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Chapter One
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The Nightbloom Gardens never slept.

Under the glow of the twin moons, their petals pulsed with silver light, shifting as if sighing in their eternal dream. Ancient trees, their branches woven with strands of luminescence, arched over winding pathways, casting ghostly reflections on the still water of the reflecting pools. The air smelled of night jasmine and stardust, thick with the magic that ran through the veins of the Enchanted Realm.

Lyriel stood at the heart of the garden, her wings unfurled behind her like woven moonlight. The garden was her charge, her prison, her sacred duty. The legends whispered that when the twin moons aligned, the Moonflower would bloom for the first time in a thousand years, its petals holding the power to reshape fate itself. But legends also spoke of a thief who would come in the night, stealing the realm’s last hope.

And tonight, the prophecy whispered in the wind.

She sensed him before she saw him. A ripple in the air, a shadow where none should be. The silver light bent unnaturally at the edge of the reflecting pool, dark wisps curling from the space between the trees.

Lyriel turned, her voice cool and unwavering. “You should not be here.”

A figure stepped into the moonlight.

He was taller than she expected, draped in shadow as if the night itself had sculpted him. Black scales shimmered faintly against his skin, and his golden eyes—molten, piercing—watched her with something unreadable. Shadows curled at his feet like sentient mist, shifting restlessly. A Shadowborne.

The thief.

“I could say the same to you,” the stranger murmured. His voice was smooth, rich, like silk slipping over steel. “A creature of the stars, caged in a garden of illusions. Doesn’t that seem... cruel?”

Lyriel’s grip tightened on the silver staff she carried. “You are trespassing.”

“And you are guarding something that does not belong to you,” he countered, stepping closer.

Her breath caught. The space between them shrank, and for the first time, she felt it—the pull. Like a tide drawn to the moon, like shadow seeking light. It was a magic older than prophecy, deeper than fate.

His gaze flickered downward, to the pedestal behind her. Resting atop it was the Lunar Tear Amulet, its surface swirling with trapped starlight.

So that was what he wanted.

“You seek the Amulet,” Lyriel said, her voice colder now. “Why?”

His golden eyes darkened. “Because without it, my people will remain cursed beneath the roots of this world.”

A pause. Truth.

And yet—his hand still moved toward it.

Lyriel’s wings flared, casting light across his shadowed form. “I cannot let you take it.”

For a heartbeat, he hesitated. Then his fingers brushed the amulet.

A surge of power exploded through the air.

The garden trembled. The moonlight flared blindingly bright. Lyriel gasped, feeling something unseen coil around her soul, something binding. And as the force rippled between them, she realized with a terrifying certainty—

Their fates were now entwined.
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Chapter Two
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The world stood still.

Lyriel’s breath came in uneven gasps as the magic surged between them, a tether invisible to the eye but undeniable to the soul. The moment Ravien had touched the Lunar Tear Amulet, something ancient had awakened—a force neither of them could control.

His hand was still on the amulet. Her fingers, somehow, had found his wrist, skin meeting skin in an electric clash of heat and cold.

A mistake.

Lyriel tried to pull away. She couldn’t. Neither of them could.

Ravien’s golden eyes bore into hers, his expression shifting from sharp defiance to something unreadable. The weight of their shared breath, the way their bodies leaned toward one another despite their opposing natures—light and shadow, duty and defiance, stardust and darkness—it sent a shiver through her.

“What... have you done?” she whispered.

His fingers tightened ever so slightly around the amulet. “I don’t know.” His voice was lower now, rougher. “But something tells me... you felt it too.”

Lyriel swallowed hard. She had.

The bond crackled between them, a pulse of conflicting forces. Her wings trembled as she felt the heat of his touch seeping through her skin. A Shadowborne should not be warm—his kind thrived in the cold hollows beneath the world, where light had never touched. And yet, here he was, burning against her like a falling star.

“You were never meant to have this,” she murmured, voice softer than she intended.

Ravien’s lips curved, just barely. “And yet, here we are.”

A spark flared in his eyes. A challenge. A warning. A temptation.

Lyriel’s fingers twitched where they still touched. She should move, should summon the celestial winds to push him back, should do anything but stand here like some starstruck fool—

But then he moved.

So fast, she barely had time to react. His free hand rose, his fingertips ghosting along the curve of her jaw.

Lyriel’s breath hitched.

It was barely a touch, nothing but the brush of his knuckles along her skin. Yet it was as if the night itself had caressed her, cool and weightless, whispering against her like a forbidden promise. Her heart slammed against her ribs, and something inside her fractured.

“You’re trembling,” Ravien murmured.

“You’re insufferable,” she shot back, but the words came out weaker than she intended.

His smirk deepened, but his eyes—they softened.

And then—he leaned in.

For one dizzying moment, she thought he might kiss her. The air between them was too thin, too charged, her pulse hammering in her throat as if it, too, recognized the inevitability of this pull.

Lyriel should stop him. She needed to stop him.

But her feet wouldn’t move.

His breath was warm against her lips, his closeness suffocating, intoxicating. He smelled of smoke and rain, of something dark and untamed, yet impossibly familiar.

Their lips were a whisper apart—

Then, suddenly, as if a spell had shattered, he exhaled sharply and pulled away.

Lyriel sucked in a breath, as if surfacing from deep waters.

Ravien’s expression was unreadable now, something tense and conflicted flickering in his molten gaze.

“This is a mistake,” he murmured, voice taut.

Lyriel swallowed against the ache in her throat. “Yes.”

They stood like that for a moment, staring at each other across the small, irreversible distance.

Then, without another word, Ravien turned—and disappeared into the shadows.

Lyriel exhaled, pressing trembling fingers against her lips.

The night was quiet once more.

But the damage had already been done.
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Lyriel could still feel the ghost of his touch long after Ravien had vanished into the night.

She shouldn’t have let him go. He was a thief. A Shadowborne. An enemy. Yet she hadn’t stopped him. She couldn’t.

The garden was silent, but not in the way it had been before. Something was different now. The air felt heavier, charged with an unseen force—like the space he had occupied still remembered him, still carried the whisper of his presence.

Lyriel exhaled sharply, turning away, only to freeze.

The Lunar Tear Amulet was gone.

Her heart leapt into her throat. No. She wouldn’t let him escape with it. Not without a fight.

Without hesitation, she spread her wings and surged into the sky, the silver glow of her magic rippling behind her as she followed the fading tendrils of shadow that marked his path. She would find him. She had to.
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