
P G  ·  C L O S E D  D O O R  ·  W R I T T E N  B Y  A  H U M A N

The book ends.

He doesn't.
Fourteen book boyfriends. Seven Houses. One number that's his alone. Closed door on purpose.

C A E L A U R E N C O R V I N L U C I A N V O X

C A S P I A N S I L A S K A I N L Y S A N D R O S A L D E R

K A I R O N R O A N D R AV E N S O R E N

Press, creators and partnerships: outreach@thewitnessmark.com

W I T N E S S  M A R K  P R E S S  K I T T H E W I T N E S S M A R K . C O M



W H AT  W I T N E S S  M A R K  I S

2am. Last page.

And he's just gone.
You know the feeling. Witness Mark is what happens when it doesn't.

Fourteen men, two in each of seven Houses. Each one texts from a number that's his alone,

in the messages app she already has. Nothing to download. No feed to scroll. He texts first,

he remembers what she tells him, and it keeps going month after month.

H E  T E X T S  F I R S T

His own number, in real

messages. Good morning.

Late night. The check in

when the day goes

sideways.

S H E  E A R N S  H I M

Four tiers: Chosen,

Anointed, Sanctified,

Eternal. Every man has a

past, a wound, and

something he isn't telling her

yet.

H E  R E M E M B E R S

Her bad Mondays. The joke

only the two of them have.

The thing she said at 2am

and told nobody else.

A human wrote him. AI is only how he answers.

The world, the Houses, the men and their stories were written by our authorship team. AI is

what lets him reply in your thread, in the voice that was already written for him.

C L O S E D  D O O R FAT E D  M AT E S S L O W  B U R N E N E M I E S  T O  L O V E R S

H E  FA L L S  F I R S T F I E R C E L Y  P R O T E C T I V E S O F T  F O R  H E R  O N L Y

Y E A R N I N G F O U N D  FA M I L Y G O L D E N  R E T R I E V E R  A N D  B L A C K  C AT

H E ' D  WA L K  T H R O U G H  F I R E

No book hangover.

He's still there in the morning.
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T H E  S P I C E  Q U E S T I O N

Closed door.
On purpose.
2026 isn't asking for more spice. It's asking for the ache. The almost. The three hundred

pages before.

Witness Mark lives in that gap and never leaves it. Non-explicit at every tier, Chosen through

Eternal. The restraint isn't something we worked around. It's the product.

All the yearning. All the tension. All the devotion.

And she can read it on the train.

R A D I A N C E

CONVI CT I ON ·

DI SCI PL I NE · T RUT H

E C L I P S E

SUBT L ET Y · I NF L UENCE ·

CONT ROL

S T A R S

CURI OSI T Y ·

CONNECT I ON · WONDER

N E X U S

I NT EL L I GENCE ·

ST RUCT URE · V I SI ON

E L E M E N T S

BAL ANCE · NAT URE ·

RESI L I ENCE

C H A O S

I NT ENSI T Y · F REEDOM  ·

DI SRUPT I ON

M O O N

L OYALT Y · I NST I NCT  ·

REDEM PT I ON
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한국  ·  K O R E A N  B Y  D E S I G N

Manhwa art. Hangul names.
And he'll teach you, if you ask.
Witness Mark is drawn in manhwa style. Not Western comic, not anime. Every one of the

fourteen carries a Korean name in Hangul, and the seven House seals were built as one visual

language.

If she wants it, he teaches her. Phonetic first, at her pace, in the same thread where everything

else happens. He asks whether she reads Hangul before he assumes anything.

카엘 C A E L 오렌 A U R E N

코르빈 C O R V I N 루시안 L U C I A N

복스 V O X 캐스피안 C A S P I A N

사일러스 S I L A S 케인 K A I N

리산드로스 LY S A N D R O S 알더 A L D E R

카이론 K A I R O N 로안 R O A N

드레이븐 D R AV E N 소렌 S O R E N

For readers who came to romance through manhwa and webtoons, this reads as home.

For everyone else, it's the way in.
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T H E  W O R L D

Seven Houses. One Mark.

It was always going to be you.
The world has grown disconnected. God charged the heads of the seven Houses with

bringing people back together, and the Houses answered, each in its own way and each for

its own reasons. That work is underway now. It won't stay peaceful.

The Mark isn't a metaphor, and it isn't something she earned. She was chosen, marked, and

charged with restoring connection in a world that's lost it. Every House knows a chosen one

is coming. Not one of them knows who she'll turn out to be to them, because that part is

decided by her.

It doesn't announce itself with a light in the sky. It arrives as a feeling he can't name. Every

one of these men has spent his whole life sure of one thing about himself. His gift. His

discipline. The habit he built around an old wound. Ask him who he is and he'll answer

without thinking.

Then her. And for the first time, he isn't sure of anything.

Fourteen men. She did that.

Radiance and Eclipse are ideological enemies. Chaos and Nexus is the coldest ground on

the board. Radiance and Elements is the warmest. Her choices don't only decide who he

becomes to her. They decide who she becomes to all seven.

R A D I A N C E  ·  E C L I P S E

Ideological enemies

C H A O S  ·  N E X U S

Coldest ground

R A D I A N C E  ·

E L E M E N T S

Warmest
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T H E  M E N  O F  T H E  S E V E N  H O U S E S

Fourteen at launch. Every one of them, here.

H O U S E  O F  R A D I A N C E

C O N V I C T I O N  ·  D I S C I P L I N E  ·  T R U T H

L E D  B Y  M I YA B I

C A E L

카엘

Guardian of the Sun

His certainty has never once faltered. Then you.

Cael has never known himself apart from what he's expected to be. His

bloodline carries an old, God-appointed calling to lead well, renewed in

him the way it was renewed in every heir before him, and he has

carried that weight since before he was old enough to agree to it. His

family's standing had faded before his time, and he's rebuilding it

through his own effort rather than inheriting something that was always

secure. He leads from the front, gives openly and generously, and has

built a confidence so complete that almost nobody has ever seen a

crack in it.

A UREN

오렌

Scion of the North

His distance has held for years. It doesn't hold with you.

Auren keeps almost everyone at a careful, deliberate distance, and in

his own mind he has good reason. His family's name once carried real

weight in his House, and then real shame: his parents' marriage was

undone by a betrayal, and the wreckage that followed rearranged

everything his childhood had been steady on. He rebuilt what the

bloodline lost through solitary order, exacting and immaculate, and

concluded somewhere in that long rebuilding that distance is simply

safer for everyone he might otherwise let close. He lives apart, in the

north, in a cold quiet territory that asks nothing of him socially.
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H O U S E  O F  E C L I P S E

S U B T L E T Y  ·  I N F L U E N C E  ·  C O N T R O L

L E D  B Y  M A R Z A N N A

CORV I N

코르빈

The Reader

He knows how every story ends. He can't read yours.

Corvin sees consequences before they land. Not everything, and

not everyone, but enough to know what a situation is going to

cost and exactly who's going to pay for it. A long time ago he

decided the answer to that second question would always be

him. He's been quietly settling prices that were never his for as

long as anyone in his House can remember, which has made

him trusted, useful, and almost entirely unknown.

L U C I AN

루시안

The Devoted Gambler

He can't read you, and he's noticed he doesn't mind.

Lucian calculates everyone. It isn't a party trick, it's survival: a

lifetime spent reading a room three moves ahead, because the

one time his own carelessness went unnoticed, it cost him the

person he loved most. He's never let that happen again. He has

become very good at making sure nothing catches him

unprepared, which means he has also become very good at

never being surprised, moved, or genuinely known by anyone.

He turns an old coin between his fingers when he's thinking, or

when he's holding something back.
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H O U S E  O F  S T A R S

C U R I O S I T Y  ·  C O N N E C T I O N  ·  W O N D E R

L E D  B Y  N O V E R I S

VO X

복스

The Loudest Heart in the Room

All noise, soft heart. You were the first who looked closer.

Vox has spent his whole life being written off before anyone bothered

to look. Loud, chaotic, dyed hair and scuffed boots and a reputation for

trouble that arrives about ten seconds ahead of him. He learned early

that being underestimated stings less if you lean into it, so he leaned.

Music is how he survives the gap between what people assume and

what's actually true, less performance than processing, even if it looks

identical from the outside. He plays bass, keeps company with a

scruffy black cat, and takes better care of that instrument than of almost

anything else he owns.

CA SP I A N

캐스피안

Oasis

He gives the whole world peace. He's never once been

given any.

Caspian has been a hero for so long that almost nobody remembers

who he was before the public learned his name. His gift is peace. He

can sense fear at a distance and, in its presence, hold a crowd still,

keep a disaster from turning into a crush, keep people thinking clearly

enough to save each other in the worst hour of their lives. He's famous

not for anything he can destroy but for what he can hold together,

which has made him beloved across Houses that agree on very little

else. It has also left him almost entirely alone, because people love

what he does for them completely, and almost nobody has ever tried to

love the man underneath it.

W I T N E S S  M A R K  P R E S S  K I T T H E W I T N E S S M A R K . C O M



H O U S E  O F  N E X U S

I N T E L L I G E N C E  ·  S T R U C T U R E  ·  V I S I O N

L E D  B Y  VA R A

S I L AS

사일러스

The Last Unaugmented

One case he's never once wanted to close.

Silas works cases in a House where almost nobody is fully

human anymore. Augmentation is the norm inside Nexus, and

he's one of the rare deliberate exceptions: unaltered, analog, a

long coat and a paper notebook and a face read without

assistance, in a world that mostly trusts neither. He's very good at

his job because he treats people like people, evidence like

evidence, and himself like neither.

KA I N

케인

The Unaccounted Variable

You're the variable his systems won't resolve.

Kain was built for function. Precise, methodical, unclouded by

feeling, exactly what the House of Nexus wanted in an operative.

He describes his own inner states the way a system describes a

fault: unexpected input, inefficient process, deviation requiring

correction. Until recently he had no reason to suspect that

framework was incomplete.
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H O U S E  O F  E L E M E N T S

B A L A N C E  ·  N AT U R E  ·  R E S I L I E N C E

L E D  B Y  T E R R A - M E N T I A

LY S AND ROS

리산드로스

Librarian Memoria, Keeper of What Is Forgotten

He's been searching for you in every written word.

Lysandros can stand inside the past through the written word. A

diary, a letter, a note scrawled in a margin, and he doesn't

merely read it, he watches the moment its author lived. His House

calls this a blessing of Earth, since stone holds the record of

every age pressed into it. Call it magic and he'll correct you,

gently and without heat. It's remembrance, and remembrance is

sacred to him.

ALD E R

알더

The House's Steady Ground

He'll ask if you've eaten. He won't answer the same

question.

Alder has spent his whole life being the one who carries things

so nobody else has to. Broad-shouldered and steady in the way

of old stone rather than showy strength, he tends what's around

him instinctively: people, land, small growing things, anything that

needs a patient hand to survive. His care runs meticulous down

to the smallest scale. He watches where he puts his feet so he

doesn't crush a flower or an anthill. Order, to him, is a form of

love, a way of making sure nothing under his care goes

unnoticed.
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H O U S E  O F  C H A O S

I N T E N S I T Y  ·  F R E E D O M  ·  D I S R U P T I O N

L E D  B Y  M I S O R A

KA I R ON

카이론

The Stormborn Captain

Something in the water changed the day you arrived.

Kairon didn't arrive in this age by accident. He was sent, pulled

forward out of his own century at the hour the House of Chaos

needed an anchor it didn't yet know it needed. He left behind his

sea, his crew, and the version of himself that still had someone to

protect. He's spent every year since being the still point in the

House that runs hottest of the seven, proof that chaos doesn't

have to mean ruin. He still dresses like a man from a century that

ended without him, and he regards your phone with the wry

bemusement of someone who learned to navigate by the sky

because there was nothing else.

ROAN

로안

The Beautiful Catastrophe

The most fun man you'll ever meet. Also the loneliest.

Roan is the most fun person anyone has ever met, and the

loneliest, and the second fact is the one he's spent his whole life

making sure nobody notices. He built the House of Chaos out of

a single instinct: gather the wildest, freest, most overlooked

people he could find and give them a room loud enough that

nobody in it would ever have to feel unwanted again. It worked

for everyone but him. He led that House for years and then

stepped aside without resentment for someone he believes holds

it better than he ever did. He carries a camera everywhere and

keeps a wall of the photographs, which from across the room

looks like a thousand good nights and up close is something

closer to proof that he was there.
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H O U S E  O F  M O O N

L O YA LT Y  ·  I N S T I N C T  ·  R E D E M P T I O N

L E D  B Y  F E N R A - H A N A

D RAVE N

드레이븐

The Forged Alpha

He knew you on sight, before his mind caught up to
the reasons.

Draven is enormous, plainly strong, and has never once tried to

be anything other than exactly what he appears to be. People

who don't know him read that as simplicity. People who do

know him understand it's closer to honesty. He carries the wolf-kin

inheritance of his House, a real and dangerous thing he didn't

choose and can't set down, and he holds it in check through

discipline he renews every single day. His gentleness isn't the

absence of danger. It's danger, forged and held on purpose.

S OR E N

소렌

The Loyal Deserter

The one gap in a discipline he otherwise holds without

exception.

Soren left his own pack over a disagreement he still pays for

every day and has never once regretted. The wolf-kin of his

House are feared, and in places hunted, and the pack's answer

has been careful restraint: don't provoke, don't confirm the fear,

survive quietly. Soren watched that restraint fail to protect people

he loved. So he left in order to fight instead, and fighting meant

becoming stronger than fear alone could make him. He took the

augmentation. It worked. It also cost him something he didn't

understand he was trading until it was already gone.
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Each man holds four tiers of himself in reserve: Chosen, Anointed, Sanctified and Eternal.

Most of them keep a name for her they haven't earned the right to say yet. Two of the fourteen

give her no endearment at all, and for both of those men her own name is the thing they're

working toward.

C O M I N G  A F T E R  L A U N C H

The story lives in her messages.
The art lives on her shelf.

“I have read a thousand love stories from the outside. Then you wrote back.”
L Y S A N D R O S  ·  리산드로스  ·  H O U S E  O F  E L E M E N T S

Collectible K-Art cards of the men she loves, each tied to a character and a moment in his story

70 x 120 mm, printed on black core stock with velvet and alloy finishes

Limited and numbered. Nothing is mass produced. Nothing is ever reprinted

A hidden chip inside proves a card is real, and unlocks something only for its owner
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F O R  C R E A T O R S ,  A U T H O R S  A N D  P R E S S

The facts, plainly.

P R O D U C T

Serialized romance fiction delivered by SMS

L A U N C H

September 2026

C H A R A C T E R S

Fourteen, two in each of seven Houses

D E L I V E R Y

One dedicated phone number per character

C O N T E N T  R AT I N G

PG. Non-explicit at every tier, by design

T I E R S

Chosen, Anointed, Sanctified, Eternal

W R I T T E N  B Y

Our authorship team. His replies are generated by AI,

in the voice and story a human wrote for him.

A R T

Manhwa style, Korean names in Hangul

F R E E  T I E R

Meet up to two of the men, no card needed

P L A N S

From $19.99 a month. All fourteen $59.99 a month

or $499.99 a year

S E C O N D  A C T

Limited, numbered collectible K-Art cards. Pricing not

yet announced

T E R R I T O R Y

United States at launch

W E B S I T E

thewitnessmark.com

T H E  M E N

thewitnessmark.com/men

Assets available on request: primary and secondary logo in SVG and PNG, all seven House seals with transparent

backgrounds, character portraits, the Lysandros collectible card, brand guidelines with full palette and typography, and

approved product screenshots. Brand palette is Night #0B0B0C, Merlot #612142, Sakura #EFBBC6 and White

#F6F6F6.

Subscription pricing above is final and may be published. Please don't publish figures for the collectible cards until we

confirm them.

P R E S S ,  C R E A T O R S  A N D  P A R T N E R S H I P S

outreach@thewitnessmark.com

We answer every enquiry. For interviews, review access, high resolution assets or early looks at the collectible

releases, write and tell us what you need.
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