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    To the dreamers, the seekers, and those brave enough to chase the unknown.

This book is for the adventurers who dare to question what lies beyond the horizon and who understand that the true treasure is not in what we find, but in how we live the journey.

And to those who have stood by me, believed in me, and helped me tell this tale—your support is my true immortality.

With endless gratitude, 
P.W.L.
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Prophecy
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In the heart of the ancient kingdom of Elandor, nestled deep within the towering peaks of the Mount Xaren, there existed a legend so old and so powerful that it had become nothing more than whispers on the lips of the elders, dismissed by the young as mere folklore. The legend spoke of a mystical island hidden beyond the known seas, shrouded in mist and mystery. On this island, it was said, lived the Immortals—beings who had transcended death itself. Mortals who set foot on this fabled land could obtain eternal life, but at a cost known only to those who had dared seek it. Many believed the island to be a myth, a story concocted to instill awe and wonder in the hearts of the people.

But for Lyra, the legend had never been just a story. Raised in the shadow of the great Xaren mountains, she had grown up listening to the tales of the island told by her grandmother, a woman whose eyes still gleamed with the light of distant knowledge, even in her old age. Lyra would sit by the hearth as the flames danced, painting flickering shadows on the stone walls, and listen with rapt attention as her grandmother spoke of ships that had set sail to find the Island of the Immortals and the brave souls who never returned. The fire’s crackle would merge with her soft, wise voice, weaving a world of adventure and danger that captivated the young Lyra’s imagination.

“It’s not just a story, you know,” her grandmother had said one night, her voice low and serious. Lyra had been no older than ten at the time, but the words had sunk into her like a seed into fertile soil. “The island exists, and the prophecy foretells of a time when one would find it again. But beware, child, for the island is not for the faint of heart. Many seek immortality, but few understand its true price.”

Now, years later, Lyra was no longer a child. She had grown into a determined young woman with the spirit of an adventurer. The people of Elandor knew her as a brave soul, always wandering through the forests and mountains, charting territories most would avoid, driven by an insatiable curiosity that seemed almost otherworldly. She had no family left—her grandmother had passed years ago, and her parents had succumbed to a mysterious illness when she was still a baby. Lyra had been raised by the village, but the mountains and the wilds had been her true guardians. She had learned survival, not from books or tutors, but from the land itself.

It was during one of her many treks into the mountains that her life would change forever.

The sun was setting, casting a golden glow over the jagged peaks of Mount Xaren. Lyra was high in the mountains, far from the village, searching for a rare herb that only bloomed at twilight. The crisp mountain air filled her lungs as she scaled a steep incline, her leather boots slipping slightly on the loose rocks. The familiar thrill of exploration surged through her as she climbed higher, her gaze scanning the horizon for any sign of the herb.

As she reached the summit, she paused to catch her breath, her eyes drifting over the expansive view of the valley below. From this height, the world looked peaceful, the village a tiny speck in the distance, the river a silver ribbon winding through the landscape. But Lyra’s attention was soon drawn to something unusual—a dark opening in the side of the mountain, half-hidden by overgrown vines and rocks. It wasn’t marked on any map she had ever seen, and that piqued her curiosity.

With her heart pounding in her chest, Lyra approached the entrance cautiously. It appeared to be an ancient cave, its stone walls worn smooth by time. There were markings on the entrance, strange symbols etched into the rock that she didn’t recognize. They seemed old, far older than the village itself, and they sent a shiver down her spine.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped inside.

The cave was dark, the air cool and damp. Lyra pulled a torch from her pack and lit it, the flame flickering to life and casting a warm glow on the stone walls. As she moved deeper into the cave, the passage widened, revealing a large chamber. In the center of the room stood a stone pedestal, and on it lay a weathered scroll, its edges frayed with age.

Lyra’s heart raced as she approached the pedestal. The scroll looked ancient, its surface covered in the same strange symbols she had seen outside. She reached out hesitantly, her fingers brushing the rough parchment. As soon as she touched it, a low rumble echoed through the cave, and the symbols on the scroll began to glow faintly.

Startled, she pulled her hand back, but the glowing didn’t stop. The symbols seemed to pulse with energy, and as Lyra watched in awe, they began to shift and change, rearranging themselves into a language she could understand. It was then that she realized what she was looking at—it was the prophecy her grandmother had spoken of, the prophecy of the Island of the Immortals.

With trembling hands, Lyra unrolled the scroll. The writing was clear now, the ancient script transformed into words she could read.

_"When the stars align and the sea grows calm, the path to the Island of the Immortals will reveal itself. Only one with a heart pure of purpose shall find the way. Beware, for the journey is fraught with peril, and the cost of immortality is not one to be taken lightly."_

Lyra’s breath caught in her throat. This was it—the prophecy, the key to finding the island. She had always believed in its existence, but to see it written before her, to know that the path could be found, filled her with both excitement and dread.

As she continued to read, the prophecy detailed the steps needed to reach the island. It spoke of a map, hidden within the kingdom, that would guide the way. The map was said to be concealed in a place where the sun never sets, a riddle that intrigued Lyra. But it was the final line of the prophecy that chilled her the most.

_"To gain eternal life is to forsake what once was. To leave the island is to leave behind the gift."_

Lyra stood in silence, the weight of the words pressing down on her. The legend of the island had always fascinated her, but now that she was faced with the reality of its existence, she found herself questioning whether the quest was one worth pursuing. What was the true cost of immortality? And was it a price she was willing to pay?

Lyra returned to the village under the cover of night, her mind racing with the discovery she had made. The prophecy was real, and the island was within reach—but she knew she couldn’t do this alone. She needed help, and there was only one person she trusted enough to share this secret with.

Talon.

Talon had been her closest friend for as long as she could remember. They had grown up together, exploring the mountains and forests, always seeking adventure. While Lyra was known for her boundless curiosity, Talon was known for his wisdom and caution. He was the grounding force to her restless spirit, and she knew that if anyone could help her make sense of the prophecy, it was him.

As she reached the edge of the village, she made her way to Talon’s workshop. He was a skilled blacksmith, his hands capable of forging weapons and tools as strong as the mountain itself. The glow of the forge cast long shadows across the stone walls as Lyra approached, the familiar clang of metal on metal echoing through the night.

“Talon!” she called, stepping inside.

Talon looked up from his work, his dark eyes narrowing in concern as he saw the urgency in her expression. He set down his hammer and wiped his hands on a cloth before crossing the room to meet her.

“Lyra, what’s wrong?” he asked, his voice calm but alert.

She hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to begin. How could she explain what she had found, the magnitude of it?

“I found something in the mountains,” she said finally. “Something... incredible.”

Talon raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. “What did you find?”

Lyra took a deep breath and told him everything. She described the cave, the strange symbols, the glowing scroll, and the prophecy that had revealed itself to her. As she spoke, Talon listened intently, his expression growing more serious with each word.

When she finished, there was a long silence.

“The Island of the Immortals,” Talon said softly, almost to himself. “I’ve heard the stories, but I never thought...”

“I know,” Lyra interrupted. “I didn’t think it was real either. But it is. And there’s a map—a map that will lead us to the island. I have to find it, Talon. I have to know the truth.”

Talon stared at her for a moment, his brow furrowed in thought. Finally, he sighed and ran a hand through his dark hair.

“You know what this means, don’t you?” he said. “If the prophecy is real, then so are the dangers. This isn’t just some story, Lyra. People have died searching for that island.”

“I know,” she said quietly. “But I have to try. I’ve spent my whole life searching for something—something more. And now I’ve found it. I can’t walk away from this.”

Talon’s gaze softened, and he placed a hand on her shoulder. “I understand. But if you’re going to do this, you’re not doing it alone. I’ll help you.”

Lyra smiled, relief flooding through her. She had expected Talon to be cautious, maybe even try to talk her out of it, but she should have known better. Talon had always stood by her side, no matter how dangerous the adventure.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice filled with gratitude.

He nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “We’ll find this map. And if the island exists, we’ll find that too.”

The next morning, Lyra and Talon set out on their quest to uncover the hidden map. The prophecy had been vague, but the line “a place where the sun never sets” lingered in Lyra’s mind. She spent hours poring over old texts and consulting the village’s wisest elders, trying to decipher the riddle.

It wasn’t until they spoke with the village’s librarian, an old woman named Halia, that they received their first real clue.

Halia was as ancient as the books she cared for, her frail body bent with age, but her mind was sharp as ever. When Lyra told her about the prophecy, Halia’s eyes had sparkled with interest.

“A place where the sun never sets...” Halia mused, tapping her chin thoughtfully. “There is only one place in Elandor that fits that description.”

“Where?” Lyra asked eagerly.

“The Great Hall of Records,” Halia said, her voice low and mysterious. “It is said that the Hall is bathed in the light of a magical flame that never goes out, a flame that burns as bright as the sun, even in the darkest night.”

Lyra exchanged a glance with Talon, excitement bubbling in her chest.

“The Hall of Records,” Talon said slowly. “Of course. It’s the oldest structure in Elandor. If the map is hidden anywhere, it would be there.”

Lyra nodded in agreement. The Hall of Records was a massive stone building located at the heart of the kingdom. It housed ancient texts and artifacts from centuries past, many of which were said to contain powerful magic. It made sense that the map would be hidden there.

Without wasting any time, Lyra and Talon made their way to the Hall of Records. The towering stone structure loomed over them as they approached, its arched doors and intricate carvings giving it an air of mystery and grandeur.

Inside, the Hall was dimly lit, with rows upon rows of dusty shelves filled with books and scrolls. At the center of the room stood a large brazier, and in it burned a bright, golden flame—the flame that Halia had spoken of. It cast long shadows on the walls, giving the Hall an ethereal glow.

“This is it,” Lyra whispered as she stared at the flame. “This is where the map is hidden.”

Talon nodded, his gaze scanning the room. “The question is, where?”

They spent hours searching the Hall, combing through old texts and examining every inch of the stone walls for hidden compartments or clues. But as the day wore on, they found nothing.

Lyra was beginning to feel frustrated when Talon called her over to one of the shelves near the brazier.

“Look at this,” he said, pointing to a small, unassuming book tucked between two larger volumes.

Lyra pulled the book from the shelf and opened it. Inside, the pages were blank—except for one, where a single sentence was written in the same strange symbols she had seen in the cave.

As she stared at the symbols, they began to shift and change, just as they had with the prophecy, transforming into words she could understand.

_"The map lies where the eternal flame meets the light of the stars."_

Lyra looked up at Talon, her heart racing. “The eternal flame,” she repeated. “It’s the brazier. The map is hidden near the brazier.”

They hurried over to the brazier, examining it closely. At first glance, it appeared to be nothing more than a large metal basin filled with fire. But as Lyra crouched down to inspect the base, she noticed something—a faint outline of a compartment hidden beneath the stone floor.

“This is it,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

Together, she and Talon pried open the hidden compartment. Inside, lying on a bed of silk, was an old, tattered scroll—the map.

Lyra’s hands trembled as she reached for it, unrolling the fragile parchment with care. The map was unlike any she had ever seen. It was not a map of the known world, but of a realm beyond—an unknown sea, with a single island marked in the center. The Island of the Immortals.

“We found it,” Talon breathed.

Lyra stared at the map, her heart pounding in her chest. The prophecy had been true. The island was real, and now she held the key to finding it.

But as she looked at the map, a sense of unease settled over her. The journey ahead would not be easy. The prophecy had
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