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​Book Description

Aragaan’s Hidden Myth is the second legendary Fantasy novel in The Eyes of Goliath series written by British author A.U.RAI which follows the first novel, The Fall of Erinworld. This installment follows Luana, the Princess of Erinworld, from her imprisonment in the cellar of Armistan Castle to the events leading up to the battle of Blackthorn. Luana finds herself in a deep despair after the loss of her parents and Erik in the attack on Erinworld. During this time, she befriends two unusual women—one is a bond of necessity, and the other a soulmate. Once she escapes from captivity with a handful of others, they venture through the kingdoms in search of safety and news of her loved ones. Over time, her destiny is revealed—she must find the Eyes of Goliath to turn the tide of the war. She also receives a gift, the Dragon Necklace, from the witch, Esmeralde. Their adventures reveal many mysteries hidden in the depths of the oceans and at the summit of Mount Khailesh, as Luana and her friends encounter a blue spirit, an ancient dragon, and face harsh battles against the creatures of the Seven Worlds.
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Prologue
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Our glorious Earthworld, vast are its lands. The four coastal kingdoms include Erinworld in the North, Moradal to the East, Livindal to the West, and in the South—the kingdom of Sora, the Dark Kingdom. The three central kingdoms are Khotan in the North, the kingdom of Scaravia in the South, and in the very Center, the kingdom of Edinfor. These vast regions comprise the Seven Worlds.

Amidst these earthly kingdoms lay the four Hidden Realms: Erinworld Forest, the Forest of Angels, Edin Forest, and the Underworld.

***
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War has come to Earthworld as the kingdom of Sora, under the rule of the Dark Lord Zarq, and his equally malevolent mother, Alcina the Witch Queen, have conquered the kingdom of Erinworld. In a swift and brutal assault, they also targeted the magikora (the magic-users) throughout the Seven Worlds, to eliminate the threat of magic rallying against them. With Erinworld fallen, and the magikora all but decimated, truly little organized opposition remains to thwart the Dark Lord’s plans—whatever these may be.

Alongside Earthworld are the Realms, magical locations where many interesting creatures live. Some are noble and heroic, while others, like the vengeful goblin, Malison, desire only to see their enemies suffer and be destroyed.

As the saga of the Seven Worlds continues, Luana the Princess of Erinworld, last saw her friends scattered to the winds in Insignia Forest. And so, we turn back time to the night of her capture and imprisonment in the cellar of Armistan castle and the events leading up to the Battle of Blackthorn to reveal her side of the tale...
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Chapter 1: Luana and Erik
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Luana and Erik laughed and giggled merrily as they followed the King from a distance. As they strolled through the forest, together, they occasionally took to ducking behind a bush when her father stopped in front of a forked path and looked about.

“Our fathers would skin our hides if they caught us now!” said Erik, between giggles.

“Some things are worth it, Erik,” answered Luana.

“Easy for you to say, I’m cavorting with the Princess. My dad would probably skin my hide and make me scrub the armory for a week!”

“And what do you think my father would say to me?”

“Little actually, in truth. He’d probably have old Ceric skin you!” laughed Erik. Luana pushed him sideways, and he fell out of the bush they were hiding in. Springing quickly to his feet again, he bolted back into the bush, next to Luana. Looking at her, he had a huge grin on his face.

“You are such a spoon!” she laughed.

“Spoon?”

“Yes, it’s of no use for the main meals. It’s only good for fun desserts.”

“Aah,” said Erik, uncertain if he had just been complimented or insulted.

“Now hush, father is choosing the same path as he did last week when he managed to elude us.”

Erik and Luana watched as the King chose the path to the left and walked along it. Stepping out of the bushes, they followed swiftly after him, but quietly, not wanting to lose sight of him as they had previously. They trailed him for five minutes before he came to a strange row of trees that resembled a tunnel. Ducking back into a nearby bush, they watched the King as he stood motionless before the odd formation of trees. Luana had never been this deep into Insignia before and had never seen such a strange and yet clearly natural formation. They looked at each other briefly, her wide eyes peering into his unimpressed eyes, and then looked back at King Francis, who still stood before the trees. She glanced again at Erik, finding it peculiar that he seemed unmoved by what he saw. It is a tunnel no doubt, thought Luana to herself. A tree tunnel.

The trees had long thin trunks and they seemed to curve toward each other as they rose. The lines of trees were also identical—their height, their trunks, and the curvature at the top. They all had identical crowns of brown and gold leaves on the many thin branches that split off from their tops. She also noticed that there were no leaves along the ground within the tunnel. The grass in the tunnel was also shorter and, oddly enough, greener than outside. As though everything about the trees was more vivid and luminous, the trunks of these trees seemed to be a richer brown, while the leaves were a deeper brown and gold. And they were moving somehow. A loud sigh from Erik caused her to snap out of her thoughts.

“Well, why just stand in front of that weird group of trees?” Erik asked softly.

“Weird? Is that how you perceive them?” Luana asked.

“Well, it’s weird how they’re all lined up, don’t you think?”

“Do you not see how much more peculiar they are than just weird?”

But the puzzled look on his face meant that he must not have seen it. She was about to take the matter further when Erik lifted his hand to silence her and then pointed his other hand toward her father.

Looking at her father, she saw him starting to move forward, entering the tunnel. As he did so, a bright blue light radiated outward along the tree tunnel and then collapsed inward before dissipating completely. And then the King was gone. It all happened in about two seconds.

Luana ran out of the bushes toward the trees, screaming for her father. Erik was initially stunned and immobilized. He had not seen the blue light as she had. All he had seen was the King walking forward and then just disappearing, as though he blinked away somehow. And then the thought occurred to him that the King was gone, and Luana might be taken as well. Running after her as fast as he could, he caught up with her and pulled her down to the ground. Kicking and fighting, she tried to push him off her, but he pinned her down and lifted his head toward the tunnel that stood thirty feet from them. Though only 10 years old, he understood that whatever this phenomenon was, it would be triggered by entering the tunnel. He remained atop Luana, holding her down. Looking away from the tunnel, he looked into her eyes. She stared furiously back at him—he saw true hatred for him in her beautiful brown eyes. But he held her gaze and eventually her eyes softened.

“Please get off of me, Erik,” she said. Nodding, he lifted himself off and held his hand out to her. Looking at his hand, she turned her head away and rolled onto her knees to sit up, unassisted.

“I am sorry, Princess. I did what I thought was best. We have no idea what became of your father. And it might have happened to you as well,” explained Erik.

“My father, King Francis, might be dead or dying right this moment because of our inaction,” she scolded him firmly.

“I think not, Princess. I think he knew what would happen. He stood before the tunnel and then proceeded. He seemed unafraid.”

Together, they approached the tree tunnel, not holding hands this time.

“Fine then. What do you think this... this tree tunnel is?” asked Luana.

“Tree tunnel? Yes, that does seem to fit, he said, straightening his back. He looked at it carefully. “I do not know. If it is a tunnel, then mayhap it took the King along for a journey.”

“A journey? A journey where?”

“I suppose the only way to know would be to go in ourselves and see where it takes us.”

“Then why did you stop me when I wanted to do it?”

“I panicked. And worried I would lose you,” replied Erik, blushing furiously and finding something fascinating about the tip of his boot. He could feel her staring but was unsure whether in kindness or fury. A small hand crept into his and squeezed. Looking up, he was greeted by warm brown eyes.

“Ye, spoon!” said Luana

“I suppose that makes you a fork!” Erik said. “Once I thought it through, the King knew what would happen and went anyway. And it explains how he disappeared before.”

“Yes!” Luana shouted excitedly. “That is true!”

“And he came back to us before, so I figured it should be safe for us... to follow,” he said.

She smiled again at him, and then just as quickly, her smile disappeared. She looked from him to the tunnel. “Art thou ready, Erik?” she asked, holding his hand, and squeezing it.

“You are speaking high again.”

“Aye, indeed. Sorry.” She sighed and summoned all her courage. “Ready?” she asked again, without looking away from the tunnel.

“Yes,” said Erik, and stepped forward. Seeing him stepping into the tunnel, Luana did likewise—and both disappeared from Insignia in the hue of a bright blue flash of light.
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A bright light flashed in Luana’s eyes waking her but blinding her at the same time. The effect was like looking directly at the sun and being overwhelmed by its brightness. In a truly bizarre moment, she could have sworn she had seen the sun in the cellar, shining down brightly upon her—and weirder still, she could have sworn she had seen two suns and heard Erik’s voice at the same time. He was saying something about a passage.

“Days and dogs be damned, what is this? Where am I?” she asked, utterly bewildered.

“I apologize for the intrusion. You are still in the castle cellar, imprisoned with the rest of us, and you need to awaken. You cannot afford to let yourself be compromised,” whispered a panicked voice.

“The castle cellar? I don’t... what...?” she muttered in confusion, her mind still reeling from what she thought had been a dream from her childhood, which had then changed into some sort of present-day vision about Erik— “Erik!” she shouted aloud, remembering the events of the night before. A hand immediately clapped over her mouth, stifling her shout.

“Days and dogs to you! Do not draw attention to yourself,” cautioned the owner of the hand that was still painfully crushing her lips. “Already you were thrashing as you slept. Remember what the witch told you!” she chastised.

Luana pulled the hands away and looked into the face of a young woman. She looked to be in her early twenties. She was attractive with pale skin and long black hair. Unlike Luana, who was dressed in black pants and a white long-sleeve shirt, this woman wore a blue dress with long white sleeves. Luana remembered taking her vest off and draping the black cloak she had over her. Both looked dirty, as everyone else did in the cellar. The cellar was filled with mostly females—older women, and young children. Luana, this stranger, and the blonde Amazon who kept staring at her were the only three odd ones out.

“Who are you?” asked Luana.

“I am Loren. The witch had likewise fallen asleep. Much has happened, I suspect, to weary you two last night,” said Loren, pointing to another corner where Esmeralde lay, fast asleep.

“Why do you speak to me as if you know me, Loren?”

“Because I do,” she said. Leaning in closer, she whispered in Luana’s ear, “Princess.”

Luana recoiled from her, but Loren placed a hand on her shoulder and pulled her close again, “Never fear, Princess. I loved your father and mother and serve them. I will keep you safe and secret. When the witch sleeps, I will keep guard.”

“Why do you say ‘loved’? What do you mean exactly?”

“I thought you knew...,” said Loren. “The King and Queen have been captured.” Luana was about to scream but Loren clapped a hand over her mouth and pulled her close, hugging her fiercely, as Luana thrashed and cried.

“There, there child. Your dear mother and father are in a better place,” said Loren, trying to provide a suitable cover story for Luana’s outburst.

And in the cellar of Armistan castle, Luana wept for her dear mother and father, and for her dear Erik, who had gotten close enough to the cellar last night for her to have heard him pleading with her to stay alive, and that he would find her. She knew not what had become of him, and how he could have escaped the guards, but in her heart, she knew he was still alive. Alive, but oh so extremely far away.

As her mind drifted toward Erik Johalson, a fluttering at one of the tiny, barred windows caught her eye. She briefly saw a pair of blue wings before they disappeared.
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Chapter 2: Conferences and Choices

[image: ]


“Goodness me,” said Esmeralde later that morning. “I've gone and slept the morning away. Are you all right still, young lady?” she asked Luana, coming to sit beside her.

“I am, yes. I met another who is on our side. Loren, of Mazori. She is here somewhere. This cursed cellar is just so big, with too many of us and too poorly lit to distinguish your hand from your foot!” lamented Luana.

The two ladies sat together, one a princess at the start of her womanhood, tall and fair, with long curly brown hair that hung loose now—it had been plaited before she was taken captive—the other, a witch nearing the end of her womanhood, also tall with but long gray hair, dressed in a long cassock.

Esmeralde stretched her neck and cracked it loudly.

“By the Elder Wise, how are you still alive after that?” asked Luana.

“At my age, Lady, it is more bark than bite,” laughed Esmeralde, noting that Luana seemed more somber. “Who is this Loren of Mazori? We need to be careful in drawing attention to ourselves.”

“Yes, she said the same. She has gone to sleep for a little while. She said she would come back to me when she wakes,” answered the Princess, sadly. Esmeralde noted that Luana kept glancing at the little window to her left.

“What is it, Luana? Why do you appear so downcast?”

“Loren of Mazori had word that my parents have been captured.” Luana faced Esmeralde, her eyes demanding answers.

Esmeralde looked about the cellar. “Where is this woman? And where did she come by such knowledge? I have heard no such thing. What is more, I feel with certainty that your parents are still at large,” Esmeralde lifted her hand and stretched out her fingers, closing her eyes. She remained like this for almost fifteen seconds. Finally, she opened her eyes. “Nay, Luana, they are not captured. I am certain. How did Loren come by this knowledge?”

“She says that she overheard the men talking who had... captured her.”

“Truthfully? And they just confided such details to their prisoner?”

“She says they were...” she paused, uncomfortable to continue, “... using her, and then spoke of it whilst they... took turns... torturing her.” Esmeralde stared at her for a few moments.

“I see. Well, point out this Loren when you see her next. I’d care for a word with her, I would.”

Luana looked at the window, and upon the ledge, she saw a most peculiar, winged creature. It looked like a butterfly, with its four wings, but larger, and shockingly blue. Luana had never seen a blue butterfly before. It was the size of a pigeon.

“Esmeralde,” she said excitedly, “What manner of creature is that?” she asked, pointing.

Esmeralde looked to the window again and saw the creature fly away. She sighed, nervous to look back at Luana, and hoped that Luana did not notice this.

“I’m not sure,” she lied. “I did not get such a good look. Perhaps, it might reappear another time, and then I might better be able to see the creature.”

That night, Luana and Esmeralde were in line for their supper rations, when Loren appeared behind Esmeralde.

“Good eve, dear friends,” she said to the two women. “I hope you are both well?”

“Loren of Mazori, I imagine?” asked Esmeralde.

“Yes, Witch lady, I am her.”

“Loren, are you certain my parents have been taken? Esmeralde feels they are free and safe still,” explained Luana.

“I only know what was discussed in my presence,” she bowed to them both.

“Perhaps you misunderstood then?” asked Luana, excited and hopeful. “Maybe it was another King and Queen?” She was brimming with enthusiasm.

“Could that be the case?” asked Esmeralde, placing a hand on her shoulder. Loren looked at the hand upon her and then lifted her gaze to meet Esmeralde’s.

“Anything is possible,” she agreed. “I only reported what I heard. I was somewhat occupied at the time, as well.” She emphasized the word ‘occupied.’

“They’re alive then!” said Luana to Esmeralde. “Alive!”

“As I did say,” replied Esmeralde.

“Be very careful with your emotions and displays, Princess,” whispered Loren, leaning in close between Luana and Esmeralde. “That one has been staring at you the whole time.” She nodded toward the opposite end of the cellar.

The blonde Amazon woman who had accosted her the day before sat quietly staring at her. Her long locks hung freely
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