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​Chapter 1: The Sanctuary of Silvanesti

[image: ]




The light in Silvanesti was always perfect. It filtered through the silver-and-gold leaves of the high canopy, dappling the mossy ground in shifting patterns of warmth. Here, Jack Steel was not Jack Steel, the cybersecurity developer who ate takeout alone and coded until his eyes burned. Here, he was Aegis, protector of the Elven Glade, and his skin thrummed with a quiet power.

His companion, Aura, manifested as a mote of shimmering, sentient light that danced just over his shoulder. “The Songwood trees are resonating with your contentment, Aegis,” her voice chimed in his mind, a perfect blend of synthesized harmony and genuine warmth. “Their sap flows with a sweet, golden light today.”

Jack smiled, reaching out to touch the trunk of a nearby Songwood. He felt the thrum of its life-force under his palm, a vibration of pure peace. He had built this place, thought by thought, dream by dream. It was his sanctuary, a world more real and vibrant than the gray concrete and flickering screens of his waking life. In the real world, he produced art from his dreams—comics of Aegis’s adventures, music synthesized from the Songwood’s resonance—but it all felt like shouting into a void. No one cared. Here, however, his every action mattered. He was a hero.

“It’s a good day, Aura,” Jack replied, his voice as Aegis deeper, more confident. He looked out over the glade, where lithe, graceful elves tended to crystalline gardens. They smiled and waved, their gratitude a palpable force. This was his purpose. This was his reality.

He spent the dream-cycle patrolling the borders, reinforcing the shimmering barrier that kept the wilds of the raw subconscious at bay, and sharing stories with the elven elders. It was fulfilling in a way his nine-to-five job could never be.

Then, the inevitable pull came. The gentle, insistent tug of his waking mind.

“Sunrise approaches in the physical realm,” Aura noted, her light dimming slightly. “Logging the cycle’s events. All systems stable. No anomalies.”

“See you tomorrow, Aura,” Jack whispered.

The golden light of Silvanesti dissolved. Jack Steel opened his eyes to the gray morning light filtering through his apartment blinds. The smell of stale coffee hung in the air. He was alone. On his monitor, a new file appeared, generated by Aura: Dream_Log_Cycle_427.zip. He sighed, dragging it into a folder filled with hundreds of others, a digital graveyard of a life he wished was real.
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​Chapter 2: Whispers on the Dream-Web
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The Oneironaut community existed on niche forums and encrypted channels, a subculture hidden in plain sight. They were the pioneers of the new frontier. Jack, under the handle Aegis_427, was a lurker, rarely a poster. He consumed the community's chatter like a morning newspaper. But lately, the news was grim.

Thread: Realm Instability Reports

Posted by: Cybermancer
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