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  The Dusty Attic

  
  




Chapter 1 – The Dusty Attic




The attic had always been there, but Gazelem had never truly seen it.




It crouched above the second floor of the house like a forgotten thought, accessible only by a narrow pull-down ladder hidden in the ceiling of the hallway. For years, it had remained undisturbed, sealed behind a thin wooden hatch that blended so well into the plaster that visitors never noticed it. Even Gazelem rarely looked up. The attic belonged to dust and spiders and old things that no one wanted anymore. It belonged to the past, and Gazelem had learned—like most people—that the past was best left alone.




Until the afternoon the seer stone warmed in his pocket.




It was a strange warmth, not like heat from the sun or the burn of metal left too long outside. It felt alive, as if the stone had drawn a breath and released it against his skin. Gazelem paused halfway down the hallway, one foot forward, one back, his body unsure whether to keep moving.




He slipped his hand into his pocket and closed his fingers around the stone.




The seer stone was smooth and dark, no larger than a small apple, and fit his palm as though it had been shaped for him alone. He had found it years ago near the creek behind their house, half-buried in the mud after a storm. No one had claimed it. No one had recognized it. Alvin had laughed and said it looked like a lump of coal that forgot how to be useful.




But Gazelem had kept it.




Sometimes, late at night, he thought he saw faint symbols flicker beneath its surface, like reflections of writing submerged in water. Other times, he dreamed of voices that spoke his name as though testing its sound. Still, the stone had never done anything—at least, not until now.




The warmth pulsed once, then again.




Gazelem tilted his head upward, eyes settling on the ceiling hatch.




The attic.




He swallowed.




“Don’t be ridiculous,” he muttered to himself, though his feet had already begun to move. He reached up and tugged the thin cord hanging from the hatch. With a soft creak and a puff of gray dust, the ladder unfolded downward, each rung settling into place like a slow exhale.




The smell hit him first—dry wood, old paper, and the unmistakable scent of time. He hesitated only a moment before climbing.




The attic was dim, lit only by a small circular window at the far end that filtered in pale afternoon light. Dust motes drifted lazily through the air, glowing like tiny stars. Wooden beams crisscrossed the ceiling, and boxes—hundreds of them—were stacked in uneven towers along the walls.




Gazelem stood still, listening.




The house below was quiet. His parents were out running errands, and Alvin was supposed to be at a friend’s house, though Gazelem suspected that meant wandering the neighborhood pretending to be a hero from one of his adventure books.




The stone warmed again.




“All right,” Gazelem whispered. “I’m here.”




He didn’t know why he said it, only that it felt necessary.




He took a step forward.




Most of the boxes were ordinary—holiday decorations, old clothes, broken furniture wrapped in yellowing sheets. But as Gazelem moved deeper into the attic, he noticed something odd. The air felt heavier, as though the dust itself resisted being disturbed. His ears popped slightly, the way they did when climbing a steep hill.




Then he saw it.




In the far corner, partially hidden behind a collapsed stack of crates, stood a small wooden chest. It was darker than the others, its surface polished smooth by hands that had touched it often and long ago. Strange markings were carved along its sides—interlocking lines that seemed to twist when he looked at them too closely.




The seer stone pulsed sharply.




Gazelem’s heart began to race.




He approached the chest slowly, every instinct warning him that whatever lay inside would change things. He knelt and brushed away the dust coating the lid. The carvings became clearer—symbols unlike any language he knew, yet somehow familiar, as if his mind recognized them even if his eyes did not.




He reached for the latch.




The moment his fingers touched the metal, the attic seemed to shift.




The dust motes froze midair. The light from the small window dimmed, then flared brighter than before. Gazelem gasped as images flashed behind his eyes—crowns, towers, banners snapping in a wind he could almost feel. A road stretched endlessly beneath a blood-red sky. A voice spoke, low and solemn.




At last.




Gazelem jerked his hand back, stumbling away from the chest. He collided with a stack of boxes, sending them tumbling. The dust motes resumed their lazy dance as if nothing had happened.




He stood there, panting, his heart pounding in his ears.




“I’m losing it,” he whispered.




But the stone was still warm.




Slowly, carefully, he returned to the chest and opened it.




Inside lay a single object: a book.




It was thick—thicker than any book Gazelem had ever seen—with a leather cover the color of old iron. No title marked the front. No author’s name. The edges of the pages were uneven, as though they had been cut by hand. When he lifted it, he was surprised by its weight. This was no ordinary book meant for shelves and casual reading. This was a book meant to endure.




As his fingers brushed the cover, a faint shimmer passed across the leather.




He opened it.




The pages were blank.




Gazelem frowned and flipped through several more. All blank. He reached the middle. Still nothing. His chest tightened with disappointment and confusion.




“What kind of book doesn’t have words?” he asked the empty attic.




The stone pulsed.




He froze.




Slowly, he placed the stone atop the open page.




The paper darkened beneath it, as though ink were bleeding up from beneath the surface. Letters formed—careful, deliberate, alive.




Gazelem, son of the forgotten line.




He staggered back, nearly dropping the book.




“That’s not possible,” he whispered. “You can’t know my name.”




The words shifted.




The book knows what the blood remembers.




A chill ran down his spine.




He read on, unable to stop himself.




The writing spoke of ancestors whose names had been erased, of a realm hidden behind the veil of ordinary sight. It spoke of kings who ruled not by force, but by oath, and of a betrayal so complete that history itself had been rewritten to forget them.




Then another name appeared.




Will Law.




Gazelem’s throat tightened.




He knew that name. Will Law was mentioned only rarely in the family—an old relative no one liked to discuss. His parents dismissed him as a distant uncle with a talent for exaggeration and a habit of twisting stories to suit himself. He visited once when Gazelem was younger, smiling too easily, his eyes always searching, measuring.




The book’s letters darkened.




Beware the one who shares your blood but not your loyalty.




The attic creaked.




Footsteps sounded below.




“Gaz?” Alvin’s voice drifted up the hallway. “You home?”




Gazelem snapped the book shut, his heart hammering.




“I’m up here!” he called, his voice cracking.




A moment later, Alvin’s head appeared at the top of the ladder, his brown hair dusty from the climb and his grin already forming. “What are you doing in the attic? Planning to start a museum?”




Gazelem stared at his brother, suddenly unsure how much to say.




“I found something,” he said finally.




Alvin’s grin faded as he noticed the book in Gazelem’s hands—and the way Gazelem’s fingers trembled around it.




“What kind of something?”




Gazelem swallowed.




“I think,” he said slowly, “it’s about us.”




The attic seemed to listen.




And somewhere, far beyond the house and the quiet afternoon, something long buried stirred, aware at last that the heir had begun to read.


Alvin did not speak right away.




He climbed the rest of the way into the attic and stood beside Gazelem, his eyes fixed on the book as though it might suddenly leap from his brother’s hands. The dust clung to Alvin’s jacket and hair, but he did not brush it away. He reached out once, hesitated, then let his hand fall back to his side.




“All right,” he said finally, voice low. “Start talking.”




Gazelem looked down at the book again. It sat quietly now, its leather cover dull and ordinary, as if mocking him for ever believing it could be anything else. The warmth of the seer stone had faded to a faint pulse, like a heartbeat at rest.




“It wasn’t blank before,” Gazelem said. “I mean—it was blank. But then it wasn’t.”




Alvin raised an eyebrow. “That makes perfect sense.”




“I’m serious.”




“I know,” Alvin said, surprising him. “I can tell.”




Gazelem exhaled. He hadn’t realized how much he needed that simple statement until it was said. Carefully, he reopened the book and placed it on one of the crates between them. The pages were blank again.




“See?” Alvin said. “Nothing.”




Gazelem swallowed. “Put the stone on it.”




Alvin glanced at Gazelem’s pocket. “That rock you’ve been carrying around since forever?”




“It’s not just a rock.”




“Uh-huh.”




Gazelem pulled the stone free and set it on the page.




For a long moment, nothing happened.




Alvin smirked. “Well. That was dramatic.”




Then the letters appeared.




They rose slowly this time, darker and more deliberate than before, curling into place as if carved by an unseen hand.




Blood calls to blood.




Alvin’s smirk vanished.




He leaned closer, eyes widening. “Okay,” he whispered. “That’s… new.”




Gazelem’s pulse thundered in his ears. The words shifted again, spreading across the page in careful lines.




Two brothers stand at the threshold. One bears the mark. One bears the shield.




Alvin straightened sharply. “Hey. That’s not funny.”




“I didn’t write it.”




“I know,” Alvin said, his voice tight. “That’s the problem.”




The attic felt smaller now, the beams pressing inward. Gazelem had the strange sense that the book was aware of them both, weighing and measuring.




The letters continued.




Together they must choose whether the past remains buried—or rises to claim its heir.




Alvin backed away a step, rubbing his arms as though suddenly cold. “Gaz. Close it.”




Gazelem hesitated. Every instinct told him to keep reading, to pull at the thread now that it had been revealed. But he nodded and shut the book. The letters vanished instantly, leaving nothing but blank pages.




They stood in silence for a long moment.




“This is a prank,” Alvin said at last. “Someone’s messing with us.”




“Who?”




“I don’t know. Grandpa, maybe? Some weird family thing?”




Gazelem shook his head. “Grandpa’s never even been up here. Dad barely remembers what’s in the attic.”




Alvin frowned. “Then how did it get here?”




Gazelem didn’t answer, because he didn’t have one. Instead, he felt the stone warm again, urging, pulling.




“I think it’s been waiting,” Gazelem said quietly. “For me.”




Alvin studied him closely. “You look different.”




Gazelem blinked. “Different how?”




“I don’t know,” Alvin said. “Like you just woke up from a dream and brought part of it back with you.”




Gazelem glanced down at the stone in his palm. “I think this stone is part of it. Whatever it is.”




Alvin let out a slow breath. “All right. Let’s say I believe you. What now?”




Gazelem looked at the book.




“I think we read it.”










They waited until evening.




Neither of them said why, but both knew their parents could not see this—not yet. The attic felt like a place outside of ordinary rules, suspended between what was and what might be. As the sun dipped lower, the small circular window glowed amber, and the dust motes shimmered like sparks from a dying fire.




They sat cross-legged on the attic floor, the book open between them. Gazelem placed the stone on the first page.




The letters emerged more quickly now, as though relieved to be allowed to speak again.




This record is bound to the blood of the First Kings.




Alvin frowned. “First Kings of what?”




The words shifted.




Of the realm that was unmade.




Gazelem felt a strange pressure behind his eyes. Images flickered—stone towers crumbling into mist, banners torn and burned, a throne room emptied and sealed.




History remembers victories. It forgets rightful rulers.




Alvin swallowed. “That’s… cheerful.”




Gazelem read on.




The book spoke of a realm hidden not by distance, but by forgetting. A place once ruled by a line sworn to guard not power, but balance. When betrayal came, it did not arrive with armies, but with lies—whispered into ears already inclined to listen.




Then the name appeared again.




Will Law.




Alvin stiffened. “That guy.”




Gazelem nodded. “You remember him.”




“Hard to forget,” Alvin said. “He always talked like he knew things no one else did. Like he was waiting for us to ask the right question.”




The book seemed to pulse faintly, the letters darkening.




He waits still.




Gazelem’s throat tightened. “What does that mean?”




The answer came slowly.




The betrayer’s blood did not end with him. It endured. It adapted. It watches for the heir to rise, so it may rise first.




Alvin leaned back, running a hand through his hair. “Okay. So either we’re reading the world’s creepiest family scrapbook, or—”




“Or this is real,” Gazelem said.




Alvin met his gaze. “If it’s real, then what does it say about you?”




Gazelem hesitated.




The book answered for him.




The heir does not know himself until the stone awakens.




The stone flared hot, forcing Gazelem to drop it back into his pocket.




“Ow!” He winced, clutching his leg.




Alvin stared at him. “Gaz. Are you okay?”




“I’m fine,” Gazelem said, though his heart raced. “I think it doesn’t like being questioned.”




“That makes two of us.”




They fell silent again, the weight of the words settling over them. Gazelem felt a strange mix of fear and excitement. His life before this moment seemed suddenly smaller, as though he had been living inside a story that ended just as another began.




“What if it’s wrong?” Alvin asked quietly.




Gazelem looked at him. “What if it’s not?”










They didn’t hear the front door open downstairs.




They were too absorbed in the book, too caught in the slow unraveling of a past that refused to remain buried. It wasn’t until a voice echoed up the stairwell that they both jumped.




“Boys?”




Their mother.




Alvin snapped the book shut and shoved it behind a crate. Gazelem’s heart pounded as they scrambled to look innocent.




“In the attic!” Alvin called. “Just cleaning.”




There was a pause. “Since when do you clean?”




“Since now,” Alvin said quickly.




Footsteps approached, then stopped beneath the hatch. “Be careful up there,” their mother called. “Dinner in half an hour.”




“Okay!” Gazelem replied, his voice too high.




The footsteps retreated.




They exhaled in unison.




“We can’t tell them,” Alvin said immediately.




Gazelem nodded. “Not yet.”




“Good. Because explaining magical books and royal bloodlines over meatloaf sounds exhausting.”




Gazelem managed a small smile.




As they packed up to leave the attic, Gazelem felt a tug—a reluctance to leave the book behind. He glanced at it once more, its blank cover innocuous.




“I’m bringing it,” he said.




Alvin hesitated, then nodded. “I’d feel better if you did.”




They wrapped the book in an old cloth and carried it down the ladder, hiding it beneath Gazelem’s bed once they were safely in his room. The house felt unchanged, the familiar creaks and hums comforting and deceptive.




That night, Gazelem dreamed.




He stood on a long stone road beneath a sky filled with drifting ash. Towers loomed in the distance, their windows dark. A figure stood at the far end of the road, cloaked and still.




When the figure spoke, its voice was smooth and knowing.




“You are late,” it said.




Gazelem tried to answer, but no sound came out.




The figure stepped forward, and the ash parted around him.




“I have been preparing for you,” Will Law said, smiling. “Longer than you know.”




Gazelem woke with a gasp, his heart racing, the seer stone burning hot against his chest.




From beneath his bed, the book stirred.




And somewhere beyond the walls of the house, something else stirred too—something that had felt the awakening and had begun, at last, to move.




Gazelem did not fall back asleep.




He lay on his back staring at the faint glow of moonlight on his ceiling, his breath shallow, every nerve alive. The dream clung to him with unsettling clarity—the ash-filled sky, the endless road, the certainty in Will Law’s voice. It had not felt like imagination. It had felt like memory.




Or warning.




Beside his bed, the seer stone pulsed faintly, its warmth steady now rather than sharp. He reached for it and held it to his chest, as though it might anchor him to the present. The house was quiet. Too quiet. Even the familiar ticking of the hallway clock sounded distant, like it belonged to another place entirely.




He slipped out of bed.




Careful not to wake his parents, Gazelem knelt and pulled the wrapped book from beneath the bed. The cloth slipped away easily, as though eager to be removed. He hesitated, listening once more to the house, then opened the cover.




Blank pages stared back at him.




“I know you’re there,” he whispered. “You don’t need to hide.”




The stone warmed in response.




He placed it on the page.




The letters did not rush this time. They appeared slowly, deliberately, as if choosing their words with care.




The dream was not sent. It was remembered.




Gazelem’s fingers tightened on the edge of the book. “Remembered by who?”




The letters shifted.




By the blood that endured.




A chill spread through him. He thought of the realm described in the book, of kings erased from history, of a betrayal carried forward through generations. He thought of Will Law’s smile—too knowing, too practiced.




“Why now?” Gazelem asked. “Why me?”




The stone pulsed once, firm and insistent.




Because the stone has awakened. And the stone awakens only when the line stands at the brink.




Gazelem swallowed. “What brink?”




The page darkened.




Restoration—or erasure.




He closed his eyes briefly, steadying himself. Fourteen years. He was fourteen years old. He was supposed to be worrying about school, about whether he’d ever be brave enough to speak up in class, about whether Alvin would ever stop treating him like a kid. Not about forgotten kingdoms and bloodlines.




Yet the book did not care about his doubts.




You are not alone, it added, as if sensing his thoughts. The shield-bearer stands with you.




“Alvin,” Gazelem whispered.




He glanced toward the door, half-expecting it to open. It didn’t—but moments later, a soft knock sounded.




Gazelem nearly jumped out of his skin.




“Gaz?” Alvin’s voice murmured. “You awake?”




Gazelem scrambled to his feet and cracked the door open. Alvin stood there in the dim hallway light, barefoot, his expression tense.




“You had the dream too,” Gazelem said.




Alvin exhaled sharply. “So did you.”




They didn’t need to explain further. Gazelem stepped aside, and Alvin slipped into the room, closing the door behind him. His eyes immediately went to the book.




“It started with a road,” Alvin said quietly. “And a guy waiting at the end of it.”




Gazelem nodded. “He said he was preparing for me.”




Alvin grimaced. “Figures.”




They sat on the bed, the book between them, the stone resting on the page. The letters returned at once, brighter now, as though strengthened by Alvin’s presence.




The watcher draws nearer.




Alvin leaned forward. “That’s comforting.”




Gazelem stared at the words. “Is Will Law… watching us?”




The response was immediate.




He has always watched. He could not act—until the stone stirred.




Alvin let out a breath. “So we basically rang a bell.”




“Yes,” Gazelem said. “And now he knows.”




The book shifted again.




Knowledge cuts both ways.




Images bloomed across the page—not words this time, but scenes. Gazelem gasped as the paper shimmered like water.




They saw a great hall filled with light, banners bearing a sigil neither of them recognized but somehow knew—a circle broken by a single flame. A king stood before a gathered crowd, placing his hand on a stone identical to Gazelem’s.




Then the image fractured.




Shadows crept in. Faces turned away. A man stepped forward, his smile thin, his eyes cold.




Will Law.




The image dissolved, leaving the page blank once more.




Alvin sat back slowly. “Okay,” he said. “I’m officially done pretending this is normal.”




Gazelem managed a weak laugh. “Me too.”




They sat in silence for several moments, the weight of what they had seen pressing down on them.




“What do we do?” Alvin asked at last.




Gazelem looked down at the stone. “I think… we learn. About our ancestors. About this realm. About him.”




Alvin nodded. “And then?”




Gazelem met his brother’s eyes. “Then we don’t let him win.”










Morning came too quickly.




Gazelem moved through breakfast in a haze, answering questions automatically, his mind elsewhere. His parents noticed his distraction but attributed it to a restless night. Alvin caught his eye across the table once, giving a subtle nod. Tonight, it seemed to say. We’ll talk tonight.




School felt unreal.




Gazelem sat through lessons without absorbing them, his thoughts drifting to the attic, to the book hidden beneath his bed, to the sense that something unseen was now leaning closer to his life. He felt watched—not in the way of eyes on his back, but in the way of a story unfolding, its pages already turning.




At lunch, his pocket warmed.




He nearly dropped his tray.




The stone pulsed urgently, sharper than it ever had before. He froze, breath caught, then forced himself to keep moving, finding a seat at the far end of the cafeteria. His hands trembled as he reached into his pocket.




The warmth eased the moment his fingers touched the stone.




“What is it?” he whispered.




There was no book here, no page for letters to form upon—but something else stirred. A faint image flickered in his mind: the attic. The chest. The corner where it had stood hidden for so long.




Someone else was there.




Gazelem’s heart began to pound.










That afternoon, he and Alvin rushed home faster than usual. Their parents were still at work, the house empty and quiet. They climbed to the attic without a word.




The chest was gone.




Dust marked the floor where it had stood, the outline unmistakable. Gazelem felt dizzy, his stomach dropping as though he had missed a step on a staircase.




“No,” he whispered. “No, no, no—”




Alvin scanned the attic, his posture tense. “Someone’s been here.”




“But how?” Gazelem said. “No one knows about this place.”




Alvin’s jaw tightened. “Someone does.”




The seer stone burned hot in Gazelem’s hand, nearly painful now.




“He found it,” Gazelem said, certainty flooding him. “Will Law. He knows.”




Alvin placed a hand on his shoulder. “Then we’re already behind.”




Gazelem looked at his brother, fear threatening to overwhelm him—but beneath it, something else stirred. Resolve.




“Then we catch up,” Gazelem said.




The attic creaked softly, as though acknowledging the choice.




Far away, in a place where history had been buried but not destroyed, a man smiled as he closed a chest and turned toward the road ahead.




The game had begun.








  
  
  The Book That Should Not Exist

  
  




Chapter 2 – The Book That Should Not Exist




Gazelem could barely focus on anything other than the book. After the events in the attic, it had become a constant presence in his thoughts. Even while brushing his teeth, he found his mind wandering to the thick leather-bound volume hidden beneath his bed, the pulse of the seer stone like a quiet drumbeat in his pocket. It was not simply a book; it was a door, a mirror, and a map all at once—and every instinct in him screamed that opening it again would set something in motion that could not be undone.




Yet, as he entered the quiet sanctuary of his room, he found Alvin already there, sitting cross-legged on the floor, the soft glow of the late afternoon filtering through the curtains. Alvin’s expression was tight with tension. He did not greet Gazelem; he simply gestured toward the book.




“It’s time,” Alvin said, his voice low, almost reverent. “We need to see what it wants to tell us next.”




Gazelem swallowed, aware that this moment marked the first real decision in what he now realized was not merely an adventure, but a calling. He removed the cloth carefully, unwrapping the book like it might snap under his fingers if handled roughly. The leather cover was smooth and cool, the familiar weight comforting yet foreboding.




“I hate that it feels alive,” Alvin muttered, leaning forward to study the cover. “I mean, it moves when we touch it.”




“It’s not moving,” Gazelem said. “It’s waiting. And somehow… it knows we’re ready.”




He set the seer stone atop the first page, the same page that had once pulsed with letters that whispered of ancestors and forgotten realms. The moment the stone touched the paper, the blank page shimmered. Words began to form, delicate and precise, curling into existence as if ink were bleeding up from the soul of the paper itself.




This book should not exist.




Alvin’s eyebrows shot up. “Well, that’s straightforward.”




Gazelem leaned in, eyes scanning the letters that seemed to hum with energy. The book continued.




Its creation was forbidden. Its survival is a testament to the will of those who once ruled and were erased. It carries the memory of bloodlines and secrets that must never be forgotten.




The words shifted and shimmered, revealing more than letters—they painted faint images in Gazelem’s mind: a great hall with banners torn in half, torches flickering in abandoned corridors, and shadows that moved like living things.




“What do they mean?” Alvin asked quietly, a hint of awe in his voice.




“They’re showing us,” Gazelem said. “They’re giving us a memory… of something that happened before we were born.”




He turned the page, and the book responded, filling with intricate lines of text that seemed to twist and move, creating patterns that were almost alive.




The stone awakens only for the heir, and the heir must choose whether to accept or deny the truth of their lineage. The heir’s choice will echo through time, through blood, through the world itself.




Alvin leaned back, looking pale. “So… we’re talking about, like… destiny?”




Gazelem didn’t answer immediately. He could feel it: the weight of generations pressing down on him, the invisible threads of history winding through his veins. It was as though the book could peer into him, into both his courage and his fear, and measure whether he was worthy of what it would reveal.




Suddenly, the letters shifted into a warning:




Beware the blood that twists in shadow. He watches and waits. He will seek to bend the heir’s path to ruin.




Alvin’s hand shot out. “Will Law,” he whispered.




Gazelem nodded grimly. “He’s the one.”




The seer stone pulsed violently, and Gazelem felt a jolt of energy surge through his chest. The letters on the page blurred and shifted again, revealing what felt like a memory—or perhaps a vision—of the man himself. Will Law stood in a candlelit chamber, a smirk playing across his face, hands clasped behind his back. The air around him seemed to shimmer with malice, his gaze fixed not on anything in the room, but directly at someone who was not yet present—Gazelem.




“It knows he’s dangerous,” Gazelem murmured.




“It knows everything,” Alvin said, his voice tight. “How do we fight something that knows everything?”




The book seemed to answer before either of them could speak. The letters rearranged, forming a sequence of instructions, obscure and precise.




To know the past is to prepare the present. To prepare the present is to guard the future. Trust the shield-bearer. Trust the stone.




Alvin frowned. “Shield-bearer?”




Gazelem looked down at the seer stone in his hands. Its surface gleamed faintly, almost as though it were acknowledging the title.




“The stone…” Gazelem said, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s not just a tool. It’s part of what we have to rely on.”




The book continued, slowly building a picture of the hidden realm and the line of rulers erased from memory. Each word, each phrase, carried weight—history that had been forcibly hidden, yet preserved through the very pages they now read. It spoke of kings who ruled by wisdom and courage, of families bound not just by blood, but by oath and honor, of betrayals so complete that their names were stricken from chronicles and monuments alike.




“This is insane,” Alvin muttered. “I mean… all of this? Hidden kingdoms, erased kings, magical stones? How is this even real?”




Gazelem didn’t answer. He could feel the truth of it in his bones. The warmth of the stone, the way the book reacted, the images that flickered in his mind—all of it pointed to a reality that stretched far beyond ordinary understanding.




The pages shifted again, this time forming a long line of names. Some were familiar, whispered at family gatherings, spoken cautiously by elders. Others were utterly unknown, their spellings strange, curling in scripts that seemed both ancient and alive.




These are the blood of the First Kings, the book whispered silently.




Alvin leaned forward. “So… that’s us?”




Gazelem’s heart pounded. “Yes. And more than us. We’re just the start.”




Another passage appeared:




The heir must be tested. The trials will not be easy. The shadows that linger in blood will seek to claim, corrupt, or destroy. Only with courage and wisdom can the heir proceed.




Alvin exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “Well… that’s encouraging.”




Gazelem felt the pulse of the stone against his palm, steady now, almost like a heartbeat. “We don’t have a choice,” he said. “We have to see this through.”




The book shifted again, showing fleeting images of trials yet to come: a maze of corridors hidden beneath mountains, a bridge over a river of silver mist, and a tower that reached into clouds darker than storm. Each image was accompanied by words that flickered with urgency:




The past is alive. The future waits. The heir must rise.




Alvin glanced at Gazelem, fear and determination warring in his expression. “You mean… we’re actually doing this? We’re… part of this story?”




Gazelem nodded. “It’s not a story. It’s real. And Will Law… he’s already trying to change the ending.”




The letters darkened, forming a final warning for the moment:




The one who would betray will not stop. The heir’s path will be shadowed by deceit and temptation. Choose wisely.




Alvin exhaled, leaning back against the wall. “Okay. So basically… danger, betrayal, hidden realms, ancient bloodlines, magical stones, and a villain who knows our every move. Got it.”




Gazelem closed the book gently, feeling its weight as both burden and guide. “We start now,” he said. “We have to understand what this all means before he finds a way to interfere.”




Alvin nodded. “All right. Then let’s figure it out—together.”




The afternoon light faded to evening, casting long shadows across the floorboards of Gazelem’s room. Outside, the world went on, oblivious to the awakening of a long-forgotten lineage, the stirrings of a hidden realm, and the dangerous interest of a man who had waited decades for this moment.




Inside the small room, two brothers sat in silence, gazing at a book that should not exist—yet could not be ignored. Each of them felt the weight of what lay ahead, and each knew that their lives, as ordinary as they had seemed, were about to change forever.




The seer stone pulsed once more, steady and bright, as though affirming what the book had revealed: the journey had begun.




The shadows outside deepened, but the room remained lit by the quiet certainty of purpose. The first true step had been taken, and there was no turning back.




Somewhere, far beyond the city, the faintest hint of a smile appeared on Will Law’s face. The game was underway, and he already knew that the heir had awakened.




The book waited. The stone waited. And the bloodline remembered.


The night stretched on, heavy with the weight of the revelations Gazelem and Alvin had uncovered. The house was silent, each creak and groan magnified in the stillness, yet the boys felt as though the attic, the book, and even the seer stone pulsed with a life of their own.




Gazelem lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling, mind restless. He could feel the stone in his pocket, its warmth constant and insistent. Every so often, it pulsed slightly, a reminder that it had not finished speaking, that the journey had only begun. He rolled onto his side, trying to calm the racing of his heart, but the images from the book and the visions of the past continued to flicker behind his closed eyelids: the banners torn in the hidden hall, shadows moving in forgotten corridors, the cold, calculated smile of Will Law.




Alvin, on the other hand, seemed unable to rest at all. He sat cross-legged on the floor, notebook in hand, scribbling observations and questions in a messy, urgent hand. Every so often, he looked up at Gazelem, his expression a mixture of concern, awe, and barely suppressed excitement.




“We need a plan,” Alvin said finally, his voice low. “We can’t just… wait. If the book exists, if the stone is real, if Will Law knows, then we need to figure out exactly what we’re dealing with.”




Gazelem nodded, fingers brushing the edge of the stone. “I agree. But how? Where do we start?”




Alvin tapped the notebook, flipping through pages filled with half-formed diagrams and notes. “We start with what we know. First, the book. Second, the stone. Third… everything else is a mystery we have to uncover.”




Gazelem exhaled slowly. “Right. But the book—it’s more than just pages and words. It shows us things, but it also tests us. We have to be careful. One wrong move, and…”




He trailed off, unwilling to finish the sentence. The vision of Will Law waiting at the end of a dark road, watching and calculating, was enough to fill in the blank.




Alvin leaned back, running a hand through his hair. “One step at a time,” he said. “We can’t think about the whole thing at once. Let’s focus on tonight. Let’s start small.”




Gazelem agreed, though his mind was anything but calm. He retrieved the book, placing it carefully on the small desk by the window. The stone was set beside it, its surface glowing faintly in the dim light. He reached for the cover, hesitated, and then opened the first blank page.




The letters appeared almost immediately, curling onto the page like smoke.




The past is a guide, not a prison. The heir must learn what is hidden, what is forbidden, and what must be remembered.




Alvin leaned closer. “That’s… vague. Very mysterious. I like it.”




Gazelem scowled at him. “It’s not supposed to be ‘fun.’”




The letters shifted again, forming a sequence of words that seemed almost alive:




Trust the stone. Trust your instincts. Trust each other.




Alvin glanced at Gazelem, a faint smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Okay, I can do that. But how do we start? What’s the first step?”




The book seemed to answer in images this time. Gazelem’s vision filled with fleeting glimpses of an old map, faded and incomplete, showing hills, rivers, and forests that seemed familiar yet entirely unknown. He saw a tower rising above the treetops, sunlight glinting off its highest spire. He saw corridors filled with strange symbols, doors that opened to nowhere, and passages beneath the earth.




Alvin leaned back, eyebrows furrowed. “You’re seeing that too?”




Gazelem nodded, heart racing. “It’s not a dream. It’s the book showing us the way. Or… the start of it.”




The stone pulsed in his hand, warm and insistent. Gazelem could feel it connecting with something deeper—something that stretched across time and space. He realized, with a mixture of fear and awe, that the stone was not just guiding him; it was communicating with him, teaching him to see beyond what was immediately visible.




Alvin scribbled notes furiously, his pen moving faster than his thoughts could keep up with. “This is incredible. I mean… this is like nothing we’ve ever encountered. Hidden realms, magical stones, ancestral bloodlines… it’s all here.”




Gazelem nodded. “Yes. And it’s dangerous. We can’t forget that.”




Alvin looked up sharply. “Dangerous how?”




“The book warns us. Will Law is waiting. He’s aware of us now. And we don’t know what he’s capable of. He’s not just some distant relative. He’s cunning. He’s patient. And he’s already planning.”




Alvin’s eyes widened. “So he knows we have the stone?”




“I think so,” Gazelem admitted. “And he knows about the book. That’s why we have to be careful. Everything we do, every step we take… he’s probably anticipating it.”




A silence settled between them, heavy and tense. The weight of responsibility pressed down on Gazelem’s shoulders, but he also felt a surge of determination. He was fourteen years old, but the blood of kings flowed in him, as the book had revealed. He had a duty he could not ignore.




The letters shifted once more, forming a warning:




The shadow grows. The path is not straight. The heir must choose wisely.




Alvin shivered. “This is starting to feel like we’re in one of those stories Dad used to read to us… except, you know, real.”




Gazelem forced a small smile. “Exactly. And in real life, the stakes are higher.”




He closed the book carefully, feeling the weight of it in his hands. The stone’s warmth pulsed one last time before settling into a steady glow. He and Alvin exchanged a glance, an unspoken agreement passing between them: they would face this together, no matter what lay ahead.




Hours passed as they strategized, discussing what they had seen in the visions and what the book might demand of them. They made lists, drew maps based on fragmented images, and tried to anticipate the trials they might encounter. The stone rested between them, a silent guide and anchor.




As dawn approached, the first hints of sunlight slipping through the curtains, Gazelem felt a strange calm. The night had been long, filled with revelations, fears, and the weight of an unspoken destiny, but he felt ready. Not fully, of course—there was no way to be fully ready for what lay ahead—but he felt resolute.




Alvin yawned and stretched. “I don’t know about you, but I need some sleep before we start adventuring.”




Gazelem nodded. “We’ll take what rest we can. Tomorrow, we start in earnest. We have to understand the book. We have to understand ourselves.”




As they drifted into sleep, the seer stone pulsed gently in the quiet room. Outside, the wind whispered through the trees, carrying with it the faintest echo of distant footsteps—measured, deliberate, and unrelenting. Somewhere, far beyond the city, a shadow stirred. Will Law had begun to move, and the game was no longer theoretical.




The book remained open, waiting, its blank pages ready to reveal the next truth. The stone hummed softly, a beacon of memory and power. And the bloodline, long hidden and forgotten, remembered its heir.




The dawn of a new journey had begun.




The next morning dawned with a chill in the air, the kind of cold that made Gazelem pull his sweater tighter around his shoulders as he moved through the house. Despite the warmth of the early sun, there was a weight pressing on him, one that had nothing to do with the weather. It was the weight of responsibility, of secrets that had waited generations to be revealed, and of a destiny that now pressed insistently against the edges of his ordinary life.




Alvin was already downstairs, sitting at the kitchen table with a mug of tea in hand. He looked up as Gazelem entered, his expression a mix of exhaustion and excitement.




“You look like you haven’t slept,” Alvin said, his voice low. “And judging by the dark circles under your eyes… you probably haven’t.”




“I didn’t,” Gazelem admitted. “I kept thinking about the book, about everything it showed us last night.”




Alvin nodded knowingly. “Me too. I mean, I couldn’t stop thinking about the stone and the visions. And… Will Law. He’s real, Gaz. He’s out there, and he knows.”




Gazelem’s stomach tightened. “I know. That’s why we have to be careful. But at the same time… we can’t wait for him to make the first move. We have to understand what the book wants us to do.”




Alvin rubbed his hands together. “Right. Step one: understand the book. Step two: figure out the realm it’s showing us. Step three: survive whatever Will Law is planning.”




Gazelem forced a small smile. “And maybe, along the way, figure out what it means to be the heir.”




Alvin raised an eyebrow. “Heir? You mean, like… kingly heir? Royal heir? You’re serious?”




Gazelem nodded, holding up the seer stone. “It’s not just a story, Alvin. The book says we’re descended from the First Kings. The stone… it reacts to me because it recognizes the bloodline. We have to trust it.”




Alvin leaned back, staring at his younger brother with a mixture of disbelief and awe. “Okay… royal bloodline, magical stone, forbidden book… got it. So when do we start actually… learning?”




Gazelem held the stone tightly, feeling the warmth pulse through his palm. “Now. Right now.”




They returned to Gazelem’s room, where the book lay waiting, wrapped in its protective cloth. He placed it on the desk, the stone atop the first page. The letters appeared almost instantly, curling onto the page with a soft glow that seemed to emanate from the stone itself.




The heir must know the past before facing the trials of the future. Knowledge is the first weapon, wisdom the second.




Alvin leaned closer, squinting at the words. “So… it’s like a manual?”




Gazelem shook his head. “More like a guide, but one that adapts. It doesn’t just tell you facts. It shows you what you need to see—and sometimes what you need to feel.”




The letters shifted again, forming an image in Gazelem’s mind: a sprawling castle perched atop a hill, its towers reaching into clouds tinged with gold and violet. The castle was surrounded by forests and rivers that sparkled as though they were alive. It was magnificent, but there was an emptiness about it, a sense of absence, as if the life that once filled it had been drained away.




Alvin gasped. “That… that’s incredible. And terrifying. Why does it feel like something’s missing?”




“The rulers,” Gazelem said quietly. “The book says the bloodline was erased. The heirs disappeared. The realm was hidden, forgotten… until now.”




The seer stone pulsed sharply, and Gazelem felt a jolt of energy surge through him. He stumbled back, clutching the stone to his chest. The book’s letters shifted again, forming new words:




The shadow waits. The heir must not falter. The path is treacherous, the enemy cunning, the line tested at every step.




Alvin’s hand shot out. “The enemy… Will Law?”




Gazelem nodded. “Yes. He knows. He’ll try to manipulate, to deceive, to take what is ours by right. We have to stay ahead of him.”




Alvin exhaled sharply. “Great. So, we’re basically in a race against a dangerous, experienced relative who knows our every move. That’s reassuring.”




Gazelem ignored the sarcasm, focusing instead on the book. He turned the page, and this time, the letters formed a map. Not a conventional map, but one that shifted and shimmered, showing hills, rivers, forests, and mountains that seemed both familiar and alien. Certain locations glowed faintly, almost as if the book itself were marking places of significance.




“These must be the trials,” Gazelem said, tracing a finger over one of the glowing points. “The places the book wants us to understand first. Places tied to our ancestors, to the bloodline, to… everything.”




Alvin leaned in, eyes wide. “It’s like… it’s alive. And it knows what we need before we do.”




“Yes,” Gazelem said. “And that’s why the stone is important. It guides us, but it also protects us. It reacts to the truth, to the bloodline, and to danger. Without it, we wouldn’t even see this map.”




They spent hours studying the book, the stone, and the visions it provided. Each new page revealed fragments of history, hints of secrets long buried, and warnings about the challenges that lay ahead. The more they learned, the heavier the weight of responsibility became. But alongside the fear was a growing sense of purpose.




“We have to be careful,” Alvin said finally, closing his notebook. “But we also have to act. The longer we wait, the more time Will Law has to… to set traps, to prepare, to interfere.”




Gazelem nodded. “Exactly. We can’t afford to hesitate. Every step we take now matters.”




As evening approached, the boys set up a small workspace, spreading out notes, sketches, and observations. They cross-referenced what they saw in the book with what they already knew about their family, piecing together fragments of forgotten history. Each revelation brought new questions: Who were the First Kings? Why was the bloodline erased? What trials awaited them, and how could they possibly prepare?




The seer stone pulsed steadily throughout, a constant reminder that their journey had begun and could not be undone. Gazelem felt a strange connection to it, as if it were an extension of himself, guiding, warning, and strengthening him in ways he could not yet fully understand.




Hours passed unnoticed. The sun set, casting long shadows across the room, and the boys continued their work by candlelight. Each discovery led to another question, each vision to another clue. And all the while, the knowledge of Will Law’s presence loomed, a dark thread weaving through their thoughts.




Finally, Gazelem leaned back, rubbing his eyes. “We need to rest. We can’t do this if we’re exhausted.”




Alvin stretched and nodded. “Yeah. But… tomorrow, we start following the map. See where the book wants us to go first.”




Gazelem placed the stone back in his pocket and carefully wrapped the book in its cloth. “Tomorrow,” he agreed. “We begin the real work.”




As they lay down to sleep, the stone pulsed once more, steady and insistent. The book waited silently beneath its cloth, guarding secrets and memories, ready to reveal the next piece of the puzzle. Outside, the wind whispered through the trees, carrying with it a sense of anticipation, of destiny, and of danger.




And far beyond the city, in the shadows of hidden corridors and forgotten halls, Will Law moved with purpose. He had waited decades for this moment. He had observed, calculated, and now, finally, the heir had awakened. The game had begun, and neither the book, the stone, nor the boys themselves would ever be the same.




The first day of a journey that would test courage, loyalty, and the very essence of their bloodline had ended. But the trials were only beginning.




The heir had awakened. The stone pulsed. The book waited. And the shadow was moving closer.








  
  
  The Seer Stone Stirs

  
  




Chapter 3 – The Seer Stone Stirs


The morning light crept through Gazelem’s bedroom window in long, thin shafts, illuminating dust motes that danced lazily in the air. Despite the calm of the dawn, there was a tension in the house that neither Gazelem nor Alvin could ignore. The events of the previous night had changed everything. They had discovered a book that should not exist, touched a stone that pulsed with the memory of their ancestors, and glimpsed visions of a hidden realm erased from time. But most importantly, they had awakened to the truth: their lives were no longer ordinary, and they had no choice but to step into a world filled with secrets, danger, and destiny.


Gazelem awoke first. The seer stone lay against his chest, warm and insistent, pulsing with a quiet rhythm that matched his heartbeat. He rolled onto his side, careful not to wake Alvin, and let his fingers brush over the smooth surface of the stone. The warmth seemed to deepen, spreading through his hand and up his arm, a subtle reminder that it was more than an object—it was a guide, a guardian, and, perhaps, a teacher.


He could feel it stirring this morning, not violently as it had during the visions, but with a deliberate, almost patient pulse. It was as if the stone were acknowledging that the time for observation had passed; now, it was time for action. Gazelem knew instinctively that he had to respond.


Alvin stirred beside him, murmuring incoherently before opening his eyes and squinting at the light. “Morning,” he said, his voice thick with sleep. “Why does it feel like the night never ended?”


Gazelem turned to him. “Because it didn’t,” he replied quietly. “Not really. We’ve stepped into something bigger than us. The book, the stone… it all matters. We can’t ignore it anymore.”


Alvin sat up, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah, I know. I just… I wish I could go back to the way things were. Even just for a day.”


Gazelem understood the sentiment perfectly. He had wished the same thing countless times over the past few hours. But reality had shifted. The heir had awakened, the bloodline had stirred, and the shadow of Will Law loomed closer with every passing moment. There was no turning back.


They dressed quickly, the weight of urgency pressing on them as they prepared for the day ahead. Their parents were still asleep, oblivious to the extraordinary events that had begun to unfold beneath the roof of their ordinary home. Gazelem tucked the stone into his pocket, feeling its warmth against his side, a constant reminder that they were no longer just two boys with ordinary lives—they were participants in a story that had been waiting centuries to be told.


Once downstairs, the boys quietly retrieved the book from its hiding place beneath Gazelem’s bed. Even wrapped in its cloth, it seemed to hum with latent energy, as if aware that the stone had awakened and that its chosen reader was ready to follow the path it had been guarding for generations.


Alvin carried it carefully, reverently, as though the weight of history rested on his shoulders. “I still can’t believe this exists,” he whispered. “I mean… the book. It’s like… like it’s alive.”


“It is alive,” Gazelem said, setting it on the table. “It responds to the stone, to the bloodline. It knows us. It knows what we need to see, and it knows what to warn us about.”


The letters appeared almost immediately as Gazelem placed the stone on the page. They glowed faintly, curling into words that were as much felt as read.


The heir stirs. The stone awakens. The path begins with knowledge, but it cannot be completed without courage.


Alvin leaned closer, eyes wide. “Courage… I guess that’s the easy part, right?”


Gazelem smiled faintly, though the unease in his chest refused to dissipate. “Not exactly. Courage isn’t just acting without fear. It’s acting with fear, and knowing that the right choice might be the hardest one you’ll ever make.”


Alvin nodded slowly, understanding dawning. “So… we’re going to have to make some really hard choices.”


“Yes,” Gazelem said. “And we’re going to have to trust the stone and the book. They’ll guide us, but they won’t fight for us. That’s on us.”


The letters shifted again, forming a sequence of words that seemed to ripple across the page like water.


The first trial lies within the shadow of memory. Seek the place that has been forgotten. The key to the past opens the door to the future.


Gazelem’s pulse quickened. “The shadow of memory… that must mean somewhere connected to our family’s history. Somewhere hidden, or erased.”


Alvin frowned. “Like… a secret room? A hidden passage? You think it could be something like that?”


“It could be anything,” Gazelem said. “The book doesn’t give simple answers. It gives clues, and we have to interpret them.”


They spent the morning reviewing every corner of the house, searching for anything that might match the descriptions the book suggested. They examined the attic again, the basement, the closets, and even the crawl spaces beneath the floorboards. Every hidden panel, loose brick, or warped piece of wood was inspected meticulously.


Hours passed with little to show for it, but Gazelem felt the stone pulsing more strongly as they explored. It seemed to resonate with the areas they hadn’t considered, drawing them toward spaces of hidden significance.


Finally, as the sun reached its zenith, a faint vibration ran through the stone. Gazelem paused, holding it up to his chest. The warmth was intense now, almost urgent. The letters in the book shimmered as he placed the stone back on the page.


The path is found where memory lingers but is forgotten. Look beneath the floor of the place that has seen generations come and go. The past waits beneath the present.


Alvin’s eyes widened. “Beneath the floor… you mean like… under the floorboards?”


Gazelem nodded. “Exactly. Somewhere beneath the floorboards lies the first clue, the first trial. We have to find it.”


The boys moved quickly, returning to the attic, where the oldest floorboards creaked under their weight. Gazelem traced his fingers along the planks, feeling for anything unusual. The seer stone pulsed like a heartbeat, guiding his touch toward a particular section of the floor near the far corner of the attic.


“This is it,” he whispered. “I can feel it. The stone… it’s telling me this is where we start.”


Alvin knelt beside him, helping to pry up the boards. The wood resisted at first, groaning as though protesting after decades of stillness. Finally, with a sharp snap, one board lifted, revealing a narrow cavity beneath.


Inside lay a small, dust-covered chest. Its surface was unremarkable, yet it exuded an aura of significance, as if the centuries had conspired to keep it hidden until the right hands discovered it.


Gazelem reached for the chest, and the stone pulsed sharply, almost burning in his palm. He opened it slowly. Inside was a collection of items: a small, intricately carved key, a folded parchment that looked impossibly old, and a pendant bearing a symbol identical to the one he had seen in the visions of the lost realm.


“The key,” Alvin breathed. “And… that pendant. It’s the same symbol as the castle in the vision.”


Gazelem picked up the parchment, carefully unfolding it. The ink was faded, but the letters and diagrams were surprisingly clear, showing a layout of hidden passages beneath the house, some of which connected to locations they had never known existed.


“This is… incredible,” Gazelem said, tracing the lines with his finger. “It’s like a map to the past… and to the trials.”


Alvin glanced at him, wide-eyed. “We’re really doing this, huh? There’s no going back.”


Gazelem felt a shiver of anticipation and fear. The book had stirred them into action, and the stone now pulsed as if approving their discovery. They were standing on the threshold of a journey that would test every ounce of their courage and intelligence, a journey that would force them to confront the shadows of their ancestry and the cunning of a relative who had waited decades for this moment.


Hours passed as they examined the contents of the chest. Each item seemed to hold a purpose, a key to unlocking secrets that had been hidden for generations. The key, they realized, would likely open a door to a place that had remained sealed, perhaps beneath the house or in another hidden location nearby. The pendant seemed to carry protective properties, and the parchment provided guidance that the book could not fully articulate.


As the afternoon waned, the stone’s pulse became steady again, almost calming, as though acknowledging that the first discovery had been made. The boys sat back, their minds racing with possibilities and questions.


“Tomorrow,” Gazelem said quietly, “we follow the map. We find where the key fits, and we uncover the first trial.”


Alvin nodded. “And what if Will Law… shows up?”


Gazelem’s expression hardened. “Then we face him. We cannot allow him to interfere. Not now, not ever. He may know, but we have the stone, the book, and each other. That will be enough… if we are clever and brave.”


The room fell into a tense silence, each boy lost in his own thoughts, aware that the journey ahead would demand everything they had. And yet, beneath the fear and uncertainty, there was a spark of excitement—a sense that their lives had finally aligned with the purpose that had waited for them since the time of the First Kings.


As evening approached, the last rays of sunlight glinted off the pendant in Gazelem’s hand. The seer stone pulsed gently in his pocket, warm and alive, as though anticipating the trials yet to come. Somewhere, in the shadows beyond the city, Will Law moved with precision, aware that the heir had stirred, that the stone had awakened, and that the first step of a long and dangerous journey had been taken.


The heir had awakened. The stone had stirred. The first path had been revealed. And the bloodline remembered.


The real journey was about to begin.


The night following their discovery passed in uneasy vigilance. Gazelem and Alvin stayed awake far longer than usual, huddled in Gazelem’s room with the book, the seer stone, and the items from the hidden chest spread across the desk. Candlelight flickered across the pages, throwing shadows that danced like silent spectators. Every so often, the stone pulsed, its warmth spreading into Gazelem’s hand, reminding him that it was more than a relic—it was a guide, a guardian, and a constant thread connecting him to a lineage that had been hidden for centuries.


Alvin leaned back in his chair, exhaustion etched on his face. “I don’t know how we’re supposed to sleep tonight, Gaz. I mean, this is… this is insane. The key, the pendant, the map under the floorboards… and Will Law. He’s real, he’s out there, and he knows we’ve awakened.”


Gazelem’s fingers brushed over the stone’s smooth surface. “I know. That’s why we need to understand everything first. The more we know, the better prepared we are. If the stone has stirred, it’s telling us something. The book shows the past, the chest holds the first pieces of the journey, and the stone… it’s alive. We need to listen.”


Alvin nodded slowly. “I get that, but it feels like we’re jumping into something bigger than us. Something we can’t control. What if the trials are… too much?”


Gazelem met his brother’s gaze. “Then we face them anyway. Courage isn’t about knowing we’ll succeed. It’s about stepping forward even when we don’t know what will happen.”


Alvin exhaled and leaned forward, his hands resting on the desk. “Okay, I can do that. But… where do we start tomorrow? The chest, the map, the key? It all feels so… complicated.”


Gazelem looked down at the parchment again. The faded lines and diagrams seemed to shift in the candlelight, as if alive, guiding him toward a solution. “We start with the map. The key belongs to a door or a passage that we have yet to locate. The pendant is for protection or guidance—it reacts to what is hidden or dangerous. The map tells us where the first trial is, and we follow it carefully.”


Alvin nodded, absorbing every word. “And Will Law?”


Gazelem’s jaw tightened. “He’s the shadow behind everything. He’ll try to interfere, to deceive, to manipulate. We must anticipate his moves, but we cannot let fear stop us. That’s why the stone is important—it senses danger and guides us.”


The letters in the book pulsed faintly as if confirming his words. Gazelem traced the words with his fingers:


The stone stirs when the heir is ready. Knowledge and courage will be tested. Trust in the bond between the brothers; it is stronger than any shadow.


Alvin glanced at him, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Guess that means it’s us, huh? Together.”


“Yes,” Gazelem said softly. “Together.”


The candlelight flickered, and Gazelem noticed shadows lengthening across the walls. The seer stone’s pulse quickened, almost imperceptibly, and a faint vibration ran through his fingertips. He held it closer to the book, watching as the letters shifted once more:


The past is alive. The first path lies beneath what is familiar yet forgotten. Seek the hidden space beneath the old floorboards, where memory lingers but has been hidden from sight.


Alvin’s eyes widened. “Beneath the floorboards… again?”


Gazelem nodded. “The chest was only the beginning. The book is telling us that the first trial, or the first clue to the larger journey, is beneath something familiar yet overlooked. We have to find it.”


The room grew colder as the night deepened, and a faint breeze whispered through the slightly open window. Gazelem shivered, not from the cold, but from the anticipation of the journey that lay ahead. He realized that the stone’s pulse wasn’t just a guide; it was a warning. Something would happen once they ventured further—something that would test both their courage and their bond as brothers.


Alvin shifted in his chair. “You really think the trials are dangerous? Like… life-threatening?”


Gazelem hesitated. “I don’t know. But if the book and the stone are real—and I believe they are—then yes. The trials will be dangerous. They will test our minds, our bodies, and our hearts. And Will Law will be watching, waiting for the moment we falter.”


Alvin ran a hand through his hair, leaning back with a sigh. “Great. So, adventure, danger, hidden realms, ancient bloodlines, and a relative who could ruin everything. This is going to be… fun.”


Gazelem forced a small smile, though his thoughts were heavy. “Fun isn’t the word I’d use, but it will be memorable.”


They continued studying the book, stone, and parchment through the night. The candle burned low, shadows twisting across the room as if trying to reach into the secrets that the boys were beginning to uncover. Gazelem noticed a pattern in the map on the parchment: certain symbols appeared repeatedly—symbols that matched markings they had seen on the pendant and the letters in the book.


“These symbols must mark important locations,” Gazelem said, pointing to one of the clusters of markings. “They could indicate the trials, the hidden doors, or places where the bloodline left clues for future heirs.”


Alvin leaned over, eyes scanning the parchment. “So basically, it’s like a scavenger hunt… except the stakes are our lives and the fate of some hidden realm.”


“Yes,” Gazelem said, tracing the lines again. “And we have to be precise. One wrong move, one misstep… and the shadow may gain the advantage.”


The stone pulsed again, warmer this time, and Gazelem felt a sudden clarity, as if the stone were sharing a fragment of its knowledge. He saw the image of a narrow corridor hidden beneath a staircase, a small door carved into the wall, and the faint glimmer of sunlight reflecting off a polished surface. The vision faded, leaving him breathless.


“That’s it,” he whispered. “The first trial. That’s where the key goes. The stone is showing me.”


Alvin’s eyes widened. “A hidden corridor? Beneath a staircase? Are you sure?”


Gazelem nodded. “Yes. The stone doesn’t lie. That’s where we start. But we need to prepare. We don’t know what we’ll face, and we can’t afford mistakes.”


The boys spent the rest of the night organizing their supplies. They gathered ropes, lanterns, notebooks, and tools they might need to access hidden spaces. The pendant was placed carefully in a small pouch, its surface gleaming faintly in the candlelight. The key was secured in Gazelem’s pocket, and the stone rested against his chest, pulsing with a steady rhythm that matched his own heartbeat.


By the time the first hints of dawn appeared, the room was in a state of organized readiness. Maps were spread across the desk, notes were stacked neatly, and the boys themselves were dressed and alert, their minds focused entirely on the journey that lay ahead.


Gazelem felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension. The awakening of the seer stone had set everything into motion. The chest, the parchment, the pendant, and the book were only the beginning. The real test was about to begin, and with each passing moment, the shadow of Will Law drew closer.


Alvin glanced at him, a determined expression on his face. “Ready?”


Gazelem nodded, feeling the warmth of the stone against his side. “Ready.”


They left the room quietly, descending the stairs with the kind of careful precision born from necessity. The house was still asleep, unaware that its two youngest inhabitants were about to step into a world that had been hidden for centuries. Gazelem held the stone in his hand, feeling the pulse intensify as they approached the staircase that led to the first trial.


Beneath the familiar floorboards, in the shadows of memory and history, the first secret waited. The stone pulsed, the book hummed softly in the mind of the reader, and the pendant glimmered faintly as if acknowledging the journey that had begun.


The seer stone had stirred, and the heir was ready to follow its guidance. The first path would not be easy. The shadows would not remain idle. And Will Law, patient and cunning, was already preparing his next move.


The boys paused at the top of the staircase, hearts pounding in unison. Gazelem could feel the pulse of the stone resonating through his chest, guiding him toward a hidden mechanism beneath the floorboards—a hidden passage that had been sealed for generations. He exchanged a glance with Alvin, who nodded, his own expression a mixture of fear and determination.


Together, they began to lift the floorboards, careful to avoid making unnecessary noise. Each plank resisted slightly, groaning as if protesting after years of stillness. Gazelem’s hand brushed the stone, feeling the warmth intensify, almost as if urging him onward.


At last, the final plank shifted, revealing a narrow opening beneath the floor. Dust and cobwebs filled the small cavity, but there was also a faint glimmer of light reflecting from something inside. Gazelem reached down, retrieving the pendant first, and then the key. The stone pulsed violently in his hand as he approached the hidden latch that would unlock the first passage.


The moment the key turned in the lock, a soft click echoed through the confined space. A section of the floor slid aside, revealing a narrow corridor descending into darkness. A faint chill wafted up from below, carrying with it the scent of earth, old wood, and the faintest trace of something metallic—something ancient.


Alvin swallowed hard. “You ready for this?”


Gazelem nodded, his hand brushing the pendant for reassurance. “As ready as I’ll ever be. The stone is with us. The book has guided us. And together… we can face whatever lies ahead.”


With that, the boys descended into the unknown, the pulse of the stone guiding each step. The shadows of history, the stirrings of the past, and the vigilance of the enemy awaited them below.


The seer stone had truly stirred.


And the journey—the real journey—had begun.


The narrow corridor beneath the attic floorboards was darker than Gazelem had imagined. Even with the pendant’s faint shimmer and the memory of the candlelight they had left above, the air was thick with dust and the lingering weight of centuries. The walls were rough-hewn stone, damp and cool to the touch, and the faint smell of earth and decay filled their nostrils. The seer stone pulsed gently in Gazelem’s hand, guiding him, alerting him to unseen dangers, and occasionally vibrating sharply as if warning of traps or hidden obstacles.


Alvin followed close behind, holding a lantern they had brought down the staircase, casting a small circle of light in the dense shadow. Every step they took echoed along the corridor, the sound magnified in the narrow, enclosed space. Despite the quiet, a sense of being observed pressed down on them, as if the passage itself remembered the footsteps of those who had walked it long ago and had waited for the heir to return.


“Feels like this corridor’s been waiting for us for centuries,” Alvin whispered, his voice bouncing off the walls.


“It has,” Gazelem said softly. “The book told us the path would lie beneath what is familiar but forgotten. This… this is that path. Everything down here has been hidden for a reason. We’re the first to walk it in generations.”


The corridor seemed endless at first, winding and narrowing unpredictably, occasionally opening into small chambers whose purpose had long been lost to time. In each, remnants of the past waited—dusty crates, rusted tools, fragments of parchment, and, in one corner, a small wooden carving of a crown, its edges worn smooth by the touch of hands long gone.
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