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“Where light and shadow prepare for war...”
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The Awakening of the Prophecy
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Moon Over Nunara

Ashlin stood quietly beneath the night sky, her eyes fixed on the moon.

Tonight, it seemed different.

The silver light spread across the heavens with a calm glow, yet something about it felt unusual—as if the moon itself were watching her... smiling softly.

The night around her was still.

Crickets sang their gentle rhythm through the air, and far beyond the palace walls the tall pine trees of the Zephyr Woods swayed slowly in the cold northern wind. Their branches whispered against each other like old storytellers sharing secrets of the dark.

In the distance, the frozen towers of Nunara Palace shimmered beneath the moonlight.

Carved from ancient ice and crystal, the palace rose above the northern kingdom like a crown of winter—home of the mighty empire of Nunara.

Then suddenly—

A shadow crossed the sky.

It glided silently above the pine trees.

For a moment the moonlight dimmed.

Ashlin felt a strange chill moving through her chest.

She narrowed her eyes and looked upward.

But the shadow had already disappeared into the darkness.

Before she could think further—

Two arms wrapped gently around her from behind.

Her body stiffened for an instant.

Then she relaxed.

The scent alone told her who it was.

Rabat.

Ashlin closed her eyes as Rabat leaned close and placed a soft kiss upon her neck.

“My queen,” he murmured with quiet amusement,

“Are you speaking with the moon instead of me?”

Ashlin smiled faintly.

“Well,” she replied softly,

“When my emperor loves the troubles of his kingdom more than he loves me...”

“...I must find someone else to keep me company.”

“Even if that someone is the moon.”

Rabat laughed quietly.

With a gentle motion he turned her to face him.

The moonlight reflected in Ashlin’s blue eyes as Rabat stepped closer.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Then Rabat whispered,

“The scent of you brings peace to my soul.”

“You are my first love... and the last one I will ever need.”

Ashlin looked at him silently.

Then she turned back toward the sky with a playful hint of resentment.

“Then why didn’t you come at noon?” she asked.

“I had lunch alone.”

Rabat suddenly dropped to one knee.

“I apologize, Your Majesty,” he declared dramatically.

“You may punish Rabat however you wish.”

He lowered his head.

“Before you, stands the Emperor of Nunara... Rabat of the Frozen Crown.”

Ashlin laughed softly and pulled him back to his feet.

“My king,” she whispered as she embraced him,

“You already belong to me.”

Then she kissed him gently.

“The punishment is simple,” she added with a smile.

“Tonight... the emperor must hold his queen in his arms.”

Rabat’s eyes sparkled mischievously.

Without effort he lifted her into his arms.

Together they walked slowly toward the palace.

Above them, the moon shone brighter than before.

But far beyond the forests of Nunara—

the shadow that crossed the sky continued its silent journey.

And with it came the first whisper of a destiny that would soon change the fate of the empire.
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The Dream Beneath the Full Moon

Midnight.

The pale light of the full moon lay quietly across the frozen palace of Nunara.

In her dream, Ashlin stood upon a weathered stone wall before an old church.

The building looked ancient, its tall tower rising silently beneath the moonlit sky. The white glow of the full moon rested upon its roof like a blessing from heaven.

The night felt sacred.

Ashlin lifted her eyes toward the upper window of the church.

Through the glass she could see the priest’s seat near the altar.

For reasons she could not explain, a strange feeling of peace washed through her heart. It was as though something unseen was guiding her gaze.

Then suddenly—

A shadow moved.

Ashlin’s breath caught.

Something—or someone—was walking slowly toward the sacred seat.

The figure circled it quietly in the darkness.

Her heart began to race.

“What is happening...?” she whispered.

The shadow continued to move.

Closer.

Closer to the altar.

And then—

Ashlin’s eyes snapped open.

She sat upright in bed.

Her breathing was uneven.

Moonlight spilled through the palace window.

She reached across the bed instinctively.

The place beside her was empty.

Rabat was not there.

Ashlin turned her head.

Across the chamber she saw him standing in the soft glow of the moon.

Rabat was praying.

He stood quietly in Qiyam-ul-Layl, the night prayer offered while most of the world slept. His hands were raised toward the heavens, and the small beads of his tasbih glimmered faintly in the silver light.

His whispered words blended with the wind outside.

The sight calmed Ashlin’s heart.

She watched him silently until he completed his prayer.

Rabat lowered his hands and turned toward her.

Seeing her awake, he walked over and gently brushed a strand of hair away from her face.

“What is it, Ash?” he asked softly.

“Can’t sleep?”

The dream still lingered in her mind.

Ashlin studied his face for a moment.

Then she asked quietly,

“Rabat... do you ever dream?”

A faint smile appeared on his lips.

“Of course.”

“What kind of dream?”

Rabat wrapped his arms around her shoulders gently.

His eyes carried a playful glimmer.

“I dream that one day,” he said softly,

“Our home will be blessed with two little princesses.”

“Twins.”

He tilted his head thoughtfully.

“Golden hair... blue eyes.”

“Just like their mother.”

Ashlin raised an eyebrow.

“And what will you name them?”

Rabat pretended to think deeply.

“One will be Ashlin,” he declared proudly.

“And the other... Ashlins.”

Ashlin burst into laughter.

Rabat often spoke in ways that sounded playful yet somehow carried deeper meaning.

When the palace slept in the stillness of night, Rabat would often rise to stand before his Creator.

It was as though he preferred speaking with God in the quiet hours when the world could not hear him.

Other kings surrounded themselves with wine, luxury, and endless pleasure.

But Rabat seemed different.

Almost as if he belonged to another world.

Ashlin herself had been born far to the north in the mysterious kingdom of Aurorath.

A land where the last auroras of the world danced across the sky.

Aurorath was a Catholic Christian kingdom ruled by Queen Madeline.

Many years earlier the king of Aurorath had ridden into the northern forests on a hunting expedition—and never returned.

Ashlin’s life had changed the day she first met Rabat.

It had happened through a strange twist of fate.

One winter morning a woodcutter discovered a wounded man deep within the Aurorath forest.

The stranger was barely alive.

No one could have imagined then that the wounded warrior would one day become the Emperor of Nunara.

Nunara itself was home to people of many beliefs.

But Rabat was a Shia Muslim, something rarely seen in the northern kingdoms.

His father had been Emperor Ullah, the founder of the Nunara Empire.

Yet just like the king of Aurorath, he too had vanished one day during a mysterious hunt.

At the time Rabat had still been a child.

But Emperor Ullah had left behind a spiritual council known as Irfan.

They were scholars devoted to deep spiritual knowledge.

And they believed in something extraordinary.

According to their teachings, a hidden guardian lives upon the earth.

Imam-e-Zaman.

An unseen protector appointed by the Creator.

They believed he waited for the moment when the world will need him most.

One day, they said he would lead the final battle between truth and darkness.

Ashlin never tried to understand all of it.

She only knew one simple truth.

She loved Rabat.

From the very first moment she had seen him.

Before Rabat, Ashlin used to struggle with painful problems.

She stuttered whenever she spoke.

Because of it she avoided speaking with men at all.

But when she first spoke with Rabat, he simply smiled and said,

“From today... you will not stutter again.”

“I have prayed for you.”

That very night Ashlin dreamed of Rabat standing among bright clouds.

In his hands rested a mysterious black bird.

He offered the bird to her as a gift.

The moment she touched it; the bird spread its wings and flew high into the sky.

The next morning Ashlin discovered something astonishing.

Her stutter was gone.

That was the day she confessed her love.

But she had feared one thing.

Would their different faiths divide them?

Rabat had answered her gently.

“Our Qur’an allows us to marry among the People of the Book,” he told her.

Then he looked into her eyes.

“And it says something else as well.”

“Among all people... the hearts of Christians are often the closest to ours.”

Ashlin had not answered.

She simply looked at him.

Because she already knew—

Her life had changed forever.

Far above the palace, the dark shadow passed once more across the moon.

But no one noticed.
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The Council of Irfan

Deep beneath the frozen halls of Nunara Palace lay a chamber few people in the kingdom even knew existed.

The Hall of Irfan.

Its walls were carved from ancient stone and pale blue ice. Rows of candles illuminated the circular room, their flames dancing gently against symbols etched into the pillars—symbols older than the empire itself.

At the center stood a great stone table.

Above it hovered a glowing map of the northern world.

Mountains shimmered like crystal ridges.

Forests shifted like living shadows.

Frozen seas glowed faintly beneath the dim light.

Around the table sat the Twelve Elders of Irfan.

Guardians of spiritual knowledge.

Advisors to the throne since the days of Emperor Ullah.

Tonight, the chamber felt unusually tense.

The great doors opened.

All eyes turned.

Emperor Rabat entered.

His long cloak moved behind him as he approached the table with quiet authority.

The elders rose in respect.

Rabat raised his hand gently.

“You may sit.”

They obeyed.

Rabat studied the glowing map before him.

“Tell me, “He said calmly,

“What matter requires the Council of Irfan to summon me at this hour?”

The eldest of the council spoke.

His name was Sheikh Darim; a man whose white beard reached his chest and whose eyes carried the weight of many years.

“My Emperor,” he began slowly,

“Something is stirring in the north.”

Rabat’s gaze lifted.

“How far north?”

Darim raised his hand.

The map shifted.

Beyond the frozen mountain range appeared a dark wasteland.

A vast, barren region.

“The Shadow Wastes,” Rabat murmured.

Darim nodded.

“Yes.”

Another elder spoke.

“The tribes of Zarqathi are rising again.”

The chamber fell silent.

Rabat’s expression remained calm.

But his eyes sharpened.

“The Zarqathi have not moved for centuries.”

“That is what we believed,” Darim replied.

Another elder pointed toward the map.

“Our scouts have reported gatherings in the Obsidian Desert.”

“Tribes that once fought among themselves are now uniting under a single banner.”

Rabat folded his arms.

“And whose banner is that?”

Darim answered quietly.

“A priest.”

“A priest who practices forbidden magic.”

Rabat’s voice remained steady.

“Name.”

Darim spoke a single word.

“Malqor.”

“The High Shadow Priest of the Zarqathi.”

Several elders exchanged uneasy glances.

Rabat did not react.

“And what does this priest intend to do?” he asked.

Darim hesitated.

“He knows he cannot defeat Nunara in open battle.”

Rabat leaned slightly forward.

“Then speak plainly.”

Darim met his eyes.

“He intends to attack your future.”

For the first time, Rabat’s brow tightened.

Darim continued.

“Malqor has begun practicing a forbidden art known as Umbral Sorcery.”

“Black magic that can travel through shadows... through dreams... even through bloodlines.”

Another elder unrolled a scroll.

“Our sources say Malqor has learned of the ancient prophecy.”

Rabat said nothing.

But the temperature of the room seemed to drop.

Darim spoke carefully.

“The prophecy that the bloodline of Nunara will stand beside Imam-e-Zaman in the final battle.”

Rabat’s voice remained calm.

“So, he seeks to weaken my descendants before they are born.”

Darim nodded.

“Yes.”

“If your bloodline is corrupted...”

“...Nunara’s role in that war disappears.”

Another elder stepped forward.

“Two nights ago, strange markings appeared near the northern frontier.”

He unrolled the parchment.

Dark spiral symbols.

Broken horns.

Rabat recognized them instantly.

“Zarqathi runes.”

“Yes.”

“They were burned into the ice.”

“And every animal found nearby was...”

The elder hesitated.

“...drained of life.”

Rabat studied the northern region of the map again.

“And Malqor?”

Darim pointed toward the farthest corner of the dark lands.

“The Temple of Zaraq.”

“A ruined city of black stone.”

“The heart of the Zarqathi.”

Rabat remained silent for a moment.

Then he straightened.

“So, the war begins in shadows.”

Darim nodded.

“Yes.”

“But there is something else.”

Rabat looked at him.

“Several witnesses reported a shadow crossing the northern sky two nights ago.”

Rabat’s eyes narrowed.

“A creature?”

“We cannot be certain.”

“But it was heading toward Nunara.”

At that moment the great doors burst open.

A palace guard rushed inside.

“My Emperor!”

Rabat turned.

“What is it?”

The guard bowed quickly.

“Scouts have returned from the northern border.”

“And?”

“They found more symbols carved into the ice.”

“And the bodies of several wolves.”

Rabat frowned slightly.

“What about them?”

The guard swallowed.

“They were frozen solid.”

“...as if something had drained their life.”

Silence fell across the chamber.

Rabat slowly lifted his gaze toward the map.

“The priest has begun his work.”

Darim nodded grimly.

“Yes.”

Rabat turned toward the council.

“Prepare the armies of Nunara.”

The elders looked surprised.

“So soon?”

Rabat’s voice was calm.

“This is no longer rumor.”

“It is the beginning of a war.”

He looked once more toward the dark northern lands.

“And if Malqor believes shadows will protect him...”

“...he will soon learn that the light of Nunara does not fear darkness.”

Far beyond the frozen mountains—

in the black deserts of the Zarqathi—

Malqor raised his staff before a towering obsidian idol.

And whispered a curse meant for the bloodline of Rabat.

The war had begun.

But no swords had yet been drawn.
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The Temple of Baal

Far beyond the frozen borders of Nunara, where the white lands of the north faded into black and lifeless earth, stood the ruins of an ancient city swallowed by obsidian sand.

At the heart of those ruins rose a temple older than memory itself.

The Temple of Baal.

No sunlight ever reached its inner halls.

Only the dim glow of burning braziers lit the vast chamber carved deep beneath the ground. The air was thick with the scent of ash, blood, and ancient incense.

At the far end of the chamber towered a colossal statue carved from black stone.

The idol of Baal.

Its face was monstrous, crowned with curling horns. Empty eyes stared endlessly into the darkness, as if silently judging every wicked prayer spoken before it.

Before the idol knelt, a tall figure wrapped in dark robes.

Malqor.

The High Shadow Priest of the Zarqathi.

Ritual scars marked his pale skin—black symbols carved through years of forbidden magic. In his hand he held the Bone Scepter, its twisted shape faintly glowing with dark energy.

Around him the stone floor had been covered with circles drawn in ash and blood.

Ancient runes.

Runes of Umbral Sorcery.

Malqor’s voice echoed quietly through the chamber.

“Great Baal... Lord of the Abyss...”

“Hear your servant.”

The braziers flickered violently.

A cold wind swept through the temple though there were no doors, no windows, nothing that should have allowed the wind inside.

Then the shadows behind the statue began to move.

Slowly...

Something emerged from the darkness.

A form made of living shadow.

Two burning eyes opened within the black mass.

A deep voice echoed through the chamber.

“Malqor...”

The priest slowly lifted his head.

“I have summoned you, Ifrit.”

The shadow creature stepped forward.

Its form shifted like smoke, taller than any man. Its presence carried the weight of ancient power.

Ifrit was no ordinary spirit.

He was a powerful jinn, bound centuries ago by the dark rituals of the Zarqathi priests.

“What command do you seek?” the jinn asked.

Malqor rose slowly to his feet.

“You have watched the northern kingdoms.”

“Yes.”

“And Nunara?”

The shadow stirred.

“The Ice Throne still stands.”

Malqor’s eyes narrowed.

“And the emperor?”

“Rabat lives.”

The name lingered in the chamber like a curse.

Malqor turned slowly toward the idol of Baal.

“That man stands between us and the dominion of darkness.”

Ifrit’s voice rumbled again.

“Shall I destroy him?”

Malqor smiled faintly.

“No.”

“Rabat cannot be defeated so easily.”

He lifted the Bone Scepter and pointed it toward the shadow.

“Even the armies of Zarqathi would fall before him in open battle.”

The jinn remained still.

“Then why summon me?”

Malqor’s eyes gleamed with cold intelligence.

“Because Rabat’s strength is not the problem.”

He paused.

“His future is.”

Ifrit watched him silently.

Malqor continued.

“The Irfan council prepares their believers for the coming of Imam-e-Zaman.”

“The final war approaches.”

“If Rabat’s bloodline survives...”

“...his descendants will one day stand among that army.”

The jinn’s burning eyes brightened.

“So, you intend to destroy his heirs.”

Malqor shook his head slowly.

“Not destroy.”

“Capture.”

The flames in the temple rose higher.

“The woman—Ashlin—now carries Rabat’s children.”

Ifrit moved closer.

“Twins.”

Malqor turned sharply.

“You already know.”

“I see through shadows.”

Malqor laughed softly.

“Good.”

He raised his arms toward the idol of Baal.

“These children carry royal blood.”

“Blood strong enough to awaken ancient power.”

“If they are sacrificed...”

“...their strength will belong to Baal.”

The chamber trembled faintly.

Ifrit asked quietly,

“When must this be done?”

Malqor looked upward, toward the unseen sky above the temple.

“The signs have already begun.”

His voice dropped lower.

“This year the world will change.”

“In the middle of the year...”

“...the moon will darken in eclipse.”

“And before the year ends...”

“...even the sun will fall into shadow.”

Ifrit waited.

Malqor spoke again.

“Baal has given only one command.”

“What command?”

Malqor’s eyes gleamed.

“The children of Rabat must be brought here...”

“...before the night of the lunar eclipse.”

Ifrit’s shadow twisted slowly.

“And the sacrifice?”

Malqor shook his head.

“Even Baal has not revealed that moment.”

“But when the time comes...”

“...their blood will open the gates of power.”

The jinn’s voice darkened.

“And Rabat?”

Malqor turned again toward the idol.

A thin smile crossed his lips.

“When the children vanish...”

“...the emperor will break.”

“And a broken king cannot lead an army.”

The flames roared suddenly through the temple.

Ifrit bowed his shadowed form.

“As you command, Shadow Priest.”

Malqor lowered his staff.

“Go.”

“Watch Nunara.”

“Wait for the moment.”

The jinn dissolved into drifting smoke.

Within seconds the chamber returned to silence.

Malqor knelt once more before the idol.

“Great Baal...”

“Soon the blood of kings will flow upon your altar.”

Far away in the frozen lands of Nunara—

the northern wind howled across the Ice Throne Palace.

And Queen Ashlin slept peacefully beside Emperor Rabat.

Unaware that somewhere beyond the mountains—

a shadow had already begun hunting their unborn children.
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The Dream of Two Lights 

The night over Nunara was calm.

Beyond the frozen towers of the palace, the northern sky shimmered with distant stars. Snow drifted slowly across the silent courtyards, and the wind whispered through the crystal spires like a quiet lullaby over the sleeping kingdom.

Inside the royal chamber, Queen Ashlin slept beside Emperor Rabat.

But her mind had wandered far from the palace.

Into a dream.

In the dream she stood in a vast meadow covered in soft silver mist. The sky above glowed with a strange twilight—neither day nor night, as though time itself had paused.

And there—

in the middle of the meadow—

Two small children were running.

Two little girls.

They held each other’s hands as they ran in circles, their laughter echoing across the quiet field.

Their giggles sounded like tiny bells ringing in the air.

Ashlin watched them with wonder.

They were identical.

Twins.

Yet not entirely the same.

One child had dark curly hair that flowed like midnight around her face.

The other had golden curls, bright like sunlight.

Both had radiant eyes filled with innocence.

They spun together, laughing and cheering as if the whole world belonged to them.

Ashlin felt warmth fill her chest as she watched them.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

The girls suddenly stopped.

Both turned toward her.

And they smiled.

At that moment the sky above the meadow began to glow.

A wave of colors slowly appeared across the heavens.

Green.

Blue.

Violet.

The aurora lights of the far north.

They flowed across the sky like rivers of living light, filling the dream with a magical glow.

The two girls lifted their hands toward the dancing lights.

For a moment, the aurora reflected within their eyes.

And then—

The dream faded.

Ashlin’s eyes opened suddenly.

Morning had arrived.

Soft sunlight streamed through the tall palace windows, spreading golden light across the chamber.

Beside her lay Rabat, still asleep.

The sunlight touched his face, outlining his features with warmth.

Ashlin watched him quietly.

For a moment she simply admired him.

The man who had changed her life.

The emperor who ruled Nunara.

The man she loved.

A sudden wave of emotion filled her heart.

She leaned closer.

Slowly... gently—

she kissed his lips.

Rabat stirred.

His eyes opened slowly, still caught between sleep and waking.

He blinked once, then smiled faintly.

“Good morning,” he murmured.

Ashlin smiled back at him, though her eyes still carried the wonder of the dream.

“Rabat,” she said softly.

“I had a dream.”

Rabat turned toward her, resting his head on the pillow.

“What kind of dream?”

Ashlin hesitated for a moment, as if still searching through the fading images of sleep.

“I saw two little girls,” she said.

“They were twins.”

“They were holding hands and running together.”

Her voice softened as the memory returned.

“One had dark curly hair...”

“...and the other had blonde curls.”

“They were laughing.”

“And above them the sky was filled with aurora lights.”

Rabat listened quietly.

Then a slow, playful smile appeared on his face.

He reached out and gently brushed a strand of Ashlin’s hair behind her ear.

“Well,” he said softly,

“That sounds very familiar.”

Ashlin raised an eyebrow.

“Familiar?”

Rabat chuckled.

“Looks like Ashlin and Ashlins are already on their way.”

Ashlin laughed quietly and rested her head against his shoulder.

Outside the palace windows, the bright northern sky stretched endlessly above Nunara.

The wind moved softly across the frozen mountains.

And somewhere deep within the unseen currents of destiny—

The future of two small lives had already begun to awaken.

But neither Rabat nor Ashlin knew that far beyond the northern world—

in the darkness of forgotten lands—

a shadow priest had already begun preparing for their arrival.
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Whispers of Aurorath 

Long before Ashlin ever saw the frozen towers of Nunara, before she met the man who would become the emperor of her heart, she had lived beneath a very different sky.

The sky of Aurorath.

She was only a child then.

That winter had been one of the harshest in the memory of the northern kingdom. Snowstorms had buried the mountains for weeks, and the heavens remained dark and empty.

In Aurorath, the people believed the aurora lights were not merely a wonder of nature.

They were a sign from heaven.

A blessing from God guiding their kingdom.

But that winter the lights had not appeared for many nights.

And the people began to fear that heaven had turned its gaze away from them.

So, the bells of the Great Cathedral of Aurorath rang across the city, calling the entire kingdom to prayer.

Young Ashlin walked beside her mother, Queen Madeline, through the massive wooden doors of the cathedral.

The hall inside was vast and silent.

Tall pillars of white stone rose toward the vaulted ceiling, and stained-glass windows reflected faint colors across the polished floor. Images of angels, stars, and ancient saints glowed softly in the dim candlelight.

At the far end of the cathedral the priests stood before the altar, their voices low and solemn as they prayed.

Ashlin knelt beside her mother.

Her small hands folded gently as she whispered her own quiet prayer.

“Lord,” she murmured softly,

“If the lights of heaven truly guide our kingdom... please let them return.”

Outside, the storm still raged.

The wind howled against the cathedral walls, shaking the tall windows.

Then suddenly—

The wind stopped.

A strange stillness filled the air.

One of the priests slowly turned toward the stained-glass windows.

A faint green glow appeared beyond the glass.

Then another.

And another.

The entire sky burst into color.

Waves of green, blue, and violet spread across the heavens like rivers of living fire.

The aurora had returned.

Gasps filled the cathedral.

The radiant lights streamed through the stained-glass windows, covering the stone floor with dancing colors.

Then something even stranger happened.

The aurora light fell directly upon Ashlin.

The colors shimmered around the young princess like a soft halo.

One of the older priests stepped forward slowly, his eyes wide with awe.

“She carries the light,” he whispered.

Queen Madeline looked down at her daughter in silence.

But Ashlin simply watched the sky, her young eyes filled with wonder.

That night was the first time the people of Aurorath began to believe that the young princess had been touched by something greater than themselves.

After that night, strange things sometimes happened around her.

Animals grew calm in her presence.

People felt peace when she spoke to them.

And sometimes...

Ashlin dreamed of things that had not yet happened.

Years later, far from Aurorath, Ashlin stood upon the balcony of the Ice Throne Palace.

The cold wind of Nunara brushed against her golden curls.

She wrapped her cloak tighter around her shoulders and gazed up into the northern sky.

The memories of her childhood faded slowly from her mind.

Then she saw it.

At first, she thought it was her imagination.

But the light grew stronger.

Green.

Blue.

Violet.

The aurora lights were spreading across the sky above Nunara.

Ashlin’s breath caught in her chest.

“That’s impossible,” she whispered.

The aurora almost never appeared this far south.

Yet the sky above the frozen kingdom now glowed with the same heavenly lights she had seen as a child.

The colors moved slowly across the heavens.

Ashlin felt something stir deep within her heart.

Without thinking, she closed her eyes and whispered a quiet prayer.

“Lord... if this is a sign... show me what it means.”

The wind moved gently around her.

For a moment, the aurora seemed to grow brighter.

Then Ashlin opened her eyes again.

Far above the glowing lights—

something moved.

A shadow.

It crossed the sky quickly and disappeared into the northern darkness.

Ashlin frowned.

“Rabat?” she called softly.

Behind her, the balcony doors opened.

Rabat stepped out into the cold night air.

He smiled when he saw her standing beneath the aurora.

“I thought I might find you here,” he said.

Ashlin pointed toward the sky.

“The aurora.”

Rabat looked up.

The lights shimmered beautifully above the palace.

He smiled softly.

“It seems the sky wishes to celebrate tonight.”

But Ashlin did not smile.

“In Aurorath,” she said quietly,

“We believe the aurora never appears without reason.”

Rabat stepped closer beside her.

“Then what does it mean?”

Ashlin hesitated.

For a moment she remembered the dream of the two little girls holding hands beneath the glowing sky.

“I’m not sure,” she said softly.

“But I feel like something is changing.”

Rabat gently took her hand.

“Then whatever comes,” he said,

“We will face it together.”

Ashlin leaned her head against his shoulder as the aurora continued to dance across the sky.

Far beyond the frozen mountains of Nunara—

in the black deserts of the Zarqathi—

another pair of eyes watched those same lights.

And in the darkness of the Temple of Baal, a shadow priest whispered quietly to his unseen master.

The signs had begun.
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The Call of the Hidden Scholar 

The aurora lights slowly faded from the sky above Nunara.

By dawn the northern winds had carried the colors away, leaving the heavens pale and silent once again.

But the scholars of Irfan did not sleep that night.

Deep beneath the Ice Throne Palace, in a chamber carved into ancient stone, the council gathered around a long wooden table covered with manuscripts and worn scrolls.

Unlike the scholars of many kingdoms, the men of Irfan did not study the movement of stars to understand the future.

Their knowledge came from something far older.

The words of the Prophets.

The narrations of the Imams.

And the hidden meanings contained within the Qur’an.

One of the elders slowly unrolled a parchment written in delicate calligraphy.

“The signs have begun,” he whispered.

Another scholar nodded gravely.

“The aurora appearing above Nunara cannot be ignored.”

A third elder turned the brittle pages of an ancient manuscript.

“According to the narrations of the Imams,” he said quietly, “the world will begin to shift before the final cycle.”

The chamber fell silent.

The oldest among them finally spoke.

“There is only one man who can confirm this.”

The others looked toward him.

“You mean...?”

“Yes.”

“The Supreme Guide of Irfan.”

The one few people had ever seen.

The man known only as Ayatullah Al-Sabah.

Far beyond the palace walls, deep within the forests that bordered the northern frontier, lived a man whom many believed to be little more than a legend.

Ayatullah Al-Sabah.

He did not dwell among the people.

He did not sit in the courts of kings.

He avoided cities, power, and fame.

Instead, he lived in seclusion.

Some said he resided in hidden caves carved into the mountains.
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