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​Prologue
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Dreams should never have been doors.

That was the first thing Alex thought when he woke up with a metallic taste in his mouth and the echo of distant bells ringing in the darkness. They weren't alarms. They weren't human voices. They were deep, ancient bells, laden with an immeasurable weight, as if they had rung since before the birth of the world and were destined to ring even after its end.

At first he thought he was dreaming.

Dreaming had always been her refuge. When reality became too noisy,Too gray, too alien, Alex escaped into stories where everything made sense. Video games, novels, fantasy worlds where heroes mattered and destiny wasn't just an empty word used to justify failures. In dreams, there were rules. There was purpose.

Reality, however, had never been so kind.Alex had fallen asleep in class. Again.

The memory returned slowly, fragmented, like a blurry image trying to load on a damaged screen. The fluorescent lights in the classroom. The buzzing.The constant hum of the air conditioning. The professor's voice explaining equations he didn't understand and, honestly, didn't care about. His notebook open in front of him, filled not with notes, but with drawings: impossible castles, swords, creatures born of his imagination.

He remembered resting his head on his arms.Just a moment.

Just enough to rest.

Now, as her mind finished waking up, she realized that something didn't add up.The ground was cold.

Not the neat, artificial cold of the classroom tiles, but a harsh, natural cold that seeped through the fabric of her school uniform and bit into her skin. The stone beneath her

The body was uneven, cracked, and damp. The air smelled of smoke, of recent rain, and somewhat...

more... something metallic.

Blood.

Alex opened his eyes suddenly.

Above him stretched a sky unlike any he had ever seen. It was neither blue nor black, but a deep indigo, streaked with silver clouds that drifted as if of their own accord. Dominating everything, a colossal moon hung low on the horizon, so enormous it seemed impossible. Its surface was covered with shimmering symbols that pulsed with a slow, steady rhythm, like the beating of a heart.

The air escaped from his lungs in a trembling gasp.

"This isn't real..." he murmured.

The phrase came out purely on instinct. It was a defense mechanism. A fragile barrier her mind erected to ward off panic. She had read enough novels, played enough gamesgames, to recognize that beginning.

Strange sky. Unknown place.

Sensations too vivid. A dream.

It had to be.

He sat up slowly, propping himself up on his elbows. His body felt heavier than usual, as if gravity had decided to torment him. When he looked down at his hands, he froze.

They were trembling.

It wasn't the blurry sensation of a dreamlike body. It was real. Uncontrollable. He could feel the cold air on his skin, the dampness of the stone, the sting of a small cut on his palm.

Pain.

Dreams didn't hurt like that.

He swallowed hard and, with effort, managed to stand up. His legs felt weak, butHe managed to stay upright. The world didn't vanish. He didn't wake up.

He was still there.

He looked around.

He stood in the ruins of a colossal structure. Broken columns rose like gigantic bones emerging from the earth. Decapitated statues lay scattered on the ground, their faces erased by time or violence. This place had once been magnificent.

And he had fallen.

Beyond the ruins, in the distance, a city was burning.

Tongues of orange and crimson fire rose into the night sky. Columns ofSmoke writhed like black snakes. The wind carried distant sounds: shouts, the clanging of metal, muffled cries.

Humans.

Alex's chest tightened.This can't be a dream.

The bells rang again. This time they were closer.

The vibration traveled through the ground beneath his feet and an invisible pressure settled upon his heavy, ancient mind, as if something immense had just fixed its attention upon him.

Then he heard a voice. It wasn't coming from the air.

It resonated directly in his head.

You have arrived.

Alex took a step back, his heart racing.

"Who... who are you?" she asked, though her voice was barely a whisper. The presence did not respond immediately.

The moon symbols shone brighter, bathing the ruins in a silvery light. That's when Alex saw her.

In the center of the place, among the rubble, there was a crystal.

It was the size of his fist and emitted an intense blue light. Energy coursed through it like lightning trapped in ice. The space around it seemed distorted.as if reality itself bent in his presence.

Something inside Alex reacted.

She wanted to get away. Every fiber of her being screamed at her to flee.But his feet moved forward.

With each step, the pressure in his chest increased, a mixture of fear and fascination. He knelt before the glass and saw his distorted reflection in the gleaming surface. He looked paler. More tired.

"I'm not the person you're looking for," he said, his voice trembling. "I'm not a hero." The glass replied.

An explosion of light enveloped him.Alex screamed.

Visions flooded his mind: kingdoms rising and falling, shattered crowns, blood-stained swords. He saw a silver-haired woman atop an ice tower, her eyes filled with pain and determination. He saw a young prince kneeling before a shadow-shrouded throne, holding a sword that seemed to weigh more than his own life.

He saw armies clashing under a red sky.And he understood.

This world was built on dreams. Dreams of forgotten gods.

Dreams of desperate kings.

Dreams that had become power.

And power that had ended up corrupting everything.

The light disappeared.

Alex fell to his knees, panting, the glass firmly held in his hands.It was warm. Comforting. As if he recognized him.

Then he heard footsteps. He looked up.

From among the broken columns emerged a woman shrouded in a dark cloak. Her hairSilver gleamed in the moonlight, and she held a staff topped with a violet gem. Her eyes fixed on him with a mixture of caution and determination.

"Stay away from the glass," he ordered.

Alex slowly raised a hand.

"I don't know what this is," he said. "I just... woke up here."

She watched him intently. Her gaze lingered on his clothes, his manner of speaking, onthe glass.

Something changed in his expression.

"You don't belong in this world," he stated. It wasn't a question.

A second man emerged from the shadows. Young, with blond hair, he wore armor marked with the symbol of a fallen crown. A sword rested at his side.

—Lyra —he said—. The bells have rung.

"I know," she replied without taking her eyes off Alex. "And he's the reason."They both looked at him.

And at that moment, under an unfamiliar sky and with an impossible crystal in his hands, AlexHe understood a terrifying truth.

I had not fallen asleep.

He had entered a world he didn't intend to leave.

And their destiny... had just begun.


​Chapter 1 – Official Arrival in the World

Alex woke up with the feeling that something was wrong even before he opened his eyes.

It wasn't pain. Nor was it fear. It was an unsettling certainty, like when you know you've forgotten something important but can't quite recall what. The air I breathed had no scent.recognizable, and the silence was not natural: it was not an absence of sound, but a deliberate pause, as if the world were holding its breath.

He opened his eyes.

The sky was not the sky.

It was a deep expanse, dark and luminous at the same time, crisscrossed by fragments of light suspended like shards of a broken mirror. They didn't move. They didn't fall. They were simply there, floating, as if time had no permission to touch them.

Alex tried to sit up and felt the ground beneath his hands.Cold stone. Real.

—...What...? —her voice sounded strange, as if the air was taking a while to accept it.

He sat down. He was in the middle of a vast circular esplanade, covered with symbols carved directly into the rock. Some glowed with a faint light; others seemed dull, eroded by more than just the passage of time.

He didn't recognize anything.

There were no modern buildings. There were no streets. There were no city noises or artificial lights. Only broken ancient pillars, faceless statues, and a towering central structure, like a destroyed altar or throne.

Alex placed his hand on his chest.

His heart was beating. Fast, but normal.

"I'm not dead..." he murmured.

The most recent memory was clear: his room, the cell phone screen illuminating theShe looked down at the ceiling, feeling the accumulated fatigue after another day just like all the others. She closed her eyes for just a moment.

And now this.

"This is not a dream," he said, surprised at how convinced he sounded.

Dreams didn't have that density. They didn't hurt like that in the joints. They weren't truly cold.

Then he saw it.

In front of him, embedded in the center of the circle of symbols, was an object he hadn't noticed upon waking: a crystal the size of a human heart, suspendedbarely a few centimeters above the rock, slowly turning on itself.

It emitted a pale blue light. Not bright. Not aggressive. Alive.

Alex carefully got up and took a step towards him.The air vibrated.

It wasn't a sound, but a direct pressure on his chest. Every instinct screamed at him to stop, but something stronger—a curiosity he hadn't felt since childhood—compelled him to continue.

"Just... a little more," he whispered.

When he stretched out his hand and his fingers touched the glass, the world reacted.

The light suddenly expanded, traversing the symbols on the ground like veins igniting. The fragmented sky shone with greater intensity. And a wave of images swept through it without asking permission.

Cities rising and falling. Voices praying in forgotten languages. An empty throne.

A broken promise.Alex screamed.

He fell to his knees, clutching the glass reflexively, as if letting go would be worse than the pain. The pressure vanished as quickly as it had arrived, leaving him gasping for breath.sweating cold.

The glass went out... and then gently sank into his chest.

Alex froze.

"No, no, no..." he stammered, feeling himself. "This isn't funny."

There was no wound. There was no blood. Only a deep, warm sensation, like aember lodged under the sternum.

Silence returned.

But he was no longer alone.

A metallic sound echoed in the distance.

Alex looked up just in time to see three figures approaching from one ofThe ruined passageways surrounding the esplanade. They weren't shadows. They were people.

"Stop!" a female voice shouted. "Don't take another step!" Alex immediately raised his hands.

—Hey! Calm down! I don't know what I'm doing here either.The figures approached cautiously.

The first was a woman with dark hair tied in a braid, dressed in clotheswhich resembled a mixture of robe and light armor. His eyes shone with an unnatural intensity. In one hand he held a staff covered in runes.

Beside him walked a tall, strongly built young man, with a sheathed sword in hisHer back. Her posture was tense, like a spring about to snap.

The third figure was smaller, wrapped in layers, with its face partially hidden.

"Lyra," the young man said without taking his eyes off Alex. "He was touching the Core."The woman —Lyra— pressed her lips together.

—I see it.

Alex drinksaliva.

—If it helps... I didn’t know I shouldn’t have done it.

Lyra watched him for several seconds. There was no hatred in her gaze. Nor was there any relief.

There was... concern.

"Who are you?" he finally asked.

—Alex. And before you ask... I come from a place where none of this exists.

The young man stepped forward.

—He's lying.

"No," Lyra interjected. "He doesn't."

She raised the staff, and a floating symbol appeared in front of Alex's chest. The heatHe responded from within, pressing the button once.

Lyra abruptly withdrew the staff.

"For the fragments..." he whispered.

"What?" Alex asked. "Is that good or bad?" Lyra looked him straight in the eyes.

"It depends on how much time we have left." A loud crash shook the air.

It did not come from heaven.He came from below.

The ground trembled, and a crack opened at the edge of the esplanade. Dark smoke emerged from it, thick and twisting as if it had a will of its own.

The small hooded figure stepped back.

—They arrive earlier than expected.

"Then there's no doubt," Lyra said. "The Core activated it." Alex felt the heat in his chest intensify.

—What exactly did it activate?

The young man drew his sword.

—The hunt.

The smoke condensed.

From him emerged an impossible creature: a distorted humanoid form with excessively long limbs and a featureless head. Where eyes should have been, there were luminous slits that flickered furiously.

Alex retreatedinstinctively.

—That... that's not real.

"It is here," Lyra replied. "And it's your first real danger."

The creature advanced, each step leaving black marks on the stone.

Kael—the young man—attacked first. His sword sliced ​​through the air with a flash of blue, striking the thing's torso. The blow should have severed any living being.

The creature barely flinched.

He responded with a brutal move, throwing Kael several meters back as if he couldn'tIt would weigh nothing.

"Kael!" Lyra shouted.Alex felt panicked.

I had no weapons. I had no magic. I didn't know how I got there.

And yet... something inside him stirred.

The heat in his chest expanded, sending irregular pulses that made his heart vibrate.ground beneath his feet.

The creature turned towards him.

The luminous cracks in her face pierced Alex.And then he understood.

I didn't see him as prey.I saw it as the origin.

"Alex," Lyra said urgently. "Don't try to fight. Concentrate. Think about what..."what you want most right now.

"I want to get out of here!" he shouted.Nothing happened.

The creature raised a deformed arm and threw it at him.Alex closed his eyes reflexively.

"I don't want to die here!" he thought, with a desperation so pure it burned his throat.

The world responded.

An invisible wave erupted from its chest, distorting the air. The creature wasthrown backwards, crashing into one of the pillars, which collapsed with a crash.

Alex fell to his knees, breathless.

"What... did I do?" she whispered.

Lyra looked at him with a mixture of amazement and terror.

—You have used the Core... without knowing how to do it.

The creature began to rise again.

"And that," Kael added, struggling to his feet, "had never happened before." The fragmented sky began to stir.

The lights moved for the first time.

"Alex," Lyra said firmly. "Listen to me carefully. From this moment on, you are no longer a mistake."of the world.

The creature roared, distorting the air.

—You are their biggest risk.

Alex looked up, his heart racing.

—Then someone had better explain to me quickly how to survive.The creature moved forward again.

And this time, he wasn't alone.

From the cracks in the ground, more shadows began to emerge. The world, at last, had acknowledged their arrival.

And I wasn't planning on letting him go so easily.

––––––––
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​Chapter 2 – The rules that no one explains

Elijah's first mistake was believing he had survived.

The second was thinking that the world would accept him just for being there.

Dawn didn't arrive with light, but with a change in temperature. The cold crept across his skin like a belated warning, forcing him to open his eyes with a start. The sky was no longer violet or liquid; now it resembled a vault of cracked glass.Crisscrossed by pale lines that were neither clouds nor stars. Breathing hurt. Not because of the air, but because of the way the world seemed to watch him as he did it.

He sat up slowly. His body responded, but not as before. There was a strange latency between intention and movement, as if every gesture needed permission.

She looked at her hands: they were still hers, although something about the texture of the skin was different.

It seemed... incomplete. It wasn't a wound. It was an absence.

"You shouldn't move so fast," a voice said.Elias spun around suddenly.

She was sitting a few feet away, on an impossible rock that floated barely inches above the ground. He had seen her the night before, shrouded in shadows and unfinished words. Now, in this fractured light, he could see her better.

Lyra didn't seem entirely human, but neither did she seem alien. Her soft, silver hair moved effortlessly. Her eyes were a deep blue, as if reflecting aa sky that no longer existed. He wore simple, almost monastic clothes, but embroidered with symbols that seemed to change when Elijah tried to focus on them.

"How long have I been here?" he asked, his throat dry. Lyra bowed her head.

—That depends on which part of you you ask.

It wasn't a cruel evasion. It was an honest answer.

Elias gritted his teeth.

"I need rules," he said. "Something. It can't just be... this."

Lyra looked down for a second. When she spoke again, her voice was deeper.

—This world doesn't begin with rules. It begins with consequences.

She rose from the floating rock and took a step toward him. The ground didn't creak or sink; it simply accepted her weight. Elias noticed that, unlike him, Lyra didn't seem to be forcing anything. The world accommodated her presence.

"You are in Elyndra," she continued. "The Realm of Lost Dreams. Not the dreams people remember when they wake up... but those that were abandoned before they were completed."

Elias frowned.

—That doesn't make sense.

"You'll have it when it hurts," she replied gently.

They walked. Not towards a specific place, but following a slope that seemedto decide on her own. As they moved forward, the landscape changed almost imperceptibly: rocks that stretched like ribs, trees that cast no shadow, distant structures that resembled cities... but without doors.

"Here," Lyra said, "nothing exists without first having been imagined. But neither does anythingIt remains even if it ceases to be remembered.

Elijah felt a chill.

-Me too?

Lyra stopped.

ByThe first time, he hesitated.

"You shouldn't be here," she finally said. "And yet, Elyndra is letting you stay."

That was worse than a threat.

Elias remembered the moment of the accident. The impact. The silence. The exact instant whenHe thought: I don't want to die like this. That thought... had it been enough?

"What if Elyndra changes her mind?" he asked. Lyra looked directly at him.

—Then you will cease to exist in the cruellest way possible: you will forget yourself. They continued walking until they reached an open plain. In the center, something was moving.

It wasn't a complete creature, but fragments of several. Shadowy arms, incomplete torsos, faces that formed and dissolved in brief cycles. Elias instinctively stepped back.

-What's that?

"A Crack," Lyra replied. "A dream that refused to die."

The thing emitted a low sound, like a moan carried by water. As it moved toward them, the air vibrated. Elias felt a direct pressure on his chest, as if someone were trying to push a memory out of his mind.

"Run," Lyra ordered. She didn't think twice. She ran.

But the world didn't respond to human logic. Each step sank him deeper, not into the ground, but into memories that weren't his own. He saw scenes that weren't his own: a child waiting for a father who never returned, a woman leaving an unsigned letter, an old man staring at a stopped clock.

He tripped.Fell.

The Cracked One was above him.

It had no fixed face, but something in its form mimicked his own. Elias felt real panic.Visceral. He tried to scream, but no sound came out.

Then, something inside him responded.It wasn't magic. It was denial.

This is not mine"It doesn't belong to you," he thought angrily.

The world trembled.

From its chest, a faint light emerged, not bright, but steady. The Cracked One recoiled, emitting a dissonant screech. Parts of its body disintegrated, assmoke trapped in a storm.

Lyra appeared beside him and reached out. She didn't touch the creature. She touched the air... and the air

He obeyed.

The Cracked One dispersed, absorbed by invisible fissures in the ground. Silence.

Elias was breathing with difficulty. His whole body was trembling.

"What did I do?" he asked.

Lyra looked at him as if she were seeing him for the first time.

"You used an anchor," he said. "A memory of your own, strong enough to..."to impose themselves on the world.

—I didn't know I could do that.

"Nobody knows it the first time," she replied. "Those who survive... learn it."

Elijah sat down, exhausted.

"You said there were consequences." Lyra nodded.

—Every time you use an Anchor, Elyndra will give you something... and take something else away.

—What did he take from me now?

Lyra did not respond immediately.

—Certainty—he finally said. —From now on, the world will know you exist.Elijah looked up.

—And is that bad?

Lyra looked towards the horizon, where something dark seemed to be moving among the distant structures.

"Here," he whispered, "being seen is the most dangerous thing there is."

At that moment, Elias felt a different kind of pressure. Not like before. This wasn't coming from the

world, but of something... that was observing it.

Not with hunger. With interest.

And far away from there, a figure opened its eyes.Kael had felt the disturbance.

ANDHe smiled.

––––––––
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​Chapter 3 – The One Who Watches From the Empty Throne

Kael was not dreaming.He never did.

The world of Elyndra used to speak through dreams, unfinished fragments, echoes ofHuman desires. The dreamers were called Chosen Ones, Bearers, Visitors. Kael was never given such a name, because Kael had not arrived by accident.

He had been summoned.

The hall where he stood had no solid walls. Broken columns supported a roof that opened to the sky like an ancient wound. From there he could see the vast expanse of Elyndra: cities suspended in the air, rivers flowing upwards, fields where shadows grew faster than the plants.

Kael was sitting on a throne that was not a throne.It was a throne idea.

A form built on the consensus of fear.

"Another disruption has occurred," said a female voice from the shadows.

No complete figure appeared, only an incomplete silhouette, as if Elyndra werewould refuse to define it completely.

"I know," Kael replied without moving his head.

Her voice wasn't deep or imposing. It was calm. Too calm.

"An Anchor," the silhouette continued. "Spontaneous. Without prior training." Kael rested his elbow on the arm of the nonexistent throne.

-Where?

—In the Lower Strip. Zone of dreamlike waste. Where nothing should... stand.

Kael barely smiled.

—So the world is making mistakes again.The silhouette hesitated.

Should we intervene?

—Not yet.

Kael stood up. As he did, the space seemed to readjust to his presence. Elyndra didn't.

He obeyed... but he listened.

—Let him walk —he said—. Worlds reveal more when they believe no one is watching.

––––––––
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Elias woke up with a start. He didn't remember falling asleep.

The sky had changed again. Now it was gray, dense, as if made of suspended ash. The landscape around them seemed more defined than before, butIt was also more hostile. The ways were rigid, less forgiving.

Lyra stood there, observing something he couldn't see.

"Don't look at me like that," he said. "I've had enough terror for today."Lyra did not smile.

—I'm not looking at you.

Elias followed his gaze. In the distance, a structure was slowly rising from the ground. NoIt emerged: it remembered itself. A compact, dark city, made up of overlapping blocks, with no visible windows.

"That wasn't there," he murmured.

—No —replied Lyra—. Now yes.

A strange weight settled in Elias's chest.

—Is it because of me?

Lyra took a while to respond.

"It's because of what you did," he said. "Elyndra reacts when something disrupts her equilibrium."

—I just wanted to survive.

—Here —she replied—, surviving is a political act.

They walked toward the city. With every step, Elias felt invisible gazes. Not creatures,

Not Cracked... something more organized. More conscious.

"Who rules this place?" he asked. Lyra stopped dead in her tracks.

“No one rules Elyndra,” he said. “But there are those who influence what she remembers... and in...”

what he chooses to forget.

"Kael?" Elias ventured.Lyra tensed up.

—You shouldn't know that name.

"I don't know," she replied. "I felt it." Lyra closed her eyes for a second.

—That's worse.

The entrance to the city had no gates. As he crossed the invisible threshold, Elias felt a tug on his head, as if something were examining his mind without permission. Fragments of his lifeThey passed before him: faces, decisions, regrets.

"What is this?" he gasped.

"The Registry," Lyra explained. "The city decides if you are... useful."

—And what if I'm not?

Lyra looked at him seriously.

—Then you become material.

Inside, the city was alive in an unsettling way. The streets moved subtly,reconfigured. The figures that walked did not always have a complete human form. Some seemed like weighty shadows, others poorly assembled memories.

Everyone was watching Elijah.

"I don't like this," she whispered.

"You're not supposed to like it," Lyra replied. "It's supposed to mark you." A figure intercepted them.

He was tall, thin, with dark clothes and very pale eyes. His smile wasn't friendly, but it wasn't hostile either. It was the smile of someone who knows something others don't.

—Lyra —she greeted—. It's been a while since you brought... news.

—Step aside, Aerin —she said.

Aerin bowed her head towards Elias.

—Is he the origin?

Elijah felt a chill.

"No," Lyra replied. "It's a consequence." Aerin laughed softly.

—Then Kael will want to meet him. The name fell like a sentence.

"No," Lyra said firmly. "Not yet." Aerin took a step back.

"That's not up to you." The ground vibrated.

Elias felt the same pressure as before, but amplified. It wasn't Elyndra this time. It was a

willpower.

Far away, in the room without walls, Kael closed his eyes.

"So it's you," he murmured.

The pressure dissipated as quickly as it had arrived. Silence.

Lyra took Elias by the arm.

"We have to go," he said. "Now."

-Whose?

Lyra did not respond immediately.

"From someone who doesn't hunt with force," he whispered, "but with patience." As they fled the shifting city, Elias had a disturbing certainty: He hadn't come to Elyndra to be saved.

He had arrived to destabilize something very old.And Kael had already marked him.

––––––––
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​Chapter 4 – What Gets Lost First

They fled until the world stopped chasing them.

There was no clear border. Elyndra didn't work that way. Simply, at some point, the air ceased to feel heavy and the invisible gazes vanished. The landscape returned.to be imprecise: hills that did not decide their shape, incomplete trees, paths that fell apart if they were not paid attention to.

Elijah fell to his knees.

Not from physical exhaustion. That would have been simple. It was something else: a fatigue that settled behind the eyes, as if thinking required a new and painful effort.

Lyra stood for a few more seconds, keeping watch, until she was sure thatNo one had followed them. Then she knelt in front of him.

"Breathe," he told her. "Don't try to organize what you're feeling. It only makes things worse here."

Elias obeyed, though he wasn't sure why. Each breath was accompanied by a strange sensation, as if something inside him was shifting out of place.

"Something's wrong," he murmured. "It's not just fear."

Lyra didn't respond immediately. Her hands closed tightly around the fabric of her robes.

"Do you remember your house?" he asked suddenly. Elias blinked.

-Clear.

—Describe it.

He opened his mouth... and remained silent.

The image was there, but blurry. I knew there was a door, I knew I had lived.somewhere for years, but the details slipped through my fingers like water.

"It was... normal," he finally said. "An apartment. I think."Lyra lowered her gaze.

—And the color of the walls?

Elias felt a prick in his temple.

"I don't know," she admitted. "Why are you asking me that?" Lyra exhaled slowly.

"Because that was the first Anchor you used," he said. "And Elyndra has already exacted her price."Elias stood up abruptly.

"No," he said. "You said you'd remove something, but... it can't be this. They're just memories."

small ones.

Lyra looked at him with a restrained sadness.

—It always starts like this.

The silence that followed was different from the previous ones. It wasn't tense or expectant. It was asilence that accepted a loss.

"The Anchors," Lyra continued, "work by imposing your identity upon Elyndra. But this world does not tolerate prolonged imbalances. If you take power, you must relinquish some of it."

-Weight?

—Memory. Emotion. Certainty.Elijah shook his head.

—I didn't ask for this.

"No," Lyra replied. "But you used it."

Elias closed his eyes. He tried to remember his mother's face. He knew he had had her.

I knew it had been important. But her face... didn't appear.

A cold emptiness opened in his chest.

"Tell me this is stopping," he whispered. Lyra hesitated.

"It can be controlled," he said. "With training. With discipline. But it never stops completely."

Elias let out a short, broken laugh.

"So this world doesn't want heroes," he said. "It wants exchanges." Lyra looked up at him.

"He wants balance," he corrected. "Kael understands that better than anyone."The name once again created a tense atmosphere between them.

"Tell me about him," Elias demanded. "Not as a warning. As a truth." Lyra hesitated before answering. When she did, her voice was lower.

—Kael was one of the first—he said. —He arrived when Elyndra was still being formed.

When human dreams were purer... and more dangerous.

—A Chosen One?

"Something like that," he replied. "But Kael didn't use Anchors. He became one." Elias frowned.

—That's not possible.

"Here," Lyra said, "the impossible just takes longer."

They walked to a natural rise. From there they could see a vast expanse ofElyndra, illuminated by lights that did not come from any specific source.

—Kael understood before anyone else that this world did not need to be conquered—

Lyra continued, "It needed to be directed. Guided toward a stable form."

—And did he succeed?

Lyra closed her eyes.

—At a terrible cost.

Elias looked at her attentively.

—You were there. It wasn't a question.

Lyra opened her eyes slowly.

-Yeah.

Elias felt something clicked. His familiarity with Elyndra. The way the worldShe accepted it. Her specific fear of the name Kael.

"What are you, Lyra?" he asked gently. She took a while to answer.

"I am what's left," she said. "When Kael chose to preserve the world... and sacrifice the

people.

Elias swallowed hard.

-How many?

—Enough —he replied—. Too many.

The wind changed. It wasn't natural. It brought with it a distant, almost inaudible murmur.Lyra tensed up.

"Do you feel it?" Elias asked.

"Yes," she replied. "Elyndra is adjusting again."

—For me?

—For you... and for what you just lost.

Elias closed his eyes. Something else was slipping away from him. A memory he couldn't quite place. He only knew it was important when the pain stopped.

That was the worst part.

"Lyra," he said in a subdued voice. "What is lost in the end?" She stared at him.

"The last thing Elyndra takes from you," he replied, "is what would make you want to go home."

Elijah opened his eyes.

And for the first time since she came into this world, she couldn't clearly remember why.thatI wanted to go back.

Far away, in the room without walls, Kael bowed his head, satisfied.

"It's started," he murmured. "Now it's really... ready."
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