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Introduction

In the heart of the world, shielded by ancient forests and cradled by rivers that
shimmer with secrets, lies Evermoor—a realm whose every stone and whisper
remembers what came before. Here, magic is no mere parlor trick but the lifeblood
that weaves together kingdoms, villages, and lonely wanderers alike. Time does not
pass in a straight line in Evermoor; instead, it eddies and echoes, binding together
past and present in a tapestry so intricate that few can unravel its meaning.

Evermoor has not known peace for many generations. Beneath the grandeur of
moonlit castles and the quiet dignity of remote hamlets, old grudges simmer and plots
take root. Nobles watch one another with wary eyes, while the common folk cling to
tales of vanished protectors—the Echo Circle—a council of champions bound by
purpose, wielders of power capable of shaping destinies and forging peace from
discord. The Circle is gone now, their authority shattered by betrayal, and those left
behind are haunted by the consequences.

It is into this world, both wondrous and wounded, that Alaric steps—an orphan of
uncertain heritage, mistrusted for his foreign name and the strange silver gleam in his
eyes. Alaric’s days are filled with toil in Evermoor’s dusty archives, spent cataloguing
remnants of a forgotten age and wishing, always, for belonging. Few venture close to
him, for tales cling to orphans in Evermoor more tightly than sorrow, and his past is
obscured even from his own memory.

But the past, in Evermoor, is never truly silent. When fate places an ancient artifact in
Alaric’s hands, the world shifts. Dreams and visions flicker across his mind, bearing
warnings of things yet to come. Strange allies emerge from the shadows, while darker
forces begin to hunt him, sensing the return of secrets best left undisturbed. The lines
between friend and enemy blur, and Alaric finds himself ensnared in a contest of wills
that could remake—or ruin—the realm.

The journey ahead promises danger, wonder, and revelations sharpened like daggers.
Ancient magic, once believed dormant, stirs within and around Alaric, pulling him
inexorably toward a destiny he never sought. With every choice, he becomes more
entwined in the legacy of the Echo Circle, and more aware that the ripples of old
decisions—echoes—can shape what is yet to be.

In Evermoor, to choose is to echo through centuries. As old powers awaken and the
realm trembles on the brink of catastrophe, Alaric must decide what kind of echo he
will leave. This is his story, and Evermoor’s: a tale of fates entwined, destinies tested,
and the timeless magic that binds them all.
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CHAPTER ONE: Whispers in the Lanternlight

The air in the Grand Archives of Oakhaven always tasted of parchment dust and
forgotten time. For Alaric, it was the flavor of his life. He navigated the labyrinthine
shelves, a slender figure moving with practiced ease amidst towering stacks of scrolls
and leather-bound tomes, his lantern casting a shifting halo of light against the
oppressive shadows. Tonight, a chill wind rattled the high, arched windows, carrying
with it the scent of impending rain and the distant, mournful cry of a night-hawk.

Alaric, a boy barely on the cusp of manhood, adjusted the spectacles perched
precariously on his nose, their wire frames often slipping down his slender bridge. His
hands, though slender, were calloused from years of meticulously cataloguing,
preserving, and sometimes, simply dusting the echoes of Evermoor’s past. Tonight’s
task was particularly tedious: reorganizing a collection of obscure treaties between
long-extinct noble houses from the Mirewood. Each document felt less like history and
more like a cure for insomnia.

He paused, a flicker of irritation sparking in his silver eyes. A loose scroll, brittle with
age, had snagged on his sleeve, threatening to unravel completely. He carefully
disentangled it, his gaze falling upon the faded script. It spoke of border disputes and
obscure tariffs, just as he expected. His life was a symphony of such mundane
historical minutiae. He often wondered if he himself would ever leave an echo worth
remembering.

A soft thud from the upper gallery startled him. Alaric froze, lantern held aloft, casting
his own elongated shadow against a shelf of ancient lexicons. Old Master Elara, the
Archives’ crusty head librarian, usually retired hours ago, leaving Alaric the lonely
dominion of the night. A low growl, more like a shifting of heavy furniture than a
human sound, echoed down. Alaric’s hand instinctively went to the small, worn dagger
he kept tucked into his belt - a relic gifted to him by a kindly stablehand, more for
utility than defense.

He ascended the spiral staircase, each step creaking a protest against the silence. The
air grew colder, and a strange, metallic tang stung his nostrils. The top gallery, usually
reserved for forbidden or exceptionally fragile texts, lay bathed in an eerie half-light
filtering through a grimy skylight. It was here, amongst texts said to possess their own
sentience, that the sound had originated.

What he saw made his breath catch. Not Master Elara, but a hulking figure, cloaked in

dark, heavy cloth, was meticulously sifting through a shelf of ancient, uncatalogued
artifacts. The figure’s back was to Alaric, but the sheer breadth of its shoulders and
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the guttural sounds it emitted suggested immense strength. It was not gentle in its
search; several delicate clay tablets lay shattered on the floor.

Alaric gripped his lantern tighter, its small flame trembling. Robbers were rare in
Oakhaven, especially in the Archives, whose treasures were mostly intellectual, not
monetary. Who would risk so much for... old things? As he watched, the figure pulled a
long, slender box, made of dark, polished wood, from a hidden compartment within
the shelving. A faint, almost imperceptible shimmer pulsed from within the box.

The cloaked figure turned, and Alaric instinctively recoiled, ducking behind a pillar. He
caught only a glimpse of a gaunt, angular face, shadowed by the hood, but the eyes...
they burned with an unsettling, otherworldly hunger. The figure clutched the wooden
box, its gaze sweeping the gallery as if sensing a presence. Alaric held his breath,
every muscle tense.

After what felt like an eternity, the figure seemed satisfied. It turned back to the
hidden compartment, revealing a glint of something silver - a key, perhaps, or a tool.
With a final, lingering look at the space, the figure vanished, melting into the shadows
of the farthest corner of the gallery as silently as it had appeared. The chill remained,
a lingering spectral echo.

Alaric waited, counting slowly to a hundred, before daring to peek out. The gallery was
empty. The shattered tablets were the only proof of the intrusion. He cautiously
approached the now-empty compartment. It was no ordinary shelving; etched into the
stone behind it were faint, almost invisible runes, throbbing with a residual, low hum
of magic. He had never seen such markings before.

Driven by a curiosity that often superseded his natural caution, Alaric ran his fingers
over the runes. They felt warm, almost alive, beneath his touch. A faint, shimmering
dust, like crushed starlight, clung to the edges of the compartment. The scent of
ozone, sharp and electric, now mingled with the familiar must of old paper.

Then, his fingers brushed against something else. Tucked deep into a small,
unremarked crevice within the compartment was a small, ornate box. It was no larger
than his palm, crafted from a metal he didn't recognize - dark and heavy, yet smooth
as polished river stone. Intricate silver filigree snaked across its surface, forming
patterns that seemed to shift and reform in the lanternlight.

He carefully extracted it. It felt cool against his skin, vibrating with a faint, steady
thrum, like a distant heartbeat. This was not a piece of common history. This was
something else entirely. The box possessed an undeniable presence, an ancient

weight that resonated deep within him. It felt... connected.

As Alaric held the box, a strange sensation washed over him. It wasn't just the hum
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against his palm; it was a whisper, a faint resonance in his mind, like a half-forgotten
melody. Images flickered at the edge of his vision: towering spires reaching for a sun
long set, figures cloaked in shimmering light, and a blinding flash that shattered
everything. He blinked, the phantom images receding, leaving a faint ache behind his
eyes.

He knew, with a certainty that transcended logic, that this was what the cloaked figure
had been searching for. And in their haste, they had overlooked it. Alaric carefully
tucked the small box into his belt pouch, securing it beneath his tunic. He felt an
inexplicable urge to protect it, to keep it hidden, not just from the mysterious intruder,
but from everyone.

Descending the stairs, Alaric felt a shift within himself. The mundane dust of the
archives no longer felt quite so suffocating. The air still tasted of old parchment, but
now, beneath it, was the faint, exciting tang of magic. His life, which had always felt
like a forgotten page in a forgotten book, had suddenly been marked.

He found himself glancing over his shoulder, a prickle of unease travelling up his
spine. The unknown figure had been powerful, its movements precise and its intent
clear. Alaric, an orphan known only for his knack with old books, was no match for
such a presence. Yet, he now held something that figure had desperately sought.

Back among the endless shelves, Alaric tried to resume his duties, but the words on
the treaties blurred. His mind replayed the cloaked figure, the shimmering box it had
taken, and the lingering warmth of the small, ornate box hidden against his own skin.
He felt a burgeoning sense of dread, mixed with an intoxicating thrill. His quiet life had
been irrevocably altered.

He extinguished his lantern with a careful click, plunging his immediate vicinity into
deeper shadow. The archive was vast and silent once more, but now it felt less empty,
more watchful. As he made his way to his meager sleeping cot in a forgotten corner of
the lower levels, the small box pressed against his side, a silent promise of questions
yet to be answered and dangers yet to be faced. The whispers in the lanternlight had
only just begun.
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