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* * *




📖 Title: The Forbidden Spellbook



✨ Chapter One: Whispers Beneath the Stone




The winds howled over the cliffside monastery, clawing at its crumbling towers like a beast begging to be let in. Karem sat cross-legged on the cold stone floor of the scriptorium, eyes fixed on a candle’s dying flame. For seventeen years, he had lived in silence, raised by monks who offered prayers instead of answers. No one knew where he came from. No one dared ask. They simply called him the foundling.




Tonight felt… different. The air had shifted. It was heavier, pulsing with an ancient rhythm Karem couldn’t name. He had felt it first in his bones, then in his dreams. Dreams of ink that moved like blood, of voices chanting in a forgotten tongue, of a book bound in skin and sealed with fire. He had tried to ignore them, to pray them away, but the whispers grew louder. Louder still.




He moved through the empty corridor, bare feet silent against the icy stone. Moonlight spilled through the high arches, painting silver veins on the walls. The monastery slept, but the ground beneath it did not. Karem felt the vibration before he saw the crack — a thin, jagged line beneath the altar in the old chapel. It hadn’t been there yesterday.




Curiosity outweighed caution. He knelt, pressing his fingers to the seam. Warm. Breathing. As if the earth itself were alive. With a sudden tremor, the stone split wider, revealing a stairway spiraling into darkness. A voice, not his own, whispered in his mind: Descend. He hesitated. Then, like someone possessed, he stepped into the shadows.




The air grew thick with dust and age. Cobwebs clung to his arms. The candle flickered violently in his hand, then died. And yet, he could still see. A faint glow illuminated the chamber ahead — not from torches or lanterns, but from the object resting on a pedestal of black stone: a book, ancient and pulsing, bound in something that looked disturbingly like flesh.




Karem’s breath caught in his throat. His feet moved on their own, drawn forward. Symbols danced across the cover of the book, shifting like smoke. He had never seen this language before, yet… he could read it. The words etched into his mind like scars:

The Book of Forgotten Flame.

A curse for the unworthy.

A throne for the bloodbound.

His fingers brushed the cover. Pain lanced through his palm — a cut, thin and deliberate, as if the book had bitten him. Blood dripped onto the cover, and the symbols blazed crimson. The book opened itself, pages fluttering wildly, revealing ink that moved and shimmered like liquid shadow. The whispers grew into a chorus:

Welcome, heir of the flame.

The world will burn anew.

Karem stumbled back, but the chamber had changed. The walls were no longer stone — they pulsed like veins. His heart pounded. He tried to run, but the stairway was gone. The book floated now, pages turning, selecting a passage. His eyes locked onto the text, and before he could blink, the words had branded themselves onto his skin, coiling like fire along his arms.







The ground shook. From the darkness behind him, something stirred. A shape. A presence. Not human. Not alive. The voice returned, louder, closer:

You have opened what was never meant to be found.

Now you must carry the fire… or be consumed by it.

Karem screamed. But no sound left his lips.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




* * *

Chapter Two: Ashes of the Silent Order







Dawn broke over the cliffs like spilled gold, but the monastery remained cloaked in silence. The bells did not ring. No chants rose with the wind. Karem stumbled through the upper halls, breath ragged, hands trembling. His arms still burned with the markings from the night before — runes that writhed faintly beneath his skin like coals that refused to cool.







He had not slept. Could not. Every time his eyes closed, he saw the book, the chamber, the shifting walls — and the presence watching him from the dark. The whispers hadn’t faded. If anything, they followed him now, humming faintly at the edge of his thoughts. Like a parasite. Like a promise.

In the refectory, the long tables sat untouched. Bowls of porridge steamed quietly, but no monks had come. Karem’s heart thudded. This was wrong.







Even on holy days, even in the dead of winter, the order was strict. Punctual. Predictable. He called out, voice cracking:

“Father Ifran? Brother Younes?”

Only echoes answered.

He wandered into the cloisters, half-expecting to find the monks deep in prayer. Instead, he found them standing in a circle, unmoving — eyes wide, mouths agape. Frozen. As if time itself had halted in their bodies. Karem approached slowly, dread curling in his stomach. He touched Father Ifran’s shoulder. The old man fell backward like a statue tipped too far, cold as stone.

“No…”

He staggered away, panic rising like a tide. What had he done? Had the book caused this? Had he summoned something… or become something? He clenched his fists, willing the whispers to stop, but they only laughed.







The Order served their purpose. They kept the gate. You broke the seal.

This is the price of truth.

The sun rose higher, but the light did not reach him. Shadows clung to his footsteps. The runes on his arms grew brighter with every breath. The world around him — the monastery, the sky, the sea — felt thinner, as if reality itself strained beneath something ancient pressing through the veil.







He ran. Out through the monastery gates, past the garden where he had planted herbs with Brother Rami, past the stone fountain that no longer flowed. Down the cliffs to the narrow path leading to the village — the only place he had never been allowed to go.

Too dangerous, they always said.

Too loud.

Too curious.

Now it was the only place left.







He reached the edge of the forest that divided the monastery from the world below. The trees were thick, gnarled like the fingers of old gods. He hesitated, heart hammering. Then a voice spoke — not in his mind, but behind him.

“You touched it.”

Karem spun. A woman stood among the trees. Pale skin, silver eyes, a cloak of dark feathers. She looked young and ancient at once. Her voice was soft but heavy, like thunder wrapped in silk.

“No one was meant to open the Book of Flame,” she said. “And yet you did. Are you foolish… or desperate?”

Karem stepped back. “Who are you?”

She didn’t answer. She simply raised her hand. 




The runes on Karem’s arms flared, and the book — the cursed spellbook — appeared in the air between them, suspended by unseen hands.

“It marked you,” she whispered. “It chose you. That means you carry the spark. And if you carry it… they will come.”

“Who?” Karem demanded, though part of him already knew.

“The Keepers of Dust,” she said. “The ones who hunt flamebearers. They are already on their way.”

Thunder cracked across the horizon. In the distance, the monastery erupted in a plume of smoke — not from fire, but from something worse. A rift. A scar in the sky.

The woman turned. “Run if you want. But the fire will follow. And when the ashes settle, only one truth will remain: you were never just a boy.”

Then she vanished.

Karem stood alone as the world began to unravel.















