was a foreign land, its languages strange, its customs unfamiliar.

But one thing was constant.

Men of power feared the dark.

And there was no darkness greater than Crescent Moon.

A name spoken only in whispers. An invisible force that controlled kings, merchants, and generals, turning the fate of entire nations. They had orchestrated wars, toppled dynasties, and carved history with blood-stained hands.

And now... they knew of him.

The inn was as filthy as the streets that led to it.

Le Loup Gris—"The Grey Wolf"—was an establishment meant for men who had lost everything. It catered to ex-soldiers, thieves, and those who had no business being found.

Shiin pushed open the heavy wooden door, stepping into the thick warmth of the candle-lit tavern.

The smell of cheap wine, unwashed men, and stale bread hung in the air.

A handful of patrons occupied the room—some hunched over wooden tables, muttering in drunken French, others engaged in quiet card games with battered decks of Spanish playing cards. In the corner, two musketeers, their plumed hats askew, played dice, their laughter edged with the drunken arrogance of men who thought themselves untouchable.

Shiin moved without sound, his footsteps swallowed by the creaking floorboards.

The innkeeper, a heavyset woman with lines carved into her face, barely looked up from wiping a chipped tankard.

“Coin first,” she grunted.

Shiin dropped a small pouch onto the counter. Silver livres. Enough to silence questions.

She inspected the weight, nodded. “Upstairs. Last door on the left.”

No curiosity. No suspicion.

Perfect.

As he climbed the staircase, the warmth of the tavern gave way to the biting cold draft of the upper floors. The hallway was narrow, the walls warped with age. His room was small, with a single wooden bed, a crude table, and a narrow window overlooking the street below.

Paris stretched before him, a maze of guttering torchlight and endless shadows.

He had barely settled when he felt it.

A presence.

Someone was here.

A whisper of movement. A slight shift in weight against wooden floorboards.

Shiin did not move.

His senses sharpened. The intruder was trained. Patient. No wasted movements. No hesitation.

A shadow passed beneath the door.

The latch clicked.

In a single motion, the door swung open—and the blade flashed.

Shiin moved instantly.

The assassin lunged—a dagger glinting in the moonlight, its tip aimed for Shiin’s throat.

But Shiin was already turning, his body a blur of motion. His hand snapped up, seizing the attacker’s wrist.

The dagger clattered to the floor.

The assassin reacted fast, spinning into a second strike—a hidden blade strapped to his left forearm.

Shiin dodged—just barely. The tip of the blade raked across his shoulder, slicing through fabric. A shallow cut—but one that burned.

Shiin’s stomach twisted.

Poison.

They had come prepared.

The assassin moved to strike again.

Shiin countered—grabbing the man’s cloak, twisting, using his own momentum.

The assassin crashed against the wooden wall. But he was skilled recovering instantly, rolling to his feet.

Moonlight illuminated his face—a masked figure, clad in black.

His voice was hoarse with recognition.

“You...” he hissed. “Demon of Kyoto...”

Shiin’s eyes narrowed.

“I don’t know you,” he said coldly.

The assassin coughed, grinning despite the pain.

“But we know you,” he whispered. “The Crescent Moon does not forget.”

Shiin’s stomach coiled like a serpent.

Before he could demand more, the man lunged again—this time, drawing a matchlock pistol from his belt.

Shiin moved faster.

His foot snapped up, kicking the pistol aside—the gunshot exploded in the room, the bullet embedding into the wall.

In the same motion, Shiin’s hand shot out, twisting the man’s wrist—a sickening crack as bones snapped.

The assassin cried out—but it was short-lived.

Shiin struck.

One swift, clean motion.

The dagger sank into the assassin’s heart.

The man shuddered.

His lips curled in half-smile.

Then, he went still.

Blood pooled across the wooden floorboards.

Shiin exhaled. The poison burned in his veins. His vision blurred.

Crescent Moon had found him first.

And that meant Paris was already a battlefield.

Shiin staggered back, pressing a hand to the wound on his arm. His breath came slowly and controlled, but the burning was intensifying. His veins felt like they were pulsing with liquid fire.

This was no ordinary poison.

His body had been altered centuries ago, healing faster, moving beyond human limitations—but this toxin was something crafted to target him specifically.

The assassin had not been here to kill him.

They had come to cripple him. To make him weak.

Shiin stepped over the body, crouching down. He pulled the mask from the dead man’s face. A sharp jawline, short-cropped hair, and a tattoo behind the left ear—a crescent moon inked in deep black.

So, the rumors were true.

Crescent Moon was real.

And they were already watching him.

The candlelight flickered. The inn was eerily silent, save for the distant murmur of voices below. None of the patrons had heard the scuffle—too lost in their drink, their games.

But Shiin knew better than to stay.

Whoever had sent this man would send more.

Shiin moved quickly. He retrieved the assassin’s dagger, testing the weight before tucking it into his belt. Then, he pulled the small pistol from the man’s lifeless grip. A matchlock, customized—the barrel shorter than most, built for concealment.

He checked the firing mechanism. Still loaded. Good.

The poison was slowing him. He could feel the edges of his vision darkening, a sluggishness creeping into his movements. His limbs were still strong, but if he didn’t purge the toxin soon, that would change.

He turned to the window.

Beyond the rooftops, Notre-Dame loomed against the fog-drenched sky, its twin towers standing watch over the sleeping city. Beneath it, the Seine flowed like black silk, carrying secrets through its winding currents.

Shiin took one last glance at the room. He would not return here.

With a single fluid motion, he climbed onto the wooden ledge, steadied himself—then leapt.

The wind rushed past his face as he landed lightly on the adjacent rooftop, rolling to absorb the impact. The slanted tiles were slick with frost, but Shiin moved without hesitation, sprinting across the rooftops like a phantom.

He needed to find safety. A place to recover.

But then—movement.

His senses flared.

From the rooftops ahead, shadows emerged.

Four figures. Masked. Armed. Waiting.

A trap.

The Crescent Moon was more prepared than he thought.

Shiin slowed his steps, eyeing them. They did not rush him. They were assessing, waiting for a sign of weakness.

He could feel the poison eating away at his strength. He would not last in a prolonged fight.

One of the figures stepped forward. His voice carried in the cold night air.

“Give up, Hakai. You cannot run forever.”

Shiin’s response was simple.

He raised the stolen pistol and fired.

The shot exploded through the night, hitting the closest assassin in the chest. The force knocked him backward, his body crumpling onto the rooftop.

The others reacted instantly.

Shiin moved first.

He lunged forward, drawing the dagger from his belt. The nearest assassin swung a short sword—but Shiin dropped low, spinning beneath the blade, slashing upward.

The dagger **found its mark**slicing across the attacker’s throat.

A gurgled scream. A body collapsing.

Two more left.

One came at him fast, wielding a curved saber. The second raised a crossbow.

Shiin had less than a second to react.

He threw the dagger.

The blade sank into the crossbowman’s shoulder, making him stumble back in pain. The bolt fired wildly, missing its mark.

The swordsman struck.

Shiin twisted, letting the blade graze the air where his neck had been.

Then—a counterattack.

With a burst of speed, he caught the man’s wrist, turning his own momentum against him, slamming him hard onto the rooftop.

A crack. The swordsman did not get up.

The last assassin, wounded, hesitated. His crossbow useless, he reached for a dagger at his belt.

Shiin was already in front of him.

One swift motion. A strike to the temple.

The assassin collapsed.

The rooftop was silent once more.

Shiin stood over the bodies, his breath slow and controlled. His limbs felt heavier now. The poison was working fast.

I need to move.

Without another glance at the fallen assassins, he turned and vanished into the night.

The streets blurred as he moved, his body growing weaker with each step.

Shiin knew he had little time before the poison took full hold.

He needed to find someone.

Someone who understood poisons and how to fight them.

Only one name came to mind.

Éloise de Montreuil.

A woman with knowledge of alchemy, medicine, and poisons. A woman who had helped him once before, when he first arrived in France.

If he could reach her, he might survive the night.

But the Crescent Moon was hunting him.

And they would not stop until he was dead.

As Shiin disappeared into the darkened streets, a single figure watched from the shadows of the bell tower of Notre-Dame.

Tall. Cloaked. Eyes glowing faintly in the moonlight.

A voice whispered in the cold night air.

“He is strong. But not invincible.”

A second voice responded.

“No. But the next time we strike—he will not escape.”

The Crescent Moon had revealed itself.

And the real hunt was only beginning.
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Chapter 2 – The Poisoned Veins
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The night stretched long; the city wrapped in a veil of mist that slithered through the narrow alleys like a living thing. Paris never truly slept, but it whispered at this hour—the murmur of distant voices, the clatter of hooves on cobblestone, the distant, haunted toll of a bell from Notre-Dame.

Shiin Hakai moved through the deserted streets, his breath slow and measured. The poison still clung to his veins, slowing him, dulling his reflexes in a way he had never felt before.

Whoever had designed it—they had understood what he was.

The rooftops above remained empty now, but he did not trust it. Crescent Moon had found him within hours of his arrival. That meant they had already infiltrated the ports, the merchants, the nobility.

They had been watching long before he had set foot in France.

Shiin exhaled. He needed Éloise de Montreuil.

Not just for the poison.

For answers.

The house stood in a quiet quarter of Le Marais, nestled between a crumbling Jesuit library and an abandoned perfumery. Unlike the grand mansions of the aristocracy that still clung to the district, this house bore no sign of nobility.

It was a scholar’s dwelling, with weathered stone walls, a wooden door marked with an old sigil—a curling spiral intertwined with a serpent.

An alchemic symbol.

Shiin knocked.

Nothing.

His breathing slowed. His fingers twitched toward the hilt of a hidden blade.

Then—the door creaked open.

A voice, quiet but sharp, cut through the cold.

"You're late."

Éloise de Montreuil was not a noblewoman, not a servant, but something in between—a scholar, an alchemist, a woman who dealt in secrets instead of coin.

She had the look of a woman untouched by Parisian vanity—her dark auburn hair was loosely pinned back, her sharp gray eyes held no warmth, only calculation. Ink stains smudged the sleeves of her velvet gown, revealing a mind too occupied with knowledge to care for fashion.

She saw the wound immediately.

Her gaze flicked to his arm, the skin around it darkening to unnatural shades of violet.

“Inside. Quickly.”

The room smelled of clove oil, parchment, and burning tallow candles.

Bookshelves lined the walls, packed with Latin and Arabic manuscripts, their spines etched with strange symbols. A wooden table sat in the center, cluttered with half-melted candles, glass vials, and ancient codices.

Shiin sat without hesitation.

Éloise worked without ceremony, cutting away the sleeve of his tunic, revealing the wound beneath.

She exhaled sharply.

“This is not a common poison,” she murmured. “It was... crafted.”

Shiin watched her.

“Alchemy?”

Éloise nodded. “Refined alchemy. Someone designed this to affect you.”

She retrieved a small silver vial, uncorking it. The scent was sharp, metallic—mercury and something older.

“Drink.”

Shiin took the vial. The moment the liquid touched his tongue, his body reacted violently.

Fire. Searing, relentless fire.

His breath caught. His muscles locked. His vision flashed white.

Pain.

Then—clarity.

The fire faded. His strength partially returned.

Éloise studied him.

“That was only a partial cure,” she said. “The poison was meant to weaken you. To make you... vulnerable.”

Shiin exhaled. He had suspected as much.

And there was only one group capable of such knowledge.

Crescent Moon.

Éloise moved toward a large bookshelf, running her fingers over ancient spines.

“You know their name,” she said. “But do you know what they are?”

Shiin met her gaze. “I know they control men.”

She pulled a manuscript from the shelf, laying it before him.

It was old, older than any book he had ever seen.

The pages were brittle parchment, the ink faded. A sketch of a crescent moon lay at the center of one page, surrounded by notes written in medieval French.

Shiin read slowly.

"They move among kings and beggars, unseen and unchallenged. They are the hidden hand that turns the wheel of empires. In darkness, they grow, and from the shadows, they rule."

He looked at her. “How long?”

Éloise turned the page.

"Since the fall of Rome. Since the days of emperors and popes. Crescent Moon is older than France, older than England, older than the Ottoman Empire."

Her finger traced names, each written in ink nearly lost to time.

Julius Caesar. Charlemagne. Richard the Lionheart. Suleiman the Magnificent.

All marked with the crescent moon.

Shiin’s grip on the table tightened.

“They were all... members?”

Éloise nodded.

"Kings. Emperors. Popes. Crescent Moon does not rule directly. They place men on thrones, remove them when necessary. They whisper into the ears of those who believe they hold power."

Shiin’s mind reeled.

Japan had its own secret societies, its own manipulators in the shadows—but this was different.

This was the entire world.

He turned the page.

Another name stood out.

King Louis XIII.

Shiin’s gaze flicked to Éloise.

"The King of France?"

She nodded.

"His advisors. His most trusted councilors. Some wear the mark."

Shiin sat back. The pieces were falling into place.

The war in Japan, the power shifts across Europe, Spain’s growing ambitions—

All of it was connected.

And now they had set their eyes on him.

Shiin exhaled slowly, glancing at his wound. The violet tinge was fading but not gone.

Éloise’s eyes narrowed.

“You need to leave Paris.”

Shiin shook his head.

“No.”

Éloise frowned. “You don’t understand—”

“I understand,” he said, his voice like steel.

He met her gaze.

“They found me first.” His tone was quiet, but lethal.

“That means they fear me.”

Éloise was silent.

Shiin stood, pulling his cloak over his shoulders.

“I don’t run from the shadows.”

He turned toward the door.

“I hunt them.”

Outside, the streets remained silent.

But in the mist, hidden from sight, Crescent Moon was watching.

Waiting.

Preparing for their next move.

Shiin would be ready.

He was no king. No noble. No emperor.

But he had spent a lifetime in the dark.

And he would teach them what true fear was.

The fire crackled
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