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Chapter 1: The Last Breath of Magic

The kingdom of Eldrath had once been a land of wonder and magic. Its rivers sang with enchantments, its skies shimmered with the glow of the aether, and its forests whispered ancient secrets. But now, those wonders were fading like a half-remembered dream. The magic that had sustained the kingdom for millennia was slipping away, leaving the land barren and cold, and the people lost in the silence that followed.

Sarenna stood on the edge of the cliff, gazing out over the dying valley below. The wind, once thick with the scent of flowers and the promise of spring, now carried only the chill of winter’s grasp. The sky was a muted grey, as if even the heavens themselves had forgotten how to sparkle. It had been weeks since the last rain, and the crops in the fields were withering. The Great Tree in the center of the valley, which had been the symbol of the kingdom’s power and prosperity, stood gaunt and lifeless, its branches brittle and bare.

Sarenna’s fingers brushed the pendant hanging from her neck, an old relic passed down through her family for generations. It was a small crystal encased in silver, its surface smooth but warm to the touch. She had always felt a strange pull toward it, a deep connection that seemed to hum in her bones whenever she was near it. But today, it felt heavier than ever, as if it, too, was mourning the kingdom’s slow death.

"Is there no hope left?" she whispered into the wind, though she knew the answer. The council had said it—magic was dying. And with it, the kingdom would fall. Her homeland was crumbling, and she, like everyone else, was powerless to stop it.

A sudden noise broke the silence, and Sarenna turned sharply, her hand instinctively going to the dagger at her waist. But it wasn’t an enemy that had approached. It was a lone messenger, panting as though he had run from the farthest reaches of the kingdom.

"Lady Sarenna," he gasped, bowing low. "You must come. The council needs you."

Sarenna’s brow furrowed. "What’s happened?"

"They found something—an old text. It speaks of a prophecy... a way to restore the magic."

Her heart skipped a beat. "Prophecy? How could they—?"

"Please, my lady. They insist you come at once."

The messenger’s eyes were wide with urgency, and despite the weight of his words, Sarenna hesitated. The council had long dismissed such legends as folly. The people had whispered about the last of the Magi, but those whispers had grown fainter with each passing year. Now, for the first time, it seemed there was a flicker of hope—however faint—that magic might be restored.

Sarenna’s grip on her pendant tightened. Perhaps, just perhaps, she was about to learn something that would change everything.

Chapter 2: The Silent Prophecy

mean?" she asked, her voice trembling despite herself.

Valerian exchanged a look with the other council members. "It means we are running out of time, Lady Sarenna. We’ve tried every method we know to restore the magic—rituals, ancient texts, the remaining relics of the Magi—but nothing has worked. Now, this prophecy is all we have left."

The journey to the council’s chambers was shorter than Sarenna had anticipated, though it felt longer, each step weighted by a sense of anticipation she could not shake. The kingdom, still wrapped in its slow death, seemed eerily silent as she passed through the streets, the once-bustling marketplace now mostly abandoned. The few people who remained walked with their heads down, their expressions hollow, as though they no longer believed in the future.

Sarenna felt the weight of the world pressing against her chest as she entered the council hall. It was a grand building, its high vaulted ceilings and towering columns a reminder of the kingdom's former glory, though even this place seemed to suffer from the fading magic. The candles, which had once burned brightly with enchanted flame, flickered weakly now, casting long, trembling shadows across the stone floors.

The council members were gathered in a semicircle around a long wooden table, their faces grim. At the head of the table stood Lord Valerian, the chief advisor to the king, his sharp eyes studying her as she entered. Beside him stood Elder Mara, the last living member of the Order of the Magi, a group once devoted to preserving the kingdom’s magic. She was the oldest person Sarenna had ever met, her hair a silver-white cascade down her back, and her eyes were clouded with the weight of years and knowledge.

Sarenna stood at the entrance, her gaze moving from one face to the next, but she could not see the hope she had once imagined in the eyes of the kingdom’s leaders. Instead, they looked at her with a mixture of suspicion, doubt, and, strangely, expectation.
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