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    To every reader who has ever been drawn to the beauty hidden within darkness.
This book is dedicated to those who believe that love can cross impossible boundaries, that even the most wounded hearts can change, and that courage sometimes means embracing what we fear most.
To the dreamers who wander willingly into mysterious worlds, the romantics who love dangerous stories, and the hearts that believe destiny can bring two unlikely souls together—this story is for you.
May you always remember that even in the darkest realms, a single spark of love can become powerful enough to illuminate everything.
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Chapter 1: The Night the Shadows Came Alive
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The old mythology building was nearly empty.

Most students had already gone home, and the few remaining professors had disappeared into their offices hours earlier. Outside, autumn rain tapped against the ancient windows of Blackthorne University while gusts of wind carried fallen leaves across the deserted courtyard.

Elena Whitmore glanced at the clock mounted above the library doors.

9:47 p.m.

She sighed and stretched her tired shoulders.

Graduate school had seemed like a brilliant idea two years earlier.

Research ancient civilizations.

Study forgotten myths.

Translate historical manuscripts.

Uncover mysteries buried beneath centuries of dust.

In reality, it mostly involved caffeine, sleepless nights, and mountains of unfinished research.

She rubbed her eyes and gathered several books into her arms.

Her thesis focused on underworld mythology and the evolution of supernatural beings across different cultures. For the past six months, she had been searching for evidence connecting several fragmented legends that all described the same mysterious figure.

A fallen guardian.

A warrior of shadows.

A being trapped between worlds.

Unfortunately, every source contradicted the last.

Her advisor had encouraged her to expand her research by examining materials stored in the university's restricted archives.

That suggestion had led her into the oldest section of the library.

And she was beginning to regret it.

The restricted archive occupied the basement beneath the original building.

Unlike the brightly lit reading rooms upstairs, the basement felt forgotten.

Stone walls surrounded narrow corridors lined with towering wooden shelves.

Dust covered nearly every surface.

Ancient manuscripts filled cabinets that hadn't been opened in decades.

The air smelled of old paper and fading ink.

Elena adjusted her glasses and carefully examined a handwritten inventory list.

"Mesopotamian texts. Ancient funeral rituals. Mythological artifacts..."

Her finger stopped.

Collection 27B. Unclassified materials.

Her curiosity immediately awakened.

Unclassified materials?

That wasn't unusual.

Universities often possessed collections donated by private families or acquired through archaeological excavations.

But why weren't they cataloged?

She followed the shelf numbers until she reached the farthest corner of the archive.

The area was darker than the rest of the basement.

Only one overhead light remained functional.

Its faint yellow glow flickered occasionally.

"Well, this doesn't feel ominous at all."

Her voice echoed through the silence.

She located the correct cabinet and pulled open a heavy wooden drawer.

Inside, she found several leather-bound journals, loose documents, and a small black box.

The box immediately caught her attention.

Unlike everything else in the drawer, it appeared untouched by time.

No dust.

No visible damage.

Almost as if someone had placed it there recently.

Slowly, she lifted it into her hands.

Strange symbols covered the surface.

They didn't resemble Latin, Greek, or any ancient language she recognized.

Her heart began beating faster.

"This is incredible."

She carefully opened the lid.

Inside rested a circular pendant made of dark metal.

A deep crimson stone sat at its center.

The moment she touched it, an icy sensation shot through her fingertips.

She gasped.

A strange pulse traveled up her arm.

Then everything went dark.

For a brief moment, she saw something impossible.

Fire.

Massive stone towers.

A sky filled with ash.

And a pair of glowing silver eyes staring directly at her.

She jerked backward.

The vision disappeared instantly.

The pendant slipped from her fingers and landed inside the box.

Her breathing became uneven.

"What was that?"

She pressed her hand against her chest.

Her pulse was racing.

The archive suddenly felt colder.

Much colder.

The overhead light flickered again.

Then once more.

A cold breeze swept through the room.

She looked around.

Every instinct told her to put the artifact back and leave.

Immediately.

Instead, she reached into the box and carefully lifted the pendant again.

This time, nothing happened.

No visions.

No strange sensations.

Only silence.

She shook her head.

"Lack of sleep."

That had to be the explanation.

Too much coffee.

Too much stress.

Too many late nights.

She carefully placed the pendant into her bag.

She would examine it tomorrow.

Under better lighting.

Preferably while fully awake.

She regretted that decision before midnight.

Her apartment was small but comfortable.

Books covered nearly every available surface.

Research papers occupied her dining table.

Several mythology textbooks sat open beside her laptop.

Normally, she found the familiar clutter comforting.

Tonight, it felt different.

Unsettling.

The pendant rested beside her computer.

Every few minutes, she found herself glancing toward it.

Ridiculous.

It was an artifact.

Nothing more.

She opened a notebook and began documenting her observations.

Unknown origin. Black metal construction. Crimson gemstone. Unidentified inscriptions.

The lights flickered.

Her fingers froze above the keyboard.

Then everything returned to normal.

She looked toward the ceiling.

"Fantastic."

The building's electrical system was notoriously unreliable.

She returned to her notes.

Several minutes later, something moved in her peripheral vision.

Her head snapped toward the window.

Nothing.

She exhaled slowly.

"You need sleep."

She closed her laptop.

The pendant remained exactly where she'd left it.

Yet she couldn't shake the feeling that something had changed.

Something she couldn't explain.

She eventually fell asleep just after one o'clock.

And that's when the nightmares began.

She stood in the middle of an unfamiliar city.

Massive black towers rose into a crimson sky.

Flames burned across the horizon.

Smoke filled the air.

Ancient symbols glowed beneath her feet.

People screamed.

Somewhere in the distance, enormous gates began collapsing.

Then she saw him.

A man dressed in dark armor stood at the center of the destruction.

His face remained hidden in shadow.

But his eyes...

His eyes were impossible to ignore.

Silver.

Bright.

Unnatural.

He was watching her.

Waiting.

Slowly, he began walking toward her.

The ground trembled beneath each step.

"Who are you?"

He didn't answer.

The wind carried a single word across the burning landscape.

Elena.

Her heart stopped.

He knew her name.

She tried to run.

She couldn't move.

The distance between them disappeared.

His hand reached toward her.

Then she heard his voice.

Deep.

Ancient.

Powerful.

"I've finally found you."

She woke with a scream.

Her bedroom was dark.

Her sheets clung to her skin.

Her breathing was uneven.

The digital clock beside her bed read 3:16 a.m.

"A nightmare."

Nothing more.

But as she sat up, she realized something.

The pendant was no longer on her desk.

Her blood ran cold.

Slowly, she turned toward her nightstand.

The pendant rested beside her bed.

Her hands began trembling.

No.

That wasn't possible.

She was absolutely certain she'd left it beside her laptop.

Had she moved it?

She couldn't remember.

The memory felt strangely blurred.

She grabbed the pendant and carried it back to the desk.

Then she turned on every light in the apartment.

The following morning was even worse.

She barely managed two hours of sleep.

Coffee became her only source of survival.

Unfortunately, caffeine couldn't explain what happened next.

As she walked across campus, she felt it.

The unmistakable sensation of being watched.

She stopped.

Students hurried between buildings.

Professors crossed the courtyard.

Everything appeared normal.

Yet the feeling remained.

Someone was following her.

She looked over her shoulder.

Nothing.

She continued walking.

A dark figure stood beneath a nearby tree.

Her steps slowed.

The figure disappeared.

Her pulse accelerated.

A minute later, she saw another shadow reflected in a classroom window.

When she turned around, no one was there.

By lunchtime, she had convinced herself she was imagining things.

Exhaustion could cause hallucinations.

Stress could distort perception.

There was always a logical explanation.

Always.

At least, that's what she kept telling herself.

That evening, she returned to her apartment and locked the door behind her.

She set her bag on the kitchen counter.

The pendant was still inside.

She removed it carefully.

The crimson stone seemed brighter than she remembered.

Almost alive.

An unexpected knock interrupted her thoughts.

Her heart jumped.

She wasn't expecting visitors.

The knock came again.

Three slow taps.

She walked toward the door.

"Who is it?"

No answer.

She looked through the peephole.

The hallway was empty.

Unease settled in her stomach.

She stepped away from the door.

Then the lights went out.

Complete darkness swallowed the apartment.

Her breathing became shallow.

"Okay."

Her voice shook.

"This isn't funny."

Silence.

Then she heard it.

Footsteps.

Inside the apartment.

Every muscle in her body tightened.

Her phone's flashlight illuminated the living room.

Nothing.

The kitchen.

Nothing.

Another sound.

Behind her.

She turned.

A dark shape stood near the window.

Her flashlight flickered.

The figure vanished.

"No."

Her voice broke.

"No, no, no."

The lights suddenly returned.

Everything looked normal again.

The apartment was empty.

Completely empty.

She grabbed her coat.

She was leaving.

Immediately.

Her fingers wrapped around her car keys.

Then a voice stopped her.

"Running won't help."

She froze.

The voice came from behind her.

Slowly, she turned.

A man stood beside her bookshelf.

Her heart nearly stopped.

He was tall.

Dark hair framed sharp, striking features.

He wore black clothing that seemed to absorb the light around him.

But it was his eyes that stole her breath.

Silver.

Exactly
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