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  Preface









There are stories that find us, whispered on the wind or glimpsed in the quiet spaces between heartbeats. This is one such story, born from the persistent echo of a dream and the lingering scent of forgotten lore. It began, as many tales do, with a single, potent image: a girl standing at the edge of a sleeping village, drawn by an impossible whisper from a darkened wood. What could that whisper be? Who would be so compelled to answer its call?




From that spark, “Echoes of the Forgotten Realm” began to unfold, revealing a narrative not just of two individuals, but of two worlds yearning to reconnect. I found myself captivated by the idea of a love so profound it could mend the fabric of reality, a bond strong enough to defy centuries of separation and challenge an antagonist born of pure oblivion. Laylar, our quiet librarian, became the embodiment of hope and human connection, while Nael, the enigmatic Spirit Warrior, carried the weight of a forgotten world’s sorrow. Their journey, I realized, was destined to be one of both breathtaking beauty and heartbreaking sacrifice.




Writing this novel has been a deeply personal odyssey. I wanted to explore the quiet courage found not in grand pronouncements, but in gentle acts of kindness, in unwavering belief, and in the profound vulnerability of opening one’s heart to the impossible. I sought to weave a tapestry of emotions – the ache of loneliness, the thrill of discovery, the fear of the unknown, and the boundless power of love – allowing them to drive the narrative with an organic, human rhythm.




“Echoes of the Forgotten Realm” is an invitation to step into a world where the magical and the mundane intertwine, where destiny is etched not in stone, but in the choices of the heart. It is a testament to the idea that even in the face of insurmountable odds, love persists, echoing through time and across realms, forever altering the landscape of existence. May you find within these pages an echo of your own longing, and perhaps, a glimpse of the magic that resides just beyond the veil of our everyday lives.




NERRI Adil
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The Whisper Beneath the Trees


The old clock in the town square chimed twelve, its metallic echoes scattering across the damp cobblestones, a sound Laylar knew intimately. She stood by her bedroom window, the cool night air a soft caress against her face, carrying the scent of damp earth and distant pine. Her gaze drifted over the sleepy rooftops of Oakhaven, a village nestled at the edge of the Whispering Woods, a place both comforting and confining. Loneliness was a familiar companion, a quiet ache that often settled deep within her bones, especially during these late, solitary hours.


Tonight, however, a new sensation prickled at the edges of her awareness, a subtle vibration beneath the hum of the world. It began as a faint thrumming, a resonance that seemed to emanate not from the air, but from within the very ground. She pressed her palm against the cold windowpane, her brow furrowed in a mixture of curiosity and unease. The feeling intensified, a low, resonant thrum that spoke of something vast and ancient stirring in the quietude of the night.


The forest, usually a dark, silent mass beyond the village lights, seemed to exhale, a deep, sighing breath that rustled through the outermost branches. A faint, almost imperceptible glow pulsed from its depths, a luminescence too ethereal to be moonlight or lantern light. It was a soft, violet-tinged radiance, fleeting and ephemeral, like a forgotten dream attempting to manifest in the waking world. Laylar’s heart gave a sudden, involuntary lurch.


Then, it came. A sound. Not a voice in the human sense, but a whisper woven from rustling leaves and the sigh of the wind, yet undeniably distinct. It was her name, or something akin to it, carried on the night air, echoing from the shadowed embrace of the ancient trees. “Laylar,” it breathed, elongated and resonant, a sound that bypassed her ears and resonated directly in her soul. It was a melody of longing and antiquity, a call from a place beyond knowing.


A shiver traced its way down her spine, not entirely of fear, but of a profound recognition, as if this sound had always existed just beyond the veil of her perception. She had always felt different, a quiet observer with an unspoken yearning for something more than the mundane rhythm of village life. Now, this whisper confirmed a deeper truth, hinting at a hidden world just out of reach, a realm she had only ever glimpsed in the vivid tapestries of her dreams.


She leaned closer to the window, her fingers trembling slightly as she pushed against the latch, eager to taste the air that carried such an impossible sound. The village slept on, oblivious to the spectral summons from the woods. Oakhaven was a place rooted in routine, where strange occurrences were dismissed as folklore or the overactive imaginations of lonely women. Laylar knew better; she had always felt the unseen currents of the world.


The whisper came again, softer this time, like a breath held just out of reach. It wasn’t a warning, nor a threat, but a lament, a plea wrapped in the ancient grief of forgotten ages. “Laylar,” it sighed, drawing her name out like a long, mournful song. A pang of something akin to homesickness, for a home she had never known, twisted in her chest. A deep, almost unbearable longing bloomed within her, drawing her towards the shadows.


Impulsively, she grabbed her worn wool shawl, its familiar weight a small comfort against the surreal events unfolding outside. Her movements were swift, driven by an instinct she couldn’t name, a pull as strong as the tide. Doubts flickered—the dangers of the woods, the late hour, the sheer impossibility of it all—but they were like dust motes in the face of the whisper’s growing intensity. It was an invitation she felt compelled to accept.


The street outside was deserted, bathed in the pale, indifferent glow of a sliver moon. The air was cool and crisp, carrying the faintest hint of ozone, a scent often preceding a distant storm. Laylar hurried, her soft leather boots making hardly a sound on the ancient cobblestones, her gaze fixed on the dark line of the forest. The whispering voice seemed to guide her, a silent beacon in the encroaching darkness, drawing her closer to its ancient heart.


The transition from village street to forest path was abrupt, like stepping from one reality into another. The trees loomed, their branches forming an intricate, gnarled canopy that swallowed the last vestiges of moonlight. Here, the air grew colder, heavier, imbued with the scent of pine needles and damp earth. Yet, the violet glow that had first captivated her now pulsed more vividly, a subtle, ethereal light filtering through the dense foliage, illuminating a barely discernible path.


Each step deeper into the woods intensified the sense of profound antiquity. The trees themselves seemed to breathe, their massive trunks etched with patterns that resembled forgotten languages. The whisper grew clearer, no longer just her name, but fragments of what sounded like an ancient song, mournful and deeply beautiful. It stirred something dormant within her, a memory she didn’t possess, yet felt keenly in the depths of her soul.


Her fingers brushed against the rough bark of a towering oak, and a faint vibration coursed through her fingertips, a soft current of energy that echoed the thrumming in the ground. It was as if the forest itself was a living, breathing entity, slowly awakening from a long slumber. She felt less like an intruder and more like a participant, drawn into an ancient ritual playing out under the watchful gaze of the ancient trees.


A clearing opened before her, circular and bathed in an almost otherworldly light. The glow emanated from the center, from a cluster of stones arranged in a pattern she had never seen before—not quite a circle, not quite a spiral, but something that suggested both beginning and end. They hummed with a low, resonant energy, their surfaces smooth and dark, reflecting the violet light like polished obsidian. The air here was strangely still, yet vibrant.


The whisper intensified, coming from the very heart of the stone arrangement. It was no longer a single voice, but a chorus, ancient and ethereal, weaving together in a lament of forgotten ages. The melody spoke of loss and yearning, of a profound separation. Laylar felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, not from sadness, but from the overwhelming beauty and sorrow contained within the ethereal song, resonating with her own unspoken loneliness.


She reached out a hesitant hand, drawn by an irresistible force, towards the central stone. Its surface was cool, almost icy, beneath her fingertips, yet a strange warmth seemed to emanate from within its depths. As her touch connected, a surge of energy, gentle yet potent, coursed through her, awakening dormant senses. Images flickered behind her eyelids, too fast to grasp, but vivid enough to suggest grand, forgotten landscapes and figures cloaked in light.


Then, the whisper changed. It was no longer a lament, but a plea, urgent and clear, though still laced with ancient sorrow. “Awaken… help us…” the voices intertwined, forming a chorus that reverberated deep within her chest. A profound sense of responsibility settled upon her, heavy yet strangely empowering. She didn’t understand what she was being asked to do, but an unwavering certainty bloomed within her: she could not turn away.


A blinding flash of violet light erupted from the stones, forcing Laylar to shield her eyes. The air crackled with energy, the scent of ozone growing sharp and metallic. When she dared to look again, the light had subsided, leaving behind only the faintest shimmer in the air. The whispers had faded, replaced by a profound silence, more absolute than any she had ever known. The forest held its breath, waiting.


Laylar stood alone in the clearing, the strange energy still tingling on her skin, a tangible echo of the night’s impossible encounter. The central stone where she had placed her hand now bore a faint, intricate mark, glowing with a soft, inner luminescence that mirrored the violet light she had witnessed. It was a sigil, ancient and elegant, a symbol she knew she had never seen before, yet felt a deep, intrinsic connection to.


A deep weariness settled over her, as if the energy that had coursed through her had drained something vital, yet left behind an invigorated spirit. She turned, her heart still thrumming with the echoes of the voices, and began to retrace her steps, leaving the mystical clearing behind. The forest no longer felt dark or menacing; instead, it felt charged with a quiet, waiting power, a secret keeper of forgotten dreams.


As she emerged from the woods, the first faint hint of dawn painted the eastern sky in hues of soft grey and rose. The village of Oakhaven still slept, undisturbed by the night’s extraordinary events. Laylar returned to her room
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