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Introduction
Beneath the ancient canopies of the Verdantwood and upon the rolling mist-covered
hills, the kingdom of Aravelle slumbers—its dreams haunted by whispers of a time
when magic intertwined with the very roots of the earth. Here, legends roam as freely
as the wind, and every riverbed and ruin is steeped in stories of old. Yet, among all
these tales, none holds more awe or dread than the legend of the Emerald Crown, a
relic of mighty power forged in hope and twisted by shadow.

This is where our story begins, far from the marble halls of kings and generals, in a
secluded village on the kingdom’s fringe. Elandra, a young healer and daughter of the
woods, has never known a life beyond the borders of Eldenbrook. Her hands are skilled
with herbs and gentle with wounds, but her nights are haunted by restless
visions—dreams of emerald light that calls her by name, and of a shadow that lies
heavy on the land. The villagers regard her with equal parts gratitude and fear, for
strange things often happen when Elandra is near.

In those dream-swept hours, secrets long-buried begin to stir. As the forests darken
and omens whisper through the leaves, Elandra learns of a forgotten prophecy that
entwines her fate with that of the Emerald Crown. Marked as the key to the realm’s
salvation or its undoing, she can no longer remain sheltered from the storm
encroaching upon Aravelle. Alone at first but guided by a destiny she never chose,
Elandra is thrust onto a perilous path where friend and foe are shrouded in equal
mystery.

The journey ahead will demand more than courage; it will test faith, loyalty, and the
very limits of the heart. Along the winding road, Elandra will forge alliances with a
cunning thief whose smile hides as many secrets as her own, and a knight driven by
duty and tragedy, whose sword has seen both mercy and wrath. Together, they will
confront magical trials, treacherous landscapes, and enemies both mortal and
monstrous—all seeking the power promised by the crown and the shadow that
inevitably follows.

But the greatest challenge Elandra will face waits not in the darkness without, but in
the shadows within herself. For to claim the Emerald Crown is to risk being consumed
by its ancient curse. As destinies intertwine and Aravelle trembles on the cusp of ruin,
Elandra must choose: will she wield the power of the crown for salvation, or will it draw
her—and all she loves—into everlasting night?

Welcome to the world of Aravelle, where destiny is as unpredictable as the wind and
hope glimmers, ever elusive, in the shadow of the Emerald Crown.

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

CHAPTER ONE: The Village Beyond the Veil
The scent of drying comfrey and woodsmoke was Elandra’s morning alarm, a familiar
embrace that pulled her from the swirling emerald dreams. Sunlight, dappled and shy,
filtered through the thick canopy of ancient oaks that cradled Eldenbrook, painting
shifting patterns on her small window. Below, the village was already stirring, a gentle
hum of daily life rising from the clustered cottages. Children’s laughter, the rhythmic
thud of a blacksmith’s hammer from old Master Borin’s forge, and the distant bleating
of goats mingled in a symphony of peace.

Elandra stretched, a graceful movement that spoke of long hours spent in the woods,
gathering herbs and communing with the quiet spirit of Aravelle. Her auburn hair,
usually bound in a practical braid, spilled over her shoulders like a river of flame. Her
eyes, the color of moss after a spring rain, held a depth that belied her twenty years, a
reflection of the strange visions that often haunted her nights. Today’s dream had
been particularly vivid: a crown, shimmering with an unearthly green light, its surface
both inviting and menacing.

After a quick meal of oat porridge and berries, Elandra prepared her satchel. She was
due at Elara’s cottage, the elderly weaver having succumbed to one of her seasonal
coughs. It was a simple ailment, easily remedied with a concoction of lungwort and
honey, but Elara always made a production of it, insisting Elandra was the only one
who truly understood her delicate constitution. Such was life in Eldenbrook, where
ailments were treated with time-honored remedies and the greatest drama usually
involved a runaway pig.

As she stepped outside, the cool morning air brushed against her skin. Eldenbrook was
nestled deep within a valley, almost hidden from the wider world by a ring of low, mist-
shrouded hills and the dense embrace of the Verdantwood. It was a village that time
seemed to have forgotten, its existence marked only by the shifting seasons and the
quiet lives of its people. They valued tradition, community, and the solitude afforded
by their secluded location.

Her path took her past the village well, where several women were already gossiping
as they drew water. Their eyes, though quickly averted, held that familiar blend of
respect and unease. Elandra knew why. She was different. Her healing touch was
undeniably potent, her knowledge of herbs and salves uncanny for her age. But there
were also the stories—unexplained good fortunes that befell those she helped, or
strange occurrences that coincided with her distress. Old Man Tiber, the village elder,
often spoke of “gifts from the spirits,” but his voice always carried a note of caution.
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“Morning, Elandra,” called Mara, a young woman her own age, her voice a little too
bright. Mara usually avoided Elandra, especially after the incident with the stray dog
that had been on its last legs. Elandra had laid her hands on it, and within days, the
creature was chasing squirrels with renewed vigor. Some had whispered it was
unnatural.

“Morning, Mara,” Elandra replied, offering a warm smile that didn’t quite reach her
eyes. She carried her differences with a quiet grace, though a part of her yearned for
the simple anonymity enjoyed by others. Sometimes, she wished her hands were
merely skilled, not somehow imbued with an inexplicable warmth that could mend
flesh and bone.

At Elara’s cottage, the air was thick with the scent of damp wool and ginger. The old
weaver lay propped up in her bed, a colorful patchwork quilt pulled up to her chin. Her
eyes, though rheumy, brightened at the sight of Elandra. “Ah, my dear, there you are!
My throat feels as if a thousand nettles have taken root.”

Elandra chuckled softly, reaching into her satchel for the small clay pot containing the
lungwort and honey mixture. “A thousand nettles, indeed. This will soothe them, Elara.
But you must promise to stay warm and not venture out into the morning chill.”

As she spooned out the sweet, thick syrup, Elara took her hand, her touch surprisingly
strong. “You have a good heart, child. A pure one. But I see the shadows that cling to
your dreams. You’ve been having them again, haven’t you? The green light?”

Elandra’s breath hitched. She hadn't spoken of her dreams to anyone, not truly. They
were too vivid, too unsettling. “How did you know?” she asked, her voice barely a
whisper.

Elara’s gaze was knowing, ancient. “Old eyes see more than young ones, Elandra. And
old ears hear more than just the wind. The spirits of the forest whisper to those who
listen. And they speak of you, child. Of a destiny far grander, and far more perilous,
than simply mending bones and soothing coughs.”

A shiver traced its way down Elandra’s spine. It wasn’t the first time an elder had
hinted at such things, but Elara’s words carried a weight that felt different. “What do
they say?”

Elara’s grip tightened. “They speak of an ancient crown, lost to time, and of a shadow
that grows with each passing season. They speak of a young woman, with hands that
can heal and a heart that holds a forgotten power. They speak of you, Elandra. And
they speak of a choice that will decide the fate of Aravelle.”
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Before Elandra could press for more, a sudden tremor shook the cottage. A faint
rumble echoed from the direction of the Verdantwood, followed by a distant,
unsettling shriek that was too sharp, too wild, to be any creature known to the valley.
The peaceful hum of Eldenbrook’s morning dissolved into a terrified silence.

“What was that?” Elandra whispered, her healing duties instantly forgotten. A knot of
unease tightened in her stomach. The sound was alien, a tearing of the fabric of their
quiet world.

Elara’s eyes were wide with a fear Elandra had never seen in them. “The shadows…
they stir, child. The time is upon us.” Her voice was hoarse, her composure shattered.
“You must be careful, Elandra. The prophecy… it begins.”

Another, louder shriek rent the air, closer this time, and unmistakably filled with
malice. It was followed by the terrified screams of villagers. The sounds of chaos
erupted from the heart of Eldenbrook – the splintering of wood, the terrified bleating of
livestock, and the guttural roars of something large and ferocious. The tranquility of
their hidden valley was shattered, irrevocably.

Elandra’s healer’s instincts warred with a primal surge of fear. She had to help, had to
understand what was happening. But Elara’s words, "the prophecy… it begins,"
echoed in her mind, a chilling premonition of the end of her sheltered life. As she ran
out of the cottage, the first tendrils of black smoke began to curl into the sky, tainting
the pristine morning light. Eldenbrook was under attack.
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