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Prologue: The Last of the Elven Sorcerers



The wind howled through the ancient forest, its fingers twisting through the branches of trees as old as the world itself. The great canopy of leaves whispered secrets long forgotten, as though the trees themselves were mourning what had been lost. Beneath the twisted boughs and thick foliage lay an abandoned city—its towers now just skeletons of stone, its streets overgrown with wild ivy and thorns. Once, this city had been a place of power, a shining beacon of hope, but now it was a mere shadow of its former self.

The Elven City, the heart of the elven people, had been the birthplace of magic. The Elven Sorcerers, ancient and wise, had once ruled the world’s magical forces with grace and purpose, bringing prosperity and peace to the land. Magic was a gift to them, an inheritance from the gods themselves. But that was before the great war, before the magic was driven underground, before the dwarves and men had united to bring down the elves who wielded it.

Now, magic was an old tale, a myth told in hushed voices. The very idea of it was forbidden, its practice punishable by death. Magic had become the enemy of peace, a force too wild, too uncontrollable, and too dangerous. The elves who had once called upon it were hunted like beasts, their powers feared and reviled by those who had no understanding of it. The last of the Elven Sorcerers had been eradicated, and with them, the knowledge of their craft was buried. All that remained was the rusted remnants of their ancient society.

But there was one who survived.

Sven.

Born with the gift of magic, Sven had been raised in a world where his powers were both a blessing and a curse. His birth had been foretold long before he drew his first breath. In the hidden libraries of the elves, ancient scrolls whispered his name. The prophecies spoke of a child who would be born to restore balance to the world—someone who would wield the magic that had once been the lifeblood of the elves.

Yet Sven’s life had been anything but a blessing. From the moment he was born, the magic within him had been a threat to those around him. His powers had awakened early, sparking fear in the hearts of his kin. They saw him not as a savior, but as a danger. Magic had become an infection, something to be rooted out and destroyed. His parents, desperate to keep him safe, had hidden him away, away from prying eyes and the world that would want to use him for their own gain.

As Sven grew, so did his magic. It pulsed within him, a constant, unyielding presence that he could neither deny nor fully control. He learned to suppress it, to hide it beneath layers of restraint and silence. But no matter how much he tried to bury it, the magic always found its way to the surface. It was as much a part of him as his heartbeat, his breath, and his soul. And the world was beginning to notice.

The dwarves of Menninbrook were the first to catch wind of him. They had long ago outlawed magic, deeming it too dangerous for the stability of their kingdom. When they learned of Sven’s existence, they had no choice but to act. He was a threat to their world, a reminder of a past they had worked so hard to forget.

They came for him when he was still a boy, abducting him in the night. They imprisoned him in the depths of their fortress, where the cold stone walls and oppressive silence could stifle his every breath. But even there, in the dungeons of Menninbrook, the magic within him would not be silenced.



The Night of the Escape

The air in the dungeon was thick with the smell of damp stone and rot. Sven’s hands ached from the chains that bound him to the wall, his body sore from the countless hours of confinement. His eyes were bloodshot, his once-pristine elven features now marked by exhaustion. He had long since stopped wondering why he was here, or why the dwarves hated him so. It was simply his fate to be locked away. To be forgotten.

But Sven had learned one thing in the months of his imprisonment: he could not remain forgotten. Not while the magic in his veins still surged, wild and unyielding.

He had spent years learning to hide his powers, years suppressing his gifts. But now, with the walls of his cell closing in, the magic began to stir. It pulsed inside him, a steady hum that reverberated through his every fiber. It was no longer something he could ignore.

Sven closed his eyes, feeling the familiar warmth of the magic flowing through him. It was like a breath in his lungs, a song in his heart, a fire in his soul. He felt its presence like an old friend, one he had kept at arm’s length for so long. But now, in the depths of this dungeon, there was no reason to hide. Not anymore.

Slowly, he reached out with his senses, feeling the air around him, the stone beneath his feet, the cool iron of the shackles that bound him. He could feel the weight of the chains, the rusted links pressing into his wrists, but he could also feel the pulse of the world itself—the energy beneath the surface, the currents that flowed through the earth and the sky.

And, with that pulse, Sven’s magic began to respond.



A Flash of Light

There was no grand explosion, no loud roar of power. There was only a brief moment of clarity. And then, the shackles fell away.

Sven stood, free for the first time in what felt like an eternity. His mind was clear, his magic flowing freely for the first time in years. The cold stone floor beneath him hummed with energy, as though the very earth was welcoming him back. He didn’t know how long he had been trapped, how long he had fought against the chains that held him in place, but it didn’t matter. He was free.

And then, a sound broke through the silence—a footfall in the hall. Sven’s heart lurched. The dwarves would be coming soon. They would be searching for him.

His eyes darted to the small barred window of his cell. He could see the faint glow of torchlight in the distance. They were close.

Sven’s pulse quickened. The magic inside him surged, rising like a tidal wave, and he knew, with absolute certainty, that his time had come. The world had forgotten magic, but he could never forget it. And soon, neither would anyone else.
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Chapter 1: The Dungeon’s Prison
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The cold of the stone walls seeped into Sven’s bones, sending a shiver that he couldn’t ignore. The dampness in the air seemed to cling to him, soaking into his cloak, making every inch of his skin feel clammy. His hands were bound, his wrists raw from the unyielding chains that shackled him to the wall. The flickering torchlight from down the hall cast long, cruel shadows across the cell, dancing like mocking specters.

Sven's eyes were closed, but it didn’t matter. He could see the dark corners of his prison in his mind's eye. The high stone ceiling, the uneven floor covered in straw that smelled of mildew, the barred window so small that no light could penetrate through it except for the faintest slivers. The echo of distant footsteps echoed through the corridor outside. Guards. More likely than not, they were circling, waiting for any reason to enter.

And they would find a reason. They always did.

The Dwarves of Menninbrook had imprisoned him for reasons he didn’t fully understand. His existence alone was enough to stir up suspicion. His blood, his name, and worst of all, his magic. Magic was forbidden in this world—shunned and eradicated from nearly every race but one. The elves.

And here he was. A prisoner, bound to the same fate as those ancient elves who had been wiped out by the dwarves' crusade against magic. No one cared who he was, only what he represented—a living relic of a world long gone.

His fingers twitched at his side, and he could feel the gentle pulse of magic beneath his skin, hiding beneath layers of control and restraint. He had long since learned to suppress it, to keep it locked away, but it was always there. A constant companion, a reminder of what he was—and what he could become. If only the world would let him live in peace.



The Voices from the Hall

Footsteps grew louder outside, their rhythmic pounding echoing through the stone walls, stopping just outside his cell. Sven straightened his posture, his heart rate quickening despite himself. He knew who it was—Lieutenant Aric, the head of the Dwarven guards. Aric had been the one to interrogate him upon arrival, his beady eyes filled with hatred and suspicion. Not just for Sven, but for everything he represented. Elven magic. A threat.

Sven could almost hear the clinking of Aric's armor as the lieutenant walked past his cell, his boots dragging against the stone floor. The man paused.

"You still breathing, elf?" Aric called, his voice low and mocking, though Sven couldn’t tell whether he meant it as a taunt or an actual inquiry.

Sven remained silent, not wanting to give Aric the satisfaction of an answer. The truth was, he was still breathing—just barely. The days here were long and unkind, each one blending into the other, with only fleeting moments of human interaction to break the monotony. Sven’s sense of time had started to warp. Had it been a week since his capture? A month? Longer? It didn’t matter. All he had were these walls.

Aric’s shadow stretched across the cell as he leaned closer to the bars. “What do you think they’ll do to you once they find out you’re one of them?” he asked in a low, dangerous whisper.

Sven’s jaw clenched, but he still didn’t respond. There was no use. Aric had been questioning him endlessly about his magic, his lineage, trying to wring some confession from him about who else might still be practicing it. But Sven wouldn’t—couldn’t—reveal anything. His magic was his own. It had to remain hidden. It was the only thing keeping him alive.

The footsteps faded, and Sven allowed himself to exhale in relief. But just as quickly, the weight of his reality came rushing back. He was alone. Trapped. And no one was coming to save him.



Mirose and the Others

Sven was about to close his eyes again when he heard a soft sound—faint but unmistakable. A rustling, a quiet tapping of feet against the stone floor. It wasn’t a guard. He knew that much.

A voice came next, quiet and hesitant, but full of warmth. "Sven?"

He didn’t have to open his eyes to know who it was. Mirose, the halfling healer, had been locked up with him from the beginning. She was a tiny thing—no taller than his waist, with wild, curly hair and a perpetually worried expression on her round face. She had a gentle spirit, though, and in the grim darkness of the dungeon, her company was the only thing keeping Sven grounded. Her soft-spoken words always seemed to bring a flicker of light to the otherwise oppressive gloom.

"I'm here," he answered, his voice barely more than a whisper.

Mirose crouched down beside him, her small form silhouetted against the faint light from the corridor. Despite the grim surroundings, her presence always managed to soften the edges of Sven's despair. She smiled faintly, her bright eyes glinting with a hint of mischief.

"Did you hear that? Aric’s gone, right?" she asked, trying to sound casual. "I think the guards are taking a break. Now’s our chance."

Sven’s heart skipped a beat. Could this be the moment they’d been waiting for? Mirose had been trying to find a way out for weeks, quietly using her healer’s tools to work around their chains, but each time they thought they were ready, the guards would tighten their grip.

"Are you sure?" Sven asked, keeping his voice low.

She gave him a small wink. "As sure as I can be. You know me. I’ve been listening."

With that, Sven felt a sudden, electric rush—a spark of hope. The dungeon felt different now, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath. Could this be it? Could this be their escape?



The Plan Unfolds

Mirose’s hands worked quickly in the dark, her deft fingers sliding into her satchel to retrieve her tools. She had found a way to work her lockpicks into the chains they were bound with, a method only a skilled healer—or a thief—could master. Sven watched her for a moment, before glancing around at the shadows of the cell. He could sense the guards still out there, but the dim light of their torches was flickering at the far end of the corridor. This could work.

His eyes flicked to the small window above them—barely big enough for a rat to squeeze through, but it was something. A symbol of freedom.

"Just a little more," Mirose muttered, almost to herself. "Got it!"

With a quiet click, Sven felt the chains loosen around his wrists. His arms ached with the sudden relief, but there was no time to savor it. They had to move fast. Mirose gave him a look, and in that moment, Sven knew they had reached the tipping point. No more waiting. No more doubts.

“Let’s go,” he whispered.

Mirose grinned. “You’re not so bad for an elf.”

They exchanged a fleeting look before slipping into the shadows. The plan was simple—get out, get through the corridors, and escape before anyone realized they were gone. It wasn’t much, but it was a start.



The Great Escape

As the two moved quietly through the corridors, Sven's heart thudded in his chest. They passed silent guards, their figures obscured by the flickering torchlight. Sven had learned long ago how to move like a shadow, blending in with the darkness.

But even with all his training, there was no denying it—this would be close.

The dungeon was a labyrinth, a twisting maze of tunnels and cells, but Mirose seemed to know it like the back of her hand. She moved with purpose, leading him through passage after passage, her eyes ever watchful. Sven couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder at her tenacity.

They had nearly reached the exit when a sudden clanging sound broke through the silence. It wasn’t loud, but it was enough.

The guards were coming. They had been discovered.

“Run!” Mirose hissed.

Sven didn’t need any further urging. The adrenaline hit him like a wave, his legs propelling him forward as they ran through the corridors, weaving through shadows, hoping the guards hadn’t caught up.

But they weren’t far behind.
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Chapter 2: Into the Abyss
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The echo of their footsteps rang through the cold stone corridors, blending with the distant clatter of armor and the hurried voices of the guards. The sound of pursuit was unmistakable, growing louder with every passing second. Sven’s heart hammered in his chest, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. They had only moments—minutes, at best—before they would be surrounded.

Mirose moved ahead with swift, graceful movements, her small form darting between shadows, never once faltering in her path. Despite the urgency of their situation, she maintained an air of calm, a quiet confidence in every step. Her small bag of healing supplies swung at her side as they pressed forward, barely making a sound as it jostled against her hip.

Sven had always been impressed by her resourcefulness and quick thinking. The halfling’s spirit was infectious, and her presence, though diminutive in stature, held a strength that defied her size. He could feel that strength now, pushing them forward, urging him to keep moving, to not look back.

"Keep moving, Sven. We can’t stop now," Mirose whispered urgently, her eyes flickering over her shoulder to make sure he was still close. "We’ve almost reached the outside."

He nodded, though he didn’t trust his voice. He wasn’t sure if it was the magic stirring in his chest or the fear of being caught, but his thoughts were a storm of disjointed fragments. He glanced at the small barred window ahead, the only
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