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PROLOGUE

	The Night the Kingdom Vanished

	The Last Coronation

	The Golden Palace

	The Golden Palace had never looked more beautiful.

	Thousands of lanterns illuminated its towers.

	Golden banners danced in the evening wind.

	Music echoed through marble halls.

	Nobles from every corner of the kingdom filled the palace grounds.

	The entire realm had gathered to celebrate.

	At least that was what they believed.

	No one saw the storm approaching.

	Not the storm in the sky.

	The storm hidden inside the palace walls.

	Beyond the celebration, beyond the music and laughter, something was breaking.

	The kingdom simply had not realized it yet.

	King Alaric stood upon the highest balcony overlooking the capital.

	Below him stretched the Kingdom of Golden.

	The wealthiest realm in the known world.

	The strongest kingdom ever built.

	A nation whose influence reached distant continents.

	Its roads connected empires.

	Its scholars preserved ancient knowledge.

	Its armies remained undefeated for generations.

	People called it eternal.

	The king knew better.

	Nothing was eternal.

	Especially kingdoms.

	The evening breeze carried the scent of rain.

	Alaric closed his eyes briefly.

	For months he had felt the danger growing.

	Like cracks spreading through stone.

	Invisible at first.

	Then impossible to ignore.

	His advisors called him paranoid.

	His enemies called him weak.

	History would eventually call him right.

	A soft knock interrupted his thoughts.

	"Your Majesty."

	The king turned.

	Lord Edrick entered the balcony.

	One of his oldest advisors.

	One of his most trusted friends.

	At least for a little while longer.

	"The ceremony is ready."

	Alaric nodded.

	His gaze drifted once more across the city.

	The streets glowed with celebration.

	People danced.

	Children laughed.

	Merchants sold food and wine.

	Everywhere he looked, life flourished.

	It hurt knowing most of them would never understand what happened tonight.

	Perhaps that was a mercy.

	The king adjusted the golden cloak resting across his shoulders.

	Then followed Edrick back inside.

	Toward destiny.

	Toward betrayal.

	Toward the final night of Golden.

	The King's Final Command

	The coronation hall contained nearly every noble family in the kingdom.

	Thousands of candles illuminated the vaulted ceiling.

	Gold and crystal reflected light across polished marble floors.

	The throne itself stood upon a raised platform at the far end of the chamber.

	Ancient.

	Magnificent.

	Powerful.

	The Throne of Golden.

	Built by the founders.

	Protected for nearly a thousand years.

	Feared by those who understood its true purpose.

	The crowd erupted into applause as King Alaric entered.

	He smiled.

	The performance came naturally.

	Kings learned quickly how to hide fear.

	The ceremony proceeded according to tradition.

	Prayers.

	Speeches.

	Blessings.

	Oaths.

	Everything appeared normal.

	Everything appeared safe.

	Yet throughout the evening, the king noticed subtle signs.

	Nobles exchanging nervous glances.

	Whispered conversations ending abruptly.

	Guards standing where they should not be.

	Pieces moving across a board only he could see.

	The conspiracy had already begun.

	They simply waited for the proper moment.

	The king knew who they were.

	Seven lords.

	Seven powerful families.

	Seven men convinced they could control the future.

	Fools.

	Every one of them.

	As the ceremony neared its conclusion, Alaric quietly summoned his most loyal captain.

	Captain Rowan Vale.

	Commander of the Royal Guard.

	The only man he trusted completely.

	"Take the child."

	Rowan's expression tightened immediately.

	"Tonight?"

	"Now."

	The king's voice remained calm.

	Firm.

	Absolute.

	"There isn't much time left."

	The captain glanced toward the royal nursery hidden within the palace's eastern wing.

	Understanding dawned instantly.

	The child.

	The heir.

	The last surviving member of the royal bloodline.

	The future.

	Rowan lowered his head.

	"I understand."

	"No matter what happens, protect him."

	"With my life."

	The king nodded.

	"That may be required."

	A Child Hidden from Destiny

	The nursery remained silent.

	Peaceful.

	Safe.

	For now.

	A small boy slept within a wooden cradle carved from white oak.

	Barely three years old.

	Too young to understand kingdoms.

	Too young to understand crowns.

	Too young to understand betrayal.

	A small golden birthmark rested beneath his collarbone.

	A symbol passed through the royal bloodline for centuries.

	The Mark of Golden.

	Proof of inheritance.

	Proof of destiny.

	Proof of danger.

	Captain Rowan lifted the child carefully.

	The boy stirred slightly.

	Then settled once more.

	Outside the nursery windows, thunder rumbled across distant mountains.

	The storm had arrived.

	The captain wrapped the child in a dark cloak.

	Concealing both his face and the mark.

	No one could know.

	No one could find him.

	Not tonight.

	Especially not tonight.

	The kingdom's future now rested in his arms.

	And somewhere else within the palace, men prepared to destroy it.

	 

	 

	The Betrayal of Seven Lords

	The Oath Breakers

	The attack began during the final prayer.

	Perfect timing.

	The king almost admired it.

	Almost.

	Steel flashed.

	Shouts erupted.

	Chaos consumed the hall.

	The seven lords moved simultaneously.

	Years of planning finally revealed.

	Years of lies finally exposed.

	Guards turned on guards.

	Nobles turned on nobles.

	Blood appeared upon marble floors.

	The kingdom's greatest celebration transformed into its greatest tragedy.

	The Seven Lords stood together before the throne.

	United.

	Determined.

	Terrified.

	Because despite everything, they feared the throne.

	The founders left warnings.

	Ancient warnings.

	Warnings none of them fully understood.

	Yet greed always proved stronger than wisdom.

	The Seven Lords believed power belonged to those willing to seize it.

	Tonight they intended to prove it.

	The Fall of the Crown

	King Alaric never ran.

	Never begged.

	Never surrendered.

	The crown remained upon his head as fighting consumed the hall.

	The sight unsettled even his enemies.

	One lord stepped forward.

	Then another.

	Then another.

	Seven traitors.

	One king.

	History often arrived in moments like these.

	Small moments.

	Simple moments.

	Moments that changed everything forever.

	"You have doomed the kingdom."

	Alaric's voice echoed through the chamber.

	One of the traitors laughed.

	"The kingdom belongs to us now."

	The king smiled sadly.

	"No."

	The answer confused them.

	Only briefly.

	Because suddenly the throne began to glow.

	Ancient symbols ignited across its surface.

	Golden light flooded the hall.

	The founders' magic had awakened.

	And it was angry.

	Very angry.

	Blood on the Throne

	The first lord died instantly.

	Golden fire consumed him where he stood.

	The second collapsed screaming.

	The others staggered backward in horror.

	The throne rejected them.

	The kingdom rejected them.

	The founders rejected them.

	Yet somehow the traitors continued.

	Fear gave way to desperation.

	Desperation gave way to violence.

	Steel struck flesh.

	The king fell.

	Blood splashed across the throne.

	The golden light intensified.

	The palace shook.

	The city trembled.

	And somewhere deep beneath the kingdom, ancient powers awakened.

	The betrayal was complete.

	The price had only begun.

	The Kingdom Erased

	The Great Disappearance

	What happened next became legend.

	Then myth.

	Then forgotten entirely.

	The throne unleashed power unseen for centuries.

	Golden light erupted across the kingdom.

	Mountains shook.

	Rivers changed course.

	Storms engulfed the sky.

	Entire regions vanished beneath shimmering curtains of light.

	The Kingdom of Golden disappeared.

	Not destroyed.

	Not conquered.

	Erased.

	As though history itself had swallowed it whole.

	By dawn, travelers found empty valleys where cities once stood.

	Roads led nowhere.

	Maps became useless.

	The greatest kingdom in the world simply ceased to exist.

	And no one could explain why.

	 

	 

	The Lie That Survived

	The Seven Lords survived.

	Barely.

	Their victory tasted like ash.

	Because they never found the heir.

	Never claimed the throne.

	Never controlled the power they sought.

	So they created a lie instead.

	A powerful lie.

	A convenient lie.

	They told the world the Kingdom of Golden never existed.

	The stories became legends.

	The legends became fairy tales.

	The fairy tales became forgotten.

	Generation after generation accepted the deception.

	Eventually no
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