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	Enthrallment


	In monochrome mystery, her ancient hunger awakens yours


	 


	 


	by Azmia Knisztina 


	 




Chapter 1


	Wild Child


	The storm breaks before Azmia does. Thunder claws at the sky as the Crimson Curse awakens within her, roaring as fiercely outside as it does through the loins gate—an ancient portal etched with secret codes only the initiated can survive. This is not a tale of gentle awakening, but of devotion, surrender, and alchemical becoming: sunrise meditations forged in fire, tarot truths embodied in bone, enchanted rites beneath Aquarius’ silver tide, and a wild child unbound through ritual, lust, and sacred chaos. Between bonfires and moonlight, wax divination and twin-flame telepathy, Azmia descends into ocean cathedrals, dark forests, voodoo villages, and ancient bloodlines—learning that power is not taken, but remembered. What unfolds is a journey through shadow and ecstasy, fury and cleansing, devotion and dominion, where love becomes initiation, betrayal becomes omen, and the unseen walks close enough to breathe. This is the story of how Azmia learned to surrender without losing herself—and how magic answered.


	 


	Day One,


	Emanate Your Shadowlight! Sun in Leo. Moon in Sagittarius. Fire twinned with fire—burning bright, burning deep. The forest within you smolders. Everything false falls to ash. The lies—the ones that whispered you were too much, too little, unworthy, unloved—are nothing but kindling for your sacred flame.


	This is holy combustion.


	This is dark alchemy.


	This is your light, risen from soot and soil. With velvet hands, I fed the fire. Tore each belief from my ribcage—wrote them down in trembling ink— and offered them to the cauldron’s mouth. Smoke curled like serpents. Ash danced like ghosts. And in the silence after, I felt it: the golden hum beneath my skin, the space where sorrow once clung, now glowing like moss-lit stone. I am crowned in emberlight. My radiance is not polite—it commands. This, too, is healing. This, too, is love. And so it is. It shall be. A spell in bloom.


	This morning began in quiet synchronicity— I headed out to my workshops and classes, following right behind my twin as he left for work. There was something quietly poetic about it—me trailing him through the gray morning streets, like a soft shadow stitched in sync, until he disappeared into the warehouse and I drifted onward. The workshops wrapped up early—by ten, I was done. The day already softening around the edges. I stopped at a local barista spot, ordered my usual—coffee dark as ink with a kiss of sweetness—and sat outside under the umbrella tables beneath a pale sun. The city moved around me like a dream I didn’t have to enter. I sank into my morning rituals, letting the quiet hum, the luxury of stillness... settle in.There’s something hauntingly peaceful about being done before the world even realizes it’s rushing. Laced in charm and dripping in elegance like poison with my fitted grey knit top with dainty buttons and flared denim jeans featuring cute bow accents. Black ombré nails add a moody touch, while sparkly “Lucky” sneakers and teddy bear earrings bring in just the right dose of kawaii charm. Finished off with a sleek black bucket bag—effortlessly edgy, totally put-together. Dark academia meets street chic my stylish vibe. One glance and the world bends to my will. Gave up on my morning ritual as the sky split open, a downpour crashing down like a tantrum from the heavens. Thunder growled low in the distance, echoing the ache in my belly— that familiar crimson curse twisting like a thorny vine. So I headed home, soaked and sulking, but with a flicker of something tender blooming in the gloom. Maybe this is a call to retreat. To slip into soft things. To light candles like tiny moons. To draw a bath steeped in rose and salt, or wrap myself in a blanket and let the storm outside mirror the one inside. Even in the mess of mood swings and shadowy pain, there’s still magic— a chance to be gentle with myself, to turn this dark day into a velvet kind of comfort. A stitched bunny knows—sometimes the rain is an invitation.


	 


	Day Two,


	Lion’s Gate: A Portal of Celestial Alchemy. The portal is creaking open, love— As of today, the Lion’s Gate begins to shimmer with sacred light, whispering to the soul in secret codes and celestial rhythms. You may have already felt the stirrings… a flicker in your dreams, a twinge in your heart, a memory that isn’t yours but feels like it could be. The spell reaches its peak. Why? Because we are deep in Leo season—the sign ruled by the sun, the eternal flame, the golden heart. And as the Sun aligns with Sirius, the star of divine wisdom, something ancient and infinite is reborn. The number 8—like two mirrored crescent moons—represents eternity, abundance, and potent possibility. Paired with Leo’s radiant fire, this is not just a portal... it’s a summoning.


	So here’s how I’m weaving my magic today, under this cosmic sun:


	 1. Spellcraft of Intention- I’ll whisper my dreams to paper and speak them like honeyed vows to the Universe. What seeds ache to bloom within me? What future calls from the mist? Today is my shadow moon—a moment to plant with purpose.


	 2. Sunlight Meditation- I’ll sit with the golden light warming my skin, eyes closed, breath soft. Soaking in codes of solar power, like a flower reaching beyond the veil. Quiet. Soft. Illuminated.


	3. Power List Ritual- I’ll write down who I am in full bloom— My rare light, my strengths, my essence unmasked. What shadows do I tame?What beauty do I wield? This is the mirror where I meet my highest self.


	 4. Spellbound Affirmations - Words are wands. So I’ll chant aloud:


	“My natural state is glowing abundance Wealth and wonder flow to me like a river of light. I move through life like a goddess cloaked in confidence and grace.”


	May the Lion’s Gate wrap you in its velvet roar. May you rise, radiant and soft, fierce and sacred..And may you always find your flame— even in the deepest dark. With moonlight in your bones and stardust in your breath, become her—the you you’ve always been becoming.


	Tarot Card VIII – Strength


	True power does not howl—it thrums, low and eternal, in the marrow of your being. Strength is not the frenzy of muscle or the blinding flash of dominance, but the ancient, sovereign force that coils in the soul like a sleeping god. The image endures: a woman, unbound and unafraid, her fingers resting against the lion’s mane. No chains. No blood. Only the unshakable knowing that the beast bends to her will because it recognizes her as kin. This is not mercy born of weakness—it is the crown of those who rule without needing to crush. Ruled by Leo—the heart’s inferno, the solar plexus aflame—this card speaks to the will that burns steady through ages, the power to walk into darkness with your wildness intact and your grace sharpened to a blade. It is the art of holding the storm inside you without letting it devour the world… unless you choose it to. Ask yourself: If I trusted the full breadth of my power—divine, dangerous, and unrepentant—what kingdoms could I raise, what shadows could I command, not for myself alone, but for the shaping of the world itself? Strength is your reminder: you are not merely human. You are the torch in the abyss. Wield it.


	 


	Day Three,


	Enchanted Forest Rite — Moonlit Stitches & Shadow Lace. The forest beckoned me like a stitched-lace door, swinging open to reveal a field hidden in its heart—an ancient place where the grass whispered in lullabies only the old gods remember. Before stepping into the night, I dressed as though I were threading myself into a spell. My Full Moon Aquarius Esbat attire clung to me like it had been sewn from starlight and shadow—batwing silk flowing like midnight ink, sleeves unfurling into winged shapes with every movement. Diamond-flecked fishnets shimmered along my legs, each crystal bead catching moonlight as if it were a drop of captured magic. Around my throat, a black leather choker with silver spikes and a dangling pentacle pressed against my pulse, warding and calling in equal measure. My hair was crowned with a great spiderweb bow, delicate yet strong, its lace netting the night air. My boot— towering, buckled, frayed at the edges—thudded heavy into the earth, grounding me for the work ahead. As I fastened the last buckle, I whispered the old dressing charm, my voice a thread of shadow in the air:


	“Batwing silk, shadow spun,


	Dress of midnight, spell begun.


	Diamond nets on moonlit skin,


	Catch the light, draw magic in.


	Pentacle charm at choker’s throat,


	Silver spikes where warding wrote.


	Spiderweb bow, black lace crown,


	Snaring whispers drifting down.


	Boots like towers, battle-bound,


	Each step drums the witch’s ground.


	Thread by thread, this garb I wear


	Weaves my soul to midnight air.


	Under Aquarius’ silver tide,


	The moon’s white milk flows deep inside. Clothed in shadow, stitched divine, I am the spell — the spell is mine.”


	Only then did I step into the enchanted clearing, my kin already gathered, their forms bathed in silver glow. Someone traced the outer ring of salt—tiny crystals falling like winter stars upon black earth. Four figures stood at the quarters, calling to the elementals, their voices curling through the air like smoke stitched with silver thread. At the center, the High Priestess stood, her gown trailing like midnight ink, her crown shimmering with pieces of the heavens. She wove the gods down into our circle like a seamstress stitching constellations into silk. We each drew down the moon, pulling its pale glow into our hearts, into our doll-like bones, until my whole being shimmered in white fire. As above, so below… as above, so below—the chant fell from our lips like ribbon, soft and unending, until the Goddess began to emerge, stepping out from shadow and into our eyes. I had come to embroider courage into my soul, to sew independence into the seams of my spirit, to stitch my self-worth back with golden thread. All around, intentions bloomed like little black roses. We chanted the names of the dark goddesses, swaying in rhythm with the earth’s heartbeat, our feet pressing her pulse into us. The Witches’ Rune spun from my lips, winding me deeper into the god-self, until I felt like a doll animated by shadow and moonlight—every thread of my attire still humming like an active charm.The communion vessel came into my hands—its silver cool against my skin. I sipped the milk of the moon, whispering, May you never thirst, before passing it on, leaving a tiny libation for the earth below. The cakes followed—sweet and soft like offerings from a fairy’s tea party. I bit, tasting the blessing, murmuring, May you never hunger, before giving my share back to the gods in a toss of crumbs like falling stars. The High Priestess made the final offering, voice like velvet thread binding us to the elements, the ancestors, the Lord and Lady, and the perfect weave of all things. Then came the oath of secrecy—like a satin ribbon tied in shadow—before we slipped into the deeper magic, chanting until the air became honey-thick with power. The quarters were released, the circle gently unpicked. We embraced our cousins and kin, laughter stitched with the lingering hum of enchantment. My twin and I drifted back to the car, waving as the clay road pulled us away, carrying us back toward the quiet hum of the highway.


	At home, I poured a bath with moon water from the last new moon, letting the ritual’s threads dissolve from my skin while the magic stayed woven inside me. I filled my jars, setting them under the moonlight alongside my freshly cleansed tools and crystals. A tea of dreams steeped in moon water waited for me—warm between my hands like a tiny enchanted animal—and I curled into my journal, spilling the night’s stitches onto paper. The last drop of tea gone, I whispered a small prayer into the dark, letting sleep sew my soul into the dreams waiting beyond.


	 


	Moon-Threaded Wardrobe Spell


	Batwing silk, shadow spun,


	Dress of midnight, spell begun.


	Diamond nets on moonlit skin,


	Catch the light, draw magic in.


	Pentacle charm at choker’s throat,


	Silver spikes where warding wrote.


	Spiderweb bow, black lace crown,


	Snaring whispers drifting down.


	Boots like towers, battle-bound,


	Each step drums the witch’s ground.


	Thread by thread, this garb I wear


	Weaves my soul to midnight air.


	Under Aquarius’ silver tide,


	The moon’s white milk flows deep inside. 


	Clothed in shadow, stitched


	 divine, I am the spell — the spell is mine.


	 


	Day Four,


	Solar Plexus Invocation — Sun in Leo, Moon in Gemini (fire, air). I close my eyes and turn eastward, spine straight, breath steady— four counts in, four counts out, in a rhythm. With each inhale, I summon the Sun, watching it ascend, higher and higher, a burning crown above my head. With each exhale, I cast it westward, letting it sink into the abyss, swallowed by night. The golden fire stirs within me— igniting the Solar Plexus. The light flowing downward binding itself to my inner furnace. A dark sun, molten and commanding, awakens within. Each breath draws its fire brighter, each cycle crowns it stronger. When the light within is fully charged, releasing the rhythm. Returning to the natural breath. Sitting in stillness — but within me, the Sun endures. The dark sun of my own being, shining eternal within.


	 


	Day Five, 


	The Wild Child!! Sun in Leo, Moon in Cancer—fire and tide. Today I set my wild child free— the loud, unruly spirit they told me to silence.No masks, no rules, no chains. Just the fierce, feral me. The Wild Child Sun in Leo, Moon in Cancer—fire meeting water, flame kissing tide. Seek the wild child within, the one they tried to silence, the one they chained with shame and hushed with fear. The spirit that knows falsehoods rot the soul, that “nice” is a coffin lined with velvet, and that masks are nothing but theater for the dead. Tonight, I unbind my wild child. The untamed, unruly spark that refuses obedience. The voice that will not whisper, the spirit that will not kneel. The feral fire, the tidal roar. It is time— to summon that inner renegade, to let my loud, free, untouchable wild child rise again.


	 Before dawn’s first whisper, I rose, coffee in hand, murmuring soft words with my love before retreating into solitude. Cross-legged before my bed, I sank into stillness—cleansing my aura, aligning the hidden stars of my chakras. Energy rose steady through me, grounding me in shadows as I unraveled into asanas, my body stretching into quiet invocation. Wrapped in headphones and a black-slicked smartwatch, I walked beneath the pale breath of morning, each step summoning my feminine fire, coaxing confidence from the bones. Gratitude lingered as I returned, stepping into the ritual of my coffee scrub—a shower to strip away old energy, bath gloves scouring aura as much as skin. I emerged perfumed with moisture, powdered and groomed, straightening my dark strands before cloaking myself in blue denim, black fur boots, and a handmade monochrome top—sharp, stylish, almost dangerous. Cute, yes, but with an edge. The coffee brewed in its low hum, filling the air with bitter warmth. I sipped while news headlines passed like oracles of the mundane. Between affirmations and EFT tapping, I cast my daily spread—tarot and oracle cards speaking their cryptic tongues while horoscopes unveiled the heavens’ whispers. Each tool returned to its sanctuary within my violet handbag, my talisman for the day. Out into the morning, I slipped shadows into light, pausing only to post my daily mark on Glowbug. Workshops carried me until mid-morning, before the call of the local barista drew me to brunch with my circle—our celebration, our communion. By eleven, laughter softened into parting, and my twin flame’s presence brushed close, his check-in like an unseen tether. The afternoon folded me into my university courses, where I, ambassador of strange knowledge, walked through self-care sermons, communication lessons, and the humbling sting of a failed English assignment—one to be retaken, for even the devoted falter. By three, home awaited with its small hearth magics. I peeled corn, spiced bourbon wings awaiting flame, the air thick with music that stirred my wild child free. I danced while I cooked, hips answering rhythm, spirit answering freedom. By the pool, as the meal simmered, I opened Think and Grow Rich, eyes drinking the wisdom between its lines while the world hushed around me. Later, the delight of simpler lives called—my little piggies, their tiny worlds brimming with charm. I played with Oreo, the only one allowed into my arms, his warmth reminding me that tenderness is as sacred as power. And as dusk swelled, I turned again to pages of the written word, pledging myself to ink, to silence, to stories.


	 


	The Power of Surrender


	Surrender. Let go. Release.


	To surrender is to unclench the fists of control and step into the unknown. It feels terrifying—like walking blindfolded —but this is where the true magic waits. What does surrender look like? It is courage dressed in softness. It is faith whispering, you are held. It is the quiet release of all that no longer serves—the heaviness, the fears, the endless need to control. To surrender is to give it all to something greater, to remember you are not alone. Surrender is not weakness. It is strength in its purest form. It grounds us, connects us, and opens us to the flow of creation. Life was never meant to be clenched tight in our grip—we are meant to flow, not caged. How do we surrender? In the way that feels most sacred to you. For me, I call on my inner soul, the unseen. I name what I release—fear, worry, pain—and hand it over. Surrender. I breathe. I allow. Simply closing my eyes and trust. Always, I remind myself: I am protected. To surrender is to embrace your truest self. To accept. To open to connection. It is the key that unlocks your dreams. I am surrender.


	 




Chapter 2


	Bloodroot Grounding 


	Day Six, 


	Waxciting Scrying Adventures. Sun in Leo, Moon in Cancer (fire + water). Today’s celestial dance of flame and tide stirs an alchemy of mystery—a perfect veil for exploring our psychic sight through the old-world art of Wax Divination. Like tea leaves whispering secrets, candle drippings upon water become mirrors of the unseen, weaving symbols from shadow and flame. I set a dark bowl of water before me and lit a single candle. Closing my eyes, I sank into stillness—roots sinking deep into the black earth, branches stretching into the cosmos. A sphere of protection, luminous yet impenetrable, formed around me. Only truth, only love, only light may enter. Gazing into the flame, I whispered inward: What message do my guides carry for me? Slowly, I let the molten wax fall into water, untouched by my hand. Ripples opened, shapes began to form, symbols rising from the silence. My intuition leaned closer, listening to the language of shadows. And there it was— a figure, arms alight with motion, a dancer spun from wax and water, a reminder that spirit celebrates through us.


	Predawn: I sip black-laced lattes with my twin, whispering small conspiracies to the steam. I feed my piggies—soft, snuffling saints—then slip into the temple of my room: breath, runes, a slow wiring of aura to spine. Yoga uncoils me; a mile-long walk wakes the witch-woman in me. At the kitchen altar I powder, paint a Korean moon on my lids, tattoo the morning with tiny EMT tappings and a grey-hooded armor. Tarot tips its hat; the Oracle hums like a cat. Coffee heats my hands; headlines fizz in the background like distant thunder. In a glassed bathroom I meet myself — twin-soul reflection: fierce, tender, incandescent. I ask, and my higher self answers in low, bright verbs: “You burn like poetry. You’ve crossed oceans of fire. Thrive.” I fold into myself and hold that blessing like a blade and a balm. Later: a candle, a black bowl, molten wax falling into water — a dancer rises, arms aflame. We close the circle, laugh, and spill out under stars to dance until our shoes forget the street..Home: supper, noise, a ridiculous mirror of a fake twin—jealousy shrugs and I shrug back: I am the original. Iconic. Exhausted. Loved. 


	 


	Day Seven,


	I wandered the night in shadows, hips swaying to music that pierced my soul. I danced until the stars unveiled themselves, until the velvet sky became my cathedral. At 3 a.m. I slipped into a karaoke club, channeling my inner siren, sequins glittering under black lights—black socks, black leg warmers, black shoes, denim skirt, obsidian nails sharp as blades. A creature of midnight allure. Glow sticks were pressed into our hands like neon talismans, casting spectral light across the dance floor. We raised our arms to the thrum of the DJ, bodies colliding, Aziz’s lips against mine in the strobe-lit chaos. Kumi and I slipped into the restroom together—Aziz’s watchful gaze ensuring I was never alone. His shadow lingered, protective, as he later stole a sip from my glass and whispered, safe. Kumi laughed at his vigilance. I just wanted more—more of the pulse, more of Aziz. We danced, kissed, dissolved into the music until the night bled into dawn.


	When the word came—ready to leave?—we spilled into a waiting limo, velvet darkness outside the windows, laughter inside. At the karaoke bar, my voice soared, a spell cast into the lingering night. And then—just Aziz and me—beneath a star-swathed sky, the horizon bruised purple-blue with morning’s approach. He whispered, hungry, and we found ourselves at a barista’s, coffee steaming, cinnamon sweet on our tongues as the world slowly woke. A taxi carried us to the shoreline. The yacht awaited, black against the rising sun. We descended into the abyss—scuba diving into the ocean’s cathedral. The water was a vast tomb, endless and holy. I felt the ocean’s lesson in its cold grip: depth is beautiful, and terrifying. Shadows moved in the distance—sharks, leviathans, the ghost-song of whales haunting the deep. My heart thundered, fear clawing at my ribs. I was swallowed by awe and dread both. Back on the surface, fire met flesh—grilled tuna, charred squash, crisp cucumbers. A feast of the sea, eaten like a ritual. Later, at home, I let a bath of bubbles cradle me before slipping into black lace—a teddy sharp with seduction. Aziz and I curled into each other under a blanket, the television flickering like a dying hearth. We drifted into sleep, bodies tangled, souls still humming with night. By noon exhaustion claimed me, but the magic still burned beneath my skin. Dressed once more in that black teddy, thong, and knee-highs, I felt luminous in the afterglow. Wrapped in him, I surrendered to slumber, the memory of our gothic odyssey lingering like smoke in my lungs.


	 


	Bloodroot Grounding & Cosmic Centering


	A Ritual of Earth, Flame, and Protection


	This meditation guides you into the depths of Earth, through the strength of your root, and outward into the cosmos—until you are circled in protection, renewed and whole.


	Step One: Ground into the Earth- Close your eyes and breathe. Imagine your energy sinking downward—through flesh, through bone, through soil and stone. Let every trace of negative energy, every shadow, slip from your body into the waiting Earth. The darkness dissolves, consumed and transmuted in her womb.


	Step Two: The Root Ignites -Now, feel the Earth return her gift. A crimson current rises up from below, flowing into your root chakra. Watch as it glows—strong, steady, alive. See it blazing with a deep red flame, unwavering and eternal. Whisper:


	“I am rooted. I am strong. I am bound to the Earth’s eternal embrace.”


	Step Three: Branches into the Cosmos - Once you are firmly grounded, let your energy expand. Like branches reaching for starlight, extend yourself into the vast cosmos above. Feel the balance—your roots in the underworld, your crown in the heavens. The axis of Earth and sky flows through you.


	Step Four: The Circle of Protection -With roots below and branches above, a circle begins to form. Light and shadow weave together, surrounding you in a radiant sphere. This is your sacred shield—removing the negative, welcoming the positive, keeping you grounded, centered, and whole.


	Rest in this circle.


	You are rooted.


	You are centered.


	You are protected.


	 


	Day Eight,


	Make It Flesh! The Sun grips Virgo’s spine, the Moon broods in Capricorn’s marrow—earth folding into earth, stone striking stone. No illusions. No soft veils. The weight of the world presses into me, and I do not turn away. For too long, my mind was a haunted cathedral echoing with hunger, rage, and restless phantoms. But the dreaming ends. This is embodiment. No more shadows lingering at the threshold. I drag them down from ether, carve them into stone, breathe them into flesh. I am the force made real.


	Woken in predawn hush, I moved through my house like a silent spell, music pulsing through walls as I swept and scrubbed. Basil steeped into my floor wash—a harmony laid into stone. When the rooms were cleansed, I descended into my own skin: charcoal soap foamed into lather, stripping away residue, washing loose the psychic ash. I wrapped myself in steam, then adorned my face with a black charcoal mask, returning to the hush of my room for bare yoga in shuttered darkness. Back to the mirror, back to the ritual—shaman chants whispered like smoke, magic woven with breath. Coffee burned with sage, cleansing me and the house alike. My piggies fed, my body fueled by glow-brew, my eyes traced affirmations like sigils across the page. Out into the morning: soft hustle, deep meditation, footsteps weaving incantations into the pavement. Bread wrapped in black-marked paper tasted like offering. EMT tapping pulsed into rhythm with my morning rites, my neck mask a quiet shield. In the bathroom mirror I declared:
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