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I dedicate this book, "The Witch of Shadowthorn (TWOS)" or simply "The Witch of Shadowthorn", to all the adventurous hearts who have followed the journey since the first volume of the original story. This work titled TWOS is a remake of "The Witch of Shadowthorn 1" and marks the beginning of the first season of the series. It is for you, tireless readers, that this new version was written and dedicated with all my love and gratitude.

To the courageous readers who have been with me since the beginning of the series, following the characters in their struggles and triumphs, this dedication is especially for you. You are the true heroes of this saga, as your tireless support and enthusiasm drove me to continue retelling this story.

To readers who are joining the journey in this first season, I hope you find a magical world full of mysteries that will captivate you from the first moment. May every page of "The Witch of Shadowthorn 1" (TWOS) take you on an exciting and unforgettable journey filled with new elements and twists.

I dedicate this book to all those who were lost in the shadows of the Shadowthorn family, who faced dangers and challenges alongside the characters, both in the original story and in this remake. May the magic and charm of this fictional world touch your hearts and awaken your imaginations, now reinvented for a new season.

I would also like to express my gratitude to the editorial team and the distributor (D2D Print) who made the creation of this new version possible. Your hard work and dedication are invaluable, and I'm grateful for the opportunity to reimagine and share this story with the world.

Finally, I dedicate this book to all fantasy lovers, dreamers, adventure seekers in the pages of books. May "The Witch of Shadowthorn 1" (TWOS) be an exciting starting point for this season, a refuge for your souls, and a portal to a renewed universe full of magic and excitement.

With sincere gratitude and affection,

Antonio Carlos Pinto.
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"Among the intertwined threads of magic and the shadows that dance in the twilight, the Shadowthorn and Gareth families emerge as guardians of ancient secrets and heirs of intertwined destinies. In the heart of this enchanted universe, where spells intertwine with prophecies, the saga of 'A Witch of Shadowthorn' unveils the magical threads that shape destiny and intertwine the bloodlines of NightGlen and Grammaria. On every page, a story unfolds, where magic is woven into family bonds, and darkness is challenged by the light that emanates from the hearts fearless. Enter this realm of enchantment, where words are spells and the past merges with the present, in the search for answers that echo through the ages."
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Dear readers, my esteemed sorcerer's apprentices, prepare to return to "NightGlen"!

Welcome to another electrifying season of "The Witch of Shadowthorn", a saga that promises to captivate you from beginning to end!

In TWOS, or "The Witch of Shadowthorn", we are back with an even more exciting and dark version. In this expansive remake, hidden secrets will come to light and choices will shape the fate of everyone in NightGlen.

With new revelations, you'll be left wondering: who are the real heroes and who are the villains?

On this journey, we will get to know courageous Elia more deeply, as she fights to unravel the bonds of her past and save the love of her life, Darius. Your bravery will echo your parents' passion in ways they never imagined.

Deep within NightGlen, among structures that harbor centuries of mystery, Elia will forge new bonds and shape a destiny capable of shaking the entire kingdom. But what will be revealed when the ancient Shadowthorn plot begins to unfold?

While Elius escapes the control that dominates that place, a whisper from beyond will guide him in the search for the truth. Will he be able to escape the paths predestined by past generations? And what dangers await Elia on her journey through magic intertwined with destiny?

Imagine yourself immersed in this fascinating saga full of twists and turns! Let yourself be carried away by the surprising moments of "The Witch of Shadowthorn" and uncover the secrets of a world impossible to resist. Here, not a single line will remain untouched and everyone's future will be determined in a battle where only one side can prevail!

Grab your brooms and get ready for an immersive journey that will be impossible to escape until the end. In this work, all the mysteries of NightGlen will be revealed and choices will transform destiny into something that not even the inhabitants of this place could imagine.
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Dear adventurers and lost souls, allow me to deliver to you a tale of love, a story filled with magic and the struggle between good and evil, tinged with the essence found in my wanderings through the lost universes of The Witch of Shadowthorn...

Get ready to embark on an unforgettable adventure in NightGlen, a place where the limits between reality and fantasy blur, where internal and external battles merge with the most exhilarating passions.

It all started when I decided to abandon my ordinary abode, breaking the confines of monotony in search of wisdom and power at the renowned Nightglen School of Magic. It was there that destiny traced our paths and Darius emerged before me, a sorcerer whose charms defy the very laws of nature. A man of magnetic beauty, his blue eyes sparkled like small, vibrant universes. I was captivated by his presence, in an intertwining of enchantment and mystery.

However, I soon discovered that he carried with him the weight of a cursed bloodline known as the Shadowthorn, marked by the shadows since time immemorial.

Cursed or blessed in love? This is the story of a love that made me live and die at the same time. A love that took me to the heights of happiness and the depths of despair. A love that defied the laws of magic and destiny, and together, we faced the turbulence of this cursed inheritance, a cataclysm of emotions and questions in our existence.

This story mixes moments of glory and hopelessness, an intricate game of light and darkness that unfolds unpredictably. But, when all adversities seem doomed to failure, we finally reach the essence of true love, making every obstacle and sacrifice worth it in its transcendent irreverence.

However, the time has come when we believe we hold the power to break the curse, in a desperate attempt to free Darius from the ancient yoke that imprisoned him. However, without giving us a proper farewell, he left, breaking my heart, taking our dreams with him and leaving me only a fruit as tangible proof of this forbidden love.

Now, here I find myself, questioning our uncertain destiny, whether there is a possibility of a reunion, whether our son will discover the dark truth behind our separation and, above all, whether the shadows that surround us will finally allow us to achieve the peace we desire.

These answers, dear readers, will be revealed as you embark on this exuberant and immersive journey that begins, embracing the unpredictability, ambiguity and complexity of NightGlen's world of magic...
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Elia resided in a quiet village called Grammaria, surrounded by green, sunny hills. Alongside his mother, Isadora, a nature sorceress, they lived a serene life. However, for unknown reasons, Isadora chose to keep Elia away from the magical kingdom.

Thus, Elia grew up, without imagining about her magical origins, believing herself to be just an ordinary girl. Her mother was cunning in keeping all of NightGlen's secrets, as well as the powers they shared, keeping everything hidden.

However, as soon as Elia's magical powers began to manifest and escape her control, Isadora decided to reveal the whole truth. The result was surprising: Elia was the heir to light magic, with skills that needed to be mastered to avoid succumbing to the dark arts.

Worried about not being able to guide her daughter and help her properly, Isadora made a difficult decision: send Elia to NightGlen, where she could live with Gareth, her estranged father.

Elia, accustomed to the peaceful life in Grammaria, found herself undecided about leaving everything behind and entering a new reality in NightGlen. He would miss his friends, the village festivities and the peaceful walks through the valley under the radiant sun.

However, Elia's curiosity in unraveling the mysteries of NightGlen and her desire to get to know her father and the magical world spoke louder. Thus, she embarked on an exciting journey from Grammaria to NightGlen, a journey that would cross three villages before entering the mysterious borders of NightGlen.

Facing the unfamiliar road, Elia adjusted the collar of his coat, moving away from Grammaria and saying goodbye to the soft light that illuminated the village's streets. The sun, which always shone radiantly, slowly disappeared over the horizon, and a slight nervousness began to appear as she followed the road tracks towards the unknown.

The first rays of the moon appeared, casting its luminescence onto the road as Elia passed the first village, Willowbrook. The wooden houses seemed to hide simple stories, but Elia couldn't help but question the decision he had made. Shadows played among the trees, and an inner voice whispered doubts like a cold breeze that shook his confidence.

The second village, Whispering Pines, emerged with its twinkling lights, like distant stars. Elia captured the reflection of the moon in the windows, losing himself in deep thoughts. Grammaria's lack of security enveloped her, but it was curiosity that pushed her forward. With each step, the distant village became an unattainable feat, an irrevocable decision.

And then, the third village, Misthaven, emerged on the horizon. A shiver ran down Elia's spine as an owl landed on a nearby tree, watching her with piercing eyes, as if on cue. Doubts roiled his mind, while the sound of branches rustled in the night breeze.

The internal conflict grew more intense as the shores of NightGlen approached. The moonlight illuminated the path, but the darkness that awaited them was dense. Elia reflected on everything she had left behind and on the unknown that awaited her ahead, between the safety of Grammaria and the uncertainties of NightGlen.

The carriage continued, each kilometer taking Elia to an increasingly enigmatic destination. Fear and curiosity fused together, forming a tight knot in his chest. She was about to enter NightGlen, and the unknown awaited her with its shadows and secrets.
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​The Shores of NightGlen
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As I stood on the banks of NightGlen, my carriage slid away from the heavenly glow that warmed my heart. Instantly, the atmosphere changed, shadows dancing around me as if they had a life of their own, enveloped in an ancient magic. Before me, a nighttime scene of ancient trees and winding paths unfolded, with each step delving deeper into the enchantment that permeated this realm.

The first moments in NightGlen felt like diving into an ocean of mysteries. The fear persisted, but curiosity compelled me to explore the unknown. Nocturnal creatures, hidden in the shadows, watched me with sparkling eyes, silent guardians of this magical domain.

My distant father, Gareth, waited for me in that magical shadow. My heart flutters with anticipation as the carriage hurtles through dense woods and enigmatic clearings. Each tree seemed to carry with it an ancient story, and the whispers of the wind echoed secrets kept for ages.

The moonlight continued to guide me, offering an ethereal view of the nighttime landscape as we reached the shores of NightGlen. Curiosity transformed my fear into fascination, eager to unravel the mysteries surrounding my magical lineage.

Finally, the carriage reached the edge of NightGlen!

Dense darkness enveloped the forest, my thoughts flying like leaves in the wind. I tried to calm my mind, but something more powerful enveloped me, as if fate was whispering in my ears.

Uncertainty dominated as I faced the decision of disembarking the carriage. The darkness before me whispered unfathomable secrets. What if I got lost in the shadows? As I tried to focus on the distant light of Grammaria, I hesitated.

I climbed down, my eyes shining in the faint moonlight. Facing NightGlen's gloomy entrance, an uncomfortable chill enveloped me. The icy breeze stole my breath, but strangely, the anguish in my chest remained inexorable.

As I stared at NightGlen's shadowy entrance, something in the Dark Forest captured my attention. A mysterious figure moved among the trees, escaping the moonlight, casting dancing shadows shrouded in mystery.

I stood frozen at this intriguing sight, hesitating, my heart leaping with uncertainty. A hidden presence in the Dark Forest seemed to call to me, an unknown force awakening my curiosity and apprehension.

As I gazed upon the mysterious figure moving among the shadows of the Dark Forest, unaware of his true identity, my heart raced in my chest. The stealthy footsteps echoed in the distance, as if the night itself was conspiring to hide them.

Only when I moved a little away from the entrance of NightGlen, a type of dark forest Elf, emerged from its concealment. His eyes glittered with an enigmatic and inscrutable shine, while a subtle smile curved his lips. The dark presence, shrouded in an air of mystery, seemed to have found its purpose upon sighting me.

I, unaware of his future identity, was drawn to the supernatural charm that permeated his actions. Curiosity led me towards that mysterious figure, compelled by its inexplicable magnetism.

As he walked towards the Elf, a spell unfolded in the air, uniting past and future in a dance of intertwined destinies. The wind blew a whispered prophecy in my ear, promising secrets kept in the hidden pages of time.

Without realizing it, I entered a web of events yet to happen, where the Elf of the future was chasing me. The encounter between us was a mystery that transcended the boundaries of human understanding, a cosmic dance that defied the limits of reason.

Destiny, traced by the arcana of time, created a fortuitous meeting between the two of us even before arriving in NightGlen. Cosmic harmony demanded that our paths cross, revealing secrets that were not yet ready to be revealed.

As we got closer, the shadows that shrouded the Dark Forest Elf seemed to gradually dissipate, revealing the essence of his true nature. However, the veil of time kept his destination an enigma, preventing me from fully understanding his purpose in my journey.

Although my mind struggled to decipher the mysteries that surrounded the Elf, my heart was both frightened and fascinated by the aura of enchantment that surrounded him. It was as if a nocturnal bird was attracted by the light of the moon, even though it knew that its path would be uncertain and full of dangers.

Thus, I prepared myself for the imminent encounter with the Elf of the dark forest, oblivious to the fact that the thread of time inexorably linked us. I couldn't imagine the trials that awaited us, nor the revelations that we would face, but I was ready to explore this magical and unknown path that was laid out in front of me.

Perhaps, that was the reason why I stopped on the banks of NightGlen.

But one question hangs in the air like an enigmatic cloud above me. My destiny seems intertwined with the mystery of the forest, ready to reveal itself in the hidden pages of my journey. What awaits me beyond this dark entrance?

I returned to the carriage, pondering the possibility of returning to the safety of my mother's house or heading towards my father's, even as the journey became increasingly uncertain. The decision on this threshold between the familiar and the unknown, shrouded in shadows, is a challenge. The future whispers secrets, and I, torn between hesitation and courage, must choose my path.
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As I delved deeper into the depths of NightGlen, a sense of uneasiness and anticipation enveloped me. This was a realm where magic thrived, where mythical creatures roamed the ancient forests, and where the laws of reality seemed to bend and twist.

The carriage jolted along the worn stones, the sound echoing through the hazy night. The moon cast an ominous glow, barely illuminating the dark path ahead. My imagination conjured up images of mystical beings lurking beyond the veil of darkness, waiting to reveal themselves in a dance of enchantment.

The air became thick with otherworldly energy, crackling with occult power. The shadows danced, twisting and intertwining like ethereal tentacles, as NightGlen enveloped me in its mystical embrace. A chorus of nocturnal creatures greeted my arrival, their melodic calls echoing through the dense forest.

NightGlen, with its ancient trees stretching toward the vast starry space above, welcomed me with a feeling of foreboding and wonder. The vegetation whispered untold secrets, sharing stories of ancient prophecies and hidden treasures waiting to be discovered.

I remember touching ground on the shores of NightGlen for the first time, feeling the pulse of mystical energy in harmony with my own newly awakened powers. The very essence of the kingdom seemed to vibrate in tune with my heartbeat, a symphony of possibilities and revelations.

But amid NightGlen's intrigue, a tingling uneasiness still coursed through my veins. Now, I was face to face with the enigmatic world that held the key to my past and my future. Unknown faces began to pass me by, my eyes filled with curiosity and caution, as if they could sense the potential within me.

The journey had taken me to this crucial precipice, where the threads of my destiny unraveled into a tapestry of other destinies. Embracing my newfound magic and accepting the unknown, I took the next step, my steps guided by an inner fire that burned brighter with each passing moment.

NightGlen whispered its secrets to me, promising trials and triumphs, mysteries and revelations that would test my resolve. In this realm of shadows, where the borders of reality blended with the realms of imagination, I would embark on a journey of self-discovery and face the challenges that awaited me.

Between the twinkling flashes of starlight and the shadows that danced on the moon's avenues, I took a deep breath. With every heartbeat, I embraced NightGlen's mesmerizing charm, ready to unlock its secrets and unlock its true potential.

The next day, in the embrace of NightGlen's winding road, the rare guest that was the sun was just a distant memory. On the pitch-black horizon, heavy clouds were forming, signaling that a large rainy storm would soon hit...

My heart pounded with anxiety as I ventured through the dark and rainy landscape, where secrets were hidden amidst the darkness with lightning and thunder that ripped through the sky of that mysterious place.

Inside the carriage, fogged by the raindrops that fell on the fogged windows that reflected the gray scenery that surrounded everything along the way. I leaned back in my seat, watching the scenery as NightGlen slowly passed me until I reached my destination.

Stone houses with sloping roofs, some marked by age, seemed on the verge of collapse. The stores with their blurry windows seemed frozen in time, every detail resonating with decades past. Low mist hung beneath a sunless sky, promising yet another dreary day of rain. It was nothing like the sunny, lively Grammaria I had left behind.

A melancholy sigh escaped my lips, longing for the warmth of the sun that caressed my face and played with my golden hair, a vivid contrast amid the sea of gray that surrounded me. I longed for the laughter of my friends echoing through the streets of Grammaria, where familiarity reigned and joy flourished. Here, only silence and distant thunder prevailed.

Everything felt strange and dark, increasing the uneasiness inside my chest. My eyes desperately searched for a gleam of light and life amid the drab facades, but found only shadows. It was as if the sun was forbidden in this place.

The village I once called home now seemed to belong to another life, like a comforting dream from which I was abruptly awakened. I still didn't understand the reasons, but here I was, venturing uncertainly toward an equally mysterious destination.

As the journey drew to a close, the carriage trembled before the gates of ominous NightGlen, surrounded by ominous features that would become my new incarceration. I looked away from the external landscape and prepared to disembark.

Embarking on the journey through the narrow and winding streets of NightGlen, the rain falls incessantly, painting the scene with silvery drops that dance in the air. The aroma of wet earth fills my senses, while the magic of the kingdom immerses itself amid the drops that fall from the sky.

The lights lit along the streets cast a welcoming light dispelling the darkness, reflecting in the puddles of water, creating magical mirrors that reveal fleeting glimpses of enchanted creatures. Among the leafy trees, mystical beings wait for the right moment to reveal themselves, playing in the midst of the storm with crystal clear laughter.

The constant sound of rain provides a soundtrack of enchanting melodies, where the harmony of drops hitting the roofs creates a unique symphony. Lightning strikes the sky, illuminating the imposing ancient towers that dot the landscape, while the resounding echo of thunder enchants and frightens, creating an aura of mystery and power.
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