

    
        
          The Guardian of Oresia

        

        
        
          Selena Virgil

        

        
          Published by Selena, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GUARDIAN OF ORESIA

    

    
      First edition. April 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Selena Virgil.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231938193

    

    
    
      Written by Selena Virgil.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Guardian of Oresia

The Guardian of Oresia

Sign up for Selena Virgil's Mailing List

Also By Selena Virgil


​[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Guardian of Oresia


​The City That Never Was
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It is said that the desert erases all memories. Footprints disappear in an instant. Names are carried by the wind. Even the stars, which elsewhere seem eternal, flicker dimly above those shifting sands. But there is one thing the desert remembers.

A city.

A city that appears on no map. A place depicted only in tales told under the stars or by half-mad people who appear out of nowhere and remember nothing about it. Oresia.

It is not clear whether it was created or born. Whether it is eternal or ancient. Whether it is a ruin, a refuge, or a dream. One thing never changes in any story: those who enter Oresia never leave. Not because of their injuries. Not because they are trapped.

But once you cross its threshold, a part of you begins to disintegrate. Your name. Your past. The shape of your soul. The city strips you of what makes you unique, piece by piece, until you are nothing but a shadow walking among shadows. No one knows why. No one knows how. Except, perhaps, for the one remaining. The individual whose story begins as a "tourist," even though he no longer has a name. A memory, a choice. And the place where names are stolen.

​Whispers in the Sand

Under a copper sky, the desert stretches forever, the wind slowly shifting the dunes like a weary god lost in thought. Samer walked alone, his boots clacking against sun-faded stone and sand that shone with a glassy heat. It had been days since he had seen another soul. Yet the stories drew him in like threads on an old, worn tapestry, whispering of a city whose name was nowhere to be seen on any map. They called it Oresia.

He first heard the name from a drunken merchant in a spice market, slurring his words and claiming his brother had once found the place and never returned. Shortly afterward, an old caravan driver muttered about travelers going mad in the dunes, staring at reflections that weren't there. But it wasn't until he reached the oasis that the story changed completely. The oasis was dying—a few cracked palm trees, a stubborn patch of green clinging to life, and a forgotten well choked by sand. There he found her: the woman with her hazy silver eyes, wrapped in tattered shawls and smelling of myrrh. She sat beneath the crooked tree, her voice barely resembling the wind.

"You search for what should not be found," she said hoarsely, without saying a word.

Samer bent down, offering her a waterskin. "Do you know the city?"

"I remember it," she said. "Few do. That's the risk." He smiled. "They say it's cursed. No one returns."

"They don't die," she whispered. "They get lost. Oresia doesn't kill the body; it dismantles the self to steal the soul. A place where names fade like smoke."

She reached into her robe and pulled out a small object wrapped in cloth. A mirror the size of a man's palm glowed dimly in the fading sun as she unwrapped it. Strange engravings covered its brass rim, worn but unbroken. “Take this,” she advised. “It’s not as magical as you think. But you’ll remember who you are when you look at it. Hold on to your reflection when everything else begins to disappear.” Though doubt hovered in Samer’s mind like a heat on the horizon, he accepted it. Yet, there was something in her voice that felt deeply embedded in him—an ancient truth spoken without needing to be believed. With the mirror in his hand and his thoughts swirling like sand, he spent another night under the stars. By morning, he’d made up his mind. The desert greeted him like an old enemy, familiar and unforgiving. He spent an hour of long shadows walking in the midday sun. He pressed on even as the sky turned purple at night. Until he saw her as the stars began to pierce the sky. Stone and a glittering horizon, partially obscured by wind and time. Oresia.

There was no gate. No boundary to cross. One step, and the sand gave way to silent streets.

Samer stopped, his heart pounding, and wiped the mirror in his pocket with his fingers. The air moved. Heavy. Dense, like the breath of invisible observers.

Then, silence.

A silence that makes you feel strange when you say your name, not the isolation of silence. He moved forward.

The whispers in the sand subsided.

​The Hidden Threshold

Samer's shoes made no sound on the stone path.

It wasn't that the ground was soft. On the contrary, it felt solid beneath his feet, an ancient stone paved with spiral patterns that might once have been passageways or symbols. But there was no echo. Not a scratch or a knock. It was as if the city had swallowed even the slightest sound. Oresia didn't rise like an ordinary city. It opened up. Leaning buildings stood close together like chattering old men, their facades cracked by time yet untouched by the sand. The architecture was strange, but not alien—rounded corners and narrow windows, doors made of dark metal that had rusted without decaying. Some buildings bore ancient inscriptions, half-worn by the wind. Others were devoid of doors, mere frames where entrances should have been, open like toothless mouths.

There was no smell. Not a breeze. Not a single warmth. Samer paused by a fountain in the middle of a deserted square. The shape of the water remained unchanged, as if it had been sculpted in stillness, even though it had dried long ago. He reached out. His fingers ran through it with resistance, like water remembering what it had been.

He took a step back after trembling. Then, absence struck him. The absence of people, no. The absence of presence. The entire city felt... empty. Like a book that had forgotten its story but still clung to its cover.

He touched the mirror in his coat pocket and sighed. "I am Samer," he whispered to himself. "I came here by choice."

The sound of his voice startled him. It seemed distant, as if coming from behind a veil. It had already begun.

He was disintegrating into the city. His heart beat faster than his steps as he advanced. He passed closed houses with open windows on every street, steps leading nowhere, and balconies with empty birdcages swaying slightly in the still air. Oresia contained no dust. No insects. No decay. She felt preserved, suspended in a moment that no longer belonged to time.

On the edge of a crumbling portico, he saw the first sign—a message written on stone in lines that resembled charcoal:

"I don't remember my name. I think I have a sister."

Underneath the message, another hand inscribed a response:

"Your name was Amir. You used to talk about her a lot."

Samer ran his hand over the writing. It flakes off like ash. Someone had tried to settle here. Someone who had once had someone.

He scanned the area. The shadows hadn't yet moved, but the light was fading fast. Dusk in the desert was a strange thing—short and sharp, like a blade gliding between the ribs. He remembered what the old woman had said: as the sun sets, the city awakens.

He found shelter in what might have been a temple. It had columns painted with spiraling motifs and high, curved roofs that hurt your eyes if you stared at them for too long. In the center stood a stone pedestal, and on it stood an ancient, cracked bowl. No dust, no blood, no signs of struggle. Just waiting. He sat down, took out his mirror, and stared at it. His reflection looked tired, too tired for someone his age. His eyes were sunburned at the edges, his skin cracked from the desert air. But they were still his eyes. His face was still. "Samer," he whispered. "I'm Samer. I was born in the north, on the banks of the Kahar River. My mother's name was Mina. My father... my father laughed a broken laugh."

He repeated it until the words felt real again.

The light outside faded completely. Then the city whispered again.

It was a rustling sound, like leaves made of breath and memories touching each other. The quiet of footsteps too light to be heard properly. Samer stood staring out the temple door at the threshold. Figures were walking down the street.

Not human. Not quite. They moved slowly, as if unsure whether they were walking or floating. They had no features—mere shadows formed by the absence of light, like shadows cast by memories that refuse to be forgotten.

They didn't speak.

They stared.

Samer didn't know if they could see him, but he felt them staring.

He gripped the mirror tightly and stepped into Orissa's night with all his might.

They had crossed the threshold.

There would be no turning back.

​Shadows at Dusk

Dusk in Oresia wasn't like our world outside.

The sky darkened, yes, but not to the pink and blue hues of a desert sunset. Rather, like an unquenchable ember, the sky above Oresia turned a deep, slow-burning violet. The city breathed beneath it, too. Not with wind or life, but with memory.

Samer moved cautiously through the narrow alleys, mirror in hand, his heart pounding with every step. The shadows around him multiplied—not just taller, but more aware. They moved across floors and walls without illuminating anything. They didn't mimic his movements. They didn't belong to anything.

They were simply... watching.

He stopped at a broken door and looked inside. A room that had withstood time. A low bed with silk sheets, grayed by the silence. A book lay open on the floor, its pages blank. On the wall, someone had scratched dozens of marks. Completing a number. Or perhaps counting down. He felt the spell of forgetfulness tugging at his thoughts. Already, the names of the constellations he had once memorized faded from his memory. "Samer," he whispered again, holding up the mirror. "A traveler. Son of Mina. I am not a shadow."

A breeze passed his ears, and he turned sharply.

Nothing.

Except... one of the shadows had moved.

It stood on the opposite side of the narrow street, still and silent. It had eyes, but only dim silver lights where it should have been looking, unlike the others. Not angry, not welcoming. Just present.

Samer backed away. He stepped forward.

"Remember?" came a
























​The City That Steals Names

































​The Mirror's Light





















​The Smiling Soul






















​The Guardian's Burden

















​An Unforgettable Choice
























​The Guardian of Oresia









​conclusion 






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
s=—lp )3

GUARDIAN






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
=—Alnl3——

GUARDIAN

> B

N
I






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





