
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Shadow Bride

        

        
        
          Mr.Saif Refrafi

        

        
          Published by saif el islam refrafi, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SHADOW BRIDE

    

    
      First edition. October 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mr.Saif Refrafi.

    

    
    
      Written by Mr.Saif Refrafi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mr.Saif Refrafi

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Kingdom Beyond Shadows

          
        
          
	          The Veil of Eternal Night

          
        
          
	          The Last Heir of Ashes

          
        
          
	          Daughters of the Moonlight Throne

          
        
          
	          The Crystal of Eternal Flames

          
        
          
	          Blood of the Forgotten Dynasty

          
        
          
	          The Last Dragon’s Oath

          
        
          
	          The Silent Mage’s Rebellion

          
        
          
	          The Wolf King’s Curse

          
        
          
	          Crown of Ash and Embers

          
        
          
	          Throne of Midnight Flames

          
        
          
	          The Shadow Bride

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: Whispers in the Gloom
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The chill of the approaching equinox bit deep into Elara’s bones, a familiar ache that mirrored the unease coiling in her gut. The ancient stones of Oakhaven Keep, usually a comforting embrace, now felt like a tomb slowly sealing her in. Tonight was the night. The night the whispers, long dismissed as old wives’ tales, would solidify into a horrifying reality. She traced the intricate carvings on her worn wooden spinning wheel, the familiar ritual doing little to quell the frantic thrum of her heart. Every shadow in her chamber seemed to stretch and writhe, imbued with a sinister life of its own, reminding her of the impending darkness.

Her reflection in the polished surface of the spindle offered little comfort. Wide, hazel eyes, usually bright with curiosity, were now clouded with a fear so profound it tasted metallic on her tongue. Her dark auburn hair, usually a vibrant cascade, felt dull and heavy, a crown of sorrow rather than beauty. She was twenty years old, and by all rights, should have been dreaming of a joyous spring, of dancing under a moonlit sky with a lover whose laughter echoed her own. Instead, she was promised to a phantom, a creature of myth, a husband from the shadow realm.

The legend of the Shadow Bride had been woven into the fabric of Oakhaven for generations, a grim tapestry passed down from mother to daughter. Every century, a maiden from the ruling line was chosen, not by noble decree or romantic inclination, but by a cursed birthmark, a faint, crescent moon etched on the inside of her wrist. Elara had always dismissed it, a childish superstition, a story to frighten younglings into obedience. Until her own mark, faint at first, had darkened with each passing year, a deepening bruise against her pale skin.

Her parents, Lord and Lady Valerius, had spoken of it in hushed, sorrowful tones, their eyes perpetually shadowed with a grief that Elara now understood all too well. They had tried to defy it, to conceal the mark, to pretend it didn’t exist, but the land itself seemed to conspire against them. The crops withered, the livestock fell ill, and a creeping malaise settled over the people of Oakhaven. The village elder, a woman whose eyes seemed to hold the weight of centuries, had declared it a sign. The Shadow Lord was displeased.

Elara remembered the day the elder, Old Mara, had visited the keep, her gnarled fingers tracing the faint crescent on Elara’s wrist. Mara’s voice, a raspy whisper, had spoken of duty, of sacrifice, of a bond that transcended mortal understanding. Elara had wanted to scream, to lash out, to reject this monstrous fate. But the fear in her parents’ eyes, the quiet despair that clung to them like a shroud, had silenced her. She was to be the bride, the conduit, the sacrifice.

A shiver, colder than the equinox wind, snaked down Elara’s spine. She rose from her stool, her knees feeling weak, as if they might buckle beneath her. She walked to the window, pushing aside the heavy velvet curtains. Below, the courtyard was cloaked in an unnatural stillness. The torches, usually ablaze with cheerful light, flickered weakly, casting long, dancing shadows that seemed to writhe with an unseen presence. The air itself felt thick, heavy with anticipation, humming with a power that was both terrifying and utterly captivating.

She hugged herself, her arms wrapped tightly around her midsection as if to hold herself together. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage. She tried to steady her breath, to find a semblance of calm, but her efforts were futile. The fear was a living thing, a cold tendril that had wrapped itself around her very soul, squeezing the air from her lungs. She closed her eyes, wishing, praying, for this nightmare to be just that – a nightmare from which she would soon awaken.

But the cold reality persisted, a stark reminder of her impending doom. She opened her eyes, gazing out at the deepening twilight. The last vestiges of sunlight bled from the sky, replaced by the encroaching velvet of night. A single, lone star shimmered weakly, a distant, indifferent observer to her plight. She felt utterly alone, isolated by a destiny that no one else could share, a fate that severed her from the warmth and comfort of the mortal world.

A soft knock on the chamber door startled her, making her jump. Her heart leaped into her throat, a choked gasp escaping her lips. “Enter,” she managed to croak, her voice barely a whisper. The door creaked open, revealing her lady-in-waiting, Lyra, her face pale and drawn. Lyra’s eyes, usually sparkling with life, were wide with concern, mirroring Elara’s own profound anxiety. Lyra had been her companion since childhood, a steadfast friend, now burdened by Elara’s sorrow.

“My lady,” Lyra began, her voice trembling slightly, “your parents wish to see you. They... they await you in the great hall.” Elara nodded, her throat tight, unable to speak. She knew what this meant. It was time. The final farewell before her forced union. A wave of nausea washed over her, making the room tilt slightly. She pressed a hand to her forehead, trying to steady herself, trying to steel her resolve for the ordeal that lay ahead.

“Thank you, Lyra,” Elara finally managed, her voice still hoarse. She offered Lyra a weak, tremulous smile, a desperate attempt at reassurance that she didn’t feel. Lyra’s gaze lingered on her, filled with a silent plea, a shared understanding of the terror that awaited them both. Lyra stepped aside, allowing Elara to pass, her hand gently touching Elara’s arm in a gesture of unspoken support, a silent vow to remain by her side as long as possible.

As Elara walked through the dimly lit corridors of the keep, every shadow seemed to lengthen, to deepen, to take on monstrous forms. The tapestries on the walls, depicting valiant knights and mythical beasts, seemed to stare down at her with knowing eyes, their woven figures imbued with a somber wisdom. The silence of the keep was profound, broken only by the echo of her own footsteps, a lonely rhythm against the stone floor. She felt as though she were walking through a dream, a terrible, inescapable nightmare.
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