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      The Academy of Magic was located in the center of town, near the market district. Yuliana walked through the streets of the city of Flemstone in silence as she pondered what would happen if someone saw her face. Not that she didn't want people to know who she was; it's just that they wouldn't be able to see her eyes or sense her presence.

      The buildings here were primarily white stone, giving them a clean and refreshing appearance. Unlike most other cities, Flemstone had many districts, each housing its own unique culture. Some various shops and businesses catered to every type of person. For example, a shop sold armor and weapons to those who wanted protection against monsters and thieves.

      Yuliana turned right at the intersection and headed towards the gate of the academy. Upon reaching the gate, she presented herself to the guard. "Excuse me, I'm looking for the headmaster. I am Yuliana. I have come to apply for the Flemstone Academy of Magic," 

      The guard clustered his eyebrows together as he inspected her. "Oh, you're the gifted one from the southern islands." 

      Yuliana nodded slightly. A memory came to mind of when she was younger. One day, she had gone into the woods behind her home to practice some magic. While she was there, she encountered an old woman who told her stories about the northern islands. It was then that she learned about the city of Flemstone and the Academy of Magic. Ever since, she had dreamed of attending the academy.

      As she was reminiscing, the guard finally spoke up again. "You may enter."

      Yuliana walked through the gates and into the courtyard of the academy. She could not believe how beautiful everything seemed. Yuliana followed the signs until she reached the first floor. After walking through several halls, she finally found the office of the headmaster. The door was closed, but she knocked anyway.

      A few moments later, the door opened, and a tall man with black hair stepped out. His long white beard made him look very distinguished. "Yes, what can I help you with?"

      Yuliana quickly introduced herself and explained why she was here. "I heard you are accepting applications from those who wish to attend the academy. I would like to enroll in the upcoming semester."

      He stared at her for a moment before breaking into a smile. "Of course! Please come inside."

      Once she entered, the headmaster led her to a large table filled with papers. He sat down, picked up a pen, and wrote something. 

      "Please tell me your name," he said as he handed her a sheet of paper.

      "My name is Yuliana."

      The headmaster looked at the paper and smiled. "Ah, the rarest of southern blood. I thought folks there had no aptitude for magic! Anyway, my apologies, Miss Yuliana. I have forgotten my manners. I am the headmaster of the Flemstone Academy of Magic, Veren Seer, pleased to make your acquaintance."

      Yuliana gave a slight bow. "It's nice to meet you too."

      Suddenly, the doors flung open, and a group of people rushed in. They were guards wearing heavy armor, carrying shields and swords, and holding spears. "We have heard reports of an outbreak of chaos in the city," one guard answered. "People have been running around, attacking each other, and destroying property. We've also received grave news. The Wreathbearer has been kidnapped!"

      Veren stood up and began pacing around the room. "That's terrible news. If we don't find her soon, it will be too late. "

      One guard spoke up. "Sir, the captives have her in the harbor. You should go check them out immediately. They are looking for a wizard."

      "Thank you for your report," Veren said. When he glanced back towards the applicant, she was no longer there. 

      Yuliana arrived at the docks using flight. Before she knew it, she was standing on top of a building overlooking the harbor. From there, she saw the ships below. She spotted the vessel that the guard had mentioned. As she approached, she saw a crowd gathered around the edge of the pier. A man in red robes was standing on top of one ship. A shimmering blue light covered him. 

      "Bring me any wizard, or your Wreathbearer shall die." The cloaked man's voice echoed throughout the city.

      Yuliana interrupted. "I am here!" she shouted.

      The cloaked man turned to the girl. His lips curled into a sneer. "You are nothing more than a child. And you do not know the powers you possess. You are the perfect candidate."

      With a snap of his fingers, Yuliana vanished and reappeared right beside the cloaked man. In a heartbeat, the cloaked man used teleportation magic to send the ship elsewhere.

      "Wait!" Veren yelled. The headmaster arrived with a gilded staff but stopped as soon as he realized that the cloaked man had already teleported away. His face turned red with anger. "We can't let him take her!" he growled to the guards. "Find them!"

      Yuliana floated in the air. She looked around to see where she was. She was still on the deck of the ship. The man in the red robes was nowhere to be seen. Low tide and black sand surrounded her. Several large boulders were jutting out of the water. On one boulder, an old woman sat, tied up and gagged. Her hair was gray, and her skin looked like leather. Yuliana placed a hand on the woman's shoulder and freed her. 

      "Are you okay? Where is the red man? Where are we?" Yuliana asked. 

      The old woman shook her head. "No...no..."

      Yuliana panicked. "Who are you? What happened to you?" 

      The old woman stared at the girl with tears in her eyes. "I am the Wreathbearer. I was doing the ritual. But the Fomorians got me." The Wreathbearer closed her eyes and continued to shake her head. "I'm afraid that I have lived too long. The Fomorians are people who live below the surface of the earth. They believe everyone must succumb to time's inevitable passage. According to their code, humans must live within a hundred years. The Fomorians are not inherently evil. They just adhere to a strong code."

      "But why did they kidnap you?" Yuliana asked. 

      The old woman looked at the young girl with sadness in her eyes. "They wanted my time to end. I have been a Wreathbearer for over two hundred years. I have kept the peace of the world then, but now I have grown old." 

      A barren and stony stretch of beach stretched out before them. The waves crashed onto the shore, sending white foam high into the air, and a few small rocks jutted out of the sand. The two women huddled together. Old woman coughed, and her body shook. It got worse, and she coughed uncontrollably. Yuliana stroked her thinning hair and wiped her sweat-soaked brow. 

      "It's going to be okay," Yuliana whispered. "Is there no other person who can perform the ritual?" 

      The old woman shook her head. "That is the curse of the Wreathbearer. It is a sacred duty, but it is also hazardous. If another is chosen, then the previous one will perish." 

      Yuliana thought for a moment. She couldn't fathom the idea of the old woman dying. The old woman closed her eyes as her chest heaved. She struggled to breathe. Why would an apprentice wizard-like herself be the next Wreathbearer? 

      Yuliana grabbed the old woman's shoulders. "I want to help you. I can do this. Please, tell me how to prepare." 

      The old woman opened her eyes. Tears fell from her eyes. 

      "I don't know if I am ready. But must you die? Is there no way to break this curse?" Yuliana pleaded. 

      Just when the Wreathbearer was about to answer, the wind picked up. The air grew icy, and the cloaked man appeared behind the old woman. He pointed his staff at her and cast a spell. The old woman screamed as her body crumbled into dust. The red-cloaked man told at Yuliana. A bolt of dark energy shot toward her. Yuliana tried to run away, but the force of the blast knocked her down. Some of the old woman's ashes scattered across the beach. Yuliana covered her face and cried. 

      The old woman reached out for Yuliana. She was holding a letter while her body was crumbling to dust. Yuliana shook her head. The old woman smiled. 

      "Thank you, child." The old woman said. "For showing me kindness and sacrifice, the true meaning of the Wreath."

      The old woman crumbled into dust and disappeared. Yuliana sat in silence, staring at the remains of the old woman's ashes. The old woman had written a note inside the envelope:

      'The Wreath Lighting Ritual. Every four years, the ritual takes place in the center of the great wreath. The Wreathbearer from the evergreen trees of the Undying Lands must construct this wreath. Once that is done, they must create five candles from beehives from the five continents. Then the Wreathbearer must light the candles on the wreath in a ritual with five thousand people. Once the ceremony is complete, the Wreathbearer must leave the current world and face the forces of darkness. Failure to do this ritual will cause the world descending into darkness. Only the Wreathbearer must conduct and create the ritual.’

      After the ordeal, the Formorian approached Yuliana. "You are now the new Wreathbearer. Stay away from the wizards. Do not let them know what you are. For the rest of your life, keep out of the northern islands. The other wizards will seek to kill you. I must now take you back. Where will you go?"

      Yuliana stared at the ground. Should she return to the academy and complete her application? Or should she return home and begin the ritual?

      "I don't know," Yuliana replied.

      The Formorian sighed. "Well, whatever you decide to do, remember that you are not alone. The previous Wreathbearer carried the world on her shoulders. You must carry the world on yours, with others. Also, do not be selfish with time."

      Yuliana nodded. "I understand. I think I want to go home to the southern isles. To my family. Can you take me there?"

      The Formorian looked at Yuliana. "Very well." With a wave of his hand, the Formorian transported Yuliana back to the southern isles.

      Yuliana stepped off the boat onto the sandy shore. She turned around and saw a small farming village on the edge of the ocean. 

      "Mother, Father! It's me! Yuliana!" Her mother smiled and said, 

      Yuliana walked up to her father and hugged him tightly. Her father held her tight and kissed her forehead. 

      "I'm sorry, I wasn't able to get into the academy. But it doesn't matter. There is something more important than magic.." she said.

      He pulled her close and broke down crying. "What of your dreams, then?" 

      Yuliana took a deep breath. "I've become the Wreathbearer. I will work hard to make sure that the wreath continues." 

      Her mother gasped. "If there is anything we could do to help you? We love you very much." 

      Yuliana smiled. "I will be fine, as long as I don't share the secret of the Wreath with anyone else."

      "Of course." Her mother smiled. "We will always support you." 

      Many years later, Yuliana founded the council of the wreath. She brought together all the nations of the world and made them one.

      Together, they fought against the forces of darkness. The Wreathbearer led the way, lighting the candles of the wreath and spreading kindness across the land.
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      Three friends, Damaris, Armoni and Lucius, were covered in dirt from walking all day long. None of them had eaten anything but berries over the past two days—they needed food more than they cared about sleep. They began climbing uphill toward the top of a hill just beyond the city limits. As soon as they reached the summit, the trio spotted a large building made entirely out of stone blocks sitting atop the small mountain. 

      Damaris pointed at it and said, “There must be villagers living here! Let's find somewhere to stay.”

      “I agree,” replied Armoni. But then something caught his eye. There was a single individual standing near the entrance leading into the structure. Curious, Lucius approached him cautiously. The mysterious man appeared to be a young boy wearing leather armor. Despite his youthfulness, however, he carried himself with authority and confidence typical of those born into high society. Boys, this age, dressed themselves in simple robes instead.

      The stranger looked around nervously before speaking. “Are you adventurers?”

      Damaris answered. “Ah yes, we're adventurers! Our guild master has sent us to investigate your plight.”

      “I am Hester." The boy said. "This is the town of Gerig, where I live. Come with me, please. You don't want to stay out in the cold, right? Now, follow me.”

      The three friends took off after the boy named Hester. After following him through an alleyway and across a bridge spanning a river, they finally entered a tavern known as ‘The Hidden Door'. When the three guests sat down inside, a woman who seemed to have been watching their every move came forward and asked what kind of meal they wanted.

      Hester spoke first. “We'll take one each of these fish and meat dishes.”

      Damaris devoured the food and washed it down with ale. Then, while Armoni and Nafziger were still eating their meals, Hester began sharing stories. While enjoying themselves, they discussed various things, such as magic spells and monsters. Hester listened attentively to everything Damaris had to say. Lucius, meanwhile, didn't seem interested in any of it. He kept looking outside the window while sipping on his drink. After a couple of drinks, they decided it was time for bed.

      Later that evening, the three friends awakened to the sounds of battle. They rushed over to the front door and found a group of spider elves had attacked the town. The spider elves looked like regular humans with red eyes, but their skin and hair were different colors. Damaris blasted one spider elf with a bolt of lightning. Meanwhile, Lucius leapt onto the backs of two spiders and bashed them with a warhammer. The fighting ended up in the church where the citizens evacuated. 

      Despite all this, the invaders continued relentlessly marching towards the church. "By order of Queen Lolitha!" shouted one of the spider elves. "We demand you surrender the Blessing of Abiel or else you shall all die!" 

      Everyone watched helplessly as spider elves surrounded the building. Soon after, huge pillars of fire shot up high into the air. After a few seconds, the pillar of flames disappeared, revealing a giant figure wearing yellow robes. This person then threw open both hands and unleashed a blinding flash of light. "Why does your queen want something like that?" asked the mysterious figure. "What use could there be?" 

      Armoni spotted Hester and asked him who the man in yellow was.

      "He is the lord of the town. His magical powers drove the forces of darkness from the vampire queen Lolita. Once, her vampire clan once owned this land, but now the bloodthirsty creatures only dwell among crumbling ruins. It was Gerig who defeated most of her vampire clan."Damaris and Lucius nodded in agreement with this explanation. 

      Gerig stared at the elves wildly and drew a golden sword from thin air. "How dare you ask more from us? The humans have already paid their debts to the vampires!" His eyes gleamed green and black, and his face contorted with rage. 

      Damaris, Armoni, and Nafziger each raised their weapons and prepared to fight. Damaris pulled out two throwing daggers and called for the spider elves' attention. "Then you must fight your way past us! Armoni, evacuate the people while Lucius and I deal with them."

      Lucius and Damaris spirited away while Armoni cast three spells at random locations in the church. These created protective bubbles of magic which would prevent the spider elves from harming the people. 

      Two of the spider elves approached Damaris. He dodged their attacks and took aim at one with his daggers. The distraction allowed Gerig to cast a spell. A swarm of golden birds appeared as if by magic and created a spectral barrier by the entrance. Two of the spider elves tried passing the barrier to reach Lucius. The golden birds landed scratches on their arms and legs. They revealed a relentless bloodlust and charged forward.

      The elf who spoke earlier pointed a finger at the three protectors. "Curse them, sweet death. Lead us to victory, O dark lord. We will not rest until they are dead."

      Three dark bolts of lightning emerged from his finger, but they fizzled upon reaching the barrier.

      The leader of the spider elves was more than ready for this. Their eyes glowed red and their voices echoed across the room. "Death to all who stand in our path! Death to the men who have stolen our lands!".  

      Two of the spider elves entered the barrier and lunged for Damaris and Lucius. They hit her, but they also got hurt by the swarm of golden birds that pecked on them as they entered. Two of the spider elves made their way to Gerig. As soon as one of them tried to attack him, a huge number of the birds swooped down to protect their summoner.

      "You have no chance of winning!" Gerig yelled. His words fell on deaf ears. The spider elves continued their assault.

      Lucius closed his eyes for a second and called upon his ancestors. Soon, divine energy emerged from him and his eyes glowed. Spectral eagle wings emerged from his back. This frightened several of the spider elves that were surrounding him. They felt a surge of fear as they witnessed this. Something seemed ominous about the glow in Lucius' eyes.

      "Fear me, mortal enemies! Fear the power and wrath of my ancestors!" Lucius shouted. His voice shook the ground and caused the spider elves to fall back in shock. Damaris attacked the two elves near him with a streak of neon blue lightning. It struck their chests, and the creatures yelped in pain. 

      Armoni approached the civilians huddled in the corner. She used her magic to heal their wounds and calm their fears. The people of Gerig were thankful for this. "What are you afraid of? I am Armoni! Herald of love and mercy. I am here to offer my protection to those in need."

      She then turned towards the spider elves and spoke in a soothing tone. "Do not be afraid, citizens of Gerig. No force of darkness can harm you now." Hester saw all this and rushed to the altar. He needs to protect the Blessing of Abiel even if it means sacrificing himself.

      The fighting went on with the forces of Gerig gaining the upper hand, as spider elves were in dire straits. The golden birds protected Lucius, Damaris, and Gerig. Enemies tried to attack the town's wizard but failed. The spider elves then tried to break through the heroes' defenses. However, the guards and soldiers stood firm. 

      Armoni noticed something. "The spiders' leaders are falling back. They seem to be retreating."

      Hester looked at the spider elves. He knew he had to do something or else they would take the Blessing of Abiel and run away. 

      Damaris felt a surge of power well up in her. It was like a wave of water bursting forth from an underground spring. Her eyes glowed neon blue. She looked at Gerig and felt his power bolstering her own reserves. Then, she let out a war cry and stretched out her hands and from her fingertips emerged a swarm of neon blue fireflies. They began encircling around the heroes, aiding the golden birds in attacking the spider elves. They were now trapped in between the fireflies and the golden birds.

      Armoni observed the fighting before her and noticed Damaris' wounds. She focused on them. Damaris felt a warm sensation from his wounds. They were fading away. Armoni also felt this. 

      The battle raged on, with the heroes taking down many spider elves. Their numbers seemed to dwindle. Armoni eventually joined Hester in praying, and soon The Blessing of Abiel came into view. It was a small bell, glowing with a radiant light. Hester caught sight of it and called out to the others. "Hold on!" He held the bell in his hands.

      The Blessing of Abiel then burst forth with its ringing sound. The noise instantly struck the spider elves, and some of them fell to the ground. 

      The three raised their arms to receive The Blessing of Abiel. The rest of the spider elves fled. As they ran away, they dropped their weapons. The defenders then placed the Blessing of Abiel on the altar. Then, the heroes returned to Gerig. 

      Lucius was the first to speak. "I must say, I am surprised to have stumbled upon such a beautiful town, full of festive and powerful people."

      "The wizard Gerig has been kind enough to protect us as he did all those years," said Armoni.

      "The blessing is safe?" asked Lucius, who was worried that they might damage it in the fight. 

      Hester replied, "It is safe. I am the keeper of the altar,"

      Gerig approached the three adventurers and thanked them for their service in their village. He then presented them with a gift. It was a silver necklace. Damaris, Armoni, and Lucius accepted the fine jewelry. 

      Gerig smiled. "We were under the impression that you were just ordinary travelers, but now we know better. You are a group of brave warriors." The three adventurers bowed their heads in thanks. Gerig continued, "You are welcome to stay in our village until spring. If you are ever in need, come to Gerig. I will always appreciate your help."

      Damaris chimed. "I would love to train under you as an apprentice someday."

      Gerig looked at the adventurers with a smile. “Alright, but first let us celebrate! Come, join me for some festive food and drink. The people cheered. They knew what this meant. 

      After their meal, the trio headed to the center of town, where they could see the church. The town decorated it with gilded bells. They were stunned to hear a song coming out of the church. Its music was so beautiful that everyone stopped talking and listened. 

      The party joined Gerig in his mansion. They sat around a table filled with various dishes and drinks. Damaris and Lucius enjoyed some wine. Soon, the church doors opened and a crowd of people came streaming out. Their faces were lit by the light of the church. Suddenly, people clapping and cheering came out and then surrounded Damaris, Armoni, and Lucius.

      Gerig bowed before the crowd. Then he turned to the three adventurers. 

      "My friends, your bravery has been noted. And the people of this town have heard of your deeds. My people and I owe you a great debt of gratitude for protecting the Blessing of Abiel with me." The three adventurers were overwhelmed. They were speechless. 

      The celebration went on for several days, but soon the adventurers were ready to depart. The trio returned to their adventure. They promised to return to the village soon. When the adventurers left Gerig’s village, there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. Blessings had come to the town once again.
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