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Introduction
The legend of Everwood has entwined itself into every corner of our village for as long
as I can remember. Stories told by firelight speak of ancient trees that touch the sky,
rivers that shimmer with liquid starlight, and shadows that dance to an otherworldly
music. They warn, too, of mysteries no mortal should ever seek—yet none of these
tales could quell my fascination. My name is Kira Thorne, and I have never feared the
whispers in the dark; rather, I have followed them, tracing their secrets with eyes wide
open and a heart yearning for discovery.

As the daughter of healers, my days were once spent gathering herbs along the
wooded borders, always with one foot in the world I knew and the other planted in
dreams of something more. My friends thought me reckless when I peered beyond the
known trails, but the lure of the unknown was a melody I could not ignore. It was
during one such dusk, with the scent of rain and moss thick in the air, that I stumbled
upon an artifact—half-buried in roots, pulsing with a faint, impossible glow. That
moment marked the end of what I thought I knew about magic, and the very
beginning of my true journey.

The artifact is no trinket lost by time; it is a cipher, calling to something dormant
within me, stirring old magics that resonate with the heartbeat of Everwood itself. With
its discovery, the boundaries I once respected begin to blur. The stories I cherished
suddenly feel like riddles waiting to be solved, threads leading into a tapestry much
greater than myself. I sense forces awakening across the land—creatures long hidden,
allies yet unmet, and dangers cloaked in beauty and shadow.

Drawn forward by cryptic maps and elusive prophecies, I find myself on a quest that is
both outward and inward. Magic here is not the stuff of fairy tales but a living
current—at once alluring and perilous. Each step draws me closer to the glowing heart
of the forest, and with every encounter—be it with sly dryads, ancient guardians, or
the ghosts of old wars—I am tested not just in skill, but in spirit.

Yet I am not alone. As I gather fragments of ancient spells and piece together
Everwood’s forgotten past, I learn that unity is our greatest strength. The journey
demands courage, but it is tempered by friendship, and sharpened by sacrifice. For
every secret Everwood yields, it asks a question in return: Who are you when the
world you know falls away, and all that remains is your truest self?

The path ahead is winding, full of wonder and danger. But as night falls and the wind
sets the branches whispering once more, I say my quiet farewell to the world I have
known. Beyond the emerald shadows, destiny waits. And I, Kira Thorne, am ready to

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

step into the heart of Everwood—guided by courage, bound by hope, and ever
listening for the whispers that will shape my fate.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows at the Forest's Edge
The air always tasted different near Everwood. It carried the scent of ancient earth,
wild mint, and something else—something akin to ozone after a summer storm, a faint
prickle on the skin. For me, Kira Thorne, it was a familiar perfume, a subtle invitation
that most others in Oakhaven village ignored, or actively avoided. They called it the
‘Mist-Bound March,’ a place where the veil between worlds thinned, and sanity frayed.
I called it home. Or, at least, the wilder part of it.

My family’s cottage stood on the outermost edge of Oakhaven, where the meticulously
tended gardens gave way to unruly thickets and the whispers of the forest began their
incessant hum. While other children chased fireflies in the village square, I was often
found tracking deer prints or identifying rare mosses, my satchel heavy with medicinal
herbs for my mother’s remedies. My parents, both respected healers, understood my
fascination, though my mother, Elara, often worried. "Curiosity is a sharp blade, my
dear," she’d say, her eyes reflecting the wisdom of countless remedies and just as
many unspoken fears. "It can cut both ways."

I knew the well-worn paths around Oakhaven like the back of my hand, but it was the
untrodden trails that truly called to me. The places where the sunlight struggled to
penetrate the canopy, where gnarled roots formed archways, and the silence was so
profound it hummed with an almost audible energy. These were the places where the
whispers grew clearer, urging me onward. My father, Theron, a quiet man with a deep
respect for nature’s mysteries, often saw the gleam in my eye and offered a knowing
nod. He taught me how to read the forest’s signs, how to move silently, and, most
importantly, how to listen.

One particular autumn afternoon, the air was unusually still, heavy with the promise of
an early evening frost. A rich, earthy aroma hung in the air, unlike any I'd encountered
before. It was a subtle pull, a scent of damp stone and something metallic, drawing me
away from my usual herb-gathering route. I'd been searching for Lunar Petals, a rare
blossom that only bloomed under the specific light of a waxing crescent moon, and the
familiar path had yielded nothing.

The urge to follow this new scent was irresistible. I pushed through a curtain of
overgrown ivy, my leather tunic snagging on thorns, and found myself in a small,
hidden clearing I’d never seen before. Ancient trees, their bark gnarled and moss-
covered, stood in a tight circle, their branches interwoven like gnarled fingers. The
ground beneath them was a carpet of fallen leaves, unusually vibrant shades of
crimson and gold, as if untouched by the passage of time.
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In the very center of this clearing, where the canopy opened just enough to let a single
shaft of weak sunlight filter through, was a stone plinth. It was small, barely waist-
high, and covered in a thick layer of moss and grime. Yet, despite its weathered
appearance, there was something undeniably intentional about its presence. It didn't
look like a natural formation. As I approached, the strange metallic scent intensified.

I knelt, brushing away the damp leaves and soil, my heart thrumming with a mixture
of excitement and trepidation. My fingers grazed something smooth and cool beneath
the dirt. It wasn’t stone. It wasn’t wood. It felt… alive. With a surge of adrenaline, I
began to dig with my hands, my nails scraping against the hardened earth. The object
was half-buried, its true shape obscured by centuries of neglect.

As more of it became visible, I realized it was a small, ornate box, crafted from a dark,
iridescent material that seemed to absorb and refract the meager light. It wasn't
metal, nor was it stone, yet it had the weight and solidity of both. Intricate carvings,
swirling patterns I couldn't decipher, covered its surface, their edges worn smooth by
time. There was no visible lock, no clasp. Just a seamless, almost organic form.

A faint, persistent hum began to emanate from the box, a low vibration that I felt more
in my bones than heard with my ears. It resonated with a deep, forgotten part of me, a
part that had always yearned for answers the ordinary world couldn't provide. As my
hand rested on its surface, the hum intensified, and a soft, internal glow pulsed from
within the dark material. It was faint, barely discernible, but it was there—a heartbeat
of light within the artifact.

My breath hitched. This wasn't some trinket. This was something extraordinary,
something that defied explanation. The stories of Everwood, the legends of its
dormant magic, suddenly felt less like fanciful tales and more like distant memories
stirring to life. The box felt ancient, impossibly old, carrying the weight of ages and
secrets.

As I stared at the glowing artifact, a strange sensation washed over me. It wasn't fear,
not exactly, but a profound sense of awe, mixed with a tingling awareness that this
discovery was no accident. It felt as though it had been waiting for me, slumbering
beneath the earth until the precise moment I would stumble upon it. My rational mind,
trained by years of practical herb-gathering and healing knowledge, struggled to
reconcile this impossible object with anything I knew.

Yet, a deeper, instinctual part of me understood. This was the 'something more' I had
always searched for, the missing piece of a puzzle I hadn’t even realized I was trying
to solve. The air around me seemed to thicken, charged with an invisible energy. The
ancient trees in the clearing seemed to lean in, their silent vigil broken by the
artifact’s awakening.
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With trembling hands, I gently lifted the box from its earthen cradle. It fit perfectly into
my palms, radiating a gentle warmth that seeped into my skin, chasing away the
autumn chill. The swirling carvings on its surface seemed to shift and flow as I held it,
a silent language unfolding before my eyes. The glow pulsed brighter now, a soft,
ethereal light emanating from within, casting flickering shadows on the fallen leaves.

A strange dizziness overcame me, not unpleasant, but disorienting. Images flashed
through my mind – fleeting glimpses of towering trees, shimmering light, and a
sensation of immense power. It was like a sudden, unexpected dream, vivid and
ephemeral. When the sensation passed, I was left with a heightened sense of
awareness, as if the forest around me had suddenly gained a voice, its whispers
clearer, more urgent.

This was more than just an old relic; it was a key. A key to unlocking something not
just in Everwood, but within myself. The notion was both terrifying and exhilarating.
The world I had known, bounded by the familiar sights and sounds of Oakhaven, was
about to expand in ways I could scarcely imagine. This unassuming, glowing box was
the threshold.

I carefully tucked the artifact into my satchel, its warmth a comforting presence
against my hip. The clearing, once just a patch of woods, now felt like a sacred space,
imbued with a new significance. As I made my way back towards the familiar trails, the
scent of the forest seemed sharper, the rustle of leaves more pronounced, the distant
calls of birds richer. Everything was subtly, yet profoundly, changed.

My journey back to the cottage was a blur. My mind raced, trying to process the
impossible. An artifact that glowed? That pulsed with an inner light? My mother’s
lessons on natural remedies, my father’s quiet wisdom about the predictable cycles of
the forest – none of it prepared me for this. This was magic, raw and undeniable.

The sun was setting, painting the sky in fiery oranges and purples, as I reached the
edge of Oakhaven. The village lights twinkled invitingly, a stark contrast to the
deepening shadows of the forest behind me. But the comfort of the familiar felt
distant, almost alien. My old life, the life of a simple healer’s daughter, felt like a story
ending. The artifact in my satchel hummed, a quiet promise of a new one beginning.

As I stepped across the threshold of our cottage, the scent of simmering stew and the
murmur of my parents’ voices greeted me. I offered a forced smile, my heart still
pounding with the secret I carried. My mother looked at me, her eyes sharp. "You've
been out late, Kira. Anything interesting?"

I merely shook my head, avoiding her gaze, knowing that the truth of what I'd found
would shatter the comfortable reality we all lived in. Not yet. I needed to understand it
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first. The artifact hummed faintly, a silent companion to my racing thoughts. The
shadows at Everwood’s edge had delivered more than just herbs tonight. They had
delivered destiny.
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