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​Preface
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Cursed or blessed, this is the story of a love that made me go crazy between ups and downs. A love that took me to the clouds and then sank me into the pit of despair.

It was a love that defied the rules of magic and destiny, but ended up failing in the face of dark forces.

It all started when I left my small town in search of knowledge at the Nightglen magic school. There, I met Darius, the sorcerer who was such a beautiful and captivating spectacle. His blue eyes glowed brightly, like a bonfire of passion as they looked at me. I was completely hooked by his charm, but I also faced the bombshell: Darius was a descendant of a cursed lineage called Shadowthorn, marked by sinister shadows since forever.

Together we face the ups and downs of this curse, both within ourselves and in life. It was a rollercoaster, full of good and bad moments. But in the end, we managed to find true love, and that made all the confusion worth it.

Then came the moment when we thought we could break this curse, wanting to free Darius from the burden he had always carried.

But, without saying goodbye, he left, leaving me heartbroken, destroying our dreams and leaving me a little gift of this forbidden love.

Now, I sit here wondering if I will find Darius again, if our son will discover the truth about our parting and if, once and for all, the shadows will give us a rest.

These are questions that you, curious reader, will discover as you continue this adventure...
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​Prologue
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Elia lived in a quiet village called Grammaria, together with his mother, Isadora. Despite living in a green and sunny valley, Isadora, who was a nature sorceress, chose to keep Elia away from the magical kingdom.

Elia grew up without even suspecting her magical origins, thinking she was just a normal girl. His mother, an expert at hiding NightGlen's secrets and the powers they shared, kept everything under lock and key.

When Elia's magical powers began to show up and get out of control, Isadora revealed the whole truth. Result? Elia was an heiress of light magic, with powers that she needed to learn to tame so as not to get lost in the dark arts.

Worried about not being able to guide her daughter, Isadora made a difficult decision: sending Elia to NightGlen, to live with Gareth, her estranged father.

Elia, accustomed to a peaceful life in Grammaria, was unsure whether she should leave everything behind and live a new reality in NightGlen. However, Elia knew that he would miss his friends, the village parties and the walks through the valley in the sun.

But Elia's curiosity in unraveling the mysteries of NightGlen and her desire to get to know her father and the magical world spoke louder. The journey from Grammaria to NightGlen would be long and lonely, passing through three villages before arriving at the mysterious shores of NightGlen.

Elia adjusted the collar of his coat as he walked away from Grammaria, waving goodbye to the soft light that illuminated the village's streets. The sun, which was always there, was already waving goodbye, and she began to feel a hint of nervousness as she followed the road towards the unknown.

The first rays of the moon slowly appeared, illuminating the road as it passed through the first village, Willowbrook. The little wooden houses seemed to carry simple stories, but Elia couldn't help but question the decision he had made. Shadows played among the trees, and a little voice inside her whispered doubts, like a cold breeze that shook her confidence.

The second village, Whispering Pines, appeared, its little lights twinkling like distant stars. Elia looked at the reflection of the moon in the windows, traveling in his own thoughts. The lack of Grammaria's security embraced her, but curiosity pushed her forward. With each step, the village became further away, a decision that could not be taken back.

The third village, Misthaven, appeared on the horizon. Elia felt a shiver when an owl landed on a tree nearby, looking at her as if it were a sign. Doubts invaded his mind, mixing with the sound of branches in the night breeze.

The internal conflict grew stronger as the edges of NightGlen approached. The moonlight showed the way, but the darkness that awaited her was thick. Elia thought about what he had left behind and what he would find ahead, between the safety of Grammaria and the uncertainty of NightGlen.

The carriage continued, and each kilometer seemed to take Elia to a more mysterious destination. Fear and curiosity mixed together, forming a tight knot in her chest. She was about to enter NightGlen, and the unknown was there, waiting with its shadows and secrets.


​The Shores of NightGlen

The carriage glided to the borders of NightGlen, abandoning the celestial glow that warmed my heart. Instantly, the atmosphere changed, shadows dancing around me, as if they had a life of their own, an ancient magic enveloping the air. Ahead revealed a nighttime landscape of ancient trees and winding trails, each step drawing me deeper into the magic that permeated the realm.

The first moments in NightGlen felt like diving into an ocean of secrets. The fear persisted, but curiosity compelled me to explore the unknown. Nocturnal creatures, hidden within the shadows, watched me with sparkling eyes, silent guardians of the magical realm.

My distant father, Gareth, awaited me in this magical shadow. The heart pounded with anticipation as the carriage advanced through dense forests and enigmatic clearings. Each tree seemed to carry an ancient story, and the whispers of the wind carried echoes of secrets kept for ages.

The moonlight still guided me, offering an ethereal view of the nighttime landscape before reaching the shores of NightGlen. Curiosity turned fear into fascination, eager to unravel the mysteries surrounding my magical lineage.

The carriage finally reached the edges of NightGlen!

Thick darkness enveloped the forest, my thoughts flying like leaves in the wind. I tried to calm my mind, but something stronger enveloped me, as if destiny was whispering in my ears.

Uncertainty dominated when I had to decide to get out of the carriage. The darkness ahead whispered inscrutable secrets. What if I got lost in the shadows? As I tried to focus on the distant light of Grammaria, I hesitated.

I walked out, my eyes shining under the dim moon. Facing NightGlen's entrance, an uncomfortable cold enveloped me. The cold breeze made my breathing stop, but, strangely, the anguish in my chest didn't ease.

As I stared at NightGlen's shadowy entrance, something in the Dark Forest caught my eye. A mysterious figure moved among the trees, escaping the moonlight, casting shadows that danced in secret.

I stood transfixed by the intriguing sight, hesitating, my heart pounding with uncertainty. A hidden presence in the Dark Forest seemed to call to me, an unknown force that aroused my curiosity and apprehension.

Why I stopped at the edges of NightGlen hangs in the air, a question that hangs like an enigmatic cloud over me. My destiny seems connected to the mystery of the forest, ready to reveal itself in the hidden pages of my journey. What awaits me beyond this dark entrance?

I returned to the carriage, considering the possibility of returning to the safety of my mother's house or heading to my father's, even as the journey became increasingly uncertain. Deciding on this threshold between the familiar and the unknown shrouded in shadows is a challenge. The future whispers secrets, and I, between hesitation and courage, must choose my path.


​Arrival at NightGlen

I've always trusted my mother's advice, but at NightGlen, the sun was a rare guest, disappearing as I made my way down the winding road. My heart was beating fast, immersed in the dark landscape where secrets lurked in the shadows.

In the carriage, heading towards this mysterious destination, the fogged windows reflected the gray scenery that surrounded everything. Relaxed on the bench, I watched NightGlen slowly glide in front of me.

The stone houses with sloping roofs, some showing the signs of age, seemed on the verge of collapse. The stores with blurry windows gave the feeling of having stopped in time, past decades resonating in every detail. A low-lying fog floated beneath a sunless sky, promising yet another boring day of rain. Nothing reminded me of the sunny and lively Gramaria I left behind.

I sighed wistfully, longing for the warmth of the sun that kissed my face and played with my golden hair, a vivid contrast to the sea of gray around me. I longed for the laughter of my friends on the streets, where everyone knew everyone and joy reigned. There, just silence and distant thunder.

Everything seemed strange and dark, increasing the uneasiness in my chest. My eyes desperately searched for a glimmer of light and life among those monotonous facades, but found only darkness. As if the sun were forbidden in that place.

The village I once called home now seemed to belong to another life, like a cherished dream from which I was abruptly awakened. I still didn't understand why, but there I was, heading uncertainly towards an equally mysterious destination.

At the end of the journey, the carriage shuddered before the gate of the dark mansion, surrounded by sinister features, which would be my new prison. I looked away from the landscape outside and prepared to descend. My father, Gareth, was already waiting for me, the stone steps echoing his anxiety at the entrance.

I smiled, despite the tightness in my throat and the suspicious moisture in my eyes. I didn't want to add more weight to my father, who also seemed tired after so many years apart. I saw the worry lines on his face and the silver strands in his dark hair. Gareth tried to smile when he saw me, but he couldn't hide his worried look.

While unloading my luggage, a single suitcase with my few things, I couldn't help but notice an enigmatic young man in the window of the neighboring townhouse. His angular features and deep eyes watched me discreetly. His blue eyes sparkled as he met mine for a moment. When he realized I was looking at him, he walked away into the shadows, disappearing like a fleeting shadow.

— Who lives there, dad? Do we know? — I asked curiously, indicating the empty window with a movement of my head.

Gareth frowned, an expression filled with consternation that I hadn't seen in a long time. A vein was pulsing on his temple, a clear sign of displeasure.

—It's the Shadowthorns. Old people known for working with forbidden magic, unfortunately... It's best to keep your distance from them, my daughter. They are not good company for a new girl here in the village.

Forbidden magic? Sinister witchcraft? Did that boy practice dark arts, as my father insinuated? A barrage of questions invaded my mind, but Gareth was already heading for the door, indicating that this obscure subject would not be discussed in the cold, damp street. At least, not now.

Later, in the modest room that would be mine, I thought about the true reasons that led my mother, Isadora, to insist that I abandon my peaceful life in Gramaria to enter that enigmatic and dismal village of NightGlen!

But I was so tired from the long journey I took from Grammaria to here. That without noticing my heavy eyes, I fell asleep...


​Dark nightmares

I opened my eyes and delved into the intriguing secrets of Nightglen, uncovering mysteries around every corner. As I explored the village, I heard gossip about ancient legends, stories of lost magic and forbidden powers.

In the central square, I saw the blue-eyed young man in a hurried conversation with a hooded figure. Curious, I got closer to capture something of what they were discussing.

Words like "prophecy", "fate" and "dormant power" echoed among the shadows, increasing the uneasiness in my heart. What was happening in Nightglen? What secrets did the village keep?

At night, I went down to the garden of the gloomy mansion, determined to uncover the truth. It was then that the young man appeared, revealing that Nightglen hid ancient secrets, and my arrival was no coincidence. A prophecy connected to my destiny centuries ago was at stake.

Wrapped in emotions and doubts, I questioned whether I would be the key to unlocking the mysteries of Nightglen. An ancient force pulsed within me, a connection to something greater than I understood.

The village's enigma began to unfold, revealing unimaginable paths. What would the future hold for me and Nightglen? The journey had just begun, and I was determined to uncover every secret that the shadows hid.

That night, I immersed myself even more in the enigmatic atmosphere of Nightglen. The inhabitants told stories of ancient clans, dark pacts and a mysterious past. As I explored, the village revealed its hidden facets, its narrow alleys hiding ancient secrets.

The mysterious blue-eyed young man, linked to lost traditions and an ancient prophecy, piqued my curiosity. I developed a peculiar connection with the village, as if Nightglen also felt the change my presence brought about. Magical elements of the prophecy manifested around me, creating an atmosphere charged with energy.

However, the shadow of the Shadowthorn loomed over my journey. They, keepers of dark secrets, would reveal the truth behind the curse that plagued Nightglen. A dormant ancient force was waiting to be awakened, and was I the key to freeing it?

As the night ended, I witnessed ancient rituals and disturbing revelations. My father, Gareth, was linked to these events in ways that even he did not fully understand. The darkness deepened, revealing family intrigues and long-forgotten conflicts.

To unravel the mysteries, I ventured into the most hidden corners of the forest that surrounded Nightglen. Under the pale moonlight, I discovered a forgotten altar, marked by ancient symbols. Was the fate of the village linked to this ancient ceremony?

I realized that the prophecy was not just a loose thread in the fabric of destiny; it was an intricate plot that involved every inhabitant of Nightglen. The awakening of the dormant force was approaching, and I was the unwitting protagonist of this dark tale.

If I confronted my father about his role in this complicated web, would he reveal the painful truth that Isadora had so avoided telling? A difficult choice hung over me: accept my fate and unleash the ancient magic or resist, condemning Nightglen to an even darker fate.

There was no turning back, for the carriage that brought me to Nightglen now seemed a distant echo of the past. The sun, which once kissed my face in Gramaria, was absent, replaced by the imminence of a deep and unknown darkness.

My journey was far from over, and the shadows of Nightglen would reveal challenging secrets, not only of the supernatural, but also of the choices that would shape the fate of the village and my own path.

I woke up stunned! I realized I was dreaming of the mysteries of NightGlen and the blue-eyed youth.


​First day at magic school

The next day... After a poorly slept night punctuated by dark nightmares where a dark voice whispered unintelligible words in my ear, I went downstairs still thinking about the brief glimpse I had of the boy with the deep eyes the day before and about my dreams. There was something about him that intrigued me deeply, although I couldn't explain exactly what?

Maybe they were just baseless stories to scare outsiders, but was he really involved in dark magic, as Gareth had insinuated? Those piercing blue eyes had an almost hypnotic glow, with an unsettling depth. But for a few seconds, I saw them spark with what seemed like curiosity and interest when they saw me coming.

My father was already eating breakfast in the modest kitchen when I entered, still wearing my worn-out robe over my nightgown. Gareth looked up from the newspaper to nod me when he saw me pour myself a cup of steaming black tea. The aroma of bergamot calmed my nerves a little.

— Dad, who exactly are the Shadowthorns? Have you lived in Nightglen for a long time? I asked after a sip, trying to sound casual.

Gareth almost choked on the piece of bread he was chewing, coughing a few times before answering my question with a frown. I could see that the subject bothered him a lot.

— By the gods, Elia! Who told you about them? It's a matter that doesn't concern us...

— Nobody told me anything... I just heard some rumors out there and I was curious, that's all. - I lied, wanting to preserve my father.

The man sighed tiredly, pondering for a moment whether he should really share the dark history of that family with his daughter. Finally, he decided to tell a summarized and less morbid version of the facts.

— Well, they are a very ancient lineage that has inhabited these lands for many generations. Long before you were even born and we moved here, they lived in that gloomy mansion on top of the hill. They were always somewhat reclusive and reserved, rarely going down to the village or mingling with us. Then rumors started to circulate...

—What kind of rumors? - hastened my curiosity.

— Well... some say they were involved with black magic, forbidden rituals and other nonsense like that. It's probably just unfounded rumors, people jealous of their fortune and influence. Either way, it's best to keep your distance. At least until you get to know the people here better.

Black magic and forbidden rituals? So could the rumors about the mysterious boy from the neighboring townhouse have any basis? This only increased my interest and excitement even more. Apparently, my new neighbors were hiding much deeper and darker secrets than I could initially imagine...

After breakfast, Gareth took me by carriage to the imposing iron gates that guarded the entrance to the Nightglen School of Magic.

It was an impressive building with very white walls, marble columns and pilasters, as well as countless towers and turrets with their pointed purple domes. Walking up the wide stone steps to the richly decorated lobby inside, I felt a strange feeling of butterflies in my stomach, as if hundreds of butterflies were fluttering their wings at the same time.

Part nervousness and part excitement for what awaited me. After all, this would be my first day as an apprentice witch in official training. Everything was new and discovered at that moment. Even after years of living with magic at home, thanks to my mother's teachings, this was different. It was like entering a totally new and fascinating world, with its rules and secrets.

Inside, I was kindly welcomed by director Agnes, an elderly but still very agile lady, with her gray hair always tied in a tight bun on top of her head. Her gaze was stern behind her gold-rimmed glasses, but her voice sounded surprisingly sweet as she welcomed me, hoping that I would settle in well at school.

Then, Agnes handed me my student kit containing class schedules, textbooks, a navy blue uniform with a plaid skirt and blazer, as well as other materials such as a quill, inkwell, rules and a badge with my name and house. She calmly explained the functioning of the houses, the division of disciplines and the internal regulations. I confess that my head was spinning trying to assimilate so much new information, but I did my best to record every detail.

In each subject of the extensive curriculum, I was instructed to sit next to a veteran student, who would be in charge of showing me the practical workings of the school and helping me during this initial period of adaptation.

And so it was throughout that first busy day of classes. I found myself constantly surrounded by new and strange faces, trying to absorb as much as I could about the totally unknown universe that was the complex art of magic. Potions, Transfiguration, Herbology, so many intriguing subjects!

In each subject, a different teacher and a different colleague assigned to guide me. Everyone was helpful and tried to make me feel at ease, although I couldn't avoid some shyness and embarrassment at being the center of attention. My tutor in Herbology class, Edgar, a freckled and laughing boy, had to poke me a few times to get me to answer the teacher's questions.

— Come on, don't be afraid! Professor Strickland may seem grumpy, but deep down he's a good guy. - Edgar whispered with an encouraging smile.

I finally managed to relax a little and even draft some answers, to the teacher's satisfaction. Little by little I was getting to know that new universe, and it didn't seem so scary anymore. Until a certain point...

Until, to my great surprise, upon entering the recently renovated but still poorly lit Potions room, down in the dungeons, the person chosen to be my tutor and partner in that subject was none other than the dark young man I had seen in the window. Last day.

When Professor Slughorn asked him to properly introduce himself to the newcomer to the village, the boy stood up from his desk at the back of the room, smoothing his black robes with an almost rehearsed gesture. Then, he looked directly into my eyes with a blue gaze so deep that it looked like two bottomless pits. I felt a shiver run down my spine.

— Nice to meet you, Miss Elia. I'm Darius Shadowthorn. Welcome to the Nightglen School of Magic.

His voice sounded a little hoarse and deep, but extremely polished and eloquent. I felt my cheeks heat up against my will as he shook my hand in greeting. For a brief moment, I had the impression that an electric current ran through my body with that contact.

Darius Shadowthorn... the same intriguing and mysterious boy from the neighboring townhouse who had filled my thoughts since my arrival in this village. The one my father had warned me to avoid, because he was supposedly involved in the dark arts. And now, would he be my private tutor in those Potions classes in the dungeons?

I could hardly believe that fate had conspired to bring it so close, on my first day. Was it really just a coincidence? Or was there something more behind this, some kind of design of the universe wanting to unite our paths? I confess that the idea gave me goosebumps, without me knowing whether it was fear or... expectation.

— T-thank you... — I stuttered shyly after a few moments of just staring at him with my mouth open, trying to recover my voice and articulate some response. — It is an honor to have you as a tutor, Mister Shadowthorn.

Darius nodded lightly and politely, without changing his always serious and impenetrable expression. However, even in my embarrassment, I couldn't help but notice an almost imperceptible flicker pass through those deep eyes when he stared at me for that brief moment.

Something about his mysterious and magnetic gaze left me, at the same time, disconcerted and hopelessly attracted. It was as if he could see deeper inside me, reaching secrets that even I didn't know. I tried to shake off these confusing thoughts when Darius spoke again:

— Well, let's start class before Professor Slughorn comes to scold us for our conversation. Potions is a very delicate art and needs to be studied seriously and with total concentration. I hope you are prepared for the challenge...

Darius said this with an almost threatening tone of formality. For a moment, I felt a new shiver run down my spine, my heart beating faster. Could he realize the overwhelming effect his presence had on me? But then I detected an almost imperceptible flicker of humor in his tone.

Maybe that dark boy wasn't so intimidating after all. Or was it just a facade to hide his true intentions? With him, it would probably take me a long time to decipher his real thoughts and purposes.

For now, I decided to just nod my head vigorously and prepare to learn as much as I could from this hot new private tutor. Secrets or not, Darius Shadowthorn aroused my curiosity in an almost intoxicating way. And being so close to him for the next few classes filled me with delirious anxiety.

Darius began to calmly explain the ingredients already arranged on the counter in front of us, the magical properties of each one and their uses in making healing potions and other more advanced ones.

I tried to pay maximum attention to his instructions, absorbing every detail, but I couldn't stop my gaze from slipping in his direction every now and then, noticing things like the contrast between the black of his clothes and his very pale skin tone, the almost hypnotic how he wielded the small silver dagger as he meticulously cut the roots, the surreal movement of his lips as he explained the recipes...

It was really difficult to stay focused on the potion itself when I had a vision like that right next to me. No matter how hard I tried, my eyes and mind seemed to have a mind of their own. It was as if he exerted some kind of magnetism over me, attracting my interest with every gesture and word.

I confess that I found him quite attractive at first sight, even without knowing his name yet. And now, seeing him up close and hearing his velvety voice, this interest only grew, taking on worrying proportions. I needed to control my fertile imagination, or I would end up facing serious problems before I even completed my first day at that school.

As Darius calmly explained the next steps to prepare a simple healing potion, I remained distracted, just nodding vaguely as my mind wandered away. Until, in a moment of guilty inattention, I absentmindedly dropped an entire jar of unicorn horn powder into the bubbling mixture inside the cauldron.

Darius widened his eyes, making them appear even larger and more hypnotic, and quickly swept away the cauldron with a nimble wave of his wand before the disaster took on even worse proportions.

— Pay more attention, Miss Elia! You need to follow the instructions carefully and with full concentration! Otherwise, it can be very dangerous to deal with unstable ingredients and potions! I've seen decidedly more talented students have their hair burned and faces disfigured for much less than that...

Darius's voice sounded dry and sharp like a whip, so different from the patient, polite tone he had used before. He actually seemed annoyed by my inattentive slip-up, and maybe even a little disappointed too. I felt my face heat up violently, this time from pure embarrassment. How could she embarrass herself on the first day of class, especially in front of him?

- Sorry! — I exclaimed completely embarrassed. — It's just... it's all so new to me. I promise to pay more attention!

Darius took a few deep breaths, trying to regain his calm. Apparently, despite his harsh tone, he didn't seem genuinely angry, just concerned about my carelessness in a potentially dangerous environment like a Potions class.

— Okay, let's start over from scratch. But pay more attention, okay? It is important to follow the process correctly if you want to avoid accidents. — he said in a softer tone.

I nodded vehemently, my face still burning with embarrassment. He was absolutely right, I needed to concentrate or I would never become a real witch. And making mistakes in the first class in front of him was unacceptable.

Still feeling terribly embarrassed about what had happened, I focused on Darius' every word so that we could start preparing the potion from the beginning again, following his instructions to the letter. It would be a long journey until I proved that I was worthy of being at that School of Magic, but I wouldn't give up so easily.

Especially now that I had met Darius Shadowthorn. As intimidating as he might seem at first glance, there was also an aura of mystery around him that attracted me from the first moment. I needed to find out more about that boy with hypnotic blue eyes and his involvement in the dark arts.

Furthermore, I would have many more opportunities to interact with him in future Potions classes. If I was careful and showed dedication, maybe he would open up more and tell me something about himself. I was determined to earn his trust, even if it took time.

The rest of the day at Magic School flew by after that tumultuous first Potions class. With each new class I took, I tried to absorb as much as I could about that strange new world that was magic. The complexity of the spells, the meticulous preparation of potions, the uses of the most diverse plants and fungi... Everything seemed so new and challenging!

My tutors patiently guided me through each class, answering questions and guiding me step by step through the necessary theory and practice. The young wizard Edgar continued to support me in the other disciplines, which helped a lot to reduce my initial shyness. By the end of the day, I felt a little more confident in my place as a newcomer to this school.

But no matter how hard I tried to stay focused on my lessons, my thoughts often strayed back to Darius Shadowthorn. His dark and mysterious manner aroused my curiosity in an almost feverish way. I needed to uncover its secrets, even without knowing exactly why.

Back home after that exhausting first journey at the School of Magic, during the silent dinner with my father Gareth, I excitedly talked about all the new discoveries, friends and challenges. However, I have omitted any mention of the name Shadowthorn, to avoid worrying you unnecessarily. It was still too early to make any judgments about them.

Gareth seemed distracted, responding in monosyllables, clearly with his mind far away. After much insistence, he finally confessed what was bothering him:

— The Council is concerned... Some residents have reported strange events in the surrounding area at night. It looks like some kind of magic is involved.

Mysterious night magic? Another possible indication that my new neighbors were hiding secrets far beyond what I imagined? The gears were beginning to move in my curious mind. I needed to find out more.

But for now, that was enough of discoveries and emotions for one day. I was exhausted after so many new experiences, people and challenges faced at school. All I wanted most was a good night's sleep before diving into this complex new reality that was the magical universe of Nightglen.

Unfortunately, sleep did not come as easily and peacefully as I had hoped. The conversation about mysterious events during the night with my father Gareth wouldn't leave my head. And he also kept thinking about the intriguing Darius Shadowthorn, of course.

Until, coming from the half-open window, I heard a soft sound breaking the silence of the night. Like a rustle, an almost imperceptible flutter. Was it just the wind blowing the curtains? Driven by a keen curiosity, I silently got up from the bed and as I approached the window, a cool breeze caressed my face and a soft smell of wet leaves permeated the air. Under the pale light of the moon, my eyes found a surprising spectacle: a white owl, with plumes as luminous as snow, perched on the railing.

His amber eyes stared into mine with an almost human intensity. The majestic creature seemed to convey a mysterious message, something beyond what words could express. I remained there, mesmerized, for a moment that seemed eternal.

It was then that the owl raised its wings and flew towards the night horizon, disappearing into the darkness. A feeling of deep meaning permeated my being, as if that meeting had been more than a simple chance.

Upon returning to bed, I lay down with my mind full of questions and mysteries. What did that owl represent? Was it a sign, a messenger of the secrets that Nightglen kept? And what about young Darius, enveloped in his aura of mystery?

In the days that followed, I delved deeper into magical studies, dedicating myself diligently to each discipline. Under Darius's guidance, Potions class became an exhilarating challenge. Despite his demanding temperament, I gradually began to realize his profound knowledge and skill in the art of potions.

Our interactions, initially marked by tension, were transformed into moments of learning and complicity. Darius proved himself to be not only a skilled tutor, but also someone capable of understanding the subtle nuances of magic. His words and gestures conveyed a deep connection with the hidden world.

In parallel to my studies at school, I explored the surroundings of Nightglen, seeking to uncover the secrets that hovered over the village. I found in the archives of the ancient library fragments of ancient texts, allusions to prophecies and rituals lost in time linked to the Shadowthorn family.

One night, as I wandered the silent streets, I was surprised by a hooded figure that emerged from the shadows. It was Darius, the blue-eyed boy I had seen in the neighboring house. His gaze was intense, full of hidden meanings.

— You're closer than you think, Elia. The pieces of destiny are aligning. — were his enigmatic words.

I asked him about the snowy owl, and Darius smiled, revealing knowledge that transcended common understanding. He explained that owls, especially white owls, were messengers from a hidden realm, bearers of visions and secrets.

The conversation with Darius only increased the mystery surrounding Nightglen. Each clue, each encounter, seemed to weave a complex plot that I was barely beginning to understand. There was a pulsing energy in the village, a dormant power waiting to be awakened.

When I came across Darius's deep eyes in Potions class, the feeling that our meeting was not just a coincidence grew stronger. There was a connection between us, something that went beyond words and gestures.

Every day, I delved deeper into the search for Nightglen's secrets, in an attempt to unravel the mysteries surrounding my arrival and the role I played in that plot. And amid the shadows and lights, magic and mystery, I felt that Nightglen's fate and my own were intricately intertwined. And I was willing to unravel each enigma, face each challenge, in search of the truth that waited in the depths of that enigmatic village.


​Powers Revealed

A week later, I heard the noise in my room again, initially I saw nothing but the shadows of dry tree branches swaying in the night breeze. But then a movement caught my attention. Posed elegantly on the window sill, a beautiful brown owl stared at me with its large yellowish eyes.
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