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Whispers from the Deep

Nael lived a life that resembled a page in an old archive book, a page filled with meticulously arranged words that were rarely ever read. He worked as an employee in a manuscript house, surrounded by the scent of ancient paper and a majestic silence broken only by the rustle of turned pages or the echo of his own solitary footsteps in the long corridors. His small apartment, overlooking a side street that no one cared for, was a precise reflection of his soul: tidy, quiet, and lacking any evidence of a boisterous or chaotic life. He sometimes felt its walls closing in on him, not because of their size, but because of the clamorous silence in its corners, and the feeling that he was just another shadow moving silently behind its window pane.

It all began on a dull Tuesday afternoon, a day no different from its predecessor and promising nothing new for the morrow. As Nael was restoring a rare Persian manuscript, he felt a sharp, sudden dizziness. It wasn’t just a fleeting lightheadedness, but a violent sensation that the ground was swaying beneath him and that the high walls of the library were converging to crush him. He squeezed his eyes shut, clinging to the edge of the wooden table, and felt a cold tremor run through his veins. It only lasted for moments, but they were long enough to leave behind a strange feeling of detachment, as if his soul had left his body for a second and returned to find it a slightly unfamiliar place, and less safe than it was moments before.

In the days that followed that incident, he began to hear them. Faint, incomprehensible whispers that crept into his consciousness in moments of complete silence. At first, he thought it was just tinnitus, or perhaps a symptom of the exhaustion that shadowed his every move. The sounds were like the noise of a very distant crowd, or the murmurs of an audience in a vast theater while he sat alone in the back row. He tried to ignore them, turning up the volume of his music, immersing himself in his work with greater focus, but the whispers were always there, lurking just beneath the surface of silence, waiting for any opportunity to re-emerge, bringing with them a growing anxiety that gnawed at his peace.

Driven by a secret fear that his mind was beginning to unravel, Nael decided to see a doctor. He sat in the doctor’s office with its sterile white walls and described his symptoms with hesitation, feeling the absurdity of his own words. A sudden dizzy spell, non-existent whispers. The doctor, a middle-aged man with a practical gaze, ran the necessary tests: blood pressure, a hearing test, a general examination. The results were perfectly normal. “It’s probably just stress, Mr. Nael. You need some rest.” Nael left the clinic feeling a loneliness deeper than before; the outside world confirmed his health, while his inner world screamed that something was wrong.

The visions began to appear shortly after, not as clear dreams, but as flashes and fleeting images that formed behind his eyelids just before he drifted off to sleep. Complex geometric shapes danced and shifted, glowing lights like tiny suns flared up and died out in a deep darkness, and shadows moved with purpose and intention, like microscopic armies marching on unseen pathways. He would awaken from his fitful sleep with his heart pounding violently, drenched in a cold sweat, and haunted by the feeling that something vital and immense was happening somewhere—a place he couldn’t see, but could feel in the depths of his being, in the very core of his living, breathing cells.

Then one moonlit night, as he sat on his sofa trying to read a book whose words he couldn’t focus on, everything changed. The overlapping whispers suddenly ceased, and a profound silence fell—a silence more unsettling than the noise itself. Then, from within that sonic void, a single voice emerged, clear and decisive. It wasn’t a sound he heard with his ears, but one that resonated directly within his skull, at the center of his consciousness. It wasn’t a long sentence or a grand speech, but a single word, uttered in a tone that carried a mixture of reverence, desperation, and hope. A single word that turned his world upside down, whispered by that unknown kingdom residing deep within him: “My liege.”

Chapter 2

Echo of the Empty Throne

Nael froze in place, his eyes wide in the emptiness of the silent room. The word “My liege” was not just an echo in his skull; it was like a stone thrown into the lake of his tranquility, creating violent ripples of shock and panic that swept through his entire being. He leaped to his feet and began to pace the room back and forth, his hands pressed hard against his temples as if trying to force this intrusive voice out. Was this an auditory hallucination? The beginning of a nervous breakdown he had long feared in the depths of his soul? He looked around at his familiar furniture, the stacked books, the cold cup of tea, trying to cling to physical reality, to anything that would deny the madness that was beginning to knock on the doors of his mind.

The whispers returned the next day, but they were no longer that random, incomprehensible noise. Their nature had changed, taking on a strange rhythm, as if they were collective chants or the roars of an army preparing for battle. He could now distinguish different tones within that vocal mix, some carrying pleas, others buzzing with suppressed anger. These sounds followed him everywhere: in the majestic silence of the library, in the faint noise of the street, and they even crept into his dreams, turning them into vast arenas of moving shadows and lights that resembled microscopic cities pulsating with life and death.

The visions became more insistent and clear. They were no longer just geometric shapes; they began to hint at gigantic structures resembling vast caverns and organic bridges spanning over rivers of glowing, liquid light. He saw flashes of tiny beings moving in organized formations, some building and others destroying, in a relentless, eternal conflict. It was like watching the history of an entire civilization on fast-forward behind his eyelids—a civilization that lived, died, and fought in a world that no one but him could witness or feel, a world that was his own body.

One night, as Nael lay on his bed, exhausted from anxiety and insomnia, that clear voice broke through the barrier of silence once again. “We are being lost, my liege. The throne is empty, and corruption is spreading.” The words were not harsh; rather, they were saturated with a tone of deep sorrow and urgency. Nael felt an overwhelming desire to scream, to tell this voice to leave him alone. “Who are you? What do you want from me? I am no one’s liege!” he shouted, not with his audible voice, but in a frantic internal dialogue that took place in the arena of his weary mind.

The reply came, calm and sad: “I am merely a messenger. A voice from the council that tries to preserve the Core from collapse. You are not just a vessel for us; you are the entire world. Your will is our law, and your silence is our sky from which chaos rains.” Nael felt a coldness creep into his limbs. This was no longer just a hallucination; it had become a logical conversation with an entity claiming to exist inside him. This realization was more terrifying than the idea of madness itself, for it imposed upon him a responsibility he had never asked for, a responsibility for the life or death of a “kingdom” he never knew existed.

In the midst of his silent argument, he suddenly felt a strange, concentrated heat forming in the palm of his left hand. He looked at it in astonishment and saw a network of fine veins beneath his skin pulsing with a faint light, a light whose rhythm synchronized with the frequency of the messenger’s voice in his mind. It wasn’t painful; rather, it was tangible, physical proof, an undeniable message. The kingdom had proven its existence in a way that transcended the limits of reason and doubt. “The rebellion is gaining strength,” the voice said. “They feed on your despair and doubt, using your energy to weave chaos. If you do not accept your role, the entire kingdom—this world of yours—will be consumed by civil war.”

The voice cut out abruptly, and the luminous pulse in his hand vanished, leaving behind a sudden coldness and a silence heavier than ever before. Nael remained staring at his palm, then into the darkness of his room, feeling the weight of the world—his inner world—crashing down on his shoulders. The question was no longer whether he was crazy, but what he would do now that he faced the reality of being both a god and a battlefield. The echo of the empty throne had faded, replaced now by the sound of war drums that had begun to beat deep beneath his skin.
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