






📘 The Cursed Academy: Shadows of the Forbidden

A Romantasy Novel By Jiruma Dogwo

🌑 Prologue – The Marked One

Long before Blackthorn Academy crowned its first headmaster, before its stone towers reached the skies and magic pulsed through its halls, a curse was born.

It began with a betrayal. A forbidden love between a witch and a royal heir. A secret spell that unraveled kingdoms. A punishment that would echo through time.

They called it The Shadowbind Curse — a legacy of magic twisted by pain, passed down through bloodlines, seeking one host in each generation. That host was known as the Marked One.

This year, it chose Lyra Vayne.

At the stroke of midnight, mist crept through the dormitories of a quiet orphanage on the outskirts of Edrelle. It slithered like a serpent, coiling around Lyra’s sleeping form. Without sound, it burned a mark into her chest — a rune that glowed for mere seconds before vanishing beneath her skin.

She did not wake. She did not scream. But from that moment forward, nothing in her life would ever be normal again.

🌓 Chapter One – Arrival at Blackthorn

The rain came down in sheets, soaking through Lyra Vayne’s cloak as the black carriage rolled to a stop in front of towering wrought-iron gates.

Blackthorn Academy stood beyond them, half-shrouded in fog, its jagged spires clawing at the stormy sky like the fingers of a sleeping beast. Gargoyles lined the rooftop. Runes glowed faintly along the gates.

Lyra stepped out, clutching her satchel and the letter that had changed her life.

“You are invited to attend Blackthorn Academy of the Arcane. Your presence is not requested — it is required.”

She had no magical training. No family. No idea why she had been chosen.

As she passed under the arched gate, the stone symbols lit up in a deep crimson glow. A gust of wind blew her hood back, and for a split second, the runes pulsed in rhythm with her heartbeat.

A chill ran down her spine.

Inside the grand entrance hall, candles floated midair, suspended by unseen magic. The marble floor shimmered beneath her feet, and portraits of ancient spellcasters lined the walls — their eyes following her as she walked past.

Other students had already arrived — some dressed in fine robes, others in dark uniforms, all whispering, casting spells, laughing. Lyra felt out of place instantly.

Then she saw him.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Dark eyes like obsidian, locked directly on her.

He stepped forward and spoke, his voice smooth and sharp as a blade.

“You’re the one, aren’t you?”

Lyra blinked. “The one what?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he offered a sarcastic smile and turned to walk away.

“Name’s Kael Draven. Top of the elite class. Try not to get cursed.”

She watched him disappear into the crowd.

That night, in her new dormitory, Lyra stood in front of the mirror.

She pulled aside her shirt and stared at her chest — the skin still tingled where the rune had been. There was no mark. No scar. But she could feel it inside her like a pulse that didn’t belong to her heart.

She didn’t know it yet, but the academy had already begun its trials.

And the shadows… were watching.

🌓 Chapter Two – The Rival

The next morning, Blackthorn Academy was buzzing with excitement. New students were still arriving, but whispers had already begun to circle like ravens around the towers.

Whispers about the girl who lit the gates.

Lyra stood at the edge of the main courtyard, watching students practice their magic in tight-knit circles. Some levitated books. Others conjured small flames or whispered incantations in ancient tongues.

She could feel their eyes on her.

Some were curious. Others suspicious. Most were dismissive — except one.

“Enjoying the attention?” Kael Draven stood behind her, arms crossed, his gaze sharp as ever.

Lyra didn’t turn. “You’re really good at sneaking up on people.”

“I wasn’t sneaking. You were just distracted — again.”

She turned to face him. “Is there a reason you keep bothering me?”

He smirked. “Just trying to figure out why the gates reacted to you. That only happens when someone carries ancient magic. Dangerous magic.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Kael stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Then you’re more dangerous than I thought.”

Their eyes locked again — that same strange current pulsing between them. Magic buzzed faintly in the air, but it wasn’t the kind that came from wands or spellbooks. It was raw. Untamed. Like something waking up inside both of them.

Before either could say more, the Academy bells rang out overhead, deep and thunderous.

“Orientation time,” Kael said, turning toward the central tower. “Don’t get lost, Vayne.”Lyra followed, biting back a dozen questions.

🏰 The Grand Hall

Inside the Great Tower, the students were assembled in rows, facing a wide dais where the headmistress stood — tall and regal, dressed in violet robes etched with silver sigils. Her hair was white as ash, and her presence alone silenced the crowd.

“I am Headmistress Ravaryn,” she began, her voice laced with ancient power. “And you now stand within the walls of Blackthorn — not just a school, but a crucible.”

She raised one hand. A golden flame bloomed above her palm and slowly unraveled into a spiral of symbols.

“This year, something has shifted. The Academy feels it. The runes have stirred. Shadows whisper again.”

She looked directly at Lyra.

“One among you is cursed. One among you may be chosen to break what has never been broken.”

Gasps echoed through the hall. Heads turned. Lyra’s stomach twisted.

Was she talking about her?

🧪 Class Assignments

After the assembly, students were handed glowing scrolls with their dorm numbers and class schedules.

Lyra opened hers — and groaned aloud.

Advanced Elemental Combat – Partnered with: Kael Draven Spell Theory (Required) Curses and Ancient Runes Forbidden Lore – Restricted Access Night Training – Mandatory

“Of course,” she muttered.

Kael appeared over her shoulder like a curse himself. “Looks like we’re stuck together.”

“I’d rather face a chimera.” He grinned. “You just might.”

That night, Lyra stood on the balcony of her tower dorm, staring out at the moonlit forest beyond the academy. Shadows flickered between the trees — shapes that didn’t move like animals or people.

And faintly, as the wind rustled the leaves, she heard it:

A whisper in a language she didn’t know. Calling her name.

“Lyra…”

She spun around. No one was there.

The rune on her chest pulsed once — slow and hot.

Something was watching her. Something ancient. And it had finally woken up.

🌒 Chapter Three – The Forbidden Library

The next day began with rain again — the kind that didn’t just fall but pressed against the world like a warning.

Lyra’s boots echoed through the east wing corridor as she searched for her next class: Curses and Ancient Runes.

She passed students in enchanted uniforms, floating quills, and whispering portraits whose eyes followed her with suspicion. But as she turned the corner, she stopped dead.

A door stood at the end of the hallway. Massive. Black. Laced in silver chains.

It wasn’t on the map.

Above it, a sign read in ancient script:

“The Forbidden Library – Entrance Prohibited Without Special Clearance”

The air around it crackled. The doorknob shimmered like it was covered in frost.

Lyra felt drawn to it — as if something behind the door was calling her name again.

Lyra…

She took one step forward.

“Are you trying to get expelled already?”

Kael’s voice cut through the silence like a dagger. He stepped out of the shadows behind her, arms folded, expression unreadable.

“You scared me,” she snapped.

“You’re standing in front of the most restricted section of the academy. Of course I’m here.”

Lyra narrowed her eyes. “Are you following me?”

He shrugged. “Let’s call it… babysitting.”

She turned away, heart still pounding. “What’s in there?”

Kael’s jaw tightened. “Books no one should read. Spells no one should know. And secrets the Academy has tried to bury for centuries.”

Lyra’s voice dropped. “Why does it feel like it’s calling me?”

Kael didn’t answer right away. Instead, he walked past her, brushing her shoulder with his as he did.

“You really don’t know what you are, do you?”

Not what. Who.

Then he was gone — disappearing into the hall like mist.

🧙‍♀️ Curses and Ancient Runes

Professor Eldrin’s classroom was buried deep in the lower vaults. The walls were made of obsidian stone, covered in shimmering sigils that floated like smoke.

“Magic,” the professor intoned, “is not just power. It is memory. Every spell remembers its caster. Every curse remembers its victim.”

Lyra sat in the back, trying to ignore the growing heat in her chest. The rune on her skin — invisible to the eye — was reacting again.

“Some runes are born, not learned,” Eldrin continued. “They etch themselves into the soul. If you carry one… it means you’ve been marked.”

Lyra’s quill slipped from her hand.

“Miss Vayne,” the professor said sharply, “something to share?”

“No, sir,” she murmured.

But Kael, sitting two rows ahead, glanced over his shoulder — and for the first time, there was no sarcasm in his eyes. Only a flicker of concern.

🌙 Nightfall

That night, Lyra couldn’t sleep. She paced the stone floor of her dorm, restless, haunted.

Just before midnight, she made a decision.

She grabbed her cloak, lit a crystal lamp, and crept back through the east wing. The halls were silent. Cold.

She reached the forbidden door again.

This time, the chains were gone.

The knob was warm.

And the door creaked open slowly… by itself.

Inside, the Forbidden Library stretched endlessly — a cavern of black stone and floating staircases. Candles floated like spirits, lighting her path.

She stepped inside.

Welcome, Marked One.

The voice was not in her ears, but in her mind.

And then — without warning — the door slammed shut behind her.

Locked in. Alone.

And no one would hear her scream.

🌘 Chapter Four – Shadows in the Hall

The silence inside the Forbidden Library was suffocating.

Rows of ancient tomes stretched into the darkness like the bones of a long-dead beast. Dust shimmered in the lamplight, and the air smelled of old parchment, dried blood, and something colder — older.

Lyra took a cautious step forward.

As her foot landed, the runes along the shelves flickered. A floating book drifted from the top row, opening itself mid-air.

Its pages turned rapidly… then stopped.

The Marked One shall awaken when blood and curse converge. Bound to shadows. Feared by the stars. Watched by the cursed.

Lyra’s heart pounded.

She reached for the page, but the book snapped shut and vanished into smoke.

Why is this happening to me?

She turned to leave — but the door was gone.

Literally vanished. The entry she came through had melted into the wall like it never existed.

Panic crawled up her spine. She spun around, searching for another exit.

That’s when the shadows moved.

From the cracks in the stone, from the corners of the ceiling — they formed eyes.

Eyes without pupils.

Eyes that watched.

Marked One… You should not be here.

Lyra gasped. “Who are you?”

No answer. Only whispers. A thousand whispers layered in an ancient tongue.

You are not ready.

Suddenly, the floor cracked beneath her. Runes burned around her feet — and with a blinding flash of white, she collapsed into unconsciousness.

⚔️ The Infirmary

She awoke to a strange warmth and the scent of burned cedar.

Her vision cleared slowly. She was lying on a bed in the academy’s infirmary, glowing crystals floating overhead. Her chest ached — not from injury, but from magic still humming beneath her skin.

At her bedside sat Kael.

He looked tired. Almost… concerned.

“You could’ve died, Vayne.”

Lyra tried to sit up. “How did you—?”

“I followed you. I knew you’d go back there. I felt it.”

She blinked at him. “You felt it?”

Kael hesitated, jaw tight.

“I’m not just top of the class,” he said finally. “My family… we’re part of the Order. The ones who guard the Forbidden Library. The curse is part of our legacy.”

She stared at him. “You’re a guardian?”

“I’m your rival,” he said. “And your protector.”

Lyra’s breath caught. “You knew I was marked.”

“I suspected. But now I know.”

He leaned in, his voice low.

“That curse inside you — it’s waking. And if you don’t learn to control it soon, it’s going to destroy you… and everyone else here.”

🩸 Later That Night…

Lyra wandered the hallways alone, unable to sleep.

The moonlight poured through the stained glass windows, painting the walls in patterns of red and violet. She paused by a mirror and stared at her reflection.

She didn’t feel like herself anymore.

There was something new behind her eyes — something deeper. Something darker.

As she turned to walk back to her dorm, a flicker passed at the end of the hallway.

She froze.

A shadow in the shape of a person.

It moved against the light. Silent. Watching.

When she took a step forward, it disappeared.

Not all monsters wear claws. Some wear uniforms.

She was no longer sure who she could trust — not even Kael.

🔥 Chapter Five – Trial by Flame

Blackthorn Academy’s dueling arena was carved deep beneath the main towers — a colossal dome of black stone with open ceilings that roared with wind and mist. At its center, a glowing sigil circled the floor, pulsing like a heartbeat.

Every year, new students were required to complete a Trial by Flame.

To prove control. To reveal weakness. And sometimes… to expose secrets.

Lyra stood among dozens of students, her stomach twisting.

Professor Maelis, the Elemental Instructor, paced in front of the crowd. His robes crackled with fire as he addressed them.

“Today, you will face your first real test — an opponent chosen by the Academy itself.”

He gestured to a floating sphere, spinning above the center of the arena. It sparked once… then stopped.

“Lyra Vayne vs… Kael Draven.”

Gasps echoed through the crowd.

Lyra’s heart dropped. Kael raised one brow and smirked.

“Of course,” she muttered. “It had to be him.”

⚔️ The Duel Begins

They stepped into the ring. Magical wards glowed around the edges. The audience buzzed with whispers, betting on Kael — the top student, the elemental prodigy.

Lyra had no battle training. No spells memorized. Only instincts.

Professor Maelis gave a sharp nod.

“Begin.”

Kael struck first.

A wave of flame exploded from his palm, curling toward Lyra like a serpent. She dove sideways, rolling to avoid the heat.

“Is this how you treat your rivals?” she called, breathless.

Kael answered with another blast — this time, a column of fire that lit the entire arena.

Lyra raised her hands to shield herself.

She had no spell. No defense.

But something inside her awakened.

A rush of cold surged through her veins, and suddenly — the flames froze midair. Frost spread from her fingertips, snuffing the fire out in a burst of white mist.

The crowd gasped.

Kael stared at her. “You froze fire.”

Lyra looked at her hands — steam rising from her skin.

“I didn’t mean to.”

Professor Maelis stepped forward, eyes wide. “That was shadow ice… magic not seen in a century.”

Lyra stood frozen in place, panic rising.

“Is that… bad?”

Kael stepped closer, voice low.

“It means your magic isn’t just cursed. It’s forbidden.”

🕯️ After the Duel

The crowd dispersed in stunned silence.

Lyra sat alone in the locker chamber, shaking. Her hands still tingled from the power that had burst out of her without warning.

Kael appeared again, leaning against the wall.

“You could’ve killed me,” he said, but there was no accusation in his tone. Only… awe.

“I didn’t even know what I was doing.”

“That’s the problem.” He stepped closer. “You don’t understand what’s waking up inside you. Shadow ice isn’t just rare. It’s ancient magic — tied to the original bloodlines of the Marked Ones.”

Lyra looked up at him. “And what if I can’t control it?”

Kael met her gaze. “Then I’ll stop you.”

The air between them tensed — heat and ice colliding without touching.

Neither of them blinked.

And then, as quickly as he had come, Kael turned and walked away — leaving Lyra to wonder…

What else was buried inside her? And who would she become when it was fully unleashed?

🕯️ Chapter Six – The Pact

The sky over Blackthorn burned with stormlight.

Dark clouds rolled across the towers, lightning flashing through their peaks like fractured runes. Inside her dorm room, Lyra sat by the window, heart pounding as she traced the invisible mark on her chest.

It pulsed now. Not just when she was scared, but all the time. Like it had a heartbeat of its own.

Something’s changing in me.

There was a knock at the door.

She opened it to find a girl — sharp-eyed, with short silver hair and a cloak embroidered in gold.

“You’re Lyra, right? The fire-freezer?”

Lyra frowned. “Who’s asking?”

“Aeris Mora. Top-ranked scholar in Forbidden Lore.” She glanced behind her before leaning in. “I know what that magic was. And I know how to help you.”

Lyra hesitated. “Help me how?”

“There’s an artifact. Deep under the Academy. Hidden by the founders. It was made to suppress cursed magic — or control it. But only someone Marked can unlock it.”

You.

📜 The Pact of Ash and Ice

That night, Lyra followed Aeris through a hidden tunnel beneath the east tower — an ancient passage lined with sigils that flickered in her presence.

They emerged into a chamber lit by floating lanterns. At the center stood a stone pedestal, and on it, a scroll sealed with black wax.

“This is the Pact,” Aeris said. “It’s a magical contract. If you sign it with your blood, it’ll bind your powers… for now.”

Lyra stepped closer. The scroll shimmered with dark energy. Runes crawled along its edges like living vines.

By signing, the Marked One forfeits part of their soul. In return, the curse shall slumber. Temporarily.

“What’s the price?” Lyra asked.

Aeris looked away. “You’ll lose part of your magic. Maybe part of your memory. Maybe more. But at least you won’t burn the school down.”

Lyra swallowed hard.

She remembered Kael’s words: “If you don’t learn to control it, it will destroy you.”

I don’t want to be a weapon.

She pricked her finger with a ritual blade, let one drop of blood fall onto the scroll — and it vanished in a flash of silver flame.

The deal was made.

A weight lifted from her chest… but a deeper cold settled in her bones.

⚔️ Kael Finds Out

The next day, during Spell Theory, Kael sat beside her — something he hadn’t done before.

“You’re quieter,” he said.

Lyra didn’t respond.

He narrowed his eyes. “You did something.”

“I did what I had to,” she said.

Kael stared at her. “You made a pact, didn’t you?”

Lyra’s silence was answer enough.

“You don’t know what kind of magic you’re playing with, Vayne.”

She met his gaze, fire returning to her voice. “I didn’t play. I survived.”

For the first time, Kael looked… shaken. Not angry — not smug — just quietly afraid.

Not for himself.

For her.

🌑 That Night…

As Lyra slept, shadows gathered at the edges of her bed. The mark on her chest glowed faintly beneath her skin.

And in her dream, she stood before a mirror… but her reflection didn’t match.

Her eyes were black. Her veins glowed blue. And behind her, a figure emerged — cloaked in shadow, wearing her face.

“You signed away your light,” the reflection whispered. “Now the darkness is free.”

🌒 Chapter Seven – A Kiss in the Dark

The halls of Blackthorn felt different after the Pact.

Colder. Quieter. Like the very stones could sense the shift in her magic.

Lyra walked in silence through the north wing, her footsteps muffled by heavy velvet carpets and centuries of secrets. The shadows seemed thicker now — they reached for her, curling around the edges of her vision, whispering things she couldn’t quite hear.

You signed your soul. You cracked the door.

📚 In the Forbidden Library (Again…)

She had promised herself she wouldn’t return — not after the last time. But something was pulling her back, a quiet urgency under her skin.

The door opened for her now. No resistance. No warning.

Inside, the library felt… alive.

A book floated down from a high shelf. Lyra caught it. The cover was dark leather, marked with a single rune — the same one that burned beneath her skin.

She opened it, and gasped.

Inside were drawings — of her. Her face, her mark, her bloodline traced in detail across generations.

“Cursed by birth, broken by fate. The girl of frost and flame shall either seal the darkness… or unleash it.”

Suddenly, the room spun.

She stumbled backward into a tall figure — Kael.

🖤 Tension in the Shadows

“What are you doing here?” she snapped.

He caught her arms, steadying her. “Looking for you. Again.”

She pulled away, but didn’t step back. “You always act like you know everything.”

“I don’t. But I do know what it means when a marked one makes a pact with forbidden magic.”

“I didn’t have a choice.”

“There’s always a choice,” he said softly. “You just picked the one that changes everything.”

Their eyes locked. The library seemed to breathe around them. Runes flickered on the walls. The air thickened.

“Why do you care?” Lyra whispered. “You said you were my rival. You said you’d stop me.”

Kael’s expression shifted. For once, no sarcasm. No smirk.

“I said I’d stop you… if I had to. But what if I don’t want to?”

He stepped closer, and something broke open between them — the tension, the fear, the fire.

And in the silence of the forbidden library, lit only by floating runes and the sound of two hearts beating far too fast…

Kael kissed her.

🔥 The Kiss

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t safe.

It was full of frustration, fear, and longing. A kiss between enemies who had become something else entirely — not friends, not lovers, but two storms crashing into one another.

Lyra kissed him back.

The mark on her chest flared with light. Kael’s hands tangled in her hair. Her magic surged — ice and flame spiraling in her blood.

But just as suddenly as it began, Lyra pulled away.

“I… I can’t.”

Kael stepped back, breathless. “I know.”

Their magic still crackled in the air between them.

“But one day,” he said, “you’re going to have to choose who you are — and what you’re willing to burn to survive.”

Then he turned and walked into the shadows, leaving her alone again.

🩸 A Warning

That night, Lyra found a note under her pillow.

No name. No seal.

Just one sentence written in blood-red ink:

“The curse feeds on love. The next time you let someone close… it will take them from you.”

Her hands shook.

The mark burned beneath her skin.

And in the dark, the shadow of her reflection… smiled.

🕯️ Chapter Eight – Secrets of the Elders

Storms raged across the cliffs of Blackthorn for three straight days.

Classes were suspended. The towers shuddered. Even the professors looked uneasy. Something in the air had changed — not just in Lyra, but in the very bones of the school.

The mark on her chest throbbed like a second heartbeat. And the note she’d found — “The curse feeds on love” — played over and over in her mind.

She hadn’t seen Kael since the kiss.

She wasn’t sure she wanted to.

Because deep down, she feared what might happen if she let herself feel too much.

What if the curse wasn’t just about power? What if it punished you for caring?

📜 An Invitation from the Headmistress

Late one evening, a black envelope appeared on her pillow.

Inside: a handwritten note from Headmistress Ravaryn.

“Come to the Mirror Hall at midnight. Come alone. It’s time you knew the truth.”

🪞 The Mirror Hall

The Mirror Hall wasn’t on any map. Most students believed it was a myth — a relic of Blackthorn’s founding days, when the Academy still served as a sanctuary for the magical exiled.

But Lyra found it.

Deep underground, hidden behind a wall of moving sigils.

Inside, dozens of mirrors lined the walls — but none showed her reflection.

Instead, each reflected a version of the past.

A girl in chains, crying in the snow. A boy with burning eyes, standing in a ruined castle. A sigil drawn in blood — her mark.

Then the headmistress appeared.

Clad in violet, her eyes glowing silver.

“You were never meant to come here,” Ravaryn said softly. “But prophecy doesn’t care about permission.”

👁️ The Truth Revealed

Ravaryn raised one hand, and the mirrors pulsed with light.

“Do you know why you were brought to Blackthorn, Lyra?”

“I thought I was chosen.”

“You were. But not by us. You were chosen by the Curse itself.”

Lyra frowned. “That doesn’t make sense. Why would a curse choose me?”

“Because you carry blood that remembers.”

Ravaryn stepped toward her, shadows dancing at her feet.

“There were once seven bloodlines — ancient houses with dominion over the primal magics: Fire, Ice, Shadow, Light, Storm, Stone, and Blood.”

Lyra’s breath caught.

“Most were destroyed in the War of Veils. But one survived in secret… hidden through generations… until it resurfaced
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