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Introduction

In the far reaches of the world, cradled between sapphire mountains and ancient,
whispering woods, lies the realm of Aeldoria. For centuries, legends have been etched
into the rivers and stones, telling of an age when gods and mortals walked side by
side, and magic wove the very threads of existence. It is a land both blessed and
burdened by its history—a tapestry decorated with moments of triumph, splintered by
shadows of betrayal.

The people of Aeldoria live beneath a canopy of stories. Some gather around fires to
recount the rise and fall of kingdoms; others dare only to whisper of the prophecy—a
foretelling as old as the stars, speaking of a time when darkness would seep once
again into the world’s heart. Peace, always a fleeting visitor, now grows thinner with
each passing year as rumors of unrest and sorcery drift from village to village. And
beyond the mundane worries of harvests and trade, a tremor of fear lingers:
something old is stirring.

It is in the humble village of Moonfall that our story truly begins. Tucked at the edge of
the Wyrdwood down winding paths tangled with wildflowers, Moonfall is a place where
traditions are cherished, and outsiders are rare. Here, beneath the watchful eyes of
ancient trees, Kiera came of age—not with accolades or expectations, but with
questions. Orphaned as a child, she has always sensed the weight of an invisible past
pressing at the fringes of her simple life. The world may see only a shy, unremarkable
girl, but there are moments—fleeting as autumn wind—when Kiera feels the pulse of
something more within her veins.

Unknown to Kiera, the dark tides prophesied in song and scripture have begun to rise.
Strange happenings—a withering of crops, flashes of unseasonal frost, shadows
gathering in the corners of the land—whisper of a changing era. Hidden within
Moonfall’s tranquil borders, long-guarded secrets begin to unravel, and destinies
intertwine. The villagers remain unaware that among them walks the one upon whom
the fate of Aeldoria may rest.

Through Kiera’s journey, you will discover not only the sweeping grandeur and danger
of Aeldoria, but also the power of friendship, the agony of betrayal, and the challenge
of embracing destiny. Magic here is not mere spectacle; it is the language of the world
itself, at once beautiful and treacherous, capable of granting salvation or sowing ruin.
The forces that shaped the beginning of time now awaken, stirring in the hearts of
gods and mortals alike.

As the first shadows stretch over the land and echo through the dreams of the
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innocent, so too does hope kindle within those willing to defy the darkness. This is the
dawn of a tale woven from the threads of courage and doubt, sacrifice and longing—a
tale that will reveal what it means to be chosen, and to choose, in return. Welcome,
then, to Aeldoria. The echoes of fate await.

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.

CHAPTER ONE: Moonfall's Secret

The late morning sun dappled through the ancient canopy of the Wyrdwood, painting

shifting patterns of light and shadow on the cobblestone paths of Moonfall. Kiera, her
usually nimble fingers fumbling with a loose thread on a worn tunic, frowned. The air

felt heavy, not with the usual pre-rain humidity, but with an odd stillness that prickled
at the back of her neck. Even the birds seemed hushed, their usual chirping replaced

by an unsettling quiet.

She sat on the rough-hewn bench outside Elara’s Loom & Mend, the faint scent of
lavender and old wool clinging to the air. Elara, a woman whose laugh was as warm as
her hearth and whose eyes held the wisdom of many winters, was Kiera's guardian. Or
perhaps, more accurately, her begrudging mentor in the art of needle and thread.
Kiera preferred the swift, rhythmic swing of an axe in the woodpile or the feel of rich
earth beneath her bare feet to the delicate work of mending.

“Still dreaming, girl?” Elara’s voice, a familiar blend of affection and exasperation, cut
through Kiera’s thoughts. The older woman emerged from the shop, her hands dusted
with flour from the morning's baking. She held out a warm, crusty roll. “Eat. You'll be
no good to anyone with an empty stomach.”

Kiera took the roll gratefully, tearing into it with an appetite honed by years of village
life. “It’s just... the air feels strange today, Elara. Don’t you think?”

Elara paused, her gaze sweeping over the sleepy village square. Farmers were already
heading out to their fields, their carts rumbling softly. A group of children chased a
stray dog near the well. It all looked perfectly normal. Yet, a flicker of something
unreadable crossed Elara’s face before she smoothed it away. “The seasons change,
child. That’s all. Now, about that tunic...”

Kiera sighed, picking up the mending basket. Elara was not one for fanciful talk,
always grounding everything in practicality. Sometimes, Kiera wished for a kindred
spirit who saw the hidden meanings in things, the way she often did. She’d always felt
a peculiar connection to the ancient trees of the Wyrdwood, as if they whispered
secrets only she could almost understand.

Later that afternoon, a sudden commotion erupted near the village well. A group of
children, who had been playing a boisterous game of chase, now stood frozen,
pointing and shrieking. Kiera, on her way to deliver a basket of freshly mended clothes
to Old Man Hemlock, quickened her pace.
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A patch of ground, usually vibrant with wild roses, was now a sickly, mottled brown.
The roses themselves, usually hardy and resilient, were shriveled, their petals
blackened and brittle as if scorched by an unseen fire. A chilling cold emanated from
the spot, even in the afternoon sun, making Kiera shiver despite herself.

“What happened here?” she murmured, kneeling to examine the peculiar blight. It
wasn’t like any frost she’d ever seen, nor a disease. The ground felt unnaturally cold,
as though the warmth had been sucked out of it entirely.

One of the older boys, Finn, his face pale, stammered, “It just... appeared. One
moment, the roses were there, the next...” He gestured vaguely, his eyes wide with
fear. “It spread so fast.”

Kiera reached out a hand, hesitating, then touched a blackened petal. A jolt, like static
electricity but colder, shot up her arm. She snatched her hand back, her heart
hammering. This was no mere blight. This was... something else entirely.

The village elder, Master Borin, arrived shortly, his brow furrowed with concern. He
was a man of medicine and lore, his knowledge spanning generations of Moonfall’s
history. He knelt, his gnarled fingers carefully prodding the withered ground. His
expression grew graver with each passing moment.

“This is ill magic,” Borin declared, his voice a low rumble that silenced the murmuring
villagers. “The kind of darkness we have only read of in the oldest texts.” His gaze
swept across the anxious faces, lingering for a moment on Kiera’s.

Kiera felt a peculiar pull towards the blighted earth, a strange mix of fear and an
almost irresistible curiosity. It was as if the dying plants were calling to her, a faint,
discordant hum that resonated deep within her bones. She pushed the feeling away,
unnerved.

Over the next few days, more strange occurrences plagued Moonfall. Milk soured
inexplicably in the pantries. Small livestock, usually healthy, fell ill with a strange
wasting sickness. An unsettling mist, unlike the usual morning fog, began to creep
from the Wyrdwood, clinging to the village borders even at midday. Fear, a cold,
unwelcome guest, began to settle over Moonfall.

Kiera found herself drawn to the edge of the Wyrdwood, a place she usually loved for
its quiet majesty. Now, the ancient trees seemed to loom, their shadows darker, their
whispers more ominous. She would sit for hours, sketching the familiar patterns of the
forest floor, but her mind was elsewhere, always returning to the peculiar blight and
the unnerving cold it emanated.
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One evening, as the first stars pricked through the twilight sky, a piercing shriek
echoed from the forest. It was a sound that made the blood run cold, a sound unlike
any animal Kiera had ever heard. The village dogs began to howl, a mournful chorus
that sent shivers down Kiera’s spine.

Elara rushed to Kiera, pulling her inside with surprising strength. “Close the shutters,
Kiera! Bar the door!” Her voice was tight with a fear Kiera had never seen in her
before.

Inside, by the flickering hearth, the villagers huddled together. Master Borin stood
before them, his face grim. “It is as | feared. These are the signs. The darkness is
stirring. Morgran’s shadow lengthens, reaching even into our peaceful Moonfall.”

Whispers rippled through the gathered crowd. Morgran. The name was a phantom, a
bogeyman of ancient tales, a sorcerer of immense power said to have been
vanquished centuries ago. To hear his name spoken aloud, here, in their quiet village,
felt like a betrayal of their very reality.

Kiera listened, a knot forming in her stomach. She’d heard the stories, of course, but
always dismissed them as old wives’ tales, meant to keep children from wandering too
far into the Wyrdwood. Now, a chill that had nothing to do with the evening air settled
in her heart.

Later that night, unable to sleep, Kiera crept out of her bed. The strange occurrences
and the whispered name of Morgran gnawed at her. She felt an inexplicable urge to
understand, to see for herself what was happening. She quietly unlatched the back
door and slipped out into the moonlit night.

The mist from the Wyrdwood was thicker than usual, swirling around her ankles like
tendrils of smoke. The silence was profound, broken only by the frantic thumping of
her own heart. She moved cautiously, her senses heightened, following an unseen pull
towards the edge of the forest.

As she neared the treeline, a low, guttural growl rumbled through the mist. Kiera froze,
her breath catching in her throat. She could just make out two glowing red eyes in the
swirling fog, eyes that belonged to no creature of the Wyrdwood she knew. A wave of
intense fear, primal and cold, washed over her.

She stumbled backward, tripping over a gnarled root. The creature, a hulking,
shadowy form, lunged. Kiera cried out, a scream caught in her throat. Just as its razor-
sharp claws were about to rake across her, a blinding flash of light erupted from her

own hands.

It wasn't a deliberate act, but an instinct, a sudden surge of raw energy that pulsed
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outward, striking the shadowy creature. The beast roared, a sound of pain and fury,
and recoiled, its form momentarily contorting before it dissolved back into the mist.

Kiera lay on the ground, gasping, her entire body trembling. The light, brilliant and
warm, had vanished as quickly as it appeared. Her hands still tingled, a strange,
residual warmth lingering where the energy had originated. She stared at them,
bewildered, then back at the swirling mist where the creature had been.

What was that? What just happened? She had never felt anything like it before. It was
powerful, exhilarating, and terrifying all at once. The whispers of the Wyrdwood, which
had seemed ominous moments before, now resonated with a new, urgent meaning.

Scrambling to her feet, Kiera ran back towards her home, her mind a whirlwind of
confusion and awe. The encounter with the creature, the inexplicable light, the
warmth in her hands—it all defied explanation. As she slipped back into the relative
safety of her home, she knew, with a certainty that chilled her to the bone, that her
simple life in Moonfall was irrevocably changed. The peculiar feeling that had always
stirred within her, the sense of something more, had finally broken through. And it was
terrifying.
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