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​Chapter One – The Shattered Veil
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The night smelled of iron and rain. Shadows clung to the edges of the ruined chapel, its stained glass windows shattered into jagged teeth that caught the moonlight. Marienne stood at the threshold, her auburn hair damp with mist, green eyes wide as though the world itself had turned unfamiliar overnight.

The oath should have ended everything. Instead, it had awakened something older. The Veil — that thin, trembling barrier between the living and the damned — was no longer whole. Cracks shimmered faintly in the air, veins of darkness spidering outward as though the sky itself were bleeding.

She pressed a hand to her chest, feeling the echo of the vow she had sworn with him. Lucien. His name was a weight and a wound, carved into her soul like a brand. He was both her salvation and her ruin, the one who had bound himself to her under moonlight and blood.

And now, he was missing.

Her lips trembled as she whispered his name into the cold. The silence that answered was heavier than any chain.

The townsfolk had already begun to whisper of curses, of demons walking through cracks in the world. But Marienne knew better. It wasn’t demons who had broken free. It was something worse. Something that had been waiting.

A single raven dropped from the rafters, landing on the broken altar where the last of the oath-blood still stained the stone. Its black eyes glowed faintly, unnatural, and when it tilted its head toward her, Marienne felt a chill race down her spine.

She wasn’t alone anymore.

The Veil was thinning, and she could feel eyes watching her from the other side.

And somewhere, beyond the darkened horizon, Lucien was still bound to her — by oath, by curse, by love twisted into obsession.

The thirteenth oath had been spoken.

Now, the fourteenth was demanding to be paid.
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​Chapter Two – Whispers in the Ash
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The forest surrounding the chapel had never been silent, but tonight, it held its breath. No rustle of leaves, no distant howl of wolves—only the low hum of the Veil, vibrating through the roots, through the air, through Marienne’s bones.

She pulled her cloak tighter and stepped into the trees. The path to Blackthorne Castle was one she had walked countless times, but under the light of a fractured sky, it felt foreign. Twisted. As though every tree had bent closer to listen.

“Lucien,” she whispered again, her voice breaking against the mist. The oath should have bound him to her side—unbreakable, eternal. Yet when the Veil cracked, so did certainty.

She remembered his hand in hers, the blood sealing their vow. The way his hazel eyes had burned with devotion that bordered on obsession. If you fall, I fall. If you burn, I burn. That was the promise. But when the mist devoured the battlefield, he vanished into it, leaving her with only silence.

Now, with every step deeper into the woods, she felt him. Not near. Not gone. Between.

The Veil tugged at her, threads of green fire licking at the edges of her vision. It wanted her to follow. It wanted her to tear the world open and drag him back.

Her hand trembled as she reached out to steady herself on a tree trunk. The bark was slick with something dark. At first, she thought it was sap. Then the copper tang hit her tongue. Blood.

Marienne staggered back, heart hammering. The ground ahead was littered with corpses—the knights of Ashbourne, their tabards torn and smeared with crimson. Their faces were frozen in screams, their eyes wide, glowing faintly with the same sickly green as the Veil.

She covered her mouth, fighting the bile rising in her throat. She hadn’t done this. She hadn’t.

A branch snapped.

Her head snapped up, heart racing. From the shadows, a figure emerged—tall, robed in black, his face hidden beneath a hood. The mist curled obediently around his feet, parting for him like a servant bowing before its master.

“You shouldn’t be here,” the figure said, voice low and rough, carrying the weight of command.

Marienne froze, her pulse spiking. “Who are you?”

The hood tilted. A gloved hand lifted, pulling the fabric back just enough to reveal a mouth curved in a knowing smile.

“An ally,” he said softly. “Or an enemy. That depends on whether you can control what’s inside you.”

Her breath caught. The mist stirred violently around her, drawn to her panic.

The man’s eyes glowed faintly—green, like hers. “The Veil is breaking, girl. And those bound to it are waking. You’re not the only one.”

Before she could speak, he stepped back, letting the mist close around him until the woods swallowed him whole.

Marienne stood trembling, the corpses at her feet, the silence pressing in around her.

Not the only one.

The words rang in her skull as she staggered forward, the path to Blackthorne stretching endless before her.

If there were others like her... if the Veil was binding more than just her and Lucien... then this was no longer just about saving him.

It was about surviving what was coming through the cracks.
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​Chapter Three – Chains of the Veil
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Lucien’s lungs burned, though he wasn’t breathing. His body ached, though he wasn’t sure he still had one. He drifted in a place that wasn’t sky or earth, suspended in a haze of shifting green and gray.

The Veil.

At first, he thought it was death. But death was silence, final and clean. This was alive—pulsing, watching, whispering. Every heartbeat, every thought echoed back to him in voices that weren’t his own.

You swore an oath...

You belong to her...

You belong to us.

He pressed his hands to his ears, but the sound vibrated inside his skull. The blood oath bound him to Marienne, yet the Veil had twisted it, dragging him here instead of letting him follow her into the world of the living. His vow had become a shackle.

And he wasn’t alone.

Shadows moved at the edges of the mist, shifting shapes with hollow eyes. Some looked human, others monstrous, all of them reaching, clawing at him with whispers that bled into his mind. Memories not his own—wars centuries old, lives burned to ash, love turned to betrayal.

Lucien’s jaw clenched. “I am not yours.”

The shadows recoiled, hissing. The ground—or what passed for it—rippled beneath him, hardening into black stone that stretched like a cracked mirror. From its surface rose chains of molten iron, snaking around his wrists and chest, pulling him down.

He fell to his knees, teeth grinding against the pull. The Veil wanted to claim him fully. To make him one of its voices.

But through the suffocating fog, he felt her.

Marienne.

Her name thrummed through the chains, burning hotter than the fire that bound him. The blood vow hadn’t been severed. She was alive, reaching for him, though the world stood between them.

He closed his eyes, dragging air—or the memory of it—into his lungs. “Find me,” he whispered, forcing the words into the mist. His voice cracked, but it carried, echoing into the void.

Something answered.

Not her. Not Marienne.

A laugh, low and sharp, cut through the whispers. From the fog ahead, a figure emerged. Not a shadow this time, but a man cloaked in black, his eyes glinting green like wildfire. The same presence that had stood before Marienne in the woods.

Lucien’s chest tightened. “You.”

The stranger smiled, and the chains tightened in response, as though the Veil bent to his will. “Ah. The knight who swore to a girl with fire in her blood.” He circled, boots striking the blackened stone with a sound too sharp, too real. “Tell me—do you regret it yet?”

Lucien’s teeth bared. “Never.”

The man crouched before him, eyes burning brighter. “Good. Hold on to that answer. You’ll need it when the Veil starts asking for payment.”

With a flick of his hand, the chains loosened just enough for Lucien to gasp. The stranger’s voice dropped, almost gentle.

“She’s walking
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