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​The Free Prisoner

​Erathea's Heavenly Realm
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Erathea was a world unbound by time or gravity. The Seven Kingdoms, each tethered to the heavens by invisible threads of magic and memory, could be seen drifting like jeweled islands in a sea of ​​clouds from the endless web of heaven. Beneath them, the Rivers of Time flowed—not water, but shimmering streams of silver and gold that meandered across the sky like celestial veins. They carried their forgotten pasts toward an unknown tomorrow, pulsing with lost moments and futures yet to be born. On nights, one could hear their whispers.

Books bound in dragonskin and storm-leaf bark lined the shelves of the Great Library of Whispers, which was taller than the towers. They whispered in their sleep, changing their contents depending on who dared to open them. A confession that a thief might read, a prophecy, and a queen. A child, perhaps just a lullaby. Celestial ships lay dormant among the cloud islands, driven by complex storms and sailcloths woven from the wings of cloud moths. Below the cloud line, rumors circulated of an ocean made of dreams. But none of those who had fallen so far came back to speak of it.

The broken moon, shattered into three shards, gleamed in the sky like a wound, hanging high above all. Each shard moved slowly around the other in a melancholy spiral. It didn't always fail. But the children born under its light have never been the same since its shattering. And one of them, though he doesn't know it yet, is about to fall off the edge of the world.

​The Broken Moon's Curse and Good Luck

The moon collapsed seven hundred years ago. No one remembers how, but it cracked with a sound that echoed throughout the Seven Kingdoms, turning the sky to glass and time to liquid. Some say a Timekeeper broke it to conceal a great evil. Others say a king tried to steal eternity and lost. Whatever the truth, the Broken Moon remains—three glowing shards circling each other in a slow celestial dance, casting a cracked light across Erathia.

The children of the moon were born as a result of its breaking. Children born under the Broken Moon are not like other children. Some are born with glowing veins that pulsate with the rhythm of the Rivers of Time. Some can walk through memories as if passing through rooms. Others reveal truths yet to come. They are feared and worshipped and often abandoned.

In some kingdoms, they are taken at birth and raised in silence under stone towers. In others, they are hunted, their powers considered ominous. Some lucky individuals are hidden by their families and taught to blend in, lie, and forget their identities. But they never forget. On the eve of her eighteenth birthday, a girl born of the moon fell from the sky. Her name was Liana.

​The Birthday Thief

On the morning of her eighteenth birthday, Lyanna Starfall woke with frost on her eyelashes and a stolen watch in her pocket.

The frost wasn't a surprise—the Cloud Islands are fickle—but the watch? It had been carefully and riskily calculated. Inside a small glass globe with an amber glow, it ticked slowly and quietly. A time seed. She had taken it from the floating capital of the sky, the high, ethereal chronovalot. A place no one entered without being cursed or dying for it. Lyanna had only the faint outline of a map scribbled on a souvenir cloth and a desperate justification. For her island, she had done it. Cloudmere, her home, was disappearing. Not in fire or battle, but gently—crumbling at its edges like wet paper. There, time was sagging for no apparent reason. People are aging in decline. Children were born old. The sun set before it rose.

The rulers of the Seven Kingdoms did nothing. To them, the cloud was just a speck, just a fleeting thought. Yet, Lyanna had been told that Time Seeds taken from the deepest rivers could make up for lost time and restore a place to the present. So she took one. Just one. But even one was too many when it came from the Watch Chain's keepers.

She never saw the face of her betrayer. She was only pushed toward the edge of the cloud by her own hands. As she fell, the wind howling and time stretching, the stolen watch cracked in her hand—and something ancient inside her awakened.

Something the Broken Moon had always intended.

​The Seven-Day Fall

The fall should have been moments. But it took seven days. Time wrapped around Lyanna like a ribbon in the wind, and the sky was more than just a sky—it was a vast ocean of spectral storms and shifting clouds. The sky above faded into memory. It was hard to know what lay beneath. She drifted through veils of mist that sang in forgotten tongues, past schools of skyfish gliding on wind currents, through halos of stardust that clung to her eyelashes like tears. A glimpse of a sea never before mapped lay below. She stopped screaming on the second day. She began dreaming while awake on the third. On the fourth, she nearly disappeared into a ghost of a cloud, a swirling storm of memories and grief—but she clutched tightly to the cracked seed of time, which in turn cradled her.

She met Caleb on the fifth day of their relationship. He came out of the sky like a lightning bolt on wings—a slender figure riding the back of a celestial serpent, wrapped in a golden net, a windswept veil swaying behind him. As he aimed the net at her falling body, the sun shone on his goggles. “Caught, thief girl!” he called, grinning. “You’re going the wrong way. This has to go.” The net glittered as it wrapped around her in the air—woven of sun and storm gold, humming with captured time. It slowed her fall instantly, swirling her like a star caught in its orbit.

Caleb tugged her along with his skilled hands. “You’re lucky I was cloud catching today. Too many people still fall from the sky these days. Not alive, anyway.”

“I didn’t fall,” Lyanna whispered, clutching the splintered ball, dazed and gasping. “I was pushed.” Blinking, Caleb turned to look at the distant horizon. “Well,” he said, “that'll make things interesting.”

​Winds of Change: Whispers

Lyanna no longer felt the pull of Earth after the sixth day. The fall had become something else—a time warp, a swaying corridor between the sky and the unknown. Caleb's celestial serpent, Myra, coiled slowly beside them, her scales glittering like polished pearls. The golden net still bound Lianna to Caleb's belt, but the world around them fell into a surreal stillness.

They drifted into a storm dream—a cloud so ancient it held fossilized memories.

Filthy voices within the storm spoke. Not in sound, but directly in thought.

"The girl is falling... The broken moon is singing..."

"She holds the crack... the key..."

"You must find the prisoner..."

Caleb sat bolt upright, his goggles slightly clouded. "Did... did you hear that?"

Lyanna nodded, her eyes wide open. "They're not just clouds, are they?"

“No,” Caleb muttered, looking around at the rising mist. “This part of the sky has never been mapped. Mariners of old called it the Whispering Belts. They are said to be haunted by dreams and lost moments.” The clouds began to swirl, forming a vortex—an eye.

From the center, a voice, clear and deep, echoed in their minds:

“Find the prisoner in the Last Cloud Tower.”

Then it was gone.

Silence returned like a long-held breath.

Lyanna was holding the broken Time Seed. Who, exactly, was the prisoner? she whispered.

Caleb adjusted the discs of his glider. “I’m not sure. But, if the clouds themselves are communicating with you...” He looked at her with something between awe and fear.

“...then the heavens have chosen you for something great.”

​The Last Cloud Tower

The fall ended on the seventh day, not with a thud, but in a stillness so intense it seemed to silence the sky itself. A solitary structure stood floating in the distance, piercing the layers of storm and sunshine: it was made of something impossible, shimmering threads of dreams glowing with the pulse of half-forgotten lullabies and whispered goodbyes, and it rose across the sky like a needle. Caleb's voice grew more resonant the closer they got. "This... shouldn't be here," I said. The tower shimmered and shifted constantly. Its walls were made of forgotten dreams—fragmented visions of what people had once longed for and lost. Liana saw fleeting images flickering on the roof.

A little boy was holding a paper star that was already burning. A woman dancing alone in the rain, laughing so hard no one could remember her name. A gentle rocking cradle with no baby in a field of golden feathers. Lyanna felt a tightening in her chest as she landed on a platform untouched by sleep and silence. The tower responded, opening its doors to her like flower petals to the pulse of a time seed. “I don’t like this,” Caleb muttered. “Towers don’t open like flowers.”

“They open when they’re made of what’s forgotten,” Lyanna said quietly.

The interior was spacious, with spiral staircases without steps and halls with doors leading to other memories. Paths that hadn’t existed a moment ago were lit by floating candles. The air smelled of ink and lullabies.

At the heart of the tower, in a room with walls of movable glass, she found him.

A man sat cross-legged on a floor of moonlight, bound not by chains but by echoes. His hair was silver like a refracted moon, and his eyes reflected different worlds—each flash revealing a new sky, a different life.

And yet... no one else seemed to see him. Caleb is confused as he looks around the room. “This place is empty.” But Liana could see the man.

He was looking directly at her, too.

​The Man with No Past

The man looked as if he hadn't moved in centuries as he stood slowly. "Who are you?" Lyanna asked. "I... don't remember," he said, his voice low and distant, like the echo of a forgotten song. "And yet, I know you. Or I was supposed to know you."

His eyes swirled in the starlight—ever-changing, like windows into a life he no longer lived. A snowy field. A battlefield made of clocks. A forest of mirrors. All of it passed through him in flashes.
















​Escape and the Changing World




































​The Imminent Threat and the Inky Black Sky

















​The First Battle of Time

























​The Secret Marketplace Where Time Is Sold

















​Chasing the Clockwork and the Day That Never Was

















​The Vanishing Island and the River Flowing Backwards



















​Echoes of the Forgotten Moon
















​Memory Fall Gates
























​Heart of the Moon


































​The Tower Sails





















​The Rise of the Memory Market

















​The Shaper's Echo


































​The Broken Hourglass
































​The Unwritten Door





































​The Library of Lost Timelines



























​Moon Threads







































​The Timer That Decided to Stop

































​Ship of the Forgotten Tomorrow
































​The Silent Chiming Tower
































​The Choice That Defies Time

































​The Eternity We Choose























​The Eternal Journey
















​The Clockmaker's Garden
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