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Introduction
In the heart of a world draped in mystery and myth lies Eldoria—a realm where
luminous forests whisper ancient secrets and mountains cradle the ruins of lost
civilizations. Blessed with breathtaking beauty and haunted by untold danger, Eldoria
is a land forged by legend and bound by magic older than memory. Its valleys and
peaks enshroud tales that linger in the wind, tales that speak of bygone heroes,
forgotten wars, and the delicate balance between light and shadow.

For generations, the people of Eldoria have lived in the tranquil shadow of these
stories, their villages scattered like gleaming gems along verdant rivers and beneath
emerald canopies. Aeliana, a young healer from the quiet village of Lysoria, has
always known peace. Her days unfold in the simple rhythms of medicine and
mindfulness, tending to the wounds of her neighbors and gathering herbs beneath the
gentle gaze of the twin moons. Yet, beneath the surface of her idyllic life, strange
dreams and hidden omens have begun to stir—whispers of a destiny she cannot yet
comprehend.

On a fateful night, an ancient prophecy resurfaces, carried on the wings of a storm. It
foretells of a darkness encroaching upon Eldoria, a shadow that seeps from the depths
of the mysterious Forgotten Vale—a place shrouded in legend, veiled from mortal
eyes, and said to harbor the forces that could tip the fate of the world. As fear and
uncertainty ripple through the land, Aeliana is drawn inexorably toward the secrets
that lie beyond her village borders, driven by a power within her that she is only
beginning to understand.

The journey that unfolds from this moment will challenge all that Aeliana knows about
herself and the world around her. Joined by companions as disparate as they are
devoted, she must navigate a landscape where loyalty and betrayal intertwine, and
every choice carries the weight of destiny. Channeling the ancient magic that dwells in
her bloodline, Aeliana’s courage and compassion are tested by the trials of the
forgotten vale, the mysteries of her companions, and the encroaching darkness set on
claiming Eldoria’s heart.

Yet the path ahead is uncertain. The Vale hides riddles lost to time, and the dark
forces arrayed against her are relentless in their pursuit of power. As Aeliana discovers
the truth of her heritage and the real cost of the world’s salvation, she must decide if
she will rise to become the beacon Eldoria needs—or fall prey to the fate prophesied
for so many before her.

Welcome to the world of Eldoria. Within these pages, ancient legends take flight,
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mythical creatures roam untamed, and the line between hope and despair is drawn
new with every dawn. The Chronicles of the Forgotten Vale begin now—and the fate of
a world rests on the choices yet to be made.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Mist
The air in Lysoria often carried the sweet scent of honeysuckle and the distant murmur
of the Lyra River, a comforting lullaby that had accompanied Aeliana her entire life.
Most mornings, she rose with the sun, her small cottage nestled amongst others in the
village, its thatch roof dewy with the lingering night mist. Today, however, a strange
chill permeated the usually gentle dawn, a prickle on her skin that had nothing to do
with the morning air.

Aeliana stretched, her joints protesting softly, a familiar complaint from hours spent
hunched over her workbench, grinding herbs and mixing poultices. Her dark hair,
usually braided neatly, had escaped its confines during the night, framing a face still
flushed with sleep. She was young, barely past her twentieth summer, but her hands
bore the callouses of a seasoned healer, her fingers nimble and intuitive.

Today’s task was a simple one: preparing a balm for Elara’s aching joints and a
soothing tea for old Master Borin’s persistent cough. The mundane rhythm of her days
was a comfort, a bulwark against the unsettling dreams that had lately begun to
plague her sleep. They were fragmented, vivid flashes of ancient symbols, towering
shadows, and a pervasive sense of dread, always ending with a cold whisper she
couldn’t quite decipher upon waking.

As she walked toward the communal well, the usual morning chatter of Lysoria felt
subdued. Villagers moved with an uncharacteristic quietude, their gazes sweeping the
horizon, a shared apprehension hanging heavy in the air. Even the usually boisterous
children played with a subdued energy, their laughter muted. Aeliana caught the eye
of Kael, the village blacksmith, his typically jovial face etched with worry. He merely
nodded, a grim set to his jaw, and continued sharpening a plowshare with unusual
ferocity.

Reaching the well, Aeliana pulled the bucket up, its wooden sides slick with cool water.
As she poured it into her clay jug, a flicker of movement in the mist-shrouded distance
caught her attention. It wasn't the usual early morning fog that clung to the
riverbanks, but something darker, more substantial, swirling ominously around the
peaks of the Serpent’s Tooth Mountains. It seemed to pulse, a living shadow against
the pale sky.

A shiver traced its way down Aeliana’s spine. She’d heard the whispers, of course.
Tales carried by merchants from the bustling market town of Oakhaven, stories from
hunters venturing deeper into the Wildwood. Whispers of strange occurrences, of
game vanishing without a trace, of ancient trees in the Elderwood Forest weeping

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

black sap. Most dismissed them as traveler’s tales, exaggerated for a good yarn
around a campfire. But seeing that ominous mist, Aeliana felt a gnawing unease that
resonated with her unsettling dreams.

“It’s the Veil, child,” a raspy voice suddenly spoke beside her. Aeliana started, nearly
dropping her jug. It was Elara, the oldest woman in Lysoria, her face a roadmap of
wrinkles, her eyes, though clouded with age, still remarkably sharp. Elara was known
for her cryptic pronouncements and her vast, though often unsettling, knowledge of
Eldorian lore.

“The Veil?” Aeliana asked, her voice hushed. She knew of the Veil, of course. It was a
term used in ancient legends to describe the invisible barrier that separated Eldoria
from the unknown, a protective ward woven by the Old Ones. But Elara spoke of it as if
it were a physical thing, something that could be seen.

Elara’s gaze was fixed on the distant mist. “Not the Veil that protects, child. The Veil
that devours. It grows, slowly, inexorably, from the heart of the Forgotten Vale.” She
turned her gaze to Aeliana, her eyes piercing. “The prophecies spoke of this time.
When the mist rises, and the shadow lengthens, a new path must be forged.”

Aeliana felt a strange thrumming sensation in her fingertips, a faint warmth radiating
from her palms. It was a familiar feeling, one she usually associated with mixing
potent healing herbs, but now it felt different, more intense, almost electric. She had
always been able to sense the vitality in plants, the hidden life within the earth, a
healer’s intuition some called it. But this was something more.

“What prophecies, Elara?” Aeliana pressed, a growing sense of urgency rising within
her.

Elara sighed, a sound like dry leaves rustling. “The ones forgotten by most,
remembered only by a few. They speak of a darkness born of ancient grief, a blight
that seeks to consume the light of Eldoria. And they speak of one who will stand
against it, one with the blood of the Old Ones, a healer’s touch, and a warrior’s spirit.”
She paused, her gaze lingering on Aeliana. “One who will walk the path to the
Forgotten Vale.”

Aeliana’s heart hammered against her ribs. The Forgotten Vale. The very name sent a
chill through her, the place of legend, of immense power, and unspeakable dangers. It
was a place whispered about in hushed tones, never truly believed to exist beyond the
realm of myth. Yet, Elara spoke of it with such conviction, and the ominous mist on the
horizon seemed to lend weight to her words.

The sun had now fully risen, but its golden rays struggled to penetrate the growing
gloom in the distance. The mist, no longer just a distant swirl, was spreading, its
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tendrils reaching out like grasping fingers across the landscape. Even from Lysoria,
miles away, Aeliana could feel its oppressive presence, a chilling counterpoint to the
warmth of the sun.

That morning, instead of focusing on poultices and tinctures, Aeliana found herself
constantly glancing towards the mountains, her mind racing. Could the dreams, the
whispers, the strange sensations in her hands, be connected to all of this? She had
always been practical, grounded in the tangible world of herbs and ailments. The idea
of prophecies and ancient powers felt fantastical, almost absurd. Yet, the creeping
dread in the village, the unsettling pronouncements of Elara, and the undeniable
presence of the darkening mist chipped away at her rational mind.

Later, as she was helping Master Borin with his cough, he spoke of his concerns. “The
air, Aeliana, it tastes…wrong. Like burnt wood and old sorrow.” He coughed, a deep,
rattling sound. “The Elders say such a taste precedes great change, often ill.” He had
the wisdom of many winters, and his words, devoid of Elara’s mystical overtones, still
carried weight.

As the day wore on, a low hum seemed to vibrate beneath the ground, a subtle tremor
that few others seemed to notice, but which resonated deeply within Aeliana. Her
hands tingled almost constantly now, a sensation like a thousand tiny sparks igniting
beneath her skin. When she touched a wilting rosebush in her small garden, a sudden
burst of vibrant green exploded from its stem, new buds unfurling instantly. Aeliana
gasped, pulling her hand back as if burned.

She stared at the rejuvenated rosebush, then at her trembling hands. This was new.
This was definitely not the gentle intuitive sense she’d always possessed. This was…
magic. A surge of both awe and fear washed over her. She was a healer, yes, but of
cuts and fevers, not of barren plants brought back to life with a touch. The strange
warmth, the hum, the visions, Elara’s words – they all coalesced into a terrifying
realization.

That evening, as the twin moons, Lumina and Nocturna, cast their silvery glow upon
Lysoria, the mist from the mountains seemed to have thickened, pressing closer. The
air grew colder, and a faint, acrid scent, like ash and decay, drifted on the wind. Sleep
felt impossible. Aeliana sat by her window, watching the spectral tendrils of the
encroaching darkness.

She remembered her grandmother, a quiet woman who had passed away years ago,
leaving behind a small, leather-bound journal filled with cryptic notes and sketches.
Aeliana had always considered it a collection of quaint folk remedies and fanciful
stories. But now, as the extraordinary became ordinary, a forgotten entry flickered
into her mind: “When the ancient blood awakens, so too does the call of the Vale.”
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Her grandmother had spoken little of her own family history, always deflecting
questions about their lineage. Aeliana had always attributed it to her quiet nature.
Now, she wondered if it was something more, a secret held close, perhaps even for
Aeliana’s own protection. The implications of “ancient blood” sent another wave of
unease through her. Could she truly be connected to the legends?

A single, brilliant star, brighter than any Aeliana had ever seen, pulsed in the sky
above the Serpent’s Tooth, right where the darkest part of the mist swirled. It was too
perfect, too deliberate to be a mere celestial body. It felt like a beacon, a silent,
insistent call. It wasn’t a choice anymore, she realized. The gentle rhythm of her life in
Lysoria was shattered. The world was shifting, and she was, undeniably, a part of that
change.

The whispers in the mist, once distant and ethereal, now felt like a direct summons,
growing louder with every beat of her heart. Aeliana closed her eyes, trying to calm
the frantic beating, but it was no use. Her hands still tingled, her mind raced with half-
formed images and Elara’s unsettling words. She was a healer, yes, but it seemed fate
had a different kind of healing in store for her, one that required more than herbs and
poultices. It required courage, and a journey into the heart of a myth.
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