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Introduction

Few recall the world before the fall—a tapestry of kingdoms woven together by
ancient magics, now tattered and cloaked in ruin. Amidst the decay and silence of
these forgotten empires, new powers rose to fill the void. Chief among them is the
Dominion: a regime forged in fear, its iron rule cemented by the ruthless persecution
of all who wield the forbidden arts. Their emblem—an ash-grey hand crushing a
star—hangs from the husks of once-great cities, a grim reminder of what is lost, and
what is forbidden.

In the shadowed alleyways of Valisar, survival is itself a form of rebellion. Arin learned
this truth early. Orphaned and alone, slipping through the cracks of a city that denied
his existence, he became a master of shadows—a nimble-fingered rogue navigating
the world’s dangers with equal parts wit and audacity. Yet, even in the underworld,
rumors persist in hushed tones: whispers of Elysium, the mythical kingdom where
magic flowed like a river and hope was more than a memory. For Arin, such stories
were nothing but fairy tales to distract from harsh reality—or so he thought.

All it took was a single desperate night to unravel the threads of Arin’s careful life.
Pressed to the brink during a high-stakes heist, he does the unthinkable: he channels
a power he does not fully understand to save a stranger’s life. For most, the event
would slip quietly into myth. But, in a land where every shadow might conceal a spy,
nothing remains hidden for long. The mark of Elysium is not easily forgotten; its spark,
long thought extinct, catches the eye of friend and foe alike.

Now hunted by Dominion agents and haunted by newfound abilities he can barely
control, Arin is thrust into a world of conspiracies and ancient legacies. His flight leads
him into the path of Elise, a enigmatic woman whose resolve is as secretive as the
resistance she represents. She offers not just survival, but questions: Does magic
deserve a place in a world that has - at such cost - rejected it? Can a broken kingdom
be restored, or has the age of Elysium truly passed beyond the reach of memory?

In the coming journey, Arin will traverse the depths of ruined kingdoms and the limits
of his own courage. Forbidden magic will test the bonds of trust, forcing Arin and his
allies to confront not just the forces arrayed against them, but the shadows within
themselves. For in the world of Elysium, darkness and hope are inextricably
entwined—each shadow cast by a fragile, resilient light.

So begins the tale of Arin and the awakening of a myth: a story of the lost, the hunted,
and those who dare to dream of a dawn beyond ruin.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows on the Rooftops

The chill of the Valisaran night was a familiar companion to Arin. It bit at his exposed
skin, a constant reminder of the city’s indifferent embrace. Tonight, however, it carried
an edge of urgency, a prickle of anticipation that tightened his gut. He lay prone on
the slick, moss-covered tiles of a forgotten artisan’s studio, his breath misting in the
air, his eyes—sharp as a hawk’s—fixed on the opulent manor across the narrow street.

This wasn't just any manor. This was the residence of Councillor Theron, a man whose
coffers overflowed with the Dominion's ill-gotten gains and whose reputation for
hoarding priceless artifacts was legendary. Tonight, Arin wasn't interested in the man
himself, but the whispers that circulated in the city's underbelly: a newly acquired
relic, rumored to hum with a faint, ancient power. A power Theron, for all his bluster,
likely didn’t understand.

Below, the cobblestone streets were largely deserted, save for the occasional
skittering rat or the distant, rhythmic clack of a Dominion patrol’s boots. Arin, dressed
in shades of charcoal and deepest night, blended seamlessly with the urban tapestry.
His gear was minimal: a coil of braided rope, a handful of lockpicks nestled in a worn
leather pouch, and the ever-present, reassuring weight of a short, well-balanced
throwing knife strapped to his forearm. He moved like a whisper, a ghost in the city's
forgotten corners.

He'd spent the better part of a week scouting Theron’s manor, mapping out patrol
routes, identifying weak points in the perimeter, and charting the convoluted network
of rooftops that offered the best approach. Valisar’s architecture was a chaotic
symphony of the old and the new, crumbling brick mingling with polished stone,
providing endless nooks and crannies for a nimble rogue to exploit.

A slight shift in the wind, carrying the faint scent of stale bread and distant sewers,
ruffled his dark hair. The first phase of the operation was complete: observation. Now
came the infiltration.

With the grace of a feline, Arin pushed himself to his feet. He moved with a practiced
fluidity, his worn boots finding purchase on the slippery tiles, each step silent,
deliberate. The gap between his current perch and Theron’s manor was perhaps
fifteen feet, too wide for a simple jump. But Arin wasn't simple.

He unwound his rope, a length of surprisingly strong, thin hemp, and expertly flicked

one end. A weighted grappling hook at its tip soared through the night air, a dark arc
against the pale glow of the moon. It caught on a decorative gargoyle perched above
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a third-story window of the manor, the dull thud barely audible over the rhythmic
thrum of his own pulse.

Testing the line with a gentle tug, Arin confirmed its security. Then, with a deep
breath, he launched himself across the void. The wind whipped past him, a cold
caress, as he swung through the air, his momentum carrying him cleanly to the
opposing rooftop. His hands, calloused and strong, gripped the edge, and he hauled
himself up, a fleeting shadow against the starlit sky.

He landed silently, rolling to absorb the impact, his eyes already sweeping the new
terrain. The manor’s roof was a complex sprawl of gables, chimneys, and ornate
turrets. He moved low, sticking to the deeper shadows cast by the moon. His target: a
skylight in the north wing, leading directly to Theron’s private study, where the relic
was supposedly kept.

The skylight proved to be a formidable obstacle. Thick, reinforced glass set into an iron
frame, secured by multiple latches. Theron, for all his avarice, didn't skimp on
security. Arin knelt, his fingers deftly assessing the mechanism. Standard Tumbler
locks, but old, rusted, and stubbornly resistant.

He selected a slender pick from his pouch, its cool metal a familiar friend against his
skin. Years of practice had honed his touch, transforming the act of lockpicking into a
delicate dance between steel and tumblers, a conversation only he could understand.
The first click was soft, barely audible. The second, a frustrating silence. He shifted his
grip, adjusted the angle, and applied a fraction more pressure. Another click. And
another.

A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, despite the cold. This wasn't just about the
money, though coin was always welcome. This was about the thrill of the challenge,
the quiet satisfaction of outwitting men like Theron. And, truth be told, a morbid
curiosity about this 'humming relic'.

Finally, with a soft sigh of triumph, the last tumbler yielded. The latch released with a
quiet snick. Arin carefully pushed the skylight open, the hinges groaning faintly in
protest. He paused, listening. Only the distant city hummed, a low, constant drone. No
alarms. No hurried footsteps. Good.

He slipped through the opening, dropping silently into the dimly lit study below. Dust
motes danced in the faint moonlight filtering through the high windows. The room was
a chaotic testament to Theron’s obsession: shelves crammed with ancient scrolls,
strange artifacts in glass cases, and tapestries depicting scenes from a forgotten era.

Arin’s eyes immediately scoured the room for his target. He moved with purpose, his
senses heightened, his every nerve alert. The air in the room felt... different. A subtle
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hum, like the distant ringing of a bell, vibrated at the edge of his perception. It wasn't
just a rumor. The relic did hum.

He found it on a pedestal in the center of the room, bathed in the faint moonlight from
the skylight. It was a sphere, about the size of a man’s fist, crafted from a dark,
smooth stone that seemed to absorb the light rather than reflect it. Faint, intricate
carvings swirled across its surface, like ancient rivers flowing across a miniature world.
And it hummed. A low, resonant thrum that seemed to vibrate in his very bones.

Arin reached out, his fingers brushing against the cool, smooth surface of the stone. A
jolt, like static electricity, shot through his arm. He snatched his hand back, surprised.
The hum intensified, a silent song only he could hear, drawing him closer. It felt...
alive.

He forced himself to shake off the strange sensation. A job was a job. He produced a
small, velvet-lined pouch from his belt, intending to secure the relic. But as he reached
for it again, a sudden, blinding light erupted from the hallway outside the study.

"Hold! Who goes there?" a gruff voice barked.
Dominion. Damn it. Too slow.

Arin cursed under his breath. He had miscalculated the patrol timings, or perhaps
Theron had added extra guards. There was no time for subtlety. He grabbed the stone
sphere, stuffing it into the velvet pouch with a frantic urgency. The hum intensified,
almost painful now, a vibrant thrum against his palm.

The study door burst open, revealing three armored Dominion guards, their polished
breastplates reflecting the torchlight from the hallway. Their swords were drawn,
gleaming ominously. "A thief! Seize him!" one of them bellowed.

Arin didn’t hesitate. He launched himself towards the nearest window, not daring to
risk the main door. He shattered the glass with his elbow, the sharp crack echoing
through the manor, and plunged into the night. He hit the ground hard, rolling to
distribute the impact, the strange hum of the relic a frantic pulse in his hand.

He scrambled to his feet, heart hammering against his ribs, and sprinted down a
narrow alleyway. The shouts of the guards followed him, growing louder. "He went this
way! Don't let him escape!"

He darted around a overflowing refuse bin, his breath ragged. He knew these streets
better than the guards knew their own names. He had to lose them. He scaled a
crumbling wall with practiced ease, pulled himself onto a rickety balcony, and then
launched himself onto the next rooftop.
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But the Dominion were relentless. Their shouts were getting closer, and he could hear
the distinct thud of their heavy boots on the cobblestones below. They were spreading
out, trying to corner him. He was in their territory now, on the wider, more open
streets near the city center, away from the labyrinthine alleys he knew best.

He ducked behind a stack of barrels, peering around the edge. Two guards were
rounding the corner, their faces grim under their helms. Another was approaching
from the opposite direction. He was boxed in. There was nowhere left to run.

Just as the first guard raised his sword, preparing to strike, Arin felt a surge of raw,
untamed power erupt from the sphere in his hand. It wasn't just a hum anymore; it
was a roar, a silent scream that vibrated through his entire body. A blinding white light
erupted from his hand, enveloping him.

He didn't understand what was happening. He wasn't trying to do anything. He just...
held the sphere.

The light pulsed, growing brighter, hotter. The air around him shimmered, distorting.
The guards stopped, their eyes wide with a mixture of fear and disbelief. "What... what
is that?" one stammered.

And then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the light receded, pulling back into the
sphere. Arin blinked, his vision momentarily swimming with afterimages. He looked at
his hand, at the dark stone sphere, still humming, but now with a gentler, more
subdued vibration.

The guards stared at him, then at each other, their faces pale. The one closest to him
dropped his sword with a clatter, taking a stumbling step backward. "Magic..." he
whispered, his voice laced with terror. "It's... it's Elysium..."

The word hung in the air, heavy with unspoken dread. Elysium. The forbidden. The
extinct.

Arin felt a cold dread seep into his bones, far colder than the night air. He hadn't
meant to do that. He hadn't even known he could do that. All he knew was that the
single desperate act of clutching a mysterious relic had just revealed a power within
him that was supposed to be a myth. A power that would make him the most wanted
man in all of Valisar.

The guards, momentarily stunned, began to recover. "Dominion protocol! Secure him!
He's a sorcerer!" their leader roared, his voice trembling but determined.

Arin knew he had to run, now more than ever. He still held the sphere, its faint hum a
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disorienting echo in his mind. He didn't know what it had done, or what he had done,
but he knew it meant his life as a simple rogue was over.

He bolted, not back into the alleys, but towards the city's central market district. It
would be more open, more dangerous, but also more chaotic. Maybe, just maybe, he
could get lost in the crowds, blend in. The very thought of it was desperate, but he had
no other option.

As he ran, the distant memory of stories, whispered in the dim light of hidden taverns,
flashed through his mind. Tales of heroes and villains, of ancient powers and forgotten
kingdoms. Tales he’d always dismissed as foolish fables. Now, standing on the
precipice of his own terrifying reality, he wondered if those old stories were less about
myth, and more about prophecy.

He was no hero. He was just Arin, an orphaned rogue who had just accidentally
unearthed a power that could very well get him killed. The shadow of Elysium had
truly fallen upon him. And as he fled into the bustling, waking city, he knew his life
would never be the same. The hunt had begun.
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