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The Door That Will Never Open 

THERE WERE NO STARS in the night. The sky had learned to fear itself, not because clouds veiled it. A cold fire blazed in the center of the stone circle. The flames were dark, curling inward like breathing shadows. Twelve figures gathered around it, their faces hidden behind ash-colored headdresses, spoke the final words of a spell meant to remain a secret. Their voices were low and trembling as they spoke. The earth shook. Something ancient shook, neither awake nor asleep, but conscious deep within. One of the figures lost his balance. A voice whispered, "We must stop." Another said, "The balance..." "It's already out of balance." The world is falling apart. It can only be saved by force. Force.

The word fed the flame. As if reaching for something higher than the sky, the flames rose higher. Not by light, but by absence—spaces where truth fades and merges—the symbols carved into the stones began to glow. A man without a hood stood at the edge of the circle. His eyes were darker, reflecting the fire with a hunger he did not attempt to conceal, and his hair was dark. He had led them here. He had persuaded them. He had saved them, as he had promised. “The Shadow Realm is not evil,” he said quietly. “It is merciless. Without a doubt, the Force will be bound, shaped, and controlled by us.” “And the price?” one of them asked. The man laughed. “Everything has a price.” The fire went out. There was no explosion. There was no thunder. Like a door opening in a house abandoned for centuries, it was just a soft, endless sound. A shadow flowed from the wide opening into the air. Something denser than darkness. Heavier. It touched the shapes, the man, and the stones with purpose.

Some of them cried out. As if eager to return home, their shadows detached from their feet and stretched toward the fissure. The man rose and stood. “Bind me,” he commanded. The shadow yielded. He stood triumphant, his body glowing with borrowed power, enveloped for a moment in living darkness. The others stood there in awe and fear. Then he pushed the shadow back. The man exhaled. Symbols splintered out of control. Stones cracked. Figures crumbled one by one, their voices silenced as the shadow devoured their fear, their ambition, even their names. The man cried out not in pain, but in realization. It was impossible to rule the world of shadows. Only to feed it. The chasm widened. A world without time or sky, built on desire and hunger, where surrender begets power and mercy is unknown, lies beyond. The door was opening. Moreover, it would not open again. Unless...

A voice was heard. From the fire, not the shadow. Quiet. Steady. Refusing.

"This is not true." The woman's robe was already burning at its hem when she entered the circle. Up until this moment, she had been silent, observing, hesitant, and afraid, and it was that fear that had saved her. The shadow retreated. The woman raised her hands, trembling but resolute, and spoke words older than the spell itself. "I will not tell you what to do. I will not use you. I will not become like you." The fire howled. The Shadow's savagery pierced her breast. The stone was stained with her blood as she fell to her knees, but she did not beg. She refused to beg. She did not cling to power with such eagerness. She did not open her eyes. She let them go. The circle broke. A single point of light and shadow closed like a wound after it had curled in on itself. The tear dissipated. The fire died out. There was an absolute silence. The circle of stone vanished with the dawn. The man vanished too. And so did the others. The woman remained alone, barely alive, clutching a cold silver ring with symbols that never ceased to move. The Ring of Shadows. Then she understood. There was no way to destroy the world of Shadows. The only option was to seal it. Not with force. Not with ambition. But by someone who would never wish to possess its power. The woman buried the ring deep underground, far from rulers, scholars, and those who coveted power. Records were erased, names burned, and the pages of history folded. One truth, written nowhere but etched in blood, she left behind before her departure: when the Shadow returns, it will choose a soul that rejects it. Centuries later, in a distant place, beneath a starless sky, a child was born in a peaceful village. The Shadow, too, remembered.

The Chosen Girl

WHEN THE BELL RANG, Lianne was kneading dough. The soft ringing of the midday bell did not announce prayer or food. Rather, it struck the air like an alarm, sharp and urgent, the kind that stopped hands and tightened hearts. Brushing the flour from her fingers, she went outside. People were already streaming into the village square through the gates, murmuring and trembling. The stone platform beside which stood the High Priest of Asheville was in the center. Before Lianne could fully grasp it, a feeling of unease washed over her. Her father stood tall and strong beside her, offering quiet comfort. "Stay close," he said softly. The priest raised his staff. The murmuring ceased. "The Shadow Ring has awakened," the old man announced. "He has chosen," he spoke softly, but clearly. A wave of fear rippled through the crowd. The children were told a story, half myth, half warning, a reminder of past transgressions, a curse unseen for a long time. The seer's pale eyes took in the crowd, then stopped abruptly. On her.

Layan gasped for breath. "No," her father answered immediately. He wrapped his hand around hers. "You're mistaken." The seer moved toward them as he stepped down from the platform. With each step, Layan felt a pressure in her chest, as if something unseen were tightening its grip on her. "You don't feel it, do you?" the seer asked in a low voice. Despite the tingling in her fingers, Layan shook her head. "I have no feelings." The seer continued to speak to her. Her father switched places with them. "She's just a girl," the seer replied. "That's why she was chosen." Before anyone could stop him, he touched Layan's wrist.

The sharp, cold pain returned. She cried out as a silvery light appeared, swirling around her hand like liquid metal. The air grew thicker. Unnaturally long shadows stretched toward her feet. Her finger was the center of the ring. Indefinable. He claimed.

Gasps were heard. And screams. Fear gripped Lian as she stared at her hand. She tried to focus on the symbols engraved on the cold ring, which moved with her. It seemed alive. Aware.

"Take it out!" her father shouted. He yanked and twisted her hand, but the ring wouldn't budge. The seer stepped back, his face grim. It couldn't be taken out. Not until it had served its purpose. "Purpose?" Lian asked, tears welling in her eyes. The seer didn't answer. Her father died that night. It wasn't from illness. He hadn't been hurt. He sat at the table, unfinished bread before him, and suddenly... he stopped breathing. His eyes didn't move; they remained open. The healer was baffled. The gods weren't either. The village was filled with whispers as dawn broke. When Lian passed by, the doors were locked. Mothers pushed children aside. Fear gripped her like smoke. She clutched the ring in her other hand as she stood at the edge of the field, her grief and anger mingling into a single emotion. "I didn't ask for you," she whispered. The ring pulsed slowly and deliberately. Then she understood. The Shadow would take everything if she stayed. And so, before sunrise, Lianne fled without packing or saying goodbye. She wasn't sure where she was going; all she knew was that the Shadow had awakened. And had found her at last.

The Dark Man

AS THE SUN SET, LIANNE'S feet were swollen and sore. Hours earlier, she had trudged across the barley fields and the road, into the wilderness of broken stones and tangled roots. Here, the wind smelled different—cold and metallic, like a relentless rain. The ring burned lightly against her skin. Her chest rose and fell as she paused at the edge of a narrow ravine near a dead tree. Every shadow around her felt incredibly long and deep, waiting for a signal. "I won't go back," she muttered to herself, more than to the ring.

In an instant, the ring pulsed. Then the shadows moved. Not all at once. Not noticeably. When someone enters a room, their eyes move in the same way. Lianne turned. Beneath the dead tree stood someone. He hadn't been there before. He wore a dark travel cloak with a low hood and was tall. Though his presence didn't feel threatening, her skin twitched, indicating that he wasn't like other men. "You shouldn't have come this way," he said, his voice heavy with unsettling calm. A chilling calm. Lianne backed away until her heels touched the ground. "Stay away." His hands were raised slightly, but empty. "I don't come here to hurt you." "That's what everyone says," she cried. "Until they do." He gave a faint smile. "Fine."

She looked around, searching for a way out. She was surrounded by a deep ravine. Thorny bushes and sharp rocks bordered her on either side. "You're being hunted," he said. "You won't survive if you run aimlessly." Her chest heaved. What are you? He paused. Then he removed his hood. His eyes were tired, but his face was younger than she'd expected—probably in his mid-twenties. Yes, it was dark, but not empty. Tired. There was an unmistakable weight of regret. "My name is Erin," he said. "And if you haven't learned how to survive, you're wearing something that will kill you." The ring snapped. Like a living being, a shadow rolled across the ground and darted toward Arin. Lianne sighed. "I didn't—!" Arin changed instantly. He moved toward the shadow instead of backing away. The darkness climbed his legs and wrapped itself around his shoes

The Rules of Shadow









The Council Hunters



The City That Forgot the Sun



The Heart's Choice







When the Ring Comes to Life






The Betrayal That Wasn't




The door opens 






Unbound Love




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
wcsﬂffiaw

AND THE

SELEN' ‘VIRGIL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
WQSHADGW )

SELENA VIRGIL 3






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





