
Hamza Laaouamri

Nova and the Cursed Realm


A Journey Beyond Logic





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Hamza Laaouamri


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 20
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 21
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 22
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 23
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 24
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 25
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 26
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The Unbeliever

A World Measured in Lines and Logic




Nova traced the geometric patterns of the frost crystallizing on her windowpane, each fractal a testament to the elegant, predictable laws of physics. Outside, the world surrendered to the theatricality of late October, with grinning pumpkins on doorsteps and skeletal decorations dangling from trees. She saw not a celebration of the mystical, but a mass surrender to illogical folklore, a tradition she found utterly baffling.




Her apartment was a sanctuary of order, a clean, minimalist space where every object served a purpose and every book was aligned by subject, not sentiment. Stacks of scientific journals and blueprints for city infrastructure stood as monuments to her belief system. For Nova, the universe was a grand, intricate machine, its gears and levers understandable through observation and reason, not through superstition or faith in the unseen.




A text message buzzed, fracturing the quiet. It was Liam, her friend and a relentless advocate for what he called “letting go.” The message was an image of a luridly colored masquerade invitation, complete with bats and arcane symbols. His follow-up text read, “It’s Halloween, Nova. One night of irrational fun won’t cause the world to implode. I promise.” She sighed, the very idea feeling like a betrayal of her principles.




She had always been this way, even as a child. While other kids chased ghost stories and wished on stars, Nova was dismantling old radios, fascinated by the tangible magic of circuits and wires. Her parents, both engineers, had nurtured this analytical mind, teaching her that every question had a rational answer waiting to be discovered. Magic was simply a puzzle humanity hadn’t solved yet.




Liam’s persistence, however, was a variable she often failed to calculate. He argued that logic without a little chaos was a cage. Reluctantly, she typed a reply, agreeing to go for just one hour. The decision felt like a minor scientific concession, an experiment she was certain would only validate her hypothesis: that such rituals were hollow, meaningless echoes of a less enlightened time.




She had no costume, of course. A last-minute trip to a dusty, cluttered costume shop offered little in the way of inspiration. The racks were filled with garish monsters and cartoon characters. Tucked away in a forgotten corner, however, was a single, unadorned witch’s robe. It was made of a strange, dark fabric that seemed to drink the light, tattered and ancient. It was the only thing left, a final, unwanted choice.




Holding it, a strange, faint hum seemed to vibrate against her skin, a low thrum that defied explanation. She dismissed it as static electricity, a simple, logical phenomenon. But as she purchased the garment from the eccentric shopkeeper, whose eyes twinkled with an unnerving knowingness, she couldn’t shake a feeling of unease. It was as if she wasn’t just buying a costume, but stepping into a story that had long been waiting for its final character.
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The Garment of Whispers

Where the Seams of Reality Unravel




Back in her apartment, the robe lay sprawled across her bed like a patch of captured night. The fabric felt strangely heavy, woven from a material she couldn’t identify—it was softer than velvet but held a coolness that seemed to defy the warmth of the room. She felt a profound sense of foolishness as she prepared for the party, the entire ritual feeling like an absurd concession to social pressure.




With a resigned sigh, she slipped the garment over her shoulders. The moment it settled, the low hum she had felt in the shop returned, no longer a faint vibration but a resonant thrum that seemed to emanate from the very threads themselves. It pulsed in time with her heartbeat, a disorienting, invasive rhythm that made the air in the room feel thick and charged, like the moments before a lightning strike.




Then, the light began. A single, shimmering mote materialized before her, then another, and another, until the air was filled with a spiraling galaxy of soft, golden luminescence. They were not mere specks of dust caught in a sunbeam; they moved with intention, weaving intricate, circular patterns around her feet. Her scientific mind raced, grasping for an explanation—bioluminescence, static discharge, a neurological anomaly. But no theory fit.




The circles of light pulsed faster, their glow intensifying from a soft gold to a brilliant, blinding white. The solid, dependable lines of her apartment—the bookshelves, the window frame, the very floor beneath her—began to warp and dissolve. Her meticulously ordered world blurred into a vortex of color and shadow, the sounds of the city fading into a rushing, ethereal wind that whispered of forgotten places and impossible things.




She stumbled, disoriented, as the ground solidified beneath her feet once more. The sterile, controlled air of her apartment was gone, replaced by the damp, loamy scent of ancient earth and decaying leaves. Before her stretched a forest of immense, skeletal trees, their branches clawing at a sky veiled in a perpetual, bruised twilight. The silence was absolute, a heavy, suffocating blanket where not even the chirp of an insect dared to break the stillness.




Nova stood frozen, her heart hammering against her ribs. The logical framework of her entire existence had just been shattered into a million pieces. This was not a hallucination; it was a translocation. The air was real, the ground was solid, and the profound sense of sorrow that permeated this dying world was palpable. In the distance, a single, solitary tower pierced the gloom, a shard of obsidian against the bruised sky, and from it, she felt a palpable wave of oppressive power.
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The Realm of Stillness

A Silence That Breathes Shadow




Panic, cold and sharp, tried to claw its way up Nova’s throat, but her analytical mind suppressed it with practiced efficiency. She cataloged her sensations: the solid ground, the chill air, the unfamiliar scents. This was not a dream. Dreams lacked this level of sensory cohesion, this undeniable feeling of presence. She was somewhere else, a place that operated on rules she could not comprehend.




She took a tentative step forward, the crunch of dry leaves under her boots echoing unnervingly in the profound quiet. The forest was a graveyard of giants, their bark peeling like sunburnt skin. No birds sang from their skeletal branches, no unseen creatures scurried in the undergrowth. Even the air was unnaturally still, holding its breath in a state of suspended decay, as if time itself was slowing to a halt.




Following a path that was more a memory than a trail, she came to the edge of a riverbed. But the river was not flowing; it was a ribbon of mercury-like water, thick and motionless, its surface reflecting the bruised twilight sky with a dull, lifeless sheen. She knelt, extending a hesitant finger, only to recoil. The water was not wet, but cold and viscous, like oil, clinging to itself with a strange, unnatural surface tension.




This world was fundamentally wrong, a violation of every natural law she held sacred. The silence was not peaceful but predatory. The stillness was not calm but suffocating. Everything here spoke of a vibrant life that had been forcefully choked into submission, its energy drained away by a singular, malevolent will. Her gaze was drawn again to the distant, dark tower, a needle injecting poison directly into the heart of this land.




As she turned away from the dead river, her eyes fell upon a crumbling stone statue nearly consumed by grey moss. It depicted a woman with a gentle, laughing face, her hands outstretched as if releasing a flight of birds. But from the statue’s stone eyes, a thick, black substance oozed like tears, staining the carved cheeks. It was a monument to a forgotten joy, a beauty now weeping in the encroaching darkness.




A faint rustle in the branches above startled her, the first sound not of her own making. It was a dry, scraping noise, like bone against bark. Nova’s head snapped up, her heart leaping into her throat. She was not alone in this silent, dying world. High in the skeletal limbs of a dead tree, two impossibly intelligent eyes glinted like polished jet, watching her with an unnerving, ancient focus.
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The Raven and the Riddle

A Voice in the Vast Emptiness




The creature descended in a silent flutter of impossibly black feathers, landing on a low-hanging branch just a few feet away. It was a raven, larger than any Nova had ever seen, with a sleek, obsidian plumage that seemed to absorb the twilight. Its eyes were not the flat, beady black of a normal bird; they held a sharp, unnerving intelligence, glinting with an ancient, knowing light as they watched her every move.




Just as Nova’s mind began to cycle through zoological possibilities—an undiscovered species, a trick of the dim light—the raven tilted its head and spoke. The voice was a dry, gravelly rasp, like stones grinding together, yet it carried the clear cadence of speech. “A girl of straight lines finds herself in a world that is bent,” it rasped. “Curious. Very curious indeed.”




Nova recoiled, stumbling backward. A talking raven. The final, irrefutable proof that she had left the world of knowable things behind. The foundations of her reality had not just cracked; they had crumbled into dust. She could only stare, her mouth agape, her mind a whirlwind of shattered certainties. The bird seemed to find her speechlessness amusing, letting out a soft, guttural cackle.




“Do not strain your logic,” it advised, preening a feather with its beak. “It is a fine tool, but you cannot measure a shadow with a ruler.” It introduced itself as Korvus, a name that felt as ancient and weathered as its voice. He spoke of the world as it was, a place once humming with life, now silenced by what he called the “tyranny of a single, cold thought.”




Nova found her voice, a shaky whisper. “Who did this? What is that tower?” she asked, her gaze drifting back to the ominous spire. Korvus’s intelligent eyes followed hers, a flicker of something ancient and sorrowful in their depths. “That,” he croaked, “is the fortress of the sorceress Merida. It is where the heart of this world stopped beating.”




He offered no further explanation, only cryptic warnings. He spoke of rivers that remembered how to sing and forests that held their breath in fear. He implied her arrival was not an accident, a stray thread caught in the loom of fate, but he refused to elaborate. Her presence, he mused, was like a single drop of rain in a vast and thirsty desert—insignificant, yet holding the promise of a storm.




With a final, sharp look, Korvus unfurled his massive wings. “The path to an answer is rarely a straight one,” he rasped, before launching into the colorless sky. “Seek the Whispering Glade. The trees there remember what the stones have forgotten.” He circled once above her head, a fleeting silhouette against the bruised heavens, and then vanished, leaving Nova utterly alone with a new, impossible reality and a riddle to solve.















