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Chapter 1

	The sky had never looked like this before. Cracks of silver split the deep indigo above, like the heavens themselves were breaking. Lyra stood at the edge of the cliff, wind tugging at her cloak, eyes fixed on the jagged horizon. Every instinct screamed that something was wrong, but curiosity—a stubborn, unyielding part of her—kept her rooted in place.

	She had grown up hearing the elders whisper about the Shattered Realm, a land fractured by magic long forgotten. Stories told of cities floating in the void, of rivers that flowed with starlight, of creatures whose eyes held entire histories. But no tale had prepared her for this: the sky was splitting, and the wind carried a voice she almost recognized—like a memory brushing against her mind.

	“Lyra.”

	The voice was soft, almost drowned by the howl of the wind. She turned sharply, heart hammering, but the cliffs behind her were empty. Only a faint shimmer lingered in the air, like the world itself was breathing, waiting.

	A sound—sharp, metallic—rippled through the valley below. Something moved among the rocks. Lyra’s hand went to the hilt of her dagger, a blade she had inherited from her mother, though she had never understood why it felt heavier than it should. She crouched, pressing herself against the cliff’s edge, eyes scanning.

	A figure emerged. Not human. Not quite. Its limbs were elongated, its skin glimmering like fractured glass, reflecting the fractured sky. And yet, it moved with purpose, each step deliberate, almost mournful.
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