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The Shadow of the Prophecy and the Book of Ash

The Forbidden Discovery

ALYA’S EXISTENCE UNFOLDED within the hushed sanctity of the Grand Archives of Aurona, a life meticulously ordered by the whisper of parchment and the solemn scent of aged ink. Each morning, the same path through sun-drenched, pristine streets, past citizens whose faces bore a uniform serenity, as if worry itself had been banished by royal decree. The air, though clean, carried a faint, almost imperceptible weight, a suffocating sweetness that promised peace but delivered only a pervasive, unsettling calm. She often wondered if true joy possessed such an artificial sheen.

Her fingers, nimble and accustomed to the delicate touch of ancient texts, danced across ledgers detailing the kingdom’s bountiful energy reserves, meticulously maintained records of Aurona’s prosperity. Prince Faris, the esteemed Heir of Light, was credited with this unending abundance, his benevolent gaze depicted on countless tapestries adorning the pristine walls. Alya, however, harbored a secret, a quiet rebellion of the mind against the flawless narrative presented by the kingdom.

Within the labyrinthine corridors of the Archives, where shadows clung stubbornly even to the brightest hours, Alya found solace in the methodical cataloging of forgotten histories. It was a tedious task, yet it offered her a peculiar kind of freedom. She delved into the minutiae, seeking not grand revelations, but the subtle, almost invisible discrepancies that whispered of deeper, unacknowledged truths beneath the polished surface of Auronan society.

Her unassuming demeanor, a perfect camouflage, allowed her to observe without drawing attention, to listen without being heard. She was a ghost in the grand machinery of the Archives, present yet invisible, absorbing every detail of the kingdom’s carefully curated past. The other clerks, jovial and unquestioning, saw only a quiet, diligent colleague, completely unaware of the intricate web of doubt she was silently weaving.

Aurona was a jewel, a beacon of prosperity and stability, constantly reaffirmed by the omnipresent “Prophecy of Dawn.” This ancient text, revered and frequently recited, served as the bedrock of Prince Faris’s authority, legitimizing his every decree. It spoke of a perpetual conflict against the “Ash Shadow,” an amorphous, destructive entity whose existence explained every societal ill and justified every protective measure. Alya had always accepted it, like everyone else.

Yet, a persistent, gnawing unease had begun to sprout in the fertile ground of her meticulously organized mind. The narratives surrounding the Ash Shadow were too perfect, too convenient, always shifting subtly to explain away any minor societal tremor. It felt like a story, impeccably told, yet lacking the gritty, unpredictable texture of genuine history. Her heart fluttered with a nervous energy whenever such thoughts surfaced.

One particularly sweltering afternoon, while undertaking the laborious task of re-cataloging the oldest, least-disturbed sections of the Archives—a sector rarely visited due to its dilapidated state and the oppressive dust motes dancing in stagnant air—Alya stumbled upon an anomaly. Behind a crumbling false wall, concealed by centuries of neglect and forgotten masonry, lay a narrow, dark alcove emitting a peculiar, acrid scent.

A shiver of anticipation, cold and sharp, traced its way down her spine. Her breath hitched, a silent gasp trapped in her throat. This was precisely the kind of forgotten nook that sparked her quiet obsession, a place where official narratives might fray at the edges. The air within the alcove felt heavy, charged with a forgotten history, beckoning her deeper into its forbidden embrace.

Her lantern, usually a steady beacon, flickered nervously as she pushed through the dust-laden cobwebs, revealing a small, iron-bound chest. Its surface was scarred, not by age, but by the furious lick of flames, testament to a desperate act of destruction. A tremor of fear, cold and sharp, coursed through her, but it was overshadowed by a potent, undeniable curiosity.

With trembling fingers, Alya forced open the rusted latch. Inside, nestled amidst a layer of fine, grey ash, lay a collection of charred, brittle fragments. They were not parchment, but a darker, denser material, almost like solidified soot. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the silence of the forgotten alcove. This felt important, dangerous even.

She carefully, almost reverently, lifted one of the larger fragments. The edges crumbled slightly at her touch, scattering a fine dust onto the stone floor. It was a sensation of both profound discovery and an unsettling dread, as if she were disturbing a slumbering, dangerous secret. The weight of the moment pressed down upon her, heavy and suffocating.

Despite the damage, faint script was visible on the fragment’s surface, etched in a language she vaguely recognized as Old Auran, a dialect rarely seen outside the most ancient, ceremonial texts. Her archival training, which had always felt like a comfortable cloak, now transformed into an urgent, vital skill. A sense of purpose, unlike any she had ever known, ignited within her.

Back in the relative safety of her study alcove, bathed in the soft glow of her private lantern, Alya meticulously began the painstaking process of piecing together the fragments. Each piece was a puzzle, charred and broken, a testament to someone’s fierce desire to erase this knowledge from existence. Her methodical nature, usually a source of quiet contentment, now fueled an urgent, almost frenzied determination.

Hours bled into days, the routine of the Archives fading into a hazy backdrop against the sharp focus of her secret work. She neglected her meager meals, her sleep became shallow and restless, haunted by the shadowy outlines of forgotten words. The exhaustion was profound, yet it was a small price to pay for the electrifying thrill of each new discovery.

Her anxieties, usually a low hum beneath the surface of her calm demeanor, intensified. What if she was caught? What were these fragments, truly? The questions swirled in her mind like a storm, threatening to overwhelm her newfound resolve. Yet, the relentless pursuit of truth pushed these fears aside, albeit temporarily.

The script, though difficult to decipher due to its archaic nature and the severe charring, slowly yielded its secrets under Alya’s patient scrutiny. The fragments, she realized with a growing sense of dread, formed sections of a text referred to repeatedly as “The Book of Ash.” The irony was not lost on her; ash had both preserved and almost destroyed it.

Each translated word chipped away at the carefully constructed edifice of Auronan history, revealing the rotting timbers beneath. The Book of Ash spoke of cycles, of a world constantly regenerating, its essence flowing naturally, freely. It described not a benevolent heir, but a balance, a delicate equilibrium that had been violently disrupted.

The “Ash Shadow,” she read with a gasp that echoed in the silent archive, was not an external destructive force, but an internal, vital component of the world’s natural cleansing. It was the planet’s own immune response, a necessary process of renewal, vital for the replenishment of its lifeblood. Her hands trembled as the implications of this truth began to dawn.

The Prophecy of Dawn, the revered cornerstone of Faris’s rule, was slowly revealed as a deliberate fabrication. It was a sophisticated, centuries-old deception, woven with intricate lies to justify the systematic siphoning of the world’s natural energy. The ruling class, not the Ash Shadow, were the true parasites, bleeding the world dry under the guise of protection.

A cold, hard knot of fear tightened in her stomach, a sensation far more profound than any she had experienced before. This wasn’t merely historical inconsistency; this was a colossal, malicious lie, upon which the entire Kingdom of Aurona was built. Prince Faris, the charismatic Heir of Light, was not a savior, but a meticulously crafted illusion, a drainer of the world’s very essence.

The weight of this revelation pressed down upon her, heavy and suffocating. Her quiet, monotonous life had been a meticulously designed cage, and she had just found the bars. The pristine streets, the serene faces, the omnipresent sense of peace—all of it now seemed tainted, a beautiful, poisonous veneer over a terrible, insidious truth.

A wave of nausea washed over her. The very air she breathed in Aurona, once sweet, now tasted of deceit. Every act of reverence towards Prince Faris, every celebration of the Prophecy, was an unwitting contribution to the world’s slow, agonizing demise. Her heart pounded, a frantic drum against the encroaching darkness of this newfound knowledge.

What was she to do with such a dangerous truth? Alya, a mere archival clerk, small and inconsequential in the grand scheme of Auronan power, felt the crushing burden of this secret. It was a secret that could unravel an entire kingdom, ignite chaos, and most certainly, if discovered, lead to her swift and brutal eradication.

Her mind raced, grappling with the immensity of the lie. How many generations had lived and died under this deception? How many innocent lives had been shaped, controlled, and ultimately consumed by this carefully orchestrated charade? The sheer scale









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
OERIHE

PROPHECY

w111t Book or ASiI

= E e

MOUAD BOUHLAL






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/teaser_3454338_image.jpg
THE SONS OF THE

KINGDOM
SALTAM FOG






