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Introduction

In the timeless halls of the Evermore library, where dust motes drift like silent
sentinels and ancient tomes line shelves from floor to vaulted ceiling, Alaric led a life
that to many would seem simultaneously simple and extraordinary. As a scribe, his
days were defined by the delicate craft of transcribing myths, monarchs’ edicts, and
secrets long forgotten in the annals of his realm. To Alaric, knowledge was a quiet
flame—something to be safeguarded, cherished, and never, ever left untended. Little
did he know that one faded spine, nearly lost beneath centuries of neglect, would
ignite a conflagration destined to consume the world.

Evermore itself was a place of contradictions—a kingdom sculpted by magic yet bound
by wariness of it, a land both vibrant with song and haunted by caution. To wield
magic here was as much a burden as a blessing, its practitioners watched closely and
its most arcane arts boxed away behind locks of secrecy and fear. Alaric, orphaned
young and brought to the library’s care, had grown up surrounded by wonders he only
half-understood. Each day, he believed, he drew a little closer to their meaning, yet
was content to remain on the periphery... until the night the library claimed him as
more than a mere observer.

On a storm-rattled evening, as rain drummed against stained-glass windows, Alaric
was drawn to an alcove no scholar had visited for generations. There, shrouded
beneath a curtain of spider webs and neglect, he found the tome—its leather warped
with age, its cover inscribed with sigils that pulsed almost imperceptibly in the
lamplight. Compelled by a force he could neither name nor resist, he reached out, and
in that instant, the parchment came alive in his hands. Words twisted and glimmered
in a language that seemed to rearrange itself with every breath, as if it recognized his
touch.

From that moment forward, Alaric’s life fractured and reformed. The secrets within the
tome whispered to him in dreams and murmured at the edge of waking. With each line
deciphered, a fragment of hidden power awoke within him—nothing grand at first, just
a flicker here, a surge of sensation there. Yet as the days passed and his
understanding grew, the cost of knowledge became inescapable. It was not only the
words of the book that unspooled before him, but the threads of a destiny inexorably
entwined with the fate of Evermore itself.

This is the journey of a man who never sought greatness and yet stumbled upon it; of
ancient magic that offers both hope and destruction; of friends gained, enemies made,
and choices with consequences that ripple from shadowed corridors to sunlit
battlements. Within these pages, you will traverse secret societies, witness the birth of
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alliances and betrayals, and observe as Alaric’s past—and the mysterious origin of the
tome—are gradually revealed.

Welcome to the world of Evermore, where forbidden knowledge trembles at the
threshold, and the destiny of a single scribe may tip the balance between salvation

and ruin.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Archives

The Evermore Library was a living entity, its breath the rustle of turning pages, its
heartbeat the distant thud of a dropped volume in a far-off aisle. For Alaric, it was
home, sanctuary, and a labyrinth of knowledge he navigated with a quiet grace born
of years spent within its hallowed walls. His days began before the first rays of dawn
touched the spires of the Royal Palace, and ended long after the last lamplight
flickered out in the lower city. He was a creature of habit, his routine as ingrained as
the scent of aged parchment in his clothing.

Every morning, Alaric would arrive at the grand oak doors, still slick with dew, and let
himself in with a key whose brass was worn smooth from generations of use. The
silence inside was profound, broken only by the scuttling of some industrious beetle or
the settling sigh of ancient timber. He would then make his way to the transcription
chamber, a smaller, sun-drenched room where the finest scribes meticulously copied
historical records and official decrees. His workspace was a modest wooden desk,
perpetually cluttered with inkwells, quills, and stacks of brittle scrolls awaiting his
steady hand.

Today, however, a sense of unease pricked at him, a subtle deviation from the usual
calm. It wasn’t a premonition of danger, more like a misplaced word in a familiar
poem. The air felt heavier, thicker, as if the very dust motes held secrets that weighed
them down. He dismissed it as a restless night, perhaps a result of the vivid dreams
that had plagued him lately - fragmented images of swirling colors and ancient,
echoing voices. He dipped his quill into the inkpot, its dark surface reflecting his tired
eyes, and resumed his work on the Royal Tax Registry of 743 AE, a particularly dull
document, even by his standards.

Yet, the quiet whispers persisted. Not audible words, but a sensation, a faint hum that
seemed to vibrate from the deepest recesses of the library. It pulled at him, a subtle
current urging him away from the mundane columns of agricultural yields and towards
the forgotten wings of the archives. He tried to ignore it, focusing on the careful
strokes of his quill, but the hum grew, a persistent melody beneath the silence. It was
like an itch he couldn’t quite reach, a curiosity that gnawed at the edges of his
practiced composure.

After an hour of increasingly distracted work, Alaric surrendered. He rose from his
desk, a tall, slender figure whose movements were as quiet as the library itself. He
knew every twist and turn of its main thoroughfares, every shortcut through the
theological sections, every creaking floorboard in the genealogical wing. But the
sensation was drawing him to a place he rarely ventured: the Restricted Archives, a
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section rumored to house texts deemed too dangerous or too obscure for public
consumption.

The Restricted Archives were not locked in the conventional sense, but access was
controlled by the Head Librarian, Master Elara, a woman whose stern demeanor was
matched only by her encyclopedic knowledge of every volume within these walls.
Alaric, however, knew of a rarely used servant’s passage, a narrow, winding corridor
behind a false bookshelf in the Divination Annex, which led directly into the heart of
the restricted section. It was a secret he'd discovered purely by accident during a
particularly spirited game of hide-and-seek with the younger apprentices years ago.

He navigated the labyrinthine passages with practiced ease, the hum growing stronger
with every step, guiding him like an unseen thread. The air grew colder here, a damp
chill that seeped into his bones, and the dust was thicker, undisturbed for decades.
Cobwebs, heavy with age, draped like ancient tapestries from the high shelves,
sparkling faintly in the narrow shafts of light that pierced the gloom from grimy
skylights far above. The scent of decaying paper and forgotten knowledge was almost
overwhelming.

The hum was now a distinct vibration, emanating from a dark alcove at the very end
of the longest, most neglected aisle. It was a place even the hardiest librarians usually
avoided, a graveyard of forgotten lore where books lay slumped and neglected, their
spines broken, their pages fused together by time and damp. Alaric approached
cautiously, his heart beginning to beat a little faster. He'd never felt such a profound
pull towards a specific volume before.

The alcove was a veritable monument to neglect. Shelves buckled under the weight of
decaying manuscripts, some spilling onto the floor in forlorn heaps. And there, almost
entirely obscured by a shroud of particularly dense cobwebs, was the source of the
persistent hum. It was a book unlike any he had ever seen. Its leather cover, though
warped and cracked with age, seemed to absorb the scant light, appearing both
utterly black and strangely luminous at the same time. Intricate, unfamiliar sigils were
etched into its surface, twisting and interlocking like arcane vines. They didn't merely
reflect the light; they seemed to contain it, pulsing with a faint, internal glow that grew
brighter the closer he got.

He reached out a tentative hand, a shiver running down his spine. The air around the
book was colder, charged with an almost palpable energy. As his fingers brushed
against the cover, a jolt, not painful but intensely invigorating, coursed through him.
The sigils flared, and he could have sworn he heard a whisper, not in his ears, but
directly in his mind, a voice like rustling leaves and distant thunder. It spoke a single,
resonant word: Evermore.

He pulled the book from the shelf, its weight surprisingly light, as if it defied gravity.
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The leather was supple beneath his touch, despite its ancient appearance, almost
warm. He turned it over in his hands, examining the strange, swirling patterns on its
spine and back cover. There was no title he recognized, no author’s name, nothing to
indicate its origin or purpose. It was a void, yet brimming with a silent power that
thrummed against his skin.

Carefully, reverently, Alaric opened the book. The pages, unlike the cover, were a
pale, almost translucent parchment, inscribed with graceful, flowing script. But the
language was utterly foreign, a series of elegant, almost living symbols that danced
across the page. It was unlike any tongue he had ever studied, yet paradoxically, a
flicker of understanding ignited within him. It was as if the meaning wasn't read, but
felt, resonated with, an innate comprehension blooming in the back of his mind.

He traced a finger over one of the glyphs, and a faint warmth spread through his hand,
up his arm, and settled in his chest. It wasn’t a burning sensation, but a gentle,
pervasive heat that soothed and energized him simultaneously. He felt a sense of
connection, a subtle awakening of something dormant within himself. The fragmented
dreams, the persistent hum, the inexplicable pull - it all coalesced into this single,
profound moment. This was no ordinary tome. This was something ancient, something
alive, and in his hands, it felt as though the very fabric of Evermore had shifted on its
axis. He had stumbled upon a secret that had waited centuries for discovery, and as
the morning sun finally broke through the highest windows of the library, casting the
dusty alcove in a soft, ethereal glow, Alaric knew his quiet life as a scribe was over.
The whispers had become a roar.
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