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Author’s Note

This work is a creation of fiction. Names, characters, and references to angels, figures such as Michael or Lucifer, and any elements of a spiritual or religious nature are used solely for narrative purposes.

They are not intended to faithfully represent doctrines or challenge personal beliefs. The aim of the What Is Real saga is not to establish religious truths, but to explore, through imagination, universal themes such as love, memory, sacrifice, and the struggle between light and shadow.

I invite each reader to enjoy this story with an open mind, understanding that it is a work of fantasy literature. Those who wish to find symbols will find them; those who prefer simply the adventure can enjoy that as well. Ultimately, the interpretation belongs to each soul that journeys through these pages.

Note on the Saga

This work is part of a literary saga that already has previous publications:

• First installment: What Is Real?: A Life in a Coma

• Second installment: What Is Real?: The Return

• Third installment: What Is Real?: The Ancient World (the book you now hold)

Each installment can be enjoyed independently, but together they reveal the evolution of a single journey: the voyage between life, myth, and the hidden planes that inhabit memory and spirit.

This saga is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and references to angels, figures such as Michael or Lucifer, and any spiritual or religious elements are used solely for narrative purposes. They are not intended to faithfully represent doctrines or challenge personal beliefs. The aim of What Is Real? is not to establish religious truths, but to explore, through imagination, universal themes such as love, memory, sacrifice, and the struggle between light and shadow.

With this note, the author wishes to make clear that the What Is Real? narrative universe is an expanding saga. Readers can follow its development in future publications, where the mysteries of the Ancient World and the questions inspiring this saga will be explored even further.

Prologue

Before the memory of humankind was born, when the stars still danced in silence, the balance of the universe was shattered. From the highest heavens, a lineage of light was cast out, and among them descended a being whose fury knew no bounds: the Ancient Dragon. Its arrival was not merely a fall, but the beginning of a wound that would scar the world forever.

In that primordial time, the lineages of creation—wise serpents, watchful eagles, and conscious trees—lived in harmony. Humans, fragile and powerless, dwelled in innocence, unaware of evil. Yet the shadow of the Dragon fed on that purity, and fear, unknown until then, became humanity’s first inheritance.

From that clash arose both despair and resistance. Kings sacrificed their lives, entire peoples united in impossible alliances, and the trees—pillars of existence—offered their consciousness to create a mirrored world where humans could survive. Everything that came after was stained by sacrifice.

This is the story of a broken and reborn world; a chronicle of battles both seen and unseen, of absolute evil, and of a hope as fragile as light in a storm. Those who venture into these pages will not only read of ancient lineages, but will hear the echo of the eternal question: What is real?
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About the Author

Introduction

I make no apologies for my pride, nor for my gratitude. I am fully heterosexual, and I am proud to have been born a man. But this story is not about me—it is an ode to the most beautiful and important being God ever created: woman. She, who carries the spark of life within her womb, who acts as a divine intermediary to spread existence itself.

Who am I to dare narrate such a thing? I am simply Jonathan, the son of María de los Ángeles Pérez García and Teresa Duarte. This work is a living tribute to them, a mirror of the deep inspiration they planted in my soul. In each of these words beats the love of a mother, the strength of a female lineage that, by fate or chance, united to give me life. Through them, I came to understand the true essence of creation.

It is curious how, since time immemorial, perhaps due to a patriarchal imposition, an individual’s identity has been defined by the father’s surname. A practice that, in my view, borders on absurdity. It is madness to think that the mother’s line—the very origin of existence—fades in the second generation, as if her labor in life had become irrelevant.



Consider the simplest and most fundamental image: a woman in the delivery room, holding her newborn in her arms. It is a moment of pure truth. In that instant, it is biological, physical, and utterly impossible to claim that the infant is not her child. There is no dilemma, no doubt, no margin for error. It is absolute certainty, an unbreakable law of nature. The mother is the origin, the matrix from which everything is born.

Yet here lies the irony. To know whether the husband is the father—even if the child resembles him—a DNA test is required. A blood sample, a laboratory analysis, a scientific certainty to confirm paternity. Physical resemblance becomes a mere assumption, a visual clue that cannot compete with the verdict of genetics. Paternity, at its core, is a dilemma only science can resolve.

I cannot understand why, in cultures like mine, an individual must carry the father’s surname first. Why does the mother’s identity, the origin of life, vanish in the second generation of her descendants? This fact, in my view, is inconceivable, given the truth of nature—a truth corroborated by science and manifested since the dawn of time.



I have researched. I have delved into the dilemmas of genetics, into the rare wonders that occur in the maternal womb. There are fraternal twins, conceived in the same womb and during the same cycle, who turn out to have different fathers. Science calls this heteropaternal superfecundation—a phenomenon so improbable it seems like fiction, yet it is real. Even in such cases, however, the mother cannot be different. Her role as life-giver and nurturer is unquestionable, a constant that cannot be altered by chance or genetics.

This irrefutable truth forms the foundation of my argument. Life is born of woman. If the male gender were removed from existence, it would still be possible, with ease, to gestate life in a woman’s womb. Genetic engineering, cloning, and all the knowledge developed to ensure the survival of the species could be employed. Woman, the vessel of life, could continue to exist even if man were gone.

But if woman were to disappear, the existence of man would be almost impossible. Life, as we know it, could not continue. And if it somehow did, the result would be flawed and incomplete. Life, in its purest and most resilient form, depends entirely on woman. Man may be the catalyst, but woman is the beginning and the end of all existence.



A DNA test answers questions of paternity, yet even the most meticulous of tests has its limits. If an identical twin, whose DNA is 100% identical to his brother’s, impregnates the other’s wife, science reaches a dead end. The test cannot determine which of the two is the father, for their genetic markers are identical. The dilemma becomes a labyrinth with no exit, a truth only the parties involved can know.

This dilemma is the essence of my work. The truth hidden behind science, the truth that can only be found in story, in the heart, and in the soul of the characters. Because in that case, paternity cannot be proven. Science has failed, and now the fate of truth rests in human drama.

Yes, it is at this point where the story of this universe—or of my work—diverges from science. It is a reminder that not everything that can be measured can be fully understood. And in that uncertainty, the value of woman—as the source of life and bearer of truth—becomes even greater.



And here is where my story, my vision, is born from truth. It is not a story about a man, but about a woman who, even in a life conjured by my mind, entwined her soul to love me madly and care for me even from another plane. I insist: woman is the source of life. This installment is the end—or the beginning—of my saga What Is Real?, a story of love, struggle, and sacrifice that begins with a simple question: What is real? and unfolds into a three-part saga encompassing this entire universe.

And in that expansion, the species descending from the protagonists, the children of these lineages, and a being of light, are compelled to prove that love conquers all. And as a gesture of recognition, gratitude, and respect, the daughters of these protagonists evolve into legendary dragonesses.

And yes, reader, although this opening may seem detached from the plot, this dedication is for all women. They—magic made flesh, blessings who have given purpose to this Earth. My admiration and respect to you, women. Here begins this story: my narrative of this saga.

The Descent of Fury

The Expulsion

Creation had already taken shape. Stars and planets moved in a silent cosmic dance, a testament to a power and peace few beings could comprehend. Yet, in the vastness of the cosmos, this calm was brutally shattered. A spectacle of terror and chaos unfolded: countless beings of the first lineage were cast out of the Third Heaven. They fell like aimless comets, their bodies of pure light disintegrating into fleeting sparks as they drifted from their origin—a tragedy witnessed by no one in the endless expanse of space.

Among the fallen, one being did not share their fate. With immense ferocity burning in his eyes and a rage capable of igniting constellations, his descent became a whirlwind of energy and fury, separating him from the rest. He became a dark point of light, moving at an impossible speed. While others dissolved into the cosmic void, this being had a singular destination: a small blue-and-green planet that, unknowingly, would become the focus of his unfathomable torment.

The infamous leader fell like a meteor of pure malice. His body, warped by the violence of his descent, transformed into what would one day be known as the Ancient Dragon. His rage—the engine of his fall—now surged unchecked, an unstoppable force hurtling toward the world below.

The Impact

The dragon’s descent, a being of primordial fury, ended with a roar that split sky and earth. The atmosphere tore apart in his wake, and a blazing point plummeted toward the great ocean. The impact was not a mere splash—it was an open wound across the face of the world. Waters rose like liquid mountains, and the land trembled to its core, a guttural sound heralding the arrival of an age of unprecedented terror.

From the steaming abyss, where water boiled and vapor climbed toward the clouds, a colossal silhouette emerged. It was a violent eruption of a dragon, scales black as the deepest night and eyes burning with ancient fury. The stench of sulfur and despair tainted every breeze, and the marine flora surrounding him wilted instantly, refusing to exist near such presence. With a roar that shook the heavens, the dragon emerged from the ocean. His claws, sharp as obsidian blades, scarred the virgin earth as he advanced inland. Every movement declared his power, each footprint left a mark of terror. The dense, ancient forest bowed to his passage; trees leaned, leaves recoiled, as if life itself shrank from the embodiment of absolute evil. A world once a sanctuary of innocence had become the domain of unbridled fury—a canvas upon which the dragon would paint his terrible masterpiece.

The Awakening of Fear

Driven by his unquenchable rage, the dragon penetrated the heart of the forest, a time capsule of creation untouched by malice. There he encountered the first humans—a race incapable of conjuring fire or shaping the earth, unskilled in combat as future lineages would be. They lived in perfect harmony with nature, entirely ignorant of evil. Their innocence was their only shield, fragile against the primordial force now manifest before them.

The dragon’s cruelty was not swift annihilation, but slow torment. He toyed with them, whispering chaos into their minds, making them see their own companions as monsters, forcing them into perpetual paranoia. The dragon thrived on the fear and suffering he planted, delighting in the humans’ despair. The joy of play vanished, replaced by suspicion and endless tears. Bonds of blood grew fragile, friendships shattered, leaving each alone to their own terror. His claws were unnecessary; his true weapon was his will, capable of destroying peace and sowing betrayal.

The Prayer of the Serpents

As the dragon devoured humanity’s innocence, echoes of his torment spread across the world. Messages of terror reached the serpent and eagle lineages through winds and vibrations of the earth—whispers of a malice foreign to them. In the grand cavern of the serpent lineage, King Demetrius and Queen Anahí gathered with the other wise ones and warriors. Debate was tense; some argued that the dragon’s chaos only affected humans, while others trembled at the creature’s power. Demetrius, calm in demeanor, tried to soothe his people, but even his voice—a beacon of peace—could not dispel their fear. Anahí, with her infinite wisdom, reminded them that their existence was linked to that of humans, and that their torment was but the beginning of a greater nightmare.

With a determination etched into his features, King Demetrius rose. “We cannot stand idle,” he declared, “not while this world is consumed by such evil.” Queen Anahí nodded beside him, her face a mask of pain and courage. They knew their power, though vast, was inferior to the dragon’s. They prepared not to defeat the beast, but to prove that goodness would never cease to fight, no matter how insurmountable the darkness.

The Sacrifice of the Kings

Demetrius and Anahí confronted the dragon on a desolate plain—a place once vibrant with flowers, now withered under the beast’s aura. The confrontation was not a battle of magic or swords, but a clash of wills. In perfect synchronicity, their bodies radiated a healing light, a final act of compassion in a world darkening. Yet their light, colliding with the dragon’s fog of deceit, dissolved into a sigh—a lantern snuffed out by the storm.

The dragon, scarcely acknowledging the kings as worthy opponents, swung his tail. The motion radiated malice, thickening the air and distorting the space around them. A wave of pure corrupt energy struck. Demetrius and Anahí’s bodies were not shattered—they were consumed. Their existence faded into the ether; their souls dissolved into the void, and their essence, once pillars of harmony, was absorbed by the beast. In a single instant, the world’s most beloved beings were gone, erased from reality.

The Consequence of Death

The news of the kings’ demise spread like wildfire. Shock was universal; all lineages felt the loss. Mourning echoed silently through every living being, a collective grief binding all in despair. In this moment, the son of Demetrius and Anahí—a young man noble of heart but inexperienced in governance—was crowned King Orvath. His ascension was not a celebration, but the acceptance of a grim future, in which his greatest challenge would not be ruling, but surviving in a world where a being of absolute evil roamed freely.

Lineages and Vulnerable Creatures Flee the Chaos

The kingdom, once a haven of peace and perfect harmony between life and power, had become a ceaseless lament of fear and turmoil. The dragon’s assault was not of steel or fire, but a venom that poisoned the mind, spreading like a silent plague through every living heart. Terror became its weapon, driving even the bravest to abandon homes they had cherished.

Centaurs, once proud guardians of the forests, now galloped aimlessly, haunted by illusions of monsters that did not exist. Mermaids, protectors of the seas, fled in frantic currents, shadows of their own fears propelling them forward. Their cries blended into a mournful chorus, echoing across mountains, rivers, and valleys—a symphony of despair that filled every corner of the realm. The threat was unseen; it was not the dragon itself, but the shadow it cast within the minds of all who dwelled there.

From the summit of the highest mountain, within the walls of his stone fortress, the newly crowned King Orvath observed the exodus of lesser lineages. His gaze stretched over the land, once vibrant with life, now reduced to desolation. Forests bowed under the weight of fear, oceans churned in turmoil, and valleys echoed with the cries of fleeing creatures. The crown he had accepted with solemn resolve now felt like a burden heavier than the tallest peaks. His father had ruled over centuries of calm; Orvath faced a challenge far beyond any predecessor. The battle was not one of armies, but a war against the corruption that had infiltrated the very souls of his people. Yet he would not falter; he had to remain steadfast.

The royal court, formerly the heart of wisdom and governance, had fractured. Advisors, paralyzed by panic, saw their strategies crumble against a foe that ignored the rules of war. Morale, once a beacon of hope, dwindled into whispers of despair. Orvath understood that the flight of the lesser lineages was a warning—a glimpse of what awaited if no solution was found. The kingdom he had inherited teetered on the edge of an abyss.

But Orvath refused to surrender to fear. He summoned his council of war: the kingdom’s greatest generals, alongside the leaders of the serpent and eagle lineages, their resolve unbroken.

“This plague cannot be defeated with strength alone,” Orvath declared, his voice resonating with authority. “Only through unity, purpose, and unwavering will can we endure. Together, we will confront the dragon—not with swords, but with the force of our minds.”

Preparing the Lineages

Hearing his words, the council regained its composure. The eldest general, wise beyond measure, proposed a plan of desperate precision:

“We must unite the main lineages and organize resistance along three fronts. The serpents will serve as our eyes and strategists. The eagles will maintain aerial psychic defense, and the king’s people will anchor the collective will of the realm.”

Orvath accepted. He knew that only unity could counter the dragon’s might. Orders went out to instruct every follower. Each lineage was to contribute its unique gifts to forge a counteroffensive of the mind. The vision of standing together, resisting an unseen foe with mental fortitude and unyielding will, sparked hope in hearts long consumed by panic. The lesser lineages might flee, but the king’s people would hold their ground—they would endure.

The Roar of Loyalty

Preparations unfolded on a scale never before witnessed. The serpents, masters of stealth and psychic insight, spread throughout the kingdom, weaving networks of perception. Their minds, threads of luminous thought, sought patterns of chaos, locating epicenters of panic. Information flowed to Orvath, guiding him through the psychological battlefield and revealing the dragon’s strategy. He felt each pulse of fear, each wail of despair, but also every glimmer of resistance.

Above, the eagles became the kingdom’s aerial guardians. Their wings carved through turbulent skies, eyes piercing the clouds for signs of the dragon’s shadow. Once symbols of freedom, their cries transformed into warnings for those below. Trained to intercept the dragon’s psychic assaults before they reached populated cities, they labored tirelessly, driven by loyalty that surpassed exhaustion.

On the ground, the king’s people prepared for the final stand. Elders stationed themselves in the heart of each city, forming nodes of concentrated willpower. Citizens trained to withstand terror itself, bolstering their mental defenses. From his throne, Orvath felt the collective energy of his people surge through him—a symphony of resistance countering the discord sown by the dragon. His mind became a battlefield, whispers of chaos clashing against the strength of his resolve. Though the effort was monumental, unity repelled every attempt to break it.

Yet Orvath knew this fragile calm was not victory—it was a pause in the storm. Patient and malevolent, the dragon bided its time, seeking the slightest crack to exploit. The king understood that his plan was a temporary measure, a desperate effort to buy time. He felt like a monarch atop a castle of cards, balancing against forces that could crumble at the slightest tremor. Still, he projected hope. His people needed it. King Orvath, resolute, would not rest, for neither would the dragon.

Impact on Humanity

The Harvest of Fear

While the main lineages took refuge, the true plague of the Ancient Dragon swept across human lands. Of all creatures, humans suffered the most. The dragon unleashed its cruelty, not to feed, but for the pleasure of watching them break. It feasted on their terror, savoring every scream and tear, spreading a shadow that smothered entire villages. Its whispers of chaos turned brother against brother, parent against child, friend against friend. Humans became puppets of malice, paralyzed by paranoia and despair. Where life once thrived, only hell remained.

Seeing such suffering, the eagle and serpent lineages understood that what humans endured was a warning: the same fate could reach them. Humanity’s desperation became a rallying cry. For the first time in centuries, fear no longer divided them; it became a cause to unite around.

From the soaring Eagle Valley, leaders with eyes sharp enough to pierce horizons observed the horrors consuming humans. Deep beneath the mountains, King Orvath and his council shared the same certainty: the dragon could not be defeated by force alone. Its weakness, if any, lay not in strength, but in will. To prevent the annihilation of humanity, an alliance was essential.

The First Alliance

The meeting was tense; centuries of distrust weighed heavily. Yet the threat of extinction shattered old barriers. The eagles’ wide vision and the serpents’ deep wisdom converged in a single plan: to combine their strengths in unity. Eagles would patrol the skies, tracking the spread of chaos, while serpents guided human forces, instilling discipline and courage. A pact was formed, a union of mind and heart, igniting a spark of hope. For a fleeting moment, humans regained clarity on the brink of despair. Orvath and the eagle leader knew it was only a temporary respite—a brief calm before the coming storm.

The Call of Silvareth

Meanwhile, the remaining humans, scattered and terrified, faced imminent annihilation. In response, the ancient trees of the world awakened their ancestral magic: Silvareth. A force older than memory, Silvareth flowed through roots and branches, a pure light that reached into the minds of the endangered. It restored clarity and courage, shielding the humans from the dragon’s mental corruption. The magic did not confront the dragon—it was a lifeline, saving what could still be saved. Humanity’s hearts beat anew with hope, strengthened by the wisdom of the oldest beings on Earth.

Preparation for the Final Confrontation

With the humans stabilized, the eagles, serpents, and King Orvath’s forces readied themselves for a strategic assault. Warriors were gathered, trained, and coordinated to resist the dragon’s onslaught, standing as a bulwark of courage. Eagles patrolled the skies, sentinels against shadows, while serpents guided human forces, teaching them to fight with both mind and heart. King Orvath led with unwavering resolve, aware that bravery alone would not be enough, but unity and determination could hold the line... until a power capable of matching the dragon itself arrived.

First Whispers of the Trees’ Magic

The Harvest of Purpose

Under the insistence of his lineage, which demanded a queen to bring stability in these times of chaos, King Orvath prepared to marry his beloved companion, Serathya. The ceremony was not a celebration, but a solemn union of purpose and duty—a beacon of hope in a world consumed by despair. In the heart of the serpent kingdom, before leaders and council, Orvath and Serathya bound their destinies. The crown was placed upon Serathya’s head, a symbol of her new authority and her commitment to her lineage. From that moment, the world had a queen—an embodiment of wisdom and strength, steadfast by the king’s side in the war to come. The serpent lineage, previously teetering on the edge of hopelessness, felt a renewed sense of purpose.

The wedding became a moment of profound political significance, for the first time in centuries, the serpent and eagle lineages gathered in one place. The presence of King Gretopi and the great Queen Ranm Greoit was a gesture of goodwill and a promise to stand against an enemy without mercy. The conversation among the four leaders was grave, weighted with concern. The topics were the same: the dragon, its boundless malice, and the desperate plight of humanity. Queen Ranm Greoit, her voice tinged with sorrow, spoke of the humans’ vulnerability, unarmed against the dragon’s terror. Seeing the devastation, the leaders understood they had to act. In the mental plane, they agreed to accelerate the plan to construct the Nodes of Light, for every passing moment strengthened the dragon’s dominion. What began as a strategic alliance had now grown into a common cause.

The Trees Awaken

As the lineages’ union was sealed in the wedding, an ancient consciousness—the trees—felt the pain spreading across the world. Witnesses to creation and destruction, they had never known such profound malevolence. Silent in their grief, the trees’ branches hung still, as if mourning. In the heart of the forest, the oldest and wisest tree leaders gathered in a telepathic consensus. One proposed to invoke the ancestral power of their lineage: Silvareth—a magic that gave life and bound them together.

The suggestion stirred awe and fear. Silvareth was ancient and potent, a force that could create or destroy. Yet the leader argued that inaction carried a far greater risk: if the dragon remained unchecked, all life would be extinguished. The tree leaders reached a unanimous decision: Silvareth would awaken to save humanity. It was a slow, deliberate process, a sacred ritual demanding the will and strength of every tree. The air, thick with fear, now thrummed with the energy of magic, spreading across the world. The land and skies were purified of the dragon’s corruption. Humans, teetering on the brink of madness, glimpsed clarity, and hope flickered anew in their hearts.

A New Ally

The awakening of Silvareth did not go unnoticed by the serpent and eagle lineages. Back in their castle, King Orvath and Queen Serathya sensed the surge of ancient power, a force older and deeper than any they had known. They exchanged a look of astonishment. The world had gained a new ally. What had been a solitary struggle transformed into a united war—a coalition of all lineages against a common enemy. This unprecedented union was their only chance. The plan was clear: to combine the purifying might of the Nodes of Light with the life-saving power of Silvareth, forging a combined force that could one day confront the dragon.


Creation of the Mirror World 

In the Heart of the Earth

Deep within the heart of the world, an ancient and silent resonance rose. The trees, from the smallest saplings to the oldest sentinels, vibrated in unison, their roots interconnected through the energy of their lineage. Their leaves, once still with grief, now moved with a powerful, intentional purpose. The air, thick with fear, filled with a divine light—a blue radiance emanating from every tree, a pure force that touched the depths of the soul. This light, a manifestation of the trees’ collective will, grew in intensity, a symphony of power opposing the dragon’s chaotic music.

The blue light ascended toward the heavens like a pillar, a column of energy connecting the earth with the universe. It twisted and spun, a tangible expression of the trees’ magic that could be felt across the world. This pure force sought a new place, a sanctuary for the human lineage, a chance to survive beyond the dragon’s shadow. The energy in the air promised a new world, a fresh beginning for a people teetering on the brink of extinction.

From his castle, King Orvath and Queen Serathya watched the spectacle. Their eyes widened in awe at the majesty of the trees’ magic. King Gretopi and the great Queen Ranm Greoit, also observing, felt the wisdom and power radiating from it. The leaders exchanged glances, hearts swelling with a mixture of hope and wonder. They understood that the trees’ magic was humanity’s only chance—older, deeper, and more potent than anything they had ever witnessed.

The Mirror World Emerges

The light, which had risen like a pillar into the universe, paused. At a distant point in space, it condensed, forming energy that gradually shaped itself into an image: a perfect reflection of the world they inhabited. The mirror world was a paradise—a place of serenity, free from the dragon, free from fear, free from chaos—crafted entirely by the trees’ magic. The blue light illuminating this new world shone with a brilliance felt throughout the universe.

Creating the mirror world was a monumental effort. The trees, minds united, focused on every detail: rivers, mountains, forests, and creatures. The Silvareth energy coursing through them became a force of creation, capable of manifesting an entire world from nothing. The process was exhausting, yet their determination to save humanity outweighed fatigue.

The leaders of the serpent and eagle lineages, watching the process unfold, shared a look of awe. They had witnessed the trees’ magic before, but never its ability to forge a world. King Orvath and King Gretopi knew they had to assist. If the dragon interfered, the world might be lost. With renewed resolve, they sent their mental energy to join the trees, amplifying the creation of the mirror world.



Si quieres, puedo seguir inmediatamente con la Parte 2, que cubrirá el transporte de los humanos al mundo espejo, la desaparición del mismo y la reacción del dragón, manteniendo todo el detalle y la épica narrativa.

The Humans’ Passage

With the mirror world formed, the trees’ magic revealed itself in a new way. The blue light that had shaped the world now spread across the lands, seeking out the humans who had survived, those teetering on the brink of madness. The trees’ ancient magic enveloped them, filling their hearts with serenity and calm. For the first time in ages, humanity felt hope stir deep within their souls.

One by one, humans were transported. The trees opened portals of radiant light connecting their world to the mirror realm. The humans, who had wandered aimlessly through terror, stepped into these gateways without fear, guided by curiosity and a renewed spark of hope shining in their eyes. The transition was instantaneous, painless, as though the magic itself was a gentle hand leading them to salvation. In seconds, humanity found itself in a land of peace and serenity.

The blue light that had carried them stretched across the new realm. Humans who had hovered on the edge of extinction now felt life and hope fill their being. They arrived in a paradise where the air was pure, nature vibrant, and no trace of the dragon’s evil remained. For the first time in countless generations, humanity sensed that their world was safe. Through the trees’ magic, a lineage that had been at death’s door was saved.

The Hidden Sanctuary

When the last human passed through, the trees performed an act no one had anticipated. The blue light condensed around the new planet, intensifying into an energy that could be felt across the universe. Then, the mirror world disappeared. It did not vanish or collapse; it simply shifted to a hidden plane, a realm accessible only through the trees’ magic. The mirror world had become a sanctuary, a place where the dragon could not reach, a haven where humanity could live in peace.

This disappearance was an act of mastery. The trees, with infinite wisdom, had created a plane of existence for humanity—one that evil could not touch. It was not just protection; it was an act of love for a lineage that had endured so much. The world, once steeped in chaos, now held hope, a hope tangible in the very air—a hope born of the trees’ magic.

The Aftermath

King Orvath, Queen Serathya, King Gretopi, and the great Queen Ranm Greoit stood in silence. The trees’ power surpassed all their expectations. They realized their solitary struggle had always been shared with the very life of the world itself. Humanity, once on the verge of extinction, now had a formidable ally, a force that did not falter, a force willing to risk everything for life.

After the mirror world’s disappearance, the trees rested. Their branches, which had vibrated with the force of creation, fell still. The blue light faded, leaving the world in a profound, serene calm. Though the trees themselves did not move, the world had irrevocably changed. Humanity was safe, preserved from the dragon’s malice.

The Dragon’s Fury

The dragon, sensing its feast of fear had vanished, erupted in fury. Roars of rage echoed across the lands, a sound that resonated through the very soul of the world. It searched relentlessly for the humans, but they were beyond its perception, concealed in a plane the dragon could not reach. The creature, accustomed to dominance, had been thwarted by an enemy it could neither see nor comprehend, by magic beyond its understanding.


The Genesis of Life 

Eons ago, when the Earth was a barren and silent mass, the first lineage of all emerged from the depths of the planet. They were not born of flesh or bone, but from the very essence of the Earth, crystallized from its soul. These primordial beings—the trees—anchored their roots into the planet’s core, drinking from its elemental energy to shape their existence. Their trunks rose toward an empty sky, and their branches extended not as mere limbs, but as the first channels of life in a desolate world. The mere presence of the trees infused the Earth with vital energy, an ancestral power that began to transform the landscape, a slow and majestic awakening that would give rise to all that followed.

The inherent magic of the trees was the engine of creation. With each breath, they purified the atmosphere of primordial dust and gases, turning inert air into a breath of life. This magic was not limited to purification; it was a generative force. The sap flowing through their veins was not merely nourishment for themselves but an inexhaustible source of vitality that seeped into the earth. This nurturing energy allowed the sterile soil to bloom for the first time, giving rise to the earliest mosses, fungi, and lichens—tiny explorers of life clinging tirelessly to rocks and soil.

Their labor of purification and nourishment became the catalyst for the world’s opening to existence. The energy emanating from the trees created a favorable environment for the first aquatic life to appear in newly formed bodies of water. As leaves fell and decomposed, they fertilized the soil, creating complex ecosystems where life could thrive. From these first forms of life arose the earliest land creatures, simple yet resilient, feeding on the abundance the trees provided.



As the trees grew in number and wisdom, nature expanded in a diversity of forms and colors. Green—the color of their lineage—became the color of life, covering the land in a vibrant mantle. Leaves evolved in a myriad of shapes, from simple to complex, wide and narrow, each adapted to its environment. Some trees learned to bloom, adorning the world with brightly colored flowers and intoxicating fragrances that attracted the first insects. Others bore fruit, offering a feast for the creatures that depended on them.

The trees’ energy also endowed the world with vast biodiversity. The purity of their magic allowed fauna to diversify in a symphony of forms, sizes, and abilities. The trees became home, shelter, and sustenance for these new lives. In their branches, the first birds found safe nests, and under their roots, land animals sought refuge from sun and rain. This interdependence was the heartbeat of the world, a dance of life where every creature had a purpose.

The Earth, once arid and lifeless, had become a paradise. The trees not only purified the air but also controlled the elements. Their roots held the soil together, preventing erosion, and their canopies moderated sun and rain, maintaining ecosystem balance. Their ancient wisdom manifested in the perfect harmony of the world, felt in every flowing river, rising mountain, and breathing creature.

As life flourished, the trees assumed the role of guardians. With their immense collective consciousness, they protected the world from forces seeking chaos and destruction. They were the eyes and ears of the Earth, sensing every disturbance, every imbalance threatening harmony. They were pacifiers, intervening silently to restore order, wielding power without violence. Their protection extended not just to creatures but to the Earth itself. Their roots reached the planet’s core, absorbing negative energies and transforming them into vitality.

The trees’ magic knew no limits. As more life appeared on Earth, their magic grew stronger, fed by the life it nurtured. This magic was an invisible shield, protecting the world from external influences and entities seeking to corrupt life. The trees, with their wisdom and power, became the foundations of peace and prosperity. They were the silent protectors, watching from the shadows to ensure life continued.

The world, now vibrant and full of life, was ready for the arrival of new lineages. The trees, with love and foresight, prepared the stage for the humans, the serpents, and the eagles. They communicated with the first ancestors of these lineages, guiding and welcoming them to a world they had prepared. The trees were the teachers, showing new lineages how to respect nature, live in harmony, and use their powers for good.

As these new lineages grew, they adopted a symbiotic relationship with the trees. They drew wisdom and shelter from them, while the trees absorbed the vitality and energy of these beings, creating a deep, meaningful connection. This symbiosis became the foundation of coexistence and prosperity, a relationship that flourished for millennia. Trees and new lineages lived in peace and harmony, sharing the world created for all.

The legacy of the trees was one of peace. Their existence reminded the world that life could flourish in harmony. They maintained the world’s balance, ensuring chaos never prevailed. Their wisdom was a beacon guiding the lineages, a reminder that peace was stronger than war. The story of the trees was the story of life itself, felt in every creature and flowing river.

The chapter ends with the world at peace. Life flourished under the trees’ protection, and the story of the first lineage was woven into the very air, soil, and every living being. Yet this peace, long-held, was fragile. One day, a new force would rise, seeking chaos and destruction. For now, the world remained calm, a serenity that resonated in the soul.


Confusion and Joy 

The humans, who just moments ago had wandered aimlessly, consumed by the chaos surrounding them, suddenly found themselves in a place that defied all logic. The transition was so instant and smooth that their minds, tormented by fear, could not process what had happened. They looked at one another, astonishment and confusion etched on their faces, as a nascent sense of peace—one they had not felt in years—began to fill their souls.

The ground beneath their feet felt soft and vibrant, the air they breathed fresh and pure, and the sky, once a shadow of despair, now stretched out in a vibrant blue, dotted with delicate white clouds. The silence around them was so deep it felt strange; for the first time in a long while, there were no screams of fear, no whispers of chaos, no distant roar of the dragon. Humans, accustomed to the nightmare, found themselves in a calm that felt unreal. Their minds, once on the brink of madness, felt serene, and their bodies, previously exhausted, were filled with renewed energy. The world that had tormented them had vanished, replaced by a paradise that seemed like a dream, a place beyond their understanding.

The survival instinct that had ruled their lives for so long began to fade. Humans no longer needed to hide, fight, or flee. Fear, their only constant, was replaced by confusion and an innate gratitude toward their unknown benefactors. They looked at one another, their eyes searching for an answer, an explanation. The world they knew was gone, replaced by a realm that felt miraculous, a perfect world where nature flourished in its fullest splendor.

As hours passed, confusion turned into awe. Humans, with a curiosity they had not felt in years, began to explore their new home. They discovered a paradise: rivers that had once been poisoned were now crystal clear, and trees that had been lifeless trunks were now brimming with vibrant leaves and sweet fruits. Nature, which in their old world had been a reminder of death, had become a symbol of life and beauty. The cities they had left behind were present here as well, yet untouched by destruction, their houses and gardens in perfect condition.
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