Moonlit
Curse

NATIQUA HAQUE

BlueRose ONE:
'Stories Matter
NewDelhi * London



BLUEROSE PUBLISHERS
India | U.K.

Copyright © Natiqua Haque 2025

All rights reserved by author. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior
permission of the author. Although every precaution has been taken to verify the
accuracy of the information contained herein, the publisher assumes no
responsibility for any errors or omissions. No liability is assumed for damages
that may result from the use of information contained within.

BlueRose Publishers takes no responsibility for any damages, losses, or liabilities
that may arise from the use or misuse of the information, products, or services
provided in this publication.

% BlueRose ONE:
‘ Stories Matter
NewDelhi ¢ London

For permissions requests or inquiries regarding this publication,
please contact:

BLUEROSE PUBLISHERS
www.BlueRose ONE.com
info@bluerosepublishers.com
+91 8882 898 898
+4407342408967

ISBN: 97893-7139-8749

Cover design: Yash Singhal
Typesetting: Namrata Saini

First Edition: July 2025



(flurk

Seraphina Vale's life was forever changed when she
was cursed by the moon, granting her extraordinary
powers that set her apart from humanity. But her
newfound abilities come with a price: she's been torn from
her world and transported to the mystical realm of

Crescentia.

In this enchanted kingdom, Seraphina finds herself
at the mercy of the ruthless King Axon, who seeks to
exploit her powers for his own gain. But Seraphina is not
alone. Prince Kael, a childhood friend from her past, has
followed her into the heart of Crescentia, determined to

save her from the king's wrath.

As Seraphina navigates the treacherous landscape of
Crescentia, she must confront the darkness within herself
and learn to harness her newfound powers. Meanwhile,
Prince Kael will stop at nothing to rescue his friend, even

if it means challenging the very fabric of the kingdom.

Will Seraphina and Prince Kael be able to overcome
the forces of darkness and break the curse that binds her,
or will the moon's power forever hold her captive in the

realm of Crescentia?






Cforotogue

The first time Seraphina Vale tasted death, it was not

her own.
She was twelve when the fires burned.

The pyre stood in the center of the square, a
monstrous thing of timber and rope, its skeletal frame
crackling beneath the weight of the rising flames. The
scent of charred flesh clung to the air, thick and cloying,
mingling with the acrid sweetness of incense meant to
mask the stench. But nothing—not the spices, not the
perfumed satchels clutched in the hands of the nobles—

could drown out the truth.
The woman bound to the stake did not scream.

Her wrists were lashed together, her feet bare against
the splintering wood. She wore rags, her hair falling in
tangled strands over hollowed cheeks, her body thin from
weeks—perhaps months—of starvation. She should have
looked like a broken thing, a wretch awaiting mercy that

would never come. But she was not broken.

She lifted her chin as the flames climbed higher, her
gaze tilting toward the sky. Not toward the king, who sat
on his gilded throne watching the execution with glassy
indifference. Not toward the guards, whose faces

remained cold beneath the visors of their helmets. Not



toward the jeering crowd, where merchants and beggars
and nobles alike had gathered to witness the death of

another heretic.
No.
She looked only at the moon.

Her lips moved, though no sound escaped them. A
whisper, a prayer, a curse—Seraphina would never know.
She only knew that something within her chest coiled at
the sight. A strange pull. A tremor deep in her bones, as
if some forgotten part of her recognized what was

happening and recoiled in fear.

Her mother’s grip tightened around her wrist, fingers

pressing into her pulse.

“Look away, Seraphina.”
She didn’t. She couldn’t.

A gust of wind howled through the square, sending
cloaks billowing, snuffing out torches. The flames of the
pyre leaped higher, hungrier, as if they were alive. The
woman closed her eyes. The moonlight bathed her face in

silver.
And then the fire consumed her.

Seraphina never forgot the way her body crumbled,
blackened and fragile as old parchment. The way the
embers carried the last of her into the sky. The way the

crowd cheered as if they had just witnessed a victory.



A witch. A monster. A warning.
She should have looked away.

Instead, she turned to the river that night, staring at
her own reflection beneath the pale light of the moon.
The water rippled, distorting her features, but it did not
hide what she already knew. What she had known for

some time now.
Her eyes—once a deep, earthy brown—glowed silver.

She pressed shaking fingers to her eyelids, willing it
to be a trick of the night. But it was not the moon that
gave her this light. It was something else. Something

inside her.
A secret. A curse.
That was the night she understood.
She was like the woman on the pyre.
And one day, they would burn her, too.

Years passed, and Seraphina learned the art of

hiding.

She learned to bite her tongue when the shadows
whispered her name. She learned to suppress the heat that
curled in her fingertips when she felt strong emotion. She
learned to blend into the background, to lower her gaze,

to become invisible.



Because magic—true magic—was never meant to be

caged.

It was a wildfire. It was a tide. It was a living,
breathing thing, waiting for the moment she would slip,

waiting to consume her whole.
And slip, she did.

Not because she was careless. Not because she was

reckless.
But because she had been foolish enough to care.
The man had been dying.

She had seen him in the streets, staggering, a wound
on his side deep enough to end him. The assassin had
disappeared into the night, leaving their work unfinished.
And she—foolish, reckless, _weak_—had pressed her
hands to his bleeding skin, letting the power spill from

her fingers like a prayer.
For a moment, nothing happened.

Then warmth. Light. The scent of moonflower and

smoke.

The man gasped, his eyes flying open, and Seraphina

knew.

She had just signed her own death sentence.



Now, she stood in the bowels of the castle, her wrists

bound in iron, the scent of damp stone thick in her lungs.

The guards had dragged her through the halls like an
animal, their hands rough, their sneers carved deep into

their faces. But they were not the ones she feared.

Beyond the iron bars, seated in a gilded chair too fine

for the filth of this prison, was the man she had saved.
Prince Kael Dravenhart.
Ruthless. Unyielding. Dying.
Or at least, he had been dying.
Now, he was very much alive.

His sharp features were illuminated by the
torchlight—strong jaw, high cheekbones, piercing steel-
gray eyes that held none of the warmth of the fire beside
him. His dark hair fell messily over his forehead, an
imperfection in an otherwise calculated appearance. He
was dressed in black, the leather of his tunic fitted to his
broad frame, the silver insignia of the Dravenhart dynasty

glinting against his chest.

But it was not his appearance that made her stomach

coil in unease.
[t was the way he looked at her.

Like he already knew everything about her. Like he

had been waiting for this moment.



Like he had found something he never intended to

lose.

"You are a witch," he murmured, his voice smooth,
edged with something unreadable. He tilted his head,
studying her with the same detached curiosity a hunter

might afford a wounded animal. "And yet, you saved me."
Seraphina said nothing.

There was no point in denying it. No point in

begging.

Not when she had already seen what happened to
those like her.

Her silence did not deter him. If anything, it amused
him. A flicker of something—interest, perhaps—lit behind
his eyes as he leaned forward, resting his elbows against

his knees.
"You should have let me die."
Her breath caught.
Because he was right.
She should have let him die.
Now, she was his prisoner.

And if she wasn’t careful, she would become

something far worse.

His weapon.

Or his downfall.
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The Curse of Moonfire

Seraphina’s POV
The first time [ felt it, I thought I was dying.

[t wasn’t pain—at least, not in the way a wound or a
burn hurt. It was deeper than that, coiling beneath my
ribs, sinking into my bones like something that had always

been there, waiting.
[ was ten years old when the moon set me on fire.

It happened in the woods, beyond the village where
my mother always told me never to wander. I had listened,
mostly. But that night, the festival lights had burned too
bright, the music had pulsed too loud, and the feeling in
my chest—the restlessness, the ache—had driven me away

from the crowd and into the trees.
I shouldn’t have gone alone.
[ shouldn’t have gone at all.

The sky had been clear, the air thick with the scent

of damp earth and pine, and for a moment, [ had felt...



calm. Safe. The night wrapped around me like a lullaby,
and I tipped my head back to look at the moon.

That was when I saw it.
The shape in the darkness.

It wasn’t human. Not fully. It stood at the edge of the
clearing, shrouded in mist, its body flickering in and out

of focus like a flame caught in the wind.
I should have run.

But I didn'’t.

The thing tilted its head, its eyes gleaming silver—no,
not silver. Moonlight. Reflected moonlight. It did not
breathe, did not move like a living thing.

[t watched.
And then, it spoke.
Seraphina Vale.

Not aloud. Not in a voice I could hear. The words
slithered into my mind, cold and weightless, curling

behind my eyes like a whisper.
My breath caught.

“I=” My own voice sounded small. “Who—what are

you?”

It didn’t answer. Instead, it stepped forward.



[ stumbled back, my heart slamming against my ribs.
The air felt wrong—too heavy, too thick, charged with
something unseen. My skin burned, my fingers tingling,
and a strange light—pale and flickering—seeped from my

palms.
No.
No, no, no.
[t wasn’t real. It couldn’t be.

Magic was a sickness, a stain on the soul. That was
what the priests said. That was what [ had been taught

since I was old enough to understand fear.

I clenched my fists, willing the light to fade, willing
my breath to steady.

The thing in the clearing did not come closer.

It only smiled.

And then it whispered:

"You belong to the moon."

The ground cracked beneath me. The air pulsed.
And the fire inside me awoke.

[ don’t remember screaming.



But I must have, because when I came to—when the
silver fire had burned itself out—my throat was raw, my

hands blistered, and the creature was gone.

The clearing was empty. The trees stood still. And the

sky—dark and endless—had never looked so unfamiliar.

[ ran home that night, shaking, breathless, the weight
of something new—something terrible—lodged deep inside

me.
[ told no one.
Not even my mother.
But secrets have a way of rotting inside you.
And magic—real magic—does not like to be caged.
The first time [ lost control was weeks later.
A cup of water. A flicker of moonlight.
That was all it took.

I had been sitting at the table, tracing the rim of my
wooden cup with trembling fingers. The village had been
quiet, the fire in the hearth crackling low. My mother was
humming softly, her back turned as she sorted herbs, and

for a moment, I let myself believe I was safe.
Then the water moved.

Not from my touch. Not from the wind.



It rose.
Floating.
Glowing.

[ inhaled sharply, jerking my hand back, but it was
too late. My mother had turned.

She had seen.
“Seraphina.”

She never said my name like that. Never so...
carefully. Like I was something fragile. Like I was

something dangerous.

[ swallowed hard, pressing my hands to my lap. “I-I

didn’t mean to.”
Her expression didn’t change.
Not at first.
Then she moved.
Not toward me.
Away.

“I need to go to the temple,” she murmured. “I need

to speak with the priests.”
The blood in my veins turned to ice.
“No,” I whispered.

She didn’t answer. Didn’t look at me.



She only reached for her cloak.
And I ran.
For years, I was no one.

I learned how to disappear. How to keep my head
down. How to keep my hands steady when the power

curled beneath my skin, aching, restless, hungry.

I told myself I was safe. That if I stayed quiet, if I

stayed small, the world would forget about me.
But the shadows never did.

They lurked at the edges of my vision, watching,

waiting.

And I knew—deep in my bones—that the thing I had
met in the woods that night had never truly left.

It was patient.

It was waiting.

And one day, it would come for me.
Now, [ am here.

Bound in iron.

Locked in the bowels of a castle, staring at the man [

should have let die.
Prince Kael Dravenhart.

6



His face is unreadable, his steel-gray eyes sharp as they
trace over me—assessing, calculating. The torchlight
flickers against his dark hair, casting shadows along his
sharp jaw, his high cheekbones. He looks nothing like a

dying man.
But I know better.
Because I am the reason he is still breathing.
"You are a witch," he says.
Not a question.
I do not answer.
There is no use in denying it.
He tilts his head. “And yet, you saved me.”
I clench my jaw.
[ should have let him die.
He knows it, too.

Something flickers behind his gaze—curiosity,
amusement, something unreadable. Slowly, he reaches
into his cloak, pulling out a small strip of parchment. He

tosses it onto the stone floor in front of me.
I don’t move.
But my eyes betray me.
They flicker downward.

And my breath catches.



A symbol.

Burned into the paper, inked in jagged strokes.

One I have seen before.

In the woods.

On the skin of the creature that whispered my name.

[ force my expression into stone, but Kael is watching

too closely.
"You are not just a witch, Seraphina Vale," he says.
His voice is quiet.
Cold.
"You are a prophecy.”
The words slice through me.

And for the first time since the fire, since the trials,
since the day I had been marked—

[ am afraid.



Ot 2

Chains of the Prophecy

Kael's POV

The silence between us grows thicker, almost
unbearable, like a weight pressing down on my chest. My
eyes trace the contours of her face, searching for answers
she isn’t ready to give. This isn't the woman I first
encountered—calm, collected, even cold in her reserve.
Now, she’s vulnerable, shaken, and the world around us
is crashing down in ways neither of us can truly

understand.

Seraphina stands there, her arms still shackled in
iron, her back rigid with the strain of whatever she’s
holding inside. I can feel her distance, her reluctance to
open up any further, and [ know why. This isn't just about
survival for her anymore. It’s about something much
bigger, something she’s been avoiding for years, and now

it’s out in the open.

[ try to process her words, but they don’t fit together.
How could they!? A curse, a prophecy, magic bound to
her—this isn’t just a woman, a witch, trapped by her own

powers. She’s the center of something ancient and



terrible. The world is shifting, its balance teetering on the
edge, and she’s the one with the weight of it all on her
shoulders.

“You said you didn’t ask for this,” 1 say, my voice
steady but my insides twisted with doubt. “None of us ever
do, Seraphina. But here we are. And now we have to deal
with it.”

Her gaze flickers up to mine then, a sudden spark of
something—anger, pain, maybe even guilt—shining
through the haze of her expression. “You think I'm just
going to accept this!” Her voice cracks, a bitter edge lacing
each word. “Do you think I want to become a monster,
Kael? Do you think I want to become the thing that will
bring about the end of everything? The destruction of the

world?”

Her words land like arrows, sharp and true, piercing
through the fog in my mind. I didn’t want this. I didn’t
want to be caught up in a prophecy, in a curse that could
destroy everything I know. But this isn’t just about me,
and it certainly isn’t just about her. This is something that

could tear apart the very fabric of the world.

She’s not just a pawn in some grand scheme. She’s

the catalyst. The very core of whatever will happen next.

“No,” 1 say, the words coming out in a rush of
frustration. “Of course, you don’t. But you can’t keep
running from it. You think you've been hiding for years,

but it’s been chasing you. It’s been waiting for you to stop
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running, to accept it, and now you're stuck with it. We're
stuck with it.”

She opens her mouth as if to protest, but she doesn’t.
Instead, she looks away, as if the weight of it all is too

much to bear.

“The creature,” | say, pressing forward, unwilling to
let this trail off. “What creature! What did he want with

you? What'’s he doing now?!”

She flinches at the mention of it, her body tensing
like a coil about to snap. I see her trembling, and I realize
just how deeply she’s been scarred. It’s not just the magic.
It’s not just the curse. It's the fear—the fear of that
creature, the fear of becoming something she can’t

control.

“The creature,” she repeats softly, her voice far away.
“He’s not just a thing. He’s... ancient. He was the one who
gave me the mark. The one who made me what [ am. And

he’s been watching me ever since.”

“Watching?” I ask, my voice rising. “What does that

mean! He’s been hunting you?”

She shakes her head slowly. “Not hunting. Guiding.

Pulling the strings from the shadows. He’s always there,
Kael. Always. And the worst part! He doesn’t want to kill

me. He wants to use me.”

“Use you for what?” The words taste like ash in my

mouth, and I find myself stepping closer, unable to stand

II



the distance between us any longer. I need to understand,

even if it terrifies me to do so.

“To fulfill the prophecy,” she murmurs, her voice so
soft I can barely hear it. “He’s the one who'’s been shaping

everything. The curse. The magic inside me. All of it.”

[ feel a chill creep down my spine. “So, you're telling
me this creature—this... thing—has been manipulating you
all this time! That he’s been controlling you like a
puppet?”

“Yes,” she says, barely above a whisper, but the weight
of her words shatters the fragile air between us. “In a way.
He’s the one who marked me, Kael. The one who tied me
to the prophecy. And the more [ resist it, the stronger his
hold becomes. I can feel him in my head, in my veins,

every moment of every day. He’s... part of me now.”

My stomach churns with the implications of what
she’s saying. This creature isn’t just an external threat.
He’s embedded inside her, inside her very soul. And that’s
what makes her so dangerous—not just her magic, but the

influence he has over her.

“The prophecy says I'm supposed to destroy
everything,” Seraphina continues, her eyes distant,
haunted. “The balance of magic in the world is tipping.
The creatures—the ones who serve him—they're starting to
move. And when the time comes, I'll either be the key to

saving everything... or the one who causes its destruction.”
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My heart races. I can feel the panic creeping up in the
back of my mind, but I force it down, pushing my fear
aside. “How can we stop it! If this creature has control
over you, how do we get it back! How do we take it from

him?”

Seraphina looks at me, and for a moment, [ see
something new in her eyes. Something raw and vulnerable
that almost makes me take a step back. She’s not just a
victim. She’s a survivor, and she’s doing everything she
can to keep from succumbing to whatever this creature

has planned for her.

“I don’t know,” she admits softly. “I've tried
everything I can think of. I've hidden. I've run. I've tried
to ignore the magic, but it doesn’t work. The more I push
it away, the stronger it gets. And the creature... he’s always
there, Kael. Watching, waiting. He’s patient, and I'm...
I'm terrified of what he’ll make me do.”

I step forward again, closer this time, until I'm
standing right in front of her. She doesn’t flinch. She
doesn’t pull away. It’s as though she’s resigned to whatever

comes next. But I'm not. [ can’t be.

“We'll figure it out,” I say, my voice firm, stronger
now. “You're not alone in this. We're going to face him

together. Whatever it takes, Seraphina.”

Her gaze softens, just slightly, as if she’s hearing
something she’s been too afraid to acknowledge. “And if

I can’t control it? If I can’t stop the prophecy?”
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“Then I'll make sure you don’t have to face it alone,”
I reply. “You've spent years running, Seraphina. But now,
you don’t have to.”

For a long moment, she doesn’t speak. She just looks
at me, her eyes searching mine, as though looking for any
sign that I mean what I say. That I'm not just another
person who will leave her behind when the truth becomes

too much to bear.

And then, just when I think she’s about to pull away

again, she nods—barely, but it’s enough.

“Okay,” she says softly. “But we have to act fast. |
don’t know how much longer I can hold on before—

before I'm lost.”

“Then we move,” I say. “We don’t wait. We don’t

give him the chance to control you any longer.”

She stands a little taller, her resolve firming up just
as mine does. We may not have all the answers, but for
the first time in years, Seraphina and I are facing this
together. The prophecy, the curse, the creature—it doesn’t
matter. We fight it all, together.

And maybe, just maybe, we have a chance.

14
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The Moon’s Call

Seraphina's POV

As Prince Kael's words sink into the silence of the
room, a sudden surge of adrenaline floods my veins. It's a
jolt that sends my heart racing, my palms clammy as the
weight of the situation settles in. A part of me wants to
believe that we can make it through this-that, together, we
can unravel the tangled threads of fate that bind us. But
another part of me trembles at the thought of what's to
come. [ am part of a prophecy, a prophecy I never sought,
never asked for. It's as if the universe, or something far
darker, made a decision for me long before I had any say
in the matter. I was chosen-not for my strength or my will-

but because I was the one the prophecy called for.

This curse, this binding force, has been a part of me
for as long as I can remember. And though it's suffocating,
I can't help but wonder if there is still a way out. Kael's
offer of help-his unwavering commitment to assisting me
despite everything that hangs in the air between us-gives
me a spark of hope. Maybe, just maybe, we can break free

from the curse together. Maybe there's a way for me to
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have a future that's my own, one where the moon doesn't
control me, where I am not a slave to a prophecy I didn't

ask for.

His words echo in my mind: "We will talk tomorrow.
My guards will show you to your room." There's
something about his tone, so calm, so steady, despite the
obvious weight of everything he must be feeling, that
keeps me grounded. It's strange, how quickly I've come to
rely on him. A stranger, yes, but not an enemy. His eyes
reveal that he's not just concerned for his kingdom-he's
concerned for me too, in a way I can't quite explain. [ wish
I could return that sense of understanding fully, but the
truth of my curse is too complex to explain in a single

moment. Too dangerous.

I give him a small, hesitant nod, not trusting myself
to speak. I want to thank him, to reassure him that I'm
grateful for everything, but I know that I don't even
understand half of what is happening. I don't know what
the future holds, and all I can do now is take things one

step at a time.

A guard enters the room shortly after, and without
another word, 1 follow him down the dark, winding
hallways of the castle. The corridors are vast, their
grandeur almost overwhelming in its opulence. The castle
is ancient, its walls holding centuries of stories, of secrets
that no one dares speak of. Every corner I turn seems to

lead deeper into the heart of this mysterious place, and for
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some reason, I can't shake the feeling that I'm being drawn

further into something I cannot escape.

The cold stone beneath my feet feels like it's pulling
me down with every step. I try to push the thoughts from
my mind, focusing on the task at hand: finding some
semblance of peace, of safety. But the further we walk, the
more my mind drifts. Every step echoes in my ears, every
shadow that flickers in the dim torchlight makes my pulse
race faster. | feel as though something is watching me-

waiting, just out of sight.

Eventually, the guard stops in front of a heavy
wooden door, opening it slowly. The room beyond is
large, luxurious in its own right, yet still, something about
it feels unfamiliar. Cold, even. The dim light of the room
doesn't quite reach the edges, and the air carries a faint
scent of lavender, which mingles with the stone and dust.
[ step inside, my gaze automatically drawn to the queen-
sized bed in the corner, the thick velvet curtains hanging
around it like a cocoon. The bed is inviting, the soft
purple blankets promising warmth and comfort, but I
know I cannot rest just yet. The walls seem to press in

around me, and the silence of the room feels oppressive.

[ turn to the guard, who gives a small nod of
understanding and exits without a word. The door clicks
shut behind him, leaving me alone in the quiet. I take a
deep breath, trying to steady myself, but it's hard. The

moment I'm alone, the reality of the curse comes crashing
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back. The memories I've spent years trying to bury rise to

the surface like bile in my throat.

The curse. It's always there, lurking just beneath the
surface of my thoughts, never truly gone. I can't escape it.

Not now. Not ever.

[ walk slowly to the bed, my steps heavy as if the
weight of the world is pressing down on my shoulders.
The softness of the blankets seems almost foreign to me
now, as if [ don't deserve the comfort they offer. I change
into my nightgown, my hands shaking as I pull the fabric
over my head. The gown is soft, but it feels like a shroud,
something that makes the night feel colder, more
foreboding. The bed calls to me, but I hesitate, my body
torn between exhaustion and the gnawing fear that I can

never truly rest.

Finally, I lie down, pulling the blankets up over my
body, trying to ignore the sense of unease that fills me. I
close my eyes, willing myself to fall asleep, but the
moments stretch into eternity. I can feel my heart
pounding, my mind racing. And then, just as I'm on the

brink of sleep, it comes. The nightmares.
The creature.

It's always the same. The same dark, hooded figure
that haunts my dreams, standing just out of reach, its
presence suffocating, its voice like ice in my veins. It

speaks my name-*Seraphina Vale*-each syllable carrying a
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weight that makes my chest tighten, my breath catch in
my throat.

"Seraphina Vale," it whispers, and this time, its voice
is louder, more forceful. "You will leave the castle now.
You belong to the moon. You are the prophecy. The
property of the king. You cannot escape. You will serve
him and the Kingdom of Moon."

The words claw at my skin, and I shudder beneath
the weight of them. I want to scream. [ want to fight back,
to tear the creature apart, but I am powerless. The curse
has wrapped itself so tightly around me that I can barely
breathe, let alone fight.

You will serve the king. You are the prophecy.

The words swirl in my mind, repeating over and over
again, becoming louder, more insistent. Property of the
king. Part of the prophecy. These words don't make sense,
not to me. I was born human, not someone's slave. The
Kingdom of Moon. It sounds like something out of a
forgotten tale, a kingdom lost to time. But I know it's real.
The curse has made it real. It has bound me to something

greater, something darker.

I don't know what to do anymore. I want to fight
back, to find some way to break free from it all, but the
fear-the crushing weight of it all-makes my limbs feel
heavy, my thoughts scattered. It feels like a prison I can
never escape, a fate that's already been written for me, no

matter how hard I try to resist.
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But then, a single thought pierces through the chaos

in my mind. I can't stay here.

[ can't stay in this castle, not when [ know the danger
I pose to everyone around me. Not when I fear what the
creature might do if [ remain. I can't let Kael be dragged
into this madness, into the prophecy that controls me. I

have to leave. I have to protect him-and myself.

[ sit up in the bed, my heart pounding, the fear that's
been building within me threatening to burst. I don't
know what tomorrow holds, but I can't stay in this place
any longer. I can't drag Kael into the mess of my past, into
the web of lies and magic that has bound me. If the
prophecy wants me to serve the king, then maybe it's time

to make my own choice.

With shaky hands, I throw off the blankets and stand
up, my bare feet touching the cold floor. The room feels
like a cage, and I can't stand being trapped in it anymore.
I'll leave. I'll run far away from here, from the curse, from

the prophecy, from everything.

But even as | make this decision, a part of me knows
it won't be that simple. There is no escaping the prophecy.
There is no running from the moon, or from what's

already been set into motion.

And so, I lie back down, staring at the ceiling,
knowing that the nightmare is not over. It has only just

begun. And I cannot run from it. Not for long.
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Cheptr ¥

The Whispers of the Curse

Kael's POV

I gave the order for my guard to show Seraphina to
her room, but as they left, a strange, unsettling feeling
washed over me. A weight pressed down on my chest, as
though the very air had grown thick with something I
couldn’t quite identify. My thoughts were a tangled mess—
thoughts of Seraphina, of the curse, of the future that felt

beyond my control.

Seraphina and I are complete strangers, yet we share
something deeper than mere circumstance. We share a
goal, a burden that binds us both. I may not know her as
well as [ would like to, but I've sworn to help her, to free
her from the dark grip of her curse. Yet, as much as [ try
to help, I can’t shake the feeling that this curse is

something far darker than either of us realizes.

Why she was chosen for the curse remains a mystery,
one that haunts us both. I can still see the way her eyes
flicker with fear when she speaks of it, like a shadow is
chasing her every step. She once described the creature—a

dark, hooded figure she saw in the woods, its presence a
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silent threat. My mind constantly returns to that moment.
What kind of creature could haunt a girl like Seraphina,

and why! And more importantly, what does it want?

That creature isn’t the only mystery, though. There’s
a dark history behind this curse, a twisted thread that runs
deep within the walls of our kingdom. I think back to the
last time my father executed the witch. It was an event I
will never forget. There was no fear in her eyes, no
desperate plea for mercy. She was calm, almost serene, as
if she knew her end was inevitable. She gazed up at the
moon, muttering words under her breath—words I
couldn’t understand. Perhaps they were a spell or a curse.
But then she looked at Seraphina, a young girl at the time,
and her eyes narrowed, her lips forming something like a

silent prayer. And then she was gone.

In the years that followed, Seraphina changed. I
watched it happen, helpless. She began to shut herself off
from everyone, growing quieter with each passing day.
The once-bright girl who would laugh and speak freely
had withdrawn into herself. I don’t know if she
remembers, but I used to be someone she confided in. We
would sit together in the palace gardens, talking about
everything and nothing. I thought we had something
special, a bond that went beyond royal duty. But as time
passed, she became distant, and no matter how many

times [ tried to reach out, she pushed me away.

[ was only a prince, bound by duty, by the

expectations of my family. But she was just a girl-an
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ordinary girl who had been thrust into something she

didn’t ask for, something she couldn’t escape.

Then, when I found myself at death’s door, bleeding
and broken, it was Seraphina who saved me. Her magic—
it surged through the air, surrounding us both with a
power [ had never witnessed. She healed me, brought me
back from the brink of death, and yet when I asked her
why, she insisted it had been an accident. As if saving me
was an afterthought. I could see the fear in her eyes, the
way she recoiled at the mere mention of her abilities. She
was scared. Scared of her own power, scared of what it

meant.

But I saw through her fear. I knew then that
Seraphina wasn’t just some girl cursed by fate. She was
something more—a key to a prophecy that none of us
could yet understand, one that would shape the future of

the kingdom, and possibly the world itself.

I could see it now, the darkness in her eyes, the way
she trembled when she spoke of the creature that haunted
her dreams. Every night, it came to her, its shadow
looming over her, its whispers filling her mind. How
could I not be concerned? How could I not wonder if she

was truly alright?

But I also knew that she would never admit to it.
Seraphina was too proud, too determined to face the
darkness alone. She didn’t want to burden anyone with

her curse, didn’t want anyone to see the fear that gripped
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her heart. And so, I held back. I respected her privacy,
knowing she would confide in me only when she was

ready.

Tomorrow, I promised myself, I would speak with
her. We would make a plan together. But for tonight, I
needed to clear my mind. As I lay down on my bed, the
moonlight streamed in through the windows, casting a
silvery glow across the room. It was beautiful, almost too
beautiful for such a heavy heart. The moon was a cruel
thing, a silent witness to Seraphina’s torment. It taunted
her, reminded her of the creature that came with every
rise and fall of the moon. It felt like the moon itself was

the enemy.

And vyet, as I watched the soft glow of the moon
illuminate the room, I couldn’t help but feel a strange,
almost inexplicable surge of emotions. A surge of anger,
yes—anger at the moon for its role in Seraphina’s
suffering—but also something else. Something that I
couldn’t ignore, no matter how hard I tried. A pull. A
desire to protect her, to shield her from the horrors that
threatened to destroy her.

It was more than just duty. It was something deeper,

something that I wasn’t prepared to face.

[ quickly dismissed the thought. It was foolish. I was
a prince, bound by tradition, by the expectations of my
family. Our bloodline had always married within royalty.

It was the way things were done. Marrying someone who
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wasn’t of royal blood wasn’t just impossible—it was
forbidden. If 1 gave in to these feelings, my brother
Darven would inherit the throne. The very thought of it
made my stomach twist with unease. Darven wasn’t fit to

rule. [ was meant to lead, to carry the weight of the crown.

But as I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, I couldn’t
help but wonder—what if love wasn’t meant to follow the
rules of royalty? What if it came naturally, without

concern for bloodlines or tradition?

But these thoughts were dangerous. I couldn’t afford

to entertain them. My duty was clear.

The moonlight continued to bathe the room in its soft
glow. The velvety curtains swayed gently in the breeze, the
light flickering in the crystal chandelier above. It was a scene
so serene, so perfect, that for a moment, I allowed myself to
imagine a different life—one where I wasn’t weighed down
by duty, by the crown, by the looming threat of the curse. A
life where I could be free, free to live without the pressure of

royal obligations, free to follow my heart.

But such a life was nothing more than a dream, a
fleeting illusion. I was a prince, and I had a kingdom to

protect.

As sleep began to claim me, I drifted away to a far-off
place, a place where I could escape the weight of my
responsibilities. But even in my dreams, the image of
Seraphina lingered. I could not escape her, not now, not

ever.
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Gt 5

The Escape

Seraphina’s POV

The nightmare had consumed me whole. It was no
ordinary dream, no simple passing terror. It felt far too
real, too suffocating, like a dark cloud that clung to my
very soul. The weight of it pressed down on me, a constant
reminder that I needed to escape. I had to leave the
palace—now. Every fiber of my being screamed that I had
to get out, to disappear into the night.

But I couldn't make a mistake. Every step had to be
calculated. Every move, precise. I needed to avoid the
guards, to slip past the prying eyes of the servants. Getting
caught meant death. Not just for me, but for the prince as

well.

My heart raced as I pulled my cloak tighter around
my body, my hands trembling. I had promised myself, no
one will know. I couldn’t risk the prince’s life—not now.
Not ever. And [ couldn’t afford to jeopardize the

kingdom, not when it was on the edge of a precipice.

The moon hung low in the sky, casting its silvery light

across the grounds. The cascade of trees in the royal
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garden shimmered like a sea of dark velvet, their leaves
rustling in the cool night breeze. It was a breathtaking
sight—almost too beautiful, too serene. It felt like
something out of a forgotten legend, as though I were
stepping into an ancient dream where time itself had

slowed.

But the beauty didn’t soothe me. It made my pulse
race faster, because it reminded me that I didn’t belong
here, not in this world. The stillness of the night seemed

to mock me, a cruel reminder that [ was about to leave it

all behind.
Suddenly, the whisper came again.
Leave the castle.

The voice. It had haunted my every waking moment,
every restless night. I didn’t know where it came from, or
who—or what—spoke those words, but it was relentless.
And right now, I had no choice but to listen. I needed to

leave.

At the break of dawn, with the sun’s first light
painting the sky in muted shades of gold, I made my move.
The shadows of the castle were still thick, the stone walls
silent, as I crept through the halls, trying to remain

unnoticed. My heart hammered in my chest.

Just as [ thought I was safe, | heard the unmistakable

sound of footsteps—a heavy, methodical sound that made
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the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. They were

too close.

[ froze, pressing myself against the cold stone wall,
holding my breath. The footsteps grew louder, echoing in
the narrow passageway. My pulse raced, fear squeezing
tight around my ribs. I had nowhere to hide, nowhere to

run.

Then, just as quickly, the footsteps faded into the
distance. A wave of relief washed over me, but I didn’t
linger. I couldn’t afford to. I moved swiftly, my feet barely
making a sound as I slipped through the castle doors, into

the cool night air.

But now that [ was free, I was left with nothing. I had
no plan, no direction. The world felt too vast, too empty.
I walked alongside the edge of the woods, the trees
towering above me like ancient guardians, their shadows

long and haunting.

I couldn’t help but think of Kael. Kael, the one

person who had stood by me, the one person who had

offered me help without hesitation. I had abandoned him.

He was the only one who understood, the only one
who had seen past my walls. He was the one I could rely
on in this endless, twisted journey, yet I had run from
him. I felt the weight of that betrayal press heavily on my
heart, and for the first time in a long while, I allowed

myself to feel guilt. Deep, gnawing guilt.
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He would worry. He would think I had disappeared,
or worse, that something had happened to me. And that
thought hurt more than I cared to admit.

[ was so lost in my own thoughts, so consumed by
them, that I didn’t hear the footsteps behind me until it

was far too late.

A sudden, icy touch on my shoulder made my body
freeze in place. My breath hitched in my throat, my heart
stuttering in panic. The hand was cold—unnaturally so, as
though it belonged to something that had long since

forgotten warmth.

For a moment, I couldn’t move. My limbs felt like
stone, my body trapped in an invisible vice. I didn’t dare
turn around.

But then, against every instinct that screamed for me
to run, [ gathered my courage and slowly, ever so slowly, I

turned to face the creature behind me.
And there it stood.

It was the thing from my nightmares—the one that
had haunted me for weeks. A creature from the darkness.
Its eyes glowed a sickly red, like twin pools of blood,
staring at me with an emptiness that chilled my very soul.
Its skin was pale, almost translucent, and stretched tightly
over its sharp bones. Its cheekbones jutted out like broken

shards of stone, a grotesque mockery of life. It didn’t
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resemble a zombie, not exactly. There was something far

more unnatural about it, something ancient and wrong.

Its mouth was a cavern of sharp, jagged teeth,
glistening with a wet sheen, like something that had been
waiting far too long to feast. And its shape—its shape... It
was like a diamond, yet not. It was jagged and sharp,
reflecting the dim light of the moon in a way that made it
look as if it were made of broken glass, shimmering with
deadly beauty.

A cold, rasping laugh echoed from the creature’s

throat. The sound sent a shiver straight to my bones.

“You don’t belong here,” it hissed, its voice a chilling
whisper that seemed to scrape at my mind. “Your time on
Earth ends today. You will be taken to the place where
you truly belong—The Kingdom of Crescentia. You
belong to King Axon now.”

I stood tall, forcing my voice to be steady as I glared
at the creature. “I don’t belong to anyone. Earth is my

home.”

The creature’s laugh turned into something darker,
deeper, almost mocking. “You will belong, one way or

another.”

Before I could even react, dark smoke erupted from
the creature, swirling around me in a suffocating cloud.

The air turned icy, and my vision blurred. I tried to
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scream, to fight back, but the darkness closed in around

me like a vice, crushing all hope.

I collapsed to the ground with a soft thud, my body
limp, my senses fading. The last thing I heard before
slipping into unconsciousness was the echo of the

creature’s laughter, ringing in my ears.
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The Shadows of Crescentia

Axon's POV

The moon hung high over Crescentia, casting its cold
light across the barren, windswept plains. From the
highest tower of my citadel, [ watched the kingdom stretch
out before me—its jagged peaks, its desolate valleys, the
dark forests that seemed to whisper secrets from long
forgotten ages. The land was alive with an energy that felt
ancient, untamed, and at the same time, it felt frozen in
time. Once, Crescentia had been a land of power and
wealth, filled with life and magic. Now, it was a hollow
shell, a kingdom on the verge of ruin, hanging on the

brink of an abyss.

The winds howled, carrying with them the scent of
the dead earth, the desolation that had seeped into the
very bones of the land. I stood at the edge of the balcony,
my cloak billowing out behind me, my hands gripping the
stone railing. I had built this citadel with my own hands,
stone by stone, and yet, the weight of it—the weight of this

kingdom—pressed down on me like a physical burden. It
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felt as if the walls themselves were closing in, as if the very

air [ breathed was suffocating me.

But I had long ago learned to ignore the pressure.
The world was like this—always on the verge of collapse,
always teetering between creation and destruction. Power,
[ had come to realize, was not about maintaining order. It
was about knowing when to destroy, when to break the
pieces apart so that new things could emerge. That was the
truth I had discovered, the lesson that had shaped my

reign.

I had destroyed Crescentia once before, and now, |

was ready to rebuild it.

But this time, [ would not rely on the old ways. I had
grown tired of the same endless cycles of war and
conquest. My people spoke of expanding our borders,
crushing the surrounding kingdoms under our bootheels,
and seizing the wealth that came with victory. But I had
no interest in land. Land was fleeting. It was temporary.
What [ sought was something far more enduring—

something far more powerful.

The whispers had come to me long ago, subtle and
insistent at first. They were faint, like the rustle of a dying
wind, easy to ignore. But as the years wore on, the
whispers grew louder. They told me of a girl, a girl who
would come from a world beyond ours, from a place called

Earth. She was the one who would either restore
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Crescentia to its former glory or bring about its ultimate

ruin.

I had heard the prophecy, of course. The ancient
words of the seers had foretold her arrival. But prophecies
were often vague, often misleading. It was easy to dismiss
them as mere superstition. But the more [ learned about
her, the more I realized she was no ordinary girl. She was
something else—something more. And she was the key to

everything.
The girl’'s name was Seraphina.

She was not just a tool to be wielded, not just a pawn
to be moved across a battlefield. No. Seraphina had the
power to awaken the ancient magic of Crescentia, to
breathe life into the land, to reignite the dormant forces
that had been sealed away for centuries. And she would
either serve me, or she would be crushed under the weight

of this kingdom’s power.

I had waited for her arrival, watched from the
shadows as she unknowingly grew closer, the magic in her
calling to me, pulling me toward her. I had kept my eyes
on her for years, biding my time. [ had prepared, knowing

that when the moment came, I would act swiftly.
The time had come.

[ turned away from the balcony, the cold wind biting
at my skin as [ descended into the heart of my citadel. The

halls were silent, the air thick with ancient magic. My
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footsteps echoed against the stone floors as I walked, the
sound reverberating through the empty corridors. I passed
by the long, darkened rooms that housed my most trusted
allies—the warlords, the generals, the mages—all of them

waiting for my command.

The council awaited me in the war room. As always,
they were gathered around a large wooden table, its
surface covered with maps and scrolls detailing the
territories we had claimed, the battles we had won, the
kingdoms we had crushed beneath our heel. They were

eager for another conquest, eager for another victory.
But they would be disappointed.

[ entered the room, and as always, the council rose to
their feet. Lord Varyn, my most trusted general, stepped
forward, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. He had
always been the first to speak, the first to offer his advice,
the first to push for action. His loyalty was unwavering,

but his understanding of power was limited.

“My lord,” he began, his gravelly voice cutting
through the silence, “we are ready. The Eastern territories
are ripe for conquest. Their armies are scattered, their
defenses weak. If we strike now, we can take them without
resistance. We will expand our borders and solidify our

rule.”

[ stared at him, my gaze cold and unyielding. I had
no patience for such talk. “Borders? Territory?” I said, my

voice low, but carrying the weight of authority. “You focus
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too much on what is trivial, Lord Varyn. Conquest is but
a temporary victory. What we need is something that
lasts.”

He blinked, clearly confused by my words. “But my

lord, the Eastern territories—"

“The territories mean nothing,” I cut him off. “What
matters is the girl. The one from Earth. Seraphina.”

The room went silent. The councilors exchanged
confused glances, unsure of what to make of my
statement. They had heard the rumors, of course. They
had heard of the girl, the one who had appeared in our
world from a distant place. But they didn’t understand.
None of them did.

“Seraphina!” Lady Calista, one of the elder
councilors, asked, her voice filled with doubt. “You speak

of the girl from Earth. What makes her so important?
She’s just a child.”

I fixed my gaze on her, my eyes icy and unwavering.
“She is no mere child,” I said, my voice sharp as a blade.
“She is the key to everything. She is the one who will
restore Crescentia to its former glory. She is the one who
will awaken the magic that lies dormant beneath our feet.
She is the one who will bring this kingdom to its full

power.”

The councilors were still confused, still skeptical, but

[ could see the flickers of understanding beginning to light
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in their eyes. They were starting to realize the depth of

what [ was saying.

Lord Varyn stepped forward again, his brow
furrowed in uncertainty. “And if she refuses! What if she

is unwilling to help us?”

[ let out a soft, cruel laugh. “She will not refuse. She
cannot. The magic of Crescentia will not allow her to. She

will either serve me, or she will be destroyed.”

The air in the room grew tense, the councilors
exchanging uneasy glances. They were beginning to sense
the danger in my words, but they still did not fully

comprehend the true power of what was at stake.

“And if she flees!” Lady Calista asked, her voice
trembling slightly.

I looked at her, my expression hardening. “She will
not flee. If she tries, we will find her. Crescentia’s magic
will bring her back. There is nowhere she can hide. Once

she steps into this world, she will belong to me.”

I turned away from them, walking over to the war
map that sprawled across the table. I traced the lines of
the kingdoms, the borders, the cities. But I was not

focused on the land anymore. [ was focused on Seraphina.

“The time is upon us,” I said, my voice low and filled
with the weight of inevitability. “Prepare the forces. Send
word to the Shadow Lords. We will find her, and when

we do, Crescentia will rise.”
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Lord Varyn stepped forward, his eyes filled with
respect and apprehension. “And if she is not what we
think she is?” he asked quietly. “What if the magic does

not awaken as we expect?!”

[ turned to face him, my gaze piercing. “Then we will
make her awaken it,” I said, my voice cold and certain.
“Crescentia’s power will be restored, one way or another.
Seraphina will serve me, or she will break beneath the
weight of this kingdom’s will.”

I turned and walked toward the door, my cloak
trailing behind me like a shadow. The council fell silent,
their eyes following me as I left the room, their minds still
struggling to grasp the magnitude of what was about to
happen.

Seraphina was out there, somewhere. And once she
arrived, the world would change. Crescentia would rise,
and I would sit upon the throne, unchallenged, eternal.
There would be no more borders, no more territories—

only the power of Crescentia, and my reign over it.

The hunt had begun.
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Cheptr 7

The Silent Betrayal

Kael’s POV

[ woke with a start, the remnants of a nightmare
clinging to the edges of my consciousness. It wasn’t the
kind of dream that fades when you open your eyes—no,
this one lingered. It gnawed at me, pulling at my thoughts
like a phantom tugging at the fabric of my mind. I couldn't
shake the feeling that something was terribly wrong,
something [ should’ve seen, something I should’ve

prevented.

The room around me was still, the faint light of the
moon casting a pale glow across the stone walls. The air
was cool, almost too cool, and for a moment, I lay there,
trying to make sense of the sensation pressing at the back

of my thoughts.

I glanced toward Seraphina's side of the bed. Empty.
The sheets were undisturbed, but the absence felt like an
affront to everything I knew, everything [ had come to rely

on. Where was she?

The panic hit me in a slow, crawling wave. My breath

caught in my throat as I sat up, rubbing my face with my
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hands. Her absence didn’t just stir my worry—it felt like a
loss, like something was already slipping through my
fingers, something I hadn’t yet realized I needed to hold

onto.

There was a coldness in the air now that hadn’t been
there before. I looked toward the window, and through
the shadows, I could see the moon hanging high, casting
long fingers of light over the quiet castle grounds. It wasn’t
just a restless night, not like all the others. No, this felt
different. A sense of dread gripped me.

My heart raced. Something wasn’t right.

I threw off the covers and stood, my feet hitting the
cold stone floor. The silence in the room felt heavier now,
oppressive. Seraphina had always been there when I woke,
her quiet presence grounding me in ways I couldn’t
explain, in ways I had come to rely on without even
knowing. But now, there was only an emptiness, a hollow

space where her warmth should’ve been.

I dressed quickly, throwing on the first garments |
could grab, ignoring the need to think logically, to plan.
My instincts screamed at me to find her, and every second

wasted in hesitation felt like another step toward losing

her.

[ moved through the halls with swift urgency, my bare
feet barely making a sound against the stone as I passed
the closed doors of servants’ quarters, their soft breathing

the only sound in the castle. The air felt thick, stifling, as
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if the castle itself were holding its breath, waiting for

something terrible to happen.

As I approached her room, a sense of foreboding
sank like a stone in my gut. Her door was ajar, but there
was no sign of her inside. The bed, though undisturbed,
looked strange, as though someone had made it hastily.
The stillness, the silence—it was wrong. 1 knew she had
been here recently. The faint scent of her perfume
lingered in the air, clinging to the fabric of the bedclothes.
Yet, there was no sign of her. Nothing.

[ felt the ground shift beneath my feet as the full
weight of the situation began to settle on me. She was
gone. I had no idea where, no idea why, but my heart
ached with the terrifying certainty that this wasn’t a mere
flight of fancy. Something had happened. Something
terrible.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe. The panic began
to swell, but I shoved it down. This was not the time for

fear. It was the time for action.

I moved quickly, exiting her chambers and running
down the winding corridors toward the gardens. I didn’t
know why, but I could feel her there, as if something
inside me told me to go to that place. She had always loved
the gardens—their quiet beauty, the way the trees seemed
to whisper with the wind.

I burst through the doors leading into the moonlit
garden. The cool night air hit my face like a slap, but it
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did little to clear the fog of anxiety clouding my mind. The
garden stretched before me in the muted silver light of the
moon, its beauty almost mocking in its serenity. The
flowers, the trees, the stone paths—everything felt
strangely still, as if the world itself were holding its breath.

And then, I saw it.

A shadow. A figure standing at the far edge of the
trees, just beyond the light of the castle windows. For a
split second, I thought it was Seraphina. A fleeting hope,
quickly dashed as I took a step closer. The shape was too

tall, too unnatural.
I froze, my heart hammering in my chest.

A figure cloaked in darkness, its form shifting as
though it were part of the very night itself. The outline of
its body flickered like a flame caught in the wind. But it
wasn’t the shape that terrified me the most—it was the
eyes. Glowing red, like twin pools of blood. I could feel
the cold gaze of the creature as it fixed upon me, an
emptiness in those eyes that seemed to pierce into my very

soul.

“Kael...” The voice, though soft, was a cold rasp that
made the air around me drop several degrees. “You’re too

late.”

[ stepped back, my breath freezing in my lungs. I had
no words. My mind raced, trying to make sense of the

impossible, trying to understand how this creature had
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found its way into the heart of my kingdom, into the castle

where [ had sworn to protect Seraphina.

“Where is she?” I demanded, my voice cracking as |
took another step forward, my mind spinning, my hands
clenched into fists. “What have you done to her!?”

The creature’s smile was grotesque. Its lips pulled
back, revealing jagged teeth, too sharp to belong to
anything of this world. “She belongs to King Axon now,”
it whispered, its voice seeping into my mind like poison.

“And you... you will follow soon enough.”

I reached for my sword instinctively, my fingers
brushing the hilt. But before I could unsheath it, a rush
of dark smoke exploded from the creature’s form, swirling
around me like a thousand suffocating tendrils. I gasped
for breath, the air thickening with a vile coldness. It was

as if the very essence of the night itself was smothering me.

My mind raced—King Axon, Crescentia, the old
legends of creatures born from darkness. But it didn’t
matter now. The creature’s laughter echoed around me,
an awful, hollow sound that left a bitter taste in my

mouth.

“You will never see her again,” the creature hissed, its
voice seeping into the very marrow of my bones. “She is

lost to you. Your kingdom is lost.”

[ staggered back, the darkness closing in around me.

My breath came in sharp gasps, my vision blurred. In the
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haze of the smoke, I thought I saw her—Seraphina’s face,
just out of reach, her eyes filled with a sorrow I couldn’t

comprehend.
But it wasn’t her.

The creature’s grip on reality tightened. I was being
pulled into something far darker than 1 had ever
imagined. A force stronger than anything I had ever

fought against.

And as the darkness swallowed me whole, all I could

think about was how I had failed her.
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Chytr s

The Palace of Lunaria

Seraphina's POV

As I woke up from the mists, my head throbbed in
pain. I was somewhere unfamiliar, my surroundings alien,
and it didn’t take long for the harsh reality to strike me
like a thunderclap. The creature, the kingdom, King
Axon—now it all made sense. | had somehow found myself
in the heart of Crescentia.

My heart raced as I slowly began to sit up, my
surroundings becoming clearer. The air felt heavier here,
thick with an energy I couldn’t quite describe. The stone
floor beneath me was cold and smooth, almost like
marble, but with an ethereal shimmer to it. The walls were
adorned with intricate patterns of silver and pale blue,
reflecting the dim light that streamed in from tall, arched
windows. Outside, the sky had a peculiar glow to it—a soft
lavender hue, as though it was perpetually twilight.

[ could feel my pulse quicken, and I instinctively
placed my hand over my chest, as if trying to steady my

breath. It wasn’t just the discomfort from the strange place
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that was making my chest tight; it was the thought of King
Axon, and what I might have walked into.

The creature—the one I had narrowly escaped
before—was no longer a mystery. It all came flooding back
now, like a wave crashing over me. The battle, the
desperate flight, and then... darkness. The mists. How had

I ended up here, in the very heart of Crescentia’

My thoughts swirled around like a storm as [ pushed
myself to stand, stumbling slightly as my legs protested. A
sudden noise from the far corner of the room broke my

concentration.

[ turned, my instincts immediately on alert. There, in
the shadows, stood a figure. Tall, cloaked in a dark,
flowing garment that seemed to blend with the air itself.

couldn’t see their face, but the presence was unmistakable.

"You're awake," the figure said, their voice soft, yet

carrying an undeniable authority.

I swallowed hard, the unease creeping up my spine.
"Where am " I demanded, my voice more shaky than I

intended.

The figure took a step forward, revealing a glimpse of
pale skin and sharp features. It was then that I realized—
they were not entirely human. Their eyes gleamed, the
color shifting like the moonlit sky, and the silvery tattoos
that ran along their arms pulsed faintly in the dim light.
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"This is the Palace of Lunaria, the heart of
Crescentia," the figure said, their eyes never leaving mine.
"You are in the presence of the Crescentian royalty now.

King Axon will see you shortly."

A knot formed in my stomach. I didn’t know what to
expect, but one thing was certain—things were about to

change, and [ wasn’t sure if [ was ready for it.

"You haven’t answered my question," I said, my voice
more steady this time, though there was an edge of anxiety
in it. "Where is King Axon? What is this place!"

The figure stepped forward then, slowly, as if
considering whether or not to indulge my questions.
Their silhouette became clearer in the light—tall, with
broad shoulders and an almost ethereal quality to their
movements. They were a being of grace and power, but
there was something hidden behind those shifting eyes,

something ancient, something I couldn’t yet place.

“You are in the Palace of Lunaria,” they repeated,
their voice barely above a whisper, but each word seemed
to carry weight. “It is the seat of power in Crescentia, the
kingdom ruled by King Axon, whom you will meet soon.
As for your... arrival,” they paused, as if weighing their
next words carefully. “You were brought here by the mists,
as is the way for those chosen by fate. And it seems that

fate has a peculiar interest in you.”

Chosen by fate! The words hung in the air like a

cloud of confusion. I wasn’t sure whether to feel
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comforted or terrified. The mists. I had heard rumors of
such things—strange, swirling forces that could pull people
through realms, through time, even. But I had never

believed them to be true.

[ swallowed hard, trying to make sense of everything.
My head still ached, the remnants of whatever had
happened before clouding my thoughts. I tried to
remember how I had ended up here—how had I crossed
paths with King Axon?

"You're not here by mere accident," the figure
continued, their gaze never wavering from mine. "King

Axon has been waiting for you."

A cold chill ran down my spine at the mention of his
name. I couldn’t imagine why he would be waiting for
me—someone so... ordinary. So insignificant compared to
the grandeur of this place, this kingdom, and the power
that pulsed within it.

Before I could ask any more questions, the figure
stepped aside, their long cloak flowing like liquid silver.

"You will see him now."

I hesitated, my feet rooted to the spot as the figure
gestured toward a set of massive double doors at the far
end of the chamber. The doors were carved with intricate
designs—lunar symbols, swirling patterns that seemed to
dance in the flickering light of the room. The air around
them hummed with energy, a strange, palpable force that

made my skin tingle.

48



"You may enter," the figure said softly, almost as if

giving me permission to step into another world.

With a final, lingering glance at the figure, I took a
deep breath and walked toward the doors. My heart
thudded in my chest, every step echoing louder than the
last. The moment I touched the doors, they swung open

with ease, as if they had been expecting me.

The room on the other side was unlike anything I
had ever seen before. It was vast, a grand hall with a high,
vaulted ceiling that seemed to stretch forever. The walls
were adorned with luminous stone that flickered like
starlight, casting an ethereal glow across the room. At the

far end, on a raised platform, sat King Axon.

The moment my eyes met him, a strange sensation
washed over me, like an invisible force pulling at the very
core of my being. He was tall, impossibly so, with features
that seemed carved from stone—sharp, regal, and
breathtakingly beautiful. His eyes were a piercing silver,
cold yet intense, and his long, flowing hair shimmered like
threads of moonlight. He was draped in a cloak of
midnight blue, embroidered with patterns that seemed to

shift with the movement of his form.

He regarded me silently, his gaze steady and
unwavering, as though he were seeing straight through
me. | felt small under his scrutiny, as though every

thought, every secret [ held, was laid bare before him.
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"Seraphina," he spoke my name, the sound of it in
his voice both commanding and oddly familiar. "You have

arrived."

I nodded, unsure of what to say. This was it—the
moment [ had been dreading and yet, a part of me had
known it would come. King Axon—the king of Crescentia,
the ruler of this mystical land, the creature who seemed to
control the very essence of this place. But why me? What

could he possibly want with someone like me?

He stood slowly, his movements graceful and
deliberate. Each step he took seemed to command the
very air around him. "There is much we need to discuss,
Seraphina. You have been chosen for a purpose—one that
has yet to reveal itself, but the time will come when you

will understand."

His voice was low, almost hypnotic, and I found
myself drawn to him despite the unease that swirled in my

gut.

“What do you mean!” I managed to ask, my voice

barely above a whisper.

He stepped closer, his presence enveloping me in a
way that made it hard to breathe. “You will learn soon
enough. For now, rest. There is much to prepare for.
Crescentia’s future may depend on the choices you

make.”
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My mind raced, trying to process his words.
Crescentia’s future? What could I possibly have to do with
that!

He turned his back to me, his cloak swirling around
him like a storm, and with a final, lingering glance, he
gestured to the side. "Your chambers have been prepared.

Go, and rest. Tomorrow, we begin the journey."

A sense of foreboding settled over me as I stepped
back, still trying to wrap my mind around everything.
What journey? What was he preparing me for?

As I left the grand hall, the weight of the unknown
settled around me like a heavy cloak. Crescentia, King
Axon, the mists... nothing was what I thought it would be.
And whatever lay ahead, I knew [ wasn’t ready. But it was

too late now. My fate had already been sealed.
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Ot

The Weight of the Fate

Axon's POV

[ stood at the edge of the grand hall, watching as
Seraphina departed. Her footsteps echoed through the
chamber, a reminder that she was here, in my kingdom,

and that our fates were now inextricably linked.

As I turned to face the window, the moon cast its
silvery glow upon my face. I felt its power coursing
through my veins, a reminder of the weight of my
responsibilities. The moon had always been a source of
strength for me, a symbol of the power and magic that
flowed through our kingdom.

For centuries, my family had ruled Crescentia,
guiding the kingdom through times of peace and war. But
I knew that our prosperity was not solely due to our
wisdom or strength. It was the result of a delicate balance,

one that relied on the subtle interplay of magic and power.

And now, with Seraphina's arrival, that balance was

about to be disrupted.
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I could sense the potential within her, a spark that
could ignite a fire that would change the course of our
history. But I also knew that she was untested, untrained,

and unaware of the dangers that lurked in the shadows.

As king, it was my duty to protect her, to guide her,
and to prepare her for the trials that lay ahead. But I had
no intention of doing so gently. I would break her, mold
her, and shape her into the tool I needed her to be.

I thought back to our first meeting, to the way she
had trembled before me. She was afraid, and rightly so. I
was the king, after all. And I would stop at nothing to

ensure the survival of my kingdom.

My advisors awaited me, their faces somber and

concerned.

"What news of the mists’" [ asked, my voice low and

even.

"They continue to spread,” one of my advisors
replied. "We've had reports of strange occurrences and

unexplained events from across the kingdom."

I nodded, my mind racing with the implications. The
mists were a sign of the growing imbalance in our world,
a warning that the very fabric of our reality was beginning

to unravel.

And Seraphina, with her untapped potential and her

unknown past, was the key to restoring that balance.

But she would do so on my terms, and mine alone.
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[ looked at my advisors, their faces reflecting my own

ruthless determination.

"Prepare the necessary arrangements for Seraphina's
training," [ said finally. "We will begin immediately. And
see to it that she understands the... consequences of

refusal.”

My advisors nodded, their faces set with a mixture of

fear and obedience.

I turned to leave, my heart cold with calculation.
Seraphina would soon learn the true meaning of power,

and the true cost of defiance.

As | walked away, I could feel the weight of my
responsibilities settling upon me. I was the king, and I
would do whatever it took to ensure the survival of my

kingdom.
Even if it meant destroying Seraphina in the process.

I made my way to my private chambers, my mind
consumed by thoughts of Seraphina and the trials that lay
ahead. I knew that she would resist, that she would fight
against the fate that I had laid out for her.

But I was prepared.

I had spent years studying the ancient arts, mastering
the secrets of magic and manipulation. I knew how to
break a person, how to shatter their spirit and rebuild

them in my image.
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And I would stop at nothing to achieve my goals.

As 1 entered my chambers, I was greeted by the
familiar sight of my throne. It was a symbol of my power,
a reminder of the authority that I wielded.

I sat down, my eyes fixed on the door. Seraphina
would be brought before me soon, and when she was, |

would begin her training.

[ would break her, mold her, and shape her into the
tool I needed her to be.

And I would take great pleasure in doing so.

The hours passed slowly, but eventually, I heard the
sound of footsteps outside my door. I smiled to myself, my

heart cold with anticipation.
[t was time to begin.

The door opened, and Seraphina was led into the
room. She looked pale and frightened, but I could sense
the spark of defiance within her.

I nodded to my guards, and they stepped back,

leaving Seraphina alone before me.

"So," I said, my voice low and even. "You have been

brought before me. You know why."
Seraphina nodded, her eyes fixed on mine.

"l am to be trained," she said, her voice barely above

a whisper.

55



[ smiled, my heart cold with calculation.

"Yes," I said. "You are to be trained. And you will

learn to obey."

Seraphina's eyes flashed with defiance, but I could

sense the fear beneath.

"I will never obey you," she said, her voice trembling

with anticipation.

I laughed, the sound echoing through the chamber.
"We'll see about that," I said, my voice dripping with

menace.

I leaned forward, my eyes locked on Seraphina's.
"You see, | have a certain... reputation. A reputation for
being ruthless, for stopping at nothing to achieve my

goals."

Seraphina's eyes widened, but she didn't back down.

"I'm not afraid of you," she lied.

[ smiled again, my heart cold with calculation. "We'll

see about that," I repeated.

I nodded to my guards, and they stepped forward,

their hands closing around Seraphina's arms like vice
grips.

"Take her to the training room," I ordered, my voice

cold and detached.
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Seraphina struggled, but my guards held her firm.
They dragged her from the room, leaving me alone with

my thoughts.

I leaned back in my throne, my eyes fixed on the
door. Seraphina would soon learn the true meaning of

power, and the true cost of defiance.
And I would be the one to teach her.

The training room was a place of darkness and fear,
a place where hope went to die. It was a place where I had

sent many before Seraphina, and it was a place where |

would break her.

I smiled to myself, my heart cold with anticipation.

The games were about to begin.

Over the next few hours, I watched as Seraphina was
put through her paces. She was trained in the art of
combat, taught how to wield a sword and defend herself

against attack.

But it wasn't just physical training. Oh no. I had far

more sinister plans for Seraphina.

I watched as she was subjected to mental torture,
forced to endure hours of sensory deprivation and

psychological manipulation.
And still, she refused to break.

[ was impressed, despite myself. Seraphina was

stronger than I had given her credit for.
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But I would break her, eventually. Oh yes. I would

break her, and I would remake her in my image.

The hours turned into days, and the days turned into
weeks. Seraphina was trained relentlessly, pushed to her

limits and beyond.
And still, she refused to break.

[ was beginning to get impatient. I had expected
Seraphina to crack by now, to beg for mercy and swear
fealty to me.

But she refused to give in.
I decided to take a more... personal approach.

I entered the training room, my eyes fixed on
Seraphina. She was exhausted, her body battered and
bruised.

But her eyes still flashed with defiance.

I smiled, my heart cold with calculation. "It's time for

a change of pace," I said, my voice dripping with menace.
Seraphina's eyes narrowed, but she didn't back down.

I nodded to my guards, and they stepped forward,

their hands closing around Seraphina's arms like vice
grips.

"Take her to the throne room," I ordered, my voice

cold and detached.
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Seraphina struggled, but my guards held her firm.
They dragged her from the room, leaving me alone with
my thoughts.

I smiled to myself, my heart cold with anticipation.

The games were about to take a very sinister turn.

And Seraphina would soon learn the true meaning

of fear.

59



Chaptr 10

The Shadows Within

Seraphina's POV

[ stumbled through the dark corridors, my arms
bound by cold, unforgiving chains. The guards dragged
me forward, their grip relentless. I had lost count of the
days, the hours, the minutes. Time had become a

meaningless concept in this place.

As we approached the throne room, a sense of dread
settled in the pit of my stomach. Axon waited for me, his
eyes gleaming with a malevolent intensity. I steeled myself
for the encounter, knowing that I had to remain strong,

no matter what he threw at me.

The guards thrust me forward, and I stumbled, my
chains clanking against the stone floor. Axon's gaze swept

over me, his expression unreadable.

"So, Seraphina," he said, his voice low and husky. "I
see you're still defiant. Still refusing to acknowledge my

authority."

[ lifted my head, meeting his gaze. "I'll never

acknowledge your authority," I spat, my voice trembling
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with rage. "You're a monster, Axon. A tyrant who rules

through fear and intimidation."

Axon's smile was a thin, cruel line. "Fear is a powerful
tool, Seraphina. And intimidation is just the beginning.
You'll learn to obey me, to fear me. And soon, you'll come
to realize that I'm the only one who can save you from

yourself."

I laughed, the sound echoing off the stone walls.
"You'll never save me, Axon. Because I'm not the one who

needs saving. You are."

Axon's eyes narrowed, his face darkening with anger.
"You dare to mock me!" he growled, his voice low and

menacing.

I stood tall, my heart pounding in my chest. "['m not
mocking you, Axon. I'm just telling you the truth. You're
the one who's trapped, who's bound by your own
darkness. And I'm the key to your freedom."

Axon's face twisted in a snarl, and he raised his hand,
his fingers closing around my throat. "You're just a foolish
girl," he hissed, his breath cold against my skin. "You don't

know what you're dealing with."

I didn't flinch, didn't back down. "I know exactly
what I'm dealing with, Axon," I said, my voice steady. "I'm

dealing with a monster. And I'm not afraid of you."

Axon's eyes flashed with anger, and he tightened his

grip around my throat. I felt my airway constricting, my
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vision beginning to blur. But I refused to back down,
refused to give in.

Just as I thought I was going to pass out, Axon
released his grip, and I stumbled backward, gasping for
air. The guards caught me, holding me upright as Axon

began to circle around me.

"You're a fascinating creature, Seraphina," he said, his
voice dripping with malice. "So much potential, so much
power. And yet, you refuse to acknowledge it. Refuse to

acknowledge me."

I glared at him, my eyes blazing with defiance. "I'll
never acknowledge you, Axon. You're a monster, a tyrant.

And I'll never bow to you."

Axon's smile grew wider, his eyes glinting with
amusement. "We'll see about that, Seraphina. We'll see
about that."

And with that, he nodded to the guards, and they
dragged me away, back to the darkness of my cell. But I
knew that I wouldn't be held captive for long. I would
escape, I would fight back. And I would bring Axon down.

As I sat in my cell, I couldn't shake the feeling that
Axon was hiding something from me. That there was
more to his plans than he was letting on. I vowed to
uncover the truth, to expose Axon's secrets and bring him

to justice.
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But for now, I was trapped. Trapped in this cell,
trapped in this kingdom. And I had no idea how I was

going to escape.
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Chytr 1

The Darkness that Bind

Kael's POV

[ stumbled through the darkness, my mind reeling
from the creature's words. Seraphina, taken by King
Axon! The thought sent a chill down my spine, and I
knew I had to act fast. Every moment counted. Every
second that passed brought her farther away from me,
deeper into the clutches of the monster who had haunted

my nightmares for so long.

As 1 staggered through the castle, the darkness
seemed to press in around me, making it hard to breathe.
I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being herded toward
some unknown fate, that the very walls were closing in on
me. The silence was oppressive, punctuated only by the
creaking of the wooden beams and the distant howling of

wolves in the forest.

I burst into the great hall, hoping to find some sign
of life, some hint of what had happened to Seraphina. But
the room was empty, the fire pit cold and dark. The tables
were bare, the chairs pushed back, as if the occupants had

simply vanished into thin air.
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"Hello?" 1 shouted, my voice echoing off the stone
walls. "Is anyone here!"

The only response was the creaking of the wooden
beams, the distant howling of wolves in the forest. I spun
around, my heart racing, as I realized I was completely
alone. The castle, once a symbol of safety and security,

now felt like a prison, a trap waiting to be sprung.

And then, I saw it. A piece of parchment on the floor,
near the entrance. I strode over, my heart sinking as I
recognized the handwriting. It was a message from one of
my guards, informing me that the castle had been
breached, and Seraphina had been taken by King Axon's

men.

I crumpled the parchment in my fist, feeling a wave
of rage and despair wash over me. I had failed her. I had
promised to protect her, and I had failed. The weight of

my responsibility crushed me, making it hard to breathe.

I knew I had to act fast. I had to gather my men and
launch a rescue mission. I had to save Seraphina, no
matter the cost. But as [ turned to leave, I felt a presence
behind me. I spun around, my hand on the hilt of my

sword.

And that's when I saw him. A figure cloaked in
shadows, watching me with cold, calculating eyes. He
didn't move, didn't speak, but I could sense his

malevolence, his intent to harm.
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"Who are you?" I demanded, trying to keep my voice
steady.

The figure didn't respond. Instead, it took a step
closer, its eyes fixed on me with an unnerving intensity. |
could feel my heart pounding in my chest, my senses on
high alert.

And then, just as suddenly as it had appeared, the
figure vanished. [ was left standing alone in the great hall,

wondering if [ had imagined the whole thing.

But [ knew [ hadn't. [ knew that [ had seen something
sinister, something that threatened not just Seraphina,

but my entire kingdom.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing
thoughts. I had to focus. I had to come up with a plan to

rescue Seraphina and defeat King Axon once and for all.

But as I turned to leave, I couldn't shake the feeling
that I was being watched, that unblinking eyes were

trained on me, waiting for me to make my next move.
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Ot 17

Dark Reflection

Axon's POV

[ watched Seraphina being dragged away, her
defiance still burning bright in her eyes. I couldn't help
but feel a twisted sense of admiration for her spirit. She
was a rare breed, one that [ had always been drawn to -

strong, fierce, and unyielding.

As I turned to leave the throne room, my mind began
to wander back to the days when I first met Seraphina.
She was a wildflower, untamed and unbroken, and I had
been captivated by her beauty and her fire. But [ knew that
I couldn't let my feelings cloud my judgment. She was a

threat to my power, to my very existence.

I made my way to my chambers, my thoughts
consumed by the challenge that Seraphina presented. I
had to break her, to bend her to my will. But as I sat on
my throne, I couldn't shake the feeling that she was the

one who was going to break me.

[ laughed, the sound echoing off the stone walls. It
was absurd, the idea that a mere girl could bring me down.

But deep down, I knew that it wasn't just about power or
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control. It was about the connection that I felt to
Seraphina, the spark that ignited whenever we were near

each other.

[ stood up, pacing back and forth across the room. I
had to find a way to harness that spark, to use it to my
advantage. But as [ walked, I couldn't shake the feeling
that [ was walking a thin line, one that separated me from
the darkness that lurked within.

And then, [ saw it. A glimmer of doubt, a flicker of
uncertainty. It was a weakness, one that I couldn't afford.
I pushed it aside, focusing on the task at hand. I would
break Seraphina, I would bend her to my will. And I
would do whatever it took to make that happen.

But as I sat back on my throne, I couldn't help but
wonder if I was playing with fire. If 1 was pushing
Seraphina too far, too fast. She was a force to be reckoned

with, one that I couldn't underestimate.

And as I looked into the shadows, I saw a glimmer of
something there, something that looked back at me with
eyes that were hauntingly familiar. Eyes that seemed to

say, "You don't know what you're dealing with, Axon."

I smiled, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew
exactly what I was dealing with. [ was dealing with a force
of nature, one that would stop at nothing to achieve her

goals.
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But as I sat there, I couldn't shake the feeling that I
was missing something. That there was more to Seraphina
than met the eye. And I knew that I had to uncover that

secret, to understand what drove her, what made her tick.

I called for my most trusted advisor, a man who had
been by my side for years. He entered the room, his eyes

filled with a mixture of curiosity and concern.

"Axon, what is it!" he asked, his voice low and

measured.

"l need you to find out everything you can about
Seraphina," I said, my voice firm. "l want to know what
makes her tick, what drives her. I want to know everything

about her."

He nodded, his eyes narrowing. "T'll do it, Axon. But
I have to warn you, she's not like other women. She's
different."

I smiled, my eyes glinting with amusement. "l know

that," I said. "That's what makes her so interesting."

He nodded, turning to leave. But as he reached the

door, he turned back to me.

"Axon, be careful," he said, his voice low and serious.

"You're playing with fire here. You don't want to get

burned."

[ laughed, the sound echoing off the stone walls. "I'm

not afraid of getting burned," I said. "I'm the one who

holds the flame."
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He nodded, turning to leave. But as he disappeared
into the shadows, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was
walking into a trap. That Seraphina was more than just a

challenge, more than just a conquest.

And as I sat there, surrounded by the darkness, I
knew that I had to be careful. That I had to be prepared
for anything.

Because when it came to Seraphina, I had a feeling

that nothing was as it seemed.
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Ot 1

The Royal Lunaria Affair

Seraphina's POV

[ was trapped in the cell. I needed to escape. I can't
stay under Axon's rein forever. He can't trap me here for
long. 1 need to make an escape plan. As [ was lost in

thoughts a guard came.

"Come to the Throne room King Axon wants you
there."

The two guards came and dragged me to the Throne

room.

Axon turned towards me and said, "Come Seraphina,

[ want to discuss something with you."

"What you want to discuss with me Axon." I said,

spitting out the words.

"It's King for you, don't you dare call your King by the

name." he said glaring at me.

"You are not my King and you veil creature doesn't
deserve respect. You dragged me through all this shit." I

growled at him.
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"Think before you speak Seraphina, I have the power
to mould you, control you into the perfect toy which I

want." he said, pressing his thumb against my cheek.

"I'm not your fucking toy Axon. I don't belong here."
[ glared at him.

"Oh yes, you belong here. You are the Earth human
who is very useful in Crescentia. Your powers are needed
here to fight against the Kingdom of Moors. The King
Kieran Darkfire is my enemy. And I need someone with
high potential power to destroy him." he said, gripping my
chin.

"And what makes you think that I will help you!" I

said with dripping sarcasm.

"Yes, you will, though it's none of your concern now.
[ called you here because today is the Royal Lunarian
Affair, and I want you to be ready. My Lunaria servants
will help you get ready." he said and left me alone.

Soon the Lunaria servants came. They were almost
human-like but they had scales like that of a mermaid or

something.

They dressed me in a silk clad dress. It was silver with
golden embroidery with excruciating details. It was
beautiful to look at. They used make up like things it was

also natural.

They dressed up my hair with braids and used natural

flowers and gold jewels clad around my neck.
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The guards took me to the Grand Plaza where the
Royal Lunaria Affair was taking place.

As I entered the Grand Plaza, 1 was struck by the
sheer number of people gathered there. The atmosphere
was alive with music, laughter, and the soft glow of
lanterns. I was surrounded by the Lunaria guards, who
kept a tight grip on my arms as we made our way through
the crowd.

The palace was breathtakingly beautiful, with
intricate carvings and ornate details that seemed to
shimmer in the light. The Grand Plaza was filled with
people from all walks of life, each dressed in their finest
attire. [ felt like a doll, dressed up and paraded around for
Axon's amusement.

As we reached the throne, Axon turned to me and
smiled. "Seraphina, you look stunning," he said, his eyes

roaming over me. "I'm glad you could join me tonight."

I glared at him, trying to convey my disgust. But he
just laughed and took my hand, leading me onto the

dance floor.

The music began, and Axon pulled me close, his
hand on my waist. I felt a surge of anger and frustration,

but I knew I had to play along. For now.

As we danced, I scanned the room, looking for any

opportunity to escape. I noticed the guards were
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distracted, and the music was loud enough that no one

would notice if I made a quick move.

But Axon's grip was tight, and I knew I wouldn't be
able to slip away easily. I would have to wait for the right

moment, and then make my move.

As the night wore on, I played the part of the captive
princess, smiling and laughing as Axon whispered sweet
nothings in my ear. But inside, [ was seething with anger

and determination.

I would not be held captive for long. I would find a
way to escape, and [ would make sure Axon paid for what
he had done to me.

The music ended, and Axon bowed low over my
hand. "Thank you for the dance, Seraphina," he said, his

eyes glinting with amusement.

I curtsied, trying to keep my anger in check. "The
pleasure was mine, King Axon," I said, my voice dripping

with sarcasm.

Axon laughed and stood up, his eyes never leaving
mine. "[ think it's time for you to meet some of my guests,"

he said, his voice cold.

He led me around the room, introducing me to
various nobles and dignitaries. I played the part of the
obedient captive, smiling and nodding as they spoke to

me.
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But all the while, I was watching and waiting, looking

for any opportunity to escape.

As the night wore on, I began to feel a sense of
unease. Axon's grip on my arm was tightening, and I could

sense a growing tension in the air.

Suddenly, a commotion broke out at the edge of the
room. A group of guards rushed in, surrounding a tall,

dark-haired man.

"Ah, perfect timing," Axon said, his eyes gleaming
with excitement. "Seraphina, I'd like you to meet one of

my... associates."

The man's eyes met mine, and I felt a jolt of surprise.
There was something familiar about him, something that
sparked a memory deep within me. He was familiar. He
looked like Kael. Was it really him? What was he doing

here?

But before I could place him, Axon's grip on my arm
tightened. "Take her back to her cell," he ordered the

guards.

As they dragged me away, I caught a glimpse of the
man's face. And [ knew that I had just seen something that

would change everything.

The guards pulled me through the winding corridors,
back to the cold, dark cell that had become my prison. I
didn't struggle or resist, but my mind was racing with

questions.
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Who was that man? Why did Axon bring him here?
And what did he have to do with my fate? Was he really
Kael? I couldn't understand. If he was really here then
why he feed me the lies? I need to dig deep into this

mystery! This also is so overwhelming.

As the guards locked the cell door behind me, I felt
a sense of determination rising up within me. [ would find
out what was going on, and [ would use every ounce of

strength I had to escape.

I paced back and forth in the cell, my mind racing
with possibilities. I knew I had to be careful, but I also

knew I couldn't stay trapped forever.

I would find a way out, no matter what it took. And
when I did, Axon would be the first to know my wrath.
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The Unwelcome Guest

Kael's POV

[ stood tall, my eyes scanning the room as the guards
surrounded me. I knew [ was taking a risk by coming here,
but I had to see her. I had to know if she was okay.

As [ was dragged into the Grand Plaza, I caught sight
of Axon on the throne, Seraphina by his side. My heart
sank as I saw the look of disgust on her face, the way she

seemed to be playing along with Axon's games.

But then our eyes met, and for a moment, I thought

I saw a glimmer of recognition. A spark of hope.

Axon's voice cut through the air, his words dripping
with malice. "Ah, perfect timing. Seraphina, I'd like you

to meet one of my... associates."

I kept my expression neutral, but inside, I was
seething. | hated being here, being forced to play along
with Axon's twisted games.

As Seraphina's eyes locked onto mine, I saw the

questions there. The uncertainty. The fear.
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I wanted to reassure her, to tell her that I was here
for her. But I couldn't. Not yet.

So I stood still, my eyes never leaving hers, as Axon
continued to speak. I knew I had to be careful, to play
along with his games. But I also knew that [ wouldn't leave

without Seraphina.

The guards dragged her away, and I was left standing
alone, surrounded by Axon's men. I knew I had to bide

my time, to wait for the right moment to strike.

But as I watched Seraphina disappear into the
darkness, 1 couldn't shake off the feeling that time was

running out. That Axon would stop at nothing to break
her.

And I would have to be ready.

I took a deep breath, my mind racing with thoughts
of escape plans and strategies. I knew I had to get
Seraphina out of here, to keep her safe from Axon's

clutches.

But as I looked around the room, I knew it wouldn't
be easy. The guards were numerous, and Axon's power

was vast.

[ would have to be clever, to use every resource at my

disposal to outsmart them.

[ glanced around the room, taking in the layout and
the positions of the guards. I knew I had to wait for the

right moment, to catch them off guard.
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And then, I saw it. A small window of opportunity, a

chance to slip away unnoticed.

[ took a deep breath, my heart racing with

anticipation. This was it. This was my chance.

[ made my move, slipping away from the guards and
disappearing into the shadows. I knew I had to move fast,
to find Seraphina before Axon realized what was

happening.

I ran through the corridors, my heart pounding in

my chest. I knew I had to be careful, to avoid detection.

But I was determined. I would find Seraphina, no

matter what it took.

As I turned a corner, I caught sight of the cell block.
I knew Seraphina was being held there, and I knew I had

to move fast.

I approached the cell block, my eyes scanning the
area for any signs of guards. I knew I had to be quiet, to

avoid detection.

And then, I saw her. Seraphina was pacing back and

forth in her cell, her eyes fixed on the floor.

I knew I had to act fast. I couldn't let Axon get in the

way of our escape.

[ slipped into the shadows, my eyes locked onto
Seraphina's cell. I knew I had to wait for the right

moment, to make my move.
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And then, I would get her out of here. No matter
what it took.

As I watched Seraphina, I couldn't help but think
about how much she had changed. She was stronger,

more determined than [ had ever seen her.

But she was also more guarded, more cautious. Axon
had taken a toll on her, and I knew I had to be careful.

I took a deep breath, my mind racing with thoughts
of the future. I knew I had to get Seraphina out of here,
to keep her safe.

But I also knew that I couldn't do it alone. I needed

a plan, a strategy.

And so, I began to formulate a plan, to think about
the best way to get Seraphina out of here.

I knew it wouldn't be easy, but I was determined. I

would get her out, no matter what it took.

As I stood there, watching Seraphina, I felt a sense of
determination rising up within me. I would save her, no

matter what.

And I would make sure Axon paid for what he had

done.

The thought sent a surge of anger through me, but I
pushed it aside. I knew I had to stay focused, to keep my

emotions in check.
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Gt 15

The Mysterious Stranger

Seraphina's POV

I paced back and forth in my cell, my mind racing
with questions. Who was that man? Why did Axon bring
him here? And what did he have to do with my fate? The

more | thought about it, the more my curiosity grew.

As I walked, the cold stone floor beneath my feet
seemed to echo with every step. I felt trapped, like a wild
animal caged and helpless. But I refused to give up. I

would find a way out, no matter what it took.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of footsteps outside my
cell. The guard opened the door, and a tray of food was
pushed inside. "Dinner," he grunted, before slamming the

door shut.

[ stared at the tray, my stomach growling with
hunger. But my appetite was overshadowed by my
curiosity about the mysterious stranger. I needed to know

more.

As I ate, I thought about my situation. Axon wanted
me to help him defeat King Kieran Darkfire, but I had no
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intention of doing so. I would rather die than help Axon

achieve his goals.

The food was tasteless, but I ate it anyway. I needed
my strength to survive. As I finished, I heard footsteps
again. This time, it was different. The guard didn't just
push a tray inside. He unlocked the cell and stepped aside,

revealing the mysterious stranger.
"Visitor," the guard said, before turning and leaving.

The stranger stepped inside, his eyes locked onto
mine. And then, [ saw it. A flicker of recognition. A spark

of love.
"Kael," I whispered, my heart racing with emotion.

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners.
"Seraphina," he said, his voice low and husky. "I've missed

n

you.

[ felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes as I gazed
at him. It had been so long since we'd been together, and
I'd thought I'd lost him forever.

"How did you...?" I started to ask, but he shook his
head.

"Later," he said. "We don't have much time. Axon's

guards will be back soon."

I nodded, my mind racing with questions. But for

now, I just wanted to be with him.
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Kael stepped closer, his arms opening. [ walked into
them, feeling a sense of safety and love that I hadn't felt

in months.

"I've got you," he whispered, his lips against my hair.

"I'll never let you go again."

I held him tightly, feeling a sense of hope that I

hadn't felt in a long time. We would escape, together. We
would defeat Axon and be free.

As we stood there, holding each other, I knew that
nothing else mattered. Not the kingdom, not the war, not

anything. Just us.

But as we pulled back, I saw the determination in

Kael's eyes. "We need to go," he said. "Now."

I nodded, my heart racing with excitement and fear.

We would escape, and we would start anew.

Together, we would face whatever challenges came
our way. And we would overcome them, as long as we had

each other.
"Let's go," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Kael smiled, his eyes locked onto mine. "Let's go," he

repeated.

We moved quickly, our footsteps echoing through
the corridors. Kael led the way, his knowledge of the
palace evident. We dodged guards and avoided detection,

our hearts pounding in unison.
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As we reached the outer walls, Kael turned to me.

"Ready?" he asked, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

I nodded, my heart racing. We would jump, together.
We would take the leap of faith.

And then, we were over the wall, landing softly on
the grass below. We ran, our footsteps pounding the

earth. We ran for freedom, for love, for our future.

As we emerged from the palace grounds, I felt a sense

of exhilaration. We were free. We were together.

Kael turned to me, his eyes locked onto mine. "We're

not safe yet," he said. "But we will be."

I smiled, my heart full of love for him. "l know," I

said. "As long as we're together."

And with that, we ran into the unknown, our hearts

full of hope and our spirits soaring.
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Gt 16

The Hunt Begins

Axon's POV

[ sat on my throne, my eyes fixed on the empty cell
where Seraphina had once been held. My anger grew with
every passing moment. How had they escaped? Who had
helped them? The more I thought about it, the more my

rage intensified.

My guards stood before me, their heads bowed in
shame. "You fools," I spat, my voice venomous. "You were

supposed to keep her safe."

One of the guards stepped forward, his voice
trembling. "We apologize, Your Majesty. We didn't

expect—"

I cut him off, my hand raised. "You didn't expect?
You didn't expect Prince Kael to infiltrate my palace and
rescue his precious Seraphina!" My voice dripped with

sarcasm.

The guards remained silent, knowing better than to

speak. They knew the consequences of disobedience.
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I stood up, my eyes blazing with fury. "Find them," I

ordered. "Bring them back to me. [ want them alive."

My guards nodded, scurrying to obey my command.
[ watched them go, my mind racing with strategies to

capture Seraphina and Kael.

As I sat back down on my throne, I couldn't help but
feel a sense of determination. I would not be defeated. I
would not be thwarted. Seraphina would pay for her

defiance. Kael would pay for his interference.

And soon, they would both be kneeling before me,
begging for mercy. But mercy was not something I was

known for.

I summoned my most trusted advisor, Lord
Ravenswood. He entered the throne room, bowing low.

"Your Majesty?"

"Find out how they escaped," I ordered. "l want to

know every detail."

Lord Ravenswood nodded, his face expressionless.

"I'll investigate, Your Majesty."

I nodded, my mind already racing with possibilities.
"See that you do."

As Lord Ravenswood left, I couldn't help but feel a
sense of unease. Seraphina and Kael's escape was a blow

to my plans. But [ would not be deterred.
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I would crush them, no matter what it took. And I

would enjoy every moment of it.

The hours passed, and my guards returned with
nothing but excuses. I grew increasingly frustrated, my

anger boiling over.

Finally, Lord Ravenswood returned with news. "Your
Majesty, it seems Prince Kael had help from within the

palace."
[ raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Who?"

"We're still investigating, but it appears one of the

servants was bribed."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. "Find

the servant and bring them before me."

Lord Ravenswood bowed. "As you wish, Your
Majesty."

As he left, I couldn't help but feel a sense of
satisfaction. I would find out who had betrayed me, and

they would pay dearly.

The servant would suffer, and Seraphina and Kael

would be caught.
It was only a matter of time.

The sun began to set, casting a golden glow over the

palace. But I didn't notice. I was too busy plotting.

[ would not rest until Seraphina and Kael were back

in my custody. And then, they would face my wrath.
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The thought sent a shiver down my spine. I smiled,

anticipation building within me.
Soon, very soon, they would be mine again.

And when they were, I would make sure they

regretted ever crossing me.

The darkness would consume them, and I would be
the one holding the torch.

The thought was almost too delicious to bear. |
leaned back in my throne, a satisfied smile spreading

across my face.

The hunt was on, and I would be the one to bring

them down.
Nothing could stop me now.

As the night wore on, my guards returned with the
servant who had betrayed me. I gazed at them with cold

calculation.

"You betrayed me," 1 said, my voice devoid of

emotion.

The servant trembled, tears streaming down their

face. "Please, Your Majesty, have mercy."

I laughed, the sound echoing through the throne

room. "Mercy! Do you want mercy!"

[ stood up, my eyes blazing with fury. "You will pay

for your treachery."
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The servant's eyes widened in terror as I drew my
sword. "You will suffer, and Seraphina and Kael will be

caught."

The servant's screams echoed through the palace, but
I didn't flinch. I would do whatever it took to capture
Seraphina and Kael.

And when I did, they would face my wrath.

The thought sent a thrill through me. I sheathed my
sword, my mind already turning to the next step in my

plan.

The hunt was on, and | would not rest until

Seraphina and Kael were mine.

I would track them down, no matter what happens.
Soon, Prince Kael would be executed, and Seraphina
would be mine.
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The Web of Deceit

Axon's POV

I stood in the dark, damp dungeon, the servant's
screams still echoing in my mind. The betrayal burned
within me, fueling my determination to capture
Seraphina and Kael.

Lord Ravenswood approached, his footsteps echoing
off the stone walls. "Your Majesty, we've found

something."
[ turned to him, intrigued. "What is it?"

"A note, hidden in the servant's quarters. It seems

they were working with someone else."
My eyes narrowed. "Who?"

Lord Ravenswood handed me the note. I read the
words, my anger growing. "This is a code. Find out who

wrote this and bring them to me."

Lord Ravenswood bowed. "As you wish, Your
Majesty."

Q0



As he left, I pondered the code. Who could be
helping Seraphina and Kael? And why?

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that
this was bigger than just a simple escape. There was a

traitor in my palace, and I would find out who.

The hours passed, and Lord Ravenswood returned
with a hooded figure. "This is the one who wrote the note,
Your Majesty."

[ gestured, and the figure revealed themselves. A

palace guard stood before me, his eyes filled with fear.
"You betrayed me," I said, my voice cold.

The guard trembled. "I was forced, Your Majesty.
They threatened my family."

I raised an eyebrow. "Who is 'they?"

The guard hesitated, then spoke. "Prince Kael's allies.
They're hiding in the city, waiting for their chance to

strike."

My anger boiled over. "Find them," I ordered Lord

Ravenswood. "Bring them to me."

Lord Ravenswood bowed. "As you wish, Your
Majesty."

As he left, I turned to the guard. "You will pay for

your betrayal."

The guard's eyes widened in terror as I drew my

sword. "You will suffer, and your family will be dealt with."
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The guard's screams echoed through the palace, but
I didn't flinch. I would do whatever it took to capture
Seraphina and Kael.

The hunt was on, and I would not rest until they were

mine.

[ sheathed my sword, my mind already turning to the
next step in my plan. I would find Seraphina and Kael,

and I would make them pay.

The thought sent a thrill through me. I would enjoy

every moment of their suffering.

As the night wore on, Lord Ravenswood returned
with news. "Your Majesty, we've found one of Prince

Kael's allies."

I smiled, anticipation building within me. "Bring

them to me."

The ally, a young woman, stood before me, her eyes

flashing with defiance. "You'll never win," she spat.

I laughed, the sound echoing through the throne

room. "We'll see about that."

The woman's eyes widened as I drew my sword. "You

will tell me everything you know."

And she did, under duress. I learned more about

Seraphina and Kael's plans, and I knew I had to act fast.

The hunt was closing in, and soon, Seraphina and

Kael would be mine.
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I would crush them, and they would beg for mercy.

But mercy was not something I was known for.

I would show them no quarter, no pity. They would

suffer, and they would pay.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine. I leaned
back in my throne, a satisfied smile spreading across my

face.

The hunt was on, and I would be the one to bring
them down.

Nothing could stop me now.

[ leaned forward, my eyes locked on the woman. "Tell
me more about their plans. Where are they hiding?"

The woman hesitated, fear etched on her face. "I
don't know, Your Majesty. I swear it."

I raised an eyebrow. "You expect me to believe that?"

The woman nodded frantically. "It's the truth! I was
only supposed to deliver messages, I didn't know the
details."

I studied her, searching for any sign of deception. She

seemed genuine, but I wouldn't take any chances.
"Lord Ravenswood," I called out.
He stepped forward. "Yes, Your Majesty!"

"Take her to the dungeons. We'll see if a night in the

cells loosens her tongue."
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The woman's eyes widened in terror as Lord

Ravenswood's guards dragged her away.

I turned my attention back to the note, studying it
carefully. There had to be a clue somewhere, something

that would lead me to Seraphina and Kael.

As I pondered, Lord Ravenswood returned. "Your
Majesty, I've assembled a team to search the city. We'll
find them."

I nodded, a plan forming in my mind. "Good. [ want
you to personally oversee the search. Leave no stone

unturned."

Lord Ravenswood bowed. "As you wish, Your
Majesty."

The hunt was on, and I would not rest until

Seraphina and Kael were mine.

The hours ticked by, and the sun began to rise. I
paced back and forth in my throne room, my mind racing

with possibilities.

Finally, Lord Ravenswood returned with news. "Your
Majesty, we've found a lead. One of our patrols spotted a
group of rebels hiding in an abandoned warehouse on the

outskirts of the city."

My heart quickened. This could be it. This could be
the break I needed.
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"Assemble a team," I ordered. "We'll go there

immediately."

Lord Ravenswood nodded, and together we set out

to capture Seraphina and Kael once and for all.

The game was almost over, and I would be the one

holding the pieces.

We rode through the city, our horses' hooves echoing
off the buildings. The sun was rising, casting a golden glow
over the streets. But I didn't notice. My focus was on one

thing: capturing Seraphina and Kael.

As we approached the warehouse, I could feel my
heart pounding in my chest. This was it. This was the

moment ['d been waiting for.

Lord Ravenswood signaled to the guards, and they
surrounded the building. "Let's go," he whispered.

We crept inside, our swords drawn. The warehouse
was dimly lit, the air thick with dust. I scanned the room,

my eyes adjusting to the darkness.

And then I saw them. Seraphina and Kael, standing

in the corner, surrounded by their rebels.

My eyes locked on Seraphina, and for a moment, |
forgot about everything else. I forgot about Kael, about
the rebels, about the throne. All I could think about was
her.

But I pushed those thoughts aside. I had a job to do.
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"Surround them," I ordered.

The guards moved in, trapping Seraphina and Kael.
They exchanged a look, and I could see the fear in their

eyes.

"It's over," I said, my voice cold. "Surrender now, and

[ might spare your lives."

Seraphina's eyes flashed with defiance, but Kael

shook his head. "We'll never surrender," he said.

I smiled, a cold, calculating smile. "Then let's end
this."

The guards moved in, and the battle was on. Swords
clashed, and the sound of steel on steel echoed through

the warehouse.

But I didn't need to fight. I had the upper hand. My

guards were better trained, better armed. Seraphina and
Kael's rebels didn't stand a chance.

In the end, it was just Seraphina and Kael standing

alone, surrounded by my guards.

"You're finished," I said, my voice triumphant. "[t's

time to face justice."

Seraphina's eyes met mine, and for a moment, | saw
something there. Something that looked almost like...
hope.

But it was just a fleeting moment. I pushed it aside,

and my mask of cold calculation slipped back into place.
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"Take them away," I ordered.

The guards moved in, dragging Seraphina and Kael
away. I watched them go, a sense of satisfaction spreading

through me.
It was done. I had won.

But as I turned to leave, I couldn't shake the feeling
that this wasn't the end. That Seraphina and Kael's

rebellion would live on, even in defeat.

And that thought sent a shiver down my spine.
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Chy 1

The Trial of Fate

Seraphina's POV

As the guards dragged me away, I caught Axon's eye.
For a moment, I thought I saw something there, a flicker
of emotion. But it was quickly extinguished, replaced by

his usual cold calculation.

[ was thrown into a damp, dark cell, the door
slamming shut behind me. Kael was tossed in beside me,

his eyes locked on mine.
"Are you okay?" he whispered.

I nodded, trying to keep my spirits up. "We'll get out
of here," I said. "We have to."

Kael smiled, but I could see the doubt in his eyes. We

both knew the odds were against us.

As the hours passed, I heard the sound of footsteps
outside our cell. The door creaked open, and a figure

stood in the doorway.

"Seraphina," Advisor Xandros said, his voice low.

"['ve come to see you."
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I narrowed my eyes. What did he want?

Advisor Xandros stepped forward, his eyes locked on
mine. "You don't know what's at stake, do you!" he
whispered.

[ frowned. "What are you talking about?"

Advisor Xandros glanced around the cell, ensuring
we were alone. "The kingdom is in more danger than you
realize. Axon's rule is just the beginning."

[ exchanged a skeptical look with Kael. What was
Advisor Xandros playing at?

"Why are you telling us this?" Kael asked.

Advisor Xandros's expression turned serious.
"Because I believe you might be the only ones who can

stop what's coming."
I raised an eyebrow. "And what's coming?"

Advisor Xandros's eyes locked on mine. "A war. A

war that will destroy everything we hold dear."
My mind reeled. A war? What kind of war?

Advisor Xandros turned to leave. "Think about what
I've said. You might just find a way out of this place."

And with that, he was gone, leaving us with more

questions than answers.

What did Advisor Xandros know! And what lay

ahead for us?
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The darkness closed in around us, but I felt a spark
of hope. Maybe, just maybe, we had an ally in the

shadows.

As the darkness enveloped us, I couldn't shake the
feeling that Advisor Xandros's words held more
significance than we realized. What did he mean by a war
that would destroy everything we held dear? And why was

he, a trusted advisor to the king, warning us about it?

Kael's voice broke the silence. "Do you think we can

trust him?"

I hesitated. "['m not sure. But what choice do we

have? We need all the help we can get."

Kael nodded, his eyes locked on mine. "We'll have to
be careful. If Axon finds out..."

[ knew what he was thinking. If Axon discovered

Advisor Xandros's betrayal, it would mean certain death.

As the hours ticked by, I couldn't sleep. My mind was
racing with thoughts of escape, of rebellion, of the war

Advisor Xandros had warned us about.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of footsteps outside our
cell. The door creaked open, and a figure stood in the

doorway.

"Seraphina," a soft voice whispered. "I've brought you

food and water."
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It was one of the palace servants, a kind-eyed woman

who had always seemed sympathetic to our cause.

"Thank you," I whispered, taking the food and water

from her.

She glanced around nervously. "Be careful. Axon is
getting more and more paranoid. He's starting to suspect

everyone."

[ nodded, my heart racing. "We'll be careful. Thank

you for risking yourself for us."

The servant smiled and disappeared into the

darkness, leaving us with more questions than answers.

As we ate and drank, I couldn't help but wonder what
lay ahead. Would we be able to escape! Would we be able

to stop the war Advisor Xandros had warned us about?

And what about Axon? Would he continue to rule

with an iron fist, crushing any opposition?

The uncertainty was suffocating, but I knew one
thing for sure. We would fight. We would fight for our

freedom, for our kingdom, and for our lives.

As we finished our meager meal, I heard the sound
of footsteps approaching. The door creaked open, and

Axon stood before us, his eyes gleaming with triumph.

"Seraphina, Kael," he said, his voice dripping with

malice. "['ve come to inform you that your trial will be
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held soon. You'll have the opportunity to plead your case,
but I'm afraid the outcome is already certain."

I stood up, my eyes locked on Axon's. "We'll never
plead guilty to something we didn't do," I said, my voice
steady.

Axon smiled. "Oh, but you will. You'll beg for mercy,
and I'll grant it to you... on my terms."

Kael stepped forward, his eyes blazing with anger.
"You'll never get away with this, Axon. The people will rise

up against you."

Axon's smile faltered for a moment, and I saw a
glimmer of uncertainty in his eyes. But it was quickly

replaced by his usual confidence.

"We'll see about that," he said, turning to leave. "The

trial will be held in three days' time. Prepare yourselves."

As the door closed behind him, Kael turned to me.
"We have to escape," he whispered. "We can't let them put

us on trial."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. We had

to act fast, before it was too late.

Suddenly, I heard a faint noise coming from the wall.

It sounded like scratching.
"Kael, do you hear that?" [ whispered.

Kael's eyes locked on mine, and he nodded. "It

sounds like someone's trying to communicate with us."
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My heart racing, I moved closer to the wall. "Hello?"

[ whispered. "Is anyone there!"

The scratching stopped, and for a moment, there was
silence. Then, a small piece of parchment was pushed

through a tiny hole in the wall.

I took the parchment and unfolded it. On it was a

crude map of the palace, with several passages marked.
"What's this!" Kael asked, looking over my shoulder.

"It's a map," I whispered. "Someone's trying to help

us escape.”

Kael's eyes locked on mine, and we both knew what

we had to do. We would escape, no matter what.
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Gt 17

The Midnight Escape

Seraphina's POV
As we followed Advisor Xandros through the

winding corridors, 1 couldn't help but feel a sense of
trepidation. What did he have planned for us? And what

lay ahead for our kingdom?

Advisor Xandros led us to a small door hidden
behind a tapestry. He produced a key and unlocked it,

revealing a narrow staircase that descended into darkness.

"Follow me," he whispered, his eyes gleaming with

determination.

We descended the staircase, finding ourselves in a
network of hidden tunnels beneath the palace. Advisor
Xandros navigated the tunnels with ease, leading us to a

small door that opened onto the gardens.

As we emerged into the night air, I felt a sense of
freedom wash over me. We were one step closer to

escaping Axon's clutches.
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But Advisor Xandros's expression was grave. "We
must move quickly," he said. "Axon's guards will be

searching for you soon."

We followed him through the gardens, our footsteps
quiet on the dew-kissed grass. As we reached the edge of
the gardens, [ saw a figure waiting for us - a horse, saddled
and ready to ride.

"This will take you to safety," Advisor Xandros said.
"But you must be careful. Axon's reach is long, and his

spies are everywhere."

Kael nodded, his eyes locked on mine. "We'll be
careful,”" he said. "But what about you? What will happen

to you!"

Advisor Xandros smiled, a hint of sadness in his eyes.
"I'll be fine," he said. "l have my own plans to take care of.

But you two must focus on escaping and starting anew."

With that, he handed Kael the reins, and we
mounted the horse. As we rode away from the palace, 1
felt a sense of hope rising within me. Maybe, just maybe,

we could start anew and build a better future.

But as we rode into the night, I couldn't shake the
feeling that we were being watched. Axon's guards could

be lurking in the shadows, waiting to strike.

We rode on, our hearts pounding with excitement
and fear. What lay ahead? Would we be able to escape

Axon's reach and start a new life?
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The night was full of unknowns, but one thing was
certain: we would face whatever came next together, as a

team.

As the hours passed, the darkness began to recede,
and the first light of dawn crept over the horizon. We rode

on, our spirits lifted by the promise of a new day.

But as the sun rose higher in the sky, I saw something
that made my heart sink - a group of riders approaching

us from the distance. Axon's guards?

As the riders approached, Kael's eyes narrowed. "Get
ready, Seraphina. We don't know if they're friend or foe."

I nodded, my hand instinctively going to the dagger
at my belt. We had been riding for hours, and the last

thing we needed was another confrontation.

The riders drew closer, and 1 saw that they were
indeed Axon's guards. "Kael, it's them," I whispered
urgently.

Kael nodded, his eyes scanning the surrounding area.
"Let's get out of here," he said, urging the horse into a

gallop.

We rode hard, the guards hot on our heels. I could
hear their shouts and the pounding of hooves behind us.

My heart was racing, and my breath came in short gasps.

Just when it seemed like we were going to be caught,

Kael veered the horse off the main path and into a narrow
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alleyway. We rode through the alleys, dodging market

stalls and startled pedestrians.

The guards followed, but Kael knew these streets like
the back of his hand. He led them on a wild goose chase,
dodging and weaving through the crowded market.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, we lost the
guards in a particularly narrow alley. We slowed the horse

to a stop, panting and out of breath.

"That was close," Kael said, his eyes scanning the

surrounding area.

[ nodded, my heart still racing. "We can't keep

running forever," [ said. "We need a plan."

Kael nodded thoughtfully. "I know a place where we
can hide out for a while. It's not safe, but it's better than

being on the run all the time."
[ raised an eyebrow. "Where is it!"

Kael smiled wryly. "The Black Dragon tavern. It's a
seedy place, but the owner owes me a favor. We can lay

low there for a while."

[ hesitated, unsure if I trusted Kael's plan. But what

choice did we have? We couldn't keep running forever.

As we rode towards the Black Dragon, I couldn't help
but feel a sense of trepidation. What lay ahead? Would we
be able to find safety, or would Axon's guards catch up

with us!
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The Black Dragon tavern was everything Kael had
promised and more. It was a seedy, run-down place that

seemed to cater to the shadier elements of society.

We tied the horse outside and entered the tavern,
our eyes adjusting to the dim light inside. The air was

thick with smoke and the smell of cheap ale.

Kael led me to the bar, where a burly man with a
thick beard greeted him warmly. "Kael, my old friend!
What brings you to my humble abode?"

Kael smiled, clapping the man on the back. "Just

passing through, Grim. We need a place to lay low for a
while."

Grim nodded, his eyes flicking to me. "You're in luck.
I've got a room available. But be warned, the rates are

steep.”

Kael nodded, pulling out a pouch of coins. "We'll
take it."

As we settled into our room, I couldn't help but feel
a sense of unease. The Black Dragon was not exactly the
most welcoming place, and I couldn't shake the feeling

that we were being watched.

But for now, it was home. And we would have to

make the most of it.

As the days passed, we settled into a routine. We
would spend our days hiding in the room, only venturing

out at night to gather information about Axon's plans.
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It was a tense and nerve-wracking existence, but we
knew it was necessary. We couldn't let Axon catch us, not

now that we had come so far.

One night, as we were gathering information in the
tavern, I overheard a conversation that made my blood
run cold. A group of Axon's guards were discussing a new
plan to capture us, one that involved a traitor within the
rebellion.

I grabbed Kael's arm, my eyes locked on his. "We

need to get out of here, now," [ whispered urgently.

Kael's eyes followed mine, and he saw the fear in my

eyes. "What's wrong!" he asked, his voice low.

[ leaned in close, my voice barely audible. "I
overheard something. Axon's guards are planning

something big. And I think there's a traitor among us."

Kael's face went white, and he nodded curtly. "Let's

get out of here. We can't let them catch us."

We made our way back to the room, our hearts racing
with fear. Who could the traitor be? And what did Axon

have planned for us?

As we settled into our room, I couldn't shake off the
feeling of unease. Who could the traitor be? And what did

Axon have planned for us!

Kael's eyes locked onto mine, his expression serious.
"We need to be careful," he said. "If there's a traitor among

us, we can't trust anyone."
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I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. We had
to find out who the traitor was and stop them before it

was too late.

Suddenly, a knock at the door broke the silence.

Kael's eyes narrowed, and he motioned for me to stay

back.

He opened the door, and a figure slipped inside. It
was one of the tavern's patrons, a hooded figure who

looked nervous.

"Kael, I have information," the figure said, their voice
low. "I've heard rumors of a traitor within the rebellion. I
think I know who it might be."

Kael's eyes locked onto the figure's, his expression
intense. "Who is it!" he asked.

The figure hesitated, glancing around the room

nervously. "I'm not sure I should say. It's too risky."

Kael's expression softened, and he nodded. "I
understand. But we need to know. Please, tell us what you

know."

The figure took a deep breath, then spoke in a
hushed tone. "I think it might be... Lord Ravenswood."

My eyes widened in shock. Lord Ravenswood? Could

it be true?
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Kael's eyes locked onto mine, his expression
thoughtful. "We need to investigate," he said. "Let's gather

more information before we make any decisions."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. Lord
Ravenswood, one of our most trusted allies? Could it be

true!

As the hooded figure slipped out of the room, Kael
turned to me. "We need to be careful," he said. "If Lord
Ravenswood is the traitor, we can't let him know we're

onto him."

[ nodded, my heart racing with anticipation. We had

to uncover the truth, no matter what it took.

The game was on. Would we be able to uncover the
traitor and stop Axon's plans! Or would we fall into his

trap!
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Chtr 2

The Alliance with the Moors

Seraphina's POV

[ stood beside Kael, my eyes fixed on the imposing
figure of King Kieran Darkfire. His piercing gaze seemed
to bore into my very soul, but I refused to back down. We
had come to the Kingdom of Moors seeking allies in our
fight against Axon, and I was determined to secure their

support.

The grand throne room of the Moors' palace was
dimly lit, the walls adorned with intricate carvings that
seemed to dance in the flickering torchlight. King Kieran's
throne loomed at the far end of the room, its dark wood

gleaming with a subtle sheen.

"So, you're the ones who've been causing quite a stir
in the neighboring kingdoms," King Kieran said, his deep
voice resonating through the room. "I must admit, I'm
intrigued. What makes you think you can take down

Axon when so many others have failed?"

Kael stepped forward, his eyes locked on the king's.
"We have a plan, Your Majesty," he said. "And we're

willing to do whatever it takes to bring Axon down."
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King Kieran leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. "l
like your spirit," he said. "But I'm not one to take risks
lightly. What do you propose to offer me in return for my

alliance?"

[ took a deep breath, my mind racing with
possibilities. We had anticipated this question, and we
had a proposal ready. "We'll offer you a share of the trade
routes that Axon currently controls," I said. "And we'll
work with you to establish a strong border defense against

any potential threats."

King Kieran's expression was thoughtful, and I could
see the wheels turning in his mind. After a moment, he
nodded. "Very well," he said. "T'll ally with you. But [ warn
you, my support will come at a price. You'll need to prove

your worth to me, and to the Kingdom of Moors."

[ felt a surge of relief, mixed with a sense of
trepidation. We had secured the alliance, but at what cost?
I glanced at Kael, and saw the determination in his eyes.
We would do whatever it took to bring Axon down, even

if it meant making difficult choices.

As we left the throne room, I couldn't help but
wonder what lay ahead. Would our alliance with the
Kingdom of Moors be enough to tip the balance in our

favor? Only time would tell.

But for now, we had taken a crucial step forward. We
had an ally, and we had a chance to change the course of

history.
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As we walked through the palace, I noticed the
intricate details that adorned the walls and ceilings. The
Moors' palace was a testament to the kingdom's rich
history and culture. I felt a sense of awe wash over me as |
took in the beauty of the palace.

King Kieran led us to a grand banquet hall, where a
feast was laid out in our honor. The tables were laden with
all manner of delicacies, and the air was filled with the

scent of roasting meats and freshly baked bread.

We sat down to eat, and [ was struck by the warmth
and hospitality of the Moors' people. They welcomed us
with open arms, and I felt a sense of belonging that I

hadn't felt in a long time.

As we ate, King Kieran told us more about his
kingdom and its people. He spoke of the Moors' rich
history, and the struggles they had faced over the years. |
listened intently, fascinated by the stories and legends of

this ancient kingdom.

The evening wore on, and 1 found myself laughing
and smiling in the company of the Moors' people. For the

first time in a long time, I felt like [ was among friends.

But as the night drew to a close, I knew that we
couldn't stay here forever. We had a mission to complete,

and Axon was still out there, waiting for us.
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I turned to Kael, my eyes locked on his. "We need to
get back to work," I said. "We have a plan to finalize, and

a war to win."

Kael nodded, his expression serious. "You're right,"

he said. "Let's get to work."

And with that, our journey began anew. We would
face challenges and obstacles along the way, but with the
Kingdom of Moors by our side, I knew that we could

overcome anything.

The fate of the kingdom rested on our shoulders, and
[ was determined to see it through to the end. We would

fight for our freedom, and we would fight for our future.

As the days passed, we worked tirelessly to finalize
our plan. We met with King Kieran and his advisors,
discussing strategy and tactics. We knew that Axon would
not go down without a fight, and we needed to be
prepared for anything.

I spent hours poring over maps and reports, trying to

anticipate Axon's next move.

I stood beside Kael, watching as he finalized the
battle plan with King Kieran's advisors. The tension in the
room was palpable, and I could sense the weight of
responsibility on everyone's shoulders. Suddenly, the
doors burst open, and a figure strode in, her long, dark

hair flowing behind her.

"Kael," she said, her voice firm and commanding.
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Kael's eyes snapped towards the speaker, and his
expression changed from determination to shock. "Lyral"

he whispered, taking a step forward.

The woman, Lyra, approached Kael, her eyes locked
on his. "It's been a long time, brother," she said, a hint of

sadness in her voice.

[ watched, intrigued, as Kael and Lyra shared a
moment of tense silence. It was clear that their reunion
was complicated, and I wondered what had driven them

apart.

King Kieran stepped forward, a small smile on his
face. "Ah, Lyra Dravenhart, I've heard a lot about you.

Welcome to our council."

Lyra's gaze flicked to the king, and she nodded curtly.
"Your Majesty," she said. "['ve come to offer my services to
your cause. | have information about Axon's plans that

could prove invaluable."

Kael's eyes narrowed, and he turned to King Kieran.
"Lyra's skills are unmatched, Your Majesty. If she's willing

to help us, we should listen."

[ watched, fascinated, as Lyra shared her intelligence.
She had been working undercover, gathering information
about Axon's military strength and strategic plans. Her
insights were invaluable, and I could see the advisors

nodding, taking mental notes.
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As Lyra spoke, I noticed the tension between her and
Kael. It was clear that their past was complicated, and I
wondered what had driven them apart. Kael's expression
was guarded, but Lyra's eyes flashed with emotion

whenever she looked at him.

As the meeting drew to a close, King Kieran turned
to Lyra. "Welcome to our ranks, Lyra Dravenhart. Your
skills will be invaluable in the battles ahead."

Lyra nodded, her expression serious. "I'm committed
to bringing Axon down, Your Majesty. I'll do whatever it

takes."

[ felt a surge of admiration for Lyra's determination
and skill. With her on our side, I knew that our chances

of success had just increased exponentially.

As we left the meeting, Kael fell into step beside me.
"What do you think of Lyra?" he asked, his voice low.

"She's impressive," 1 said, honestly. "But there's

something between you two, isn't there!"

Kael's expression turned guarded, and he nodded
curtly. "A complicated past," he said. "But let's focus on

the battle ahead. We have a war to win."

I nodded, but I knew that the dynamics between Kael
and Lyra would be worth exploring. As we walked, I
couldn't help but wonder what secrets lay hidden beneath

the surface of their complicated relationship.
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The days passed, and our army prepared for battle.
Lyra's insights proved invaluable, and our strategy began
to take shape. But I knew that the road ahead would be
fraught with danger, and I wondered what challenges lay

in store for us.
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Chaptr 2

The Shadows of the Past

Author's POV

As the council meeting adjourned, Kael and Lyra
stepped out into the cool night air. The stars twinkled
above, casting a silver glow over the palace gardens. Kael's
eyes locked onto Lyra's, and for a moment, they just
looked at each other.

"Lyra," Kael said finally, his voice low and rough.

"What are you doing here?"

Lyra's gaze faltered, and she looked away, her
shoulders squaring. "['ve come to help you, Kael. I know I
haven't been... supportive in the past, but I've realized that
our fight against Axon is more important than our

personal differences."

Kael's expression softened, and he took a step closer
to Lyra. "l appreciate that," he said. "But I know there's
more to it than that. What's really going on, Lyra?"

Lyra's eyes flashed with emotion, and she took a deep
breath. "I've been working undercover, gathering

intelligence on Axon's plans. But it's not just about the
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mission, Kael. It's about... us. About what happened

between us."

Kael's eyes narrowed, and he took another step

closer. "What are you talking about, Lyra?"

Lyra's voice dropped to a whisper. "You know exactly
what I'm talking about, Kael. The past. Our past. ['ve been
running from it for so long, but I realize now that I need

to face it head-on."

Kael's face twisted in a mixture of pain and longing.
"Lyra, L...  don't know if I can do this. Not now, not when

we're on the brink of war."

Lyra's eyes locked onto Kael's, and she took a step
closer, her voice barely above a whisper. "I know, Kael. But

I need to try. For both our sakes."

As they stood there, the tension between them was
palpable. Kael's eyes searched Lyra's face, and for a
moment, it seemed like the past few years melted away.
They were back in the old days, before the betrayals and
the hurt.

But then Kael's expression hardened, and he turned
away. "We can't afford to be distracted, Lyra. We have a

war to win."

Lyra's face fell, but she nodded, her determination
clear. "I know, Kael. I'll do whatever it takes to help us

win. But after this is all over... we need to talk."
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Kael's back remained turned, but Lyra could sense
the tension in his shoulders. She knew that their

conversation was far from over.

As they walked back to their quarters, Lyra couldn't
help but wonder what the future held for her and Kael.
Would they be able to put the past behind them and move
forward, or would their complicated history tear them

apart once again/
P G GG EDGD PGP PGP GG GO GO GO GP GP GP GO GD

As the days passed, Lyra and Kael worked tirelessly to
finalize their battle plan. They pored over maps,
strategized with King Kieran's advisors, and trained with
the Moors' soldiers. Lyra's skills as a spy and assassin
proved invaluable, and Kael couldn't help but notice the
way she moved with deadly precision, her eyes scanning
the surroundings with a mixture of caution and

confidence.

Despite the demands of their mission, Lyra and Kael
found themselves stealing glances at each other, their
interactions laced with a tension that neither of them
dared to acknowledge. They had a job to do, and personal

feelings would have to take a backseat.

One evening, as they were reviewing the final battle

plan, Lyra turned to Kael and asked, "Do you remember
that night in Eldrador!"
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Kael's eyes flicked up, and he met Lyra's gaze. "Which

night?" he asked, his voice neutral.

Lyra's smile was wistful. "The night we snuck out of
the palace and watched the stars. You told me about your

dreams of leaving the kingdom and exploring the world."

Kael's expression softened, and he leaned back in his
chair. "l remember," he said, his voice low. "You were the
one who encouraged me to follow my heart, to take risks
and see what the world had to offer."

Lyra's eyes sparkled with amusement. "I was young
and foolish back then," she said. "But I meant every word.
[ believed in you, Kael."

The air between them seemed to vibrate with
unspoken emotions, and Kael's gaze drifted away, his
mind wandering back to those carefree days. They had

been so young, so full of hope and idealism.

As they sat there, the silence between them grew
thicker, until Lyra finally broke it. "Kael, I know we can't
afford to get distracted, but I need to tell you something.
About why I left, why I stayed away for so long."

Kael's eyes snapped back to hers, and he nodded, his

face set in a determined expression. "Go on," he said.

Lyra took a deep breath, her voice barely above a
whisper. "I was scared, Kael. I was scared of losing myself
in the shadows of the palace, of being trapped in a life that

wasn't mine. I knew that if I stayed, I would have to
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confront the expectations and pressures that came with

being a member of the royal family."

Kael's expression softened, and he leaned forward,
his elbows on his knees. "I understand," he said. "I was
scared too, Lyra. Scared of losing you, of losing myself in

the process."

Lyra's eyes locked onto Kael's, and for a moment,
they just looked at each other, the past and present

colliding in a swirl of emotions.

"I never stopped loving you, Kael," Lyra said, her
voice cracking. "Not really. I just didn't know how to face

my feelings, how to face you."

Kael's face twisted in a mixture of pain and longing,
and he stood up, his movements fluid and powerful.
"Lyra," he said, his voice rough. "l don't know if I can do

this. Not now, not when we're on the brink of war."

Lyra's face fell, but she nodded, her determination
clear. "I understand, Kael. But I need you to know that
I'm here, I'm committed to this mission, and I'm
committed to us. We'll face whatever comes next together,

okay!?"

Kael's eyes searched Lyra's face, and for a moment, it
seemed like the past few years melted away. They were
back in the old days, standing on the rooftop, watching
the stars twinkle to life.
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"Okay," Kael said finally, his voice low. "We'll face it
together."

As they stood there, the tension between them
dissipated, replaced by a sense of hope and possibility.
They would face the battle ahead, side by side, and maybe,
just maybe, they would find a way to heal the wounds of

their past and forge a new future together.

The days turned into weeks, and the battle plan was
finalized. Lyra and Kael worked tirelessly, training with
the Moors' soldiers, gathering intelligence, and preparing
for the fight ahead. The air was thick with anticipation,
and the kingdom held its breath as the armies of Axon

began to mobilize.

Lyra and Kael stood on the battlements, watching the
enemy army gather in the distance. The sun was setting,

casting a golden glow over the landscape.
"It's time," Kael said, his voice low and determined.

Lyra nodded, her eyes locked on the enemy lines.
"Let's do this," she said.

Together.
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Ot 22

Price of Peace

Seraphina's POV

As I worked alongside Lyra and Kael to defeat Axon
with the help of King Kieran, I couldn't shake off the
feeling that something was off about Lyra's presence. Kael
told me they were siblings and they fought in childhood,
but the sudden appearance of this mysterious woman in

King Kieran's castle felt suspicious.

She claimed to have gathered information from
within Axon's palace and had some intel that would help
us in defeating him. But I couldn't help but wonder if I
was missing something. She was supposed to be on Earth,
and 1 didn't think anyone on Earth knew about
Crescentia and Moors except me and Kael. Because

everyone knew that it was a myth and it didn't exist.

Maybe I was hallucinating or getting nervous without
any prior information or knowing much about Lyra, but

I couldn't help but judge her existence.

[ was lost in thought when Kael's voice snapped me
out of my trance. "Seraphina, why is it looking like you

aren't listening to me!" He said, his tone laced with
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annoyance and frustration. "Uh, sorry, I got a bit carried
away," [ said nervously. He sighed but didn't say anything
further, a silent reminder that he would talk about this

later.

As King Kieran finalized all the strategies and attacks,
we breathed in relief. "So, our plans are finalized," King
Kieran said, then his eyes locked into mine, "Seraphina, [

want to talk to you alone for a moment."
"Uh.. okay,"

Kael assured me with a slight smile on his face, and
then he and Lyra stepped out of the room. King Kieran
looked a little nervous, and with a slight terror after a few
agonizing moments of silence, he breathed, ready to spill

out his words.

"Seraphina, I need to tell something from the
information I have gathered. It's pretty hard to tell you
this, but I think you should know this," He said, his

expression solemn with a hint of hesitation on his face.
"What is it?"

"l don't know how should I say this, but.... " he
hesitated a bit unsure of how to reveal the truth. "l won't
be mad or anything. You can tell me, King Kieran,

whatever you want to say," [ assured him.

"Seraphina.. as you know already, you are a prophecy,
and you are also a key to everything that King Axon has

in store with him. Whatever he is planning," He said, grief
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covering his handsome, well-built feature. "And to destroy
the prophecy and Axon's well-built plan..." He began
taking a long breath. "You.... we have to lose something..
and to cascade peace in both worlds in Earth and
Crescentia... you have to die." He said, finally breathing in

relief.
"W-what!"

"Yes, Seraphina, you have to die to cascade peace
upon both worlds." The truth hit hard. It shattered my
heart into a million pieces. But I was the prophecy to save
both worlds and to cast peace upon them. I have to die.
King Kieran's words tasted bitter, but it was the truth. You
have to die. I didn't know this would hurt more than any

relationships.

Then I spoke, my tone firm yet gentle. "I'm ready to
die if I have to save the world from destruction." My eyes
blazed with fury and a sudden urge to save the world. "I
like your confidence and the bravery to hold the truth
even if it's bitter to accept. | hope you get peace in the next
world, Seraphina. And I hope you will be remembered for
your bravery." He said with a new sense of satisfaction and

something else - hurt maybe.

I nodded and turned around, ready to leave. [ walked
through the stone walls, which had adorned and exquisite
designs. I suddenly noticed a piece of paper and
someone's striking presence. Though, when I started to

follow the figure vanished, I sensed something was going
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to be wrong, but I soon saw the piece of paper and picked

it. I opened the piece of parchment, and it said:

"Come to the darkway alley
Love, Kael"

I was confused as to why he would write me a note
instead of coming to me and telling me. He wasn't a type
of man to send notes and throw it somewhere for me to
see. | put aside my thoughts and walked towards the alley.
But something felt wrong as I walked towards the darkway
alley. Something felt wrong.

I had a feeling I was followed by someone who was
not Kael. I turned around, but no one was there. Then, a
group of footsteps echoed in the alley. I panicked and
decided to run, but three men came in front of me. I
turned to run from the other side, but some other men
were walking menacingly towards me. I opened my mouth

to scream, but nothing came out of my mouth.

My voice caught in my throat. Then bang — an iron
rod hit my head with a gripping force. I tried to steady
myself, but a wave of dizziness washed over me. I stumbled

and fell on the cold stone floor. My mind became foggy,
and I blacked out.

I don't know how long I was out, but when I came
to, [ was in a dark, damp cellar. The air was thick with the
smell of mould and decay. I struggled to sit up, my head
throbbing with pain. Where was I? How did I get here? |
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looked around, trying to take in my surroundings. The
cellar was small, with stone walls and a low ceiling. There
was a single torch flickering on the wall, casting eerie

shadows around the room.

I knew I had to think clearly to come up with a plan.
But my mind was foggy, and my body ached all over. 1
tried to stand up, but my legs felt like jelly. I stumbled,
falling back onto the cold stone floor. I lay there, trying to
gather my strength. I knew I had to escape, but I didn't

know where I was or who had taken me.

As I lay there, I thought about Kael and Lyra and
King Kieran. Had they been captured, too!? Or were they
looking for me? I hoped they were okay. I knew I had to
hold on to hope. I would get out of here, and I would

make whoever did this to me pay.

I slowly got up, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. I
saw a small door at the far end of the cellar, partially
hidden by shadows. I stumbled towards it, my legs weak
and unsteady. I reached out and grasped the door handle,
trying to turn it. The door creaked open, revealing a

narrow corridor beyond.

I took a deep breath and stepped through the

doorway, my heart pounding in my chest. What would I
find on the other side? Would I be able to escape? I didn't

know, but I was determined to find out.
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Chaptr 23

Betrayal in the Shadows

Seraphina's POV

I slowly got up, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. I
saw a small door at the far end of the cellar, partially
hidden by shadows. I stumbled towards it, my legs weak
and unsteady. I reached out and grasped the door handle,
trying to turn it. The door creaked open, revealing a

narrow corridor beyond.

I took a deep breath and stepped through the

doorway, my heart pounding in my chest. What would I
find on the other side? Would I be able to escape? I didn't

know, but I was determined to find out.

I slowly walked through the door without making any

sound, so no one would hear.
"Going somewhere," a familiar cold voice spoke up.

I turned around to see — King Axon coming

menacingly towards me.

My breath hitched at his sight, and I froze in my

tracks, unable to move.
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Then, his hands gripped my arms tightly, almost
painfully. I gasped at the firm grip.

He leaned closer to me, our lips almost touching, and
then he spoke in a threatening low voice. "You aren't
going anywhere, sweetheart. [ lost you once I couldn't lose

you twice."

I pushed him away with all my might, but King
Axon's grip on my wrist only tightened. I winced in pain
as his fingers dug into my skin. "Let me go!" [ demanded,

trying to wriggle free from his grasp.

King Axon's eyes flashed with amusement, and he
pulled me closer to him. "You think you can escape from
me that easily?" he sneered, his breath hot against my face.
"You're mine now, Seraphina. And I'll make sure you

never try to leave me again."

I struggled against him, but he was too strong. He
pinned me against the wall, his body pressed against mine,
making it hard for me to breathe. I felt a surge of fear
mixed with anger, and I knew I had to think fast if I

wanted to get out of this situation.

With a sudden burst of strength, I brought my knee
up, aiming for King Axon's groin. But he was too quick,
and he caught my leg, twisting it in a way that made me

cry out in pain.
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"You little fool," he growled, his eyes blazing with
anger. "You think you can hurt me? I'll show you what

happens to those who dare to defy me."

He dragged me back into the cellar, throwing me
onto the cold stone floor. I landed with a thud, the air
knocked out of me. King Axon loomed over me, his face

twisted in a cruel smile.

"You'll pay for that," he spat, his foot connecting with
my side. I curled up, trying to protect myself from the
blows that followed. But I knew I couldn't give up. I had
to keep fighting, no matter what.

As King Axon's foot connected with my side, I felt a
searing pain that took my breath away. I curled up, trying
to protect myself from the blows that followed. But he
didn't stop. He kept kicking and punching me, his anger

and frustration fueling his violence.

I tried to shield my face and head, but it was no use.
King Axon's blows were relentless, and I felt myself being
battered and bruised. I thought I was going to pass out

from the pain, but somehow, I managed to stay conscious.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, King Axon
stopped. He stood over me, his chest heaving with
exertion, his eyes blazing with fury. "You will learn to obey
me," he spat, his voice dripping with venom. "You will

learn to do as I say, without question."
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I didn't respond. I couldn't. I was too busy trying to
catch my breath and assess the damage. [ knew I had to be
careful. One wrong move, and King Axon would unleash

his wrath on me again.

He glared at me for a moment, then turned and
walked away. "You will stay here until you learn to
behave," he called back over his shoulder. "And if you try

to escape again, the consequences will be severe."

I lay there, listening to the sound of his footsteps
fading away. I knew I had to get out of there, but I didn't
know how. I was trapped, and I didn't know if I would

ever be able to escape.

As I lay there, I felt a sense of despair wash over me.
I was at King Axon's mercy, and [ knew I couldn't trust
him. He was cruel and ruthless, and I knew he would stop

at nothing to get what he wanted.

But even in the midst of my fear and pain, I knew I
couldn't give up. I had to keep fighting, no matter what. I
had to find a way to escape, to get away from King Axon
and his cruelty.

I slowly sat up, wincing in pain as I moved. I assessed
the damage, taking stock of my injuries. I knew I had to
be careful that I had to conserve my strength if [ was going

to make it out of this alive.

[ lay there, battered and bruised, as King Axon's
footsteps faded away. The silence that followed was

133



oppressive, and I felt a sense of relief wash over me. But it

was short-lived.

As I struggled to catch my breath, I saw a figure
emerge from the shadows. They moved with a quiet

confidence, their footsteps light on the stone floor.

Then, they stepped into the faint light that filtered
into the cellar. My eyes widened in shock as I took in their
features. I couldn't believe what I saw. How could she do
this! The question echoed in my mind, leaving me feeling

stunned and betrayed.

[ was having a hesitation believing in her, but then
she betrayed us. How could she do this?

I couldn't form any words at the sight of her, my
breath caught in my throat.

She just smirked at me menacingly.
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Ot 1

Shadows of Doubt

Kael's POV

[ waited and waited for Seraphina to come, but she
didn't show up. What King Kieran was talking about that
it took her so long? Was she in trouble! Did someone

kidnap her! Is King Kieran a good fellow?
All these questions were in my mind.

Suddenly King Kieran bursts inside the room his eyes

panicked.
"What happened, King Kieran? [ asked him

cautiously.

"Seraphina... she is kidnapped." King Kieran said

with remorse.
"What? How?"

"l don't know how she left my chamber, and then
your sister Lyra came and told me that she has been

kidnapped."
"What! King Axon?" I asked him, and he nodded his

expression grave.
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"Lyra told me that someone trusted may have done
this," he said and left, leaving me with my thoughts to

cope with.

[ was frustrated two times fucking two times she got

kidnapped.
Suddenly the door creaked open and in came Lyra.

"Why are you so worried!" She said her expression
solemn and hint of something else — maybe defiance or

guilt?

"Worried? Why won't I be, huh?" I asked her with a
scoff.

"For that girl?" She asked, scoffing.

"That girl?, what do you mean that girl?" I asked,

raising my voice.

Is it Lyra who betrayed us? No, it can't be. She told
me that she wanted to make up with me and she was
undercover for King Axon's and know every snippet of

details. My sister won't do it, right?

"Uh, sorry, I didn't mean it that way. I was talking
about Seraphina," she said with a little bit of hesitation.

My eyes narrowed at her.

"Why are you behaving like you did something

wrong!" [ asked.
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"Huh.. why will I do something wrong! I'm on your
side, and I want to make up with you, brother." She said,

smiling.

I looked at Lyra, searching for any sign of deception.
Her smile seemed genuine, but I couldn't shake off the
feeling that something was off. "I'm watching you, Lyra," I
said, my voice low and even. "If I find out you're involved

in Seraphina's kidnapping, there will be consequences."

Lyra's smile faltered for a moment, and I saw a flash
of fear in her eyes. But then, she regained her composure
and laughed. "You're so paranoid, Kael," she said, rolling
her eyes. "I'm telling you the truth. I want to help you find

Seraphina."

I studied her expression, trying to read between the
lines. Was she telling the truth, or was she hiding
something’ I couldn't be sure. "Tell me everything, you
know," I said finally. "What did you see? What did you

hear?"

Lyra's expression turned serious, and she nodded.
"I'll tell you everything," she said. "But you have to promise

me one thing."
"What's that?" [ asked, my eyes narrowing.

"You have to promise me you'll protect me," she said,
her voice barely above a whisper. "King Axon will stop at
nothing to keep his secrets safe. If he finds out I've been

helping you... I don't want to think about it."

137



I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to make of
Lyra's request. But then, I nodded. "I promise," I said. "T'll

do everything in my power to protect you."

Lyra's face relaxed, and she took a deep breath.
"Okay," she said. "I'll tell you everything."

Lyra's eyes locked onto mine, and she began to spin
a web of deceit. "l saw one of King Axon's guards lurking
around the castle walls last night," she said, her voice
steady. "l think he might have been the one who
kidnapped Seraphina."

I studied her expression, but she seemed genuinely
concerned. Or was she just playing me! "Did you see
which direction he went?" I asked, my mind racing with

possibilities.

Lyra nodded. "He went towards the eastern gate. But
be careful, Kael. King Axon's men are everywhere, and

they won't hesitate to strike if they catch you."

I nodded, my jaw clenched in determination. I would
find Seraphina, no matter what it took. And I would
uncover the truth behind Lyra's sudden change of heart.
Was she truly on my side, or was she playing a double

game! Only time would tell.

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. "T'll be
careful," 1 said, turning to leave. "But I need to find
Seraphina. She's in danger, and I have to get to her before
King Axon's men do."
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Lyra's expression turned serious, and she grasped my
arm. "Kael, wait," she said, her voice low. "There's
something else I need to tell you. Something that might
help you find Seraphina."

[ turned back to her, my eyes narrowing. "What is it?"

I asked, my voice cautious.

Lyra hesitated, glancing around the room nervously.
"l overheard one of King Axon's advisors talking about a
secret location where they might be holding Seraphina,"
she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's an old
fortress on the outskirts of the kingdom. But be warned,
Kael, the fortress is heavily guarded, and King Axon will
stop at nothing to keep Seraphina captive."

I studied Lyra's expression, trying to read between the
lines. Was she telling the truth, or was she just playing me’
I couldn't be sure, but I had to take the chance. "Thank

you, Lyra," I said, my voice sincere. "I'll check it out."

Lyra's face relaxed, and she smiled. "I'm glad I could
help," she said. "But remember, Kael, you're on your own.
If King Axon finds out I've been helping you, I'll be in

grave danger."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. I would
find Seraphina, no matter what it took. And I would
uncover the truth behind Lyra's sudden change of heart.
Was she truly on my side, or was she playing a double

game! Only time would tell.

139



As I turned to leave, Lyra's expression changed. Her
smile faltered, and for a moment, I saw a glimmer of
something else in her eyes. Something that looked almost
like...guilt? But it was quickly replaced by a look of
concern. "Be careful, Kael," she said. "I don't want

anything to happen to you."

I nodded, my eyes locked onto hers. "I'll be fine," I

said. "I have to go."

As I left the room, I couldn't shake off the feeling that
Lyra was hiding something. She was playing a game of her
own, and [ was just a pawn in her plans. I pushed the
thought aside, focusing on finding Seraphina. But the
seed of doubt had been planted, and I knew it would only

be a matter of time before I uncovered the truth.
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Cloptr 25

The Price of Loyalty

Lyra's POV

[ watched Kael leave, a mixture of emotions swirling
inside me. Guilt, anxiety, and a hint of excitement. [ had
played my part perfectly, spinning a web of lies that had
convinced Kael to trust me. But the truth was, I was
playing a double game. I was secretly working with King
Axon, feeding him information about Kael's plans and

helping him stay one step ahead.

As I turned to leave the room, I caught a glimpse of
myself in the mirror. My eyes seemed to gleam with a
calculating intensity, and for a moment, I felt a shiver run
down my spine. Who was [ becoming? Was I still the same

person who had once been so close to Kael?

I pushed the thoughts aside, focusing on the task at
hand. I had to get back to King Axon's chambers and
report on my conversation with Kael. I made my way
through the castle corridors, my heart pounding in my
chest. What would King Axon say when he found out that
Kael was onto the old fortress? Would he be pleased with

my work, or would he suspect that I was playing him?
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As I entered King Axon's chambers, I saw him pacing
back and forth, his eyes fixed intently on the floor. "Lyra,"

he said, his voice low and menacing. "Tell me everything."

I took a deep breath and began to recount my
conversation with Kael, leaving out no details. King
Axon's eyes narrowed as he listened, his expression
growing darker by the minute. When I finished, he
nodded curtly. "Well done, Lyra," he said. "You have
proven yourself to be a valuable asset to me. But
remember, your loyalty will be rewarded. Don't forget
that."

[ smiled, feeling a surge of relief. I had done what was
expected of me, and King Axon was pleased. But as I
turned to leave, I caught a glimpse of something in his
eyes. A glimmer of warning, a hint that I should not forget
my place. I shivered, feeling a chill run down my spine.
What had I gotten myself into?

I bowed my head, trying to hide the unease that had
crept into my expression. "l won't forget, Your Majesty," |
said, my voice steady. "I'll continue to serve you to the best

of my abilities."

King Axon nodded, his expression unreadable. "['m
counting on it, Lyra," he said. "You have a crucial role to

play in my plans, and I expect you to see it through to the

end."

[ nodded, feeling a sense of trepidation. What exactly
did King Axon have planned, and how far would I have
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to go to see it through? I pushed the thoughts aside,
focusing on the task at hand. I would do whatever it took

to gain King Axon's trust and favour.

As I turned to leave, King Axon called out to me.
"Lyra, one more thing," he said, his voice low and
menacing. "If you betray me, even once, you'll suffer the
consequences. You'll pay for your treachery with your life,
and I'll make sure that Kael watches as you die."

[ felt a chill run down my spine as [ met King Axon's
gaze. His eyes were cold and calculating, and I knew that
he meant every word. I nodded, trying to keep my voice
steady. "I understand, Your Majesty," I said. "I'll never
betray you."

King Axon nodded, a small smile playing on his lips.
"Good," he said. "I'm glad we understand each other.
Now, go and continue to gather information. I want to

know everything about Kael's plans and movements."

[ nodded, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. I had
passed the test for now. But I knew that I had to be
careful, that one misstep could mean disaster. I left King
Axon's chambers, my mind racing with thoughts and
fears. What had 1 gotten myself into? And how would I

survive in this treacherous game of cat and mouse’

As 1 walked through the castle corridors, 1 couldn't
shake off the feeling that I was being watched. That King
Axon was waiting for me to slip up to make a mistake that

would seal my fate. I quickened my pace, feeling a sense
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of unease. I had to be careful and had to keep my wits

about me. One wrong move, and it would all be over.

I reached my chambers, locking the door behind me.
I leaned against the door, feeling a sense of relief wash
over me. | was safe, for now. But I knew that it wouldn't
last. King Axon's words echoed in my mind, a constant
reminder of the danger that lurked in every corner. I
would have to be careful and had to stay one step ahead

of everyone. Including Kael.

The thought of Kael brought a pang of guilt. What
would he say if he knew the truth? Would he believe me,
or would he turn against me? I pushed the thoughts aside,
focusing on the task at hand. I would do whatever it took
to survive, to thrive in this treacherous world. But at what

cost!

As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, I couldn't
help but think about the path I had taken. How had I
ended up here, working for a king who was notorious for
his cruelty and ruthlessness? I thought back to the days
when [ was young and idealistic, when I believed that I
could make a difference in the world. But life had a way
of beating that out of you, and now I was just trying to

survive.

I pushed away from the door and began to pace
around the room. I had to keep moving, had to keep my
mind occupied. If I stopped, even for a moment, I would

start to think about the consequences of my actions. And
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I couldn't afford to do that. Not now, when the stakes

were so high.

[ stopped in front of the mirror, staring at my
reflection. Who was I, really? Was I the person I used to
be, or was I someone new, someone shaped by the
experiences and circumstances of my life? I didn't know
anymore. All I knew was that I had to keep going, had to
keep pushing forward.

[ took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing
thoughts. I would get through this, I told myself. I would
survive, no matter what. And maybe, just maybe, I would
find a way to make things right.

But as I stood there, trying to muster up some
semblance of courage, I couldn't shake off the feeling that
I was living a lie. That everything | was doing was just a
facade, a mask to hide the truth. And what was the truth,
exactly! That I was scared, that [ was in over my head, that

I didn't know how to get out of this mess?

I sighed, feeling the weight of my secrets bearing
down on me. I would have to keep up the charade, for

now. But for how long? And at what cost?

As I stood there, lost in my thoughts, I heard a faint
knock at the door. My heart skipped a beat as I hesitated,
wondering who it could be. I cautiously made my way to

the door, peering through the peephole.
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My heart sank as I saw one of King Axon's guards
standing in the corridor. "Lyra, the king requests your

presence," he said, his voice firm.

I nodded, feeling a sense of trepidation. What did
King Axon want now! And what would happen if [ didn't
comply? I pushed the thoughts aside, trying to focus on
the task at hand. I would do whatever it took to survive,

to thrive in this treacherous world.

But as I followed the guard out of my chambers, |
couldn't shake off the feeling that I was walking into a
trap. That King Axon had something planned, something
that would change everything. And I wasn't sure if I was
ready for it.
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Ot 2

The Traitor’s Game

Seraphina's POV

As I struggled to catch my breath, I saw a figure
emerge from the shadows. They moved with a quiet

confidence, their footsteps light on the stone floor.

Then, they stepped into the faint light that filtered
into the cellar. My eyes widened in shock as I took in their
features. I couldn't believe what I saw. How could she do
this! The question echoed in my mind, leaving me feeling

stunned and betrayed.

I was having a hesitation believing in her, but then
she betrayed us. How could she do this?

I couldn't form any words at the sight of her, my
breath caught in my throat.

She just smirked at me menacingly.

"L-Lyra.. H-How!" I wasn't able to form any further

words.

The reality hit harder, making all the hopes shattered

into a million pieces like a fragile piece of glass.
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"Couldn't believe it, could you!" She scoffed

dramatically, taking menacing steps towards me.

"You are playing double game," I stated, shaking
slightly by the truth.

"Yeah, why not? Stupid brother fell right on my trap,"
she scoffed.

"How could you do this to us — to Kael and King
Kieran..."

She stopped me from saying further.

"Do you think I care. It's fun seeing you trapped and
all. Wanted to play the heroine, were you?" She remarked.

"I'm not interested in playing the heroine or
something. I just want to save our world our Earth from

falling down. If Axon came in power, then..."
She stopped me midway, raising her hand.

"Enough, I don't care what happens. If King Axon
plays with magic, or he will cause destruction to Earth."

She chimed, smirking sarcastically.

[ felt a wave of shock and betrayal wash over me as |
stared at Lyra. I didn't know her, but the way she was
acting made it clear that she had been playing a double
game all along. The thought sent a chill down my spine.

"You're...you're working with King Axon!" 1

stammered, trying to process the information.
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Lyra's smirk grew wider. "Yeah, I'm working with
him. And it's been a blast watching you and your precious
Kael try to figure things out."

[ felt a surge of anger at her words, but I knew I had
to keep my cool. I had to try and find out more about
what was going on and how I could use this information

to my advantage.

"What do you want from me!" [ asked, trying to keep

my voice steady.

Lyra's eyes gleamed with amusement. "Oh, I think
you know exactly what I want," she said. "l want to see
Kael suffer. And with you as my little prisoner, I think I

can make that happen."

[ felt a shiver run down my spine as Lyra's words hung
in the air. [ knew [ was in grave danger, and I had to think

fast if [ wanted to survive.

Lyra's eyes seemed to gleam with excitement as she
began to pace around the room. "You know, Seraphina,
I've been watching you and Kael for a while now," she said.
"And I have to say, I'm impressed. You're both so...

predictable."

[ felt a surge of anger at her words, but I bit back my
retort. | knew I had to keep my cool if I wanted to get out

of this situation alive.

"Predictable?" I repeated, trying to sound nonchalant.

"What do you mean?"
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Lyra's smile grew wider. "Oh, I mean that you're both
so easy to manipulate," she said. "Kael thinks he's so clever,
but really, he's just a pawn in King Axon's game. And

you... well, you're just a sweet little bonus."

[ felt a chill run down my spine as Lyra's words hung
in the air. What did she mean? What game was King Axon
playing, and how did Kael and I fit into it?

"What's King Axon's plan?" [ asked, trying to sound

calm.

Lyra's laughter echoed through the room. "Oh, that's
need-to-know information," she said. "And you don't need

to know. Yet."

[ felt a surge of frustration at her words. [ knew I had
to keep her talking, and 1 had to try and get more

information out of her.

"Why are you doing this, Lyra!" I asked, trying to

sound sincere. "What's in it for you?"

Lyra's expression changed, and for a moment, [ saw a
glimmer of something else in her eyes. Something that

looked almost like... desperation?

"You wouldn't understand," she said, her voice cold
and detached. "Let's just say that I have my reasons. And

those reasons are none of your business."

I knew I had to keep pushing, and I had to try and

get more information out of her. But as I looked at Lyra,
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I knew it wouldn't be easy. She was a master manipulator,

and I was just a pawn in her game.

I studied Lyra's expression, trying to read between the
lines. She seemed confident, almost triumphant, but I
sensed a hint of desperation beneath the surface. What
drove her to betray us? What did she hope to gain from
King Axon's plan?

"You're enjoying this, aren't you!" I said, trying to
keep my tone neutral. "Watching us struggle, seeing us
trapped.”

Lyra's smile faltered for a moment, and I saw a flash
of something else in her eyes. Something that looked
almost like pain. But then, her mask slipped back into
place, and she laughed again.

"Oh, Seraphina," she said, her voice dripping with
amusement. "You have no idea what's at stake here. You

have no idea what's going to happen next."

[ felt a surge of fear at her words. What did she mean?
What was going to happen next! [ knew I had to keep her

talking, and I had to try and get more information out of

her.

"Tell me, Lyra," I said, trying to sound calm. "What's
going to happen to Kael? What's King Axon planning to
do with him?"
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Lyra's eyes gleamed with excitement. "Oh, that's the
best part," she said. "King Axon has a special plan for Kael.
A plan that will ensure his loyalty, his devotion."

I felt a chill run down my spine at her words. What
did she mean? What plan could King Axon possibly have
for Kael?

As I looked at Lyra, I knew I had to think fast. I had
to come up with a plan to escape, to warn Kael and the
others before it was too late. But as I glanced around the
room, I knew it wouldn't be easy. I was trapped, and I had

to find a way out.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing
thoughts. I would get out of here, I told myself. I would
find a way to stop King Axon's plan to save Kael and the
kingdom. And I would make sure Lyra paid for her
betrayal.

The question was, how?
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Chtr 7

Into the Fortress

Author's POV

Kael and King Kieran rode through the dense forest,
the trees towering above them like sentinels. They had
been searching for hours, following every lead, every hint
that might bring them closer to finding Seraphina.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over
the forest, King Kieran reined in his horse. " think [ know
someone who can help us," he said, his eyes narrowing as

he gazed into the distance.
"Who!" Kael asked, his curiosity piqued.

"An old lady who lives on the outskirts of the
kingdom," King Kieran replied. "She's known for her
wisdom and knowledge of the ancient arts. If anyone can

help us find Seraphina, it's her."

Kael nodded, his hope renewed. They rode towards
the old lady's hut, the thatched roof visible above the

treetops.

As they dismounted, an elderly woman emerged

from the hut, her eyes twinkling with age and wisdom.
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"Ah, King Kieran," she said, her voice warm. "And young
Kael. What brings you to my humble abode?"

King Kieran explained the situation, and the old lady
listened intently, her expression growing more serious

with each passing moment.

"] can help you," she said finally. "But it won't be easy.
We'll need to perform a ritual to locate Seraphina and

uncover the secrets of King Axon's plan."

Kael's eyes locked onto hers, his determination
evident. "I'm willing to do whatever it takes," he said. "Let's

begin."

The old lady nodded, a small smile playing on her
lips. "Very well. But first, we need to prepare.”

The old lady nodded, her eyes gleaming with a
knowing light. "Very well, let us begin. But first, | must
warn you, Kael, of a great betrayal that has taken place in

your midst."

Kael's brow furrowed in confusion. "What do you

mean?" he asked, his voice laced with concern.

The old lady's expression turned grave. "Your sister,
Lyra, is not what she seems," she said, her voice low and
serious. "She has been playing a double game, Kael. She
has been working with King Axon, feeding him

information and helping him in his plans."

Kael's eyes widened in shock. "No, that can't be," he

said, his voice shaking with emotion. "Lyra would never
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betray me like that. She's my sister, my own flesh and

blood."

The old lady's expression was sympathetic, but firm.
"I'm afraid it's true, Kael. I've seen the signs, the subtle
hints that she's been hiding in plain sight. She's been
using her position to gather information and influence
your decisions. And now, she's helped King Axon kidnap

Seraphina."

Kael felt like he'd been punched in the gut. He
couldn't believe that his own sister could betray him like
this. He thought back to all the times Lyra had been acting
strangely, all the times she'd seemed distant or

preoccupied. It all made sense now.

"Why?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Why would she do this?"

The old lady's expression was somber. "['m not sure,
Kael. But I think it's clear that she's been manipulated by
King Axon. He's promised her something, perhaps power
or protection, and she's willing to do whatever it takes to

get it."

Kael's jaw clenched in anger. He felt a deep sense of
betrayal, but also a sense of determination. He would find

out why Lyra had done this, and he would make her pay.

"How could she do this to me?" Kael asked, his voice
cracking with emotion. "I'm her brother, her own family.

Doesn't she care about me at all?"
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The old lady's expression was gentle. "Sometimes,
Kael, people are driven by their own desires and
ambitions. They may not care about the consequences of
their actions, or the hurt they cause to others. Lyra may
have felt trapped or desperate, and King Axon may have
offered her a way out."

Kael's eyes narrowed. "That doesn't excuse her
behavior," he said, his voice firm. "She should have come
to me, talked to me about her problems. I would have
helped her, supported her. But instead, she chose to

betray me."

The old lady nodded. "Yes, Kael. She made a choice,
and now she must face the consequences. But we must
also be careful. We don't know what King Axon has
planned, or what Lyra's role is in his plans. We need to be
cautious and strategic if we're going to rescue Seraphina

and bring Lyra to justice."

Kael's eyes locked onto the old lady's, his
determination evident. "I'm in," he said. "Let's do it. Let's

use Lyra's betrayal to our advantage and bring her down."

The old lady nodded, a small smile playing on her
lips. "Very well, Kael. Let us begin. But first, we need to
perform a ritual to locate Seraphina and uncover the

secrets of King Axon's plan."

Kael nodded, his mind racing with possibilities. He

was ready to do whatever it took to rescue Seraphina and
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bring Lyra to justice. He was ready to face whatever

challenges lay ahead, and to emerge victorious in the end.

The old lady began to prepare the ritual, gathering
various herbs and incense, and lighting candles to create
a sacred space. Kael watched intently, his senses
heightened as he felt the energy of the ritual building.

As the old lady began to chant and sing, Kael felt a
strange sensation wash over him. He closed his eyes,
focusing on the energy of the ritual, and suddenly, he saw
a vision of Seraphina, trapped in a dark and foreboding

place.

Kael's eyes snapped open, his heart racing with
excitement. "l saw her," he said, his voice barely above a

whisper. "l saw Seraphina. I know where she is."

The old lady nodded, a small smile playing on her
lips. "Good," she said. "Now, let us plan our next move.
We have a long journey ahead of us, but with
determination and courage, I believe we can rescue

Seraphina and bring Lyra to justice."

The old lady's eyes gleamed with a knowing light as
she began to explain the plan. "We will need to be careful,
Kael. King Axon's men are everywhere, and Lyra will likely
be watching our every move. But with the ritual, we have
gained valuable information about Seraphina's location.

We can use this to our advantage."
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Kael nodded, his mind racing with possibilities.
"What's the plan?" he asked, his voice firm.

The old lady smiled. "We will sneak into the fortress
under the cover of night. We will use stealth and cunning
to evade King Axon's men and make our way to
Seraphina. Once we have her, we will make our escape

and regroup to plan our next move."

Kael's eyes narrowed. "It sounds simple enough. But
what about Lyra? How do we deal with her?"

The old lady's expression turned cold. "Lyra will be
dealt with, Kael. But for now, our priority is rescuing

Seraphina. We will worry about Lyra later."

Kael nodded, his determination evident. "I'm in," he
said. "Let's do it."

The old lady nodded, a small smile playing on her
lips. "Very well, Kael. Let us prepare for our mission. We
will need to be careful and resourceful if we are to

succeed."

As they prepared for their mission, Kael couldn't help
but think about Lyra and her betrayal. He felt a deep sense
of hurt and anger, but he knew he had to keep his
emotions in check if they were to succeed. He would deal
with Lyra later, but for now, his priority was rescuing

Seraphina.
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The old lady handed Kael a small pouch containing
various herbs and potions. "These will help us in our

mission," she said. "Use them wisely."

Kael nodded, tucking the pouch into his belt. "I will,"
he said. "Let's go."

As they set out under the cover of night, Kael felt a
sense of excitement and trepidation. They were taking a
great risk, but he knew it was worth it. They had to rescue

Seraphina, no matter what it took.

The journey to the fortress was long and arduous, but
Kael and the old lady moved stealthily, avoiding King
Axon's men and staying to the shadows. As they
approached the fortress, Kael could feel the tension
building inside him. They were getting close.

The old lady motioned for Kael to follow her, and
they crept through the shadows, their eyes scanning the
fortress walls for any sign of guards. Kael's heart was racing

with excitement, and he knew they were getting close.

Suddenly, the old lady stopped, her eyes locked onto
something in the distance. Kael followed her gaze, and his
heart skipped a beat as he saw Seraphina, trapped in a cell
deep within the fortress.

"We're here," the old lady whispered, her voice barely
audible. "Let's get to work."
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Ot 2

The Rescue Mission

Kael's POV

[ followed the old lady, my heart pounding in my
chest. We crept through the shadows, our eyes scanning
the fortress walls for any sign of guards. I could feel the
tension building inside me, my senses heightened as we

neared Seraphina's cell.

The old lady motioned for me to wait, her eyes locked
onto the guards patrolling the corridor. I nodded, my
hand on the hilt of my sword. As the guards passed by, the
old lady nodded, and we moved swiftly to Seraphina's cell.

I worked on picking the lock, my hands steady
despite the racing of my heart. The lock clicked open, and
we slipped inside. Seraphina's eyes lit up with relief as she
saw us, and I felt a surge of determination. We were going

to get her out of here, no matter what.

But as I looked at Seraphina, I couldn't help but
think of Lyra. My sister, my own flesh and blood, had
betrayed me. I felt a pang of anger and hurt, but I pushed
it aside. I would deal with Lyra later.
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For now, our priority was getting Seraphina to safety.
I helped her to her feet, supporting her as she swayed. The
old lady nodded, her eyes gleaming with a knowing light.

"Let's move," she whispered.

We crept back through the shadows, Seraphina
leaning heavily on me. I could feel her exhaustion, her
fear, but I knew we had to keep moving. We were far from

safe.

As we neared the fortress gates, I could hear the
sound of guards approaching. The old lady motioned for
us to hide, and we pressed ourselves against the wall,

holding our breath.

The guards passed by, their torches casting flickering
shadows on the walls. I waited until they were out of sight
before nodding to the old lady. "Let's go," I whispered.

We slipped out of the fortress, the cool night air
enveloping us like a shroud. I breathed a sigh of relief as
we made our way back to the forest, Seraphina safe and

sound.

But as we walked, I couldn't shake the feeling that we
were far from safe. Lyra's betrayal still lingered, and King
Axon's plans still threatened us. I knew we had to be

vigilant to stay one step ahead of our enemies.

The old lady seemed to sense my unease, her eyes
gleaming with a knowing light. "We're not out of the

woods yet, Kael," she said. "But we've made progress. We
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have Seraphina, and we have a chance to uncover the
truth."

I nodded, and my determination was renewed. We
would get to the bottom of this, no matter what it took.
We would bring Lyra to justice, and we would stop King
Axon's plans once and for all.

The journey ahead would be long and difficult, but I
was ready. | was ready to face whatever challenges lay

ahead to emerge victorious in the end.

As we walked, the silence between us was palpable.
Seraphina's eyes were fixed on the ground, her thoughts
consumed by the darkness she had endured. The old
lady's gaze was piercing, her mind working overtime to

piece together the puzzle of King Axon's plan.

I couldn't help but think about Lyra, my sister's
betrayal weighing heavily on my mind. How could she do
this to me, to our family? The pain and anger simmered
just below the surface, threatening to boil over at any

moment.

The old lady's words echoed in my mind:
"Sometimes, Kael, people are driven by their own desires
and ambitions. They may not care about the
consequences of their actions or the hurt they cause to
others." Was that what had driven Lyra to betray me! A

desire for power, for recognition?
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As we journeyed on, the forest grew denser, the trees
twisting and turning in impossible ways. The old lady led
the way, her knowledge of the forest and its secrets guiding

us through the treacherous terrain.

Seraphina stumbled, her legs weak from her ordeal. I
caught her, holding her close as she leaned against me.
The old lady watched, a small smile playing on her lips.

"We're almost there," she said, her voice soft.

I nodded, my eyes locked on Seraphina's. She looked
up at me, her gaze searching. I smiled, trying to reassure
her. "You're safe now," I said. "We'll get you out of this,

together."

The old lady led us to a small clearing, a tiny cottage
nestled in the heart of the forest. Smoke drifted lazily from
the chimney, carrying the scent of baking bread.

Seraphina's eyes lit up, her stomach growling with hunger.

The old lady smiled. "Welcome to my home," she

said. "You'll be safe here, for now."

As we entered the cottage, the warmth and comfort
enveloped us like a blanket. Seraphina collapsed onto a
stool, her exhaustion evident. The old lady handed her a
bowl of steaming soup, and Seraphina devoured it, her

hunger sated.

[ watched, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. We

had rescued Seraphina, and she was safe. But the journey
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was far from over. We still had to uncover the truth about

King Axon's plan and bring Lyra to justice.

The old lady's eyes met mine, her gaze piercing. "The
next step,” she said, "is to gather our allies. We need to
rally the people to convince them to stand against King

Axon's tyranny."

I nodded, and my determination was renewed. We
would do this together. We would bring King Axon to his

knees and restore justice to our land.

But as I looked at Seraphina, I saw a glimmer of fear
in her eyes. What did she know about King Axon's plan?
And what would happen when we finally confronted him?

The old lady's words echoed in my mind: "The
journey ahead will be long and difficult, but with

determination and courage, I believe we can succeed."

[ smiled, feeling a sense of resolve. We would face
whatever challenges lay ahead together. We would emerge

victorious in the end.
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Chaptr 2

The King’s Gambit

Axon's POV

[ was finally happy to catch Seraphina. But no- this
Prince Kael has to save her every time. Two times — two

fucking times I lost her.

Her powers are very crucial to me. Seraphina is a

prophecy, but for what - my powers.

With Seraphina's power, I will be the most powerful
man in Earth and in Crescentia and my neighbouring

kingdom Moors.

King Kieran - of Moors and Prince Kael - from Earth
are hindering me in my work. I have to clear them out of

my way.

I called Lyra, the human from Earth and also Kael's
sister. She is playing a double game, but unfortunately, her

truth has been revealed.

The old lady who lives in the heart of the woods have
told them.
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I clenched my fist in anger as I thought about Prince
Kael and King Kieran. They were becoming a thorn in my
side, and I wouldn't tolerate it for much longer. I needed
Seraphina's powers to fulfil the prophecy, and I would
stop at nothing to get what I wanted.

I turned to Lyra, who stood before me, her eyes
downcast. "So, Lyra," I said, my voice cold and calculated.
"It seems your little secret has been revealed. You're no

longer useful to me."

Lyra's eyes snapped up, a mix of fear and desperation
in her gaze. "Please, Your Majesty," she begged. "I'll do
anything to make it right. I'll help you capture Seraphina,
I'n-"

I cut her off with a wave of my hand. "You're no
longer needed, Lyra. Your usefulness has expired. But I'll
give you a choice: you can either die a slow and painful

death, or you can prove your loyalty to me once and for

all."

Lyra's eyes widened in terror as she realized what I

was asking of her. "What do I need to do?" she whispered.

I smiled, a plan forming in my mind. "[ have a task
for you, Lyra. One that will prove your loyalty and earn

you a place by my side. Are you willing to do it!"

Lyra hesitated for a moment before nodding her

head. "Yes, Your Majesty. I'll do it."

166



I leaned forward, my eyes glinting with excitement.

"Good. Here's what I need you to do..."

I leaned forward, my eyes locked on Lyra's. "I need
you to kill Prince Kael," I said, my voice cold and
calculated. "He's becoming a problem, and I need

someone close to him to take care of it."

Lyra's eyes widened in shock, and she took a step
back. "Kill Prince Kael?" she repeated, her voice barely

above a whisper. "But he's my brother."

I shrugged. "Family is of no consequence to me, Lyra.
What matters is loyalty and power. And if you're willing
to prove your loyalty to me, you'll do what I ask."

Lyra hesitated, her eyes darting back and forth as she
weighed her options. I could see the fear and uncertainty
in her gaze, but I also saw a glimmer of determination. She

was desperate, and she would do whatever it took to save

herself.
"Okay," she said finally, her voice firm. "I'll do it."

I smiled, a plan forming in my mind. "Good," I said.
"I'll give you the details of Prince Kael's schedule and
security. You'll need to be careful, but I have faith in you,

Lyra. You can do this."

Lyra nodded, her eyes locked on mine. "I'll do it," she

repeated. "But after [ kill Prince Kael, what's in it for me?"

[ leaned back in my chair, a smile spreading across
my face. "Ah, Lyra," I said. "You'll be rewarded beyond
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your wildest dreams. You'll have a place by my side, and
you'll be protected from harm. You'll be one of the most

powerful people in the kingdom."

Lyra's eyes gleamed with ambition, and I knew I had
her. She would do whatever it took to achieve her goals,
even if it meant killing her own brother. I made a mental
note to keep an eye on her, but for now, she was useful to

me.

"Very well," I said. "I'll give you the details of Prince
Kael's schedule. You'll need to act quickly before he

becomes even more heavily guarded."

Lyra nodded, her face set in determination. "TI'll do
it," she said. "I'll kill Prince Kael, and I'll prove my loyalty

to you."

I smiled, a sense of satisfaction washing over me.
With Lyra on my side, I would finally be able to eliminate
Prince Kael and get one step closer to achieving my goals.
The prophecy would be fulfilled, and I would be the most

powerful man in the kingdom.

As Lyra left my chambers, I couldn't help but feel a
sense of excitement. The game was heating up, and [ was
ready to play. Prince Kael and King Kieran would soon
learn the true meaning of power, and I would be the one

holding the reins.

But little did I know, my plans were about to be set

in motion, and the consequences would be far-reaching...
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As I sat in my chambers, planning my next move, I
couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. I had
Lyra right where I wanted her, but I knew I had to keep a
close eye on her. She was desperate, and desperation could

lead to unpredictable behaviour.

I decided to have her chambers watched, just to make
sure she didn't try to betray me. I summoned one of my

most trusted guards, a man named Victor.

"Victor," I said, "I need you to have Lyra's chambers
watched. I want to know everything she does, everyone

she meets. Can you do that for me?"

Victor nodded, his face expressionless. "Of course,

Your Majesty. I'll see to it personally."

I nodded, feeling a sense of satisfaction. With Victor
watching Lyra's every move, I would know if she tried to

betray me. And if she did, she would pay the price.

As the hours passed, Victor kept me informed of
Lyra's activities. And then, just as [ was about to take a
break, Victor's message arrived. "Your Majesty, Lyra has
received a visitor in her chambers. It's Ryder, Prince Kael's

loyal friend and ally."

My eyes narrowed as I read the message. Ryder? What
was he doing in Lyra's chambers? Had she betrayed me
already?

[ felt a surge of anger and suspicion. I would have to

investigate this further. I summoned Victor to my
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chambers, and when he arrived, I asked him to tell me

more about Ryder's visit.

"What did they talk about? I asked, my voice cold

and calculating.

Victor hesitated before answering. "I'm not sure,
Your Majesty. But they seemed to be having a heated
conversation. Lyra looked surprised to see Ryder, and
Ryder looked... determined."

I nodded, my mind racing with possibilities. What
was Ryder's goal? Was he trying to turn Lyra against me’
Or was Lyra playing both sides, using Ryder to further her

own interests’

I would have to keep a close eye on Lyra and Ryder.

This was getting interesting...
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Ot 0

Dance of Deception

Lyra's POV

I stood in my chambers, my heart racing as Ryder
confronted me. "l know what you're planning, Lyra," he
said, his eyes blazing with determination. "I know you're

working with King Axon. And I'm here to stop you."

[ felt a surge of fear, but I tried to keep my cool. 1
couldn't let Ryder see how scared I was. "What are you

talking about!" I asked, trying to sound nonchalant.

Ryder's eyes narrowed. "Don't play dumb, Lyra. I
know you're in deep with Axon. And I know you're

planning to betray your brother."

I took a step back, my mind racing. How did Ryder
know? Had he been watching me? I knew I had to think

fast or risk being caught in my own web of deceit.

"Ryder, listen," I said, trying to reason with him. "I'm
doing what I have to do to survive. Axon has promised me
protection and power. And I'm willing to do whatever it

takes to get it."
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Ryder's face twisted in disgust. "You're willing to
betray your own brother for power! You're better than
that, Lyra."

[ felt a pang of anger, but I knew I had to keep my
cool. "You don't understand, Ryder," I said. "I'm doing
what [ have to do. And if you try to stop me, I'll do

whatever it takes to protect myself."

Ryder's eyes locked on mine, and for a moment, |
thought I saw a glimmer of uncertainty. But then his face
hardened, and he turned to leave. "I'll stop you, Lyra," he
said. "No matter what it takes."

I watched him go, my heart racing with fear. I knew
I had to act fast or risk being caught in my own trap. |
would have to be more careful and more cunning. And |
would have to be prepared to do whatever it took to

protect myself.

As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, I realized
that the game was heating up. And I was right in the
middle of it. But I was determined to come out on top, no

matter what it took.

I smiled to myself, a plan forming in my mind. I
would play both sides and use Ryder and Axon to further
my own interests. And I would stop at nothing to achieve

my goals.

The question was, would I be able to pull it off? Only

time would tell.

172



As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, I couldn't
help but feel a sense of unease. Ryder's words had struck
a chord within me, and for a moment, I wondered if I was
making a mistake. Was betraying my brother really worth

the power and protection that Axon promised?

But I pushed those thoughts aside, knowing that I
couldn't afford to be weak. I had to be strong, had to be
cunning, if I wanted to survive in this world. And so, I
steeled myself, squaring my shoulders and focusing on the
task at hand.

[ knew that I had to be careful, that I had to play both
sides perfectly if | wanted to come out on top. And so, |
began to think of a plan, a way to use Ryder's visit to my

advantage.

I decided to send a message to Axon to let him know
that Ryder had discovered my secret. Maybe, just maybe,
Axon would see this as an opportunity to use Ryder to his

advantage, to turn him into a pawn in his game of power.

I sat down at my desk, quill in hand, and began to
write. My words flowed onto the page, a careful mixture
of truth and deception. I told Axon about Ryder's visit,
about the way he had confronted me, and threatened to

stop me.

As 1 finished writing, I felt a sense of satisfaction. |
had played my part perfectly, and now it was time to see

how Axon would react. I summoned a servant, handing
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him the message with instructions to deliver it to Axon

immediately.

As I waited for Axon's response, I couldn't help but
feel a sense of anticipation. What would he do? Would he
try to use Ryder to his advantage, or would he see him as
a threat?

The minutes ticked by, and I paced back and forth in
my chambers, my mind racing with possibilities. And
then, just as [ was starting to get anxious, a knock came at
the door.

[t was a servant, bearing a message from Axon. I took
the parchment from him, my heart racing with
excitement. What did Axon have planned?

As I read the message, a smile spread across my face.
Axon had a plan, all right. And it was one that | was eager

to hear.

"Lyra," the message read, "l want you to continue
playing along with Ryder. Find out what he knows and
what he's planning. And then, we'll take care of him.
Together, we'll eliminate Prince Kael and secure my place

as the most powerful man in the kingdom."

I nodded to myself, a sense of determination rising
up within me. [ would do whatever it took to achieve my
goals to secure my place in this world. And if that meant
playing both sides, using Ryder and Axon to further my

own interests, then so be it.
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I was ready to play the game to do whatever it took to

win. And I would stop at nothing to achieve my goals.

As I finished reading the message, I felt a sense of
determination wash over me. [ would do whatever it took
to achieve my goals, and [ would start by following Axon's

instructions.

I decided to meet with Ryder again to see if I could
gather more information about his plans. I sent him a

message, asking him to meet me in the castle gardens.

As I waited for Ryder to arrive, I couldn't help but
feel a sense of nervousness. What if he saw through my
plan? What if he realized that I was playing both sides?

But when Ryder arrived, 1 pushed those thoughts
aside and focused on the task at hand. "Ryder," I said,
trying to sound concerned. "I've been thinking a lot about
what you said earlier. About how you're trying to stop me

from working with Axon."

Ryder's eyes narrowed, and he took a step closer to

me. "Yes!" he said, his voice cautious.

"I want to help you," I said, trying to sound sincere.
"I want to help you stop Axon and save Prince Kael. But I

need to know that I can trust you."

Ryder's expression softened slightly, and he nodded.
"You can trust me, Lyra. I'm not going to hurt you. But we

need to be careful. Axon has eyes and ears everywhere."
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I nodded, trying to look relieved. "Thank you, Ryder.
[ appreciate your willingness to trust me. Let's work
together to stop Axon and save Prince Kael."

As we talked, I gathered more information about
Ryder's plans, and [ made sure to send a message to Axon,
keeping him informed of every development. I was playing
both sides perfectly, and I was determined to see it
through to the end.

But little did I know Axon had a surprise in store for
me. And it would change everything...
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Chaptr 51

A Spark of Hope

Seraphina's POV

As I sat by the fire, watching Kael's strong profile as
he spoke with the old lady, I felt a flutter in my chest. I
had been so focused on surviving, on enduring the
darkness and cruelty of King Axon's fortress, that [ hadn't
noticed the way Kael's eyes crinkled at the corners when
he smiled or the way his hair curled slightly at the nape of

his neck.

But now, as [ gazed at him, I felt a sense of gratitude
and admiration. He had risked everything to rescue me to
save me from the clutches of King Axon. And as I looked
into his eyes, I saw a spark of kindness, of compassion,

that made my heart skip a beat.

The old lady's words broke the spell, and I looked
away, feeling a flush rise to my cheeks. Kael turned to me,
his eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, I thought I saw

a glimmer of something more than just concern.

"Seraphina, are you feeling better!" he asked, his

voice low and gentle.
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I nodded, trying to sound calm. "Yes, thank you. The
soup was delicious."

Kael smiled, and my heart fluttered again. "I'm glad
you're feeling better," he said. "We'll get you out of here

soon, back to safety."

As he spoke, the old lady handed him a small
package. "For the journey," she said. "Food and water. You
should be careful, though. King Axon's men will be
looking for you."

Kael nodded, tucking the package into his belt. "We'll
be careful," he said. "Thank you for your help, old lady.
We owe you a debt of gratitude."

The old lady smiled, her eyes twinkling. "No debt,
Kael. Just be careful and keep each other safe."

As we prepared to leave, I felt a sense of trepidation.
What lay ahead? Would we be able to evade King Axon's
men! And what would happen when we finally

confronted him?

But as I looked at Kael, I felt a sense of hope. With
him by my side, I felt like I could face anything. As we
walked out of the cottage, into the bright sunlight, I felt a
sense of possibility that I hadn't felt in a long time.

Maybe, just maybe, we would make it out of this alive.
And maybe, just maybe, I would find something more

than just freedom with Kael by my side.
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As we journeyed on, the tension between us began to
dissipate, replaced by a sense of camaraderie and shared
purpose. Kael and I talked about everything and nothing,

our conversations flowing easily as we walked.

I couldn't help but notice the way Kael's eyes sparkled
when he laughed or the way his hair curled slightly at the
nape of his neck. And I wondered if he might feel the

same way about me.

One evening, as we sat by a campfire, watching the
stars twinkle to life above, Kael turned to me with a
serious expression. "Seraphina," he said, his voice low and

husky. "I have to tell you something."

My heart skipped a beat as [ met his gaze. "What is

it!" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Kael took a deep breath, his eyes locked on mine.
"I've been wanting to tell you something for a while now,"
he said. "I think... I think I might have feelings for you.

Beyond just wanting to rescue you, I mean."

My heart soared as I processed his words. "Feelings?"

I repeated, my voice trembling slightly.

Kael nodded, his face inches from mine. "Yes. I think

[ might be falling for you, Seraphina. Hard."

[ felt like I was melting into his gaze, my heart
pounding in my chest. "I'm falling for you too, Kael," 1

whispered, my voice barely audible.
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Kael's face lit up with a radiant smile, and he reached
out, his fingers brushing against mine. "Really?" he asked,

his voice full of hope.

I nodded, feeling a sense of joy and wonder. "Really,"

I said, my voice firm.

As the sparks flew between us, Kael leaned in, his lips
meeting mine in a gentle, tender kiss. The world around
us melted away, leaving only the two of us, lost in the

magic of the moment.

When we finally pulled back, gasping for air, Kael's
eyes shone with happiness. "['ve wanted to do that for so

long," he said, his voice full of emotion.

I smiled, feeling like I was floating on air. "I've wanted

you to," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

As we sat there, wrapped in each other's arms, [ knew
that nothing could ever break the bond between us. We
had found something special, something worth fighting

for.

And as we gazed up at the stars, I knew that our
journey was far from over. But with Kael by my side, I felt

like I could face anything.

As we sat there, wrapped in each other's arms, the
world around us seemed to fade away. The only sound was
the crackling of the fire and the beating of our hearts. I
felt like I was home, like I had finally found the place
where I belonged.
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Kael's fingers intertwined with mine, his touch
sending shivers down my spine. I looked up at him, my
eyes meeting his, and I saw the depth of his feelings

reflected back at me.

"I've been searching for you my whole life," he said,
his voice low and husky. "I didn't know it until now, but I

think I've been searching for someone like you."

[ smiled, feeling a sense of wonder. "I've been
searching for someone like you too," I said. "Someone who

understands me, who sees me for who [ am."

Kael's eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled. "l see
you, Seraphina,” he said. "l see the strength and the
beauty, the courage and the heart."

[ felt like I was melting into his gaze, my heart
overflowing with emotion. "You make me feel seen," I
said, my voice barely above a whisper. "You make me feel

like I'm not alone."

Kael's face softened, his eyes filled with compassion.
"You're not alone, Seraphina," he said. "I'm here for you,

always."

As we sat there, wrapped in each other's arms, | knew
that [ had found my soulmate. Kael was the one person
who truly understood me, who saw me for who I was. And
[ knew that [ would do anything to be with him, to protect

him and care for him.
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The stars twinkled above us, a celestial map guiding
us towards our destiny. And as we gazed up at the night
sky, I knew that our journey was far from over. But with
Kael by my side, I felt like I could face anything.

We sat there for a long time, watching the stars and
enjoying each other's company. The fire crackled and spat,
casting flickering shadows on the trees around us. But we
didn't need the fire to see each other; we had our own

light, our own spark.

As the night wore on, Kael stood up, pulling me to
my feet. "We should get some rest," he said, his voice low

and gentle. "We have a long journey ahead of us."

I nodded, feeling a sense of reluctance. I didn't want
the night to end, didn't want to leave the warmth and

safety of Kael's arms.

But Kael smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners.
"We'll have many more nights like this," he said. "I

promise."

[ smiled back, feeling a sense of hope and joy. I knew
that our journey would be difficult, that we would face
many challenges along the way. But with Kael by my side,

I felt like I could overcome anything.

As we walked towards our makeshift camp, Kael's
arm around my shoulders, I felt like I was walking towards
a brighter future. A future filled with hope and love, with

adventure and possibility.
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And I knew that no matter what lay ahead, I would
face it with Kael by my side, with his love and support to

guide me.
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Chaptr 52

Fire Beneath the Stars

Kael’s POV

The fire had long since burned down to glowing
embers, but I couldn’t sleep. Not with Seraphina so close,
her presence pulling at every part of me. I watched her
from where I lay, her breathing slow and even, her face
softened in sleep. Moonlight spilled through the trees,
bathing her in silver, and I couldn’t help but think she

looked like something out of a dream—my dream.

Everything had changed the moment I saw her in
King Axon’s fortress—broken but unbowed, fierce even in
her silence. I hadn’t rescued her out of duty. I'd rescued
her because something in me needed to. Because even
then, I think I knew she was the one I'd been searching

for in every battlefield, every haunted night.

And now she was here, beside me, her lips still tasting
faintly of that kiss we’d shared under the stars. That one
moment had burned through me like wildfire, and the
memory of it still made my skin feel too tight, my breath

come too short.

184



I rose silently, brushing the dirt from my hands, and
moved to where she lay. As if sensing me, her eyes
fluttered open, those bright, storm-touched eyes meeting

mine in the dim light.

“Couldn’t sleep either!?” she asked, her voice husky
with sleep.

I crouched beside her, my hand brushing a strand of
hair from her face. “Not with you so close. Not when I can

still feel your kiss on my lips.”

Her eyes widened slightly, then softened. “I've been
thinking about it too,” she whispered.

I leaned in, brushing my lips gently against hers,
tasting her warmth again. This time she didn’t hesitate.
Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer,
deepening the kiss until it consumed us both. There was

no hesitation now, no fear. Only need. Only her.

The kiss turned hungry, our breath mingling, our
hands beginning to explore in a way that felt both tender
and urgent. My hands slid down her back, memorizing
every curve, every line. She shivered against me, her lips

moving against my neck, making my pulse thunder.

“Kael...” she whispered, my name a breathless prayer

on her lips.

“I'm here,” I murmured, pressing my forehead

against hers. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”
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Her fingers dug into my shirt, her voice soft but

certain. “Don’t stop. I want this. I want you.”

My heart clenched with emotion at her words, at the
trust in her eyes. I kissed her again, slower this time,
reverent, my hands tracing her body like she was

something sacred. Because to me, she was.

Every inch of her skin ignited under my touch. She
arched into me, responding to every kiss, every caress, her
soft moans stirring something primal inside me. We shed
the barriers between us—fabric, fear, restraint—until there
was nothing left but skin, breath, and need.

Beneath the stars, we came together like two pieces
of the same soul finally made whole. Every touch, every
gasp, every whispered name was a vow, a promise sealed

in heat and devotion.

When it was over, we lay tangled together, our bodies
slick with sweat, our hearts still racing. She rested her head
against my chest, and I wrapped my arms around her,

never wanting to let go.

“I never thought I'd feel like this again,” she
murmured, her voice barely audible over the distant night

sounds.
“Like what?” I asked, stroking her hair.
“Safe. Wanted. Loved.”
My throat tightened. I kissed the top of her head,

holding her even closer. “You are safe. You are wanted.
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And Seraphina...” T paused, my heart full. “I think I've
been falling in love with you since the moment I first saw
you. I just didn’t know it yet.”

She looked up at me, eyes shining. “Then you’re not

alone. Because I'm falling too.”

We lay there in silence, the night wrapping around
us like a promise. Whatever dangers lay ahead, whatever

battles we would face, we would face them together.

And under the watchful eyes of the stars, we found
something fierce, something rare—something worth
fighting for.

Each other.
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Ot 3

King’s Plan

Lyra's POV

As [ walked away from Ryder, I couldn't help but feel
a sense of excitement and anticipation. I had played my
part perfectly, and now it was time to see how Axon would
react. | made my way back to my chambers, my mind
racing with possibilities.

When I arrived, [ found a servant waiting for me with
a message from Axon. "Lyra, [ have a surprise for you," the
message read. "Meet me in the throne room at midnight.

Come alone."

[ felt a shiver run down my spine as I read the
message. What could Axon possibly have planned? I tried
to push the thoughts aside and focus on the task at hand.

As the night wore on, I found myself growing more
and more anxious. What did Axon have planned? Would
it be something that would help me achieve my goals, or
would it be something that would throw a wrench into my

plans?
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At midnight, I made my way to the throne room, my
heart pounding in my chest. When I arrived, I found
Axon sitting on the throne, a smile spreading across his

face.

"Lyra," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.
"I'm impressed. You've been playing both sides perfectly.

But now, it's time to take things to the next level."

[ raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "What do you mean?"

[ asked, trying to sound nonchalant.

Axon's smile grew wider. "I mean that it's time for you
to prove your loyalty to me. I have a task for you, one that

will require you to prove your worth."

[ felt a sense of trepidation, but I pushed it aside. I
was ready to do whatever it took to achieve my goals.
"What is the task’" [ asked, my voice firm.

Axon's eyes glinted with amusement. "I'll tell you
soon enough," he said. "But for now, let's just say that it
involves Prince Kael. And 1 think you'll find

it...interesting."

I felt a shiver run down my spine as I realized what
Axon might be planning. But I pushed the thoughts aside
and focused on the task at hand. I was ready to do
whatever it took to achieve my goals, and if that meant

playing along with Axon's plans, then so be it.

"I'm ready," I said, my voice firm. "Tell me what I

need to do."
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Axon's smile grew wider, and he leaned forward, his
eyes glinting with excitement. "Oh, Lyra," he said. "You're

going to love this."

As Axon leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with
excitement, I felt a sense of trepidation. What did he have
planned? And how would I be able to navigate the
complex web of intrigue and deception that was
unfolding?

"The task is simple," Axon said, his voice dripping
with malice. "I want you to deliver a message to Prince

Kael. A message that will change everything."

[ raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite myself. "What

kind of message!" I asked, trying to sound nonchalant.

Axon's smile grew wider. "Oh, it's quite simple really,"
he said. "Il want you to tell Prince Kael that I'm willing to
negotiate a truce. That I'm willing to spare his life and the

lives of his people if he agrees to meet with me in person."

[ felt a sense of skepticism. What was Axon playing
at! Why would he suddenly want to negotiate a truce! And
what did he hope to gain from it?

"And what's the catch?" I asked, my voice laced with
suspicion.

Axon's eyes glinted with amusement. "Oh, there's
always a catch, Lyra," he said. "The catch is that Prince
Kael has to come alone. No guards, no soldiers. Just him.

And when he does, we'll be waiting for him."
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I felt a chill run down my spine as I realized what
Axon was planning. He was going to use me to lure Prince
Kael into a trap. And once he had him in his clutches, he

would stop at nothing to crush him.

But I couldn't let Axon see my true feelings. I had to
play along, at least for now. "l understand," [ said, trying
to sound calm. "T'll deliver the message."

Axon nodded, a satisfied smile spreading across his
face. "Good," he said. "I knew I could count on you, Lyra.

You're a true asset to me."

[ felt a surge of anger at Axon's words, but I pushed
it aside. I would play along, at least for now. But I would
also do everything in my power to warn Prince Kael about

the trap that was waiting for him.

As I left the throne room, I felt a sense of
determination. I would deliver the message, but I would
also find a way to warn Prince Kael. And together, we

would find a way to outsmart Axon and bring him down.

The question was, how would 1 be able to do it
without arousing Axon's suspicions! And what would be

the cost of failure?

I knew that I had to be careful, that one misstep
could mean disaster. But I was determined to see it

through, no matter what it took.

101



As I made my way back to my chambers, I couldn't
help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation. The

game was on, and [ was ready to play.

[ was ready to win this game
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Chaptr 1

The War Room Strategy

Kael's POV

As we rode through the rolling hills and lush forests
of the Kingdom of Moors, the scenery was a welcome
change from the darkness of King Axon's rule. The sun
shone brightly overhead, casting a warm glow over the
landscape. King Kieran's castle came into view, its towers

shining in the sunlight like beacons of hope.

As we approached the castle gates, they swung open,
and King Kieran himself greeted us. His eyes sparkled
with warmth and friendship as he smiled at us. "Welcome,
my friends," he said, his voice filled with genuine
enthusiasm. "['ve been expecting you. Come, let's discuss

our plan to defeat King Axon."

We dismounted our horses and followed King
Kieran into the castle. The interior was just as impressive
as the exterior, with intricate tapestries and ornate
furnishings adorning the walls and halls. We were led to
a large war room, where King Kieran's advisors and

strategists were waiting.
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The room was filled with maps and documents,
detailing the layout of King Axon's castle and the
movements of his soldiers. King Kieran gestured for us to

take seats, and we sat down around the large wooden

table.

"Let's get down to business," King Kieran said, his
face set with determination. "We've been gathering
intelligence on King Axon's regime for months. We know
his strengths and weaknesses, and we have a solid plan in

place to take him down."

Seraphina leaned forward, her eyes fixed intently on
the maps. "What's the plan?" she asked, her voice filled

with curiosity.

King Kieran smiled, pleased with her enthusiasm.
"We'll launch a multi-pronged attack on King Axon's
castle. While our armies distract his soldiers at the front
gates, a small group of us will sneak in through a secret

passage and take out his key advisors and commanders."

I nodded, impressed with the plan. "That sounds like
a solid strategy," I said. "But what about the risks? What if

something goes wrong?"

King Kieran's expression turned serious. "We've
anticipated several scenarios, and we have contingency
plans in place. We'll also have a team of skilled warriors

and mages who will provide backup and support."
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As we continued to discuss the plan, I couldn't help
but feel a sense of hope. Maybe, just maybe, we could
defeat King Axon and bring peace to the kingdom. The
question was, what would happen when we put our plan

into action!

After hours of discussion, we finally had a solid plan
in place. King Kieran nodded, satisfied. "Let's get some

rest. We'll set out at dawn."

We nodded, exhausted but determined. As we left
the war room, I couldn't help but feel a sense of
excitement and nervousness. Tomorrow would be a
crucial day, one that would determine the fate of the

kingdom.

As we walked to our quarters, Seraphina fell into step
beside me. "What do you think!" she asked, her voice

barely above a whisper.

I smiled, trying to reassure her. "I think we have a
good chance of success. We've got a solid plan, and King

Kieran's advisors are experienced."

Seraphina nodded, her eyes fixed on the floor. "l
hope so0," she said. "I really do."

I placed a hand on her shoulder, trying to offer some
comfort. "We'll get through this together," I said. "We'll
defeat King Axon and bring peace to the kingdom."

Seraphina smiled, a small smile, but it was enough to

give me hope. Maybe, just maybe, we could do this.
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As we reached our quarters, I opened the door and
gestured for Seraphina to enter. "Get some rest," I said.

"Tomorrow will be a long day."

Seraphina nodded, yawned, and stepped inside. I
watched her go, feeling a sense of admiration for her

strength and determination.

I turned to head to my own quarters, but King
Kieran's voice stopped me. "Kael, can I have a word with

you!"

I turned back to him, curious. "Of course, Your
Majesty."

King Kieran's expression was serious. "l want to make
sure you're aware of the risks involved in this plan. We're
not just fighting King Axon's soldiers; we're fighting his

magic, too."

I nodded, my mind racing with the implications. "I'm
aware of the risks, Your Majesty. But I believe we have a

good chance of success."

King Kieran nodded, a small smile on his face. "l

hope so, Kael. I really do."

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me to
ponder the challenges ahead.

As King Kieran walked away, I couldn't help but feel
a sense of determination. We were going to defeat King
Axon, no matter what it took. I entered my quarters,

feeling a sense of relief wash over me. The room was cozy,
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with a large bed and a fireplace that crackled warmly. I sat
down on the bed, feeling exhausted but exhilarated.

I couldn't shake the feeling that tomorrow would be
a crucial day. We had a solid plan, but there were still so
many unknowns. What if King Axon's soldiers were more

prepared than we thought! What if the secret passage was
guarded? What if...

I pushed the thoughts aside, focusing on the present
moment. [ needed to get some rest, to prepare myself for
the challenges ahead. I lay down on the bed, feeling my
eyelids grow heavy.

As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn't help but think of
Seraphina. She was strong and determined, but I knew
she was also scared. We all were. We were fighting for our

lives, for the future of the kingdom.

[ fell into a deep sleep, my dreams filled with visions
of battle and uncertainty. But when 1 woke up, 1 felt
refreshed and ready. The sun was just starting to rise,

casting a golden glow over the castle.

I got dressed and headed to the war room, where
King Kieran and his advisors were already waiting.

Seraphina was there too, her eyes bright and determined.

"Today's the day," King Kieran said, his voice filled

with enthusiasm. "Let's do this."
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We nodded, our faces set with determination. We
were ready to face whatever lay ahead, to fight for our

freedom and our future.

As we left the castle, I felt a sense of excitement and
nervousness. This was it. This was the moment we'd been

preparing for. Let's do this.

The armies were gathered outside the castle, ready to
launch the attack on King Axon's castle. King Kieran gave
the signal, and the armies surged forward, marching

towards the enemy's stronghold.

Seraphina and I were part of the small group that
would sneak in through the secret passage. We moved
stealthily, avoiding detection as we made our way through

the winding tunnel.

As we emerged on the other side, I felt a sense of
trepidation. We were in King Axon's castle now, and we

had a job to do. Let's see if we can do it.

The passage led us to a hidden chamber deep within
the castle. From there, we could move undetected, taking

out King Axon's key advisors and commanders.

Seraphina nodded to me, her eyes shining with
determination. We were in this together, and we would

see it through to the end.

With that, we set off, moving stealthily through the
castle corridors. We were one step closer to defeating King

Axon, and nothing was going to stand in our way.
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Chaptr 35

The Calm Before the Strom

King Kieran’s POV

The castle was quiet in the way only a place preparing
for war could be. Every corridor held a silence laced with
anticipation—soldiers whispering final prayers, scribes
scurrying with sealed messages, and servants moving with
practiced urgency. Outside, the torches lining the outer

walls flickered like watchful eyes under the waxing moon.

I stood alone in the observatory, the highest point in
the castle, where the stars could guide a king’s thoughts.
The war room had emptied only an hour ago, but the map
was burned into my mind. Every arrow. Every marker.

Every contingency.

Tomorrow, we would fight for the soul of the

kingdom.

A soft knock echoed against the stone. I didn’t turn.

“Come in.”

Footsteps padded across the chamber. I recognized

the careful grace even before she spoke.

“You haven’t slept, have you?” Lysandra asked gently.
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I shook my head, still staring at the night sky. “It feels
wrong to sleep on a night like this. The last night before
everything changes.”

Lysandra moved beside me. “And if you fail to rest,
your judgment may falter. You lead armies tomorrow,
Kieran—not ghosts.”

I gave her a sidelong glance. “You speak like a seer
tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Because I feel it. The air is

heavy. The magic is restless.”

I nodded. “Axon knows something is coming. He

always did have an unnatural sense for disruption.”
Lysandra studied me carefully. “You’re worried.”

“Of course I'm worried.” I sighed. “This plan
depends on coordination, secrecy, and timing. One wrong
move and we could be walking into a massacre. And I
asked them—Kael, Seraphina—to lead the infiltration.
Young, brave, and burdened.”

“They volunteered,” she reminded me.
“That doesn’t make it easier,” I muttered.

An hour later, I descended into the inner courtyard
where the elite vanguard was assembling. Even at night,
the warriors moved like shadows—quiet, ready, focused.

These were the ones who would strike alongside me when
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the time came: the finest blades, the strongest shields, the

most loyal hearts.

Captain Elric approached. “Your Majesty. All units
are prepped. No word from the northern scouts. It’s

quiet.”
“Too quiet!”

“Perhaps,” he admitted. “But we’re ready. Every man
and woman here would follow you through the gates of
the underworld.”

I placed a hand on his shoulder. “Let’s hope it

doesn’t come to that.”

Later, I walked the halls alone. A king’s thoughts are
seldom his own, especially on the eve of war. I passed by
the guest chambers, hesitating as I reached the ones
prepared for Kael and Seraphina. I could hear their voices,

soft and low, not words of strategy, but of comfort.

A flicker of guilt stirred in my chest. They were more
than weapons in this fight. They were people—young ones

at that—who had already seen too much of war.

I moved on, eventually returning to my study. There,
a stack of sealed letters sat untouched. Each one bore a
name. My commanders. My council. My sister in the

western isles. Even Lysandra.
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And one addressed simply: To the People of Moors,

in the event of my death.
I didn’t write it out of pessimism, but out of duty.

I picked it up, weighed the parchment in my hand,
and placed it back.

At dawn, the castle stirred with energy. The scent of
steel and saddle oil filled the air. Horns sounded across

the eastern towers—low and steady, a call to gather.

From the balconies, 1 watched as troops formed
ranks. Moors’ banners—silver phoenixes on deep blue—
rose into the morning sky. The sight filled my chest with

pride and fear in equal measure.

Lysandra joined me again, her hands glowing faintly

as she prepared her spells.

“Today we break a tyrant’s hold,” she said softly.

“And you are not alone in it.”

“I know,” 1 replied. “But leadership is lonely,

nonetheless.”

We convened in the war room one final time before

departure.

Kael was already there, armor buckled, eyes alert.
Seraphina stood beside him, her expression sharp and

unreadable.
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“My friends,” I began, voice steady despite the storm

in my gut, “this is the moment we’ve prepared for.”

[ gestured to the map on the table. “Our armies will
create a fullfrontal diversion. Theyll believe we're
launching a traditional siege. Meanwhile, the strike
team”—I looked at Kael-*will move through the

underground passage.”
He nodded. “And the inner sanctum?”

“There are traps. Wards. Likely magical guardians,”
Lysandra said. “But we've prepared you for them. The
Emberstone should disrupt Axon’s protective barrier long

enough to strike.”

Seraphina placed her hand on the table. “And if he

?”
senses us!

“You keep moving,” I said. “Strike fast, strike hard,
and don’t look back.”

We went over the final markers—the signals, the
fallback positions, the rendezvous points if everything

went wrong.

When there were no more questions, I stood tall.
“We ride in an hour. Say your farewells, and prepare

yourselves. By nightfall, we change the future.”
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I retreated once more to the chapel. I hadn’t entered
it since my father’s funeral, but I needed to stand in that

sacred silence—if only for a moment.

A statue of the goddess Elaria stood at the altar, her

palms open in eternal offering. I bowed my head.

“I do not ask for victory,” I whispered. “Only that the

brave do not die in vain.”

The time came faster than I expected.

In the courtyard, the army assembled, a sea of
polished armor and glinting blades. My warhorse waited,
its flank already saddled and marked with the sigil of my

house.

I mounted, surveying the ranks one last time. Kael
and Seraphina stood with their strike team, dressed in
lighter gear, more suited for speed and silence. They

caught my eye, and [ nodded.
Kael raised a hand. “For Moors.”

A chorus answered. “For Moors!”

I looked to the east, where the dark clouds lingered
over King Axon’s territory like a wound that refused to

close.
[ raised my blade. “Ride!”

The gates opened. And we rode—not for glory, not

for vengeance—but for freedom.
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Chapt 5

What was Lost!?

Author's POV

Long before war drenched the lands in blood and
thunder, before the names Kieran Darkfire and Axon
Moonblade Asterion summoned dread in the hearts of
kings and commoners alike, there existed a time of quiet
beginnings—a time when the two were nothing more than

boys with dreams.

Kieran was the scion of House Darkfire, an ancient
lineage of nobles with a name once spoken with reverence
across the realm. His upbringing was a portrait of honor
laced with quiet desperation. Though his family held onto
its titles, their lands were diminished, their wealth fading,
their influence flickering like the last embers of a dying
hearth. His father, Lord Valen Darkfire, drilled into
Kieran a sense of duty so fierce it carved itself into his soul.

Restore the name. Reclaim the legacy. Burn with purpose.

Axon, by contrast, emerged from the forsaken
Wastes of Theralos, a place whispered about in bedtime
tales to frighten children. His was a nameless childhood

in a land without hope—born under a crescent moon into
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poverty, surrounded by ash and silence. His mother died
giving birth. His father, a miner driven mad by the depth
of the stone beneath them, vanished into the abyss one
winter night and never returned. Yet from this bleakness
rose a boy with eyes like carved obsidian and a mind

sharper than any blade.

It was at the Aetherian Academy that their fates
intertwined.

The Academy was a sanctuary of lore and mysticism—
marble towers crowned with celestial runes, libraries
deeper than cathedrals, and floating corridors where time
itself behaved oddly. Only the most gifted children were
chosen to study there. Kieran arrived as a noble son with
trained discipline. Axon arrived a curiosity, a mystery—
rumored to have melted a bandit's blade with a single

touch when he was ten.

On the surface, they were mismatched. Kieran,
poised and principled, walked with the bearing of
someone who already carried a kingdom’s weight. Axon,
untamed and unpredictable, moved through the world
like he might dismantle it just to see how it was built. And
yet, somewhere in the lonely spaces between ambition and
idealism, they recognized in each other a mirror—a

kindred spirit shaped by fire and fury.
They became inseparable.

In the long candle it nights in the northern library

wing, Kieran would read aloud from the ancient
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chronicles while Axon dissected the meaning behind each
passage. In the training courts, Kieran practiced sword
forms while Axon summoned light and shadow, blending
magic with martial skill in ways no instructor could
anticipate. They complemented one another: one the
steady hand, the other the spark. Together, they were

more than students. They were visionaries.
They founded the Concord.

It began as a whisper between the two of them, a
shared frustration at the stagnant rule of the High
Council, whose aging lords hoarded power and magical
knowledge like dragons hoarded gold. They dreamed of a
world reborn—a realm without the weight of aristocracy
and outdated doctrines. With charisma and purpose, they
drew others to their cause: students who longed for

justice, change, and purpose.

In the catacombs beneath the Academy, the Concord
met in secret. Kieran brought strategy, diplomacy, and
clarity. Axon brought energy, arcane insight, and
revolutionary zeal. For a time, the Concord was not just a
movement—it was a family. And Kieran and Axon, its

heart.

But as the seasons passed, something shifted in

Axon.

He began disappearing for days at a time, returning
with arcane sigils inked onto his skin and eyes shadowed

by things he refused to name. He spoke of ancient magics
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buried beneath the academy, of planes beyond the veil, of
a force he called the "Deep Flame"—a primordial energy he

claimed could rewrite the world’s laws.

Kieran watched with growing unease as his friend
transformed. The fire in Axon’s eyes was no longer

revolutionary; it was consuming.

"You're drifting too far," Kieran said one night as they
stood upon the Observatory Tower, overlooking the
moonlit spires of the Academy. "This isn’t the path we

agreed upon. You speak like a god, not a man."

Axon didn’t look at him. He stared at the stars as
though they whispered secrets to him. "Men built this

world wrong, Kieran. I intend to unmake their mistakes."
There was pain in Kieran’s voice. "At what cost?"

Axon turned, and for a flicker of a moment, Kieran
no longer saw his friend. He saw a stranger in familiar
skin. "Whatever it takes."

The rift between them widened. The Concord
fractured. Some followed Kieran—those who still believed
in reform, in rebuilding without bloodshed. Others were
seduced by Axon’s fire, drawn to his promise of absolute

transformation.
Then came the Cataclysm of Theralos.

Axon returned to the Wastes, declaring it the
birthplace of the new world. There, he unleashed a ritual
that tore open the sky and turned ash into obsidian. The
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land cracked. Rivers ran dry. Creatures emerged—things
that wore faces like masks and whispered madness. The
Concord was no more. What remained was Axon
Moonblade Asterion, the Mage King of the Fallen Spire.

And Kieran Darkfire, left with a broken brotherhood

and a kingdom spiraling toward war.
Years passed.

The world reshaped itself around the chaos Axon left
in his wake. Warlords rose and fell. Magic warped and
twisted. Entire provinces vanished into silence. Through
it all, Kieran remained a sentinel. He built alliances,
shielded cities, and never stopped mourning the boy he

once called friend.

Now, as he stood atop the battlements of his own
stronghold, watching the dawn creep over the horizon, he

felt the weight of what must come.
Axon had to be stopped.

Not just for the world, but for the memory of what

they once were.
Kieran clenched his fists. Not in hatred. In sorrow.

Because no matter how much power Axon had
amassed, no matter what horrors he had wrought—Kieran

still remembered.

The boy in the library. The laughter in the midnight
halls. The dream of a better world.
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And in the end, it would fall to him to destroy the

only person who had ever truly understood him.
The winds howled. The banners of war unfurled.

And across the kingdom, in the darkened throne of
the Fallen Spire, Axon smiled—because he, too,

remembered.

He remembered Kieran’s hand gripping his shoulder
after a duel they barely won against one of the Academy’s
elite. He remembered stealing food together from the
kitchens, whispering jokes under breath when instructors
passed. He remembered the pain in Kieran’s eyes when
they last faced each other—not anger, but heartbreak.

Axon paced the obsidian chamber, runes glowing
beneath his feet, his fingers trailing the edge of his throne.

[t was not carved by masons, but grown from black crystal
by his will. Power throbbed in the walls. And vyet...

something hollow remained.

"He will come," Axon murmured, as if speaking to

the shadows. "He always does."

The voice that answered was not human. A low rasp
from the void beyond, one of the things that served him
now. "And will you kill him, Master!"

Axon closed his eyes.
Would he?
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He had thought of it often, drawn up visions of their
confrontation a thousand times in his mind. But in every
one, his hand trembled.

They had begun together. And perhaps, somewhere

deep within, he longed for it to end the same way.
But war offered no mercy for sentiment.

So he turned to the void-creature, voice cold.

"Prepare the sentinels. Fortify the spire. Let him come."

He walked away, his cloak dragging across the black
marble like a whisper of fate. Above the tower, thunder

churned. Below, the shadows stirred.
Kieran would come.

And when he did, two destinies forged in friendship

would finally collide in fire.
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Ot 7

The Beginning of an Ending

Seraphina's POV

As I stand at the edge of my cell, I gaze out the small
window, watching the sun set over the castle walls.
Tomorrow, everything changes. The weight of the
prophecy settles heavy on my shoulders. I think back to
the moments that led me here - the moments with Kael,
the battles we fought, the love we shared.

I remember the first time I saved him, the way he
looked at me with a mix of confusion and gratitude. I
remember the way he saved me from Axon's clutches, the
way he held me close and whispered words of comfort in
my ear. | remember the way we made love in the heart of

the forest, the way our bodies moved in perfect sync.

But tomorrow, it all ends. Axon will die, and I'll die
with him. The prophecy demands it. I think about Kael,
about the pain he'll feel when I'm gone. He doesn't know
the full truth, doesn't know that our love story is one of

sacrifice and heartbreak.
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I wonder if he'll ever find happiness again, if he'll ever
learn to live without me. I hope he will. I hope he'll find

a way to heal, to move on, and to live the life he deserves.

As I stand here, lost in thought, I hear the sound of
footsteps outside my cell. It's probably one of the guards,
come to check on me before the big day. I steel myself,

preparing for whatever lies ahead.

But as the door opens, I'm surprised to see Lyra
standing there. Her eyes are cold, calculating, and I can
see the guilt written all over her face. She's the one who

betrayed us, who fed information to Axon and played us
both.

"What do you want, Lyra?" [ ask, my voice firm.

"l came to see you," she says, her voice barely above a
whisper. "l wanted to see the woman who's captured Kael's

heart."

[ raise an eyebrow, intrigued. "And what do you plan

to do now that you've seen me!"

Lyra's eyes flicker, and for a moment, I see a glimmer
of uncertainty. "l don't know," she admits. "l never meant

for things to go this far."

I take a step forward, my heart pounding in my chest.
"You never meant for things to go this far!" I repeat, my
voice rising. "You never meant for Kael and me to pay the

price for your betrayal?"
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Lyra's eyes drop, and she looks away. "I'm sorry,

Seraphina," she whispers. "l truly am."

[ laugh, a cold, bitter sound. "Sorry!" [ repeat. "Sorry
isn't enough, Lyra. Sorry won't bring us back from the

brink of death."

Lyra looks up, her eyes filled with tears. "I know," she
says. "But I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive

n

me.

I shake my head, a mix of emotions swirling inside
me. "I don't know if I can," I admit. "But I do know that
tomorrow, ['ll face my fate with dignity and courage. And

I'll make sure that Axon pays for what he's done."

Lyra nods, a small smile on her face. "I'm glad you're

not going to go down without a fight," she says.

I smile back, a fierce determination burning within
me. "T'll never go down without a fight," 1 say. "And

tomorrow, I'll make sure that Axon knows it."
As Lyra turns to leave, I call out to her. "Lyra?"
She turns back, her eyes questioning.

"Take care of Kael," I say, my voice barely above a

whisper. "Make sure he's okay after I'm gone."

Lyra nods, a look of determination on her face. "I

will," she says. "l promise."
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I nod, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. Knowing
that Lyra will take care of Kael makes it a little easier to

face what's coming tomorrow.

With a newfound sense of resolve, I stand tall, ready
to face whatever lies ahead. Tomorrow, I'll give my life to
save the world, and I'll do it with pride.

As Lyra leaves, I take a deep breath, trying to process
the emotions swirling inside me. Guilt, anger, sadness -
they all mix together in a toxic cocktail that's hard to
swallow. I think about Kael, about the pain he'll feel when
I'm gone. I think about Lyra, about the betrayal that led

us to this point.

I pace back and forth in my cell, trying to clear my
head. But my mind keeps wandering back to the
prophecy, to the fate that awaits me tomorrow. I think
about the words of King Kieran, about the sacrifice that

must be made.

As the night wears on, I hear the sound of footsteps
outside my cell again. This time, it's Kael. He looks tired,
worn out from the preparations for tomorrow's battle. But
his eyes light up when he sees me, and he rushes to my

side.

"Seraphina," he whispers, pulling me into his arms. "I
was worried about you. I couldn't sleep thinking about

tomorrow."
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I hold him close, feeling the warmth of his body, the
beat of his heart. I want to memorize this moment, to hold

onto it for as long as I can.

"I'll be okay," I lie, trying to reassure him. "We'll get
through this together."

Kael looks at me, his eyes searching for the truth. But
I know he sees only what I want him to see -

determination, courage, and love.

We spend the rest of the night together, holding each
other, whispering words of comfort and love. It's a

bittersweet moment, one that I'll cherish forever.

As the first light of dawn creeps into the sky, Kael
stands up, his eyes locked on mine. "It's time," he says, his

voice firm.

I nod, feeling a sense of resolve wash over me. It's

time to face my fate, to fulfill the prophecy.

Together, we walk out of the cell, ready to face
whatever lies ahead. The guards are waiting for us, their

faces somber. Lyra is there too, her eyes fixed on Kael.

As we make our way to the battleground, I feel a sense

of calm wash over me. It's almost over. Almost.

The battle is intense, the clash of steel on steel
echoing through the air. I watch as Kael fights off Axon's
soldiers, his movements swift and deadly. I watch as Lyra

fights alongside him, her sword flashing in the sunlight.
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And then, I see Axon. He's standing on the other side
of the battlefield, his eyes fixed on me. I feel a shiver run

down my spine as he smiles, a cold, calculating smile.
It's time.

[ take a deep breath, steeling myself for what's to
come. Kael notices my gaze and follows it to Axon. His

eyes narrow, his jaw clenched in anger.
"Let's end this," he growls, charging towards Axon.

[ follow him, my heart pounding in my chest. This is
it. This is the moment of truth.

The battle rages on, the outcome hanging in the
balance. But I know that no matter what happens, I'll face

my fate with courage and dignity.

I'll give my life to save the world, and I'll do it with
pride.

As we make our way to the battleground, I can feel
the weight of the prophecy bearing down on me. The air
is thick with tension, the silence between us palpable.
Kael's hand brushes against mine, and I feel a spark of

electricity run through my body.

We're approaching the designated meeting point,
and I can see Axon's army gathered in the distance. Their
armor glints in the morning light, and I can sense their
eagerness for battle. My heart races with anticipation, and

[ steel myself for what's to come.
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Kael notices my gaze and follows it to Axon's army.
His jaw clenches, and his eyes narrow. "It's almost over,"

he says, his voice low and determined.

I nod, feeling a sense of resolve wash over me. It's
almost over, indeed. Tomorrow, everything will change.

Tomorrow, I'll face my fate.

As we reach the meeting point, Axon steps forward,
a smug smile spreading across his face. "Well, well, well,"
he says, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "Look who's
ready to play ball."

Kael's eyes flash with anger, but I place a hand on his
arm, cautioning him. Not yet. We're not here to engage in
a battle of wits. We're here to end this.

Axon's gaze falls on me, and his smile widens. "And
here's the star of the show," he says, his voice dripping
with malice. "The prophecy's little pawn. You're quite the

legend, Seraphina. I've heard so much about you."

I meet his gaze, unflinching. "Let's get this over with,"

I say, my voice firm.

Axon's smile falters for a moment, and I see a
glimmer of surprise in his eyes. But then, he laughs, a cold,
calculating sound. "Oh, I think we'll have a bit of fun

first," he says, his eyes glinting with amusement.

Kael's eyes narrow, his jaw clenched in anger. "You're

not going to enjoy this," he growls.
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Axon chuckles, a cold, mirthless sound. "We'll see

about that," he says, his eyes locked on me.

The tension between us is palpable, the air thick with
anticipation. I can feel Kael's anger, his determination to
protect me. But I know that [ have to be strong, that [ have

to face my fate head-on.
"Let's end this," I say, my voice firm.

Axon's smile widens, and he nods. "Very well," he
says. "Let's play the final act."

The battle is about to begin, and I steel myself for
what's to come. [ know that it won't be easy, that it won't
be painless. But I'm ready. I'm ready to face my fate, to

fulfill the prophecy.
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Ot 36

When Stars Collide

Kael's POV

The sky bleeds into twilight as I stand at the edge of
my cell, watching the sun slip behind the jagged castle
walls. It paints the horizon in hues of gold and crimson,
as if the world itself is preparing for war. My fingers curl
around the rusted iron bars, grounding me in the stillness

before the storm. Tomorrow, everything changes.
I can feel it in my bones.
Tomorrow, Axon dies.
And with his fall, Seraphina and I will finally be free.
But freedom has a cost. It always has.

I think of Seraphina—her face, her fire, the fierce
kindness in her eyes. I remember the first time she saved
me, stepping in front of a guard’s blade without
hesitation. I remember how I looked at her then, wary and
confused, trying to understand the girl who fought like a

warrior but carried the weight of a curse.
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She told me once that she didn’t fear death. That she

feared never being remembered.
[ remember the moment I realized I couldn’t lose her.

We've fought for each other ever since. Against

Axon. Against his army. Against fate.

I saved her twice from Axon's grasp, dragging her
from the shadows of his dungeon, from the twisted rituals
meant to strip her soul. And she saved me in ways that
didn’t leave scars but healed them.

But now it all comes down to this.
One final stand.

And still, I can’t shake the image of Lyra—my sister,
once full of light—standing beside Axon. Betraying us.
Selling our secrets for his promises. Her choice cut deeper

than any blade. I don’t know if I'll ever be able to forgive
her.

The night stretches long, shadows crawling across
stone. [ slip from my cell. No guards stop me; they've
grown used to my silences, my pacing. Or perhaps they
know this might be my last night and grant me the mercy

of movement.
I find her where I always do—awake, waiting.

"Seraphina," I whisper. Her name is both a plea and

a prayer. [ pull her into my arms.
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She leans into me without a word. Her warmth calms
the storm inside me, her heartbeat steady beneath my

fingers.

"I was worried," I say. "l kept thinking—what if we

don’t make it?"
"We will," she murmurs. "We have to."

Her voice is steady, but I feel her tremble. She’s
scared. We both are. But she’s braver than I'll ever be. I
pull back and search her eyes. There’s sadness there, and

something sharper. Resolve.

"You're not alone," I tell her. "Whatever happens, I'm
with you. Always."

She nods, then lifts her hand to my cheek. "Then let’s

make it count."

We sit close, huddled against the cold stone,
speaking in low voices about the plan. About where the
resistance will strike. About the path through the
northern gate, the weak point in Axon’s defenses. Every

word feels like it might be the last.
We speak of the future, too.

"Do you ever think about Earth?" she asks. "About
walking under a sky without magic? Without fear?"

"All the time," I say. "l dream of a place where we can
live without looking over our shoulders. Where we can

just... be."
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She smiles, a rare and fragile thing. "Then we fight
for that."

The hours slip away, and dawn creeps into the sky
like a secret. Gold spills across the stone walls, and the

world feels too quiet.
"Are you ready?" I ask.

"'m ready," she answers, and her grip tightens

around my hand.

We walk out of the cell together. The guards are
waiting, armored and tense. Their eyes flick to us,

unreadable. And there—like a specter—is Lyra.
My heart clenches.

She says nothing. Her gaze meets mine, but it’s

empty. Or maybe too full. I look away.

We're led through the castle halls to the courtyard
where the resistance gathers. The leaders stand in a tight
circle, murmuring low and fast. Thorne, Mara, and a few

others glance up as we approach.

There’s tension in the air, thick and metallic. The

kind that sets every nerve on edge.

Seraphina grips my hand as we listen to the final
briefing. Positions. Escape routes. Timed signals. Nothing
is left to chance. But there’s no telling what Axon has

planned in return.
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The plan is simple, in theory: breach the outer barrier
at dawn. Take the lower levels by surprise. Cut off the
supply lines and reinforcements. And while the chaos
unfolds, Seraphina and [—along with a small, elite team—

make our way to the throne chamber.
To him.

No one says the name. But we all feel it. The gravity.
The fear.

Axon.

And so, as the first light of morning kisses the stone
battlements, we return to our quarters. Some to pray.

Some to sharpen blades. Others to find solace in silence.

Seraphina and I sit together beneath the sliver of sky

visible from her window.
"This is the last quiet night," [ whisper.

She leans into me, resting her head on my shoulder.
"Then let’s hold onto it. Just a little longer."

I close my eyes. Breathe her in. Memorize the shape
of her beside me. In the silence, the promise of battle

waits.
Tomorrow, the stars will collide.

And we will rise from the wreckage.
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Ot 32

Blood of the Star-born

Author's POV

The sky was the color of burning copper, streaked

with the blood-orange hue of war.

Seraphina stood beside Kael, her fingers laced with
his. Neither of them spoke as the castle gates opened
before them, revealing the battlefield beyond. A sweeping
field of stone, blood, and steel awaited them—Axon’s
domain, corrupted and cold, looming beneath the

shrouded sun.

From the top of the battlements, King Axon watched
them descend, his eyes glowing like twin embers in a sea
of shadow. His armor was darker than the void, laced with
runes that pulsed with forbidden magic. Lyra stood
behind him, her hands trembling, her gaze cast
downward. Betrayal had made her a ghost of herself.

Kael didn’t spare her more than a glance. His heart

belonged elsewhere now.

Seraphina.
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The girl of flame and fury, cursed and chosen. She

had never felt more alive than in this moment—standing

at the brink of the end.
But deep within her, the prophecy stirred.

> “The child born beneath two dying stars shall burn, and
in burning, save the worlds. She who walks between fire and fate

must fall for light to rise again.”

The words echoed through her soul, repeating like a
death knell. She had never told Kael-not fully. He had
guessed, perhaps, had known in some part of his heart,
but she had hidden the truth in every kiss, every promise

of forever.

Because her forever ended today.

The battle began like thunder.

Steel clashed. Magic screamed. The earth cracked
beneath them as Axon unleashed his army—beasts of
shadow and bone, summoned from the depths of
forgotten realms. The resistance, gathered from every

corner of the kingdoms, fought back with fire and grit.

Kael was a storm of fury, his sword a blur, his body a
weapon. Seraphina stayed close, her fire dancing around
her like a living serpent. Together, they carved a path
through the horde, fighting side by side like the gods
themselves had blessed them.
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But then the tide shifted.
From the darkness, Axon emerged.

He didn’t walk—he floated. Shadows coiled around
him like chains, his voice a whisper that echoed through
the battlefield.

“You think this ends with me?!” he said, gaze fixed on
Seraphina. “You are the end, girl. You are the fire that

consumes.”

Kael stepped in front of her. “You'll have to go
through me.”

“I intend to,” Axon sneered.

Their clash shook the heavens.

Kael met Axon blow for blow, sword against dark
sorcery. But Axon was no ordinary foe—he was centuries
of cruelty given form, and his power was not bound by

mortal limits.

Seraphina watched as Kael faltered, blood staining
his side. She knew then—if this continued, Kael would die.
And with him, all hope.

The prophecy screamed within her.
> She must fall...

“No!” Kael shouted as Seraphina stepped past him.

“Don’t—Seraphina—"

But it was too late.
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Her fire exploded.

The sky turned white with light. Seraphina’s body
lifted into the air, flames wrapping around her like wings.
Her eyes glowed gold, brighter than suns, and the curse
that had lived within her began to unravel.

Axon staggered, blinded by her brilliance.

She spoke then—not with her voice, but with

something deeper, something eternal.
> “You cannot kill me, Axon. [ was born to burn.”

And burn she did.

With a scream of fury and love, she unleashed
everything—every ounce of power she had, every flicker of

the curse, every spark of her soul.
The blast swallowed Axon whole.
The sky fractured.
The earth split.

When the light faded, nothing remained of Axon.
Only ash.

And Seraphina... was gone.

Kael fell to his knees, staring at the spot where she
had been.
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There was no body. No remains. Only her necklace—

charred, still warm—lying in the soot.
He picked it up, trembling.

“Seraphina...” he whispered, over and over, like

saying her name would bring her back.

Lyra approached quietly, her armor scorched, her
eyes rimmed with tears. “She fulfilled the prophecy,” she

said. “She saved us.”

Kael turned on her, fury flaring in his blood. “You
don’t get to speak about her.”

“I didn’t know,” she whispered, broken. “I thought...
I thought we could control Axon. That it would stop the

war. | never meant for this—"

But Kael didn’t hear her. He walked away, carrying
the necklace in his hand, his heart hollow.

Days passed.

The war was over. The kingdoms rejoiced. The skies

healed.
But Kael did not.

He wandered the halls of the ruined castle, searching
for a glimpse of her—in the wind, in the stars, in dreams

that turned to ash when he awoke.

Until one night, he found a letter.
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Tucked beneath his pillow, in handwriting that made
his heart ache.

> To Kael,
If you're reading this, it means I'm gone.

L wanted to tell you everything—but I couldn’t. You deserved

a chance to hope. You gave me that, even when I had none left.

You saved me, Kael. More than once. Not just from Axon,

but from myself—from believing | was just a curse.

I was always meant to burn. But I'm not afraid. I'm at

peace.

Please don’t grieve forever. You have a life ahead of you—a

life worth living. For me.
Look at the stars sometimes. I'll be there.
Always.
Yours, Seraphina

Kael held the letter for a long time, unable to breathe,

unable to cry.
Then he walked outside.

The night sky was clear. The stars shimmered like

fireflies caught in the stillness.
One burned brighter than the rest—new, warm, golden.

He watched it, and for the first time since the battle,
he smiled.
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“I see you,” he whispered.
The kingdoms rebuilt.

Lyra stepped down from the war council, exiling
herself to a monastery beyond the Frostlands. She sent

letters to Kael, but he never replied.

He returned to Earth only once, to bury the last of
his past. Then he came back—this world was his home

now, even if she wasn’t in it.
Years passed.

Kael became a legend, the boy who loved the star-born
girl. He never remarried. Never sought another. He traveled
far, helped kingdoms rise, fought when needed. But his
heart remained tethered to a single moment in time—when

stars collided, and he was loved by a girl made of fire.

On quiet nights, when the wind was still, he would
sit beneath the sky and tell stories.

Of a girl who burned so others could breathe.
Of a curse that became a gift.
Of love that outlasted death.

And always, always—
Of Seraphina.
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The Legend of Seraphina and
The Lunarkeeper

The legend of Seraphina and the Lunarkeeper has
endured not only through the passage of time but through
the hearts of countless generations. It has taken root in
every culture, spoken in every tongue, and carried from
continent to continent by poets, musicians, historians,
and dreamers. Her name—Seraphina—once belonging to a
cursed girl of fire and prophecy, now echoes like a sacred
hymn across the annals of time. The Lunarkeeper, Kael,
remembered as the mortal who dared to love the flame,

walks beside her in memory, eternally.

It is said that the moment Seraphina sacrificed
herself, the stars above realigned. Astronomers speak of a
new constellation that appeared in the night sky—a figure
cloaked in flame, her arms raised, her eyes ablaze.
Children call it the Phoenix Crown. Elders call it the
Burning Angel. But all know it as Seraphina. Each year,
during the celestial alignment known as the Ember Eve,

people gather beneath that sky to tell her story.

And oh, what a story it is.
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It is the tale of a girl born cursed yet destined for
greatness. Of a world divided by shadows and fire. Of
kingdoms rising and falling, bound together by an
invisible thread woven from sacrifice, love, and sorrow. It
is the story of the girl who burned, not in destruction, but

in hope.

Legends often drift from their source, becoming
larger, more embellished. In the current retellings,
Seraphina glows with divine light, her voice described as
a song of stars, her touch capable of healing. Some
versions say she was born of moonlight and fire, sent by
the gods themselves. Others claim she was once a goddess
who chose mortality to understand love. The truth is

hazier, buried beneath centuries of myth.
But the essence remains unchanged.
She gave everything.

And in doing so, she changed everything.

Scholars in the Kingdom of Eldarim still argue over
the origins of the prophecy—The Starborn Flame, as it is
now called. Preserved in ancient script, studied in
universities, and carved into sacred temples, the prophecy
has become a scripture in its own right. Religious orders

have sprung up in her name: the Sisters of the Emberlight,
the Order of the Flame’s Mercy, and the Brotherhood of
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the Last Star. Each interprets her sacrifice in different

ways, yet all revere the girl who gave her life for the many.

Art flourishes in her memory. Painters immortalize
her final moment—a silhouette against an inferno of
golden light. Sculptors carve her likeness from moonstone
and obsidian. In music halls across the world, orchestras
perform "Seraphina’s Requiem," a symphony said to have
been inspired by Kael himself, composed in the decades
after her death when he wandered the world in quiet

mourning.

Kael-he who was once the Lunarkeeper, the
guardian of ancient light—vanished from public life
shortly after the fall of Axon. Some say he journeyed to
the edge of the world, to the Broken Shore where the sea
meets the stars. Others believe he ascended, following
Seraphina into the void where fire becomes stardust. In
every version of the tale, he remained faithful to her
memory. His name, too, is spoken in reverence. But it is

always Seraphina’s that burns brightest.

There exists a place deep in the Ethereal Woods,
hidden beneath the roots of the first moon tree, where the
air smells of jasmine and starlight. Here lies the Shrine of
the Starborn. No one knows who built it. Some believe
Kael built it with his own hands; others claim the gods
themselves crafted it. Visitors leave offerings—feathers,
candles, strands of hair, poems etched on parchment.
And always, always, flames burn there, never flickering,

never dying.
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Stories are told around campfires. Songs are sung in
the flickering glow of lanterns. Each version is different,
each heart holds a unique thread of the tale, but one truth
remains—Seraphina’s sacrifice rippled through the fabric

of time, touching every soul that came after.

In the grand city of Mystravia, a library known as the
Luminous Archive houses the largest collection of texts
about Seraphina. Scholars there work tirelessly to separate
fact from myth, uncovering fragments of letters Kael
wrote, and analyzing the oldest forms of the prophecy. An
entire wing of the library is dedicated to her, and pilgrims
come from distant lands to walk the silent halls, trailing

their fingers over glass cases, reading the words written in

faded ink:

> "She was more than fire. She was the flame that

taught me to feel."

Even the rulers of the modern world take heed of her
legacy. A council chamber in the Kingdom of Velas is
shaped like a crescent moon, with twelve chairs
surrounding an eternal flame at the center. It is a sacred
space where decisions of peace and war are made. Before
any major decree is passed, a moment of silence is

observed in her name. They call it the Seraphina Oath.

Time has not dulled the ache of her story. On Ember
Eve, entire cities fall into silence as the moon rises.

Children act out the legend in shadow plays. Families
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gather to read from the "Book of the Flame," a collection
of stories and poems inspired by her. And in every house,
a single flame is lit, a candle placed in the window, a

whisper of gratitude sent to the stars.
And then there are the whispers.
The ones that say Seraphina was reborn.

They speak of a girl born once every hundred years
with fire in her veins and stars in her eyes. A girl who
cannot be harmed by flame. A girl who speaks of dreams
not her own. These rumors are quietly studied by the
Emberlight Orders, who watch for signs. Whether it’s

truth or wishful thinking, no one knows.

But hope, like fire, is hard to kill.

In the great Hall of Memories in New Lyrian, where
portraits of heroes line the walls, Seraphina’s image stands
tallest. Her eyes are closed in that painting, her hands
raised as if mid-sacrifice, a switl of golden flame framing
her figure. The painter was said to have been blind, guided
only by dreams. And yet, those who look upon her image

claim they feel warmth emanating from the canvas.

Her legacy continues to evolve. Her story has become
the seed of countless others. Writers find her in characters
born of ash and fate. Musicians compose melodies they
claim came from dreams. Even in distant lands that never

knew her name, symbols of flame and moon appear in
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unexpected places—carved into rocks, drawn in the sand,

sung in lullabies.

To some, she was a warning: that even the brightest
lights can burn out. To others, she is salvation: proof that
one life can shape the fate of many. And to the dreamers,
to the artists, to the broken-hearted, she is inspiration.
Proof that love, no matter how brief, can leave a scar on

the world beautiful enough to last forever.

In the silence of midnight, it is said her voice can still

be heard.

"Live," she whispers. "Live for me."
A reminder. A plea. A gift.

Kael's name is still remembered, but in a different
way. Not as a warrior, not as a legend—but as a man who
loved fiercely. Who did not crumble when the light he
loved vanished. Who wandered the world and planted
seeds of change. His journals, discovered centuries after

his passing, speak of grief—but also of hope.

> "Grief," he wrote, "is not the end of love. It is its

echo."

In his final days, it’s said he returned to the shrine.
No one saw him arrive. No one saw him leave. But the
next morning, a second flame appeared beside
Seraphina’s—blue and bright, unwavering. The monks

named it "The Keeper’s Light."

237



Together, the twin flames burn. A symbol. A

promise.

That what was lost is not forgotten.

The legend of Seraphina and the Lunarkeeper is

more than just a story now.

It is a thread in the fabric of humanity’s imagination,
passed from mother to child, whispered on winds, carved
into ancient stones. It endures in every act of selflessness,
every defiance of fate, every quiet choice to love even when

love seems doomed.

It is a reminder that myths are not just tales we tell to

pass the time.
They are how we understand our pain.
How we honor our heroes.
How we dare to hope.

In the mountains of Valdera, a girl named Miren
once followed a dream that led her to a forgotten temple.
There, she uncovered a mural faded by time—Seraphina
holding Kael’s hand beneath a blood-red moon. Miren,
later known as the Dream-Seer, claimed that she heard
Seraphina’s voice as clear as a song: "You are not alone.
Carry the light."

In the underwater city of Selaxis, built in the ruins of

a drowned kingdom, mer-songkeepers sing of the Fire
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Above, their voices echoing through coral halls. They
claim Seraphina's fire keeps the sea from freezing, and
Kael's light guides lost souls home. It is there that an
eternal ember glows in a dome of crystal, a mystery even

to the sea’s oldest guardians.

On distant planets, where the human race has
expanded, new settlers speak her name in the stars.
Spacefarers name their ships after her—The Seraph Flame,
Moonfire’s Legacy, Starborn Valor. They carry her story
beyond Earth, threading her legend into the cosmos.

And when disaster strikes—a dying sun, a broken
alliance, a war without end—it is her words they

remember:

> “You are stronger than your pain. Brighter than

your curse.”

So long as the moon casts its silvery light across sky,

sea, and soul—

So long as fire still stirs in the hearts of those who

believe—
Seraphina will endure.
Because she was more than a prophecy.
She was the spark.
She was the light.
She was Seraphina.
And she will never be forgotten.
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"W hispers Beneath the Moonlight”

In the hush of dusk, when stars are born,
And moonlight kisses the fields of thorn,
A tale is told on every breeze—

Of fire and fate, of loss and peace.

She walked in silence, cloaked in flame,

A girl, a myth, a whispered name.
Seraphina, of the silver breath,

The one foretold to dance with death.

The Lunarkeeper at her side,

His heart a storm he could not hide.

In love they stood, though cursed and torn,
Bound by fate before they’'d sworn.

She bore a mark the stars had made,

A prophecy she never prayed.

To save the world, she’d lose her light,
And vanish with the breaking night.

He held her close in twilight’s keep,

And kissed her tears when she should sleep.
But dreams were brief where fate was near,
And morning brought the end they feared.
The battlefield, a broken sky,

A thousand echoes in one cry.

She rose like fire, fierce and bright,

A beacon burning back the night.
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Her breath, a spell; her heart, the cost.
The world was saved, but she was lost.
The Lunarkeeper stood alone,

With ashes where their love had grown.
But she had whispered with her last,
“Live on, Kael—don’t chase the past.
Let not your soul be caged in pain,

For I'll be starlight in the rain.”

So now, when night is deep and wide,
And moonlight stirs the sleeping tide,
The world remembers what she gave—
The fire that rose, the one who braved.
In tales and songs, her name still burns,
In every heart, her spirit turns.

A legacy, not made of stone,

But of the love she made her own.

No grave could hold a flame so pure,
No time could make her myth obscure.
For even now, the stars align

And whisper, "She was once divine.”
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"The Flame That Chose to Fall”

—Kael’s Lament

I held her close the night before,

When war loomed loud outside our door.
Her breath was warm, her voice was steel—
Yet even then, I feared the feel

Of something slipping far from me,

Like tides that pull toward destiny.

She smiled, though sorrow dimmed her eyes,
And whispered truth dressed up in lies.
“I'll be okay,” she said so low—

But somewhere deeper, I did know.

The stars had written cruel and clear,
That I would lose what I held dear.

Not to time, or chance, or flight—

But to the curse she chose to fight.

She walked ahead while I stood still,

As fate bent down to test its will.

Her light, a blade through shadow’s breath—
She faced the storm. She chose her death.
I screamed her name when fire rose,

But silence answered, cold and close.

And when the smoke began to thin,

[ found the world—but not her skin.

All that remained was crimson air,
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The scent of starlight in her hair.

No body left, no soul to find—

Just echoes burnt into my mind.

[ wanted death. I begged the stars.

But all they gave were empty scars.
Until her voice inside me stirred—

A final wish within a word.

"Kael, live on. Don't mourn the end.
You were my love, my soul, my friend.
Let me not be your chain of grief.

But wings, a spark, a last belief."

So now I walk with hollow chest,

With memories that never rest.

But I still breathe, as she had asked—
Though every breath feels like a mask.

I speak her name into the breeze,

I find her face in autumn trees.

And when the moonlight paints the sea,
She walks in silver back to me.

They call her myth, a tale, a ghost—

A flame, a queen, a holy host.

But I knew more than what they see—
She was the only home for me.

And though the world may sing her praise,
And build her temples, chant her name—

I hold the truth inside my chest:
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She was my chaos. She was my rest.
So when the night is dark and wide,
And I'm alone with stars outside,
I close my eyes and hear her call—

My Seraphina, who chose to fall.
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Crilye

The Alternate Ending

Author's POV

The sun rose bloodred over the plains of Eldryn,
casting the battlefield in hues of gold and crimson. Smoke
curled from distant towers, and the scent of war was
already thick in the air. Armored figures moved like
shadows between ruined columns, preparing for the final
confrontation between the forces of light and the tyrant
King Axon.

Kael stood tall on the edge of the stone dais,
Seraphina beside him, both garbed not just in steel but in
prophecy. The air shimmered with tension, and though
the ground trembled beneath them, they remained still—
two souls poised at the edge of destiny.

But fate, as it turns out, does not always win.

Seraphina clutched the Phoenix Amulet around her
neck. It pulsed faintly, warm against her skin, a final
heartbeat of the ancient magic that had chosen her. For
weeks, she'd known what was written. She'd read the
scrolls beneath the temple, deciphered the visions in the

flame.
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To destroy Axon, she would have to die.

Yet Kael had refused to accept it. Every night, he'd
poured over books, searched relics, pleaded with mystics.
Even as Seraphina prepared for her end, Kael had

prepared for a different future.
And today, it might just come to pass.

"Are you ready!" he asked, his voice trembling
beneath the veneer of strength.

She looked up at him, her eyes molten with love and
sorrow. "l am. But Kael... if it must happen, don't fight it.

Let me go."
He didn’t answer. Not with words.

With trembling fingers, he reached into his tunic and
withdrew a scroll bound with black silk—inked in
forgotten runes, older than prophecy, older than the gods
themselves. The Ritual of the Second Flame.

Seraphina gasped. "You found it But Kael, it’s
forbidden."

"So is love," he said. "So is hope. Yet here we are."

The battlefield roared. The horns of Axon’s army
bellowed across the hills. Thousands surged forward, their
eyes glowing red, their swords thirsty for blood.

Kael looked at Seraphina one last time. "Trust me. If

there's a fate we can rewrite, it’s this one."
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Axon appeared on the horizon like a storm incarnate,
cloaked in dark flame, astride a beast of shadow and steel.
His laughter split the sky.

"Come, little firebird," he hissed. "Let the stars watch

you burn."

But Seraphina didn’t flinch. With Kael at her side,
she stepped forward, her fingers entwined with his.

Kael began chanting the ancient words, his voice
steady, the scroll burning slowly in his hands. Wind
gathered. Fire spiraled around them, not in destruction
but in creation. Seraphina glowed, her eyes turning a
brilliant gold.

Axon lunged, his sword raised.
But Kael was faster.

He thrust the scroll into Seraphina’s chest, merging
its magic with the Phoenix Amulet. Light burst from her
body—not flames of death, but of rebirth.

Time shattered.

When Seraphina awoke, she was no longer alone in

the fire.

She stood in a plane of glowing embers, Kael beside

her, unburned. The scroll had worked.

They had entered the realm between death and
destiny—the Cradle of Fire.
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From above, the voice of the Phoenix spoke, ancient
and vast:

"Two souls as one. A sacrifice denied, not refused. To
save the world without dying for it—an anomaly. Yet your

love has rewritten the flame."
Kael fell to his knees. "Please. Let her live. Let us live."
"Then face the Consequence."

With a cry, Kael agreed. The light consumed them
both.

The battlefield was silent.

Axon stood frozen, his blade cracked. Around him,
his army disintegrated into ash as the light of the Phoenix
surged back into the sky.

And from the smoke, two figures emerged.
Kael and Seraphina.
Changed.

Kael's hair now shimmered like molten silver, his
eyes twin stars. Seraphina’s skin glowed faintly with fire,
her heartbeat one with the world. The power had not

taken them—it had made them eternal.
Axon tried to strike.

They didn’t need to lift a finger.
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The flame judged him.

And Axon was gone.

Weeks Later
The realm was healing.

The moonlight no longer wept red. The forests sang

again. Villages rose from the rubble.
Kael and Seraphina did not rule.

They chose to walk the world, guiding it from the

shadows, legends in flesh. Their names became hope.

And in quiet moments, far from cities and crowns,
Kael would hold Seraphina’s hand, kiss her temple, and

whisper,
"We rewrote fate. Together."

And she would smile, the stars dancing in her eyes,

and reply,
"We did. And we'll keep writing it. As long as the

flame burns."

Epilogue

In later years, bards would argue over what truly

happened.
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Some said Seraphina died. Some said Kael made a
deal with the gods. Others whispered they had ascended

into immortality.

But in the Vale of Whispers, at a lone stone cottage,
smoke still curls from the chimney. A garden blooms in
every season. And sometimes, at twilight, a man and a

woman walk among the fireflies, laughing softly.

And if you listen closely, the wind hums an old

refrain:

“When fire defies fate, love writes the stars anew.”
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® ACKNOWLEDGMENT ®

With deepest gratitude and heartfelt appreciation

[t feels almost surreal to sit down and write this
acknowledgment section, knowing that the book I have
poured my heart into has finally come to life. As I reflect
on the journey that led me here, | am overwhelmed with
emotions — pride, gratitude, humility, and joy. Writing
this book has been one of the most meaningful
experiences of my life so far, and it would not have been
possible without the love, encouragement, and support of
many incredible people who walked this path alongside

me.

While the author’s name appears on the cover, this
book is not just mine. It belongs to every person who
listened to my ideas, believed in my vision, encouraged me
during moments of doubt, and reminded me why I started
writing in the first place. Each word on the page carries
with it the spirit of those who supported me in countless,
sometimes quiet ways — and for that, I will be forever

grateful.
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To my dear friends, Riya and Sabrina

Let me begin by extending my heartfelt appreciation
to my incredible friends, Riya and Sabrina. Your
unwavering support and honest feedback have been
instrumental throughout my creative process. From the
earliest drafts to the final chapters, you were there to read
my stories with care and attention, offering thoughtful
suggestions that made my writing stronger, my characters

more relatable, and my story more authentic.

Riya, your ability to see the heart of every narrative
has always amazed me. You have a gift for understanding
emotions and bringing clarity to tangled plot lines. There
were times when [ felt stuck — uncertain about a
character’s motivation or a scene’s tone — and you always
seemed to know just what was missing. Your insights
helped me reframe my perspective, dig deeper into my
characters' emotions, and embrace complexity with
courage. I can’t thank you enough for being my literary

compass.

Sabrina, your creative spirit is endlessly inspiring.
You encouraged me to take risks, to explore themes that
scared me, and to never be afraid of telling the truth —
even if it was messy. You were one of the first people who
believed in this project when it was just a dream in my
head, and your belief helped me believe in myself. I'll
never forget our long conversations about storytelling, our

shared love for literature, and how your ideas helped
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breathe life into my manuscript. Thank you for being a
mirror that reflected both my strengths and blind spots,

gently helping me grow as a writer and a person.

Together, you both have been not only my beta
readers, but also my creative partners, cheerleaders, and
dear friends. I am endlessly grateful for your presence in

my life.

To my beloved parents

Words fall short when I try to express the depth of
my gratitude to my parents. From the very beginning, you
have been my rock, my inspiration, and my safe haven.
You have always encouraged my dreams, no matter how
big or farfetched they seemed. You never dismissed my
desire to write — even when it meant staying up late,
leaving chores unfinished, or being consumed by fictional
worlds. Instead, you supported me with quiet pride and
gentle guidance, allowing me to flourish on my own

terms.

Thank you for your patience during the countless
moments when I disappeared into my writing. I know
there were times when you may have wondered if I was
ever going to finish, or if [ was taking on more than I could
handle. But you never let those worries show. You offered
me space when I needed solitude, and comfort when I
needed reassurance. Your presence has been my safety net

— always there to catch me when I fell.
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Mom, your nurturing heart has been the emotional
foundation of this journey. You taught me empathy — the
kind that flows through every character I write. Your
wisdom and gentle spirit have guided me more than you
know. Every time I doubted myself, you reminded me that
creativity is not about perfection, but about expression.
You taught me to embrace vulnerability, to write with

honesty, and to find strength in softness.

Dad, your unwavering belief in my abilities has given
me confidence. You've always encouraged me to be bold,
to push boundaries, and to pursue excellence. Your
practical advice and quiet strength have grounded me
through the ups and downs. You never questioned my
dedication, even when writing became all-consuming. You
reminded me to stay focused, to work hard, and to trust
the process. I am forever grateful for the values you've
instilled in me — resilience, discipline, and a deep respect

for growth.

Together, you've created a home where dreams are
nurtured, creativity is celebrated, and love s

unconditional. I am endlessly blessed to be your child.
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To the writing itself — my creative

companion

This book has been more than just a project. It has
been a journey of self-discovery, a mirror of my inner
world, and a companion through moments of solitude.
Writing has helped me understand myself and the world
around me. It has been a source of joy, catharsis, and
courage. There were days when words flowed like a river,
and others when [ stared at the page in frustration — and
through it all, the process never abandoned me. It taught

me discipline, humility, and the beauty of imperfection.

As a teen author with limited experience, there were
many moments when I questioned whether I had the right
to tell stories, whether my voice mattered, or whether
anyone would want to read what I had to say. But writing
showed me that expression is a right, not a privilege — that
everyone’s voice matters, and that the act of creating is, in
itself, a triumph. I may not have decades of experience,
but I have something equally powerful: a burning desire

to connect, to imagine, and to share.
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To those who inspired the characters and

stories within these pages

While many of the characters in this book are
fictional, they carry pieces of the people I've known, the
emotions I've felt, and the questions I've wrestled with.
Some characters were inspired by friendships that
changed me, challenges that shaped me, or fleeting
moments that lingered long after they passed. To every
person who has touched my life — whether with kindness,
conflict, or curiosity — thank you. You helped build the
emotional tapestry that runs through this book.

To my teacher, mentors, and role models

Throughout my academic journey, I have been lucky
to learn from teachers who encouraged creativity,
nurtured imagination, and celebrated originality. To the
English teacher who praised my poem and stories, thank
you for helping me believe in the power of my words. Your
feedback was more than just red ink on a page — it was

fuel for my creative fire.

To the authors who came before me, whose books I
devoured and whose characters felt like friends — thank
you for showing me what storytelling can do. You shaped

my voice more than you know.
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To my future readers

To every person who picks up this book — thank you.
You are the reason I wrote this story, and the reason I was
brave enough to finish it. [ hope that something within
these pages speaks to you — whether it’s a line, a character,
or a feeling. I hope you feel seen, heard, and inspired. If
this story makes you laugh, cry, think, or dream — then it
has done its job.

A final note

This acknowledgment is, in many ways, a love letter
to those who walked beside me on the road to authorship.
While the road ahead is still long, and I have much more
to learn, this milestone will forever be etched in my heart.
[ am not the same person who began writing this book —
[ am stronger, more open, and more deeply connected to
my creative self. And I owe that growth to every person

I've mentioned here, and so many more.

Thank you for being part of my story. Your support

means the world to me — and more.

With all my love and gratitude,

Natiqua ¥
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Aot e ihor

My name is Natiqua Haque, and I'm a 17-year-old
author with a heart full of dreams, a head bursting with
stories, and a pen that refuses to be still. As I write these
words, I'm filled with excitement and gratitude—not only
because I've completed my first novel, but because I get to
share my imagination, my voice, and my heart with you,
dear reader. This journey has been more than just about
writing a book—it has been about discovering myself,
growing through creativity, and connecting with others in
the most meaningful way I know: through storytelling.

<> A Girl Who Grew Up With Stories <>

Ever since 1 was little, stories were my constant
companions. As [ grew older, my love for reading
deepened, and with it came a quiet but persistent desire
to write stories of my own—stories that would spark the

same emotions in others that books sparked in me.

It began with journals and scraps of paper filled with
imaginary characters and snippets of conversations. I
wrote without worrying about grammar or structure—just
letting my thoughts spill onto the page. I didn’t know it
then, but that was the beginning of something real.

Writing slowly became a way for me to process the world,
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to make sense of feelings I couldn’t always explain aloud,

and to explore places I had never seen.

<> My Literary Influences <

So much of who I am as a writer has been shaped by
the authors [ admire and the books I love. J.K. Rowling
was one of my earliest inspirations. The world of Harry
Potter completely captured my imagination—the magic,
the friendships, the courage, and the powerful messages
woven through every page. Rowling showed me that
storytelling can be both epic and deeply personal, and that
the smallest details can hold the biggest emotions.

Jennifer Lynn Barnes taught me to appreciate plot
twists and character psychology. Her Inheritance Games
series kept me guessing from beginning to end and
introduced me to the art of suspense and layering. I
admire how she creates tension without losing the

emotional core of her characters.

Through these authors and so many more, I've come
to understand the kind of writer I want to be: one who

can blend emotion, imagination, and heart in every story

I tell.

<> A Journey Through Writing <>

Writing my first novel has been an experience unlike
any other. While my first novella “The Zombie Attack’
was published in a magazine called ‘INDOLOGY’. It
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wasn't always easy. There were days when I stared at a
blank screen for hours, doubting every sentence I wrote.
There were nights when I stayed up past midnight because
[ was chasing a scene in my mind that refused to rest. But
despite the challenges, I always returned to my story—

because deep down, I knew it mattered to me.

I poured my emotions into my characters. 1 built
their worlds, crafted their dilemmas, and listened closely
to their voices. As the story unfolded, I discovered parts
of myself I hadn’t yet understood. Writing became a form
of selfreflection, an emotional outlet, and a creative

freedom unlike anything else.

I’'m proud of this book—not because it’s perfect, but
because it’s honest. It holds pieces of my experiences, my
hopes, my fears, and my dreams. And sharing it with the

world feels like opening a door to my soul.

<> The K-pop Connection <>

Outside of writing, one of the biggest influences in
my life is music—especially K-pop. I'm a huge fan of BTS,
and their music has been a constant source of strength
and creativity for me. Their lyrics often speak of resilience,
growth, identity, and love—messages that deeply resonate

with me, both as a person and as a writer.

When I listen to BTS, I feel understood. Their songs
often inspire my scenes, characters, and themes. I'll never

forget how the emotion behind a single melody helped me
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write a turning point in my novella. Whether I'm
brainstorming plot twists, developing character arcs, or
just trying to clear my head, BTS is often playing in the
background, fueling my imagination.

K-pop in general has taught me about dedication,
artistry, and the power of global connection. It’s more
than just music—it’s storytelling through rhythm, dance,
visuals, and soul. Just like writing, it transcends language
and brings people together.

<> K-Dramas and the Art of Emotion <>

Another huge source of inspiration for me is Korean
dramas. I'm not exaggerating when I say that I've binge-
watched entire series in one sitting! There’s something so
emotionally rich and beautifully layered about K-dramas—
the way they explore love, family, friendship, sacrifice, and
personal growth. They're often dramatic and

heartbreaking, yet also healing and hopeful.

I admire how K-dramas can balance multiple genres
at once—romance, mystery, fantasy, comedy—all while
keeping viewers deeply connected to the characters.
Watching these shows has taught me so much about
storytelling and pacing, about building emotional tension,
and about how powerful a single scene can be when it’s

done with care.

Some of my favorite K-dramas have influenced my

writing more than I realized. They've shown me how to
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write with subtlety and intensity, and how to let characters
evolve naturally. They've also reminded me that good

stories always start and end with heart.

<> A Teen Author’s Life <>

Being a teen author comes with its own unique joys
and challenges. I'm still navigating high school,
friendships, expectations, and the pressures of growing
up—all while trying to stay true to my voice and my creative
goals. Sometimes it’s overwhelming, juggling schoolwork
and social life with my passion for writing. But other

times, it’s the most exciting thing in the world.

What keeps me going is the belief that my voice
matters. That [ don’t have to wait until I'm older to start
telling stories that mean something. Writing at this age
means I get to grow publicly, learn from my mistakes, and
invite others to grow with me. It’s scary, yes—but it’s also

powerful.

I want other young writers to know that they don’t
need permission to begin. That they don’t need to be
“perfect” to create something meaningful. I'm still

learning—every day. And that’s part of the journey.

<> The Writing Process: Behind the Scenes <>

People often ask me what my writing process looks
like, and the truth is: it varies! Some days [ write pages and

pages in a flow state. Other days I spend an hour editing
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a single paragraph. I'm a planner in some ways—I like to
outline major plot points—but I also allow myself the
freedom to discover things along the way. My characters
sometimes surprise me with choices I didn’t plan, and I've

learned to follow where they lead.

[ write best in the early mornings or late at night,
when the world is quiet and my mind is free to wander. |
keep notebooks everywhere—in my bag, beside my bed, in
my backpack—because inspiration doesn’t follow a
schedule. I use music to set the mood for scenes, and I like
to visualize key moments like movie scenes in my head

before writing them down.

Writing isn’t just something I do—it’s something [

live.

<> Dreams and What’s Next <

Looking ahead, I have so many dreams. I want to
write more novellas, expand into full-length novels, maybe
even try poetry or screenwriting one day. I hope to explore
different genres—mystery, romance, fantasy,
contemporary—and push the limits of my imagination. I
want to write books that make people feel seen, that
comfort readers during tough times, and that ignite

curiosity in those who read them.

[ also hope to connect more with other young writers,
to form communities where we can support, challenge,

and inspire one another. The writing world can
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sometimes feel lonely, but it doesn’t have to be. We're all

storytellers, and there’s room for every voice.

<4 A Message to My Readers <

If you're reading this, thank you. Thank you for
giving my story a chance. Thank you for entering the
world I created, for caring about the characters, and for
walking this journey with me. Whether you read my book
in one sitting or over the course of a month, whether you
loved it or had questions—it means the world to me that

you read it at all.

I hope my words made you feel something. I hope
you found pieces of yourself between the lines. I hope you
laughed, cried, or paused to reflect. That’s the real power
of stories—they help us connect, even across differences

and distances.

If you're a young dreamer like me, know this: your
voice matters. Your stories matter. Don’t wait for the
“perfect” moment to start, because that moment is now.
Write your truth. Share your heart. The world needs your

story.

With love, hope, and endless pages yet to be written,

Natiqua Haque
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