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​Kingdom of Song

It was once said that every soul in the kingdom of Sullivan was born with a song. A genuine song, not a tune or a lullaby, but a moving melody crafted from the heart. A song that brought out one's character, their underlying hopes and desires. In Sullivan, music was more than an art; it was an identity. Names were given to children only after they sang. Duets courted lovers. Harmony, not birthright, determined who became king. Additionally, silence was feared in such a kingdom. Under a twisting moon and the quiet of birds, a baby girl was born in the northern woods during a crimson eclipse. Her father was long gone, but her mother was a healer. They wrapped the infant in anticipation and warmth. Yet the child did not cry. She did not moan. She did not perform. She did not speak a word at all. The villagers considered her cursed. “She has no song,” the midwife whispered. Her mother wept and named her Ira, meaning “stillness.” But as the girl grew, her eyes grew as cold as ice, and her lips made no sound. She listened, not just sat there. Moreover, while the forest did not fear Ira, the villagers did. Ira learned to feel the sounds in the forest rather than hear them. They played music beyond human voices—the wind, the birds, and the humming of plants. What’s more, Ira discovered magic in the solitude of the trees. Not the magic of spoken words or spells, but the magic of symbols and ink, the still, powerful power of intention. Silent magic that needed no voice. Yet songs filled the royal palace of Solvenhart, the faraway city. Ira could hear a single voice, bright, aching, and beautiful, among them from afar. A prince singing as loudly as the sky. He was worshipped by the silent witch Ira. Her stubborn, yearning heart kept singing only for him, even though he would never hear her speak, and the world would never accept a silent queen.

​The Witch in the Wood

THE WOODS DIDN'T NEED language. The rustle of leaves, the snapping of twigs under careful footsteps, the buzz of bees weaving among the blossoms—they were theirs. That faint sound nourished Ira as she grew up. She felt safe there, too. Her cottage sat on the edge of a forgotten glade, swallowed by ivy and wild roses. Its crooked chimney belched smoke that sounded like an unanswered question. Glass jars glowed with sleeping pills, rows of dried herbs lined the ceiling beams, and an old oak table had been used for centuries for casting spells. As always, Ira moved slowly through her home. The wooden floor was silent under her bare feet. After stirring her morning drink with petals and ink-stained fingers, she went outside, drawn by the slightest breeze as usual. Once again, the prince was singing. She climbed the mossy hills overlooking the perimeter of the royal gardens. She could see the distant towers of Solvenheart and hear the faint echo of his voice behind the trees. Sometimes bright, sometimes painful, it wove through the air like silk. Cailin, the prince. She had watched him transform from a little boy to a man, from boisterous laughter to quiet sadness. Over the years, the songs had changed—from lighthearted to heavy with something unspoken. He sang now and always alone. She understood, too. He was surrounded by voices, but no one listened. She longed to answer him even though she never spoke. Ira closed her eyes and knelt on the grass. She joined in his melody in her head, not with her voice but with her heart. She imagined herself dancing with him in that song, passing through the barriers that separated sound and silence, prince and witch. Yet he was gone when she opened her eyes. Only the echo remained, and even that was fading. Her heart was heavy with longing as she returned to her cottage. Spells were used to bind wounds, to preserve beauty, and to summon rain. Yet there were no spells to give a voice to the voiceless. Yet there was writing. There was magic.

And maybe there was a way to be heard, just maybe.

​Thoughts on the Wind

THAT EVENING, THE STARS were low and silent. As Ira sat at her wooden table, moonlight fell on white parchment through the lattice window. Its ink, distilled from the sap of dream trees and irradiated during a summer eclipse, shone silver. Ink reserved only for words that mattered, the ink of a witch. Her hands trembled as she dipped her quill. What could she say to a prince? A prince whose voice made sounds of emotion, while hers was merely a well. What kind of words could reach someone who didn't know they existed? And yet, wasn't it true that his songs reached her? She wrote too. Trees bend to hear you sing. The sky folds in mourning when you weep. Who comforts the people of the world? After a brief flash of light, the letters faded into the paper like calming breaths. Ira ran her fingers over the lines. Her magic raged—not loud, not bright—but present. Every word was silent and held under her spell. After rolling the parchment and tying it with black string, she left her hut and entered the woods beyond. The night air had a sour taste. The wind was waiting. She lifted the scroll in a silent incantation, just a thought and an intention, and the wind obeyed. Like a seed seeking fertile ground, the note rose upward, caught by unseen currents and carried toward the royal city. She felt her knees weaken as she slipped from sight. She had never felt such silence before. It terrified me. And yet, it was exciting. Prince Cailin was on his balcony in Solvenhart just before dawn. He couldn't sleep. He stopped thinking about music, and he couldn't utter a single tune. For weeks, it had been like this. He was rumored to be moody, fragile, and too sensitive for the throne by the court. He didn't care. He only cared to be truly heard. Then he saw it: a pale, glossy scroll resting on the edge of the marble banister as if left there in the moonlight. He took it out. And read it slowly, too. Once. Then again. Each line was like a dream memory. Delicacy was pressed against Kaelen's chest. No one had ever written to him like this before—not out of obligation or admiration, but out of understanding. Though it was a strange woman's voice, he felt at home for the first time in years. He had no idea who she was or how the letter had gotten there. But he would write back.

​Letters

CAILIN HAD NEVER BEFORE encountered someone who wrote like this. The letter bore no signature, seal, or name from any noble house. Yet it had a deeper impact than any song performed at court. They knew him, so his words weren't designed to impress. Cailin returned to his room and sat at his desk that morning while his tutors read dry histories and court musicians practiced in the great hall. He picked up a parchment made of compressed rose fiber, the material on which royal correspondence was written. Yet the quill he held seemed foreign. Music was his first language, not words. Yet he wrote, "Voice of the Forest, who are you? I know not which chord your words touch. You speak where no voice dares. I sing. You speak." He called to the falconer after he had carefully folded the letter and wrapped it in silk. But something told him that a falcon would not do so while peering through the window. This letter wasn't supposed to follow the rules. Instead, he left the palace and placed the letter under a willow tree in the grove behind the old library. He didn't cast a spell but instead begged the wind. "If you found me once, may you find me again," he whispered. Ira felt the letter before it arrived, miles away. That evening, it flew to her garden, twirling like a flower on invisible threads. The words were something else, though the royal parchment was too fine for her rough fingers. Her throat tightened as she clutched the letter to her heart. He replied by email. Not with sarcasm. Not out of fear. With an open mind. Through poetry. Ira worked on the page by candlelight that night, forming delicate circles with her hand. Although her reply was brief, it was filled with hidden magic and meaning. "You ask me who I am—I am the silent echo. The silence between your notes.

The one who listens among the leaves." She sent it back on the wind, this time with more power than her magic—hope gave him more courage. And so a secret orchestra began. Their correspondence deepened, spell by spell, letter by letter. He sent her songs he'd written in taverns and with scores she couldn't play, but that her soul somehow understood. She sent him riddles, proverbs, and ancient lines bathed in starlight. They never said their names. They never asked where or how they came between them; music was the only thing. Affection grew in each line. The longing was the same. Cailin's palace advisors said he seemed distracted. He smiled more, wandered at odd hours, and hummed unfamiliar tunes. Ira wrote in the woods with trembling hands. She confessed things in her letters she'd never spoken aloud. And when he wrote back, she heard nothing but silence: You can see me. And yet, the world was turning. Plus, the Queen Mother had begun to prepare for the event Ira feared most of all: the Choice.

​A Voice for the Throne

MUSIC HAD LONG RULED the gilded halls of Solvenhart. Now she would choose a queen. In her purple gown, the Queen Mother stood before the royal council and announced the long-awaited decision: "Prince Cailin will tie the knot before the next full moon. Harmony is necessary for the throne, and the people must hear it." Throughout the kingdom, knights carried messages. Daughters of noble families received invitations bearing the royal crest and a golden ring, inviting them to "come and sing for your crown." Cailin was secretly terrified. The polished voices of the court no longer stirred his heart. He no longer desired a flawless soprano or the clever verses of court poets. He longed for the hidden voice that silently listened to his soul

​The Masquerade


​The Trial of the Heart


​The Price of Voice
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