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CONTENTS:-

1. The Whispering Grove

A lonely girl named Elara moves to the remote village of Dagger Hollow, where locals warn her to avoid the forest — especially after dusk.

2. The Veiled Portrait

In the attic of her new home, Elara discovers an old portrait of a woman who looks exactly like her — with a name scratched into the wood: *Isolde Blackthorn*.

3. The Book Without a Title

Elara finds a weathered, untitled book buried beneath the floorboards. Its pages are filled with cryptic symbols and handwritten spells.

4. The Candle That Wouldn’t Burn Out

After accidentally chanting a spell aloud, Elara lights a black candle that never extinguishes. That night, she dreams of fire, roots, and blood.

5. The Hollow-Eyed Woman

Villagers begin to notice Elara’s resemblance to a woman who vanished years ago — a woman accused of witchcraft and murder.

6. Voices Beneath the Soil

Elara begins hearing voices calling her name from under the forest floor. When she digs, she finds bones wrapped in ritual cloth.

7. The Witch Trials of Dagger Hollow

She uncovers the village’s buried history — of a brutal witch purge in the 1800s, and the one witch who swore revenge before her death.

8. A Mirror in the Moonlight

Under a blood moon, Elara gazes into a cracked mirror and sees not her reflection — but the face of Isolde, whispering: *"You’re mine now."*

9. Ashes on the Wind

Strange occurrences plague the village — animals vanish, crops rot, and a choking fog rolls in, heralding Elara’s full awakening.

10. The Coven's Return

Others like Elara emerge from hiding, drawn to her power. A forgotten coven gathers, seeking rebirth through her rise.

11. The Mark on Her Skin

An ancient sigil appears on Elara’s arm, glowing and pulsing when she nears the forest. It’s a map — to the burial place of Isolde’s heart.

12. The Village Burns Again

Dagger Hollow turns against Elara. Accused and hunted, she is forced to flee into the very woods they warned her about.

13. The Ritual of the Thorned Crown

In a clearing surrounded by ancient stones, the coven performs the Ritual of Rebirth — binding Elara’s soul to Isolde’s legacy.

14. The Curse Unbound

But something goes wrong. Elara doesn’t become Isolde — she becomes something more dangerous, more ancient.

15. The Witch Who Wasn't Missing

The truth is revealed: Elara *was* the witch all along. Her soul had been sealed away by the village centuries ago. Now reborn, she remembers everything.

16. The Reckoning of Dagger Hollow

Elara unleashes her vengeance, but in the chaos, must choose: become the monster they feared, or break the cycle of blood and fire.

17. The Silence After the Storm

The village lies in ruins, the coven disbanded. Elara disappears into the forest. Some say she died. Others whisper she still walks — watching, waiting.
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Chapter One: The Whispering Grove
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The road to Dagger Hollow was long and crooked, snaking through ancient pines that pressed so tightly together they blocked out the sun. Elara sat quietly in the backseat of the car, her fingers tracing raindrops down the cold windowpane. Her aunt Miriam drove in silence, eyes locked on the road, the only sound the rhythmic creak of the wipers and the groan of tires against gravel.

They didn’t speak much on the ride. Elara didn't mind. She hadn’t spoken much at all since her parents’ accident two months ago. Moving to Dagger Hollow felt less like a new beginning and more like a sentence.

When they finally reached the village, it looked exactly as she expected: old, damp, and suspicious of outsiders. Weathered stone cottages slouched against each other like gossiping crones, their moss-covered roofs shedding mist like breath on a cold morning. A crooked wooden sign near the town square read:

WELCOME TO DAGGER HOLLOW — EST. 1671

Below it, someone had scrawled in charcoal:

DON’T GO INTO THE GROVE.

Elara blinked. The message was half-erased by the rain, but the warning lodged itself in her bones.

Aunt Miriam’s cottage stood at the edge of the village, where the road thinned into dirt and the forest loomed like a black wall. The trees there were tall, skeletal things, their trunks scorched in places and their branches clawing at the sky. Elara felt their presence before she even stepped out of the car.

That night, as Miriam unpacked in the kitchen, Elara wandered into the back garden. A rusted iron fence stood between the yard and the edge of the forest. On the other side was the grove — a dense stretch of woods that pulsed with quiet malice. The trees were darker there, as if stained by centuries of silence.

Then she heard it.

A whisper.

At first she thought it was the wind. But the sound had shape. Intent. Her name.

“Elara...”

She spun around. No one was there. Just shadows.

“Elaraaa...”

The voice was softer now, almost musical. It seemed to come from deep within the grove, carried on a breath of cold air that prickled her skin.

She stepped closer to the fence, heart pounding. Beyond the iron bars, the underbrush was tangled and wild. But there — just for a moment — she saw movement. A flicker of pale fabric. A girl?

“Elara, come play...”

The voice became many, layered and echoing, like dozens of unseen mouths speaking through the trees.

“Elara...”

“Elara...”

“Elara...”

She stumbled back from the fence just as Aunt Miriam called from the porch. The spell was broken. The whispers vanished like smoke. Elara turned once more toward the grove — but the woods were silent again, heavy and still.

That night, she dreamed of branches reaching through her window, of hands made of bark wrapping around her throat.

And in the dream, a voice whispered in her ear:

“Welcome home, witch.”
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Chapter Two: The Veiled Portrait
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The attic door was nearly invisible, a square cut into the ceiling above the hallway, sealed with age and dust. Elara only noticed it on her third day in the cottage, when a draft stirred her hair despite all the windows being shut. She followed the chill to the hallway and looked up. There it was — the outline of a forgotten space.

Curiosity, like an itch she couldn’t reach, pulled her toward it.

She found the step ladder in the broom closet and dragged it beneath the hatch. It groaned under her weight as she climbed. With some effort, she pushed the panel up. Dust poured down like ash. The air above smelled of mildew, wood, and something faintly sweet — like decaying flowers.

She coughed, then poked her head inside.

The attic was cramped, the ceiling low and the floorboards warped with moisture. Shafts of light streamed through slits in the roof, illuminating a landscape of old furniture and boxes draped in white sheets. Everything felt... still. Like nothing had stirred in decades.

She hesitated, but the chill crept down her back again, nudging her forward.

In the far corner, half-covered by a moth-eaten quilt, stood a tall, rectangular object wrapped in yellowing canvas. Something about it pulled at her, like gravity. She stepped over a collapsed trunk and drew the cloth away.

It was a painting.

The canvas was cracked with age, the edges darkened by soot or time. But the image beneath was striking — a woman standing in a grove much like the one behind the house. She wore a black dress with lace sleeves, and her face was turned slightly to the side, her eyes shadowed under a wide-brimmed hat. Thick dark hair fell over one shoulder. Her mouth was set in a faint, knowing smile.

But it was the resemblance that made Elara’s breath catch.

The woman looked exactly like her.

Same high cheekbones. Same pale green eyes. Same faint crescent birthmark beneath her left ear — a mark Elara had always thought was unique to her.

Her fingertips trembled as she reached out and brushed the frame. A name had been carved into the wood beneath the painting in a curling script.

Isolde Blackthorn

1781 – 1804

She stared at the dates. The woman — if she’d ever truly lived — had died at just twenty-three.

“Elara?”

The voice startled her. She whirled around, heart hammering, to see Aunt Miriam standing at the base of the ladder.

“I thought I heard you up here,” Miriam said, stepping into the attic. Her gaze drifted immediately to the portrait. For a second — just a flicker — something like fear passed through her eyes.

“Who is she?” Elara asked. “She looks like me.”

Miriam was quiet a moment. Then she said carefully, “That’s just an old family painting. A distant relative. The attic is full of junk like this.”

“She has my face.”

“Coincidence,” Miriam said too quickly. “Put the sheet back over it. Best not to dwell on ghosts.”

Elara hesitated, then obeyed. As the dusty cloth fell back over the woman’s face, a gust of cold air blew through the attic. Somewhere below, a floorboard creaked without reason.

That night, Elara couldn’t sleep. The woman’s face stayed burned in her mind, like an afterimage. She had seen portraits before — in museums, history books — but none that had looked back at her.

At midnight, the whispering returned.

Not from the grove this time, but from the attic above.

“Elara...”

“Isolde...”

“Come back to us...”

And though the house was sealed and still, the canvas in the attic shifted slightly on its hook — as if someone had breathed across it from the other side.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘The Missing Witch






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





