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The King Beneath the Hills

The storm rolled across the Irish sky like angry giants marching through heaven.

Rain hammered the green mountains while lightning split the darkness above the ancient land of Éire. Villagers locked their doors early that night. Candles were blown out. Children were pulled close to warm fireplaces as old mothers whispered warnings passed down through generations.

“Stay indoors when the thunder walks,” they said. “For that is when the Hidden Kingdom travels.”

Deep beneath the rolling hills, hidden far below the roots of ancient trees, another world existed.

A kingdom of emerald stone.

A kingdom of gold.

A kingdom ruled by fear.

Massive glowing crystals lit endless underground halls where rivers of molten gold flowed beside black stone roads. Giant statues of forgotten kings towered above crowded markets where magical creatures traded enchanted weapons, glowing gems, and rare treasures stolen from human kingdoms for centuries.

And at the center of it all stood the Emerald Throne.

King Lorcan sat upon it like a god of old legends.

He was no tiny harmless leprechaun from human fairy tales.

Lorcan stood nearly six feet tall, broad-shouldered and powerful, with burning emerald eyes that glowed in darkness. His long red beard was braided with golden rings taken from defeated enemies. Across his body he wore armor forged from enchanted green steel, etched with ancient runes that shimmered like fire.

A crown of black gold rested upon his head.

The throne room trembled as warriors dragged a chained prisoner across the polished floor.

The prisoner cried and begged.

“Please, my king... mercy...”

Lorcan stared down coldly.

The prisoner had stolen from the royal treasury.

Among the leprechauns, there was no greater crime.

“You stole sacred gold,” Lorcan said quietly.

The room fell silent.

Even the torches seemed afraid.

The prisoner shook violently. “My daughter was dying... I needed medicine...”

Lorcan’s face remained emotionless.

“You still stole.”

The guards forced the prisoner onto his knees.

One of the king’s wives stepped forward from beside the throne.

Queen Maeve.

The first wife.

The most feared woman in the kingdom.

Her beauty was legendary — long black hair, pale skin, eyes sharp as blades — but behind that beauty lived a dangerous mind. Many whispered that Maeve was even crueler than the king himself.

“Kill him,” she said calmly.

The prisoner screamed.

But another queen stood.

Queen Alina.

Unlike Maeve, Alina carried kindness in her eyes. She wore flowing green silk instead of armor and often protected the poor of the kingdom from Lorcan’s harsher punishments.

“My king,” she said softly, “his daughter is innocent.”

Lorcan leaned back slowly.

The king had seven wives.

Some loved him.

Some feared him.

Some secretly wished him dead.

But all of them understood one truth:

Lorcan always chose what strengthened the kingdom.

The king finally rose from the throne.

Heavy footsteps echoed through the hall.

He walked toward the prisoner and crouched before him.

“What is your daughter’s name?”

The prisoner blinked in confusion.

“E-Evelyn...”

Lorcan stared into the man’s eyes for a long moment.

Then the king stood.

“Your life belongs to the mines now,” Lorcan declared. “Twenty years of labor. Your daughter will receive medicine and food from the royal house.”

Shock spread through the room.

Mercy.

Rare mercy.

The prisoner burst into tears.

“Thank you, my king...”

Lorcan turned away.

“Take him.”

The guards dragged the sobbing man from the throne room.

Queen Maeve frowned slightly.

“You grow soft.”

Lorcan’s eyes narrowed dangerously.

“And yet none dare challenge me.”

Silence followed.

Maeve smiled faintly.

Because it was true.

No king in leprechaun history had conquered more territory than Lorcan.

Under his rule, rival goblin clans were crushed. Hidden dwarf kingdoms paid tribute. Human treasure hunters vanished whenever they wandered too close to sacred lands.

The kingdom had become rich beyond imagination.

But wealth always attracted danger.

Suddenly—

BOOOOOOM!

The throne room doors exploded open.

Smoke filled the chamber as armored guards stumbled inside, covered in blood.

“Your Majesty!” one shouted desperately.

Lorcan instantly sensed disaster.

“What happened?”

The guard dropped to one knee.

“The Vault...”

Every warrior in the room froze.

No one spoke.

The Royal Vault was sacred.

Ancient.

Untouchable.

Lorcan stepped forward slowly.

“What about the vault?”

The guard trembled.

“The Sun Gold is gone.”

The room erupted into chaos.

Queens gasped.

Warriors shouted curses.

Several guards immediately drew weapons in panic.

Lorcan himself stood perfectly still.

Too still.

His glowing eyes slowly darkened.

Because the Sun Gold was no ordinary treasure.

It was the source of the kingdom’s ancient magic.

Forged thousands of years earlier by forgotten gods.

Protected by blood rituals and deadly enchantments.

Impossible to steal.

Or so they believed.

Queen Maeve whispered, “That cannot be possible...”

But Lorcan already knew the terrifying truth.

Someone had entered the deepest chamber beneath the kingdom.

Someone had bypassed every magical defense.

Someone powerful.

The king’s voice became deadly calm.

“Seal every tunnel.”

Guards rushed instantly.

“No one enters. No one leaves.”

Lightning exploded outside above the mountains.

Lorcan slowly drew his massive emerald blade.

The sword glowed with ancient magic.

“If the gold is not returned,” he growled, “this world will drown in blood.”

And deep in the dark forests above the hidden kingdom...

A hooded figure ran through the rain carrying a glowing golden chest.

Unaware that they had just started a war that would shake both the human and magical worlds forever.
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The Stolen Sun Gold

The alarms echoed through the underground kingdom like screams from the dead.

Massive bronze bells rang across every district beneath the hills. Merchants abandoned their shops. Soldiers flooded the streets carrying glowing spears and enchanted axes. Mothers rushed children indoors while armored patrols sealed every tunnel leading toward the surface world.

Fear spread quickly.

The Sun Gold had never been stolen before.

Not once in thousands of years.

And now it was gone.

King Lorcan stormed through the royal halls surrounded by his elite guards known as the Emerald Blades — giant warriors covered in green steel armor forged with ancient magic. Their glowing eyes pierced the darkness as they followed their king toward the deepest chamber beneath the palace.

The Vault.

The sacred place where the kingdom’s greatest treasures were hidden.

No ordinary leprechaun was ever allowed near it.

Only the king, his queens, and a handful of ancient guardians knew its secrets.

Two enormous stone doors stood shattered when Lorcan arrived.

That alone was impossible.

The doors were protected by blood magic older than human civilization itself.

Queen Maeve examined the broken runes carefully.

“This wasn’t brute force,” she whispered.

Lorcan studied the glowing cracks spread across the stone.

“No,” he growled. “Someone knew the old magic.”

The king stepped inside.

Even he felt uneasy.

The vault chamber was massive, carved deep into black crystal rock beneath the earth. Mountains of gold coins surrounded enchanted relics gathered over centuries — crowns from fallen kings, cursed swords, ancient scrolls, jewels stolen from emperors, and treasures humanity believed were lost forever.

But at the center of the chamber sat an empty pedestal.

The Sun Gold was gone.

Lorcan stared silently.

The air itself felt wrong now.

Weak.

The magical glow throughout the vault flickered like dying fire.

One of the elder guardians stepped forward nervously.

“Your Majesty... the kingdom’s protective barriers are fading already.”

Lorcan clenched his fists.

Without the Sun Gold, the hidden kingdom would eventually become visible to humans.

That could never happen.

Human greed would bring armies.

Scientists.

Governments.

Hunters.

War.

Queen Alina stepped closer to the empty pedestal.

“Who would dare this?”

Lorcan’s eyes darkened.

“Someone who wants more than gold.”

He knelt beside strange markings burned into the stone floor.

Not leprechaun symbols.

Older.

Darker.

The king suddenly recognized them.

And for the first time in years...

Fear touched his face.

Queen Maeve noticed instantly.

“You know these runes.”

Lorcan stood slowly.

“The Shadow Court.”

The room fell silent.

Even hardened warriors looked uneasy hearing the name.

The Shadow Court existed only in forbidden stories — ancient sorcerers, assassins, and creatures banished centuries ago after attempting to overthrow the magical kingdoms of the earth.

Most believed they were extinct.

But Lorcan knew better.

Because long ago...

Before he became king...

He had fought them.

And barely survived.

One of the younger guards swallowed hard.

“Why steal the Sun Gold?”

Lorcan turned toward the glowing underground city visible through the vault windows.

“Because with enough power... they can wake what sleeps beneath the world.”

Thunder rumbled above the mountains.

Far above the hidden kingdom, the hooded thief continued running through freezing rain.

The glowing chest chained to their back pulsed with golden light beneath the cloak.

Every few seconds the ground trembled beneath their feet.

The gold was alive.

Watching.

Waiting.

And somewhere deep inside the forests...

Something ancient had begun to awaken.
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The Hunter of Blackwater Forest

Rain poured through the endless trees of Blackwater Forest as the hooded thief stumbled across muddy ground, breathing hard.

The glowing chest strapped to their back grew heavier with every mile.

Almost alive.

The thief finally collapsed beside a twisted oak tree, gasping for air. Their hands shook violently as they removed the hood.

It was a woman.

Young.

Human.

Her name was Evelyn.

The same little girl whose father King Lorcan had spared only hours earlier.

Only now... she was no helpless child.

Her dark brown eyes burned with fear and determination as she stared at the glowing chest.

“I did what you asked,” she whispered into the darkness.

For a moment, nothing answered.

Then the shadows between the trees began to move.

Black smoke curled along the ground as tall figures slowly emerged from the storm wearing bone masks and long dark robes stitched with silver symbols.

The Shadow Court.

Evelyn stepped backward nervously.

“You promised my father would be freed.”

One of the masked figures tilted its head unnaturally.

“He will be.”

Its voice sounded less human than wind passing through a graveyard.

Evelyn pointed at the chest.

“I brought the gold. Now leave my family alone.”

Another figure stepped closer.

“The child still believes she had a choice.”

Suddenly Evelyn realized the terrible truth.

They never intended to let her go.

The chest pulsed brighter.

The figures surrounded her slowly.

Fear flooded her body.

Then—

SHHHHNK!

A glowing green blade exploded through one of the masked figures from behind.

The creature screamed as emerald fire consumed its body.

The others spun around instantly.

King Lorcan stepped from the darkness holding his enchanted sword.

Behind him came dozens of Emerald Blade warriors.

The king’s glowing eyes locked onto Evelyn.

For a brief moment... confusion crossed his face.

“She’s human,” one warrior muttered.

The Shadow Court attacked instantly.

Dark magic blasted through the forest as black fire collided against emerald steel. Trees exploded apart. Warriors screamed. Creatures hidden in the woods fled in terror as battle consumed the night.

Lorcan charged forward like a monster unleashed.

His blade tore through two shadow creatures at once.

Green fire sprayed across the rain.

Another assassin lunged at the king with twin black daggers, but Lorcan caught the creature by the throat and crushed its neck with one hand.

Queen Maeve had once said Lorcan fought less like a king...

And more like an ancient war god.

The remaining shadow figures retreated into darkness.

But before disappearing, one pointed toward Evelyn.

“She carries the key now.”

Then they vanished.

Silence slowly returned to the forest.

Rain hissed against burning trees.

Dead creatures covered the muddy ground.

Lorcan turned toward Evelyn.

She immediately dropped to her knees.

“Please don’t kill me!”

The king stared coldly at the glowing chest.

“You stole from my vault.”

Tears rolled down Evelyn’s face.

“They forced me! They said they’d kill my father!”

Lorcan’s expression hardened.
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