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Introduction

Nestled at the edge of rolling emerald hills, Greenthorn Village seemed untouched by
the troubles of the world. Here, days meandered lazily by, shaped by the changing
seasons and the rhythm of simple lives. Children chased each other through fields
tinged with wildflowers, elders shared stories beneath ancient trees, and
shepherds—Ilike Kael—guided their flocks across the misty uplands at dawn. The
village slumbered beneath a sky filled with stories long forgotten, the air rich with the
scent of moss and promise.

Kael had never imagined his world stretching beyond the boundaries of Greenthorn’s
stone walls. His days were filled with the gentle company of his sheep, the laughter of
his sister, and the comforting predictability of rural life. Yet, in quiet moments, a
whisper of longing stirred within him—a yearning for something unknown but deeply
felt. Oftentimes, he would gaze at the distant peaks of the Moonspire Mountains,
feeling their silent call in his bones.

Everything changed on a morning like any other, as dawn’s first light spilled across
frost-laced grass. Following a stray lamb into a shadowed ravine, Kael stumbled upon
something extraordinary: a shard of crystal half-sunken in the earth, catching the sun
with a pulse that seemed alive. The artifact radiated a cold fire against his skin,
threading images through his mind—uvisions of a kingdom bathed in gold, a shattered
throne, and voices echoing with loss and hope alike.

Returning to Greenthorn with the cryptic relic clenched in his fist, Kael found his
peaceful life upended. Dreams invaded his sleep, stirring memories that were not his
own. Unfamiliar emotions—grief, resolve, awe—coursed through him with every vision
the crystal awakened. In the solitude of night, he sensed a destiny reaching out from
the shadows of forgotten centuries.

Word of strange happenings traveled quickly, and not all who took interest in Kael
meant him well. When Eira, the enigmatic historian, arrived from beyond the valley,
she seemed to peer through his soul with eyes both wise and wary. Her knowledge of
Ashaara’s myths and her urgent warnings made it clear: the artifact was more than
mere legend materialized—it was the herald of a quest that had waited lifetimes to
begin.

Thus, beneath the familiar skies of Greenthorn, a journey both perilous and wondrous
began. With the fate of a hidden realm pressing upon his shoulders, Kael would need
to summon unfamiliar courage, make unlikely allies, and confront old shadows. The
echo of Ashaara beckoned, its secrets and sorrows ready to entwine with his own, and
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shape the destiny of all the lost kingdoms yet to awaken.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Quiet Valley of Greenthorn

The crisp morning air in Greenthorn tasted of pine and damp earth, a familiar balm to
Kael. He whistled a tuneless melody, the sound swallowed by the gentle bleating of his
flock as they grazed contentedly on the dewy slopes of the lower Moonspire foothills.
Below, the smoke from hearth fires curled lazily into the sky, marking the position of
his village, a patchwork of thatched roofs and stone walls nestled securely in the
valley’s embrace. For nineteen years, this had been his world, and he harbored no
complaints.

His staff, a gnarled piece of oak, felt warm and smooth in his hands, polished by years
of use. Kael’'s gaze swept across the landscape, not just for errant lambs, but with an
unconscious longing for the horizon. It was a faint stirring, like a distant echo, a sense
that there was more to the world than the gentle sway of grass and the predictable
rhythm of the seasons. He often found himself staring at the distant, jagged peaks of
the Moonspire, their summits perpetually shrouded in mist, wondering what secrets
they held.

Today, however, a more immediate concern drew his attention. A small, woolly white
lamb, notoriously adventurous even for its tender age, had wandered further up the
slope than usual. Its mother, a seasoned ewe named Willow, watched with a worried
flick of her ear, but made no move to follow. Kael sighed, a puff of steam in the cool
air, and adjusted the worn leather satchel slung over his shoulder. The lamb was fast,
and the terrain grew steeper here.

“Little rascal,” he muttered, picking his way carefully over loose stones and patches of
stubborn heather. The ascent was familiar, yet a faint unease pricked at him. Perhaps
it was the unusually deep shadow cast by the ridge, or the sudden drop in
temperature as he ventured into a small, winding ravine, barely a crack in the
mountainside. The air grew still, the sounds of his flock fading behind him.

The ravine narrowed, its walls rising steeply, covered in a tapestry of moss and
ancient ferns. A tiny stream, barely a trickle, snaked its way along the bottom, its
water icy cold. Kael squinted, spotting the white flash of the lamb’s wool further
ahead, nestled near a cluster of jagged rocks. He quickened his pace, eager to retrieve
the wanderer and return to the comforting familiarity of the open slopes.

As he reached the lamb, which bleated indignantly at his approach, Kael noticed
something peculiar. Half-buried in the damp earth, nestled amongst the roots of an
ancient, stunted juniper bush, was a glint of unnatural light. It wasn't the sun reflecting
off a wet stone, but something deeper, more vibrant. Curiosity, a rare but potent force
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in Kael's otherwise placid life, tugged at him.

He knelt, gently coaxing the lamb back towards the ravine entrance, then turned his
attention to the anomaly. With the tip of his staff, he prodded at the earth, loosening
the soil around the object. It wasn't metal, nor ordinary stone. As more of it became
visible, Kael saw it was a crystal, unlike any he had ever seen. It was roughly palm-
sized, multifaceted, and shimmered with an inner light that seemed to pulse faintly.

Hesitantly, Kael reached out and picked it up. The moment his fingers closed around
the crystal, a jolt, not of electricity, but of pure, cold energy, shot through him. His
breath hitched. Images, vivid and disorienting, flooded his mind. He saw towering
spires of white stone, gilded with intricate carvings, reaching towards a sky of
impossible blue. He saw people, noble and regal, their faces etched with pride and
sorrow, gathered in a vast hall.

A thrumming sensation resonated through his very bones, a soundless hum that
vibrated in his skull. The crystal in his hand seemed to glow brighter, its cold fire
intensifying. Then, the vision shifted. The grand hall shattered, crumbling into dust.
The faces of the noble people were twisted in fear, their voices echoing in a language
he did not understand, yet somehow, he grasped their despair. He saw a throne,
magnificent and empty, surrounded by darkness.

Panic, cold and sharp, pierced through the awe. Kael squeezed his eyes shut, dropping
the crystal as if burned. It landed with a soft thud on the mossy ground, its light
dimming instantly. He staggered back, his heart hammering against his ribs, his
breath coming in ragged gasps. The lamb, sensing his distress, bleated again, louder
this time.

He stared at the crystal, now inert and unassuming, lying innocent on the damp earth.
Had he imagined it? The vividness of the images, the sheer feeling of them, argued
otherwise. His hands trembled. He couldn’t shake the sense of ancient power, of
immense loss, that had just been poured into his mind. This was no ordinary stone.

Cautiously, Kael picked it up again. This time, the jolt was fainter, a mere whisper of
its initial intensity. The visions didn’t return, but a lingering chill remained in his
fingertips. He tucked the crystal deep into his satchel, feeling its cool weight against
his side. The quiet valley of Greenthorn suddenly seemed less quiet, less safe. A
shadow had fallen across his perfectly ordinary morning.

He herded the lamb back down the ravine, his mind a whirl of confusion and wonder.
The familiar bleating of his flock, the distant shouts of other shepherds, the scent of
woodsmoke - none of it could entirely dispel the unsettling images that had branded
themselves into his memory. A kingdom of gold and sorrow. What did it mean? He had
never heard tales of such a place, not in Greenthorn.

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.

As he reached the more open slopes, the warmth of the sun felt reassuring, but it
couldn't fully thaw the ice that had settled in his heart. The day continued, following
its usual patterns, but for Kael, everything had irrevocably changed. The sky, once just
a canvas for clouds, now seemed to hold untold stories. The distant Moonspire
Mountains, once just a backdrop, now felt like a looming presence.

That night, sleep was a restless affair. The visions, though not as vivid as his initial
encounter, returned in fragments, mingling with his own dreams. He saw flashes of
light, heard whispers in a foreign tongue, felt a pervasive sense of urgency. When he
awoke, sweat slicked his brow, and the memory of the ancient kingdom, of the
shattered throne, clung to him like a phantom.

He knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that the crystal was the key to
something immense. It had awakened a part of him that he hadn’t known existed, a
dormant sensitivity to things beyond the mundane. He kept the artifact hidden,
nestled in a pouch beneath his worn tunic, its cold presence a constant reminder of
the extraordinary events of the previous day.

The following days were a blur of normalcy punctuated by internal turmoil. Kael
performed his duties, ate with his family, and chatted with his neighbors, all while a
silent storm raged within him. He found himself sketching the strange symbols he had
glimpsed in his visions onto scraps of parchment, trying to decipher their meaning, but
they remained stubbornly inscrutable. His sister, Elara, with her sharp eyes, noticed
his distraction.

"You're quiet, Kael," she remarked one evening, as they sat by the hearth. "And you
keep staring at the fire as if it holds the answer to the world's riddles."

He offered a weak smile. "Just tired, Elara. The lambs have been particularly spirited."
It was a flimsy excuse, and he knew it. He couldn't bring himself to tell her about the
crystal, about the visions. How could he explain something so fantastical to someone
who had never looked beyond the village borders? He feared she would think him
mad.

Yet, the visions persisted, though less forcefully. They began to take on a narrative, a
story unfolding in his sleep. He saw a great calamity, a shadow engulfing the golden
kingdom, and heard a desperate plea for help. The name, whispered on the wind of his
dreams, was Ashaara. It resonated within him, a deep chord struck in the very core of
his being.

He started visiting the oldest trees in the village, the ones whose branches had seen

generations come and go, hoping they held some ancient wisdom. He spent hours in
the village library, a small, dusty room filled with forgotten chronicles and farming
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ledgers, searching for any mention of Ashaara, but found nothing. It was as if the
kingdom had been erased from history, existing only in his stolen dreams.

A growing sense of isolation began to settle over Kael. The world he knew, the simple,
reassuring world of Greenthorn, felt increasingly distant, separated from him by an
invisible veil. He was walking between two worlds: one of familiar comfort, and
another of ancient magic and forgotten destinies. The crystal, hidden against his skin,
pulsed faintly, an insistent heartbeat urging him towards the unknown. His quiet life in
Greenthorn was over. A journey, terrifying and exhilarating, was beginning.
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