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In a shadowy corner of NightGlen, where shadows perform a mysterious ballet around ancient secrets, Elius, the Shadowthorn guy, appears, mixing swords and magic as if it were as natural as breathing. From the beginning, he had faith that he wasn't going to follow NightGlen's common script.

The story unfolds like an epic playlist, with Antracus, a dark villain, digging into the Shadowthorn's secrets and throwing the whole vibe into chaos. People fall out, but Elius, like an invincible hero at a party, remains firm, a light in the darkness that haunts NightGlen.

Antracus, the master of dirty tricks, sets up a serious scheme, kidnapping Elius' mother just to test the guy's power. His journey through dark corners is full of cool battles, sacrifices that leave that "wow" feeling, and crazy destinies that intertwine in the folds of time.

At the climax of the story, Elius and Antracus meet in a duel that is like a show on the central stage of the City of Shadows. Victory is almost at hand, but Antracus pulls off a transformation that is more sinister than a surprising plot twist. The battle reaches its limit when darkness is almost dominating everything. But look, with a fierce force of determination, Elius resurfaces from the shadows, gets to Antracus and saves NightGlen from total darkness.

His journey is like a mix of courage and redemption, like that series you marathon because you can't put it down. The legend of Elius, like the myth of the neighborhood, will echo throughout NightGlen, in that vibe of light that shines even in the darkest hours.
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I never really considered when dreaming, imagining or conceiving other worlds could be prohibited.

Sometimes I wonder if I'm really thinking, or if I exist in this dark place. The idea that every decision was already carefully planned by my parents haunts me.

Any kind of unconventional thinking or challenge to the mold imposed by them is strictly banned by a minority that controls the magical arts, but obediently followed by the majority in other villages.

I come to the conclusion that my existence is limited to a programming imposed from my birth until my last breath. For them, I am a human machine, blindly repeating the same behavior patterns as my parents, a reflection of their wishes, nurturing outdated thinking that is doomed to failure.

I feel compelled to believe that they are the epicenter of the universe, that Nightglen is the center of everything and our destiny is to evolve in the future. However, they failed to impose this model of perfection on the new generations; in fact, today we only represent what has already been seen, because even the sunlight that we admire so much has gone out.

Am I living my reality or trapped in a world I can't escape, reliving the same events as my parents over and over on an infinite loop? And they, friends and family, now seem more like transformed specters, ensuring that I do not escape this dark place, making my existence an endless succession of limits and monotony.

I will not be a reflection of past mistakes, triggering my father's curse or my mother's pain.

In fact, I want to walk my own path on this threshold between realities, where light intertwines with shadows and the web of existence is woven...

Welcome to Nightglen, a place full of mysteries related to the Shadowthorn.

View aged stone residences, with roofs almost touching the dark skies. The timid sun often hides behind thick clouds, not at all reminiscent of the liveliness of Grammaria, where my mother came in search of a new life.

Full of courage, she arrived in this mysterious village. What secrets does Nighlen hide? What stories does your past evoke?

The school of magic, pride of this land, now demands my value. In the corridors, bonds were formed and challenges emerged, shaping the destiny that was outlined.

The Shadowthorn, a name framed in mystery, impossible to ignore. I view this legacy with regret.

My grandfather Gareth, a man of deep mysteries, keeps secrets that I long to reveal. The neighbor, whose eyes always probe my mother's soul, will be more than a dark spectator full of death.

If you have the courage to embark on this journey between light and darkness, I can lead you through every corner of this enigmatic city, revealing what the shadows hide.

Elius Daarzak, I invite you to explore discoveries and face challenges in this age of magic and enigmas of the past.

As for the future, there is no clarity. Will I be consumed like my father or will love be my balm, as my mother desires? Destiny is a blank page, ready to be filled with the colors of adventure - or terror, if you have the courage to face it...
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Elius watched his mother curiously, trying to read her thoughts just by the expressions on her face in the silver light. Elia seemed immersed in memories, as if every stone and tree in that village held dormant memories.

As they crossed the deserted square of Grammaria, the rustling of the treetops in the night breeze seemed like whispers from a distant past. Elius felt the magic of that place permeated in the air, like a smell that awakened an unconscious desire to belong to nature.

When Elia's eyes fell on her parents' old house, it was as if time stopped for an instant. She lay still, only the moon moving slowly across the dark sky. Elius didn't dare interrupt her, knowing that that place held answers to questions he didn't even know how to ask.

Finally, Elia sighed, as if returning from afar. He pointed to the stone building with an expression that mixed longing and determination.

- This is where we will find the first clues - she said in a whisper, more to herself than to her son.

Elius nodded, feeling like an intruder in the intimacy of that moment. Following their mother along the stone path, they entered the silent terrain, surrounded only by the shadows and secrets of the night.

Inside the walls of the house, the silence was absolute. Elia turned on a hand-held flashlight, casting unsettling shadows across the stone walls.

Elius felt a shiver run down his spine. That place seemed to hold echoes of a distant past, as if time had stopped there a long time ago. He watched his mother go through the rooms with a distant look, her fingers lightly brushing the dusty furniture.

- Your old house, mom? - he asked in a whisper, afraid to break the spell of that moment.

Elia nodded, not looking away from the memories that danced before her. He stopped in front of a closed door, hesitating before pushing it open.

On the other side, a dark room. Elius watched his mother approach the window and pull back the curtain with trembling fingers, as if she was afraid of what she would find outside.

Silver light bathed the room, revealing an unmade bed and objects scattered across the dusty floor. Elia let out a shaky breath, and Elius knew that there were hidden answers that would change their lives.

Elia looked around the room with a distant gaze, his fingers lightly brushing objects as if trying to recover the remnants of lost memories. Elius watched in silence, not daring to break the intimacy of that moment.

She stopped in front of a desk, where a dusty book lay open. Carefully, Elia opened it and slowly leafed through the yellowed pages, where faint traces of ink still formed words.

Elius approached, trying to read over his mother's shoulder. They were notes, written by a trembling hand amidst scribbles and drawings. One date caught his eye - it was the year Elia left Nightglen.

Before he could ask anything, a rustling of wings sounded outside, breaking the silence. Elia closed the book in a sudden gesture and ran to the window, the flashlight shaking in his hands.

An owl had perched on the sill, its big yellow eyes staring at the house as if it knew its secrets. Elia watched her for long moments, a shiver running down her spine in the silver light.

Night was slowly advancing over Grammaria. Inside the Gareth house, Elius watched his mother in silence, trying to discover the thoughts behind her distant gaze.

After long minutes of staring at the owl on the railing, Elia slowly turned around. There was a strange expression on his face, as if he were seeing beyond the darkness of the room.

- We need to rest - he said finally, in a hoarse whisper. His voice sounded distant, almost ethereal in the dim light.

Elius nodded, although he knew sleep would be scarce that night. There were too many questions in his mind, and the mysterious atmosphere of the house seemed to pique his curiosity.

Elia led him to an adjoining room, where a dusty four-poster bed waited. After lighting a candle, he wished her good night with a sad smile and left, closing the door behind him.

Alone in the silent room, Elius felt overcome by a strange melancholy. The dim candlelight cast unsettling shadows on the walls, as if their secrets were about to reveal themselves...

Elius stared at the shadows on the ceiling for a long time, unable to fall asleep. There was something unsettling about the atmosphere of that house, as if its ghosts still roamed the halls.

He got up slowly and opened the door carefully, fearing he would disturb his mother. The hallway was plunged into gloom, only the dim light of her candle cutting through the darkness.

Guided by a curiosity that he couldn't explain, Elius began to wander through the silent rooms. He reached the kitchen, where dusty objects still lay on the worn wooden table.
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