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The bells of Eldermere rang at dawn though no one had touched them in a hundred years, and Liora

paused at the edge of the forest as mist curled around her boots and the silent towers of the city loomed

behind her, dark and watchful, while the map hidden by her mother weighed heavily in her satchel with its faded warning to never follow the sound, yet curiosity pressed her forward as the forest sighed and 

leaves shimmered with pale blue light, humming like a distant song filled with old magic and danger, 

when a silver-antlered stag stepped from the trees and fixed her with knowing eyes before bowing its

head, and as the bells rang louder the ground trembled beneath her feet and something ancient stirred

deep within the woods, forcing Liora to choose between the safety she knew and the answers she craved,

and with a trembling breath she followed the glowing path into the forest, unaware that the world she

was leaving behind was already beginning to close.
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The forest closed around Liora as she walked, the mist thickening until the path behind her 

dissolved into nothing, and the air grew warmer and heavy with the scent of moss and rain 

while faint whispers brushed her ears in a language she almost understood, the silver light of 

the stag flickering between the trees as if guiding her deeper into a place where time slipped

strangely, her steps echoing too loudly on the roots beneath her feet, and with every heartbeat 

the bells faded into a low pulse that matched her own, until the ground opened into a vast

clearing where a ruined stone arch rose from the earth like a broken crown, its surface etched

with runes that glowed when Liora drew near, and as she reached out to touch them the forest 

fell utterly silent, the whispers ceased, and she knew with sudden certainty that whatever lay 

beyond the arch had been waiting for her alone.
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As Liora’s fingers brushed the glowing runes a sharp chill raced up her arm and the clearing

seemed to tilt, the air bending as though the world itself were taking a breath, and the ruined

arch flared with blinding light that erased the forest in an instant, leaving her standing in a 

vast shadowed hall where the ceiling vanished into darkness and the floor shimmered like

black glass, and from the silence came the slow echo of footsteps not her own, each one 

deliberate and heavy with age, until a deep voice rolled through the hall like distant thunder, 

speaking her name though she had never given it, and in that moment Liora understood that

crossing the arch had not made her a traveler but a summoning, and whatever ancient power 

had awakened in the forest had finally found the one it was searching for.
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The voice faded and the hall stirred to life as thin lines of light spread beneath Liora’s feet like 

cracks in ice, revealing shapes moving far below the glassy floor while towering pillars

emerged from the darkness around her, carved with stories of forgotten kings and fallen stars,

and though fear tightened her chest she stood her ground as a figure slowly formed at the far 

end of the hall, its outline woven from shadow and fire, eyes burning with a sorrow older than 

memory, and when it spoke again the sound was softer yet heavier, telling her that the bells had

not rung to warn the world but to announce her arrival, for the seal was breaking and only a

bloodbound soul could mend it, and as the truth settled over her Liora realized that the choice

she thought she had made in the forest had been decided long before she was born.
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The figure raised a hand and the images carved into the pillars began to move, stone flowing

like water to show a child wrapped in starlight, hidden away while flames consumed a

kingdom, and Liora felt her pulse roar in her ears as fragments of half-remembered dreams fell

into place, the lullaby her mother used to sing now echoing through the hall in a language that

made the air tremble, and when the shadowed being spoke again it called her by an older name

that stirred something fierce and aching in her chest, revealing that her blood carried the last

spark of the covenant meant to bind the ancient forces beneath the world, and as the light

beneath her feet flared brighter Liora understood that returning home was no longer a question

of courage but of sacrifice, for the power awakening within her would either restore the balance

or shatter what remained of the realm forever.
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