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Introduction

The city of Velora had once been a beacon—a hub of marvels and memories, its
towers reaching like proud fingers toward a sky that glittered with a thousand
promises. Now, its once-polished stones lay veiled in grime and shadows, streets
echoing with the quiet desperation of those who remembered better days. Ara Tenmor
walked these silent avenues with an archivist’s careful step, always watchful, always
yearning for answers. Among her peers, she was known for her meticulous devotion to
preservation, yet beneath her calm demeanor seethed questions she could never ask
and secrets she dared not recall.

Ara’s days blurred into a rhythm of ink-stained fingers and brittle parchment, of
cataloging histories that faded even as she struggled to preserve them. The world
beyond Velora’s walls seemed to decay with each passing year—rivers shrinking to
trickles, magic flickering uncertainly in the hands of those who still dared wield it, and
tales of greatness becoming little more than bedtime fables for the young. Yet even as
hope dimmed in the city’s heart, Ara clung to an intangible thread: an inexplicable
sense that her own past was intertwined with the fate of all she loved.

The turning point arrived as most changes do—abruptly, and with little warning. While
sorting through an unremarkable stack of relics deep within the Grand Archive’s
vaults, Ara uncovered a cryptic artifact: a simple disc, etched with symbols no scholar
could decipher and humming with an energy that made her skin tingle. It was as
though the object called to her, whispering fragments of another life, another world. In
that moment, all Ara’s quiet longing coalesced into certainty—her past was not the
sum of half-remembered lullabies and distant fears, but something older, more
profound.

Compelled to seek the truth behind the artifact, Ara was drawn ever deeper into
forgotten corners of Velora and the hidden histories that shaped its destiny. She
discovered half-heard legends of the Forgotten Realms—a dimension lost to time,
where the currents of history spiraled in strange patterns and magic thrummed like a
living thing. It was said that only those with the blood of ancients might find the path
to these Realms, and that within their shifting mists lay both salvation and ruin. As Ara
delved into these mysteries, the boundaries between myth and memory began to blur,
and old fears awoke to stalk her every step.

Yet, for all the dangers that now gathered—omened shadows moving in the alleyways,
and the mounting sense that Velora itself was failing—Ara was not alone. Allies
emerged from unexpected places: a wizard shrouded in riddles, a bold-hearted rogue,
a warrior driven by her own burdens. With them, Ara would soon set foot beyond the
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reality she’d always known, embarking on a journey that would test not only her
courage but the very foundations of the world she strove to protect.

Thus begins Ara Tenmor’s adventure: a quest to unlock not only the secrets of the
Forgotten Realms, but also the mysteries buried within her own soul. As time’s flow
twists and worlds collide, she must decide what to preserve and what to let go—before
darkness swallows the echoes of all that once was.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows Over Velora

The perpetual twilight of Velora’s Lower Quarter clung to everything, a damp, gritty
cloak that seemed to absorb what little light dared to penetrate the perpetually
overcast sky. Ara Tenmor navigated its labyrinthine alleys with the practiced ease of
someone who had spent her entire life within its decaying embrace. Her grey
archivist’s tunic, meticulously mended countless times, offered scant protection
against the chill that seeped from the ancient, crumbling stones. The scent of damp
earth, stale metal, and the distant, acrid tang of industrial waste was the city’s true
perfume.

Ara’s destination, as always, was the Grand Archive, a colossal structure that stood as
one of the few remaining testaments to Velora’s bygone glory. Its upper spires, once
gleaming, were now scarred with corrosion and draped in stubborn moss, like verdant
shrouds. Yet, within its echoing halls, a sense of purpose still resonated, a quiet
defiance against the encroaching decay. Here, amidst mountains of decaying
parchment and forgotten artifacts, Ara found a strange solace, a connection to a past
that felt more alive than her present.

Her mornings began before the first hint of grey light touched the highest spires, a
silent ritual of rising, dressing, and a meager breakfast of coarse bread and weak tea.
Velora, once a city of vibrant commerce and intellectual pursuit, now primarily
concerned itself with the grim business of survival. The Grand Archive, however,
remained a stubborn bastion of knowledge, albeit one perpetually starved of resources
and increasingly seen as an anachronism by the city’s pragmatic, weary leadership.

As Ara pushed open the massive, groaning oak doors of the Archive, the familiar scent
of aged paper and dust enveloped her, a comforting balm to her often-troubled
thoughts. High above, slivers of light filtered through stained-glass windows,
illuminating dancing motes of dust in the vast, still air. The central hall stretched
before her, lined with towering shelves that disappeared into the gloom, a veritable
forest of forgotten words and silent stories.

Her workspace was a modest, cramped alcove on the third floor, overlooking a
particularly unstable section of the outer wall. It was here, surrounded by stacks of
uncataloged fragments and the quiet hum of the building itself, that Ara felt most at
home. Today’s task involved the daunting project of reorganizing the “Ephemeral
Records” - a euphemism for the countless boxes of seemingly unrelated scraps,
forgotten personal effects, and enigmatic trinkets that had accumulated over
centuries.
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She pulled on her thin leather gloves, a necessary precaution against the dust and the
occasional splinter, and began. The work was monotonous, demanding endless
patience, but Ara found a meditative rhythm in it. Each item, no matter how
insignificant, held a whisper of a story, a trace of a life lived. She sorted, she cleaned,
she made notes in her precise, elegant script, her mind a quiet cauldron of
observation.

Hours passed in this manner, marked only by the shifting light outside and the distant,
muted sounds of the city stirring to life. A faint tremor, common enough in Velora
these days, occasionally rippled through the old stones, making the shelves groan. Ara
barely noticed, her focus unwavering. She hummed a tuneless melody, a habit from
childhood, her fingers moving with practiced dexterity through a box of old metallic
scraps.

It was in the bottom of this particular box, nestled beneath a tangle of corroded
clockwork gears and a tarnished silver locket, that her fingers brushed against
something cool and smooth. It wasn't metallic, nor was it ceramic or stone in the way
she knew. She pulled it out, curiosity piqued.

It was a disc, no larger than her palm, crafted from a material that seemed to absorb
the ambient light rather than reflect it. Its surface was obsidian-smooth, yet etched
with intricate, swirling patterns that seemed to pulse with a faint, internal
luminescence. The symbols were unlike any she had ever encountered in her
extensive studies of ancient scripts; they were fluid, almost alive, shifting subtly as
she turned the disc in her hand.

A strange sensation, both familiar and utterly alien, washed over her. It was a tingling,
a prickle of energy that started in her fingertips and spread rapidly up her arm,
settling in her chest. It was not unpleasant, but profound, like an echo of something
long lost stirring awake. The disc hummed, a low, resonant vibration that she felt more
than heard, and in her mind’s eye, she saw fleeting images: towering structures of an
impossible white, shimmering water, and a sky filled with stars she had never
witnessed.

Ara blinked, the visions dissolving like smoke. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a
frantic drum against the silence of the Archive. She gripped the disc tighter, its cool
surface now radiating a subtle warmth. This was no mere trinket, no forgotten bauble.
This was... something else. Something connected to the inexplicable gaps in her own
memory, the feeling that a vital piece of her past was missing, waiting to be found.

She looked around, a sudden paranoia prickling at her skin. Had anyone else felt it?

Had anyone else seen the fleeting images? The Archive remained silent, undisturbed,
save for the dust motes dancing in the shafts of light. No one was near her alcove. She
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slipped the disc into a hidden pocket in her tunic, the strange hum continuing against
her skin, a constant, low thrumming that seemed to synchronize with her own
heartbeat.

The remaining hours of her workday were a blur. The mundane task of sorting felt
utterly trivial now, overshadowed by the profound mystery she had stumbled upon.
Every brush against the disc in her pocket sent a jolt through her, a reminder of its
presence, its power. She found herself distracted, her gaze wandering to the ancient
texts, seeing them not as static records but as potential keys, fragments of a puzzle
she was only just beginning to perceive.

When the bell tolled for the end of the workday, a sense of relief washed over Ara. She
wanted to be alone with her discovery, to examine it without interruption. The journey
home through the increasingly dark streets of Velora felt different tonight. The
oppressive shadows seemed to hold more than just the usual urban gloom; they felt
watchful, perhaps even expectant. The disc pulsed against her, a silent beacon in the
encroaching night.

Back in her small, sparsely furnished room, Ara lit a single candle, its flame flickering
nervously. She pulled the disc from her pocket, placing it gently on the worn wooden
table. The intricate symbols on its surface seemed to glow more brightly in the dim
light, the ethereal patterns dancing. She reached out, her fingers hovering just above
its surface, half-expecting it to speak, to reveal its secrets.

As her fingertips finally made contact, the hum intensified, filling her small room,
vibrating through the very air. The images from before returned, stronger this time,
more vivid. She saw a vast, crystalline library, shelves laden with books that
shimmered with an inner light. Then, a city of impossibly tall spires reaching into a sky
the color of amethyst, bathed in the glow of three moons. And then, a figure, shrouded
in robes, turning, their face obscured by shadow, but their eyes, she felt, were fixed on
her.

A jolt, like static electricity, coursed through her, and Ara snatched her hand back,
gasping. The visions vanished, leaving only the faint hum of the disc and the scent of
ozone in the air. Fear mingled with an exhilarating sense of wonder. The "Forgotten
Realms," the whispered legends of a lost dimension, suddenly felt terrifyingly real. And
somehow, this enigmatic disc was the key.

She spent the rest of the night poring over the few forbidden texts she kept hidden,
books that spoke in hushed tones of other worlds, of ancient bloodlines, and of a grand
design that spanned beyond Velora’s dwindling borders. The words, once distant
myths, now resonated with a chilling clarity. The prophecy, if she dared believe it,
spoke of a time when the veil between worlds would thin, and a chosen one would
emerge to mend what had been broken.
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Ara dismissed the notion as a fantastical delusion. She was an archivist, a quiet
woman of meticulous habits, not a fabled hero. Yet, as the sun began to paint the sky
with a pale, uncertain light, and the disc on her table continued its silent hum, she
knew, with a certainty that chilled her to the bone, that her life had irrevocably

changed. The shadows over Velora were deepening, and she, Ara Tenmor, was
somehow at their heart.
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