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Introduction
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There are stories that drift through the cosmos and are carved into the stones of ancient ruins—tales of two worlds, intertwined by destiny and fire.

One world is a place of steel and storms, where a resistance fights in the shadows against a rising wave of manipulation and mind-controlled terror. Earth, once vibrant, is now fractured by fear and no longer resembles the world it used to be.

The other world is older and wilder. It’s a realm filled with runes and echoes, where power flows through the threads of memory and myth. Here, the sky is marked by the scars of ancient battles, and even the dead hold onto their memories.

Once, three heroes crossed between these worlds—Daniel, Serah, and Mark—bound by forces they could barely comprehend. In the first war, they saved a realm from the edge of destruction. But victories are never truly final, and wounds never completely heal.

Now, as both realms hang on the brink of collapse, a new war ignites—one that transcends dimensions, defies time, and threatens the very fabric of reality. Betrayal simmers in the hearts of allies. Forgotten powers begin to awaken. And at the heart of it all, an Architect stands ready to rewrite existence itself.

The legends aren’t finished.

They’re just getting started.

Prologue – The Severing

Somewhere beyond stars that no longer shine. The world before forgetting.

The sky looked like it was breaking.

With thunder and rain, vast spider webbing through the clouds, as if the very heavens were unravelling. Pale light seeped through those fissures, like a memory desperately trying to reclaim its place in the world.

On a high stone ledge, overlooking the fading horizon, three children huddled together, drenched in rain, too young to grasp the sorrow that surrounded them.

The wind howled, but it wasn’t just the wind. It carried whispers—names, promises, warnings.

“You must not look back.”

A cloaked figure knelt before them—its robes dark and coarse, face obscured by a hood thick with dust. The voice that emerged was ancient, heavy with sorrow, yet still quivering.

“You are not from the place you are heading. But you will belong, for a time. It will keep you safe... until it’s time to return.”

The boy in the center—Daniel—looked up with wide eyes, water streaming down his face. A flicker of understanding igniting within them. He was the oldest, the quiet one, always feeling more than he could articulate.

The second boy—Mark—gripped the girl’s hand tightly. Even now, he glared at the figure, as if he could challenge fate with sheer will.

And the girl—Sarah—she wept silently. Not from fear, but from a deep sense of recognition, as if she sensed something precious was being taken from her, something she would never reclaim.

The figure reached into the folds of its robe and pulled out a small object—an orb of glass, threaded with veins of silver light. It pulsed once, and a rift opened behind them, vertical and silent, as if the very air had been unzipped.

Their memories were already beginning to unravel.

One by one, the children were lifted by an unseen force and passed through the gate. Each one vanished with a faint shimmer, like mist being swept away by the wind.

Only Daniel hesitated. Just for a moment.

He glanced back.

And the figure murmured, its voice barely rising above the crackling sky:

“You will forget who you are. But it won’t be forever.”

Then, the rift sealed shut.

The sky splintered apart.

He turned back.

And the figure whispered, barely audible over the breaking sky:

“You will forget who you are. But not forever.”

The rift closed.

The sky shattered.

They would not remember the stars. But the stars would remember them.
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Chapter One – Daniel Carter
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Earth – 2025, Boston outskirts

Daniel Carter woke up as if the world was about to end.

Not with flames or screams—just the annoying whine of a broken ceiling fan, the bitter taste of last night’s whiskey lingering in his mouth, and a headache that felt like someone had taken a hammer to his skull and was twisting it for good measure.

He groaned, sat up, and glared at the patchy, water-stained ceiling of his apartment as if it owed him some kind of explanation. Spoiler alert: it didn’t. It never did.

The dream was already fading—again. That silver forest. That... voice. Always just out of reach. Every night felt like a frustrating rerun that changed just enough to keep him on edge. Same cold wind. Same feeling of being watched. Same single word echoing in his mind like a haunting bell:

“Remember.”

But he didn’t.

Not the forest. Not the voice. Not the nagging sensation that he’d left something behind that he wasn’t meant to.

He reached for his phone. No messages. No missed calls. No one was checking in. No one ever did. Well, except for Mark, maybe once in a blue moon.

Daniel dragged himself to the mirror and grimaced. Pale, unshaven, bloodshot eyes stared back at him. “You look like you just lost a brawl with a bottle of regret,” he muttered, brushing his teeth with one hand while gulping down lukewarm coffee with the other.

The city outside was a dull shade of grey and buzzing with restlessness. Boston never stopped moving, but it also never really noticed anyone. You could easily slip into the cracks here, and no one would bat an eye.

Daniel liked that.

Mostly.

He grabbed his hoodie—black, frayed at the cuff—and tossed his backpack over one shoulder. Time to dive into the glorious chaos of IT hell: fixing printers for clueless users, listening to middle managers freak out over lost emails, and pretending he hadn’t just seen his reflection blink out of sync in the mirror a moment ago.

Yeah. That happened. Again.

And that wasn’t even the weirdest part of the day.

***
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He made it halfway through his shift before it hit him—the pulse. It felt like a static charge building up in his fingertips. The lights flickered as he walked by, and the monitors buzzed ominously. One screen even glitches out, displaying a jumble of strange symbols, and when he absentmindedly touched the keyboard, the whole thing rebooted as if it had a mind of its own.

That was new.

That was bad.

He decided to leave early, claiming a migraine. Which, to be fair, wasn’t entirely a lie.

By the time he got back to his apartment, the air felt heavier. Electric. Unstable. It was as if the city itself was holding its breath.

Standing in his kitchen, he stared blankly into space, and for a brief moment, the world flickered. The wallpaper seemed to peel away—not in a physical sense, but like a layer of reality was shedding. And for just half a heartbeat, he glimpsed—

Silver trees.

A night sky with two moons.

A tower, engulfed in flames.

Then it vanished.

He dropped to his knees, gasping, his fingers crackling with energy. His eyes were wide, filled with fear and a strange exhilaration.

"What the hell is happening to me?"

***
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Elsewhere...

In a bustling café, Sarah Moore's coffee mug slipped from her grasp, shattering the calm as she caught a glimpse of a shadow darting across the glass, only to disappear into her own reflection.

Meanwhile, Mark Ellis, with sheer force, snapped a wrench in two as an electric jolt coursed through his body.

Neither of them had any idea yet, but they were on the brink of awakening.

And something lurking on the other side was already aware of their transformation.
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Chapter Two – Sarah Moore
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Earth – 2025, Boston

Sarah Moore wiped down the counter for the third time that morning, even though the café was as quiet as a library. Those mid-afternoon lulls were the worst—half the staff sneaked out for smoke breaks, while the others vanished into the back rooms, glued to their TikToks. Sarah couldn’t stand being stuck behind an empty bar, armed only with a damp rag and her swirling thoughts.

She blinked and muttered a curse under her breath. The reflection in the shiny espresso machine wavered—just a trick of the light, she reassured herself. But then she froze, her heart racing as she spotted it: a hand reaching out behind her, pale and slender, with fingers that glimmered faintly like silver. When she turned around, all she found was the soft glow of the streetlamp outside.

“Get it together, Moore,” she whispered to herself, tossing the rag onto the counter and making her way to the back storeroom. Her heart pounded like she’d just run a marathon. It was happening again.

Sarah’s life felt like an endless cycle of bizarre experiences she couldn’t quite grasp. Lucid dreams of two moons drifting across a bruised purple sky; flashes of an alien language carved into metal she’d never encountered; a voice softly singing her name in her sleep. Between shifts, she’d spend hours sketching these visions in her notebook—half-finished cityscapes, a solitary silver tree, symbols that made her hand ache. She felt proud of her creations until she tried to share them with Mark.

“Sarah,” he said once, his voice tight like a rubber band about to snap. “You need to stop doodling that fantasy nonsense and focus on reality.” He’d tossed her notebook to the floor. “I’m not dating some goth conspiracy theorist.”

She’d cried. He’d apologized. But nothing ever changed. Their arguments were escalating—small disagreements that erupted into full-blown shouting matches. He thought she was losing her grip. Deep down, she knew she was just remembering.

A gentle knock broke through her rising panic. It was Molly, the barista. “You okay in there?”

Sarah took a deep breath. Coffee shops were meant to be havens—cozy, caffeinated retreats. But right now, it felt like the walls were closing in on her. She forced a laugh. “Just... dust mites. You know how I am.”

Molly shrugged and walked away. Sarah leaned against the door, shutting her eyes. In the quiet, she heard it again: a low hum, like static buzzing in her head. It grew louder, vibrating between her ribs.

Suddenly, she snapped her eyes open. The door frame shimmered. For a brief moment, the storeroom transformed into the root chamber of a silver tree, its twisted roots wrapping around her ankles. Then, just like that, it snapped back to reality—a rusty shelf cluttered with dusty syrup bottles.

Sarah stumbled out into the main café, grabbed her bag, and dashed for the door. “Gotta... pee,” she fibbed.

Outside, the air was crisp, almost electric. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to find her center. Count to ten. Breathe. But her mind was racing with images of Elarra—glass forests, cities floating like lilies, her own reflection in water that seemed to ask her questions.

“Sarah!” Mark’s voice sliced through the air. He was leaning against her car, arms crossed, his face pale. “God, where have you been?”

She forced a smile. “Just gathering some bathroom courage.”

He flinched at her tone. “Stop joking around.” He stepped closer, his voice dropping. “You’re scaring me. You’re scaring yourself.”

She wanted to spill everything—about the shadows in mirrors, the voice calling her home, the dreamscape that felt more real than her apartment. But she held back. She couldn’t risk losing him completely.

Instead, she ran her fingers through her hair. “I’m fine,” she whispered. But her heart pounded, betraying her own lie.

Deep within her chest, a small spark flared to life, growing into a comforting warmth that throbbed in sync with her uneven breaths.

“Elarra is waiting,” it murmured.
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Chapter Three – Mark Ellis
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Earth – 2025, Boston outskirts

Mark Ellis wiped the grease off his hands with a rag that had seen better days, listening to the familiar hiss of the garage compressor. He’d been at it since dawn, tinkering with engines and oil pans for a line-up of tired old sedans. At least the work felt honest, and he appreciated the straightforwardness of torque wrenches and spark plugs. No fanciful dreams of silver trees in machine oil here.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, but he let it go. Probably Sarah—calling to let him know she was running late again. He just didn’t have the energy for another argument.

He straightened up and stepped outside, squinting against the warm midday light. A pale sun peeked through the gray clouds, as if it wasn’t too keen on being there either. He took a deep breath, tasting the mix of exhaust fumes and the threat of rain. Just another ordinary day.

That is, until he noticed his shadow moving.

He froze. The engine bay behind him seemed to ripple, as if reality itself was taking a breath. He glanced down: his shadow was stretching and bending, acting on its own. It flicked away from him, then snapped back like a glitch in a movie.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, stepping back—just in time to see a spark of electricity dance along the metal fender of the car he’d worked on earlier. The metal hissed, then fell silent. He touched it cautiously. No burn. No singe. But the static pressure tingled against his skin.

He shook his head. He must be more than just tired. Something strange was definitely going on.

Shoving his hands into his pockets, he started toward his battered truck. His phone buzzed again. He pulled it out and opened the message. A text from Sarah: I’m sorry. It’s happening again. Then nothing.

He let out a heavy breath. When did she start speaking like that? What could possibly be going on “again”?

He slid into the driver’s seat, gripping the wheel tightly. His knuckles turned pale. He tried to shake off the unsettling feeling, but it throbbed in his veins. It was as if time itself was stretching beneath his skin, those initial heartbeats dragging on like they were stuck in slow motion. He slammed the door shut and leaned back, feeling his pulse gradually return to normal—like someone had flipped a switch.

Mark’s jaw tightened. That was a new sensation too.

He shifted the truck into drive and roared down the street. Each block felt longer than it should have, as if the world was moving in slow motion around him. He hit 60 mph in no time, weaving through stalled traffic, feeling no fear at all. The adrenaline surged in his chest—pure exhilaration.

He skidded to a halt at a red light, his heart racing with a mix of excitement and dread. He gripped the wheel tightly. “What the hell is wrong with me?”

The light turned green, but he didn’t budge. His reflection in the diner’s glass across the street caught his attention. Muscular, scarred, determined—but with wild eyes, as if he’d seen something no one was meant to witness.

Mark ran his fingers over the amulet he always wore—a simple metal band Sarah had given him years ago. It bore a symbol he’d never quite understood, half-erased by time. He traced the grooves, feeling warmth seep into his fingers. A pulse, in sync with his own heartbeat.

He swallowed hard.

He really should call Sarah. He needed to check in on her, make sure she was alright. But every time he thought of her—her tears, her fear—he felt himself tense up. And then there was Daniel, that pale, odd kid from work who had been acting strange lately, shutting down printers with just a touch and vanishing into his own little world.

Mark slammed the truck into gear and took off, tires screeching. He didn’t want to accept any of this. But deep down, he already couldn’t deny it.

He pressed down on the accelerator, and suddenly everything around him seemed to slow down, the world stretching out in broad, lazy strokes as he sped down the highway. One thought pounded in his mind:

I’m not crazy. I’m not.

But a part of him already recognized that was just a lie.
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Chapter Four – Daniel Carter 
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Earth – 2025, Boston outskirts

Daniel sat in the dimly lit waiting room of the state foster office, tapping his foot on the worn linoleum floor. He was convinced his arm would give out before he let another social worker pry into his “childhood trauma.” Yet, here he was, filling out yet another form to finally get his birth records sorted—something he had been avoiding for years.

At six years old, he had been found wandering in a pine forest on the outskirts of Portland, with no memory of how he ended up there. No name, just one word echoing in his mind: “Remember.” The social workers dubbed him “the forest boy,” shuffling him through foster homes that lasted a year or two before falling apart like old toys. By the time he turned sixteen, he had it all figured out: quit, disappear, and pop up somewhere new with a different name.

He glanced down at the file folder resting on his lap—Carter, Daniel R.—and grimaced. The name felt so fake, even to him, but it was the closest thing he had to a sense of belonging. He tapped his pen against the folder.

Foster homes thrived or crumbled based on the personalities of the parents:

One family brought in therapy dogs; another insisted on “tough love.”

Some taught him how to bake, while others left him to figure things out on a grimy stove that he nearly set ablaze.

The outcome was always the same: he never felt at home, and they never understood why he would wake up screaming from dreams of cities made of glass.

A low hum started in his head, soft yet persistent. He looked around. No flickering lights. No eerie shadows. Just the fluorescent bulbs buzzing above him—but today, it felt different. More... intense.

He shut his eyes.

In an instant, the waiting room walls faded away in his mind. He was no longer stuck in a government office; instead, he found himself back in a forest—but not just any forest he’d ever encountered on Earth. Towering trees of shimmering silver and deep obsidian loomed overhead, their roots entwined around massive runes etched into the ground. A breeze carried the scent of ozone and starlight. And there were three voices—his own, Mark’s, and Sarah’s—harmonizing perfectly, chanting something ancient that danced just out of reach.

His heart raced. He shot upright, sending papers flying everywhere. The social worker at the desk looked up, eyebrow raised in surprise. Daniel mumbled an apology, hastily shoved the folder into his bag, and dashed for the door.

Outside, a light drizzle fell from the sky, washing away his guilt and fear into the gutter. He gasped for breath, pressing his forehead against the cool brick wall. Memories flitted at the edges of his mind—visions of parents he never knew, a woman cloaked in shadows, and an orb of silver light. He shook his head, trying to dispel the fog.

“Get it together, Carter,” he muttered to himself. He reached into his pocket and gripped the worn photograph he kept hidden: three children in tattered cloaks, standing before a glowing portal. On the back, a single word scrawled in delicate handwriting: “Remember.”

He had discovered it in a box of his foster siblings’ old things—too scared to look until tonight. Now, he examined it every evening, hoping to unlock buried memories.

The hum in his head intensified. He clenched his fist. Electricity crackled across his knuckles, and a flash of blinding light shot from his fingertips to the wall beside him, scorching the brick.

Daniel stumbled back, eyes wide with shock. He felt alive—terrified, yes, but alive in a way that none of his nine foster homes had ever made him feel. The power surged through him, creating a connection. It was his, and it felt ancient.

He closed his eyes and whispered to the rain: “Show me who I was.”

The world quivered.

Daniel Carter didn’t know it yet, but every fragment of his fractured past was a key—and right now, the lock was about to turn.
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Chapter Five – Sarah Moore 
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Earth – 2025, Boston

Sarah’s fingers danced above the blank page in her sketchbook, hovering like they were waiting for inspiration to strike. The late afternoon sun streamed through the café’s windows, casting a warm glow that made the dust motes swirl in the air. She had sought refuge in her art, desperate to hide the tremor in her hands, but the page remained defiantly empty.

With a deep breath, she closed her eyes and inhaled slowly. The vivid dreams still haunted her nights: two moons glowing over a silver grove, distant voices echoing her name. She had convinced herself it was just stress, the aftermath of yet another argument with Mark. But deep down, she sensed those dreams were more than mere figments of her imagination.

A gentle chime from her phone shattered the stillness. A notification flashed: “Visitor in the lobby.” It wasn’t from the café—it was her apartment buzzer. At 4:30 on a Thursday.

Her heart raced. She quickly tucked the sketchbook into her bag and dashed outside.

The lobby was deserted—except for a small brown package resting on the floor, addressed to S. Moore. There was no return address. Intrigued, she picked it up and carried it back to her apartment, glancing over her shoulder as she entered the stairwell.

Once inside her flat, she ripped it open. Inside was a single photograph, its edges curled and yellowed with age. It depicted three children—two boys and a girl—standing in a clearing surrounded by twisted silver trees. The sky in the picture wasn’t blue but a bruised purple, streaked with light like fading embers. On the back, in faded ink, it read: “Remember.”

Her breath hitched. She had never seen this image before, yet it felt as if it was calling to her, tightening her chest. A flicker of movement caught her eye—her own reflection in the window, but it seemed to be behind her. Sarah spun around. The room was empty.

“Not again,” she murmured.

She pressed the photo tightly against her chest and sank down onto the couch. Memories flooded back: a hand gripping hers with urgency, the sound of a howling wind, a hooded figure placing a glowing orb in her palm. Then came the darkness—and the guardian’s last words echoed in her mind: “Forget, so they cannot find you... until the day you save us.”

She shook her head, her thoughts swirling with fragmented images. She needed answers. She had to find out if Mark—or Daniel—knew anything about this.

***
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Later that night, she found herself knocking on Daniel’s door. They worked together, but she had barely exchanged more than a couple of words with him before things got strange. Yet tonight, driven by desperation, she had tracked down his apartment number.

When Daniel opened the door, he looked bleary-eyed and a bit hostile at first, but his expression softened when he noticed the photograph she was holding.

“Where did you get that?” he asked, his voice low.

“I just... got it now,” she stammered. “But it feels like I’ve had it forever.”

He studied the image, then looked back at her. For a moment, they stood in silence, two strangers connected by something they couldn’t quite put their finger on.

“You’re having the same dreams,” Daniel said. “The silver trees. The moons. The word... Remember.”

Her heart raced. “How do you know about—?”

Before he could respond, the lights in the building flickered, casting them into a dim half-light. A low hum resonated through the walls, a vibration that made the windows rattle. Daniel squeezed his eyes shut, pressing a shaky hand against his temple.

“Show her,” he whispered, almost as if he were speaking to himself.

Sarah stared in amazement as Daniel’s hand began to glow with a soft pale blue light, and the air around them shimmered. Suddenly, a translucent image materialized: a memory—her memory—of a child holding onto Daniel’s arm while a hooded figure spoke.

Tears welled up in her eyes. “This is me,” she breathed. “And you... we were—”

Daniel interrupted, his voice steady. “We were three children taken from our world to save it. I’m done running from this.”

Taking a shaky breath, Sarah met his gaze. “Then let’s find Mark. Together.”
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Chapter Six – The Pursuit
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Earth – 2025, Boston

Daniel hadn’t gotten a wink of sleep. His head throbbed like a war drum, a relentless reminder of the memory Sarah had managed to pull from him. He paced the cramped hallway outside her apartment, phone glued to his ear.

“Mark, you there?”

“Yeah,” Mark’s voice crackled through the line. “Listen, I just—someone’s been asking questions. My boss pulled me aside and wanted to know why I’ve been missing work. Made a big deal about my ‘weird behaviour.’”

“Same here,” Daniel replied. “Last night, I almost burned a hole in the wall just by touching it.” He swallowed hard. “And Sarah—her building’s been bugged.”

There was a moment of static before Mark spoke again. “Cops showed up at Sarah’s place. They knocked the door down. Three guys in black suits, no badges. They kept calling her by name and asking about us.”

Daniel felt a chill run down his spine. “That’s not the cops,” he whispered. “That’s something else.”

***
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Twenty minutes earlier...

Sarah switched off her intercom buzzer and dashed down the hallway. Her hands trembled so much that she almost dropped the photo Daniel had given her—the one featuring the three kids and those silver trees.

She had barely shut her eyes when she heard the soft thud of boots in the lobby. Then came the door-buzz: three urgent, commanding tones.

She shoved the photograph into her bag, threw on her jacket, and bolted outside—right into Daniel’s waiting arms.

“No time to explain,” she panted. “They’re here.”

He took her hand firmly. “Get in the car.”

They sped away from the complex just as the door behind them burst open and harsh flashlight beams sliced through the darkness.

***
[image: ]


Back to the present...

Mark’s voice trembled. “I’m at my truck. I—I can come to you guys.”

Daniel let out a breath. “Good. We’ll meet you at the Harbour Tunnel exit in ten minutes. Bring whatever you need.”

They hung up. Daniel leaned his forehead against the cold brick wall of Sarah’s building, tapping into the power he had just sensed. His vision blurred for a moment, then sharpened into hyper-focus: windows, doorways, shadows—all potential threats. He felt reality’s threads weaving through him, almost teaching him to perceive the world in a new light.

Next to him, Sarah took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She called forth the memory of that earlier moment—the soft click of the orb’s light, the cloaked figure’s farewell. The image flared behind her eyelids, then faded to reveal a map: three red X’s marked roughly where they were. One in Daniel’s neighbourhood, one here, and one at Mark’s garage.

She opened her eyes. “They know where we are,” she murmured. “And they know us.”

Daniel nodded. “Time to go.”

They all squeezed into Daniel’s old, beat-up sedan. With a quick press of the accelerator, Daniel sent them racing forward. The city around them turned into a blur—streetlights, billboards, and traffic all stretched out like reality was warping just for them.

Sarah’s fingers shimmered with a pale silver light as she adjusted the rear-view mirror, creating a memory-filtering field that briefly concealed their faces from the surveillance cameras lining the street.

In the back seat, Mark was digging around for his amulet, feeling its reassuring weight in his palm. “What do you think those guys are?” he asked. “Government agents? A cult?”

Daniel kept his focus on the road ahead. “I have no idea. But I’m pretty sure they’re not here to arrest us for jaywalking.”

Suddenly, a couple of black SUVs shot out behind them, sirens off but lights flashing red beneath their tinted windows. Sarah leaned in closer. “They must be after our abilities. They see us as freaks—or worse, weapons.”

Mark slammed his fist into his palm, determination in his voice. “Let them try to take me down.”

Daniel took a sharp turn onto a quiet side street. “No guns. No one dies tonight.” He hit the brakes hard, tires screeching. “We need to split up somewhere safe. Then we’ll figure out how to open that portal.”

Sarah swallowed hard. “Elarra.”

He nodded. “Elarra.”

They veered off the main road into a rundown warehouse district. The SUVs were still on their tail, but they had to slow down, making wide turns around rusted shipping containers.

Daniel navigated through a maze of backstreets until they reached an abandoned subway entrance. Graffiti covered the warning signs, and the tracks disappeared into darkness.

“Here,” he said, turning off the engine.

They all jumped out. Sarah’s eyes glowed softly as she scanned the walls for any lingering magic. The air was thick with the smell of oil and damp stone.

“There’s an old tunnel beneath here,” she said in a hushed tone. “According to the maps I found, there should be a service stair that leads down to a maintenance floor. From there, there’s a ventilation shaft that....”

A distant rumble shook the ground. The SUVs had caught up.

Mark felt adrenaline coursing through his veins as he shot a glance at Daniel. “I’ll hold them off,” he declared, cracking his knuckles, time seeming to stretch around him.

Daniel grabbed his shoulder firmly. “No. We stick together. Now let’s move.”

They dashed into the dark mouth of the subway tunnel. Behind them, the warehouse doors burst open, bullets ricocheting off metal with a sharp ping.

In the near darkness, they relied on instinct and shared memories: following Sarah’s half-remembered map, Mark’s uncanny knack for direction, and Daniel’s emerging ability to see the threads of reality guiding them through the twisting corridors.

Finally, they reached a low grated vent in the wall. Mark lifted the grate, and Sarah and Daniel slipped inside. He replaced it, muffling their escape behind a thin layer of steel.

They climbed a ladder into a cramped shaft. Daniel paused, straining to hear the shouts above and the heavy thuds of boots on metal.

He turned to Sarah. “Ready?”

She nodded, tears mingling with determination in her eyes. “Let’s go home.”

He took her hand, with Mark pressing close behind, his face set but revealing a hint of vulnerability.

Daniel closed his eyes, reaching deep into the seam between worlds, and whispered:

“Elarra, open for your heirs.”

A pulse of silver light surged through the tunnel. Reality shimmered—and a doorway appeared ahead, a vertical slice of the night sky filled with strange stars.

The three exchanged a brief, powerful look—fear, hope, and an unspoken promise.

Then they stepped through.

Earth fell away. Elarra beckoned.
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Chapter Seven – A World Remembered
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Elarra – The Shattered Outlands

They fell.

Not through the air, but through the corridors of memory. Not down, but inward.

Colors merged together—silver, violet, and gold. Sounds echoed like whispers in a grand cathedral: laughter, battle cries, and lullabies. With each heartbeat they descended, vivid flashes appeared—Daniel cradled in a woman’s arms beneath twin moons... Sarah twirling with other children in a grove of glowing trees... Mark beaming as he leapt across a floating stone bridge high above a sea of stars.

And then, with a thunderous silence—they landed.

Daniel was the first to groan, rolling onto his side. The ground felt like soft moss, glowing gently in the dim light of dusk. Above him, towering trees reached up like ancient pillars, their bark entwined with strands of metal and vine. Beyond them, the horizon shimmered with the glow of an artificial sun peeking through fractured clouds. Elarra.

Sarah coughed and sat up, brushing green dust off her jacket. “We made it,” she exclaimed, her eyes wide with wonder. “It’s real.”

Mark hit the ground hardest, a scrape oozing down his forearm. “So this isn’t the afterlife?”

Daniel scanned their surroundings. “It’s... home.”

For a long moment, they stood still. They were in the very grove from the photograph—silver trees, violet sky, and an overwhelming sense of... rightness. As if the world itself was welcoming them back after a long absence.

Then, a subtle rustle behind them made Daniel tense up. He
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