
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


About This Book

In the quiet valleys and whispering winds of the Monte Highlands, the land remembers what hearts forget.

Aeloria’s world has changed — her love tested, her home shadowed by the secrets of those she once trusted.

As the magic of the Highlands deepens and her daughter’s destiny begins to unfold, light and darkness twist together in a story of sacrifice, awakening, and impossible love.

When the echoes of old betrayals return, Aeloria must decide: protect the land she was born to guard, or the family she was born to love.

The second volume of Bonita Werner’s Monte Highlands Chronicles — where the roots remember, and the sky forgives. 

Prologue – “The Dreaming Land Whispers”

The nights had grown heavy again.

Not loud, not wild—just heavy. As if the mountains themselves were holding their breath.

The rivers moved slower now, curling like sleepwalkers through reeds of silver-green. The air was thick with the scent of dust and rain, and something else—something that didn’t belong to wind or soil.

It was older than memory. Older than the Highlands themselves.

Far above the valley, the palm trees stood stiff and silent. The waterbucks that usually called to the dawn now lingered near the riverbanks, watching the homestead with wide, anxious eyes. Even the bark beetles—messengers of the mountain king—had gone quiet.

And beneath it all, something began to move.

A hum.

A breath.

A voice that was not a voice.

“The child has come.”

The sound rolled through the roots of the trees, seeped through the veins of the rocks, whispered along the surface of the river.

“The child has come, and the land remembers.”

Aeloria stirred in her sleep.

She lay tangled in a linen sheet, Kael’s arm draped heavy across her waist, his warmth steady against the chill that crept through the window cracks. For a heartbeat, she thought she was dreaming—the voice still curling at the edge of her mind, like a forgotten lullaby.

Then she saw it.

Her palms glistened with damp earth.

The faint scent of river water clung to her skin.

Outside, a thin mist coiled up from the riverbed, rising toward the window as if searching for her.

Aeloria’s breath caught. The baby inside her shifted—a restless twist beneath her ribs, as though the child itself had heard the call.

Kael murmured in his sleep, his fingers twitching against her side. In the moonlight, a faint shimmer crossed his wrist—the outline of a scar she had not seen in months. It glowed pale gold, like a feather pressed beneath the skin.

The light faded.

The mist thinned.

But the whisper did not stop.

“The Dreaming Land stirs...”

Aeloria turned her face toward the window.

The mountains loomed against a bruised sky, and the river reflected their shape in perfect stillness.

For a moment, she swore she saw eyes beneath the water—ancient, patient, watching.

She pressed a hand over her belly, whispering to the child not yet born.

“Sleep, my heart. The Highlands are dreaming.”

Outside, the first storm in months broke open.

Rain fell hard against the roof, running in streaks down the windows like tears.

And somewhere beneath the farm—deep within the heart of the Monte Highlands—the earth exhaled.

“The child has come. The Dreaming Land remembers.”
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Chapter 1 – The Silent Cradle
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Morning broke pale and uncertain.

The storm had passed, but the Highlands still looked bruised—every stone slick, every blade of grass bowed low, drinking what the sky had left behind. The air was thick, heavy with the scent of wet earth and palm leaves.

The animals gathered close to the homestead. The Struthio Camelus circled in the far field, their long necks bent, silent as sentinels. Waterbucks waited at the ridge, mist curling around their antlers. Even the trees seemed to lean closer, as though the farm itself were holding its breath.

Inside the small house, a cry split the stillness.

Not the cry of fear or pain—something older, purer.

Life announcing itself to a land that had been waiting too long to hear it again.

Aeloria held the child against her chest, her breath trembling in rhythm with the baby’s. Her hair clung to her cheeks, her skin flushed with exhaustion and wonder.

She could feel the tiny heartbeat against her own.

One rhythm, then another, then both in perfect unison.

The baby’s name had come to her in the storm.

Lyara.

When the rain had fallen hardest, when she had felt the pain swallow her whole, she had heard it in her mind—clear and soft, like the murmur of the river through reeds.

Lyara. The song of the earth.

Kael stood near the doorway, his hands shaking though he tried to hide it. The golden shimmer that had glowed faintly on his wrist during the night was gone, but Aeloria had seen it. She could still feel it in the air around him—a hum, too quiet to name but impossible to ignore.

Lyara opened her eyes.

They were not the color of Kael’s, nor Aeloria’s. They were river-water blue, shifting and deep, with small flecks of gold that seemed to move on their own.

When she blinked, the light in the room flickered. The flames in the hearth bent toward her, bowing slightly, then returned to their natural sway.

Kael froze.

Aeloria watched.

The world outside held perfectly still.

And then, as if obeying the baby’s heartbeat, the Highlands began to move.

The leaves outside turned upward, shimmering with droplets that hung in the air longer than they should have. The river changed direction for the span of a breath. The cattle groaned softly in their pens.

Lyara giggled.

Just once.

But that single laugh rolled through the valley like a bell.

Aeloria’s eyes filled with tears. She kissed her daughter’s forehead and whispered, “The land welcomes you, my little song.”

But Kael’s face was pale.

He stepped closer, his voice a whisper.

“Aeloria... she’s not just ours.”

Her heart stumbled. “What do you mean?”

He didn’t answer. His gaze was fixed on the horizon, where a dark line of eagles had begun to gather—silent and watchful—perched upon the highest trees of Monte Highlands.

Their feathers glimmered faintly with gold, just like the light she’d seen on Kael’s skin.

Lyara laughed again.

And outside, the sky seemed to flinch.
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Chapter 2 – Whispers Beneath the Roots
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The days after Lyara’s birth felt both endless and fleeting.

The Highlands were soft again — quiet, breathing, shimmering in the gold of late morning. Yet beneath that calm, something new had taken root.

Aeloria could feel it.

Not see it, not hear it — but feel it.

It came in the hours between sunlight and shadow, when the mist rose and the trees’ reflections rippled in the river. A pulse, slow and ancient, ran through the earth, echoing the rhythm of her daughter’s tiny heartbeat.

When Aeloria walked barefoot through the fields, the soil was warm beneath her feet, even when the air was cold.

The roots beneath the grass seemed to hum, their vibration soft and steady, like the deep purr of a sleeping animal.

Sometimes, she would catch words in the hum.

Half-whispers, more feeling than sound.

“She is the bridge...”

“The dream returns...”

Each time, the voice seemed closer.

Lyara, too, was changing.

She slept rarely and when she did, the leaves near her window swayed though no wind touched them. The light around her cradle dimmed and brightened as if the walls themselves were breathing.
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