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Chapter One: Dreams in Winter
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The wind howled over the Gloamreach Mountains, carrying whispers of ice and memory.

Kaelia sat alone on the tower balcony of Silverhearth Keep, a blanket of starlight draped over her shoulders. Below, the lights of the valley flickered like grounded constellations. Behind her, the keep pulsed with warmth, music, and midwinter joy.

But Kaelia couldn’t sleep.

Because the dreams had returned.

Not just any dreams—prophetic ones. Born of moonblood and shadowmagic. They always began the same way.

A throne made of bone and black crystal.
A crown hovering above it, humming. Hollow. Waiting.
And her own reflection, twisted and smiling, sitting on that throne.
“Will you wear me?” the dream always whispered.
“Or will I wear you?”
Tonight, something changed.

A new figure stepped into the dream. A girl with silver hair braided like a wolf’s tail, her eyes full of lightning.

She held out her hand to Kaelia.

“We’re running out of time,” she said.

Then the throne cracked open, and something crawled out.

Kaelia jolted awake.

Snow clung to her lashes. The wind had died. The stars burned too bright.

And beside her, nestled in her travel pack, Fennick yawned and opened one eye.

“Let me guess,” the fox said.
“The creepy dream again?”
Kaelia nodded slowly.

“This time, it showed me someone else.”

“Friend or foe?”

“I don’t know yet,” she whispered. “But I think I have to find her.”

Downstairs, the council feast was ending. Wolves and vampires toasted their alliance, swapping stories of the Shadowborn War. But Kaelia slipped through the shadows to her parents’ chambers.

Lunessa looked up immediately—she always knew when her daughter was troubled.

“You saw it again?” she asked gently.

Kaelia nodded. “And more.”

Vireon frowned. “Was it calling to you?”

“No,” Kaelia said. “Not calling. Warning. Something’s coming from the north. Something that doesn’t fear moonlight or blood.”

Lunessa placed a hand on her daughter’s cheek.

“Then it’s time,” she said. “To step beyond the valley.”

“And take those you trust most.”

The next morning, four riders set out from the eastern gate:

	Kaelia, wrapped in moonsteel armor, her mother’s dagger at her side

	Jori, grumbling but excited, storm trailing behind him

	Alaric, pale and focused, ancient runes already glowing

	Thistle, humming to herself, braiding sparkles into her hair

	And Fennick, curled up in Kaelia’s saddlebag, dreaming of cheese


Their destination: the broken kingdom of Velmorne, where madness blooms like frost—

And an ancient crown waits to be claimed.
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Chapter Two: The Frozen Gate
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Snow whispered across the ruins of Velmorne’s border, a ghost wind humming through shattered archways and broken statues that once stood tall. What remained of the kingdom was a skeletal frame of forgotten grandeur — towers half-buried in frost, roads swallowed by black ice, and trees that didn’t grow so much as linger, like memories refusing to die.

Kaelia reined in her steed at the edge of an old stone bridge, its surface webbed with cracks.

“This is it,” she whispered. “The Frozen Gate.”

It didn’t look like much — just two frost-covered pillars, each carved with sigils so old even Alaric couldn’t decipher them.

“Velmorne was sealed centuries ago,” he muttered, brushing snow from a rune. “No one’s passed through this gate in a generation.”

“Then it’s time someone did,” said Jori, already cracking his knuckles. “Should I blast it open, or do we knock?”

Kaelia stepped forward and placed her palm against the left pillar. It was freezing, but she didn’t pull away. Something in her blood pulsed—familiar and foreign at once.

The sigils on the stone flared with sudden violet light.

Fennick poked his head out of her saddlebag and squinted. “That’s not normal.”

“No,” Kaelia murmured. “But neither am I.”

She whispered an incantation she didn’t know she knew:

“By blood unbroken and moonlight born,
I open paths once sealed by scorn.
Let hollow crown and silent gate
Remember truth, undo their hate.”
With a deep rumble, the gates shuddered. Ice cracked. Magic sang.

And then... the barrier fell.

Beyond it, the road twisted into a narrow canyon flanked by frost-cloaked cliffs.

They crossed together, step by step, entering a kingdom untouched by time—and corrupted by something worse than war.

Hours passed in silence.

The deeper they rode, the stranger the world became. Snow fell upward. Trees bled dark sap. Footprints appeared in the road ahead and vanished without sound.

“This place is cursed,” Jori muttered, eyes flicking toward the shadows. “Even the wind feels wrong.”

Thistle grinned nervously. “Wrong wind is still wind. Could be worse.”

Suddenly, a low growl echoed from the woods.

Kaelia’s hand shot to her blade. “We’re not alone.”

Shapes emerged — not beasts, not men. Dreamforged.

Twisted echoes of life, made of mist, bone, and shadow. Their eyes burned like starless voids, their mouths stitched shut.

Alaric hissed. “They were people once.”

“Not anymore,” said Kaelia.

The creatures lunged.

🌪️ The Battle

JORI SUMMONED A BLAST of thunder, sending two Dreamforged crashing into trees. Thistle weaved mirrors from air and split her form into three — confusing the attackers.

Alaric drew a blade etched with runes and muttered, “Forgive me, Father,” before striking with burning precision.

Kaelia met the largest creature head-on.

It lashed at her with claws of smoke and sorrow. She ducked and rolled, slicing low with her dagger. It screamed — not aloud, but inside her mind.

The sound stabbed through her thoughts like a thousand dying stars.

“Kaelia!” Jori shouted. “You okay?!”

“I’m fine,” she lied, though her nose bled.

She leapt high and drove her blade through the creature’s heart. It evaporated in a burst of frost and silence.

When the last one fell, the world went still again.

“They’re not natural,” Alaric said grimly. “They’re made of broken dreams. Living nightmares.”

Fennick crawled up to Kaelia’s shoulder. “And guess who can dream-walk?”

Kaelia didn’t answer.
Because inside her, something was shifting.
Each battle pulled at her—waking up power she didn’t understand.
And somewhere far away, a mirror cracked.

That night, they made camp in the ruins of a village buried in frost. Thistle cast wards around the site, her magic glowing faintly pink in the dark.

As the others slept, Kaelia stared into the flames.

Her hand trembled slightly as she turned it over.

On her wrist, where there had never been a mark before, a faint symbol now shimmered:
A crown. Hollow. Waiting.
“Not you,” she whispered. “I won’t become you.”

But the fire only flickered in response.
And in the wind, the echo of her dream voice returned:
“We’ll see.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three: The Mirror of Names
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The snow melted as they crossed into the Mirrorwild.

It wasn’t warmth that did it—no sun shone here. Instead, it was magic that bent the world. The trees shimmered like glass. Rivers flowed backward. Every leaf reflected faces that weren’t quite your own.

“This place is weird,” Jori muttered, scowling as his reflection winked at him from a puddle.

“It’s not weird, it’s beautiful,” Thistle said, dancing ahead. “This is the only place where mirrors grow like fruit.”

“Yeah? What happens if you eat one?”

“You become your worst self. Or best. Depends on your appetite.”

Kaelia followed silently, her cloak rustling like whispered secrets. The symbol on her wrist—the hollow crown—was faint but ever-present. Like it had always been there, just waiting for the right moment to appear.

Alaric walked beside her, glancing around with tight eyes. “The Mirrorwild doesn’t lie,” he said. “But it doesn’t tell the truth, either. It shows possibilities.”

“And what if I don’t want to see them?” Kaelia asked softly.

“Then it’ll show you anyway.”

They reached a hill at the center of the forest. At its peak stood a single mirror tree, taller than any castle tower, its trunk silver-white and smooth like a frozen stream. Dozens of mirrors hung from its branches like crystal fruit, each swaying without wind.

Thistle approached with reverence, her voice hushed. “This is the Tree of Echoes. It remembers every name ever spoken in dream or death.”

“That’s a lot of names,” Jori muttered.

“Names are power here,” Thistle replied. “They can call things. Bury things. Break you.”

Kaelia stepped forward, the tree’s energy calling to her like a familiar song.

“What are you hoping to find?” Alaric asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I think... I think something’s missing in me. And I need to know what.”

🌙 The Mirror Speaks

AS KAELIA REACHED FOR the largest mirror, its surface rippled like moonlit water.

A voice echoed from within.

“Name yourself, daughter of blood and moon.”

“Kaelia Thorne Nyx-Moonfang.”

The mirror shimmered—and split in two.

Within its depths, a different girl looked back. Not older. Not younger. Just... more.

Her hair was made of starlight. Her eyes burned violet.

And on her forehead, the hollow crown shimmered like flame.

“Who are you?” Kaelia whispered.

“The piece you were never told about,” the reflection said. “The one they buried. I am not a dream. I am inheritance.”

Behind Kaelia, the others watched—stunned—as the mirror projected visions into the air:

	A baby wrapped in moon-cloth, weeping beside a sealed portal

	Lunessa and Vireon speaking to a faerie with crystal wings

	A broken promise carved into stone:


"To protect the world, we must divide the line."

“Your magic didn’t just come from them,” the voice said. “It came from me. From the third bloodline. The one forgotten. The Dreamforged.”

Kaelia staggered back.

“That’s not possible.”

“But it is,” Alaric murmured. “I’ve read ancient treaties. There were whispers of a third house. A bridge between wolf and vampire. Born of memory. Of mind. But it was destroyed... or so we thought.”

Thistle swallowed hard. “It wasn’t destroyed. It was sealed. Just like the Hollow Crown.”

Kaelia looked at her hand. The mark now pulsed like a heartbeat.

“Why would my parents hide this from me?” she whispered.

“Because power like that...” Alaric said, “...terrifies people. Even the ones who love you.”

The wind shifted. The mirrors above them sang, vibrating with a thousand names and stories.

And then, from the base of the tree, a door appeared—made of silver roots and mirrored bark.

Thistle stepped forward slowly. “That... wasn’t there before.”

“Where does it lead?” Jori asked.

“To the next truth,” Kaelia said, her voice shaking. “And maybe... to the beginning of the end.”

They didn’t hesitate. The four companions, and one sleepy fox, stepped through the door—

Into a labyrinth of glass and memory, where Kaelia would face the dreams of others...

And her own.
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Chapter Four: The Labyrinth of Glass
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The world shifted the moment they stepped through the mirrored door.

Gone were the trees, the snow, the sky. In their place stood endless corridors of glass—clear, gleaming, silent. Reflections ran in every direction: up, down, behind, ahead. Some mirrored truth. Others, lies. And some... showed what could have been.

Kaelia looked around, heart hammering.

“Stay close,” she said. “Don’t trust what you see. This place feeds off memory.”

“I already hate it,” Jori muttered, hand on his dagger.

A low hum pulsed through the floor beneath them, like a giant heartbeat buried in glass.

Fennick’s ears twitched. “Something’s watching us.”

“Many somethings,” Alaric replied, his voice tight. “This place is alive. And it doesn’t want us to leave.”

🧩 The Maze Splits

WITHOUT WARNING, A pane of glass slammed down between them.

Kaelia spun—too late.

She was trapped on one side. Jori, Thistle, Alaric, and Fennick on the other.

“KAELIA!” Thistle yelled, banging on the wall. But her voice came out muffled, warped. Then her image distorted—like water twisting her reflection—and vanished into the glass.

Gone.

Kaelia was alone.

She moved forward, heart racing, every step echoing like thunder. Reflections shifted beside her—dozens of Kaelias walking with her, then away, then backward. Each wore different expressions. Different clothes. Some bled. One smiled too widely.

The maze whispered.

"What if your mother never loved your father?"
"What if you were never born?"
"What if you wore the crown and became queen of silence?"
Kaelia pressed













🔥 Facing the Lie
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