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Introduction

Ava Sinclair had always believed that the truths of the past lingered just beneath the
surface, waiting for curious hands and determined hearts to unearth them. As a
promising young archaeologist, she’d grown up enthralled by the stories her mother
told—tales of lost cities, ancient civilizations, and the echoing mysteries that called
from beneath earth and stone. Yet none fascinated her more than the legend of
Eldoria, a mythical kingdom whose existence had been dismissed by scholars as
hopeful folklore. To Ava, it was a symbol of the possibilities lying beyond the limits of
accepted knowledge, a beacon that urged her to dig deeper.

On the wind-swept cliffs outside Oxford, Ava’s life had unfolded in cautious routines,
punctuated only by expeditions and the fragile hope that one day, she’'d stumble upon
a discovery that would redefine her field. The world, it seemed, was often content to
let its secrets slumber. Still, Ava pressed on, soothed by the melody of trowels against
earth and the intoxicating promise of the unknown. Her passion set her apart, drawing
admiration and skepticism in equal measure. For Ava, the past was not merely a
subject—it was a calling.

Everything changed the day she uncovered the artifact. It was hidden deep within a
weathered tomb, its iridescent surface etched with symbols not found in any textbook.
The amulet pulsed with faint light, feeling almost alive in her palm. Curiosity wrestled
with trepidation as she traced the ancient markings, unsure whether they were a
warning or an invitation. The artifact was unlike anything she—or anyone—had ever
seen. Unbeknownst to her, it was a key, one that would open the doors not only to
buried knowledge but to a world beyond imagining.

That night, as storm clouds gathered and the modern world faded into shadow, Ava’s
reality fractured. A surge of energy, blinding and fierce, engulfed her as she studied
the artifact in her small, lamp-lit study. The room seemed to dissolve, swirling into a
maelstrom of color and light, until Ava was cast into a place untouched by time or
reason—a kingdom woven from dreams and nightmares, haunted by both legend and
loss.

Eldoria, it turned out, was real—and nothing like the fables she’d heard as a child. Its
skies blazed with unfamiliar constellations, its forests pulsed with restless magic, and
its people walked a precarious line between hope and despair. Here, Ava had to
confront more than just the mysteries of this lost kingdom. She was thrust into a
centuries-old conflict, her own presence prophesied yet incompletely understood, her
every move watched by eyes both kind and cunning.
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But Ava was no passive observer. In Eldoria, amidst shifting alliances, ancient
enmities, and the looming threat of a darkness intent on erasing all hope, she would
be forced to ask herself what she truly valued. Was she simply a student of history, or
was she destined to shape it? Her journey would be one of courage and discovery,
where each echo of the past revealed not only the secrets of Eldoria but the truths
buried within her own heart.
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CHAPTER ONE: Relics Beneath the Surface

The transition was less a journey and more a violent unraveling. One moment, Ava’s
small, lamp-lit study, filled with the comforting scent of old paper and dust, framed her
world. The next, a kaleidoscopic maelstrom consumed her, tearing at the edges of
reality. The familiar oak desk, the stack of overdue library books, the half-empty mug
of lukewarm tea—all dissolved into a blur of impossible colors and disorienting
sensations. It felt as if she were falling, yet also being stretched thin, like a piece of
taffy pulled across the cosmos. The air crackled with an unseen energy, a metallic
tang assaulting her nostrils, and a profound pressure built behind her eyes.

Then, just as abruptly as it began, it ceased.

Ava landed with an ungraceful thump on what felt like soft, damp earth. Her breath
hitched, her lungs burning, and a wave of nausea washed over her. For several
agonizing seconds, she lay there, disoriented and dizzy, the world spinning around her
like a deranged carousel. When she finally pushed herself up, bracing her palms
against the strange, spongy ground, her senses were assaulted by an entirely new
reality.

The air was thick, heavy with the scent of unfamiliar blossoms and something
else—something ancient and wild, like petrichor mixed with distant woodsmoke.
Above her, the sky was not the familiar overcast grey of an Oxford evening, but a
canvas painted in hues of deep violet and shimmering emerald, streaked with clouds
that glowed from within. Two moons, one a fractured silver, the other a faint, bruised
orange, hung in the twilight, casting long, ethereal shadows across a landscape unlike
anything she had ever imagined.

Towering trees, their leaves a vibrant, improbable blue, soared skyward, forming a
dense canopy that filtered the otherworldly light into dappled patterns on the forest
floor. The ground beneath her was carpeted with luminous moss that pulsed with a
gentle, internal glow, illuminating intricate root systems and strange, bioluminescent
fungi. Every rustle of leaves, every distant chirp, was imbued with an unfamiliar
resonance, hinting at life forms she couldn't begin to categorize.

She scrambled to her feet, her heart pounding against her ribs like a trapped bird. Her
tweed jacket was rumpled, her jeans stained with damp earth, but physically, she
seemed unharmed. Mentally, however, she was a wreck. This wasn’t a dream. The
vividness, the sheer overwhelming assault on her senses, was too real, too visceral.
The ancient artifact, the one that had pulsed in her hand, the one that had initiated
this terrifying transition—it was still clutched tightly in her grasp. It now radiated a
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soft, steady warmth, its iridescent surface seeming to drink in the strange light of this
new world.

“Hello?” Ava’s voice was a weak, reedy sound, swallowed by the immense silence of
the forest. The only answer was the rustling of leaves and the distant, melodic chirping
of unseen creatures. Panic began to set in, a cold, creeping dread that tightened its
grip around her throat. This was impossible. Eldoria was a legend, a myth, a bedtime
story for archaeologists. Yet here she was, standing in its impossible twilight.

She took a shaky step, then another, moving deeper into the luminous forest. Every
shadow seemed to hold a secret, every rustle a potential threat. Her archaeological
training, usually a source of calm and methodical thought, was useless here. There
were no stratified layers to carefully excavate, no pottery shards to identify, no
historical records to consult. This was a wilderness of pure, unadulterated fantasy.

A sudden snap of a twig nearby made her jump, her head whipping around. Her gaze
darted between the towering blue trees, her pulse quickening. Was she alone? Or were
there other inhabitants in this surreal kingdom? The legends spoke of mythical
creatures, fierce guardians, and ancient races. None of which, she suspected, would
be particularly pleased to find a disheveled human archaeologist wandering through
their sacred groves.

She clutched the artifact tighter, its warmth a small comfort in the overwhelming
strangeness. What had she done? What had she unleashed? And more importantly,
how did she get back? The thought of being stranded here, light-years—or perhaps,
dimension-years—away from everything she knew, was a chilling prospect. Her mind
raced, trying to find a logical explanation, a scientific loophole, but there was none.
Logic had ceased to apply the moment she’d touched the amulet.

As she moved deeper, the forest floor began to slope gently downwards, leading her
to a clearing bathed in the combined glow of the twin moons and the bioluminescent
flora. In the center of this clearing stood an ancient, crumbling stone edifice,
overgrown with vines that pulsed with the same soft light as the moss. It looked like
the ruin of a temple or an altar, its intricate carvings partially obscured by centuries of
neglect.

A faint, almost imperceptible hum resonated from the structure, drawing her forward
like a moth to a flame. This, at least, was familiar territory. Ruins, ancient
architecture—this was her expertise. Perhaps within these stones, she could find some
clue, some connection to her own world, or at least an explanation for her
predicament.

As she approached the ruins, she noticed a flickering light from within. A campfire?
Her heart leaped with a sudden surge of hope, then quickly plummeted as caution
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asserted itself. A campfire meant people. And people, in an unknown, fantastical
world, could be friend or foe. She decided to proceed with extreme stealth, a skill she
hadn't realized she possessed until this very moment.

She crept closer, using the luminous blue-leafed foliage as cover. The air grew warmer
as she neared the ruins, carrying with it the distinct aroma of woodsmoke and
something savory, like roasting meat. Through a gap in the crumbling stone, she
peered into the heart of the structure.

There, gathered around a small, crackling fire, were several figures. They weren't
human. Not exactly. They were taller, leaner, with skin tones that varied from deep
bronze to a pale, luminous silver. Their ears were elegantly pointed, their eyes large
and multifaceted, reflecting the firelight like polished gems. They wore simple, earthy
garments woven from what looked like plant fibers, and their movements were fluid,
graceful, almost ethereal.

They spoke in hushed tones, their language a melodic cascade of clicks, whistles, and
deep, resonant hums. It was utterly beautiful, utterly alien. Ava couldn’t understand a
word, but their expressions, illuminated by the dancing firelight, conveyed a sense of
weariness, a profound sorrow that transcended linguistic barriers. One of them, a
figure with silver skin and hair like spun moonlight, held a small, intricately carved
wooden pipe, from which tendrils of sweet-smelling smoke curled into the night.

She watched them, transfixed, a mix of fear and awe bubbling within her. These were
the legendary Eldorians, the fabled denizens of the lost kingdom. They were real. And
they were right in front of her. The sheer weight of this realization threatened to
overwhelm her. Everything she thought she knew about reality, about history, about
science, was crumbling around her.

As she observed them, one of the Eldorians, a younger one with keen, amber eyes,
suddenly looked up, his gaze sweeping across the shadows directly towards her hiding
spot. Ava froze, her breath caught in her throat. Had he seen her? It was impossible.
She was well-concealed, blending almost perfectly with the glowing foliage.

The Eldorian rose slowly, his movements silent and deliberate. He spoke a few soft
words to his companions, his voice a low, melodious murmur. The others turned, their
multifaceted eyes now also scanning the darkness. The playful sense of adventure she
sometimes felt on an archaeological dig was replaced by an icy dread. She was no
longer an observer; she was the observed.

Her instincts screamed at her to flee, to dive deeper into the bewildering forest, but
her feet were rooted to the spot. She had never been truly afraid on a dig, not even
when faced with collapsing tunnels or venomous spiders. But this was different. This
was beyond her understanding, beyond her world.
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The amber-eyed Eldorian took a step towards her, then another, his bare feet making
no sound on the mossy ground. His gaze was unnervingly intelligent, filled with a
mixture of curiosity and something else—a flicker of recognition? He raised a hand,
palm open, in a gesture that seemed to be one of peace, or perhaps a warning.

Ava’s heart hammered against her ribs. She tightened her grip on the artifact, its
warmth spreading through her hand, a familiar anchor in this sea of the unknown. She
knew, with a certainty that transcended logic, that her journey into Eldoria had only
just begun. And for better or worse, it seemed she was no longer alone in this
fantastical, terrifying new world.
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