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Prologue
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The rain fell in silver sheets, splattering against the cobblestones like shards of shattered glass. Selene Blackthorne—or at least, the girl who would one day bear that name—huddled under the small porch roof of the old house, clutching the pendant around her neck. Her fingers traced its smooth, cold surface absently, the familiar weight a comfort in the storm.

The world had always felt... wrong. Even before she knew why. She had grown up in a small, quiet town, her life ordinary in the eyes of anyone else. But Selene knew. She had always known. There was something within her, a restlessness she couldn’t explain. A power simmering beneath her skin that she had no name for.

“Mom... Dad...” Her voice was barely a whisper, swallowed by the storm. She had been safe here, hidden from whatever darkness lurked in the shadows. Her parents had been her anchors, their warmth the only tether to the human world. But tonight, she had a sense that everything was about to change.

The door creaked, and she caught a glimpse of light—soft, golden—from inside. Her mother’s silhouette appeared, fragile and weary.

“Selene, come inside,” her mother said, her voice quivering slightly. There was an urgency there Selene had never heard before. A tremor that didn’t belong.

“Mom, what’s wrong? Why is it raining so hard?” Selene asked, shivering, her dark hair plastered to her cheeks.

Her mother knelt, gripping her shoulders. “Listen to me, Selene. Everything you’ve ever known... it was to protect you. You are... special. More than you realize. More than any human should be.”

Selene frowned. “Special? What do you mean? Am I sick?”

Her mother’s eyes glimmered with unshed tears. “No, my love. You are... a child of two worlds. You carry the blood of magic... and darkness. You are part witch, part something else. Something... dangerous.”

Selene’s heart thudded in her chest, confusion and fear colliding. “Dangerous? Me?”

Her mother shook her head, placing a trembling hand over the pendant that hung around Selene’s neck. It had always been there, a simple chain with a small obsidian stone at its center. “This... will protect you, as long as you carry it. It masks what they can sense. Your scent, your power... it keeps you hidden. But soon... soon they will come. You must be ready. And you must survive.”

Selene’s stomach twisted. “Who? Who’s coming?”

Her mother’s lips pressed together. She said nothing for a long moment, then finally whispered, “The darkness. The world you don’t see... the creatures that walk in shadows... one day, you will meet him. He is... your fate. But beware, Selene. Fate is cruel. Sometimes, it saves. Sometimes... it destroys.”

A crack of lightning split the sky, illuminating her mother’s pale, anxious face. Selene’s fingers tightened around the pendant. Her pulse raced. “I don’t understand. Why didn’t you tell me before?”

Her mother sighed, lifting her chin and holding her gaze. “Because, my love... to tell you would have put you in danger long before you were ready. You had to be hidden. You had to be protected. And now... now the time is coming when you must stand on your own.”

Before Selene could speak again, a deafening crash echoed from the edge of the property. Trees bent unnaturally in the storm, and a shadow moved with impossible speed. Something dark. Something alive.

Her father appeared then, rushing to her mother’s side. “Selene! Go! Take the pendant and run! Whatever comes... you survive. Promise me!”

Selene’s eyes filled with terror. “But—”

“No!” he roared, lifting a protective arm. “Go! Now!”

The world erupted in chaos. Figures moved through the rain—fast, inhuman, their shapes blurred by shadow and lightning. Selene’s parents fought valiantly, their voices calling her name, urging her to run. And she did.

She didn’t look back. She ran blindly, the pendant thrumming against her chest, warm and vibrating as though it had a heartbeat of its own. The rain soaked her to the bone, lightning illuminated her path, and the screams of the night chased her like a living nightmare.

She stumbled into the forest beyond the house, branches clawing at her clothes and hair. She didn’t care. She ran. She ran until exhaustion pulled her to the ground, until the storm threatened to swallow her whole. And still... the pendant glowed, a small beacon against the darkness, shielding her from whatever horrors lurked in the shadows.

And in that darkness, she thought she felt a presence. Something ancient, something... watching.

A voice whispered in the storm, a low, velvety timbre that made her shiver, “Selene...”

She froze. The hairs on her arms rose. Her heart raced, a mixture of fear and... recognition? A pull she didn’t understand.

“Who’s there?” she demanded, her voice trembling.

Silence.

Then the pendant flared with light. Warmth washed over her, shielding her, comforting her.

And in that instant, Selene Blackthorne realized her life had just begun... and that the world she thought she knew was gone forever.
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The morning sun filtered through the lace curtains, painting the small kitchen in soft golden stripes. Selene stirred awake at the scent of freshly baked bread, the comforting aroma mingling with the faint tang of dew from the garden outside. She yawned, stretching her long limbs, and glanced down at the pendant hanging around her neck.

It was nothing extraordinary at first glance: a simple chain holding a small, black stone that shimmered faintly in the light. But it had always been with her, from the day she could remember. She often ran her fingers over it absentmindedly, as if it were a living thing, a secret companion she could never explain.

“Selene! Breakfast is getting cold!” her adoptive mother called from the next room.

“I’m coming!” Selene answered, rolling out of bed. Her dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders as she tied it back with a ribbon, her mind half-occupied with the lingering dream she’d had just before waking—a dream of shadows moving like living smoke and a voice that whispered her name.

Her mother, a petite woman with kind eyes, smiled as Selene entered the kitchen. “Good morning, sleepyhead. Did you sleep well?”

Selene shrugged, sliding into the wooden chair. “I think so... I had that dream again.”

Her mother’s expression softened, but there was a hint of worry beneath it. “The shadow dream?”

Selene nodded. “It’s always the same. There’s... something out there. Watching me, I think.”

“Maybe it’s just your imagination,” her father said, ruffling her hair as he poured coffee into a mug. “You’ve got a vivid mind, Sela.”

Selene flinched slightly at the nickname. Her parents had always called her “Sela,” short for Selene. It was affectionate, but sometimes it felt too casual, too ordinary for the unease she felt inside.

“I don’t think it’s imagination,” she muttered, biting into a piece of toast. “It feels... real.”

Her mother frowned, glancing at the pendant around Selene’s neck. “You have a vivid imagination and a sensitive soul. Both can make dreams feel... more than they are.” She hesitated, then reached across the table to squeeze Selene’s hand. “Don’t let them scare you, sweetheart. They’re just dreams.”

Selene wanted to believe her, but the cold weight of the pendant seemed to thrum against her chest as if responding to her unease. It pulsed faintly, almost imperceptibly, and for a moment, she thought she heard a faint whisper.

“Did you feel that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Her father chuckled, though his eyes lingered on her a moment longer than usual. “Feel what?”

“The pendant... it... moved or something.”

Her mother’s hand tightened around her own cup. “Sela, it’s just the chain against your skin.”

But Selene wasn’t so sure. She could feel it vibrating lightly, a warmth spreading through her chest, and her stomach knotted. Something about the sensation was familiar and foreign at the same time, like a whisper from a memory she couldn’t place.

Shaking it off, she focused on breakfast, trying to push the unease aside. “Mom, Dad... do you think there’s magic in the world? Like... real magic?”

Her mother froze for a heartbeat, then smiled, though it didn’t reach her eyes. “Magic is... rare. Powerful. Dangerous. Most of us live our whole lives never seeing it.”

Selene leaned forward, curiosity ignited. “Have you... ever seen it?”

Her mother looked away, and for a moment, Selene thought she saw fear flicker in her expression. “I’ve... read about it. Learned some things. That’s all.” She gave a tight smile. “Don’t get any ideas about trying to summon spirits or anything.”

Selene laughed softly. “I’m not going to summon spirits. I just... wonder if it’s out there.”

Her father, always the practical one, grinned. “You’ll be busy enough with school. And who knows? Maybe your imagination is enough for now.”

Selene smiled, but inside, a spark of longing had been lit. She didn’t just wonder about magic—she felt it calling her, like a thread woven into her very being, tugging at her heart.

The morning passed in a haze of ordinary chores and conversations, yet Selene couldn’t shake the feeling that something was shifting beneath the surface of her quiet life. She wandered through the garden after breakfast, letting her fingers trail over the dew-laden petals of the roses. The world felt sharper today, as if the air itself had been charged with some hidden energy.

And then she saw it: a flicker of black movement at the edge of the garden. Shadows, twisting unnaturally, as though they were alive. Her breath caught.

“Hello?” she called, stepping closer. Her voice wavered, though she tried to sound confident. “Is someone there?”

The shadow disappeared before she could get a clear look. Her stomach lurched, and she clutched the pendant. A low hum vibrated through it, almost like a heartbeat.

Shaking, she ran back into the house. “Mom! Dad! Something’s out there—”

Her mother appeared in the doorway, eyes wide, expression grave. “Selene... it’s nothing. Don’t touch the pendant too much. Just... stay inside today.”

Selene’s chest tightened. “Why? What is it?”

Her mother took a deep breath. “Some things... are better left alone. Just trust me, Sela. You’re safe here. That’s all that matters.”

But Selene didn’t feel safe. Not entirely. Something was out there, watching, waiting. And for the first time in her sixteen years, she realized that her life—ordinary as it had seemed—was not ordinary at all.

By the time the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the town, Selene couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. The pendant pulsed faintly beneath her shirt, warm and insistent, and her dreams that night were filled with whispers and shadows. She woke gasping, the taste of iron sharp in her mouth, her hair damp with sweat.

“Something’s coming,” she whispered to herself, clutching the pendant tightly. “I don’t know what... but I have to be ready.”

And in the corner of her room, the shadows seemed to lean closer, listening, waiting.
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Selene woke before sunrise, the sky still a deep indigo, streaked with faint hints of pink. Her body ached from sleep, and yet there was a restlessness she couldn’t shake. The dream had returned.

In it, shadows slithered across walls like living smoke, twisting and coiling, whispering her name. A voice, deep and velvety, had called to her. Not threatening... but compelling. Pulling. She could still feel its echo in her chest.

Sitting up in bed, she glanced down at the pendant. The black stone pulsed softly, warm against her fingers. It had never done that before—not like this. Not while she was awake.

“Not again,” she muttered, tracing the surface with her thumb. The warmth spread through her chest, a soothing yet unnerving sensation.

Her adoptive parents’ warning echoed in her mind: Some things are better left alone. But Selene felt drawn to it, as if the pendant had a voice of its own, urging her to pay attention.

A soft knock on her door startled her.

“Selene, are you awake?” Her mother’s voice was gentle, tired from the early morning chores.

“I’m awake,” Selene called, trying to keep her voice steady. She didn’t want her parents to know how unnerved she was.

Her mother opened the door, holding a tray with a small breakfast. “I thought you might want some food before heading out. You didn’t sleep well last night?”

Selene shook her head. “It was just... dreams again. Strange ones.” She hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. “The pendant... it’s... I don’t know... it’s warm.”

Her mother’s hand brushed the chain lightly. She frowned, then smiled faintly. “The pendant is old, Sela. It’s always been special. It’s there to protect you. And sometimes... it responds to things you can’t yet see.”

Selene tilted her head. “Responds? To what?”

Her mother’s eyes flickered toward the window. “To danger. To power. To things beyond what you can understand. Just... don’t worry too much about it. You’re safe here.”

Selene didn’t feel safe. Not completely. Not with the warmth in the pendant and the strange pull in her chest.

Breakfast was quiet. Her father hummed softly, trying to keep the morning light, but Selene barely tasted her toast. Her thoughts were elsewhere—on the shadows, the whispers, the strange warmth in her chest.

Later, she went for a walk through the garden, hoping the cool morning air would calm her nerves. The world seemed sharper today, colors more vivid, sounds louder. A bird took flight, and she felt a strange shiver, as if it had brushed past something unseen.

“Selene!” Her mother’s voice called from the doorway. “Be careful wandering so early!”

“I’m fine, Mom,” Selene replied, though her hands unconsciously gripped the pendant.

She paused at the edge of the garden, looking toward the forest that bordered their property. She had always been told not to go too close—old tales of wild animals and treacherous terrain—but today, the forest seemed... alive. Calling. Inviting.

A flicker of movement caught her eye, shadows moving unnaturally among the trees. She blinked, but they didn’t vanish. Something there was watching. Waiting.

A small gasp escaped her lips, and the pendant flared with warmth, almost glowing. The sensation pulsed into her heart, and she felt a strange clarity. The shadows weren’t just shadows—they were aware. And they recognized her.

Her heart raced. “What... what am I?” she whispered to herself.

The pendant vibrated slightly, almost like a heartbeat. And in that moment, Selene felt something stir deep inside her—something powerful, something that had been sleeping all her life.

She stumbled back toward the house, but the forest seemed to whisper to her even as she fled. Her steps quickened.

“Selene! Are you alright?” Her father’s voice echoed from inside.

She didn’t answer at first, too focused on the pull in her chest, the strange warmth in the pendant, the echo of the voice from her dreams. But finally, she spoke.

“I... I don’t know. Something’s wrong. Something’s coming.”

Her mother appeared at the doorway, eyes wide and serious. “Sela... listen to me carefully. Whatever you felt, whatever you saw—don’t chase it. It will come for you when the time is right. And you... must be ready.”

Selene felt a chill. “Ready for what?”

Her mother shook her head. “Some things you will understand in time. Just... trust the pendant. Trust yourself.”

The warning lingered in her mind all day. She couldn’t focus at school, couldn’t concentrate on her studies. Every noise felt like it carried a hidden meaning, every shadow seemed to shift and watch.

By nightfall, the dreams returned, stronger and more vivid. The same whispering voice, calling her name, closer this time. Shadows slithered across her ceiling, curling and twisting. She reached instinctively for the pendant, which flared with light and warmth, chasing the shadows back into the corners.

Selene sat up in bed, clutching it tightly. “I don’t understand you,” she whispered to the pendant. “But... I think I’m going to have to.”

And somewhere in the darkness, beyond her window, a pair of golden eyes watched. Patient. Waiting.
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