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Chapter 1 – The Forgotten Farm

The first rays of dawn fell softly over the old farm, painting the broken fences and abandoned barns with shades of gold and gray. Ariana walked along the narrow dirt path, her shoes crunching softly against the dry earth. She had discovered this place by accident, following a winding trail that seemed to vanish into the forest.

Everything about the farm felt untouched by time yet quietly alive. The air carried the scent of wildflowers tangled with the faint smell of earth and old wood. Birds sang in careful whispers, as if not wanting to disturb something hidden within the farm.

Ariana paused near a collapsed gate, noticing movement among the weeds. At first, she thought it was a shadow cast by the morning light, but then she saw him—a horse. Half of him was black as midnight, the other half white as snow. He stood motionless, staring at her with eyes that were not the same color. One eye mirrored the darkness of his left side, while the other glowed like sunlight on fresh snow.

For a moment, Ariana’s heart skipped. There was something impossible in the way he looked at her. It was as if he recognized her—not just her presence, but her thoughts, her sadness, the corners of her soul she never shared.

She stepped closer, holding her breath. He didn’t flinch, didn’t shy away. Instead, he shifted slightly, tilting his head as if inviting her forward. Ariana reached out her hand, her fingers trembling. The air between them was thick with an unspoken understanding, a quiet promise that no words could capture.

Days passed, and every morning she returned to the farm. Slowly, a bond began to form, built in silence, in shared glances, in the gentle brushing of her hand against his mane. She named him Obelix, though the name came not from anything spoken aloud, but whispered softly in her mind as if the thought itself had weight. Obelix responded in ways only she could understand—a nuzzle, a step closer, the way he rested his head near her chest.

There was a strange comfort in his presence. He seemed to carry a calm strength that grounded her. In the forest, on the hilltops, or simply near the old barn, Ariana felt a connection that surpassed words. She felt whole in a way that had been missing all her life, as though she and Obelix shared not just moments, but a fragment of the same soul.

One evening, the sky bled orange and violet, and a storm whispered its arrival in the distant clouds. Ariana noticed Obelix grow restless, his ears flicking toward the horizon. She hadn’t yet learned to interpret all his signs, but instinct told her something was coming. Something that would test the bond they were only beginning to understand.

And in that quiet, electric tension, Ariana realized she had found not just a horse, but a companion who understood her in ways the world never could. A presence that was part of her life and part of her very being. And even if she could not yet name it, a feeling stirred deep within—a certainty that their story had only just begun.



Sometimes, the first meeting is only the beginning. Shadows will stir, and the forest will whisper secrets that only they can hear.

Chapter 2 – Eyes That Did Not Look Away

The next morning, the farm was quiet, almost impossibly still. Ariana returned with a small bundle of apples in her arms, the sun barely warming the earth beneath her feet. The dew clung to the grass like tiny diamonds, sparkling in the early light. She had not slept well, thinking of Obelix, wondering if he had been waiting, watching, as though aware of her absence.

When she reached the barn, she froze. Obelix was there, but something was different. His black and white coat glimmered under the rising sun, but his stance was tense. He did not move as she approached. His eyes—one dark, one bright—locked onto hers with an intensity that made her shiver.

A strange understanding passed between them. It was not fear, nor aggression. It was a silent warning, a ripple of something urgent in the space that separated them. Ariana placed the apples on the ground and stepped closer.

“You... you’ve been here,” she whispered, though she knew he did not need words.

Obelix tilted his head, and Ariana realized he had been observing her every step, every hesitation, every heartbeat. The world beyond the farm seemed to exist only in shadows and light, but here, with him, time had its own rhythm.

She spent the day exploring the fields and woods nearby. Every movement of Obelix mirrored her own. When she paused by a stream, he knelt beside her, lowering his head to the water, drinking slowly, cautiously. When a sudden rustle of leaves startled her, he nudged her hand, grounding her.

By afternoon, the forest began to hum with life—birds calling, leaves whispering, the wind brushing against the branches. Ariana wandered further than usual, feeling the thrill of discovery. Obelix stayed close, his presence both comforting and electrifying.

Suddenly, a shadow flitted through the trees. A fox? Or perhaps a stray dog? Obelix’s ears pricked, his body coiled like a spring. Ariana’s heart raced, realizing she had never truly seen him like this before—alert, alive with instinct, a protector and a friend all in one.

Hours passed, yet neither noticed the dark clouds gathering above the hills. A storm approached silently, brushing the world with gray and silver before letting loose its first drops. Rain began to fall, cool and insistent. Ariana ran toward the barn, Obelix galloping beside her, his hooves drumming against the wet earth. She had never felt such exhilaration—the raw power of nature mingled with the fierce loyalty of a creature who seemed to understand her soul.

By the time they reached shelter, the storm was roaring. Lightning tore across the sky, thunder rattled the walls of the barn. Ariana huddled near Obelix, feeling his warmth, listening to the rhythm of his breathing. Each breath, each subtle shift of his weight, told her he would not leave her, that he was bound to her in ways words could never capture.

As the night deepened, the storm outside became a distant echo, and the barn transformed into a sanctuary. Ariana traced her fingers along his mane, feeling the contrasting strands of black and white, the duality that somehow reflected both the calm and the chaos of life itself. She leaned against him, closing her eyes, letting the storm and the silence intermingle, letting herself believe that she had found a home she had never known she needed.
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