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Chapter 1- The Ceremony
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“Go away,” Amara mumbled while pulling a pillow over her head. Every time she closed her eyes, the same thought returned—today changes everything. Every new moon, all fae who had turned eighteen since the last cycle were summoned to the Aurelion Spire, the capital of Valenith, for the Sorting Ceremony. Today was her turn. 

“Gods above girl,” Amara’s foster mom screamed. Amara had lost her parents a long time ago. They were traveling to Dravyn Bay, the Kingdom known for its intelligence, for some research her mom was looking for, and had never returned. A sweet family from a neighboring town took Amara in as if she were their own. “Today is the most important date of a young fae’s future. Get up.’’

Pillows flew, and blankets were stripped away as Amara finally made her way to the washroom. Amara came down from the small, barely functioning washroom and took one glance at the old wooden clock by the stairs. Panic set in.

“Ohmygods....ohmygods...ohmygods, I am going to be in so much trouble”, she kissed her foster mom on the cheek and started running to the Capital, for Aurelion Spire. 

Amara’s cottage was near the Westgate of the capital, about a ten-minute walk from the center. She bumped into several people on her street in a rush to get there. “Watch where you’re going,” “slow down before you hurt someone.” Even overturned a table outside the town bakery. When she finally arrived at Aurelion Spire, she was covered in sweat and dirt. The head elite Counselman, Andras Vallahien, was nearing the podium to start his agonizing speech. She was standing next to a tall, lean, muscular boy.  She was distracted by his messy hair and dark disposition—hells, he had to be over six feet tall. Consequently, she failed to notice the grey eyes boring holes into her. She went to introduce herself,

“Hi, I’m—

“Don’t care-” he gritted through his teeth, and nodded at the councilman.

She turned away as she muttered under her breath, “Someone woke up on a soiled bed of hay this morning.” He just stared at her, assessing, watching, learning.

Councilman Andras used wind magic to amplify his voice:

“Good morning, we are gathered here today in honor of our children who have become of age. Today, they will be sorted by spire into their appropriate classes. Don’t be frightened, kids, the spire will not harm you; it will vibrate, almost hum, once you place your palms on it. Then the spire will cycle through a series of colors, landing on one. That color will inform you what your most dominant power is. Then he added ominously, “Now don’t be shy, line up and let your futures be decided.” There have been rumors that the Councilman and his Elites, his fellow councilmen as a group, had found a way to manipulate the spire, giving them the control to sort the faeries as they please. Amara could see why these rumors had started; he was a rude, unkind man.

Only a total of five faeries needed to be sorted since the last moon cycle, so the ceremony went by quickly. The first two to go were the twins from her street; their parents ran the local bakery, a stop she needed to make on her way home to apologize. One after the other, they went up, placed their palms on the spire, and it quickly turned green. Green meant the majority of their magic was of nature; they would be able to grow crops and manipulate water easily. Great magic to have running a bakery. The next kid went up, and a whisper of his name carried on the wind. He has the magic of truth-seeking, which will place him in a high class for sure. The next to go was that boy, that tall, dark, handsome, rude-very rude boy. He touched the spire and nothing, not a hum, not a vibration, not a flash. He was powerless. He made eye contact with Amara as he walked back to behind her.

Nervously, Amara made her way to the spire, which stood in the middle of the courtyard, fifty feet high and thirty feet wide. It was a flawless, clear quartz crystal jutting out of the ground. It felt wrong here, like a way stepping into ancient forbidden grounds would feel wrong, something felt off. The closer she got to the crystal, Amara could feel the magic, the shift in the crystal, then everything went still, the world quieted as if time stood still. Then she pressed her palms to the crystal. The rush of magic was so strong that as soon as she made contact, she closed her eyes and her head flew back as if the gods were speaking to her. When she reopened them, gone were her deep, warm green eyes, replaced by piercing blue, nearly glowing eyes, with black starbursts jutting from her pupils. The crystal hummed an ancient tone, vibrating, frantically shifting through colors until it settled on a cloudy cerulean blue, with what looked like black smoke intertwined within. Then it happened. The sound of ice cracking over a frozen lake. Spreading, echoing, then screams. The spire exploded, filled with cracks, and some pieces were missing. Amara just stood there; she had been dual-marked. Blue and black, healing and destruction. Then the explosion, what was that?

The silence that followed the explosion was worse than the screams. It was a vacuum, a hollow space in the air where the magic of Valerian had been ripped apart. Amara looked at her hands; they were no longer shaking. Instead, they felt heavy, as if her bones had been replaced with lead and starlight. She looked at the boy beside her—the rude one with the grey eyes. For a heartbeat, the "soiled hay" attitude was gone. He looked at her with something that wasn't just shock; it was recognition. Like he had been waiting for the world to break, and she was the hammer that finally did it.

The sky above the Spire, once a clear, taunting blue, began to bruise into a deep violet, swirling with the same black smoke that now lived behind her eyelids. She wasn't just a faerie anymore. She was a fracture in the foundation of their world.
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Chapter 2 - The Aftermath
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Amara just stood there, looking at the crystal, cracked,  with shattered pieces around her. She was too shocked and scared to move. She noticed her skin seemed to be shining a little more, almost glittering as if she absorbed the energy from the spire. Without warning, the tall stranger seized her arm and yanked her forward, his voice a jagged command:  “RUN”. Still dazed from what happened, he just grabbed her and ran.  “This way”, she finally spoke, leading them to her home. Knocking over the same table at the bakery, they had just fixed.  Her foster mom, Maizy, was at the door, looking out to see what all the commotion was when they rushed her back in.

“Slow down, Mara,”  Maizy said, “What happened?”

Amara repeated everything that happened in perfect detail.

Maizy took a deep breath and said, “Mara, I think you need to sit for this, but first, why is he in my house?” while she swatted the boy with a rag.  He spoke, just short and simple sentences, “I’m Kael Damaris. I was getting sorted too, I’m just glad I went before her.” That earned him a swat from Amara now. So, Maizy started.

“There is a prophecy that is centered around that spire, and girl, I think that prophecy is you. You see, the prophecy states that one day, when the Kingdom senses the return of the royal bloodline of Everael to these lands, the magic would go wild and the spire would be changed forever.”  Amara's jaw slacked. Kael just sat there, unchanged.

Amara repeater.  “Ever....ael?”, coming out all wrong

Maizy gave a small, tired smile. “Ever-ail,” she corrected gently.

Amara swallowed. 

“However, Maizy went on, her tone shifting slightly, “The prophecy is so diluted and mistranslated from the years, I have heard talk of the council wanting to arrest the 'prophecy child' as soon as they showed themselves.” That made Amara pause. Is that why Kael told her to run? Does he know?

“The prophecy said the child would free the magic from the crystal's hold and unleash it on the world. No other explanation, so it's taken as she will release the magic and being it wild and uncontrolled, it would drown the world until it collapses.”

“That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard,” Amara stated.

“Is that so? Asks Maizy, “The prophecy also has a description of the child”, Maizy continued. “SHE is short, about five feet two, long dark blonde, a little wild, hair. Skin that shimmers, and her eyes, they changed from the most beautiful green to this, brightest blue with dark rings in them.”

At this point, she noticed the way Maizy and Kael were looking at her, so she jumped up from the sitting room and ran to the washroom.

In the washroom, the air smelled of Maizy’s lavender soap, a mundane scent that felt like a lie. Amara leaned over the basin, splashing cold water on her face, but when she looked up, the girl she had known for eighteen years was gone. Her eyes—once the soft green of spring moss—were now a terrifying, brilliant cerulean. And the black starbursts... they didn't just sit in her pupils; they moved, pulsing with a slow, predatory rhythm.

She touched her cheek, and her skin felt... hummed. It didn't just shimmer; it vibrated with a low-frequency power that made the glass in the window rattle. She wasn't just a "prophecy child." She was the return of a lineage that had been hunted to the brink of extinction. She thought of Kael sitting in her living room, and a sudden, sharp heat flared in her chest—not fear, but a strange, territorial spark. He knew. He had seen her power, and he hadn't run.
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Chapter 3 - Hunted
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Amara finally made her way back downstairs in complete shock, her legs feeling like they belonged to someone else. The house was darker now, the shadows stretching long across the floorboards. Her skin was impossible to ignore; it didn't just shimmer, it pulsed with a faint, rhythmic glow that made the fine hairs on her arms stand up.

Silence saturated the house. It wasn't the stillness of peace, but the heavy pressure of a vacuum—a hollow void where the world should have been. The air grew thick, pressing against her eardrums like she was sinking into deep water. The crickets fell still. Even the floorboards refused to creak under Amara’s weight—it wasn’t just quiet; it was a deletion of sound. The wind had stopped whistling through the cracked window. The usual evening chirp of the crickets was gone, and even the old wooden floorboards of Maizy’s home refused to creak as Amara paced. It was a deletion. It felt as if the shadows in the corners were growing teeth, eating the sound of her own heartbeat.

Kael noticed it too. He was standing near the back door, as still as a statue, his eyes fixed on the darkness outside, as if he was listening to a frequency no one else could hear. Maizy kept folding cloth at the table, her movements mechanical and precise, but her eyes were darting toward the rafters.

Amara swallowed, the sound echoing loudly in her own head. “I think...” she started.

“Don’t speak,” Kael cut her off. He didn’t look at her, but his voice was a low vibration that thrummed through the room. It wasn’t as rude as their first encounter at the Spire; it was a warning.

Maizy finally set the cloth down, her face pale. “They’re here.”

Amara frowned. “Who is—”

The word died before it could leave her lips. The candle on the table didn’t flicker or fade; it simply went out. All at once, the light was just... gone.

Kael moved instantly.

“Down,” he whispered, his hand clamping onto Amara’s arm. His grip was a branding iron of heat in a room that had suddenly gone sub-zero. He pulled her behind the heavy oak table just as the front window shattered. There was no sound of breaking glass—just the absence of the window, and then the intrusion.

Three figures stepped into the house like shadows deciding to become real. They wore matte black armor that didn’t just sit in the dark; it seemed to consume it, absorbing the faint moonlight until they were nothing but jagged silhouettes. No insignias. No faces visible beneath their smooth, masked helms. The air around them felt dampened, as if the very concept of sound was being erased by their presence.

Amara’s stomach dropped. They weren’t bandits. They were built for silence and destruction.

The first assassin tilted their head slightly, as if listening to the vibration of their breath.

Kael leaned in, his mouth inches from her ear. “Hells—Null Veil unit.”

“What?” Amara whispered back.

“Council silencers,” Kael rasped. “ The Null Veil. They don't just hunt users; they hollow out the world. Within that radius, your magic isn't gone—it’s starved. Don't reach for it. You'll only show them where to cut.”

As if on cue, Amara tried to reach for the blue-and-black power that had shattered the Spire. Nothing answered. It was like reaching into a void. Her magic scurried into the dark recesses of her mind, hiding from the "erasure" these hunters carried. It was like grabbing at air.

Maizy moved fast—too fast for someone her age. She slammed a carved wooden object onto the floor; a circle of etched runes glowed faintly amber for a heartbeat before the pressure of the assassins’ presence dimmed them into gray.

Kael cursed under his breath. “Hells, they brought a dampening field.”

The second assassin stepped forward, lifting their hands. Amara felt it in her lungs first—the air tightening, turning thick like she was breathing through cloth. Kael shoved her back. An invisible ripple tore through the air. The heavy oak table—their only cover—atomized. No splinters. No sound. Just a void where matter used to be.

Maizy threw a handful of magical powder into the air. It burst into silver sparks, causing the assassins’ forms to flicker for a second, revealing the void beneath their armor.

Kael used that moment of distraction to move. He didn’t fight like a soldier; he moved like someone who had survived this nightmare too many times. He slammed his palm into the floorboards. A thin pulse of dark energy spread outward—not loud, not bright, but precise. The floor beneath the nearest assassin warped, their footing shifting just enough to break the dampening field.

“Run!” Kael’s voice was sharp, a command that broke through her paralysis.

Amara didn’t move. Her feet felt rooted to the floor.

“Run, Mara!” Maizy snapped.

The third assassin raised a hand, and a thin line of pressure snapped toward Amara. Kael shoved her hard, his body a shield between her and the void. The force missed her by inches, embedding into the wall instead and carving a perfect, hollow shape. It didn't leave a hole; it removed the wood from existence.

Amara’s breath caught. That wasn’t killing magic. That was erasure. The Null Veil weren’t just assassins; they were deletion.

“This way!” Maizy grabbed Amara’s wrist, pulling her toward the back door.

They bolted into the night, but Amara looked back. Kael stayed behind for a half-second longer than necessary. One of the assassins turned toward him, raising a void-blade. Kael didn't flinch; he whispered something under his breath, and for a split second, the air around him twisted—not fully magic, not fully human. Then, he was running with them.

They hit the tree line of the Wildwood, the forest swallowing them. But the world felt wrong here, too. Not silent like the house, but heavy, as if the trees were watching their every stumble.

“What are they?” Amara gasped, her lungs burning.

“Council retrieval unit,” Kael said, not slowing his pace. “Ranked above guards, but below the executioners.”

“Why do they want me alive?”

Maizy didn’t answer. That silence was the only answer she needed.

As they ran, the house behind them didn't burn. It didn't collapse. It simply dimmed, the moonlight failing to reflect off its surface until it vanished into the shadows of the valley.

“They’ll track your residual magic,” Kael said, his eyes scanning the trees.

“I can’t even feel my magic!” Amara shouted.

“That doesn’t matter,” he said, his grey eyes flashing in the dark. “You exist. That’s enough.”

The weight of his words landed heavier than the fear. They weren't just hunting a girl; they were hunting a prophecy they intended to erase.

“There are four types,” Kael explained in clipped fragments as they navigated the ravines. “Seers—they track your signature. Binders—the ones with the dampening field. Rend Units—the ones who attacked the house to erase matter.”

Amara slowed as a soundless pressure surged behind them. “And the fourth?”

Kael stopped, his hand going to his blade. “Wraiths. They finish what’s left.”

A line of darkness swept through the trees behind them. Where it passed, the leaves didn't fall; they just vanished. Kael grabbed Amara, pulling her off the main path and into a narrow ravine where Maizy was already pulling aside vines to reveal a hidden passage etched in old sigils.

“In. Now,” Kael ordered.

As the stone latch sealed behind them, swallowing them in damp, ancient darkness, the forest outside went silent again. Amara leaned against the cold stone wall, her skin shimmering in the dark.

“They were going to take me,” she whispered, the reality finally sinking in.

Kael looked at her, his expression unreadable in the gloom. “No,” he said quietly. “They were going to collect you. You’re the reason they built the Null Veil in the first place.”

Outside, a faint vibration passed over the tunnel. The search wasn't over. It had only just begun.
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Chapter 4 - Moonwhisper Grove
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The tunnel mouth exhaled a cool, silver-blue mist that tasted of ancient sap. Moonwhisper Grove wasn't a tangle of growth; it was a cathedral of consciousness. The trees didn't lean; they loomed with intent, their leaves shivering in a wind that Amara couldn't feel on her skin.

Silver-blue light drifted between the trees like floating embers, and the leaves whispered in a language that almost made sense if she didn't listen too hard. The ground beneath her boots pulsed faintly—a slow, deep heartbeat that lived just beneath the surface of the moss.

Maizy exhaled, a long, steady sound of relief. “We’re safe here. The Grove is ancient; its magic is too dense for the Null Veil to penetrate easily.”

Kael didn’t look convinced. He remained at the mouth of the tunnel, his hand still on the hilt of his blade, scanning the glowing tree line with narrow, suspicious eyes. 

“No place is safe,” he muttered. “Safety is just a delay.”

Amara took a step forward, away from the stone passage, and the moment she did, the "dampening" of the Null Veil snapped. Her magic didn’t return gently. It surged. It hit her like a physical blow. Her breath hitched as two distinct currents collided in her chest. The blue settled first—cool and deep as a mountain lake. Then the black erupted, a jagged current that clawed at her insides. She staggered, the world spinning as the dual-power flooded her senses.  Kael was at her side in a heartbeat. He gripped her arm, his touch steadying. 

“Easy,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Don’t let it take control. Anchor yourself.”

“I don’t... I don’t know what I’m anchoring to!” she snapped, pulling away. 

In her frustration, the air around her flickered with static. For a split second, the vibrant green moss beneath her feet turned to black ash. Then, the power receded, leaving her trembling.

Silence settled over the grove. Watching.

The next few days were a blur of exhaustion. Amara drifted in and out of a heavy, magically induced sleep as her body struggled to process the sheer volume of energy she had absorbed from the Spire. When she was awake, Maizy was relentless.

“You don’t get to run from this, Mara. Not anymore,” Maizy insisted, placing a small, withered branch on a stone in front of her. 

“Heal it. Then unmake it. Balance, child. You are the bridge.”

Training was agonizing. The blue magic came with a whisper—she could close small cuts on her hands or warm the air around her. But the black magic didn't listen. It reacted to her fear, her anger, her heartbeat.   

One afternoon, while trying to simply "nudge" a stone, a tree beside Amara split with a sickening crack, the bark curling inward as if it were being consumed by an invisible fire.
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