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There are stories that belong to history.
And there are stories that history itself tries to bury.
One Dead Seven Graves – Yaldabaoth: Season Two was born from a single question:

What if humanity was never the first civilization to stand beneath the stars... and not the first to fall?

This book is not merely a tale of ancient Egypt, forgotten temples, or cosmic horrors hidden beneath the sands. It is a journey into memory itself — into the fragile boundary between knowledge and destruction, remembrance and identity.

In these pages, ruins breathe, gates awaken, and the past refuses to remain buried. The deserts of Egypt become more than landscapes; they become witnesses. Witnesses to civilizations erased from existence, to truths humanity was never meant to uncover, and to entities older than gods themselves.

At the center of this darkness stands Yaldabaoth — not simply a creature, not simply a guardian, but a symbol of the final threshold between humanity and the abyss beyond understanding.

This season deepens the mythology introduced before. The Nine, the First World, the black gates, and the terrible force known as the First Hunger now reveal themselves piece by piece. But with every answer comes a greater terror:

Some truths do not liberate humanity.
Some truths consume it.
The world within this story is built upon themes of memory, identity, fear, decay, and the eternal hunger for forbidden knowledge. Every civilization in this universe faces the same temptation: to know more than it should.

And every civilization pays a price.

If you choose to continue beyond this page, you will descend alongside High Priest Amun-Seth into forgotten cities beneath the earth, through temples buried beneath deserts, and toward gates that were never meant to open again.

This is not a story about heroes.

It is a story about witnesses.

And perhaps the most terrifying truth of all is this:

The gates were never truly closed.

MELİKE MELİS

THE SMELL

Night had fallen.

But this was not the kind of night that brought peace into a person’s soul.

This night was heavy.

Filthy.

And breathing.

The great city built along the banks of the Nile River became something else at night. The stone roads that looked like gold beneath the sun during the day were covered in mud and blood by nightfall. Even the wind wandering through the narrow streets smelled of rotten flesh.

In the southern district of the city, a woman was crying.

But nobody turned to look.

Because everyone had grown used to hearing someone cry.

The small child lying before the woman was motionless. The child’s lips had turned white. His stomach had collapsed inward. His eyes were open, but there was no one left inside them anymore.

The woman took the child’s face between both hands.

“Wake up...” she whispered, trembling.

“Please wake up...”

But the child did not move.

At last the woman began to scream.

Some of the men passing through the street turned their heads. Others quickened their pace. Because where hungry people existed, death existed. And where death existed, soldiers existed. And where soldiers existed, trouble was never far away.

Against the wall at the corner, two men were silently stripping a corpse.

Even the dead man’s sandals had been taken.

A little farther ahead, an old man was stabbed for bread.

Nobody stopped.

Nobody helped.

Because the same thing existed in everyone’s eyes:

Fear.

And hunger.
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A long line had formed at the northern gate of the city.

They were villagers fleeing migration.

They were escaping from the dried fields.

With them they carried:

• a few scraps of cloth,
• broken jugs,
• sick children,
• elderly mothers.
One of the soldiers at the gate struck an old man on the shoulder with the shaft of his spear.

“Tax!”

The man fell to his knees.

“We have nothing left...” he said.

The soldier smiled.

“Then leave your daughter.”

The little girl standing beside the man hid behind her mother.

The woman’s eyes filled with tears.

But she did not cry.

Because in this city, people had even learned to cry carefully.
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That same night...

In the enormous palace rising at the center of the city, there was music.

Women dancing between golden columns spun gracefully while incense hanging from the ceiling spread heavy scents through the air. Wine spilled from stone goblets onto the floor while barefoot servants crawled across the ground to clean it.

The man seated in the great hall of the palace was dressed like a god.

Pharaoh Neferkarê.

Neferkarê

Emeralds hung around his neck.

His fingers were covered with golden rings.

His eyes were tired.

But his face carried a false liveliness.

The young woman beside him offered him grapes.

The Pharaoh grabbed the woman’s wrist.

“How many people failed to pay taxes today?” he asked indifferently.

The servant bowed in fear.

“One hundred and thirty-two families, my lord.”

The Pharaoh placed the grape into his mouth.

“Take their property.”

“My lord... some of them are hungry—”

The Pharaoh raised his gaze.

The hall fell silent.

Even the music stopped.

“I am not their father.”

The servant immediately lowered his head.

“As you command...”

The Pharaoh leaned back once more.

The women began dancing again.

But at that exact moment...

Something briefly appeared in the giant mirror at the far corner of the hall.

The Pharaoh froze.

He saw his own face in the mirror.

But it was old.

Very old.

It looked rotten.

The Pharaoh suddenly rose to his feet.

The woman screamed.

The wine goblet fell to the floor.

The music stopped.

“Who is there?!”

The guards immediately rushed toward the mirror.

But there was nothing there.

Only the Pharaoh’s trembling breath.
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Meanwhile, on the lower levels of the palace, an entirely different silence ruled.

The temple corridors looked darker at night.

The carvings of gods upon the walls seemed to move within the shadows.

A man dressed in black walked along the long corridor.

High Priest Amun-Seth.

Amun-Seth

The oil lamp in his hand cast trembling shadows upon the stone walls.

The High Priest stopped.

He listened to a sound coming from far away.

A woman was crying.

The sound came from outside the palace.

Amun-Seth closed his eyes.

He remained silent for a moment.

Then he continued walking.

Because people who grew accustomed to pain eventually began to see mercy itself as a burden.

At the end of the corridor was a small chamber.

He opened the door.

Inside were ancient papyruses, stone tablets, and sealed boxes.

The room smelled of incense and mold.

The High Priest sat at the table.

He opened the ancient tablet before him once more.

The tablet had been discovered in the desert years ago.

It carried symbols no one could read.

But one sign repeated over and over again.

Nine small rings.

Amun-Seth traced his finger across the symbol.

At that exact moment...

A sound came from outside the door.

Like a whisper.

The High Priest lifted his head.

Silence.

Then again.

This time clearer.

“...nine...”

Amun-Seth slowly rose to his feet.

He walked toward the door.

He opened it.

The corridor was empty.

But something lay on the ground.

A small piece of stone.

And upon the stone was the same symbol:

Nine rings.

For the first time, the High Priest’s expression changed.

Because he had only ever seen this symbol before on the lost tablets.

But now...

Someone had left it inside the palace.

The lamp’s flame trembled.

In the distant darkness of the corridor, a shadow moved.

And vanished.

THE LOST CHILDREN

When morning came, the city still smelled like night.

The sun had risen, but it cleaned nothing.

As the heat increased, the stench of rotten fish, open sewers, and corpses left uncollected for days spread more harshly through the streets. In the market by the Nile, flies were landing on human faces more often than on meat now.

A woman was running.

Her feet were bare.

Her breath was breaking apart.

As she pushed through the crowd, she collided with shoulders and shoved people aside, but nobody turned to look.

Because in Egypt, everyone had their own disaster.

At last the woman reached the front of the temple.

As soon as she entered the shadow of the giant stone columns, she collapsed onto her knees.

“Please...” she said.

“Please find my son...”

The temple guards looked at one another.

One of them spoke in a bored voice.

“How old?”

“Seven...”

“When did he disappear?”

“At night...”

The guard shrugged.

“Everyone disappears at night.”

The woman clung to the man’s foot.

“I beg you in the name of Amun...”

The guard angrily pulled his leg away.

“Stop shouting.”

The woman’s voice broke.

“He was my only child...”

One of the other guards silently extended his hand.

The woman froze.

The man rubbed his fingers together.

He wanted money.

Trembling, the woman removed the small pouch from her waist. Only two copper pieces fell from it.

The guard laughed.

“The gods do not answer for that little.”

The woman’s eyes emptied.

At that moment, priests dressed in black began descending the temple stairs.

The crowd immediately stepped back.

High Priest Amun-Seth was walking forward.

Amun-Seth

Two young priests followed behind him.

The High Priest cast a brief glance at the woman.

Then he continued walking.

For a moment, the woman felt hope.

“My lord!”

The High Priest did not stop.

The woman shouted after him.

“Please help me!”

Amun-Seth paused for only an instant.

He slightly turned his head.

“In this city, everyone loses something.”

Then he continued walking.

The woman remained on the ground.

And for the first time, she stopped crying.
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The inside of the temple was colder than outside.

The scent of incense drifted through the long corridors. Light filtering through the narrow openings in the ceiling formed long lines upon the floor.

One of the young priests spoke quietly.

“Too many children have been disappearing lately.”

Amun-Seth did not answer.

The priest continued.

“Some say it is connected to the ancient curses.”

The High Priest stopped walking.

Slowly, he turned toward the priest.

“When people are afraid, they stop thinking.”

“But my lord... three more children disappeared again last night.”

Amun-Seth’s expression did not change.

But his eyes darkened briefly.

“Were any bodies found?”

“No.”

“Blood?”

“No.”

“Tracks?”

The priest fell silent.

“None...”

The High Priest began walking again.

Because things that left no trace
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