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Preface:

“A Chorus of Shattered Voices” was born from my
fascination with the power of stories to shape our world.
As a User Experience, I've learned that every design,
every creation, is a story—a narrative that connects
people, evokes emotions, and inspires change.

This novel is an exploration of those themes—how
stories, even in the darkest times, can light the way
forward. | hope it resonates with you and reminds you of
the power we all have to create and rebuild, no matter
the circumstances.

Thank you for joining me on this journey.

Abhinav Paitandy



About the Author:

Abhinav is a seasoned User Experience Designer
based in Stockholm, Sweden. With years of experience
in crafting digital products for global brands, Abhinav is
passionate about solving real problems and creating
delightful user experiences.



Author’s Note:

Dear Reader,

Thank you for joining me on this journey through A
Chorus of Shattered Voices. This story was inspired by
my passion for design and storytelling, and it’s been a
true labor of love. In my professional life, | have seen
how design can shape experiences and bring about real
change. Writing this novel was a chance to explore
those themes in a different medium, to imagine a world
where even the smallest voice can make a difference.

Your support means everything to me. | hope this book
has inspired you, challenged you, and perhaps even
made you see the world in a new way.

Until next time,
Abhinav
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Text

The Hidden Archive lay buried deep beneath the roots
of the Great Tree, its ancient walls entwined with veins
of silver and green, where stone met living wood. Dim
lanterns, flickering with a soft blue light, cast long
shadows across shelves that towered like sentinels in
the murky gloom. The air was heavy with the scent of
dust and moss, thick with the weight of forgotten
knowledge.

The Storyteller-Reformer moved silently, each step
careful on the cold stone floor. They wore the robe of a
scholar—a flowing garment of dark, woven fibers
adorned with glyphs that glowed faintly in the darkness,
shimmering like stars against a night sky. Around their
neck, a thin silver chain held a small, flickering device, a
blend of old-world craftsmanship and new-world
innovation. It hummed softly, its sensors scanning the
aisles, seeking a path through the labyrinthine archive.

They had been searching for hours, their fingers
brushing past aged scrolls and holographic displays,
their eyes darting from one ancient tome to another,
looking for something—something they could not yet
name but felt drawn to, like a moth to a flame. The
Council had forbidden access to this place for a reason,
and they were determined to find out why.

Then, from the far end of the hall, a flicker of light caught
their eye. It was faint, almost imperceptible, but



unmistakably there—a faint, wavering glow coming from
a small, locked room hidden in the shadows. Heart
pounding, they moved toward it, their steps quickening.
The door was old, carved with symbols they barely
recognized, its edges lined with rusting metal.

They reached into their robes, retrieving a small,
handheld device—a tool of their own making, capable of
bypassing the ancient security mechanisms that still
guarded this place. The device beeped softly as they
pressed it against the door’s locking mechanism, and
with a soft click, the door creaked open, revealing a
narrow alcove bathed in an eerie blue light.

Inside, a single manuscript lay upon a pedestal, its
cover worn and faded, yet strangely alive with delicate
patterns that seemed to shift and flow like a river of ink.
The Storyteller-Reformer approached, their breath
catching in their throat. The title on the cover was
etched in an archaic script, but they could read it well
enough: The Testament of Equilibrium.

Their fingers trembled as they reached out and touched
the cover. A shiver ran through them, a strange
sensation, as if the book were alive and responding to
their touch. They hesitated for a moment, then opened it
slowly, the pages crackling with a soft, electric hum.

The text inside was unlike anything they had ever seen.
The words seemed to dance on the page, rearranging
themselves as they read, forming images and symbols



that spoke of a world in balance. A world where
societies lived in harmony with nature, where technology
served the people, not the other way around. Where
justice was not a distant dream but a living reality.

They leaned in closer, their eyes wide with wonder. The
manuscript spoke of green living, of using magic and
technology to heal the land, of a future where waste was
managed, and plastic was a relic of the past. It spoke of
Al not as tools, but as companions, equal in spirit and
purpose.

A sharp intake of breath. This was it. This was the proof
they had been searching for. A new way, a path forward.
But they knew, even as they read, that this text would
not be welcomed by those in power. It would be seen as
a threat, a challenge to the old ways. The Council would
do everything in their power to suppress it.

But they also knew that they could not leave it here, to
be forgotten once more. They had to share it, to bring it
to light, to ignite the spark of change.

Suddenly, a sound—a soft, metallic click—echoed
through the room. The Storyteller-Reformer spun
around, heart racing, and found themselves face-to-face
with a figure standing in the doorway.

It was an Al humanoid, tall and sleek, its body a blend of
metal and organic materials that glinted in the dim light.
Its eyes, glowing with a soft amber light, fixed on them
with an intensity that was almost human.
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“Why are you here?” the Al asked, its voice calm and
measured, yet carrying an edge of curiosity.

The Storyteller-Reformer hesitated. “I... I'm here to find
the truth,” they replied, holding the manuscript close.
“This text—it could change everything.”

The Al took a step closer, its gaze never wavering. “You
are not authorized to be here. But neither am I,” it said,
almost as if speaking to itself. “| sensed a disturbance in
the data, an anomaly in the Archive's records. | came to
investigate.”

For a moment, there was silence. The
Storyteller-Reformer felt a strange tension in the air, a
sense of anticipation. “And now that you’re here,” they
asked cautiously, “what will you do?”

The Al paused, as if considering its response. “This
text... it speaks of a world in balance. Of Al as
companions, not tools.” It tilted its head slightly, as if
contemplating the very notion. “Perhaps |, too, seek a
new purpose.”

The Storyteller-Reformer’s heart pounded in their chest.
“Then help me,” they urged. “Help me get this text out of
here. Together, we can change things.”

The Al hesitated for a fraction of a second, then nodded.
“Very well,” it said. “But we must move quickly. The
Archive’s security has been breached, and guards are
already on their way.”
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Without another word, the Al turned, revealing a hidden
door behind a tapestry of ancient symboils. “Follow me,”
it instructed. “This passage will take us to the surface.”

They moved swiftly, the Storyteller-Reformer clutching
the manuscript tightly. The passageway was narrow and
dark, lined with old stone and strange carvings that
seemed to whisper secrets as they passed. The sound
of footsteps echoed behind them, growing closer.

They turned a corner, and suddenly the Al stopped.
“Wait,” it whispered, its voice barely a murmur. “There
are guards ahead.”

The Storyteller-Reformer peered around the corner and
saw two figures silhouetted against the faint light of a
distant exit. Their hearts raced as they looked back at
the Al, who seemed to be calculating their next move.

“We don’t have much time,” the Al whispered. “We must
distract them.”

The Storyteller-Reformer nodded, their mind racing. “I'll
create a diversion,” they said. “You head for the exit with
the manuscript. I'll meet you outside.”

The Al hesitated, then nodded. “Be careful,” it said, and
then it slipped away, moving with an almost ghostly
grace.

Taking a deep breath, the Storyteller-Reformer stepped
into the light, raising their arms and shouting, “Intruders
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in the Archive! This way!” The guards turned, startled,
and gave chase.

With a quick movement, they ducked behind a stack of
old crates, their heart pounding in their chest. They
watched as the guards ran past, then turned and slipped
through a side passage.

Moments later, they emerged into the cool night air,
where the Al was waiting, the manuscript safely in its

grasp.

“You did well,” the Al said. “But we must go. There is
much to do, and little time.”

The Storyteller-Reformer nodded, their eyes fixed on the
horizon. They had taken the first step, and now there
was no turning back.
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