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The Legend of Aria: Warrior of the Highland Mist

A Revised and Fully Integrated Manuscript

Prologue: The Warrior Princess of the Silver Glen

Long before the world became as it is today, when the northern mountains were hidden beneath silver mist and ancient magic still walked openly across the earth, there lived a girl named Aria.
She was not born into luxury or softness. Though she carried the blood of kings, she was raised among the Highland clans where strength was measured not by crowns, but by courage.
Aria served beside Queen Elspeth and the King her Father, ruler of the Silver Glen. They were beloved because they built peace where others built walls. Yet peace in the Highlands required guardians willing to stand against darkness when storms rose from the sea.
Aria became that guardian.
She wore no heavy golden crown. Instead, she wore a circlet woven from rowan berries and carried a claymore forged from starlight iron. Her most loyal companions were the wolves of the Silver Moon Pack — Bran the mighty alpha, Lyra the watchful scout, and Skaid the swift hunter.
The wolves slept beside her campfires, crossed frozen rivers at her side, and guarded her through countless storms. Throughout the Highlands, songs were sung of the Warrior Princess and the great silver wolves who walked beside her beneath the stars.
Many winters after the first legends spread across the Glen, Aria faced the greatest trial of her life — a journey that would test not only her courage, but the very meaning of loyalty, sacrifice, and love.
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Chapter One: The Midnight Bloom
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The moon hung low above the Black Cuillin peaks as Aria tightened the strap across her shoulder and looked toward the dark sea.
Beside her, Bran released a low growl.
“I smell it too,” Aria whispered.
The air carried the scent of saltwater, rain, and old magic.
Earlier that evening, Queen Elspeth had collapsed beneath a strange black mist that swept through the Silver Glen. The royal healers could do nothing. Only one cure remained — the Midnight Bloom, a sacred flower that blossomed once every hundred years upon the Isle of Whispers.
“If the flower is not returned before dawn,” the healer warned, “the Queen will never wake again.”
Aria wasted no time.
Together, she and the wolves journeyed toward the Strait of Kelpies where violent waters churned beneath the moonlight. As they approached the shoreline, shapes rose from the waves — ghostly horses formed from sea foam and rage.
The Kelpies.
Skaid darted across the rocks, distracting the creatures with impossible speed while Lyra discovered the hidden crossing stones buried beneath the tide.
“Together!” Aria shouted.
The wolves leapt beside her as the storm exploded overhead.
Halfway across, a towering wave crashed toward them. Bran planted himself against Aria’s legs, anchoring her against the current with his enormous strength.
At last they reached the Isle of Whispers.
Deep within the island stood the Cavern of Echoes where glowing crystals lined the walls like stars frozen in stone. Voices whispered through the darkness, twisting direction and distance until every path sounded the same.
“Trust your hearts,” Aria whispered to the wolves.
The pack guided her through the maze until they reached the heart of the cavern where a single white flower glowed atop a black stone altar.
The Midnight Bloom.
But before Aria could touch it, a towering shadow rose from the floor.
The Ancient Weaver.
“To heal the Queen,” the spirit thundered, “a sacrifice must remain behind.”
Aria stepped forward without hesitation.
But Bran moved first.
The great wolf stood between Aria and the spirit, his silver fur blazing like moonlight. The Ancient Weaver looked deep into the bond between wolf and princess and saw something stronger than fear.
Love.
At last the shadow withdrew.
“Take the flower,” the Weaver hissed. “But know this, Warrior Princess — the journey home will test your soul more than the journey here.”
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