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Introduction
In the forgotten heart of the world, surrounded by emerald forests and ancient
mountains, stands the timeless nation of Eldor. Here, history flows like an invisible
river, shaping the destinies of rulers and common folk alike. Legends speak of magic
woven into the roots of the land, and stories told by firelight mention gods and
monsters who once walked in the open. In this realm where the extraordinary mingles
with daily life, the future is as fragile—and dangerous—as a shard of obsidian.

It is in the storied city of Aerith, within the echoing halls of the Library of Histories, that
Calla has built her quiet life. A young archivist of diligence and unremarkable lineage,
she takes solace in parchment and ink, finding comfort among volumes that guard
secrets far older than memory. The world outside may be restless—with rumors of
unrest drifting in from distant borders—but inside these dust-laden sanctuaries, Calla
believes that everything, even destiny, can be catalogued and made safe upon the
shelves.

Yet, beyond the Library’s stained-glass windows, a rare celestial event draws near.
Once every century, an eclipse darkens the sun and sends a shudder through the
world’s magical veins. This eclipse, the elders say, marks moments of great
change—signposts for those willing to heed their warnings. But to the young archivist,
the coming darkness is merely another subject to study, another pattern within the
cycles that govern Eldor’s days.

All this changes when a misplaced folio—one that should not exist—finds its way into
Calla’s hands. Bound in blackened leather and written in a cipher forgotten by all but
the oldest of scholars, it tells of a prophecy: a time when shadow shall seize Eldor, and
only the return of a lost heir can hope to stave off the extinction of light. Doubt gnaws
at Calla’s reason, yet as the eclipse’s shadow creeps ever closer, fate begins to
unravel quietly, inexorably.

Soon, Calla is drawn beyond the walls of her sanctuary, and into a conspiracy that
stretches from the lowest alleys to the broken thrones of kings. Allies and enemies
both wear many faces, and the line between myth and reality blurs as she discovers
that some stories are written not in ink, but in blood and betrayal. As the sun dims and
the ancient prophecy stirs to life, Calla must decide what part she will play in the fate
of Eldor.

Thus, the tale begins: a chronicle of secrets unearthed, loyalties tested, and light’s
final stand against the coming of endless night. Down the twisting corridors of history
and hope, “The Eclipse Prophecy” awaits.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Shadowed Library
The scent of ancient parchment and dust was Calla’s oldest memory, more familiar
than the faces of her long-gone parents. She moved through the labyrinthine corridors
of the Library of Histories with the quiet reverence of a priestess in a sacred temple,
her worn leather satchel thumping softly against her hip. Sunlight, fractured into
mosaic patterns by the stained-glass windows depicting Eldor’s mythical beasts,
dappled the polished stone floor, illuminating motes of dust dancing in the air like tiny,
forgotten spirits. It was a Tuesday, which meant the notoriously difficult Alderonian
scrolls needed re-shelving, a task Calla tackled with a methodical patience that
bordered on obsession.

Her fingers, nimble and stained faintly with ink, traced the spines of volumes she had
read a dozen times over. Each book was a companion, a silent confidante in a life that
offered few others. At twenty-two, Calla was a creature of routine, her days structured
by cataloging codes and the rhythmic creak of wooden ladders. She knew the Library’s
hidden nooks and whispering drafts better than her own small apartment in the
archivists’ annex, a place she returned to only when the moon was high and her eyes
too weary to decipher another faded script.

Today, however, a subtle current of unease rippled beneath the Library's usual calm.
Even the usually unflappable Head Archivist, Master Elara, a woman whose stoicism
was legendary, had seemed distracted. Calla had caught Elara staring out of a high
window earlier, her gaze fixed on the sky, a faint frown creasing her brow. It was the
eclipse, of course. Everyone spoke of it, whispered about it, though most regarded it
as little more than a peculiar astronomical event. But in Eldor, celestial phenomena
were rarely just that.

Calla dismissed the feeling as an excess of caffeine from her morning tea. She had a
mountain of historical records to cross-reference before the evening bell, a task that
required her full, undivided attention. The Alderonian scrolls, notoriously brittle,
needed to be handled with extreme care. Their language, an archaic form of High
Eldoric, was notoriously difficult to translate, even for seasoned scholars. She plucked
a particularly heavy scroll, bound in sun-bleached linen, from a cart. The weight of it
felt unusual, almost… wrong.

She slid it into its designated slot on the shelf, her brow furrowed slightly. It felt as
though something was out of place, a subtle discord in the perfect symphony of the
Library. She moved on, meticulously reordering a section on agricultural practices in
the Western Marches, her mind still circling the odd sensation. Perhaps she was just
tired. The looming eclipse was making everyone a little jumpy, she reasoned.
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A low thrum resonated through the floorboards, a vibration Calla had come to
associate with the older, less stable sections of the Library. It was a sign that the
ancient building was settling, shifting with the weight of centuries of knowledge. But
this thrum was different—deeper, more resonant. She paused, listening. It seemed to
emanate from the forbidden archives below, a section of the Library so ancient and
restricted that only Master Elara held the master key.

Calla shivered, despite the warmth of the morning sun streaming through the
windows. The forbidden archives were rumored to house texts so powerful, so
dangerous, that they were kept locked away for the good of Eldor. Whispers spoke of
forgotten magic, of prophecies that could unravel the very fabric of reality. Calla, ever
the pragmatist, had always considered these just stories, cautionary tales to keep
curious young archivists from venturing where they shouldn't.

But the thrum continued, a faint pulse against her feet. It was almost hypnotic. She
shook her head, forcing herself back to the task at hand. The Alderonian scrolls
wouldn’t re-shelve themselves, and Master Elara tolerated no dawdling. Calla
continued her work, but a small knot of unease tightened in her stomach.

Later that afternoon, as the sun began its slow descent, painting the sky in hues of
orange and purple, Calla was working in the acquisitions section, meticulously logging
new donations. A small, nondescript cart, usually reserved for inter-library loans, sat
by a loading bay, piled high with materials that clearly didn't belong. Among them was
a stack of water-damaged civic records from the outer districts, a few tattered
children's books, and a single, incongruous folio.

It was bound in black leather, so dark it seemed to absorb the light, and felt impossibly
old in her hands. The leather was supple, almost greasy to the touch, and completely
devoid of any identifying markings – no title, no author, no Library seal. This alone was
highly unusual. Every item in the Library, no matter how insignificant, bore some form
of identification.

Calla frowned, flipping through the pages. They were thick and brittle, almost like
dried leaves, covered in a script she didn't recognize. It wasn't High Eldoric, nor was it
any of the common tongues she’d studied. The characters were angular, almost
jagged, and seemed to pulse with a faint, internal luminescence that caught the fading
light. A shiver, colder than the Library’s usual drafts, ran down her spine.

This folio did not belong in the acquisitions section. It didn't belong in the Library at all,
by all appearances. It certainly didn’t belong on a cart with civic records and children’s
books. It felt… foreign, an intruder in the ordered sanctity of her world. Her archivist’s
instinct, honed over years of precise classification, screamed that something was very
wrong.
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She took the folio to her desk, a secluded corner tucked between towering shelves of
historical treatises. With meticulous care, she opened it again. The strange script
seemed to twist and writhe before her eyes, almost like living things. A faint, metallic
scent, like rain on ancient iron, emanated from the pages. She tried to make sense of
the characters, comparing them to old linguistic charts she kept nearby, but nothing
matched.

As she turned a particularly brittle page, a small, intricate symbol caught her eye. It
was etched into the corner of the page, a crescent moon embracing a single, dark
star. The symbol was familiar, though she couldn't immediately place where she'd
seen it. It stirred a vague memory, a half-forgotten image from some ancient tale.

Suddenly, a gust of wind, unseasonably strong, rattled the stained-glass windows. The
light in the Library dimmed perceptibly, as if a cloud had passed over the sun. Calla
glanced up, then back at the folio. The peculiar symbols on the page seemed to
deepen in color, almost to a rich, velvety black. The faint luminescence intensified,
casting a subtle glow on her fingers.

A phrase, unbidden, echoed in her mind, a scrap of a lullaby her grandmother used to
sing: "When the moon devours the sun, the old ways will be undone." Calla shook her
head, trying to dislodge the nonsensical thought. It was just a coincidence, a trick of
the fading light, her mind playing games.

Yet, as she stared at the enigmatic folio, a strange sense of certainty settled over her.
This wasn’t just an old book. This was something profoundly significant, something
that had been hidden, perhaps deliberately, and had now, by some accident of fate,
found its way into her hands. The quiet, predictable rhythm of Calla’s life, once as
steady as the ticking of the Library’s grand clock, was about to be irrevocably
disrupted. The air grew heavy, laden with unspoken secrets, and the shadowed Library
itself seemed to hold its breath.
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