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After the great battle against the shadow tyrant,
Lyra Moonshadow stood upon the hill of Silveroak,
gazing at the horizon as dawn painted the sky. With
her emerald eyes reflecting both nostalgia and
hope, she pondered the price of their victory,
feeling the weight of the world upon her slender
shoulders.



Meanwhile, Gorrik Fireforge was busy at his forge,
hammering away at a new set of armor. Each clang of
metal was accompanied by his hearty laughter,; as he
shared stories of their past adventure with a group
of eager younglings, letting the warmth of his spirit

brighten their day.




In the quiet corners of the library at Eldergrow,
Seraphine Ashwind meticulously cataloged the
ancient texts they had recovered. Her violet eyes
flickered with curiosity as she uncovered a
forgotten spell, one that hinted at the mysteries of
their next journey; she felt a surge of excitement
tinged with uncertainty.



Y
Thorn Wildrunner roamed through the Wildwood,
feeling the pulse of nature surrounding him. The
whisper of the trees spoke of change, and he
paused to listen, his rugged face breaking into a

smile as he realized that freedom and adventure

awaited just beyond the familiar trails.



