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To my daughter,

for being the peace and calm of my soul.

To my son,

for being the strength and energy of my heart.

To my husband,

to say it all with one look.

To my family,

for being a real treasure.
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The night came silently, catching the sailors of the Estrella Dorada by surprise. The sea was calm, unusually calm. The sky, devoid of clouds, housed the flashes emitted by an infinity of stars that accompanied a new moon that was rising little by little.

The breeze ruffled the brown hair of the man who, leaning on one of the barrels they were carrying, smiled enthralled at such a landscape. His eyes sparkled for a moment. He couldn't help but feel free sailing on the high seas, far from land, from the crowds of the cities and, above all, far from the town that had seen him born. He hated that place purple by people who had never cared for him, not even when he was orphaned at such a young age. He had walked alone for many days until he reached the port of Álcorin, one cold winter morning, where luckily an old sailor took pity on that child and enlisted him with him in his rickety ship. Now, twenty years later, he was the captain of that ship and he had never been happier. He missed the sailor who had treated him like a son, and from whom he had learned so much, but riding the waves, breathing in the sea breeze while looking for favorable winds, made him forget any sorrow.

"Captain! one of his men yelled from the hold. You can go down to dinner now.

"Hurry up or Frenton will eat it all!" another joked.

Laughter rose up the steps until it reached the soft breeze, which carried it like a sing"song melody toward the dark horizon.

"Okay, where's my plate?" the captain asked as he descended into the bowels of his boat.

After eating the fish and potato stew that the cook had prepared, the sailors indulged in a bit of entertainment.

"Captain, what do you think happened on the Álcorin coast?" asked the younger one as he shuffled a deck of cards with surprising skill. The day we went to see the armies were preparing for war.

An uncomfortable murmur stirred the rest of the crew in their seats. The captain considered his words as he focused his gaze on the glass of wine in his hands.

"Well, the truth is that I'm not very sure, Higuerón. But I hope the allied armies have ended the threat.

A heavy silence took over the cellar. The men looked at each other, not daring to say anything. Finally, Grimald, the largest of all, rose from his stool to refill his companions' glasses.

"Well, I'm glad to be away," he confessed.

The others agreed. The truth was that they felt safe in that narrow enclosure that they would share for several weeks, swayed by the waves, in the middle of the immensity of the ocean.

"When will we reach our destination?" Ricente asked, pushing Magnus's shadow away from them.

"If the winds are right, in two weeks we will reach the shores of the kingdom of Muniter." The captain smiled.

"We'll do a good deal on Mulen's wine barrels." It is highly prized on the Landalia continent,” Grimald added with pleasure.

"How are those lands? "The young Higuerón was accompanying them for the first time on the journey and his curiosity was proportional to the restlessness typical of adolescence.

"Well..." The captain stood up, ready to recount the innumerable wonders that awaited the young man on the distant continent "although it was true that he himself had not ventured beyond the commercial ports", when a deaf noise, accompanied by hurried footsteps, drowned out his words.

Everyone, without exception, directed their gaze towards the wooden steps, where the freckled face of Lion, who was standing guard at that moment, peeked out.

"Captain! he yelled beside himself. You should go on deck.

The sailors hurried up the narrow steps behind their leader. They all leaned over the side to look in the direction Lion indicated. On the dark waters, gently rocked by the waves, a black lump floated adrift.

"Captain, I think it's the body of a man," Lion dared to venture, still nervous.

"It's not possible..." The captain narrowed his eyes, cautiously observing the silhouette that pushed the waves towards the hull of his boat.

A sudden splash of water brought her even closer to the Gold Star. The captain reacted immediately and rushed to grab one of the coils of rope on the deck.

"Yes, it's a man!" Let's get him on board.

Grimald volunteered to go down into the cold waters and rescue the wretch. He would surely be dead, but they couldn't leave him at the mercy of the waves.

"Where will it come from?" Lion asked curiously as he stood on his tiptoes to get a better look at Grimald as he swam towards the bulge.

"Probably it fell off a passenger ship," one of the sailors ventured to reply.

The captain watched the scene restlessly, silencing the voices that had awakened in his mind; that they advised him to leave that man where he was.

After rescuing the castaway, Grimald returned to the ship and climbed aboard with the help of his companions. Together they hoisted the limp body of the stranger, whom Grimald had secured with the rope. They grabbed him under the armpits and pulled him until he was lying face down on the deck.

The sailors looked at each other, hesitating whether or not to turn it around. If he had been dead for several days, his face would be swollen and disfigured, and not a very pleasant thing to look at.

The captain crouched next to the burly individual and, with an effort, managed to turn him around. A general cry seized the crew. Some covered their mouths to suppress a gag and backed away in fright. That disfigured vision was not the work of water or the decomposition of a drifting corpse. That hideous face was burned for the most part, missing the lips and one of the ears. His right eye was gone, most of his hair had fallen out, and instead of a nose, he had only two huge, fleshless holes.

"By all the heavens and their stars!" the horrified captain cried. Who is this man and what terrible fate has he met on his way?

Grimald moved a little closer to the body. He studied the poor devil carefully before trying to get up, so quickly that he tripped and fell a few steps back. He looked with a shocked face at his companions before speaking:

"Is alive.
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Dreams and decisions
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Erac moved nervously around the large living room of Amira's house. From time to time, he would sit heavily on an armchair in front of the table, only to jump like a spring after a few seconds. And start again. He walked tirelessly as he anxiously studied that rough parchment, where mountains and hills alternated with grandiose forests and vigorous rivers.

Five kingdoms shared the continent of Imberacia: Misandra, Péntagon, Alierna, Osvalen, together with the small island of Túlon, and Déminon. Erac didn't know where to start looking in that vast land. She felt an enormous pressure pressing against her chest, although she had purposefully ignored it since her first vision.

It had been two days since he had arrived at his friends' home, back from the Northern Kingdom, after leaving his mother in charge of government duties; at least until his return. Diana understood the importance of the journey and warned her son of the possible dangers he would encounter in Imberacia. He advised her to trust her instincts, let herself be guided by her visions, and let her gift flow when necessary.

Before leaving, Erac took care of several matters that required his full attention. On his way south, he stopped at each of the allied kingdoms to inform their monarchs of the threat he had glimpsed in his visions. Queen Jenis was the one who took his warnings most to heart, vowing to have her army ready in case Magnus returned with the dark power he intended to usurp.

The Wizard King, as everyone called him, rested his outstretched hands on the table as he lost himself again in the lines and contours of that map that was beginning to look so familiar to him.

"From looking at it so much, you're going to end up spending it. Amira's melodious voice carried through the room.

Erac approached his friend to take her hand and lead her to the table.

"Is this. I am sure that this is the continent that I saw in my visions. But... what if I'm wrong?

Amira held her friend's gaze for a moment, before releasing a strangled sigh, after which her shoulders dropped.

"Erac... You haven't stopped looking at that map for weeks. The more time you spend in front of him, the more you will doubt your visions. The girl grabbed his arms to shake him gently. Stop mortifying yourself. If that's the continent you saw, that's it.

“Yes, I know, Amira... But as we speak, Ansol is convincing the three kings of the importance of our journey. If I'm wrong and lead you to another continent, then Magnus would be too far ahead of us and it would be too late to...

He sighed desperately and fell back into the chair. Amira sat down next to him and regarded him seriously.

"Tell me, have you seen anything else in your visions?" he asked with narrowed eyes, carefully examining his friend's face.

Erac shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to avoid the girl's gaze.

He returned his tired eyes to the map and tried to hide the anguish that had gripped him for several days. His visions had gone beyond what he dared to tell. That is why he preferred to hide it, so as not to worry his loved ones excessively.

"Of course not," he lied. I have seen Magnus walk these parts in search of a very valuable object, endowed with power. But I can't figure out what object it is. Or where to start looking for it.

Erac's desperation sank deep into Amira, who reached out to hug him.

"Don't worry about yourself anymore, Erac. You do everything you can. Ansol and I are going to be by your side on this journey. Together we will be able to stop Magnus.

In Amira's arms, he felt the comforting warmth that her closeness gave him. He allowed himself to be convinced by her words and relaxed a bit.

"You're right, I have to stay calm. He paused to look back at the scroll spread out on the table. Yes, we should definitely head to Imberacia.

"So do not talk anymore! " She sentenced satisfied. "As soon as Ansol returns from Mulen, we can leave for the coast to board the first ship heading for Imberacia.

"First we should find out what date that ship leaves. I don't want to be forced to stay in Álcorin for days, waiting.

Amira smiled amused.

I already have that issue resolved. The girl winked at him.

"What are you talking about?

'Gelen's father, Fastuo, has offered us his boat. He will take us there as soon as we ask him to.

"That is magnificent! For the first time in days, Erac was grinning. At least one thing started well in that company.

"When Ansol returns, I'll tell Gelen and we can go."

A silhouette was silhouetted in the doorway that gave access to the hall of the mansion. The girl turned when she noticed the metallic jingle of that sword that was so familiar to her.

"Ansol! Amira ran into her husband's arms and kissed him.

Erac turned his back and pretended to look at the map, to give them privacy.

Ansol smiled carelessly at Amira before turning to greet the Wizard King. However, the young woman noticed a shadow on her husband's face. She watched him uneasily as he approached Erac.

"What is it, Ansol?" he asked point “blank.

Her husband remained petrified on the spot, noticing Amira's severe gaze fixed on the back of his neck. Erac gaped at them, not quite understanding what was happening.

Ansol turned to his wife and smiled lopsidedly.

"Well, you do know me well..." he tried to joke, but Amira was looking at him with her hands on her hips, waiting for his answer.

"I don't understand anything," Erac said, breaking the awkward silence that had settled in the room.

Ansol looked at his friend for a moment before turning back to Amira. He snorted and began to speak while shaking his head to the sides, clearly annoyed:

"I am not accompanying you on this journey.

His wife's eyes widened as an expression of utter astonishment molded her face.

Erac took a few steps forward, stunned.

"What do you mean?

Ansol kept Amira's gaze, which she slowly denied. Suddenly, defeated, he sank down on the soft seat of one of the armchairs located in front of the fireplace.

"As you know, these last two days I have been in Mulen, trying to convince the kings of the danger of ignoring your visions, Erac. You tipped them off about Magnus's plans when you visited them a few weeks ago; but, despite the seriousness of your warnings, Ulter and Fredo were not entirely convinced that your predictions were real. Jenis, on the other hand, does not doubt that Magnus is still alive and that he intends to return to Durian to impart all kinds of suffering. So I have convinced them of the importance of our trip. Although we don't know exactly what Magnus intends to travel to Imberacia, nor what he is looking for, what is clear is that it would be reckless of us not to go there and try to stop him; or at least find out his intentions.

"So what is the problem? Erac asked indignantly.

"The problem is that I can't accompany you. Ansol's gaze returned to his wife's almond"shaped eyes, which were withered and consumed by uncertainty.

"Because? Amira asked.

"Yesterday I met with Fredo in private, in the room next to his rooms...

The young woman raised an eyebrow as she approached her husband, perplexed.

"How important is that detail?" Erac asked, visibly uncomfortable with the undeniable mental connection that existed between his friends.

“The king would never hold an interview in his chambers,” Amira said, “unless...

"Unless he's really sick," Ansol concluded, very worried.

"As? "Erac was still lost in the events, oblivious to the rules of protocol that he found so difficult to assimilate and that, apparently, shed light on the behavior of the monarch.

"King Fredo is dying," Ansol clarified.

Erac leaned against the wall of the fireplace and, lost in thought, murmured:

"Understand...

"He has asked me to command his armies," Ansol continued. He knows that if Magnus were to threaten our realm right now, he wouldn't have the strength to do it himself.

"But that's quite an honor!" Amira exclaimed proudly.

"Yes, it is," her husband agreed. And I can't refuse the proposal. Not only because it would dishonor my family and family name, but also because I can't fail my king now.

Amira noted the internal struggle Ansol was having at the moment. She knew she was torn between duty and the desire to go with them on this uncertain journey.

Ansol huffed sullenly before walking over to the small table to his left to pour himself a glass of wine.

"You must stay in Mulen and serve Fredo," Amira said without hesitation. Erac and I will go to Imberacia. Each of us must fulfill a mission. We cannot back down now, when so much is at stake.

"Don't worry. No omen indicates that Amira and I will be in danger in Imberacia,” said Erac, trying to reassure his friend.

The Wizard"king smiled, trying to hide the lie. The truth was that their visions had been dim as to the dangers they would face on their journey, and for days now they had completely disappeared. As if a growing power clouded the gift he had inherited from his father. But, obviously, that detail was hidden from his friends so as not to worry them.

"Well, there's nothing more to talk about." Erac and I will prepare to leave as soon as possible and you will return to Mulen to take command of the southern armies. If all goes well, we'll be back from Imberacia sooner than expected with the item Magnus is looking for. And if Erac and I fail...” Amira gave her husband a serious look. I'll feel better knowing that you'll lead the army that must stop Magnus when he returns.

That night Amira and Ansol enjoyed the intimacy of the last hours they would spend together for a long time. They made eternal promises of love and fell asleep hoping to meet again soon and live, at last, safe from the danger of Magnus.

The next morning, Ansol left for Mulen while Amira wept bitterly as she saw his silhouette against the first light. A figure hid in the shadows of the palace hall and attended, anguished, the delicate moment the young woman was going through.

At noon, a maid burst into the small room where Amira and Erac were going through the belongings they would bring with them.

"A visitor has arrived, ma'am."

"Show her in."

Behind the maid appeared the freckled face of Gelen. The girl lunged at Amira and hugged her tight.

"Are you ready yet?" he asked, discovering the pile of supplies gathered around some bags.

"That's right," Amira replied. Now we need your help.

"No problem, my father has been waiting for you for days. Everything is arranged for you to board the Wandering Wave whenever you want,” Gelen said with a wide smile.

"Well, then you can send him a message to let him know that tomorrow morning we'll be in the port of Álcorin "Erac spoke very seriously.

"I'm sending it right now." Gelen gave them another smile and hurried out the door.

Amira spent the rest of the morning solving some logistical issues in her palace, giving the appropriate orders to her employees so that they would carry out their duties during her absence. Erac busied himself with packing all the provisions and spent a few hours brushing and preparing Jimena and Eraldo, who would accompany them on their journey.

After the meal, Amira headed for Míraven, where she enjoyed a sunny afternoon in the castle's main garden, surrounded by her family. She talked absently with her mother and sisters until, at sunset, Count Jum Solsein led her to the library.

"Amira, do you have any idea how dangerous you are on this trip?" His tone sounded concerned.

“Yes, father, I am aware of that. But I have to do it.

"I don't doubt it, daughter. But I can't help but feel a terrible unease. His father was tapping the left side of his torso, rueful.

Amira walked over to him and, sitting on his lap like when she was a child, she caressed his cheek while smiling sweetly at him.

"I have to go. Not only because I believe in Erac and in the reality of the danger that lies ahead, but also because I am convinced that we can prevent Magnus from seizing the power he is after. But most of all, I have to go because if Magnus can find what he's looking for, none of us will be safe from his hate and his power.

Count Solsein looked into his daughter's eyes, green as spring buds, and saw determination in their gleam. Finally, he nodded in satisfaction.

“I'm convinced that if anyone can save Durian from Magnus's rage, it's you, child. quiet part. We will prepare for what lies ahead, although I am sure that your return will be victorious.

They held each other with the fear of the unknown hovering over their heads and the fear of losing a loved one in their hearts.
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Journey to Imberacia
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Ansol hurriedly dismounted at the gate of the royal palace. He tossed Niebla's reins to a stable boy and ran up the stairs to the building. Queen Ternabi was waiting for him in the hall. His face seemed to show the passage of a thousand years, despite only a few days having passed since he left Mulen to return home and say goodbye to Amira.

The young man cautiously observed the signs that faded in that sad countenance. The queen's blue eyes, always smiling, were framed by a purplish ring, the result of lack of sleep.

"Your Majesty," he greeted his sovereign with a slight bow.

Térnabi approached him with her hands outstretched and a forced smile on her lips.

"Ansol, I'm glad you're back. The king awaits you in his chambers. He has ordered you to come into his presence as soon as you arrive. I'm sorry you don't have time to rest.

"Don't worry, Your Majesty. Right now my priority is to carry out the orders of my king.

Wasting no time, Ansol ascended the main staircase to the floor where the monarch's quarters were located. He paused for a moment in front of the wooden door, guarded by a pair of elite guards, and tapped on it gently. A weak voice motioned for him to enter.

The king was reclining on a divan, located in front of the large window of the spacious hall, enjoying the warmth of the midday sun. His ashen face did not bode well.

"Ansol..." Fredo motioned for her to sit near him. I wanted to see you because I want to apologize.

The sovereign carefully observed the face of the young soldier and smiled pleased.

"Your Majesty... You don't have to apologize to me for anything," he answered uncomfortably.

"I must do it. I know that you intended to leave with Amira and King Erac for Imberacia. I imagine how difficult it has been for you to have to say goodbye to your wife to return here. For this, I want to apologize and, at the same time, thank you for your loyalty.

“Your Majesty, it is my honor to serve my kingdom. My wife has left feeling tremendously proud that I stayed to do it.

Fredo nodded gratefully.

They talked briefly about the distribution of troops and the work that had begun, now that all the kingdoms were preparing for a possible aggression by Magnus. Although Fredo didn't believe in the possibility that Magnus was still alive, it would have been foolhardy of him to ignore Erac's warnings.

Soon after, Ansol left the king alone and retired to his room to rest a little. After lunch he would head to the castle's training ground to begin his work. As she changed her clothes, she kept thinking about Amira. He wondered what he was doing, had he already left for Alcorin or had he boarded the Wandering Wave.

3

"I'm glad Jimena and Eraldo are traveling with us," Amira said to Erac as they trotted towards the port of Álcorin.

"The continent of Imberacia is quite large; in fact, it is older than Durian, so traveling without horses would be crazy.

"Yeah, but we could have bought some horses when we got there, too," the girl said, glancing at him sideways.

Erac overtook Eraldo somewhat annoyed. He heard his friend's mare snort and slumped in defeat. He was aware that his mood had soured lately. The anguish that choked him made him feel bad mood without even realizing it. When he was aware of his sullen nature, he felt very upset and tried to alleviate it as much as possible. Luckily her friend seemed to understand her mood swings and didn't blame her for anything.

"You're right," he ended up giving in sarcastically, "we could have bought some new horses when we reached our destination." But none would have been like Eraldo and Jimena.

The mare neighed proudly as she tossed her mane. Amira couldn't suppress a laugh and Erac also allowed himself that liberating feeling.

A few hours after leaving Amira's mansion, they reached the downward path that would lead them to Álcorin. Amira breathed in the salty scent. Now that they were approaching the port, he felt his nervousness grow at the imminent trip. She had always dreamed of sailing far away, discovering strange places, and visiting faraway cities, but a great sorrow suddenly overtook her, for she had always imagined that she would travel in the company of Ansol.

"Shall we continue?" "Erac looked at her strangely, since she had stopped.

"Excuse me. It is that we are going to go away and...

Erac nodded understandingly, digging his heels into Eraldo's flanks. They continued at a trot and soon reached the port, where the bustle was incessant. The day didn't matter. That place was full of life at all hours.

Some ships had left at first light in the morning. Others were getting smaller in the distance, gradually getting lost on the horizon. A few were preparing at that moment to weigh anchor. Erac and Amira noticed them as they made their way to the dock where the Wandering Wave was anchored, at the far end of the harbor. Once there they dismounted and approached the boat.

"Good morning! a deep voice greeted them.

A sailor, whose face was streaked with freckles, smiled kindly at them.

"Good morning," Amira replied. I suppose you are Fastuo...” She had recognized him immediately, for she could have sworn she was looking at the face of her friend Gelen, only a few years older. I am Amira and he is Erac.

"I'm glad to see you; we were waiting for you Everything is ready to set sail. If that's okay with you, lead the horses to the hold via that gangplank and I'll be with you in no time.

Fastuo spun around and began barking orders. His sailors hastened to comply. Suddenly the deck was inundated with men running in all directions, getting the boat ready to sail.

Amira and Erac made sure their mounts were comfortable in the space set up for them. As they left the warehouse, loaded with their belongings, a boy who was passing by said to them:

"You can leave your things in the lady's cabin." He pointed to a wooden door in the sterncastle.

Amira and Erac looked at each other in surprise and headed towards it.

The room, though small, was carefully decorated. A small window at the back provided some light. The bed was on the left, against the wall. On the opposite side a small fireplace crackled, flanked by two easy chairs.

"Oh! Amira exclaimed in admiration.

"Looks like they've prepared a nice room for you." "Erac left his luggage under the embrasure.

"I hope you like it. My daughter has prepared it with great enthusiasm,” Fastuo told them, who had just entered.

"I love it," Amira stated.

"Gelen knows that we will be on board several weeks before reaching our destination, so he insisted on preparing this space for you so that you would be comfortable.

"Thank you very much really. It is much more than I had expected.

Fastuo smirked.

"Your bunk is out there by the door," he told Erac, who nodded in satisfaction. It comforted him to know that he was close to Amira.

The boat rocked and the girl had to lean against the wall to keep from falling. Erac held on to the back of one of the armchairs while he looked out the window. The waves crashed against the hull, each time with more force.

"We're on our way," Fastuo announced in a singsong voice, before disappearing through the door.

Soon the Wandering Wave was racing across the seas to the southeast.

The days passed quickly at first, but after a week, Amira began to get desperate. I used to spend hours on deck, breathing in the humid sea air. She sat in a chair that had been set up for her near the railing and amused herself as best she could: sometimes she read; Other times, he watched the waves or looked to the horizon in search of solid ground. Although, what really occupied her time was thinking about Ansol and how much she missed him.

Erac had become even more aloof and hardly talked to anyone. He usually sat alone at the table in Amira's cabin and stared obsessively at the map of Imberacia. On the second week of the journey, the young woman decided to change that situation and went in search of her friend.

“Erac, we've been here for what seems like forever and you just sit there looking at that stupid map. I'm starting to get desperate with so much inactivity! He spoke harshly, almost scolding him.

"And what do you want us to do? he inquired grumpily. I'm trying to find out if there's something I've missed. That's why I study the map, to try to remember every detail of my visions and look for a clue that leads us to that object. Besides, it's not like we can do much around here...

"We can help. Amira fluttered around her friend nervously. Let's ask Fastuo to assign us some task. Thus, we will not only be busy, we will also be useful.

"But I prefer to continue studying the map. Need...

"No! You don't need to spend the whole day looking at that piece of parchment. What you need is to distract yourself, to get away from him, or you will end up going crazy.

They looked at each other in silence for a few long seconds. Erac was considering Amira's words and, despite not wanting to leave the map, deep down he knew that she was right. So he got up from his chair to head towards the deck.

"Okay, let's ask Fastuo to give us something to do."

In the following days they devoted themselves to the tasks entrusted to them by the captain and soon they felt part of the crew. Sometimes they cleaned the deck, helped the cook, or tidied up the place reserved for the animals. Others repaired fishing gear. Little by little, Erac returned to his usual state of mind. A good part of the day was spent in conversation with the other sailors, most of whom had an easy laugh and a cheerful mood.

One day, after dinner, they sat on deck with Junmero, the oldest man in the crew, to help him mend the fishing net.

"I'm glad you've integrated so well," he told them after greeting them and explaining how they should carry out the task.

"It's been easy because you welcomed us with open arms," ​​Erac stated.

The sailor smiled gratefully.

"Where are you from, Junmero?" Amira quizzed.

“I come from a small town in the Eastern Kingdom called Lostiun. I always dreamed of sailing the seas, so when I was old enough to travel alone, my mother packed me a bundle of provisions and let me head for the coast. That's how I became a sailor. Junmero smiled happily as he remembered the story.

“I suppose you have sailed on many ships during all these years. How did you end up in the Rogue Wave?

"A couple of years ago I met Fastuo on one of my trips to Landalia, a continent near Imberacia. The skipper of my boat died suddenly of the flu and the crew was forced to embark on other ships. Good thing I decided to join this...

Junmero whistled as he waved his hand in relief.

"Because you said so? "Erac's curiosity surfaced at that moment.

"I was about to board the Estrella Dorada. If I had, now I too would be lying at the bottom of the sea.

"What are you talking about? Amira asked, intrigued.

The old man turned to either side to make sure no one was listening. Leaning forward, he looked enigmatically at the young men and continued his story in a whisper:

“A few weeks ago, the Gold Star disappeared. Rumors, which run like waves in a storm, speak of a strange event that occurred one night with a new moon. It is said that the ship found a man adrift, who was rescued by the crew. The face of that poor devil was totally disfigured, burned, and he was missing an eye. At first, the captain thought it was a corpse, but it was alive...

Amira and Erac gasped. They exchanged glances in silence, tense.

"And what happened to the Gold Star?" asked the young king.

"Nobody knows. Evil tongues say that the ship disappeared near the coast of Imberacia, several leagues from the port of Cálafon. Although, who knows...” Junmero shrugged. maybe they are just rumors.

Amira felt a sudden chill run down her spine as she kept her gaze on the thick needle in her fingers. Erac grabbed her arm and looked at her worriedly.

"For heaven's sake, lass!" Junmero exclaimed. Go down to the cellar and get out of the breeze before you catch the flu. We don't have a healer among the crew, so if you get sick, we won't be able to help you.

Erac helped her up and walked her to her cabin. He made sure to close the door so no one could hear them. Amira flopped down on the bed, her eyes lost.

"Erac..." she muttered anguished. You were right, Magnus is still alive.

"At least we've found out something important," he replied thoughtfully. I have not been wrong. Our course is correct.

Amira looked at him with a glint of terror in her eyes. Erac sat down next to her and gripped her hands tightly.

Suddenly, some screams coming from the deck scared the boys. Erac opened the door to stick his head out. The sailors ran from one side to the other; they seemed happy.

He turned to Amira and shrugged. Then they headed outside together. Suddenly, Fastuo came out to meet them.

"We have reached Imberacia," he announced with a smile. Very soon we will disembark in the port of Cálafon.
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Cálafon
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ANDhe port of Cálafon was larger than that of Álcorin. A multitude of ships, coming from the most remote places, docked at the same time. The men who had just arrived were busy tying up the boats and those who were preparing to leave secured the cargo. The port was an incessant coming and going of sailors, a joyful merriment that spread in all directions.

Amira and Erac were leaning on the rail, admiring all the hustle and bustle.

"Ready to disembark?" asked Fastuo when he reached them. I can take you to a very nice inn. I know the owner and he will accommodate you in his rooms.

The young men nodded without taking their eyes off the crowd. Beyond the port, with its markets, shipyards, and other buildings, the city stretched out toward a series of mountains that cut through the flourishing land of Misandra. Many cobbled streets meandered between houses painted in various shades of ocher. Most were double"height and with roofs ending in pointed turrets or wide terraces. Here and there the urban landscape was interrupted to give way to gardens and squares of greater or lesser extent.

But the most notable were undoubtedly some large roofs, much higher than the rest, located in the downtown area of ​​the city. They ended in a half arch and at its highest end waved flags of green and bronze. That was the castle of the nobleman who ruled the city. It was surrounded by a gray stone wall, ridiculously isolating it from the large number of houses that were spread around it; most built from said wall.

Bidding farewell to their fellow travelers, Amira and Erac left the Wandering Wave. Along with Fastuo, they barely avoided the crowd and began to wander the streets while pulling their mounts, which carried all their belongings.

It was getting late. Some of the inhabitants of Cálafon closed their businesses; others collected the merchandise displayed on the street or returned to their homes after a hard day's work. A good number of people were coming back from the farm fields around the city.

Amira was entertained in admiring the beauty of the place. The city was very large and stretched from the sea to several leagues inland. As night fell, the lights of the torches used to fight the darkness began to shine, making the facades of the houses take on a golden hue.

The girl was surprised by the strange outfit worn by the inhabitants of that place. He was extravagant and sober at the same time. Fabrics of all colors, mostly cotton, were combined in a disorderly way in the same clothing. The women wore no hats, no beads, no feathers, no ribbons hanging from their necks, no hairdos. Her wardrobe seemed to obey a simple rule of utility, although it was still beautiful and striking.

Fastuo stopped suddenly in front of a three"story building, from whose interior a sour and penetrating odor emanated. As he pushed through the front door, the deafening noise of a multitude of voices filled the street. They entered the establishment and Erac quickly looked at everyone present. He busied himself with finding out where the windows and the back door were, in case they had to get out of there in a hurry. Ever since he set foot in Imberacia, his nervousness had increased and all his senses were on constant alert.

A large group of villagers sat around a table near the fireplace. They yelled and laughed out loud, visibly affected by the large amount of alcohol ingested. In one corner there was a young couple in love who gave each other tender glances, sheltered by the intimacy offered by the gloom. Another group feasted on the food and washed down their throats with mead.

Fastuo approached the bar, where a tall, fat man with a huge nose atop a bushy mustache was serving customers hot wine.

"Good evening, old friend.

The innkeeper looked at him and his face suddenly lit up.

"Fastuous! Long time no see. She reached over to hug him lovingly, patting him gently on the back with her huge hands. What brings you here?

"I've come to sell some wares and, incidentally, to bring some good friends." Fastuo pointed at the young men. Their names are Amira and Erac. I hope you treat them like members of your own family.

"I'm glad to have you in my establishment." Do not doubt that I will treat you as I would my friend. What do you need?

"We'd like to rent two rooms," Erac replied somewhat surly. Our horses are out. Do you have a stable?

"Of course. He turned to his left and called out to a boy who was conversing distractedly with a blushing girl. My son will accommodate your mounts in no time. If it's okay with you, you can go up to the first floor and occupy the two rooms at the end of the corridor. They are the widest.

With a wink, he turned around to attend to the insistent request of another of the locals, whose glass had emptied.

"Go upstairs and make yourself comfortable," Fastuo told them. I will wait for you here to share dinner.

Amira and Erac headed to the back of the room to climb the narrow staircase that led to the upper floors. The rooms that the innkeeper had indicated had a large window overlooking the main street. From there they could see the square where, during the day, most of the market was concentrated. At that time it was empty.

After leaving their things, they returned to the living room. Once again the sour smell welcomed them and Amira twitched her nose in disgust, but she had to hold it.

Fastuo was waiting for them at the table closest to the door, next to a window. The innkeeper had already laid out a large quantity of food, so they sat down and, hungry as they were, gobbled down their food in no time. When all three had full stomachs, Fastuo broke the silence:

“I will return to the Wandering Wave. Tomorrow we will sail back to Durian. Do you need anything else before I go?

Erac took a fleeting look at his friend before leaning forward to whisper to Fastuo:

“We need to find an island.

Fastuo looked at him blankly.

"An island? There are some to the southwest, on the shores of the kingdom of Osvalen.

Erac shook his head in frustration, leaning back in his chair. Amira looked at him and squeezed his hand silently, asking for his patience.

“Erac has a map of Imberacia, but the island we're looking for isn't on it. The girl met Fastuo's eyes. We don't know where to start looking.

"I understand..." The captain nodded, absorbed. Show me that map.

Erac took the scroll from his bag and spread it out on the table.

"I think that island is smaller than Túlon. Maybe that's why it doesn't appear on the map. He shrugged, totally lost. It is surrounded by reefs, with golden sand beaches. Vegetation is sparse and the terrain is quite rugged.

"No island like that sounds familiar to me," Fastuo murmured thoughtfully, still scrutinizing the map. The golden sand beaches are found mainly in the north. To the south, they are rockier. I think what you seek could be found in the realms of Misandra, Pentagon, or Alierna, but I don't know where.

Erac looked at the map. That detail gave him a clue and limited his search to the three northern kingdoms. Even so, it was a large expanse of land, so he sighed in despair before slumping back against the back of his chair.

At that moment the innkeeper approached with a new jug of wine.

"What do you have there?" Ah, a map of Imberacia. Are you looking for a specific place?

Fastuo did not notice the alarmed looks of the young men and asked his friend, without any shame:

"Do you know of any islands of golden sand surrounded by reefs?" It doesn't appear on the map and we don't know how to find it.

The jug slipped from the innkeeper's hands, spilling wine onto the thatched wooden floor. His ashen face gave way to a stern expression.

"There is no such island on our continent," he snapped, loudly.

In a second, the room was plunged into a deathly silence and a multitude of angry eyes fixed on them. Frightened, Amira watched those contracted faces while listening to the excited beats of their hearts. For an instant he feared for their lives.
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